
FAMILY DEPAfTEN the comical, ragged :membr of t anovei herslf to teach German and French, abroad,ïfamily, thon hurrieçi on; but not, before shrill and you -think that whilo you have the talent
tones ealled down the road; "Oh,4Lucle, do toI draw and paint, there are.so many hind-
lend us-your ßilk pooket-handkerchief for our in.es to keop .yon back and :te expense

Chuldren, remember nuts,I forgot my bag," at which she d.eigne~d could not b. thought of now., ut, Lucile,
Tha fa " Inaint#emara norpy have you< never thought of the rbal gift you

1TLB Peastf AilB SsnquaaPSO navrply
That feast, more than others, She turned into a little gate by the roadside, have Your brothers and sisters love you fai

of ail wba rerive the Lord'a race and thon stopped short lin, admiration at the more than eider eisters are usually leved, yon
chlldrn, remember si lit before her. Across the country were the are far more help to your mother, being so

hat lia iu November bille, crowned with trees glorious in thoir au- thoughtful and efficient as. you atre, than you
The oet o aint Ârew, tumn beauty--pale ambersifch, deep yellows, could possibly be. at anything else; and thon

Witb true love and stepaly, brilliant rode, with haro and there a dash of there is absolutely no one who can take your
Whenl Jous sa"came, follow Me r"

se. eaaldren recember, vivid green. Below was the stream, unknown place. And what can-théro b better than help-
Thdguarnovember, to history, but etill beautifal, with its rippling ing such a mother as you bave ? "

Two Sain'la Dus Ike sentinels stand. surface falling over rough boulders, reflecting "Nothing," said Lucile, -brightly, " and l'm
as thua rnarked ourIn ty i its smoother places a perfect picture of the a wretch ever to have a discontented thought,

And we should regard.her command 1rees ou is banks. with such a buùdle of blessings as I have-
-Youn g curohman. " Oh, if I could but paint it P ' escaped fron such a mother, sncb brothers and sisters, and

, the girl's lips as she stood thore, and thon a sueh a dear Aunt Lois I But I muet go, for

LUCILE'S GIFT. little sigh at the thought of the littie time the Pick is waiting for me, and I have.a long walk,
eldest daughter in a large family ever had to but you have done me ever so mach good.

BY D. R. 0. devote to sketching or painting, or indeed to Why is it, Aunt Lois, that you always seem to
anything but the strictly necessary, practical understand me so well, and yet you never

Down the broad vil e street comes Lucile, things of life. could have been like lme, you are so patient
aOCousin Lois in the cozy living room witbi and gentle."

walking with hier usual rapid stop. On sle hr pretty cottage,. answered the well-known "Don't be too sure, Lucile, and do look in
goes-past the village store with its group of rap instanty, and no one could doubt Lucile's the secretary drawer, riglit band side, and get
idiers lounging in front of the door, past old warm welcome as she put down lier little ofer a little package which bas been waiting since
Mother Breweter's tumble-down, rickety house, ings and threw off bat and wrap, and drew up your birthday, and Dinah's rheumatism has
with even, at her present mature age of sixteen, a low rocker beside the lounge, where Miss .kept her from taking it."
a scarcely perceptible shiver at the thought of Lois spent most of ber time, for she was one of Thon from Lucilo's expectant bands flail a
thewirhe's "shut in" ones. Thore was an delicate, creamy cape with its satin ribbons,
man. On she goes, with a song in hler hoart; -inusual bond of sympathy and understanding out from the folds of which came a pair oi'
and, like a modern Red Riding-hood, a pot of between this bright young creature and the gloves.
fresh peach-butter in one hand, and a book in elder woman, and to ber Lucile came with ail "Oh, Aunt Lois, did you make this lovely
the other. But instead of a grandmother, it is her littie perplexities, the joys and troubles of thing ? How did you know that I just ionged
dear Aunt Lois she is hurrying to see this beau- her own little world. for one? and how did you know that my best
tifrU October day. Aunt Lois, whom she bas "I've taken off my wraps, Cousin Lois, be- gloves are so shabby that Im ashamed to wear
not seen for two whole woeks, se bas been so cause I'n going to pretond that I can stay a them ?"
busy. Just as she leaves the plank walk for long while, und havon't a host of things wait- She threw the cape over ber shoûlders, mak-
the country rcad, a little figure jumps from be- ing for me at home," Lucile said, taking her ing a pretty picture-all the more that it was
hind the roadside hedge, with a startling shout. cousin's amall, slander band in hers. " I've unconscios-to stay in Miss Lois' mind for
A figure at sight of whxich Lucile's face changes brought you a lovely book-at least I think it's nany a long day. A picture far more interest-
from its radiant, happy look to one of stern re- lovely--it's Gwen, and dear old Bert sont it to ing than any on canvas, was this young crea-
proacb. me out of bis allowance." Bert was an eider ture, with ber dark eyes happy and bright, her

For the little, short, plump figure before ber brother away at college. "The dear old follow hair of that peculiar reddish tint the old mas-
is that of a boy not more than eight yeurs of hasn't been in a scrape this term, and stands so tors loved to give thôir saints and virgins, the
aga, dirty and ragged, no cap on lis band, nuts well in his studies." shapely bead thrown back, and the full red
falling from bis numerous pockets, and in a Miss Lois smiled as sho thought of the short lips, which, far more living and roal than any
stite of demoralization only possible to a boy time that had passed since the term bad began. painting, bent down to kiss the sweet pale face
of bis age. "'But Aunt Lois," the cager voice went on, on the pillow.

"Richard Hanover," Lucile said, sternly, "boys can do so much. Thoy baven't a thon- Off 'went Lucile at last, singing down the
" what do you suppose mother will say ?" sand children to wait upon, mending and sew- rond. Her little world looked difierent; it ai-

" Oh, now, Lunile, you'l mond me up to- ing and half a dozen other thing's to do, besides ways looked brighter after a viait to Aunt
night, won't you? Yon needn't be so very school-work. And here this long suumr vaca- Lois. Perhaps, after all, ber gift was some-
.particular-just so you use real strong thread- tion, just think of all the sketching aud paint- thing not to be despised, and anyhow she de-
you can have some of my ball of twne. Now ing and reading I planned to do, and then termined to make the very best of it, to culti-
do, Lucile; you always help a follow, you mamma was so sick and had to go away, and vate it with as much care as Ella Turner did
know," bringng bis little grimy face closer, Dot Lad the croup, and Dick eut his foot, and ber' art, even if it was a hornely, overy-day ac-
and adding in a whoedling voice, '"Im awful the sumner has passed, and only a single littie complishment.-Shadow of the Cross.
sorry, but never saw such cloth in my life," painting to show for it. And it is always so. I
confidentially " it just tears if you look at it." seem to be the one who must stop in to fill the

" And yon never do anything but look et it," odd corners." WoMAN's OALLIG.-What surely is woman's
his sister replied, with fine sarcasmn. "But in- «Tes," said the eider woman, " you are your caÌling but to teach man ? And te teach hiit
deed, Thck, yon ought ta Le more ca eful," and mother's comfort and 'help in time of need.' what? To temper his fiercer, coarser, more

caped be, for in each stocking was a gaping She tol me once sho considered yen a gift self-assertive nature by the contact of her gen-
rent, showing the bare legs underneath. "Dick, straigbt from the Lord. tleness, purity, self-sacrifice. To mako hini
Dicki those stockinge that I darned 8o care- The brown eyes filled with sudden tears, see that not by bluire of trumpets, not by noise,
fully "l which were not allowed to full. . -

"Stockiîg," asked Dick, with an innocent "But I :on't do half that I ought, and I'm ad greed, ambition, .intrgue, puffbng, u

air. "What's the matter with them? WeIl, notuncomplaiuing," said Lucile quickly. "And c wiseslf-distrust, by silent ar, by lofty
when did I do that, anyhow ?" ho asked, with thbis afternoon, even you can mot love me, Cousin self-control, Ly itni arity which bopeth al
a nuzzled look. Lois, for Inm discouraged and cross-ye, cross, things believeth all things, endureth all things;

Lucile paused a moment thoughtfully. " Dick, for I must go home, and instead of the charm- by tha e ail thing sort a ine
by hosadex et to shost, ar oudten t;

you musn't go home that way now," he said, evenig I bad promised myself, with the in tons of thouands set to tose arond them " for poor mother isjust resting after such a busy entury' to rend, I mus mend Dick's clothes such as they will show. more and more, the
day, and I must see Aunt Lois. Yo stay bore for Monday. Cousin Lois, don't you think more their whole womanhood is educated to
and gather nuts until I come back, will you? eight children almost too mucli for one woman employ its powcrs, without waste and withouIt
Who us with you ? she asked suddenly, as an. to briuag up ? " haste in harmomous unity.Kingsley.
other figure emer'ged from behind a great tree The question was asked so «ravely that Miss '
in the distance-a boy, who, in spite of bis. Lois could hardly keep from iaughing, but she
rough clothes, looked trini and neat beside her said instead, "Well, dear, the children are hare, -osPxrALs.-Let us learn to look on hospi-
shabby brother. A little eigh escaped ber at and you would not b without them. I know tais not as acts of charity, supererogatory
the contrast, but ahe only said, "Well, Dick, how you feei-yon se other girls·of your age benevolences of ours towards those to whom
you don't mean to do it, I suppose, 'and I'm accomplishing so much-Ada Carter going we owe nothing; but as confessions of sin, and
glad you're with Fred Arnold. 'What was the twice a week to Redfield to take music lessons worthy fruits of penitence; as poor and lata
use of ecolding, anyhow ? " she thought, as she oOf Professor Alexander, and Bila Turner paints and partial compensation for misery wbich we
looked back and.laughed, in spite of herself, at so beautifully, and Lucy Brown intends to fit might have prevented.-Kingsley.


