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The Family.

PRAYER FOR OUR CHILDREN,

FATirR, out children keep |
We know not what is coming on the eatth §
Beneath the shaduw of thy heavenly wing,
O, ke¢p them, keep them, Thou who gav'st
them birth

Fsther, draw nearerust
Draw fiemer 1ound o3 Thy protecting amm
O, ¢claip our childien closer .o Thy side,
Usinjured in the day of carth’s afarm,

Them in thy chambera hide §
0, h;del em and presenve them calm and
sife
When sin abounds, and error flows abroad,
Am}l} {Saun terapts, and human passiont
chafe,

0, Leep them uodefiled ! .
Unspotted from a tempting wotld of sin;
‘That clothed in white, through the bright city

ates
Tk?ey m’:y with ug {n triumph enterin,
w2, Bisar,

-

COMING OUT OF SCHOOL.

A LiRCE number of young people
will end their school-days this month.
Many will be graduated from univers:-
ttes, colfeges, seminaries, high schools
and academics of vanious kinds,
of these will pass to other schools to
continue their educatfon, but many will
lay down their text-books to resume
them nomore.  Whether well prepared
or til-prepared, they will go out now
from the school-room to take up their
watk in life,

There are several suggestions which
seem worth .making to those who are
now bidding good.bye to school.iife.
No young person needs on this oceasion
to be reminded that * blessings brighiten
as they take theirflight””  School never
seems quité 5o itmportant, nor its plea-
sures quite so dear, as in the last weeks
when one realizes that one’s school-days
are about over. Many young people
find theit tasks very irksome as day by
day théy have to toil through the same
rbutine: but when the time draws near
to leave school 1t seeins that they can
never tear themselves away.
teachers begin to -have a worth and a
dearness they had never discovered in

them before.  Even the dingy old recis|¥

tation-rooms grow beautiful with a sort
of mild transfiguration-glow as they look
at them with misty eyes. Suddenl
they find out that they have been spend-
ing the happiest days of their: life in
their school-years, and thit it wiit al-
most break their heart togo out to come
back no more, Still, they must not
linger. As many an eloquent valedic-
torian will say these June days, duty
waits and responsibility beckons, and
they must tear themselves away from
classic' halls and familiar- scenes and
"bappy companionships and delightful
studies ;to take up the burdens and
. .cares ‘of real life,

Anothec suggestion is, ‘that young
pcople should not make the mistake of
shutting up their books and giving up
their studies because their school days
‘are over. 'Teo many do Just that,
They fancy, that they are now educated
and do. not need to learn anything
more. Instead of- this, however, they
should repard thelr education as but
‘begun. They have only been learning |

how to learn, how o use books, how m‘

use the keys to unlock the storehouses
of knowledge. They should now con.
ticue to study, to gather knowledge, to
cultivate their minds, to improve them.
selves [n all ways, The young people
who stay at home or go into work or
business should at once form habits ‘of
reading and study which they will main-
tain through all their life,

Tt is a good thing generally for busy
people with maay tasks to, take one
study-at & time and devote (o it all the
minutes and quarter hours they can get
until thiey have madteredit.  This may
‘be a coutse in' histbry, fet ys suppose, or
in the Eistory of some particular country.
Or it may br a course in literature, or
in .the works .of some special author.
For example, let a young: man or a
young womdn take every spare moment
for a year and give it to a patient study
of English Kistory or of Uniled States
history, o2 it may be the study of one
author as Walter Scott or Longlellow,
;cnd who can tell what the result will

?

It will require considerable courage
and determination to adopt and follow
out such a courte, The temptation for
young people is to enter tnto social life
10 such a degree that they can find no
time for reading or study. Atthe very
beginning they should settle jast how
much time they can afford to give to
social pleasures. ‘They must choose
between merely baving a2 good time
and being ignoramuses, or being
intelitgent, wellinformed people with
only a proper amount of " good time”

Some thoughtful arid earnest young

ple give resolutely only ohe evening
Jnihe week to purelysocial life, then one
£yvening, besides Sunday, to a church.
meeting, . thus retaining four eveaings
each weck for reading, study and self.im.
provement. It may be hard-to begin
such a course ; but whén the habits are
formed, bt is no longer hard;  And the
tich rtesults in the deepening and
strengthening of the life will 1epay a
thousand times the seif-denial and the
toll required. Some things must be
crowded out of every life; if itisread.
ing, study and self improsement that
are crowded out by the plediutes of
society, it will be at a sad cost in the
end to the persons who silow. love of
ta-good .time,” . thus .te! rob.them in

Some |

Their|

The aim of this anticle is to urge
and stimulate young people now leaving
school to regard their work as students
as but begun, and to encourage them
to take up at once without bhreak, and
pursue with unflagging energy through
all their years, a system of home-study,
by which their mental powers ehall be
developed to their best and their store
of knowledge contmually fncreased,
There are few pe sons who cannot get
at least one hour every day for sohd
reading and close smd{- ; and even one
hour a day resolutely sccured and
wiecly spent will yield tich results n
life's ptime.~Forward.

HER SPHERF

“ Morurr, Miss Susan has had a
little fortune left her

“A fortune? Migs Susan? Non-
sense, Herbert why do you say such
childish things ?*

" A child is supposed to speak a sim.
ple, unvarnished tale, isnt 1t?  Well
my adwiting mother, that 13 just what
I am doing. Miss Susan, I tell you,
has had a farwune left het,”

" By whom?"

* Ah, now your curiosity comes to
the rescue of your unbelicf, you gramt
me, then, that Miss Susan has had a
fortune left hes 2"

“1 would grant you a box on the ear,
il my hands were not so busy just now,
for 1easing me about a matter that you
must know I am sincerely interested
in”

Mr. Herbert Johns' handsome
mother threw enoaﬁh reproach into
her tone to bring the young man to
more sober speech. He landed his
chair safely on ita four fegs, after pirou.
etting it around on one, and left off
bantering his mother,

“Yes, Madame, in good earnest,
her Cablotnia uncle has left her
$10,000,

1s it possible ] I wonder what the
good soul will do with it? I really am
afraid, Herbert, that the change, at her
time of hife will make her unhappy.”
%Then I hope, mother, that you
will suggest to her to give it tome ™ It
would not make me unhappy, I assure
Ou‘”

« But Mrs. Johns was not far wrong.
Miss Susan Park had learned the dress.
making trade while she was a gurl in
her teens.  She was a woman of forty
now, doing an excellent business, get-
ting a dollar and a half a day, and lay.
ing by a little something everg year,
She was entirely content with her lot.
The Califorrmia lawyer's letter had upset
her whole plan of life. Instead of be-
coming the beneficiary of the Old
Ladies’ Home for the consideration of
a2 $300 entrance fee, which had hereto.
fore been her early ambition, Miss
Sasan now felt both the pleasure and
the responsibility of a possmble bene.
factress and what, indeed, as Mrs
Johns has naid, should she do with it?

“ I'm thinking of selting up an or-
phan asylum, ma'am,” Miss Susan said,
in answer 1o the kind lady, the next
time she weat to her for a day's sewing.

*An orphan asylumi” exclaimed
Mts, Johns in natural surprise,

The old maid's cheek was still fresh
enough to colour deeply,

“Yes'm I love childer, an' 1 thunk
I'd hardly want to go to heaven, 1f 1
could have a dozen of them, with
blue eyes, and curls, and white dresses,
it my hotise allthe time.”

This was the old mald's first dream
of what to do with her money, Mrs,
Johns had not the heart to break in
upon it with cruel facts, of dirty, willul,
unruly, diseased, ungrateful hitle ¢rea.
tures, such’ as she well knew foil to the
lot ;r most orphan asylums. She only
d1id -

“Don't be hasty, Susan ; take some
time to lock around you befcre you
make up your mind.”

“ Well, Miss Johns,” said 1he heiress
plaintively, some weeks later, “I'm
glad eacugh 1 took your advice about
looking around a bit, before I set out
for an orphan asylum. I went to the
Home of the Helpless, told 'em what
I was thinkin’ about, and asked: them
to let me stay a few days and look
‘round, But land’s sake ] I could
hredly stick it out for two days. 1
didn’t have anidee that childer was 1o
noisy and so Imterin‘. If1 was younger,
maybe 1 could get used to ‘em, but It
wouldn't sult me now, no way.”

There was something in Miss Susan's
decided tone which suggested to her
patron’s sharp earsthat some other ob-
ject had risen above the old maid's
horizon, and she promptly turned her
glass upon it.

* Well, yes'm,” reluctantly admitted
Miss Susan, **I did get hold of a plan
that it seems Jikely would just swit;
the doctor at the -house says they're
awful short of nurses ; he says, says he,
*you'd make a good lady t;upt:ﬁor,
Sister Susan,” It does sound a little
popish, but we wouldn’t wear crosses
nor black veils, nor nothing’ like that.”

She looked anxiously at Mrs. Johns;

her approval had been Miss Susan’s law
for so many years that she could not be
comfortabie ~ithout it.  Tut that lady
shook her head sagaciously,
Don't you get yousself pledged to a
nurse’s Jife titl you have tried it,” she
said warningly ; * remember the or-
phans.”

Miss Susan was evidently disap-
pointed at her fricn®'s lack of enthusi
asm, but agreed to take 2 nurse’s posi-
tion at once, and put herself to the
proof.
st Mother ” said Mr, Herbert Johns,

outh of the noble future’ which' might
ave beé'i ‘hth‘- PR ] ¥

coming into her dressing-room one day,

“did you sct Miss Susan Park vp for a
nugse

No, my dcar,” answered the lady,
trying  vagucly to rceall what she had
donc m the matter, “but why? * She
hasn't poisoned anybody, 1 hope.”

Mr. Hesbert preked out his favourite
charr and then sat down to enjoy a
good laugh,

“1 1an across the good soul to
day at M Lancaster's, who, by the
way, 1 very sick, and of all the sights
she was the most absurd ; gotten 0 In
some fanciful costume of cap and cape,
and 5o on,”

“ How did she seem to be petting
on ¢ * asked his mother.

“Well I was there about 11 o’clock,”
he answered, taking out his watch and
regarding it attentively ; it is now two,
and Pl cat my hat if one or the other
of that duet fsn't stark crazy by this
time, bt I'd make a safer bet on Miss
Susan hersell.”

#Qh, Hethert, what sort of a
speech is that? Do tellme what you
mean?"

“ I mean,” said he with an cfort to
look reasonable, “that Miss Susan has
about as good an idea of nursing as a
blacksmub, and I felt obliged to go and
tell Dz, Carr so.”

It was some tume before Miss
Susan could be coaxed back to Mrs.
Johns' house, but the tide of confes.
sion st in at last,

" Yes, 1like to went crazy at the job,
the doctor told me so many things to
do, and not to do, that I was all in a
muddle, and then, bless your life, the
sick man wouldn't let me do anything,
He just swore at me, and told me to
let him alone and go about my bust
ness.  Now you know I never could
stand with my hands folded, doing
nothing, so I tried to tip around and
tidy things up a bit on the sly; but 1a,
me, I'd as soon go into a wild beast’s
den a3 tre to nurse aslck man again.”

Little by little came further confes-
sions. Miss Susan had thought of
making a home for old people, of going
on g foreign mission, of being 2 tract
distributor, in fact, she had aspired to
i!l the forms of usefulness open to het

en.

* But 'taint no use,” she said break
ing down into a good old-faskioned cry,
“seems as if [ couldn’t do any of the
things that the lLord wants done ;1
don’t see what good 1 am, anyhow,”

‘The soft folds of Mrs. Johns' surah
fell over Miss Susan’s scant calico skirt,
asthe handtome, fashionably dressed
womman sat down on the sofa close to
the disconsolate o)d maid. The shape.
ly white hand ,was laid over the bony
fingers that had known such constant
labour, and Miss Susan’s friend spoke
as soothingly as one does to a tired
child :

“*Now, Susan I want-to tell you
something, I went to-Mrs, Brown's
high tea last week, and while a party of
us were sitting at 2 lttle cluster of
tables, cating wafers and sipping boul:
lion, {oa: name was mentioned,

“‘T am so sorry to near that Miss
Susan is going to pive up sewmng.’ 1aid
one; 'not on account of the sewing;
of course somebody elte can du that;
but I shall miss the litle woman so
much, [ always feel more chantable
to my fellowmen, maote teverant to-
wards my Maker, tnore humble-minded,
and less frivolous when I have had her
in my house for two weeks.' "

Mts. Johns paused, and Mus Susan's
downecast eyes were {ull of tears.

*Then,” she continued, another lady
spoke up ¢

"3 Yes, indeed, shesaid *you can't
think what a loss she'll be 1o me, [
have always said 1 owed Miss Susan
Park a great deal for her influsnce over
ty girls. They have calways been de-
voted to hier ever since they were little
toty, sitting by and getting het to cut out
quiit pieces; and now that they are
grown they still love and admite her,
Her gentte Christian character,together
with her pure, high-minded views of
things, and the earnest little speeches
she makes, checks their levity and wan-
ity. Ob, I assurc you I could cry about
her leaving her old customers.””

As Mrs, Johns talked on, telling the
lonely old maid how one and another
household loved and valued her, a
streak of sunshine scemed 6 touch het
tears with rainbow colours.

“Go 'long, Miss Johns,” she said,
blushing like a girl, ain’t you 'shamed
to be saying such things to my face;
but I feel all made over somchow by
what you {ell me.  La, how nice it will
be to go to Mrs. Holmes rext week,
and make over her blue chaille.  As for
my money, Il tell you a secret Miss
Johns; 1 was so beat out about 1t that
I took the papers and things last week
to Mr. Herbert, and he promited to
tie 1t up in something so I couldn't get
any more if I wanted it, 'cept the inter.
est, and I'm just gotng to divide that
‘round. When I come to think of it,
know lots o° people thatll be pleased
to get a little help ouvt of it, and thenl
won't have any more stayin’ awake at
nights. 1f you b'lieve me my fingers
arc faitly aching this mimute togut hold
of Miss Holmes' blue chaitle,”— Elrza-
beth P Allan, in the Intevior.,
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THE DEFECTS NOTICED IN
ONE SCHOOL.

1. Half of esch class faces away from
the platform duting opening exercises.
2, Not enough singing-books. Some
boys' classes have nune at all.  Résult
—-{:d singing.

' 3. Superintendent .began to speak

befure perfect order was secured.

4 In prayer, many scholars, both
young and old, keep gazing around the
oo,

5. One small bor camie in during
prayer, walked to his class, and enter.
ing it disturbed the whole class,

6. The lesson of the day was not
read by the scheol or to the school,

7. Boys' classes, as a tule, too large,
Teachers cannot hold them,

8. On cntering school, superintend-
ert came and spoke to me, but never
offered me & book or a seat. I found
a seat as best 1 could—Rer, 4. £

i Schanffier,

— e &l & Prr———

HELEN'S SACRIFICE.

SuE was feeding Sport, the kitten,
with & silver spoon, smilm(r,l over the
cutious way in which the little pink
tongue lapped up the creamy drope,

‘I'abby, the mother, meantime sithing
on the casy-chair, with her tail curled
gracefully over her paws, looked on,
well pleased with the performance. She
had enjoyed her saucer of milk, having
caten B in her own fashion, withouwt
any spoon, a way that she very much
prefetred.  But every one to his taste
and if her Sport was to be brought up
to use silver spoons, why,she was willing.

Befote Sport's supper was over Mrs,
Ea&penter looked in as she passed the

a

 Helen,” she said, # I don't hike to
have Tabby on that chair; I don't cs
pecially like to have cats in this room,
anyway; and, my dear, you should not
use the table spoons for the kitten,”

“Why not, mamma? She s just as
clean as any of us, and her hule pink
tongue laps up the milk in such a cun.
ning way, She is very foud of cream;
this is nearly all cream I am giving her
to-night, and she likes it much better
than milk."

“Which rcminds me,” said Mrs.
Carpenter, * that 1 have something to
tell you. The Patkmans sent to-day
to know if we could let them have
milk ; their Susie is not at 21l well, and
the doctor has ordered mitk for her,
but they can get none anywhere, 1
told them your own little cow that
grandma gave you was the only one
giving mitk now, and that you had the
disposing of it yourself, and 1 would
ask you as soon as you came home”

Silence on Helen's pact for some min-
utes, then a long-drawn sigh ; then this .

“1 suppose, mamma, Tabby and
Sport might go without milk for awhile,
though I don't see how they can when
they have always lived on it. It does
seem as though there ought to be mitk
somewhere bLesides at our house 1”

Mrs. Carpenter said not a word,

“ But if you think best,” said Helen,
after another pausc, * they can do with-
out for awhile, I suppose.”

“ I certainly think we should accom.
modate a sick neighbour if we can,”
sald Mres, Carpenter. “Then I will
send them word they can have a pint
a day. That is about what you give
Tabby and Sport now; it wil give
Susy 2 spoonful or two of cream, which
will be better than none”

This plan was carried out : the next
day at the supper-table Mes. Carpenter,
as she helped Helen to her second
glass of nch milk, said:

“Mrs. Patkman is very grateful for
her pint of milk ; she says Susy relishes
the cream from 1t better than anything
they have tried. She expressed so
much gratitude for the accommodation
that it was almost embarrassing.”

*She should have expressed it to
Tabby and Sport,” said Mr. Carpenter
“ as nearly as [ can learn, they are the
ones who ate sacrificing for Susy's bene.
fit; they centainly deserve a vote of
thanks ; but as for the rest ot us, I do
not use milk and cannot therefore join
the catsan-their benevolence. I think
it should be explained to Susy to whom
the gratitude is due.”

“ Papa,” said Helen, her cheeks very
red, 1 will go without my milk if Susy
needs it ; I did not think,

““The cream from a pint.of milk is
hardly enough nourishment for a child
who can take nothing else,” Mr. Car-
penter said gravely. ' If my daughter
would sacrifice for herself as for her
kittens awhile, 1 certainly think it
would be mote 1 keeping with the
tule by which she ought to live.”

So Helen joined Tabby and Sport in
their sacnfice and knew for three weeks
what it was to live without milk.

“ It is harder for the kittens than for
me,” she said 1o her mother, ¥ because
1 can see that the milk is doing Susy
good and they don't know anything
about 1t ; they just think I am hateful,
1 suppose, because 1 won'’t give 1t to
them.” This sentence was followed by
one of Helen's long pauses. Then she
said in & grave tone, *Mamma, 1 have
yust thought of something very strange.
\What if the things we have to give up,
that we want, and that we don't unders
stand why we can't have them—what ¥f
the reasons for doing without them, are
a3 plain to the angels as the reason the
kittens should not have milk is plainto
me? Only weare like the kittens about
some things and dont understand, Do
you know what 1 mean, mamma? 1
can't explain it very well.”

I think I do,” Mrs. Carpenter said,
smiling. ** Your kitens are very good
teachers. They helped you to apply
the Golden Rule to your own life ; now
1t seems rhey are leading you to higher
lessons atill”

* Cats have their place,” said Helen,
afier a little, with great gravity, “but 1
suppose they can't be like people ; and
I suppore prople shouldn't be .like
them,"—Fansy, -~ .

The Children’s Cornar,

MY 1LITTLE HERO,

LAR1'S bravesy and trupst heroes
Fight with an aniecn foe,

And win 1 sictory grander
Than you vr I ¢an hnow.

We littte dreamn of the contlicl
Fought in each human soul,

And canth knaws not of her herocs
Upon God's honour yoll.

One of carth's Hidde heroes
Right proud am [ to know §
EHis name for me fs mother,
My name for him s Joe,
M thought of a ten year-old hero
Perhaps have many smilad
Bat a battlefield's 2 hattlerield,
In the heatt of 1nan or child,

These weze plans of mischicl brewing,
{ saw, Lut gave no aign,
For I wanted to 1ot the metile
Of this hitde haoight of mine
'* Of eourso you must come and kelp u,
For we all depend on Joo,”
The boys said ; and 1 walted
For hig angwer—yes or no,

[Te stood and thought for a moment,
I tead his hears like a book,

For the banle that he was fighting
Was told in his carnest Ioo“k.

Then to bis waliing playmates
Qatspoke my foyal hnight

 No, boys: [ cannot po with you,
For I hnow it wouldn't be right,”

How proud was [ of my hero,

As i hnclt by has ittle Led
And gave him the bed-tune kisses,

And the gooud mght words were sald |
True to his Lord and mankood

Ma‘ihe stand n the world's fierce fight,
And shan each unworthy sction
Because it ** wouldn't be rlaht!

= Bber Fy Rexford, i Christian Unton,

WHAT'S IN A NAME.

Hr sat m the hammock, dom
nothing in particular,  He had a stic
of red-and white candy in his hand, but
was not cating ut, for the simple reason
that he had already ecaten so muchsweet
stufl as to be conscious of an uncom.
fortable feeling in the region of his
stomach , but he did not like to put
the candy out of his sight. A side doer,
belonging to the house near at hand,
opened, and 3 woman's voice was
heatd,—

“Wait, run and sec if there are any
eggs in the nests,”

“Yes'm,' said the boy in the ham-
mock, *Wait justa minute and I will,”
But he did rot sur (rom his place.

“ Wait I shouted the voice of his
brother from the distant hayfield, “bring
us a freth Pztcher of water, can't you 7

“If you'il wait till I've hurted the
eggs for mammma, I will ,” shouted back
the boy, and sat as still as a mouse,
taking a suck nowand then at his candy.

Somc minutes passed, and his Aunt
Sarah appearedinthedoorway : * Wait,
are you there ? Can't you chgs to the
grocery and get ine some lemons?
I need another and they are all out.”

“Why, if you can wat a little while,
I will,” answered the boy. I have got
two things to do first.”  But he sat still,

Under a tree just behind the ham-
mock, sat the new teacher, who boarded
at the house from which the calls had
conme, 1t was Saturday, and he liked
to bring a book and situnder the great
old treer. He wasnot reading now, but
was jooking at the boy with a curious
smile on his face.  ** My boy,” he said
at last, * how do you spell your name '

* Qur name ' was the brisk reply;
“B.r.y s-0n,”

“QOht but I mean the first name.
I know how to spell the other one”

¥ Why, there isn't but just one way
to spell my first name, it is John,
That's all there is o it; no middle
name, nor nothing.” ~

“ John!” said the teacher In 2 sur
prised tone: “ why how in the world
do your friends get Wait out of that?
I have been here a week, and I have
never heard you called anything but
Walt.” Then the boy in the hammock
had some red cheeks. He laughed a
tittle and looked foolish, and wished he
had gonc at that fisst call} then he
would not have had such a troublesome
question to answer,

** Why you ste they just call me that
for a nickname,” he explained at last,
“ Everybody does and 1 don't think
they ought to, do you? It isn't my
name any more than it is yours ™

4 But how did they get into the habit
inthe fist place? Nicknames gener-
atly mean something ; there was a fei.
low in college whom we called Sol.
omon, because he was always giving us
the benefit of his wisdom. Why do
you suppose they took up the fashion
of calling you Wait?

“Why," said the boy looking down
at his feet, and wishing he was in the
hayfield, * the way of it was, I ¢'pose,
I—es—well, they said I was saying
* Wait a minute,” when they called me
and so they began to call me *Wait,'
and after a while they couldn't help at."

“ Oh | and the name doesn’t fit you
now, and yetthey keep usingit?  That
1s a puty. I should say ifyou had quite
given up the habit that prompted the
name, it 15 no more than fair that they
should give up its use.”

Just then they were interrupled , the
stde door opened again, and the
mother's voice was heard—

“Wait Dryson, havn't you gone to
hunt for those cggs yet?

“Ves'm,” said Wait, slipping down
from his hammock, “I'm going this
twinute i *  And 25 he walked away,
he said, * It isn't exactly fair to make
hin think that T have given up saying
it, but [ didu't tell lam any such thing,
I wonder if he heard me sa{ it every
single timethisafterncon,and Is it a kind
of making fun of me? [ wish they
didn’t call me Wait. I mean to give
it up, and sce if they can learn wha myt

name {8, —Lansy,

Our Story.
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THE HOUSEHOLD OF
MoNEIL.

BY AMELIA & BARR,

Auther of “{;m Vedder's WWife,” " The
Davehier of Fife, i,y o1,

CHAPSER XL Continmecd,

Towarps the end of October an
event ocamred which was destined 1o
be a very important one to Gnzelda,
One woming carly there was an unusual
outery in the kitchen ditices of the pal.
ace, and while Grizelda was wondering
what might be the meaning of it, her
maid~=a Roman woman—came 1o scck
her help,

“ Poor Caterina was illewas dying.
}!ad" maladi any miedicine gooJ for
her.

Grizelda went to look at Caterina,
She was a_very pretty young girl, who
had auended for some weeks to Grize
clda’s fine Jaces and lawns, and occas-
jonally—when thete was one of those
sudden changes which Maxwell insisted
upone=served also as a temporary
lady’s maid.

The girl was very ill.  She lay on a
stone bench in the great comfortless
kitchen, drawing cvery breath m an
agony. Aniongst the fishers 1n Edder.
loch Grizelda had scen simliar cases,
She knew at once that it was an acute
inflammation of the lungs, brought on
by some long fatigue and exposure, and
that the fllncss was likely to be severe
and tedious,

At the very moment her maid ap-
pealed to her she had been feeling how
amless, how empty of all opportunities
for good, was her life, and lo 1 here at
her hand was 2 very work of love and
MeIcy.

Without 1 moment’s hesitation she
ordered Caterina to be taken to a com-
fortable room. Sht sent for her own
physician; and entered with 2ll her
heart into the duty of saving the guls
life. It wasahard bawtle. ‘There were
days when it seemed a hopeless battle,

But after many weeks' faithful and
affectionate carc Caterina was again
among her companions, Her gratitude
was not only deep and sincere, it was
demonstrative.  She bad not been
schooled to put the pedal down on
all fcclinﬁ, and reduce emotion to
one placid tone. Caterina’s love and
hate, her anger and her gratitude were
vcr{ real things, and she was continually
Igo ing for some way of *cxpressing
them.

Her lover shared all her thoughts.
He was a handsome young Roman,
loving a country life, but drawn to the
city because 1t was the only place where
it was possible for him to get money.—
a want Peppo felt to be the supreme
one of existence. Maxwell had notices
him frequentlyhanging about 1he Dalace;
and there was something in the mao'y.
face which atiracted him. Soﬁ}:}un’dét
stand cach other. Maxwell's sou)
him—"I{ ever you need a tool for s deed
of datkness, you can buy that one—he
has a price for any crime—against a
forcignes.”
conscicoce with this bread distinction
-—only against foreigners and herctics
would he usc his stiletto.  That was a
venial offence, to be atoned for with a
light penance; but a2 Roman and a
Catholic | that was a ctime unpardon-
able, both by the prizst and by his own
conscience,

When Caterina recovered, she talked
much to her lover of Grizelda and Griz-
¢lda’s husband. Peppo had his own
thoughts on the matter.  Maxwell read
them in the man's face. Long befcre
they said 2 word together they under-
stood cach other,  And whenever
Maxwell went out of the house, and
whenever he retutned to it, Peppo was
lounging somewhere near the portal,
Sometimes he doffed his gay tasselled
cap, sometimes he onl{ sent the English
lord a glance of intelligence. Yet no
number of words could have made
Maxwell better understand that Peppo
knew the secret wish of his heart, and
was ready to grant it—for money,

But nothing good or bLad happens at
orce. There must be preparations.
The flower is long budding, but in
some secret hour when no mortal sees,
it become a tose, A man has & noble
thought, he muses over it for years,
then, in some diviner moment, he
writes his name to a piece of pa{;er, the
gold answers it, and the hospital or the
college grows to its perfect intent.

Sa it is with evil. Judas had long
pondered the possibility of betraying
his Master.  Dut with the eating of that
sop the devil took possession of him,
and he went out and did the deed of
hell. Six months after his marriage
Maxwell had begun to regret it—to wish
he had never seen Grizelda, Dissatis.
faction quickly grew to hate. Hate is
the mother of murder ; and before he
saw Peppo the desire to murder Griz.
clda was hot and living in hissoul. It
was only waiting its full hour. Both
men were aware of that fact,

Near the end of November Grizelda
heard of her sister’s death. Maxwell
was out when the letter came, but she
was determined to see him that night,
And while waiting his return she
helped her mald to pack a few neces-
sary garments for a journcy. For she
felt that she inust go to her (ather and
comfort him. Unfortunately, in her
sorrow, she fargot her own appearance,
Her cyes, red and swollen with weep-
ing, her undressed hair, the loose white
niglipfe, which atthat late hour she had
assumed; though all in absolute fitting
with the time and clrcumstances, ' flled

Maxwell wilh‘angfy repulsion
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