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1=d and anxious ahout ditficnlies or trials in | * No: it was only a prety little brook, wt
the fature : mait il you come to thewm,” ran sparkling uver the stones.”

* But still 1 don'trxacly see whatitmeans |+ 1 don’t ree how she could be afraid o
ahout the bridgs,” said Aunie.  ** OF conrse, | broak, ‘That conlidn't hurt h'rr."
no one cun cimss a by 'dge bufore ey cone ! *¢‘This was the (r»ld()il}'. l.lhe. road, af
to it -’ seemed to Ruth, ran directly down to

* T will tell you a little stary that way belp ¢ brouk, and for a bridge there was only 4
you to undarstand ir. OQuer npon o lxme{hrn:u{ prark. So she began to thivk
there was a little gitl named Ruth. Ske was ¢ dieadful it wonld be 1o have to go over suc
2 ti-id ckidd, afizid of all serts of things that | bridge. Tt might break down, or she my
had 1o intention of hurting her. 1f a cowy be dizzy, and fall off, and be drgw?t’d.”
b N ‘o 1t I o\ 33 (3% o1 ') ‘e
Jucked towards hier, she felt sure it meant to Why, I like to cress over the broos o
1o a her; if 2 Jog barhed, ske thought it} baard,” said Annie, quite relieved to find 1
taeant 1o bite ber 5 aod if she had to go icto, Ruth was not to be an iilustration of hero
& dark rocw, she trembled with fear till she, fonlish fears,
was safely o tre iight again. Dow’t you: * But Ruth bad not lived in the cou
think she was vay foolish2” ) Jong, and little eity girls are not in the hi

“ Yee” sard Aunie, hanging dawn ber head | of runaisg about in ull sorts of places s,
a litide, for she remembered some such feel- 87 R“‘"] wus very much afraid, m)d'
ings herself.  * But, grandmother; how can | bekan to "‘;"k, what she could do. Cy
auy ane velp being afraid 27 ' she ga back ? Noj for it would take a b

time to go round by the road, and, besid

she was ushamed to have her aunt kunowt
she was afraid.  So she did the most’ fon!',#

* 1 will tell you one woy. When you are |
alone ju the dark, for instaner, do not think
about papleavar.t things—about ghosts, and

rabbers, and such things, that will nam'rally I then she looked down the hiil again, andi
make‘wm nfr.md ;‘bul t!nuk ?fplensm{( lhmg's, water seemed deeper and the bridge narr
aud, 1fnothlln;: eise will take awav vour fear, | oy before; and ro she cried again,
rgmemhur that your l’[(:f‘?\'etl‘ly Father 13ﬂwlth I'don’t know how long she would have
3“3 nshmuc'h n the “k;' h'fe” “; in the ugh{!z there erying, if the sun had ngt gone dog
-and when you.are with him there 18 SUIEY | ¢\, .v 5"t he monntains so fast, reminding
nothing to fear. that it was time to go home.  She went sh
“*But to return to my story. Ruth had been |1y down the hill till the bushes and trees
‘spending a day with her aunt, who lived in a ! the brook and the little bridge, and then
great farm-house, not far frem her own home. | 190k courage, and ran on faster. She
Her father drove her over in the earriage | came to a'turn in the litle lane, which
'5‘: the morning, and told her she might stay | iad not seen, the trees were so thick; s
all day, if she would be home by the time the ! where do you suppose she found herself?
sun set.  So Ruth had seen the little new | the main road’ with ()n]y a very short di
-chickens, and played in the hay, and picked | tance to go to reach her own gate, where
-currants for Aunt Mary, and been very busy | mother was looking out for her!”
and happy ull day. After sn early supper,| « And where was the hrook P”
while the sun was still far up ahave the bi"g, “The brock was by the side of the ro
her aunt. took her ont in the garden and orch- | wkere it had always been: but the path do
ard, a;}‘«i gave hr;‘ a l:iw;‘wt of fruit m:ld ﬂ;\v; to it led off in another direction,”
ers, pen s0e showed ner 2 new and shor * So all her erying was for nothing,
way ]nome. across the field, into a narrow lane ! ghe didn't have fo cross the bridge atra'll."
that led into the main road. ow No. And now you see what is meant
“ Ruth ran on mernly, stopping sometimen : crossing a bridge before you come to it; d
to add some wild flowers to her basket, and E you nat 3" '
rometimes to look back to the fence where — “Yes, grandmamma ; but people are ne
Auut Mary stood watching her. She soon | 8o foclish really, are they #” -
found herself safely in the lane, and, after| *Yes, dear; very often. Many a tearb
climbing a litile bill, she could see her own | been shed over troubles that never ea
home not for away, 1t was a beautiful view, ' Do you remember a little girl who eried
for she could see a blue ocean far away he- | cause there were suclr long words at the e
1ween the hills. and the river, with the white | of her spelling-book ?  How was it when
houses of the viilage reflected in ir, and, close . really had to learn them ?”
by the winding road, with hedges of wild! ¢ Oh, they wers easy enough then. Aud
rose and elder, und little clumps of trees here  remember crying one night last week becass
and there. But'Ruth did not stop long to | T thought it would rain the next day, and
admire the view ; for, us she lcoked down I could not go to the pienic. Ard it onl
the hill, she saw saomething which frightened | rained & few drops in the night, and the ne
her. What do you suppose it was ?” ; day was beautiful.  Ob, dear! I didn’cthin
*A cow?? I was so foclish.”
* Noj; guess again.” “Ah! dear Annie, older peopls than ¥
A great black dog.” { sometimes do the same foolish thing,”

thing possible ; she sat down and cried, ¢




