
WHA T A DA Y MA Y BRING FOR TH.

it's a cold morning-are you sure you are weU wrapped

UP Î"
The little girl warmly returned her mothers kiss and

embrace5 and assured her Il she haël put oR everythirLgr she
could think o£" Il And I must be quick, mamma, , deu,
-for its examination-day, and I Ive a lesson to look ovèr'
yet when I get to school, and you know I want 'to, get
marks for the Easter prize

Il Well, don! t set your heart too much on it, Katie.
Good-by, my own darlinor." And the'mother, with, per-'ý.'

haps, that strange prevision of toming ill which sometimes
weighs down our hearts without apparent reason, clasped

her bright, happy KatieIm-her only comfort, as she uncon-
sciously called her,-to, her heart, and agrain kissing her,

let her go. We will not linger over her mornings work,
her persevering, loving efforts tosoothe the capricious fret-
fulness of a gloomy, dispinited man, sunk into morning

misery Mî- the reaction resulting from the excitement of
evenincr dissipation, but who had been the loving husband
of her youth and whose sins her woman7s love still sought
to cover. Such scenes are of too frequent occurrence, but

they are too sad"onicle ; and it is Katie--not Eatie's
mother-with whom our story has most to do.

It was vith light and bounding steps-for she was a
joyous-hearted child-that Katie Johnstone hastened along
the village street. Few could notice her that morning

-without looking again at the brioh4 gentle face,
much of her mother's, sweetness in it, the irosy colour

heightened by the frosty airý the sparkling gray eyeý, a
the clustering chestnut hair that escaped £rom the

âm


