
NORTHERN MESSENGER.

A FLIGHT WITH TU1E SWALLOWS. have run so fat up hill as this little dog her now a heavy punishment. While Ella "Ah! that is why you have not gone to
BY SMIA MISRALL. could run. She turned out of the broad and Willy and Baby Bob, with their two Colla with the party. But I am sure Craw-

(Calildren's Friend street iuto one of the narrow ones, and little. friende, were enjoyiug the contents of ley will take care of Miss Dorothy, and Miss
chased the little white dog till she was out the luncheon basket at La Colla, Dorothy Irene is quite to be trusted."

CHaPTER VIIL-(Cotinued.) of breatb. was lyiug all alone amionîgst strangers in the "I knew notbing of the party going to
As it happenèd, Dorothy's hat and pretty There were not many people about, and aold town of San Remu ! Colla, my lady, I hope it is not one of

velvet jacket, trimmed withlovely soft fur, no one took much notice of ber ;.and she CHArTER IX.-LosT. those break-neck roads, like going up the
were kept in a little closet, with a window never stopped till she found herself in the aide of a bouse."
in it, behind the sehoolroom. They were market square of the old town, where, out Ingleby arrived at the Villa Lucia at the "It is very steep in sone parts, but the
put there when she came te the Villa Lucia of breath and exhausted, she sat down on a usual time, and went, as was her custom, ta donkeys are well used te climbing. Give
every morning by Ingleby, who never failed flight.of steps, bopeless of catching the dog, the school-room door, and knocked. .my love te Mrs. Achéson, and say I will
to send ber in to see Lady Burnside, draw- who had now quite disappeared. She was generally answered by a rush to come and see ber to-morrow."
ing secret comparisons between the appear. An old and dirty-lookiug church was be- the doorby Ella and Dorothy, anda cry of- Ingleby walked back rather sadly. She
auce of ber darling and that of Miss Pack. fore ber, and several' peasant women, with "Grannie says she is te stay to luncheon wished she had known of the expedition,
ingham or little Miss Ella fontagne. their baskets on their heads, were passing to-day," or, "Dou't take her away yet." for there was safety for ber darling when

Dorothy had some dificulty in getting in and out Red and yellow handkerchiefs But te day silence reigned, and when In- she could walk behind the doukey going up
herself into her jacket, and her bair notched were bound round their dark hair, and some gleby looked in, the schoolroom was empty. ill, and by its head coiing down again
into the elasti eof ber bat, whicb, spriuging of themu wore pretty beade round their She turned away, and met the maid who What did it matter that the fatigue was
back, cauglt ber in the eyes, and made thein uecks. One or two stopped t alook at Dore. waited on Constance, with a tray in lher hand great, and that she panted for breath as she
water. Then, when she thought she was thy, and talked and made signs te ber; but and a cup of cocoa, which se was taking tried te keep up î She held Dorothy's
ready, she remeibered ase had not taken she could not understand what they said, up-stairs. safety before her own, and all personal
off the apron which was stained fatigue was as nothing te secure
with the little crimson spot. A that.
little ria of white showed under lf any little girls who read this
the jacket between the fur and the story have kinid, faithful nurses
edge ofb er frock, but she pushed like ugleby, I hope they will never
it up uider the baud,aud then went forget te be grateful te thea for
softly down the hall te the glass -Utheir patience and kindness in their
door, and lifting the porticre, or childish days, when childhood bas
thick curtain, wbich hung over the passed away, and they no longer
outer door, abs fouid herself in need their watchful care. Ingle.
the road. For the Villa Lucia did by's love was not, perhaps, wise
nt open into the garden wbich lay love, but it was very true and real,
betweeu the Villa and sioping e s ana had very deep roots in the at-
ground and the blue sea, but from tachnient ashe felt for ber mistress,
the back, into a road which led te- whorn ase bad served se faithfully
wards the olad town of San Remo.J for inany years.

Dorothy held the letter firnily (To bc Continued.)
in ber band, and walked an with
some dignity. It was ratlier nice
te go te the post by herself, sud she NORWEGIAN HORSES.
measured the distance inb er own
mind, as she had often been there The little horses, almost univer-
with Ingleby and Crawley. sally of a dun color and baving

The sbop wbere the New Year's their manes cropped short, are wiry
carda were sold was near the post- and full of life and courage, dash-

ollice, and she had two shillings in ing down the hills at a seelingly
her little leather purse at the bat- reckless pace, which carries the ve-

tom o.her pcket, bicle balf-way up the next rising
Several Italien women carryng \gro und by the mere itupetus of the

descent. It was particularly grati-
fying ta observe the physical con-

passed her and miled, and said na dition of the horses both inlaud
pl"uon tou ''and ane yougand in the atreets of Christiania, all
woman with a patient baby tightly beiug lu good flesb. Net a lame

swathe and fastened te ber back, or poor aninal was.te be found
called out- among theni, either lu back, dray,

"Ah, la piccola bella !"l or country-produce cart. They
Somehow Dorothy was se.lest 4%are muosty pony-shaped, rather

in meditation upn hersel d er short in the legs, few standing over
own cleverness in fiuding the way fourteen bauds, sd generally eventa the post, that she missed the - \ rs butIt ptreg ouobsud
firt turing wich would bave led- round,.It wsu pleasing te observe
ierdown te the Engli hparte thed the drivera, who seened also to be
terd She te the ni part ofthet the owners. When they cametown. She took the ext, buttbat from the bouse or establishment
brought hberoufhebeyond the shopswhere their business called them,

ariathepostoflce.they Wvould often take some trifle
She did not at firatnotice this,and from their pockets--an apple, a

when abs found abs was much fur- lump of ugar, or bit of bread--and
ther fromn home than she expected, - edi ote waiting horse, who2i ~~~tender it te thewitnlerwb

bse began te run, but still bsh did wasevidently on the look-out for
not get any nearer the ahops and such..a fvi.o Te ofeoh

the ostollie. ew he sree ofsuch a favor. Thse geed fp.lio waiip

tbe post-olie. Now the atreet etof established between animal and
. the English part of San Remo runs master was complte, and both

almost parallel with the sea, and worked more effectively together.
there are several narrow Janes be- If the whip is used at all upon
tween the houses, which lad down these faithful animals it; must bc
ta the quay, where all the boats very uncommon, since iy watch-
sail from the pier, and where a.fulnes in regard to the matter dia
great many women are mending not discover a single instance,
the holesin the brown net@. When a driver bas occasion to stop

There are streets also leading up before a house and leave his herse,
to-the old town-tbat quaint old - ho takes oneturn of the rein about
town, which was built on the steep $ fiS, j2the animal'a near fore-foot and se-
aides of the bill, long, long befora . cures the long end loosely te the
any English people thought et shaft. Custom bas taught the
erecting their newbousesand villas horses that this process ties them
below it. - and they smiled at her and passed on. The " Where is Miss Dorothy, and where are tothe spot, and tbey do not attempt te move

The streets of the olad town are se steep streets leading up from the market square the cbildren 7" away. Insecte duriug the brief but intense
that they are climbed by steps, or rather looked very dir uand very steep, and Doro- "Ailgone out on donkeys te Colla," heat of aumner are very troubleaome te
ridges, of pavement, wbich are set at rather thy began to feel lonely and frighitened- was the answer. "Her ladyship was gla-1 animals exposed te their bite, and se the
long intervals. These streets are very nar- especidily when au old woman, who might te get the bouse q uiet, for Miss Constance lTorwegian herses are all wisely permitted

· row, and there are arches across them, like have been a bundredyears old, so wriukled bas bad a very bad night." t wear long tails asa partial defeuce against
little bridges, from one bouse te another. was her face and se bowed ber back, stopped "Talk of bad niglhts," exclaimed Ingleby, (lies and gnats. A nicely-matched pair,

The bouses in ld Italian towns are built bel ore lier as she saton the steps, and begau "r> m istress lias done nothing but cough quite sound, young, and well broken for
with these arches or little bridges, because te inumble and make grimaces, and open ber aince four o'clock this morning. Well, i pleasure driving, can be purchased for three
they formed a support te the tallb ouses, miouth, where no teeth were to be seen, and hope Miss Dorothy was well wrapped up buîndred dollars or less.-"Dus North," by
which were sometimes shaken by earth- point atDorothy with herleau, bony, brown for the wind ais cold enough out of the sun, M. M. Ballou.
quakes. fingrera. . though Stefano is anigry if I say ao I wisl

Now it happened that as Dorothy was Dorothy got up and began te run down we were back in England. I know, what THE SEORET OF A HAPPY DAY.
wondering how it could be that she bad towarda the town again as quickly as se with the naty wood lires, and the 'aquitoee, Just te let thy Father do, what lie will ;nissed tshe post-olice, abs caught sight of a had come up, when, aas! ber foot caught and the draughts, and--" .Just to k<now that lie is true, and ho stili.
little white fluffy dog, with brown ears, run- against the corner of a rough atone step, Ingleby was interrupted bers by Lady Just to follow hour by hour, as he leadeth ;
ning up towards the opening of one of these before one of the tall bouses, and she fell Burnside,who came outof thedrawing-room. JYust todraw the nomnent's power, as itneedetb.
narrow streeLi. withB sone violence on the uneven, rugged "Good morning, Ingleby ; how la Mrs. Just to trust hlim, that is ai

My Nin,> ! my Nino " she exclaimed. pavement, hitting ber head a sharp blow. Acheson ? 'rien tue day wii surely bo
"It must be Nino." She did not stop te Poor little Dorothy ! getting her own way, "But very poorly, my lady ; she bas had Bright and blessed, calm and free.
consider that ho was old, and could never sud doing exactly asshe wished, had brought a bad night."s


