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rhe Little Nuisance.
[arriot Wlnton Davis, ln ChIcago

'Standard.')
ây was warm and Robeirt Reed in-
tend against the casing .of the open

while lie closed his eyes and trled
of a subject for an essay. Ho(-

oft the Chinese question, thon hoe
d if ho could handie 'International
ion.' Robert kept up pretty wel7
Squestions of the day, but he knew

Itallons. 'Our Relations ta the
les' liad an allurlng souad, and
r It seemed as if there was a botter
.here. Ho thougmt of sucli wlther-
gs ho eould say ta that At.klnsoa
oW lie would demolish their argul-

He had takem such a deep interest
Ilention, and had board lie father

spread the littie face as the infantile hande
reached for the favorite Plaything. Then
ho turned to his writing again, but lie liad
hardly traeed a sentence before lie threw
It aslde and sPrlaglng from bis seat rushe1
into the kitchen. 'Did she say on the she'lt
or the table?' lie thouglit, and thoni it ai
came to hlm. Instead of the bottie on the
clock sheif, lie hiad taken the one frori th,ý
table, and that was m-arked 'Laudanum.'

Robert miglit live ta an adIvauiicd age, but
It le doubtful if lie ever wouid pass through
more poignant angulsb than fhle is seul
at that moment. lie lad poison'ed bis lit-
tie sister. EJould shie be saved ' What
could ho do? A dozen thouiglts rushed
through his mind with llglitnlng speed, Ho
knew that bis mot.her had somenwhere a
booki that would nieet mast sicli cases as
this. but in the state of mind he wais inlha

grla overspread bis face as hie handed tbe
baby over ta, ber mother.

'Here, Mrs. Reed, you take her now..
guess she'1l pull tlirougb. She seems ta be
out of <langer.'
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It miay ut-ot be for uis to cllnsb
The Inounit of fa.mne;

Nor ia a natlv'n's annals 'grave
A List~ing ame.

OLL tuxe sway the workl witb power
Of mmiid or w4-11,

Nvr dalàve la rn3storlos pr,3found
With wonntous kili.

In Iolctpaths of life, o-bsýure
Our lot miay 1*e;

Yuýt ours inay ho an boaore-d ame
Tlirougbout eternity.

la deeds of ]lovIng kinilnefs wu
Our namces rnay write

Ou hiarts of fellow-travellers
Tlirougli lfo's eIlI alght.

The mnystery of perfect peace
We may nf ad,

0f service uweet, of bleseèd hope,
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nlag dlowa a cross street,
JIY to thein, lie flew on.
t runner ia qcbool, and
'Y a batrd woni race, but
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SurlY. tel, or fifteen hundred siicbl articles
durlng the. cor'sof ýa year is woll Worth a

'No ~lirn )en>er'subscribers arceto-
titled to the pcl pr-iýe Cf suvenLy-flve
cents t) the euld Of th ear and, whle they
leut theý back nunibers of this year wil ae
1>e lnclulýed. T he cçn tents of tble of jan.
18 are given below.
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