ing the street-f pa.vement and fa.lling disma.l
1y rrom the hcuse roofs. '-:u : VR
‘»';Bertha stood at - tHe' wmdow looking'
dull’ as ‘the- sky overhea.d She wa.s tlred of
indoor play 'and she dm‘ed not .0, walkxng.::‘f‘
P : -

“noticed: tha.t she seemed
a.ll the oonversatxon to herself
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g T - " FLORENCE NIGETINGALE AND HER Fms'r PATIDNT o o
e At once Bert.ha’s face clea.red a.nd she dart- thmklng ot poor 'I\om Malls, ‘he- is ‘very ill,
f:"ed downstairs a,nd ﬂung open the- ha.ll doou' and'1 have been nursmg him- a~ httle’ '

' ‘Oh aunt, dear, 1 am gla.d to sce you" ghe = ‘How hmd ot yOu, a.unt' But you heve al~

. excla.imed ‘Do’ come m . Mother bas’ had ~ ways. been fond of nursmg poor srck people
. togo out and I am. all alone, a.nd—ra.ther‘-‘_ ha.ven’t yoru?’ DR e
" miserable. 0n1Y 2. minute’ agO I was wlsh . “Not quite so.fond as some one ‘who set

"Were you, darli.ng” séud Aunt Ruth glv- _her fa.ce suddenly lighted up - with a sweet
< ing. her,. ‘niece :a loving kiss.- 'Well then.v' i
;‘.I’m very gba.d I ca.me. Let me get my cloalk -

h11e she mqu.ired ‘Auntie is.
_:her chair cloger, wa.lted a.ll expecta.t.mn for
the- story

ing you would come o - ;.. me"anoble exa.mple sa.id Aunt - ‘Ruth, as’

‘Florence nghtinga.le..,. Rt
‘Oh’ said’ Bertha, slowly. ‘Wasn’t she
the lady J¥ho . went to nurse the srck sol-
dxers" Isn’t there 4 story about: that" Do
you . know it, auntle" _Will"you tell . me
about it, please? e S

“Auntie Ruth laughed. *‘One question at a ..~ ..

time, ‘my: -dear,’ she sald. ‘Yes, there is.a

story about Plorcnce Nightmgale a.nd you

sha.ll hear it if you wxsh ST
Bertha did wrsh of- course, “and, dmwmg

. “Well,’ began Aunt Ruth with i air of
1ecollection, ‘you may . llke to. koo, first,

-_‘that Miss Nightingale, was born in- Italy; in.

the yea.r 1820 ‘and nsamed after the’ beautx- i
ful c1ty of I‘lorenee—the plaoe of her birth
She Was-the . youbger of -two- daug'hters Her -

 father's' mame was .William Shore Nightm- o
. gale, and he was a: “wealthy land- -owner in;
;Derbyshire In Lhat .county, at the manor of

‘Lea Hurst, Florence spent’ her earliest
ea.rs It. was a lovely place, and- the. little -
irl. revelled in the delights of her beautiful

A.Enghah home, Nothrng pleased "her more, ,
~we are told, than -to wander hither and

“thither along the country lanes, and through-

. the :wido flelds, gathering flowers of every
: color and kind; mdeed her love for ﬂowers. .
became almost a p'lssion T -

-‘One, day there. happened ‘an, - incident.' '

~jwhxoh seemed to-. determme the bent of her_'v-' S

“whole after life. She was ridlng on'& favor--

. .ite.pony over the hills in company With &~

clerryman, when she saw a flock of.’ s«heep .
running here and- there, regardless of “the-
_voice of the old shepherd- in whose charge
_they wele - Wondering at. the sight the "
two riders ascended the hill and drew near
_to the -poor. ma.n, whom. they both knew- very
well. . . 1

(Al Whore is your, dog, Ca.p, Roger"" asked -
Florence,

¢4 Well, miss,” replied the shepherd,
“Cap can't work no more. Some boys got -
to throwing stones t'other day, and ome hit

. him on the leg and smashed it, He just

crawled into the hut, and there he have lain
ever since a-moanin’ with pain. . It would.
be & kindness to put him out of -his misery,
and I've made up my mind to do it to-night.’
. *“Oh, Roger, how can-you! He may get .

. well still,” exclaimed. little Florence, with

her eyes full of tears. :
¢ “Well, Miss, you see he don’t get bette'r, -

‘ ~and how can he? Don’tyou be vexing your-.

self. . Good day.”
‘But the tende1-hca.rted little glrl could

_ not forget the poor dog lying in pain. She
.rode to the hut, and borrowing a.key, un-

‘locked the door. " The dog growled when
l‘lorence entcred hut she soon succecded in
soothing him, Her companion examined

_‘tvhe leg, and found that, though badly hurt,

it was not broken. Then. Florence knelt

. down and gently tended the injured limb,

fomenting it and binding. it up “carefully:
Day after.day did she tend her poor dumb
patient, and in.the end faithful Cap was re-
‘stored -to his dehghted owner:’

‘What a tlez\r kind -girl I‘lorence must
have been" exo]aimed Bertha, with admlra.-

~tion in her. ayes.

“Yes,” rejoined ‘Aunt Ruth ‘And tha.t
first nursmg case made a wonderful improﬁ-

j sion on her eharacter As she grew older




