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THE QUIET HOUR.
horn"’B. N. C." to “SL Kdm. Hall.” te in Mr. Bertie Gorki's for a Tuesday and Wednesday particularly full of engagements 
handwriting. Fm not a sentimentalist, but I liked the Rights, for her. 
and I mean to keep this souvenir. .

xxra.
“CouMnt we write and say we’d rather come next week t” - Short YleWS.

______________ 1 ^Sb^tawtih looked severely horrified. Too long outlooks are bad. They are denma.
Of course it was Miss Corite who took me down in Fleet “IshouH think not,” she replied. “ You’re not in America, .__ J!„1________ :__w K - ...Street to see where Dr. Johnson used to live. I did not hear child. I hardly know these people at all ; moreover, its you lnK disheartening. We have not the faith or the

the nanm of Dr. Johnson from another soul in london during they want to see, and not me in the leasL” __ energy necessary to cope with them. Manv a
the whole of my visit. And Lady Torquilin gave me her cheek to kiss and went °, ... , „ u> »

“This,” said Miss Corke, as we emerged from a dark little away and wrote to Mrs. Stacy as she had said. possible result has never been attained because the
t&"ssS££ titratsts’fcsi‘dials: -.y» * se.™.* «.i™,,. a»
unblinking rows of windows In walls of all colors that get the my train sped down them, leaving me for a tow minutes unde- a little child, “If you look at the whole limirtti 
worse fbr wear, “this is Gough Court. Doctor Johnson lived tided how to proceed. The little station seemed to have noth- ..: . ■> , , K U1
here until the death of his wife. You remember that he had a ing whatever to do with anything but the main line. Present- your seam you will never get it sewn ; look only at

“>« little bit between you, thmnb «ri ling».- o„
“I have no patience with you!” cried Miss Corke, fervent- most diminutive thing in railway transport I had ever*«een. life is mercifully cut up into “ lit ties.” God knows

ik-saiessü?3kbsis ^ », -whole- <* m™, u,™», c™,,* b« ^
I«ld.l«*ùvro™d. ”nto* to u« »t race. Ami =o our Prod tought us to

to which Idas Corke replied that it was a One place in those over the bridge with the quiet conviction that this was the pray for our daily bread, and said that sufficient
-17" «,*, d»r w*, o.. «,« ««.«of. a*

I*J ^ with ironical resignation, “for fully away in the van he atto departed, leaving the Pinbury will His children to be crushed with anything too
“ Oh! - said L “ Which house 1 ” tulips, "aiïJFvroSdSwi how soon it wràuid rain, and^'^d my heavy for them. Let us be content to do each

P“‘r' W|U ““*»>* - It » presented to us, nnd tten the
j took one long and thoughtful took at the yellowish house train had been forgotten, and I got ouL There was no one on “great” will be attained. The great is always the

. .. . . . whu« « »re d„mg „m,38,*SSSr sumeuue "little- wesrematiugprogrem-wem.
“Removed to Johnson's Court somewhat later,” she said, “ Does it go to-day f” I inquired further. on our way to the end. There are many attain-

• which, you must be careful to remember, was act named He looked amused at my ignorance. wi, ...,i __j p ________i __. ■ , _teem him. WeT just eo tome now.” “ Oh, yes, lady ! - he replied. “ She goes every day-twice. ments, both spiritual and temporal, which we could
... - *tar^ 1 asked. Because there must be other celeb- But she ’as to wait for two hup trains yet. Shell be hoff in never have arrived at but by a progress of littles. 

Titles— about alf an hour, now ! this reassuringly. , 1 ,
repeated Miss Corke, with a withering accent. When we did start it took us exactly six minutes to get to Itls not Gods measures which crush us—it is our

2513'Æf I.’SS.’SS.1 S X «"*• W« will uot become amtil euough -slmpl.
place for them—but there s only one Samuel Johnson.” was waiting. enough. We want to have to do with years, when

mMmvffingat^step. ® platfora'^nd'^a^me^quite toe^S^ctoS^Lg'wdS^ God only means us to have to do with days. God’s
yeM« «e made of days.

ly to learn London. And Ive never met a citizen of yon yet," failed to reach any sympathetic relation with the young ladies 
shewent «^Ignoring my threatening parasol, that was not I had come In contact with in London. I noticed when I saw 

satisfied at seeing oas of Johnson s houses—houses he that it would be'different with Miss Stacy and Miss Dorothy
ini You are a nation of tasters. Miss Mamie Wick, of Stacy, and probably with the other Misses Stacy at horned That both he that soweth and he that remveth may reknee

They regarded me with outspoken interest, but notât all with together.” St. Jointiv. 7s6? y J
ML
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I took one long and thoughtful look at the yello 
at the end, and tried to imagine the compilation < 
inside Its walls about the year 1748, and turned away feeling 
that I had done all within 
of Dr. Johnson.

of lexicons
%

1 L

■I “The Harvest Home.”quite
Shed
Chicago 1”

At which I declared myself, for the honor of the'Stars and
^1tmm<^ll^o^l^^p^vedn^djti^nim»Ten°^S>mra« little^teowlTj^^tote ^e^Knÿtih”tidkto^ * 
desolate than the test. Its prevailing Idea was soot, relieved great deal. MassStacy drove 2nd I sat beside heT^ut

iisSISISSIFthe lry that grew 1".Johnson a Court. , Dorothy did not take his views into account at all —up
„ïtear me! î;. S” **? Hved here, tool _ _ came the foot and out came the stone. The average American

dont wm^to^ to°Æ *A 1HtUe>’Int^igen?'curiosity," SLTuîfnk*^ driVC" helplcsslir al°“K untU she overto°k »

ti!?nSSra?>^îimS1ïy^îSfî^iUn8 *° ***• Samuel John8°n „ Rf opurae. Miss Stacy wanted to know what I thought of 
vvî^kZd .i u-, i™ « lame, general way ; but before I had time to do

Jîfv,eral while more than mention a tow heads under which I had gathered
L1Tt!D^eî?^?® stories^that reminded me of my impression, she p&rticul&rùêd with reference to the seen

S' - -ü
^WfeSsS'noweo toT»3tIf>«SH A •« K , “Grander, you know —more mountains, and lakes, and

Samurf the Kf Ms S^su^nd^y ^ iot ti ^id Staoy’ but not 80 nice- ““«% have
JmL”? ana from “Npt" I said; unfortunately it was about the only thing

aU^orttis^the^rayr^ d Pofre8h oareelTe8 by looking verely, so that he trotted tor almost half a mile without^
Mto ^ ^ Stw^Svi^tnhrk^iLr^^

said M rwwkod’res^tfMlv^to mlrter Abboy’1 thInk you enough to bc mt^tol in the points that I fom! particuSri^ 
“ to sot- n°vti *nd pleasing - the flowering hedges that lSncd np
“ *Ænni “■ iTaa", ^p^68- p af^nst the fields by the wayside, and thS quantities oflittlc

inef rfv.frïdofl with wme anxiety, birds that chirruped in and out of them, and the trees, all
jnstt^^frav^^te^whowasdulyàggravated. twisted round withivy, and especially the rabbits, that bobbed
ntmomw’ * Bstminster Abbey, you about in the meadows and turned up their little white tails
Doctor JohnMnf l^DeSîrtaotiteîS^* °f tb® nlonument to W'thas much naivete as if the world were a kitchen-garden 
lpoctor Jonnson. vve ncoon t go raere. closed to the pnbhc. The bunnies," as Miss Doroth'v Stacy
ed me1 for ff^Uiere te a,^"nP,r ;wh*ch wound- called them, were a source of continual delight to me. *1 could
S™?’ ror ir Ulere 18 an unpleasant thing it is to be disbc- never refrain from exclaiming “There’s another!" much to 
neveu. __ the young ladies’ amusement.

„ „ . AAi v. “You see," explained Miss Dorothy, in apology, “they’re
Mr. Mafferton frequently expressed his regret that almost not new to us, the dear, sweet things ! One might say one has 

immediately after my arrival in London—in fuel, during the been brought up with them—one knows all their little ways 
time of my disappearance from the Métropole and just as he But they are loves, and it is nice of you to like them.”
became aware of my being with Lady Torquilin—his mother --------
and two sisters had been obliged to go to the Riviera on ac
count of one of the Misses Mafferton’s health. One afternoon . I drove in at the gates of Hallington House as one might 
(the day before they left, I believe) Lady Torquilin and I, drive into the scene of a dear old dream a dream that one has 
coming to.,found a large assortment of cards belonging to the half believed and half doubted and wholly loved and dmTm^d 
family, which were to be divided between us. apparently. But again all one’s life long. There it stood, as I had always won- 
as Mr. Charles Mafferton was the only one of them left in town, dered if I might not see it standing in that far dav when I 
my acquaintance with the Maffertons had made very little should go to England, behind its high brick wall in the midst 
progress-cxcept, of course, with the portiy old cousin I have of its ivies and laburnums and elms and laurel biishc& lorting

A nfhV?1 d°they caU a black cat in 1x111(10,1 * ” was a favorite solid, without any pretentmiisness of Mansart} roof or bow-

Sjn.'°K,aM.».rsSysase^ss » saissur “* -

From the far-off fields of earthly toil 
A goodly host they come.

And sounds of music are on the air— 
Tie the song of the Harvest Home. 

The weariness and the weeping,
The darkness has all passedby ; 

And a glorious sun has risen—
The sun of Eternity !iss

We ve seen those faces in days of yore 
When the dust was on their brow 

And the scalding tear upon their cheek— 
Let us look at the laborers now !

We think of the life-long sorrow 
And the wilderness days of care ;

We try to trace the teaSlrops,
But no scars of grief are there.

There’s a mystery of soul-chastened joy 
Lit up with sunlight hues ;

Like morning flowers most beautiful. 
When wet with midnight dews.

There are depths of earnest meaning 
In each true and trustful g&se.

Telling of wonderful lessons 
Learnt in their pilgrim days ;

And a conscious confidence of bliss 
That shall never again remove—

All the faith and hope of journeying years 
Gathered up in that look of love.

The long waiting days are over ;
They’ve received their wages now ;

For they’ve gazed upon their Master,
And his name is on their brow.

They’ve seen the safely-gamer’d sheaves,
, Ami the song has been passing sweet 
>v hich welcomed the last in-coming one 

Laid down at their Saviour’s feet.
Oh ! well does His heart remember 

As those notes of praise sweep by,
The yearning, plaintive music 

Of earth’s sadder minstrelsy.
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And well does He know each chequered talc 

As He looks on the joyous hand—

crossd thcir pathThe heart 8 unspoken anguish.
The bitter sighs and tears.

The long, long hours of watching,
The changeful hopes and fears !

One hath climbed the rugged mountain-side— 
l was a bleak and wintry day ;

The tempest had scattered his* precious seed 
And he wept as he turned away 

But a stranger-hand had water’d 
That seed on a distant shore,

And the laborers now are meeting 
Who never had met before.

XXV.
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But another and yet another 
Had filled that deserted field,

Norvam^v the seed they scatter’d 
YY here a brother’s care had till d.

sas'Æwr*
dl'«

j •' s " ere s**1! and wearv.
And she never went forth to sow ;

«—
hhe looks on many a radiant brow 

And she reads the answers there.
' <T • sowers and reapers are meeting,

...A rejoicing host they come ! 6
-1.!1 J ou Join the echoing chorus?
11;> the song of the Harvest Home ! ' _p.

.< <^ou)>xv°ultl lie done by” were made the 
used. 'klw much less parchment would be

?i?alx>lî-$hAd ' er^ kl5ÿy Ahe lrouble to write to I ie from a^k, with courteous old-fashiontxl solicitude how I had borne
the Riviera a nice friendly letter, «tying how sorry they all the fatigue of the journey-such a dclightfol old soMre left were that we did not meet before theyJeft town, and asking over by accident from the last century with hisXiJhlbnS 
me to make them a visit as soon as they returned in June, phraseology and simple dignity arti great friendliness KSodhl 
The letterwent onto say that they had shared their brother’s the rest of the Stacy daughter, clusteriîm round tW parents 
anxiety about me for some time, but felt quite comfortable in and their guest and the impôt, talking Lrailv with thtir nm d 
the thought of leaving me so happily situated with Isuly Tor oil English accent of all manner <>fthhn^tlJsouhK,msiî 
9“1Unj,»" ol,d friend of their own ; and was it not singular? ton Museum, the Pinbnrv commissi^s the nrmn^M for

h— -When I told Mr. Mafferton I had, heard from his sister and titomc fromlhe quieMg^ ofThe^tW^oridm^i^T 
how much pleasure the letterh,ul given me. lie blushed in the I sat there bewitched bv i^with a^ntive^^^tv -r.^ 
most violent and unaccountable manner, but seemed pleased. koo! ”-“Cuckoo ! ’’ I'must have hrnrd it tol a™ it vrore 
nevertheless It was odd to see Mr. Mafferton discomposed ago. when the Wicks lived in KnglanT tiirouuh the mrè n> 
and it discomposed me. I could not in the least understand ancestors. g through the ears of n,j
MryMalfert<mr.3‘wk ghul whin"he mid he”'haV'iumlmiti answS^^’from'’!helop'pUng èhn l"n,ghsTn ^-orârer

lives of Mr. Mafferton’s living in Berksiiire gave
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! [to bk continued.1me my one
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