v f'runndng up ‘to me, s

‘ ‘Oh uncle, unele!' c'ried m

come.’ S
'-‘Thatsgoodhearimg, saidI:' T

" “I've got the most beautiful secret in the
- avorld. - You ca.unot tell how nice it is.’.

. *No, 1 ca.nmot,’ I answered, looking very
"'-pfuzmed ‘What’s it about""

o 'A.h' then it wouldn’t be & eem'et 1! 1.

:little nieee,
“am 80" glad you're

" ‘Do-you know,” she said, smking her voiee o

seerets from me R v L
“What.is it about” 1 asked. ) :
She laughed reassured a,gain

Evrdently her secret vvas on ber’ mmd for

'by various shps she made ‘I learned all
about it. before I went though she ima.gined »

z-he had kept 1t religiously.
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YOU MUSTN T LAUGH 'I'ILL I SNAP MY FINGER

wure to tell you. she said with a laugh. ‘But
it’s to-morrow.’
Are photographers nice men?'-
‘Some of .them are,* I answered.
-*Because it would be dreadful to.be: taken

- by_ a disugreeable man, wouldn't it?

. *When I take you to a photographer.d will ‘

i bear that in mind,.I answered, not men-
- tioning the revela:tron she had made of her
- gecret. .-

-She. looked up m my fa.ce in some a.la.rm.
but was satisfled with its. undxseerning ex-
pression.

; ‘Do you khow, she sa.id ‘I a]most thou@ht

Oh, I wish it were here"

Next time I went she came" up to me,
‘Now, uncle! now for tho secret!’
‘Oh“ I cried,, lookmv greatly delighted.

"I‘here it is/’ she said, putting .a.photo-

graph- into my hand." )

“*Oh, that is ﬁrst—rate" I sa.ld
the secret.”:

‘And uncle, he ‘was. such o, fu.nny man
And- when he was going to take us, there

ke stood with- his. hair, pa.rtea in. the middle,.
and. his- spectacles on, .and he la.ughed .80 -

much, ‘but he said, :You mustn't laugh 1 X
snap my ﬁnger.

when I snap it you-must laugh.” So pre-

: ‘ ! 1vYou see, she-was_
: io'nly six years old a.nd had not kept ma.ny

‘Oh, you
wcn't w,teh mo that we.y, she saxd so don t_
 think it ,
"l‘hon I'll go up to your mother I replled :
N and Tran upsta.lrs g

‘So that 15 (
"t Mrs Jones sald. it was a railway . a.ocl-v‘

'dent—a.ll three inteudeds killed Miss Wat-

So look at my ﬁnger and

A sently he sna.pped‘ his ﬁnger,“but, uncle !
- almost felt I. wanted to ]augh bei’ore

18 it
good"’ she added mnanin" the photograph
: ‘Very good" I answered a.nd theres just

' the little: ghost of a: smile upon it now t.ha.t
) .mahes it very hke you r .

‘Do you\likc to have photographs of a.ll
your frlends”' sho asked

L do, T replied. "
‘Have' you: got them? " . L
..‘No, I answered.. ‘Some of the very dw.r- :

est I haven’t got, and never will have v
SWhat a pityt"

"It is, X sald, ‘because I cannot show them

" to others,. but their tacos are prmted on my’

heart, and when I think of them, their heau-
tiful characber comoes. up before me 50. tha.t

- Ilove them

-‘Yes,” she answered ‘thait's how I think ot_
mamma. I could not forget her,.you. know., .
<The little maiden was’ silent for.a moment

" . or two, and raising her thoughti‘ul face, gald, . -

‘Is _not . that the: way God remembers us?.
He has, our eha.rt;cter like a photograph on -
hrs lmart -and loves us? . - |

‘Quite true,’ I replied, .‘and how careful wo
‘should be to havo it beautiful if it is to be
pmnted on God’s heart. .

‘I am, dear uncle, she answered, kis*ing
me, ‘for I love h1m very much !

Dear Nellie! I was very glad to have your

photograph for it was not long we kept .

your sweet form in our midst! The Good

‘ Shepherd loved her too well .to lea.ve her

long here. -
But I have that photograph she gave me

b, among my. ehlefest treasures, and her loyins
R 'memory prm,ted m my. heart. ' -

The OPSCE

.(By Isabelle Ecclestone Mackay, in ‘Endw.-

- vor’ Hera;ld N

© ‘T'am myself of the opmion said Miss
Mitchell decidedly,' ‘that’ wo- had be‘ter wait
awhile.’

‘Until we see, suggestcd Mlss Mattie .

‘How it turns out' ﬁnished Miss Jessie..
It is a.lways best not to be too precipitate,
and yet it seems to be a good thing.’. .

‘A good thing——push it a.lon,,, ‘shouted a,
voice through ‘the -open wlndorw

‘Thal’s Tom, cried t.he three old ladies
togother, broad smiles of happ.f anticipa-
tion spreadmg over ' their pleasant faces.v
Indeed there eould be but small doubt as to
who it was, for at Vine Cottage one indi-
vidual only was privileged to shout in win-
dows, use sla.ug, and ba.ng doors and that
was Tom. Yappy is the Tom who is at
once the pe-t and the torment of three mai-
den aunts! .He has a position unique in
the boy kmgdom a.ud his lines have fallen
in pleasa.nft places Especia.lly if the said
aunts have a modest oompeten.ce and a will
to use it hberally for all good purposes —

. the ha.ppiness and welfare of Tom included.

'l‘he three Miss. Mitchells had llved in the
pretty vine—covered cott-tge -on the outsklrts
of tzhe Httle village of New Sa.lem for. thrrty
years. They had come .to the, town ihree
fresh ‘and comely girls (indeed many

“thought- Miss Jessle a. beauty), and though

thirty long years had slipped away. they
wero the three Miss, Mitehells still..

‘Why had they  never married 7" Well ,
there were drfferent theories to aecount for

kins sald it was becaue they had never been
asked .(Miss Watkins had, not had’ that plea- y
sure “herself), ‘but. for my pa.rt, T bhink ‘

though I feel it to be but a poor rce.son and .. -
‘sufficient for no one but themselves, that it

was simply because they. did not want to.
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