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THE CHILD KING,

¢ Wil yoa go over to Nankin with me,
to-morrow 1’ asked kindly Mrs. Brown of
t;er tired and hard-working nelghbor, Mrs,

etors.
thore, and hnlband‘;ndgos togo, ao I thought
you would ltko to drive
Aunb Botaoy.”

¢ Oh, I should, over so much! butDell
has gob boﬁo to aglcnlo, to-morrow aftez-
noon, and it'l! takomo the wholo of the
morning to fron her white dress. I've
just god it washod snd hung eut; and
thon theore’s blscult to make ; sho wants

em fresh. And"—

“ O mother {”

The words camo before ths door flow
open, and {n bouncod a young glrl of 12,
with the sasarance and polasof 40, dreassd
{na bralded costume that implied a week’s
hard work for somebody, her light halr
tanged on her low forchead, cheap rings
and bracelots shining on her fingors and
army, ¢ guilt necklsco round her sallow
thl::lab, dorver afrlll ogv Mtﬁﬁgﬁ‘ 1200, g:ler
whole peort, taw an grooable,
Sho barely nodded to the minister's wile,
and want on In a loud voloe, *‘Say | Lucelle
838 1'd ought to have somo littlo plos and
some cream cake boaldes the biscutt, so {
run home to tell you.”

Poor Mrs, Petor's faca fell,

“Idon't really seo hov X can, Doll. 1t's
quito a plece of work to make tham cream
cakes. I can make somoplo crust and fix
ft up for the ples.”

*Oh, but I wans the cream ocakes | If
you make ‘cm to-night, the plos can walt
till morning,”

“But, Dell, I've gotto ged the breaxn
fast and wash the es and make the
beds and sweep, and then {ron your white
dress, and you know therse's sights of
wo;'lf on it, and you wans therufy eefluted,

“'Oh, can't you ged up real early 1

Mrs. Brown wax Indignant, A wize
E:ovorb cautions us nob to put 3 finger

tweon the bark und the tras, but she
did not remember it. ** Why don't you
make tho cake yourself, Dollat” she said.
‘“When I was youraga I could make cake.
Can't yout "

Dolls startod ab her scor_fully ; Mrs,
Poters put in her word at oncoe,

¢ Ob, I haven's noever azkod it of her.
Mrs, Brown, Dell's res' delicats, aand
she loves to go; children wn'tchildren but
once, and 1 want, for her to have a good
tlme. I'llfetch it woundsomshow, ﬁell,
dear, You tell Aunt Betssy, won't you,
Mls’ brown, how that 1 wanted to seo hov,
bub { really conldn's gt over. I thank
you just as much.”

Mrs. Brown offered no farther remarks.
There was a tone ofaggrioved motherhood
in Mrs. Peters’s volce that warnsd her
to keep allence; ahe sald good.bys, and
pursuing her walk np the sirect, rong
tho bell at o handsoms h)use standing in
8 woll-kept gard, thad told ita own story
of wealth within, She was sdmitted to
the parlor and warmly welcomed by Mza,

snd Mtes Vincent, a wife of middle age
and her slstor-m lasw.
Bub hardly had aho to talk with

ber frlends when tho door opaned, and in
rushed foar childron of vax  as ages, whe
altcrnodding at the visftor, or reluctantly
asbaking hands, at once monopolized the
conversation. In eain did Mra. and Miss
Vinoont etrogglo to be hesnd,

*Oh Mary | 1 was trying to tell Mrs,
Brown’

“Well, ma, I'vo got togo; I aald I
would, and"—

*‘Oh, yes® You told Will Johns you'd
glod,"and you'vogod tol Jos likoa giri !

**Millg, desr, I wand to ask Afrs.
P v £ ot

o aunt 8uo, I mast go U
goes, and there's that plenl agmd"--

8o it went on, a pxnfoeh%a , which
no prosent offort oonld sflenos, it had
bean s0 bong tho habis In this house for
tho olders to listen and the children to

pesk,
Mre. Brown mado ‘only a short call;

¢ You xnow aasociation moeta}!ly.

over and seo your | say.

the went but a fow atepa fuethor to the
houso of & desolate woinan, a widow, whd
had loat hor two chlldren a month aince
with diphtherls, Mrs, Tonny burst into
tears a3 she camo Into tho room, and
‘hll"l. Brown pathor arms abous her tendor

¢ My poot friend 1” was all she could

0 Mra, Brown, I ean't, I can’t bo
veconoiled to It, I miss thom every
sooond, Hal used to come In so bright
trom school—his first year togo, you know;
and Susy was always at my knoo or in my
lap, whun she was awake; and In the
lonosomse nights I used to Usten for thelr
sofu broathing, aud pu$ out my hand to
fos] Susy’s little tendor faco in tho orib,
snd thank God Ihad them siiil, {f tholr
father had loft me,”

Thore was nothing to #sy to this; asof
old, the mother wept for her children and
refared to be comforted. Mrs, Brown
trled another course.

¢ They were not both taken at onco 3"
she aaked.

Ard the mother ceased forthe moment
to answer her, and with the pathetic
garrnlousness of grief entered Into detall,

¢‘No, Hal camo home from echool, one
day, so tired, and said hishesd achod.

And 1 trleﬁ 40 make him keop still on
tho sofs, budhe was restless, and he would

0 ont in the sunshino to see the chickons;
5 was a hot day fu May, and I couldn's
make him keep a hst on; pretty socon ho
sorb of orawled back Into kitchen and
eald his “froad’ was sore, and ‘fings kep’
oin’ zoundan’ rouad an' round,’ Then
sent for Dr. Smith, and ko gave mo
some mediolne and s bruzh and told me
to pus 16 on the inside of hls throat, and
rub some llniment on the outside. Bub
Hally wounldn't let me, and he screamed
and kicked 20 he ohoked up right away
1 ocouldn't do it, 1t hurt him &0, and he
wouldn't lep me if 1'd wanted ‘to.

¢ ] meant tosend Susy away, but she
aever would stay with anybody buot me,
the little preclons! I never could make
hor, 8o she s{ckened next day, and
there couldn't ho anything done for her;
there wamn't a day between them. And
now—now—my house is ltke a grave all
the time.”

In the plteous bursv of aobbicg that
followed, could Mrs, Brown apesk the
thought that illed her heart and say My
frlend, you have fallen futo the plt that

ou have di 3 if your children had
ed to o%ey you in health, they
might have been withyou to-day ”

Sho conld not, deeply as shefelt it ; the
hour for counssl was past; she could only
‘s weop with them thap weep,” and botake
horself to the noxt call on her liat, for
s, Brown was dolog pariah duty this
afternoon.

Mes. Tibbets was very glad to see her.

¢ And how are you all to-day ¥ asked
the minlstar's wife.

“Oh, wo're ressopable well, all bnt
Nelly; she got thrown down at the rink
Iast night, and sprained horanklereal bad.
I've expooted along something liko
that would kappen to her.”

** Don't you think it is a bad plxoe for
glrls to go anyway i’ asked Mrs, Brown.

“Land, yes] Butall the young folks
are pozsested to g1, and you can't stop
‘em. ! wlab to goodness the men that
buflt thet rink had besnfurthor! Theres
all gorts go thero, snd they talk to every-
body, and get familiar.llke with folks
you wouldn't havo them know no more
than nothing, There's about as much
harm t0 » rink as there is to a rum hols,
bat it makes aboud as mnch money; so
you can’t etop 'emw: nobody can's.”

« Why do gou lob gour girls go there §*

¢ Maorcyl I can't help ‘emgoin’, Girla
{s aa hesdstrong s pigs; the moro you
pull 'em one way, the mora they go
other way. T vosalwayswanted my child-
ren to havo a good timo whilst thoy was
young; therxa's troublo cnough ahead of
om, 80 X've lot 'em rup, tim's to ko
exyec,sod that T can up and atop ‘om
now.” .

Thers was oo controverting thut polnt,
20 Mrs, Brown 2a{d no more, .

Tho noxt houso was Mr. Mookor's,
Mrs, Mcoker at~oa abtho window, watoh.
iog with anxlous oyes her oldead son, who
was exporimonting with a new bloycle,

“0Ob, Mrs Brov~,” sho sald, looking
over bor shoulder, ‘*conre in do; 1 can't go
sway » minate from tho window, I'm
afrafd Charley'll fall and hart him, He’s
becn orazy after a blcyclo, and Mr,
Mockor didn’t know Low to get one for
him—they're veal coatly -and I begged
and begged him not to buy ono, for 1
kpew Ishouldn's have a minute's peaco
while ho was off with it; but the boy
wanted 1b, and that's enough. What
ho wants ho's got to have. Wo're bohind
with tho taxes, and I'm fixing over my
old clothes rather than ask John for a
cont{; but Charley's fot his fathor’s foob,
88 folks aay, and I don’t know why be
shoulda't have. Boys must be boys, you
know, and I never dig bolleve In making
images of ‘em, to do just 8o, and ba prim
and proper all thelr Jays. Ob, o-h! 1
thocghb ho was off that timo, but ho
wamn't. X do beliove mynerves will be
worn to ravelln's with thab bloyele.
Don’t go!”

‘ ITwon't stay now, Mra. Mesker., I
know you want to watch Oharley. Il
como some other time,"”

80, quite unattended, Mrs Brown found
her way to the door, and wonton to the
noxt houso, where Biss Sophronia Pack-
ard lved all alone and took {n mowing,
Mrs Brown mado the usual civilinquiries,
and tken MlssSophronia opened the con-
versation,

T neo you come from Mls’ Mocker's;
well, I do plty that woman ; she bam'd a
minute's peace for them children; and
here's Mis’ Bunnell, next door, is just as
bad, though she hasn't gob but one; bat
ter May %a headstrong, now, I tell you.
Why, she goes all the time! If tian't a
dance, it's a plonlo, or a ride, or a mil
8he's s Impudent 8y & bumble bee, and
a3 bumptious as a wron, bat ahe 1an't of
no use in this livin’ world, as 1 aee, bub
to plsgue her ma., Why, t'other iay,
Mis’ Bunnel! found out that dMry was
goin’ over to Norwalk in s buggy, with a
young feller’ at elght o’clock in th’ evenin’,
calculating’ to come home by moonlight,
betwix one an’ two in the mornin,’ and,
paterally, she sot down her foot that
Mary ahouldn’t gos She didn't know the
teller and she knew It wasn't seemly for
a gal of fifteen to go off that way with
any young mau, and 80 she told May ;
but, if you'll b'lleve it, Mis' Brown, that
pleco jest put on her sack and bunnet.
and walked right out of the donr, and off
with her fellor ' If I'd boen her me, she'd
havo got a locked door in her faca when
she come home.”

b, Miss Sophronia, do you think
that wcald have helped the matter? A
father’s house ought neover to be closed
on a child, any wors than our Father's,
least of all when the child’s faults are the
result of the parents’ folly and woakness.”

* Waoll, mebbe there's semetbing in
that ! Bat it does scem to me that some-
thing bad ought to be done, when a gir!
flies right in her ma's face like that!”

*I'm afrald It Is toc late to do much
st Mary's age bubd pray for her.”

** Land! you don't aupposo diis’ Bunnels

thinks May needs prayln’ for? Why,|

she thinks she’s about as nigh perfood as

thoy mako ‘om ; sho's clean aat up withi ¥
that child —all tho-one sho over had. Li-

you should so mfich a3 bint about prayln®
h;frl.!mn, I guess you'd ralso.awuss reight
off I i .

2Men Brown tried to, o¢ nire] hottysx
but found it ha- L “*_‘.._.3333 Fon-
of finosoorn w s Irrosiatih is
od the enbjer., by saylig:

“1 sm weryMrs. Ph
sway: I mianp t%%n her.” !
*'Well, yoo cantiyl® Zxat ¥ | sho
ain't gops, 'sad Misg Sophronia in a
vory acrid tone.
¢ Not gone!
much to soo hor sistor, X thonght nothing
would hinder her!”
**1 know i¢, ske hasn's scon Bils’ King
for throo yoars, but Marlan.wen

saked two glrls, and-thoyd

of 'om, to come this weok and atay till
sftor tho First, and Mis' Pholps wasn'd
goln’ to leave 'om thero alono to ralse
hardy ; besldes that, hor hired girl afn’s
cowpetend to do forcompany., Butthat's
the fashion;thochiidren rawl, now-a-deys.
1teel thankful to goodnoss overy day
that I wa'n’t nover bogulled fnto the
married state, and I havent got no
youngeters a-walkin' over me, makin' a
door mab of mo{ Notbat what I might be
liko Miss Porkins, to Lo sure, of I'd had
a nophow, tharvkaboto pralse I ha'n’t!
Bat I steppod {n there t'other day, and if
that woman wasn's a-goin’ round the
keop!n'-room on all fours’ with her alster's
boy astrido of her back, and sho & asyin'.
‘O dostop Sammy! I'maotired! And
he a-whippin’ of hor up, and a-screamin,’
Go 'long, hcasy | go ‘“long hossy I' And
she did go 'long, till I ploked him wap,
with a jork, and =6t him down hard on
tho highest chalr, My | didn'tho holler !
;n;i wa'n't sho med ! But I'mgladI dono
b "9

That night Mrs. Brown detailed all
that sho had seen and heard In hor ronnd
of calls, to hor husband, as thoy eat
together by tho stndy firo. Hly face
clouded darkly, but he did not tell her
what hoavythoughts plercad the fatare,
and 8aw, as in » vislon, impending trouble
for the land a.d the people that he loved,
All that he did, whon hls reverle was
ended, was to draw a deep sigh, and re-
past, in melancholy tones, one text from
the Scriptare that was his couusel for
botk llves: **Woe to theo, oh land, when
tby king is a child.”

And lot all the peoplo say:

¢ Amen "

——rent Ol U O et
Blue Ejes.

Egex expross all the sentlments which
the human heartis capable of foollng.
Thoy are Independent. Thoy lcok whers
they please, and when they please. They
aakno favors, respect no positlon, and bow
to no arlstocracy.

Firat {n tho liat come the ¢‘ bonnfe eyes
of blue.” Inthelrdepths weroadily trace
gentleness, purlty, ocbsdlsuce and candor.
They have a bauntlng fawn-llke expres-
slon which is in itself a charm. Oa, bas.
wilderlng blue eyos! Artists love them
best of all, and posts pay thom charming
tribates.

Blue oyes, so meok and loving, yet so
coy. They are the eyes for the fireslde
angol,—~remember thls, azaro eyod wald-
eus, The blae-oyed, flaxen halred wifel
The calm, loving, blu- eyed mothor ] g

‘Whare is tho max: #o granite hearted a
to gaze raptureless apon a little blao-ayeole
falry, wmith bair of pale spun gold, 2
not oxlas! I can readily understand wh
@ noblsy, high minded man, will rist 48
1ife for such & radiant being, and- NS
will press onward, though his path NS
him throngh zeas of fire and blog B
2yes but glance . gesesgh
Jo will elimb the temparziiiie
Fame unfliz g Jw
blue eyes "N

tl. ! &7&:&%

Why, sho had wantedso |-

opiniA
shows 30
Peavide

msuners charmingly piquanti He ddf R




