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IlKiss me, Mamma, 1 can't sleep."
TIIo child was s0 sensitive, so lîko thot littie 8hrinl<ing

plant that ourle at a breath and sbuts its hcart from the Iighi.
The only beauties she poaeaaed were an exceedingîy trans.
rent skin and the moat mouetul, large bine eyes.
1 had been trained by a very stern, strict, conscientious
nIher, but I asas a hardy plant, rebounding ai tcr every ahock;

infortune could nlot daunt, though discipline tamed me. I
lnd, oins 1 that 1 muat go tbreugh the same routine with

go delicate creature ; sO one day when she had displeased
neexceedingly by repeating an offence, I waa determinied to
nish ber severely. 1 waa very serious al dey, and upon
sding ber to her litIne couch, I soid: IlNow, my daughter,
opünish you, and show you how very, very naughty yen have
een, I shall not kisa you to-night."
she stood looking at me, astonishment personiiled, with ber
eati ,mournlul eyea wide open-1 suppose
e had forgotten hier misconduet Mil
n, and 1 lef t lier with big tsars drop-
g down ber cheeke, and ber littie red

Bquivering.___

Prfesently 1 waa sent for. "lOh, mammo __

ivill kigs me; 1 can'f go tosleep iftyou
mlt! 1 she aobbed, evnry tons of hier-
gon trenmbling; and ahe held out ber
al1e bonde.
Now came the atruggle between love
ed what I falaely termed duty. My

ar8aid give ber tbe kis of peace ; my
arn nature urged me to persiat in my
montion, that 1 migbt impres the Inuit
n hier mind. That was the way 1 bad
en trained, tili I was a mont submi8aive

id;and 1 remembered how olten 1 had
aknd my mother aince for ber straight.

rward course.
lknelt bythe bedeide. "«Mothier Can'
syon, Ellen," 1 whispered, though

tryword choked me. Heorhandtouobed
ne; it*waa very hot, but 1 atiributed
le lier excitement. She turned bier
lie grieving face te the wall ; I blamed
ysei s the fragile formn abook with hall-
ppre8sed sobs, and saying: "Mbother

plîttle Ellen will learn te mmd her
ýer thia," lef t the rooiîi for the night.

Min my desire te be severe 1 forgot
be forgiving.
Il muet have been twnlvn o'clnck whon
'ras awakencd by my nurse. Appre-

ive 1 ran eagerly te the cbildsa chano.
1 had bad a teari ui dream.

Eic,, did .not knew me, jhe wu sait.
9 up, crionsoncd froin the Ierebead te
tbroat; ber eyes se brmght that I

ont drew baok agiaat at their glances.
romi that nigbt a raging lever drank
her Ilite; and what, think you wss the
osant plaint that pournd into my

guished heart? "*Oh, Lis me, manna,
Liss me; 1 caWt~ go te sleep. Yu'l1
your littile Eilen, mamwa, wvon't yen Y

Wl go te aicep. I won't bc naughty
ouli only kîse me! Oh, kiss mes, dear
na, 1 çaiet go tc, sleep."

foiy litile angel! she did go te aîeep
' gray mortung and she neyer woke
d-neyer. lier band was locked in
ne, and aIl my veina grcw mcy wîtb its
iUalt chill. Faintly the ligbt iaded
of the beautilul eyes; whiter and

'ter grew the tremulous lipa. She
et knew nme; but with bier laot bruath
ivltispered: I iuffl be good, umamma,
MlY you'l Mis me.,,
..ler 1 God knows hew possienate,

Unavaiing, were my kia8es upoma ber
k and lips alter that fotal migbt. Und
wa how wild were my prayers that aime
htknow, if but only once, limai Ikised

*God knows laew 1 would have
ed up my very life, could 1 hava

ed forgivenesa of that sweet cbild.
'nil, grief is ail unavailing now I She
in ber Uttle tomb ; timere la a matbie
At lier bead, aud a roaebush at ber

t; there grow sweet summer Ilowera;
Me waive the gentle grass; there birde
iheir matins and venpoe; timere the

0 lky amiles down to.day ; and thore
iluried the treabnesa of M'y boari

The OId Homne.
L; the qjuiet shaoea ôt twiligbt

1 stand by the garden door,
And gaze on the aid, old honmestcad,

Se cberished and ioved of yore,
Buta the lvy now la twîning

Untrainnd o'er window and waii;
And ne more the veice of the children

le eclioing through the hall.

Tbrough yearsof pain and sorrow,
Since firat I bad te part,

The tbeugbt ef the dear old imomcstnod
las imgercd areund my heart;

The porch embowernd with roses,
Thme gables' drooping eaves,

And te songe of tbe l3irds at twilight
Amid the orchard leaves,

And the forma ot thoFe who loved nie
In the happy childbeed yeara

Appear at the usky windows,
Tbrough the vision dinmcd witb tears,

1 licar their volons callioog
Front the sbadows for away,

Aixi 1 stretch my arma out toward tbem
In-the gilent oftthe twiightgray.

But only the iight winds answcr,
As I cry tbreugh the dismial air;

Andi oniy the bar cernes swooping
From the darkness ef its loir.

Yct euh ib te voice of mny childbood
le Oahhing from for away,

And the faces of those who ioved me
Smile througm the shadows gray.

-Citaniers' Jozt)muol.

WHA.TSor.vxo tby bond tlndeth te do, do Il wi'th tmy might.

OOING HO0ME.


