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THE LITTLE PEACE-MAKERS.
BY SUSAN COOLIDOR.

It was a ool aftornson in late September, when
Biss Marola Dennott, olosing bohind lier the heavy
door of her old fashioned Louse, locked it with tremu.
lous fingers, pocketed the key, and wound alowlg
down the path toward the gate, leaving silence an
emptiness behind her.

be spectaclo of Miss Marcia go!nigut for & walk
was 50 unustal as to attrast attention from the neigh-
bours. Miss Usher, the dresamaker, who lived oppo-
sita, was 80 starilod thereby that sho called her two
assistanta from their work to look at it.

*“Ain't it 1;uwnlim-." gho saild, ** that sho should be

‘ont 80 ? She ain't been outaide that gate, tor.y
owledge, for tbeso six months back, except juat to
the funeral the «- ler day, and then it was in a closo
hask with all sue blinds down. Bhos was afraid of
sesin’ some of the Harands thore, 1 supposo, but sho
needn't liave been, for they didn't even know about
Priscilla’s baing dead ill after the buryin’, Miss Allen
says, down to the Point. Miss Dennott kept it close
on purpose, I guess. Tliore wa'au't oven a notico in
tho paper; and I don't call that payin’ proper resp of,
when folks have lived with you sas long as Priscilla
duf with her. Well—it's all ourious. \Where do you
lugpp_u that old creetur hias gone? .
t was toward the cemetary that the * old areetur’
was guing, Xt was quite fifteon years since Miss
Dennett Liad taken eo Jong s walk, and the variation
m her habit of alose home.keeping affected Lier
gly. Tho suusghino in her face, the movement
of the wind made ber giddy, the passers-by, in the by
no mesns crowded stroet, seemad to bo staring at her,
She was thankful to find herself ut the grave-yard
gade, though, sooth to say, tho enclosure which it
ﬁnuded was a bare, unlovaly spot enongh. Many
ew England villages and towns can show such an
one; a huddly of time-stained hLeadstones, rising
withont order vr regularity from long, ragged grasses.
and the seed-pods of innumerable weeds, with here
and there & pretentious monument of marble, daz-
zlingly white, and now and again one carefally tended
plot, an oasis in the general desolation, to mark the
oontrast betweon tho love that remembesrs and the
oarslesaness whioch shuns.

The aspect of the place atruck pchfnll& upon Miss
Dennett, as slie e her way along the irregalar
foot-path to the reniote corner whero her old servant
~her only friend—had recenily been lsid. It wasa
sentiment of late remorse and genuine regret which
brought her there. Priscills was the one creature who
for years past bad slood constant to her through good
and tbrough ovil. Miss Marcia had hectored, brow-
beaten, contradicted her, not infrequently, but all the
ime she had counted on Priscilla’s absolute faithful-
neas, and had never counted in vain. Iior death was
the removal of sproE. Mies Deanctt realived it, and
felt shaken and weakenad as she looked at the for-
lorn moung of barely sodded earth nndor tho shadow
of a tall grey fenco, which covered il that romaincd
of that long and layal scrvice.  She sat downon a
shabby little bench near by, for her limbs shook with
{atigue, and fell to thinkiu;i;

Priscilla should have a head-stone. That look of
neglect was too dreadful. A large, handsome head-
stone she should hav-, and a fence, and something
must be planted. Miss Msreis grew puzzled. She
dir! not know how people did such thinge nowadays.
1)isn her thoughts swept into a gentler channel asa
tide of recollection welled up in memory. How
hard.working Priscilla had been, and how patient;

tient always, even when things were at their

est. She recalled those lnst fow moments, when
Priscilla, her face already gray with the shadow of
sorning dexth, had faltered out one isst plea: * Yon'll
be 20 lonesome,” the faint voice had said; * oh,
forgive Miss Alice, if it’s only for my sake. It'll be
bard, I know, but you'll be giad, cnce it's over.”

“Hard!" Priscilla might well call it so. For
fiftesn years Miss Dennott bad not looked on tha face
of the niece who had once bean to her as her
own child. They had parted finally and forever on
the day when Alice had married Wallace Hazard
sgainst her aunt's express prohibition. Much plead-
ing, mauy te srguments had been tried
the girl decided un the slep which led to this sever-
anoe.

* If you would only give a resson. If you would
only tell me why you object to Wallace,” jehe urged.
* How can you expeot me to give him up when you
won't explain 2"

* Take your own way if you must,” was all the
roply. “Take it; but the day you marry Wallage
Hazard you bid good-bye to me.” Was Miss Marcia
likely to explain that her opposition to her niece's
lover aroes irom the fact that he was son to the man
who in her own youth had dore her the irreparable
wrepg of first gaining her affections and iken
ferring snd wedding another woman? The pride of
the Dennett’s bad scaled ber lips at the time and
foraver afler ; but none the less Sery keen was her
ressntment, and yoars hed but-sdded toit. No, she
conld not explein, but neither conld she tolerate.or
forgive.

Alloo, wopt; then she married her
lovor, _ For a long {ime the Lope of reconciliation
sustained her. o wrole letters, she onmo to the
house ; but the lsiters were not answsred, and the
door, which till then had always opened to herso
gladly, was closed in her face by the woeping Pris.
cills, wlio must perforce ocbay the orders og her im.
placable mistress. *“Don’t come again, Miss Alice,”
sha whispersd, on the Iast of these occssions. **It's
10 use ye!—sho’s as hard as hard.”

Bo Alice ceased 10 come, but néne the less did
Priscills plead her eanse whenever she dared, When
a little girl was born, to whom waa givon the name of
Marcis, Priscilla bore the tidings to hoer mistress in
hiopos of a softening, But Aiss;Denneti only closed
her lips tightly, and not a word escaped her when, a
fow monthbs later. Priseilla, woeping, told her of the
child's death, :

When relations who sre at variance live in the
same place, there is a constant painfulness. Though
they muinot meet, thers is always tus risk of moet.
ing s each day despens the irritating apprehiention.
It was to avoid Alico that Misg Dennetl formed tho
habit of nome-keeping which had becoins the rule
of her life, Dut now, as she sat looking at poor Pris.
oilla's ahabby mound, a sense of petulant and illogical
injury swept over her.

“ Forgive Alice,” she muttered to horsslf, * Pray,
how did she e:gect me to set about it, even if I Liad
the mind, which I haven’t? It is years since she
cﬁm; near the house. Priscilla was always unreason-
‘ a "

8ho was still sitting on the benol in the shadow of
s large hemlock, lingering, she scarce knew why,
but in reality, I » because tho thought of the
locked and emi;‘ty houso to which she must return
was droadful to her, when a sound of children's voices
fell upon her ear, and pressntly two little girls
same 1in sight. They were sturdy, fair-haired crea-
tures, one aﬁpmnuy about ten years old, the other
Eorhaps eight. They had long masses of rippling

air tied with black ribbons ; their frocks were %fack.
too—DMiss Marcin noted that—aud they carried bo.
twoen them & basketful of Iato garden flowers. They
did not notice the figure in the shadow of the hem-
h:icg' but Miss Marcis conld hear every word they
said.

“Do you suppose little Oliver knows when we
make him look: 8o pretty 1" asked the younger.

¢ Mamma says perhaps he does,"” replied the older.
* She says angols oan see overything.”

* Then I think mamma sughin's to ory so when she
talks to us about him,” pursued the little one. “ It
would make him feel dreadfully if he ware alive.”

*Oh, hush, Prills, mamms oan't help it. You
mustn't say that.”

Tha children were closo to Miss Mareia now. They
paused in their walk.

4 Oh, Prilla—see that,” said the older girl., * That
poor, pocy grave over there under the fence, without
any stone or fence or anythinf. Isn'’t it dresadful
It makes me feel badly just to look at it.”

*¢ Yes, because it looks 8o lonesome, " said tho other;
“why don't somebody come aud make it preity like
Oliver's? Didn't anyone care, Lilly? "

T don't know," replied Lilly, keeping her eyes on
the grave, as if {ascinated by its very bareness. ‘¢ Prill,
I am thinking abeut something; we've got a good
many flowers $0-day, you know. Let's save soms of
them, and pick a good many wild ones to put with
tham, and come back here after ws've done Oliver's
and try to make this poor grave look better, Don't
you think it wounld be nice 2™

 Very nice. Oliver wouldn't care a bit if we did
give away scme of his flowers ; and mamma will be
glad, too. We'll tell her when we get back.”

The childish voices died away. Mise Marcis, bend.
ing & branch saside, conld see them at & distance, busy
in ous of the few carefully enclcred and fanded plots,
where zaveral small head.stones showed above neatly
eut turf, Later, they became visible, Questing too
and fro, in search of flowers, apparently,. And she
bsd relapsed: into her dreary musings, broken only
with curiosily as to whother thay would really earry
out their scheme, when she saw them coming back,
still bearing tha basket, heaped now with purple snd
white asters, aud plumes of . golden-rod. }.’l'hey went

.atraight te Priscilla’s grave.

«Tret’s make it 1ike & bed—all flowers,” said Little .
Prill. “That would be nicest, don't you think s0?”
" 4 Yes—snd ‘hide all ‘this yellow grass."”

Touched almost to tears, moved and aJected as
she had seldom been in her lifs before, Mirs Marcis
watched a3 the fair little hands arranged one flowsr
after another on the bare mound, clothing its un-
comeliness with grace and bloom, ordering and
smoothing all with tender and reverent touches. The
wild: Sowers were, heaped in a thick-garland round

Alico wdhd3

the edges, liltle Prill running off now. &2d then-for

another branch of asters or a little more golden rod,
or resching up to the bdughs of s low tree for sprays
of orimson leavas. With a delieate perosption uo:
:.;:ad.bth? :izoiout blom wm'or;lurvod' far ths

iddle of the.grave, white hone o, mignbnetie
& fow clusters gf‘hon:;'f;opq'.:one. o’x'-':wo,l;tefgus,, -,.’

{There,” said the eldel, ax the lsat fiqwer was,

Inced, ¢ that looks & great, great deal beiter, It
Soeun't make Tae fool bgrdol at all now.”

* No, it's preity now,” declared her sister, “If
anybody comes to look at it, a8 we come to Oliver,
the; ‘ut be %l:&sod, I think, don't you? "

* Now, . we ought to go, for it's getting near
ten-time, and I want to tell mamzan what we've done,
awfully,”

8o do I;:" and ths litle one gave a happy skip M
she went off with tho om‘stﬂr basket. Aoved by an
impulse which sho could nelther define nor contradiot,
Miss Marois arose and followed.

“If I could just soe their inother s moment, snd
tell her what they've done, and how plessed I am,”
she szid to bersolf, bardly rulizinf at the zudden
omotion awakened within hier was Jeading her to the
unsooustomed act of secking out the home of &
strangor,  Btep by step she followed, keoping the
children in sight. The walk waa a long one, but the
idea of turning baok nover ccourred to her mind.

The part of the town to which the liitle ones led
‘was new to Miss Dennett. Xt had grown up withia
afow years, and her rare walks had never lain in that
direction. They entered s small houss, standing in
s neat garden trimmed with flowers, and a minute
Iater Miss Dennett rang st the same door.

The fair-heired Lilly opoued it. 8he stiil wore her
hat, and, whiie Miss Dennet! hesitated, at s loss how
to explain her errand, little Prilla dashed dowustairs,
orying, in » disappointed volee: * Mamma is not in
her room. Do you suppose she's gone out, Lilly 1"

At'the sound ‘of her call, & docor in the farther end
of the hall opened hastily, and a lady npf:md.
 Hero I am, children,” she said ; then, realizing the:
presonco of a stranger, sho advanoced, f)llnking at the
sudden light from the open door.

 What is it, Lilly ¢ sho aaked.

“1t's » lady, mamma,” began Lilly, then stopped
amazed, for bor mothor, looking pale and strangely
oxcited, had rushed forward. There was a cry:
“ Aunty, auaty, have you come to me at lact 9"
Marcis, pale as hor niece, stood epeechless for s
momeut, then, as if urged by an irresisiible impulss,
sho slowly opened her arms, and, with a deep sodb
closed them round Alice, who, with & burst of wikd
wes ina stroked the stern facs, issed it, and ponred
fort£ a forrent of rapid words.

#Oh, Aunty, that you should come to me sow/
Did you hear about it, aunty? Aucnt my boy, my
darling litile boy, mylitsle Oliver? It is mx months
since he died, but it doos not scem a week. Did you
on]y?jl,lst hear of it, Aunty? Was it that brought

ou?’

+ No, it wamn't that. I didn't knovw that you had
s boy, Alics, or that you had lost him. It was Pris.
oilla brought me here, Priscills and these children;”
and she drew Lilly clogely to Ler side, as though she
could not let kar go.

¢ How did they
wondering Ali

ow it was you?* demanded the
g Alice.

#They didn't. Xf they had I should never havs
come,” Thsn the story was told, and Alice, with
hgpg kissed first one then the other of her
dsrlings ; Miss Marcia kissed them too.
¢“1 am lonely and wretched,” ehe confesrad.
4 Bince Priscilla died, it has egemed as if I could not.
endure my lifo any longer. She asked me to forgive
you, Alice, whon she was Jying, and, if she knows-
about it, it will make her gladder yet, wherever she
is. You must all come and live with me, you andl
thess dear children; yes, and Wallace, $00,” sanswer~
ing the unspoken qgestion in Alice's eyes. ** There's®
plenty of.room in the old house, and I haven't many

ears left, perhaps, in which to make up for my long
gmhneu. T must have you all."

S0 & new dsy of pesce and forgivencss dewnad on
the withsred heart and the empty home; and Alice, as-
she bent that night over the slesp of her little gizls,
murmured, with a smile which waa half tears: ¢ My
angels, my own darlings, if it bad net been for yaur
tender thought of a stranger’s grave, this had nevyer
come to us. Blessed are the ers. Ah! my
little pescemakers, may you be blessed indeod.”—Bos-
ton Cong regationalist.

NoT what I have, but what 1 dé, is my. kingdw

I isnot desth that makes the martyr, but the cause:

KxxP up.open roads betwixt the seen and. the ua--
seen. :

A MAN is divinely empowered for all he is divinely
called to do. '

‘THE world Jooks at ministers ous of the palpit, tor
sce what they mean i it, o

To ask of God for a promised blessing and wot ex--

to receive it, is either 16 doubt His faithfulness or

is powsr. ) )
:h:*. we hag stood at the go‘ot of tr!:; cro;:io and watched
the tremendous payment of our- iption  with- ther
prgdou:db}oo% of. ghﬁg——l}":’: ﬁéﬂ seen that aorful

rice told aut drop by drop, from His own dear patient.
gr’o'w and to_xtx’a hmdz gndpf’ou, till it vg:sn ail paid,.and.
the central word of eternity was uttered; “ It is 6n-

a mite will- { withhald 17

)} ished ! should.we nnt have been ready to-say, “ Mot
ceoEy :




