
4 THE FAMILY CIROLE.

Sho was very fond of going out ini a snow storm and many
.a tramp bad she and flertie takeon when the snew fell se fast
and tblck about them. that they could scarcoly sec thoir way.

"And we wil1 go snow-sboeing tee," ho replied eagerly.
siMrs. Howard has got sucb a nice new pair; bave you seen
-them, auntie VI

ciNo, I have net seen them."e
"iThey arc rcgular heauties; Mr. IHoward get them ia

X.Jontrcnl the last time hoe was tbcre; l Mrs. Howvard showed
fhem te me yesterday when 1 was there; she said they wvere
going te try and get a pair for littie Tomnie.

cI suppose Tommie i8 ia great gîce nt the idea," said she
smilingly. ciBut corne, we muat get our tea ready; I wonder
'if the kitchen fire is burning well."1

"iOh 1 1 guess it must be, because 1 put freeli ceai on it
just before you rame in, and filled the kettie with water sb
as it weuid be beillng by tea time; but 1111 run eut and sc
anyway."1 Ho was off immediately and a moment after bis
cbcery voice called fremn the little kitchen. "tAil rigbt aunt
Mollie; it's burning heautifully and the kettie is beiiing like
fun."y

Truly the brigl4t littie kettie <iid look as though it meant
fun, fer it hissed and bubbled and steamed and did its very
best te get the cover off, and when it could net zAanage that,
it spattered draps of water on te the hot steve. Bertie steod
loeking at it, in the ruddy glare of the lire ; bis hands bohind

-Ihim and his eyes and lips bath smiling their brightest.
sn'6t it a splendid flue aunt Mollie?» hoe asks.

tcA beautiful fire"l she replies as she fuls the teapet with
-water and places it on tho steve te draw.

"tI wish the peeui peepie ail had fires like this in their
'hemes te.night aunt Mollie; if they had, 1 thin< ours would
'be more beautiful than ever."1

When ton was over and Bertie with the skili and neatness
of a girl badl helped bis aunt te wash and put away the
dishes, they sat down once more ia the parleri hoe pering
ever his lessea books and werking eut long sums; fer scbool
en Monday. She, bending over ber sewing and thinking of
Neal as she aiways did at this heur. Faithfui, loving heart 1
'Ne shadew of niistrust bas ever hovered o'er thy thouglits of
him ! Bertie fiaished bis lessons early that night and after
lhey lad sung as usuai lie bado bis aunt good niglit and
-weat te bcd.

Long and earnestly Mollie sat thiaking of hlm, when hoe
-lîad left her. Thinking of his present boyheod and of bis
future manheod. When she remembored how grave and
thonghtful beyond his years hoe was, she bitterly repreached
liersoîf for letting the gleeni of lier own life over-shadow his ;
:she told herseif she had been selflsh in lier sorrow. Yet
-what couid she do ? Conld she laugli and ho gay when there
was ne mirth, ne joy iù lier heart, only a duli void and a
~eseiess ienging that nover would be satisfled? Nover on
'eartb; for bad thoy not.parted long ago ?

"iOh bad wo nover loved se kindly,
Had we nover loved s0 blindly!
N-e;'er met or nover parted
WVe had ne'er been hroken-hearted!t"

If I conld only prend te bc happy and light.heartcd
se that Bertie wenid net know that I was sorroÉfui and
,troubled,"? nurmured poor Mollie ta berself as she paced
slowly up and dewn the roomf, ber small band pressed
togethor and the tears ivelling up in ke~r eycs.

"cOh Neal, dearest Neul! Are you meriy and careless ae
.ever ? Do yen laugb and fret and smile as yen used te de?
My love! my love Il" Sobbing, she threw hierseif down oni
;the floor beside tho sofa and bnried ber face in th, cuehions.

"gOh!1 where is ho ? Where l i h? If only I knew tînt
bc livod. If only I could lay my bond on bis breast aad feel
his dear armes areund me once again, oaly once agala oh !ny
God V" She clasped lier tremabling biaud and rnised bier faue
.as.though.petitioning.tho Almighty for this boon whidh lier
hea£týcrav-ed.

<To l'e Continued.)
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A NEW ENGLA-ND STORY.
A father in a New England town liadt a son;i a littie,

large-headod boy of norvous inteaslty, veith eyes et ttiing
wonder, and long, curling eyelasbes which started like bis
fawn-like eyes with quick apprebension and tlmidity; a bey
who played with ail inteneity, kept doing somnothing ail day
long, without the power te reat, walked off alone, and oven
when alone epoký witli huisoîf, dbased the geeso with little

loe as bean and swlft4 and at the table, eating bis meals, conld
net sit very stili, ner bear te sit ail tho morning in ohurch,
hearing the sermon, becanse bis heart vas tee rapid la his nar-
row little cheat, wbero overy nib could ho counted against
tender flcsh and skia. ln the moraing hoe was awakze at
earliest light; at evening bis tired nature yielded te the deep
sleop of exhaustion. His mothor feared she ceuld never raise
hlm te be a muan. Hie father thenghli ho as tee long bocom-

i ing a man in gravity, sobriety and formai obedience.
"iWhat ails my son VI the father sternly asked. "HoR is

rattle.headed, and withont stability. I fear for him. Do yen
chastiso hlm enougli? $pare not the rod, lest ho grow beyoad
yen and your mile 1"1

"tAis1" exclsimied the mother, "iho bas bis little world
vo cannot sec, perbapa. Ho is grewing and sensitive. The
docter says vo muet net pueli hlm. at hie studios, but lot hlm
play all hoe can, tili lis f rame l8 equal te his brain."1

The father shook bis bond and speke sternly te tho boy,
and feared ho vas goiag te givo thora ail trouble greving
up se soldoma mouldod and restraiaed.

Ail day the little boy vas doing semething : carrying the
cnt by the tail, carrying the dog under bis arm, making plot-
ures, on paper, of engines and steamboats and Indians and
bellows.

"HoR viii hoe an artist," snld bis mother, hopefully.
"HoR wiii spoil the library,"1 exclaimed the father, ?3us-

piciouely.
Antagonism grew np between the father and boy, born,

on the boy's part, of feasr, on the father's of criticisun and
severity. The bey man ta hie mother, nnd aeked bier protection
fromn hie fnther's suspecting oye. The father feared bis wife
was spoiling the son with mistakea geaeresity and allowaace.
At time-s the fatber's habituai suspicion broko away liko the
clouds above bard, hnmid Britala, and hie laid bis rigereus
books of theology down te take bis boy walking, and they
grov a little nearor. Thon again the father obsorved somo,
voluptuons tendenoy la the son, vhich stnrted bis fecars aaow;
soine taste fer wordly, passing modes and joys.

"cWife," said hoe, "ido yen ever give our bey monoy V"
"iA littie," she said; "9a few pennies, te buy dmawing.mnt-

criaIs and colore; hoe wiii be an artist I think."1
tMoey," exclaimied the sire, "iis the reot of every evil.

Yen had botter give hlma fire, or poison.. Ho wiii beome a
vild, ruined spendthrift."1

The idea tInt hib vifo gave the cbild meney operated
la the fatber's boad like jenlouey or revenge; it tinted every
thing about bis sea's cenduct, and lie believed bis wvife lad
delibemately set te worktoladulge bier child at the oxpense
of bMs seul.

'One merning, thinking 0f snob tbings, tbe fatber lay awahze
la led, and a geatle noise dietnrbed him. The suniwas rWarle
up, though it wae scarcely five, o'clock, and 'the liglit and air
striking threugh the chamber curtains shewed a littie boy ia
bis night.gewn, stenling along tbe floor teward the foot of bis
'father'sbed. Laying perteéetly stil vitI eyesnlrnost clesed,
the fathor saw. tînt smnll, large-beaded cbild, una.ble, perlaps,
te sieep, yot careful net te awake bis -parpnts, tura an oye 0f
timid coveteusness upea hie father's troneers and vest bang-
ing uponanail. Jleglaaced-sharply tevard bis father, tesec
if hie vas quite asieep and thon sviftiy,.like a little bird,
hoppedupon a chair and, mn bis bean, white fingers"iate bis
father'sveet-pooket.

ctNall thenglit the father. "cMy soný ln mypocets by
stealth, before I amn awake, and lmitating the bad example ez
my .-vife, who often perbaps, searches uatherizedly there 1 '

As-be said.thisadreadfulidea-crossed bis mmd. Tînt
son, spoilod by tbo motbor'e is lgne already cerrupted
by sponding menecy, vas a thief-a thief. ihilo yet a child 1
Ho rose ini bed and awoke-in n voice of thunder:

ceBobert, yen are steaiing my money 1"1
Horror froze the boy~ -, h dropped from tho chair like a

cat, and. vas inte his, owa bcd la the 4ext roorn and co,ýered
hie face with tbe shoots. AnguisÉhnd stema resolve pessssed.


