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A SONG OF EASTER.

S (From’ St Nicholaz)

Sing, children, sing!
“And the Jily consers swing ;
U Sing that lite and joy are woking, and thut desth no
; maore is King.
Sing the happy, bappy tumnlt of the slowly brightening
Spring:
Sing, little children, sing !

Sing, children, sing!
Winter wild has taken wing ;
PFill the air with the sweet tidings till the frosty echoes
ring !
Along the eaves the icieles no tonger plittering cling
And the crocus in the garden 1ifts itz bright face to the
se,
And in the meado
And the polden ea wing
In the wurmn 3bs of the Spring
. Sipg, Httle ehildren, sing !

saftly the brooks begin to run ;

Stuge, obildren, siog!?
The lilies white you bricg
Inthe joyous Easter morning for hope gre blossoming
Aund as the earth her shroud of snow from off her hreast
dath ding,
So may we oast our fatters off in God's eternal Spring.
So' may we fiod relief at last from sorruw o pain,
S0 mAay we find onr childhood’s ealm, delivicns dawn
nguin.
Sweet are your eyes, oh, little ones, that look with smil.
i~g crace,
Without s shade of deabt or fear, into the future's face !
Sing, sing in happy chorus, with joyful voices teli
That deazh is life, and God is good. and all things shall
be well;
That bitter days shall cease
{o warmth aud light and peace—
That Winter yieids to Spring---
Sing, iittle children, singt

my COMEDY.

1. —(Coneluded.)

Had Launcelot, the last man I would have
had in the world, discovered my secret ! Was it
becanze 1 madly loved the woman, mere than
anything else, that I had left a career which had
promised success? Once—it was a day or so
after my ride with her—1 had tried to speak to
her. A certain icy indifference, an apparent de-
termiuatisn to hold me at arm’s-length, bad
chilled me through and through. = My self-es-
teem, my pride, had been hurt. Perhaps the
time, the place, were not fitting for my justifica-
tion. Save some sparse words now and then
grudgingly addressed me in regard to the striet
business of the play, that pleasing intimaey, that
childlike happiness, [ knew the woman had well-
ing within her, which had awakened a new life
within me, she never again vonchsafed e,
Time and work might, 1 thouzht, cure me.

To a certain degree, the seclusion of the little
farm brought repose,  With 2 ecare and thrifz,

~-if the lew acres did not bring protit—I was in-
~different to that—at least I eould ake both
endsneet. ‘Literary work I did not, however,
negleci. . Plans long conceived 1 deliberately
matured. © The necessity of writing—writing in-
cessantly in order to live—no lonmger existed.
People seemed glad enough now to take my poor
v-would pay fora cow, or a paper
would purchase a colt.. My sleek-sided Durham
represented some-bony stufl” on the SRanskrit
drama, or my frisky Abdallah coit a monstrously
dry riginarole on ethics.  If the brutes did not
exactly come np to the standard, the milk of
“the one being less by several gallons than the
- theoretical . measure given by the agricultural
Jjournal, orthe colt was' singularly wanting in
the salient points of his vaunted lineage, still
horse and ‘cow. were tangible, and gave me
pleasure.  I'never before had believed that wy
work really represented something. But whar
I congrmtulated myself most about was, that my
mother's health improved, for to her came un
after-glow ol hapoiness.. A country girl helped
my moiher, and a decent mansservant uttended
‘to the rougherdetails of the minute manor.

Launcelot’s letters were frequent, a .d [ found
that all my interests were treated by himin the
most honourable wav. © His communications
were of the most - chieerful character.  His busi-

‘ness was very good.. ““1f 1 would not work up
~“for him some new stafl,” e wrote, ** wouldn't
I hash up a French piece for him next year? Or
I might take ‘some six or seven French plays,
- squeeze the seeds out «f themn, aud mash "em-all
up into a new thing, and, if I were ashamed of
it, he would father it.  As a manager, he wunted
to. have a piece of his own-—ILauncelos.  Or
would [ advise him about Joues and Browu,
who kept shoving pleces at him ! What would
‘1 read for him at-—as « job ¥ He got twenty
= letters slung at kim a day from fullows who had
< pieces, and, though managers never did answer
fellows who wrote them about pirces, he thonght
o oought te be done—sometimes.  He would
send me these fellows’ Jettérs and their plays.
He didu’t want. me-for his secretary, but his
friend. : © Carter’s head was - level. .\l:nm';imrs

- were pigs—he knew they were—but he didn’t.
o want to be a pig any more.” s
.7 "As an hour would bring me to the city, }
went occasionally to New York.  Launcelot |
gaw from time to time, but declined any literary
‘business of a-theatrical character,  Sumer
came, and with it « letter from Loancelot, The
manager, with-his wife and child,. was ‘on the
- eveof a departure for California. - He was going
2. 'to'open a house in Sau Franciseo, aud hie wished
“rme a good-by. o With the Jetter came a final
- settlement, in which Launcelot had insisted on

-adding a more than liberal Lonus, A fortnight
- orso afterward came another letter. The child
~had had diphtheria; and had: beens barely saved,
The by was convalescent,. but he’and Mis.
fannerlot wonld have to remain in’ New York

_Rupert,

uutil the ehild was well euough to-move, Laun-
celot expressed his annoyance at the loss of
money his absence from Nan Francisco would
cause him.. e never did travel: without Mrs,
Lanncelot—he “wasn’t afraid to say that his
wife kept him straight.” :

I wrote him at ouce: **Send your little boy
to me. If I am no nurse, 1wy wmother is. "Po-
morrow ‘at twelve T will send my man to your
house tor the boy, 1 would comein person, but
some stupid business—a meeting about a county
fair, of which | am chairman—1I ean’t postpone,
Mrs. Launcelot may rest assured (1 regret 1 can
not tell her so in person) how hapyy my mother
will be to care for vour little fellow,”’

Ata venture [ sent my man to the city, and
back he eame in the afternoon with the invalid
—u darling Jittle fellow.  Straightway mwy
mother covered him with her arms.. An intro.
duction to Pelemie, the colt, and a draught of
frosh milk from Sukontola, the cow, seemed to
work fmmediate miracles on the boy. Thechild’s
reture to health was rapid. | had been unhappy
before, now the child seemed to cheer me, | took
out those holidays 1 had been longing for with
Woe fished, we went shooting, we got
upset in the creek together (it was knee-deep,
and altogether had a  delightful time. My
mother baked cake sueh as she used to make for
me when I was Rupert’s age, and we ate it to.
gether. My cream was stinted, =0 that Rupert
might have his G, Even my good clothes were
missing one day, to reappear the next in o snit
for Bupert.  (The boy had fallen in a bed of
chemical manure—af bones, lwe, and acid—my
man  had been composting)  Letters full of
thauks would come from Mues. Launeelot, with
an occasional word to me from the mauager. It
was my mother who acted as eorrespondent, and
such long letters as she wrote :hout that pre-
cious child singularly diminished my stock of
fair paper.  The boy called my mother grand-
mother, and T was vatarally Unele Dick. God
bless oy dear mother for the long, sweet homi-
lies she indited, and the honest advice she gave:r
I think ‘more than once she hinted at the desir-
ability of the Launcelots eontiding Rupert en-
tirely to our care, 1 was to teach him, my
wmaother to tend him.

“We are the last of the Carters, Richard,”
she said to me, ““and what love we have will
die out, or become seltish, if not spent on this
boy. Perhaps Mr. Launcelot wight in time,
yvou know, be made to think over it ¢’

* And the buy's mother?"" 1 asked.

“Ah, the mother! A good, kind-hearted
woman ! Such admirable letters as she writes
so full of sound sense and athwtion ! An educat.
ed woman, Richanl, and no nonsense aboui her,
and so desply grateful ! There raus throughout
all her writing a gobien glean of true, sinvere
plety.”

“1f, mother, inueh as I should wish that this
boy might stay with us for ever—if you were
Mrs. Lauticelot, what would yvou do 17

* 1, Richard? You have such a personal way
of putting it ! {{ I were that child’s mother, |
never would give himup save when starvation
came—1 wouli diefirst.””

A Judginent of Solomen, dear mother, for |
suspect You sturved for e once. 1, then, we
can’t have the boy entirely. Mr. Launcelot may
let us appropriate the child of summers. - We
hold hitn now as a kind of hostage, and may inu-
sist on keeping him'until our conditions ure
vomplied with.”" ~Rupert was frolickiug araund
the room with the two dogs, Mat and Fiip
“ Wouldn't yvou like to stay withy us next swin-
mer?  The colt will be full-grown then.”

“Indesd ! Tdon’t want to Jeave vou, only for
a little while—to see mamma, papa, and Miss
Claudia. ~ Claudia she promdsed me lots of
things.” Then the ebild ran «fter the dogs, and
the trio raced down the grass-plot. '

Claundia ! The hoy had never mentioned her
name before.  Had he Jdone so, 1 should have,
however, never asked him a question. Al day
long, though, I recurred to the invident, aud
brooded over Miss Aubrey’s name, and was un-
happy.

It was October when the letter we dreaded
vame, The Launcelots were hameward bound.,
They would be in New York within ten days.
It perfectly convenieat, would [ seud Rupert to
them on a certain day 1 % No, [ would not,”
was my reply to Mr. Lauueelot, ‘I would not
give Rupert up unless his father eame and took
hin." -~ My mother added a few kind lines:
“Was pot October the most pleasant month in
the vear for children in the conntry ? The apples
were 80 red, and Rupert had not picked a single
one’ from.a esrtain tree, having made up his
wind-that a barrelful of pippins of hisown
gathering was to be hix present to his papa and
mumma ; andthen the chestnuts were just ripe,
antd Rupert's hands, she regretted ” to say, were
all Mncf(., Couldn't Mr. Launcelot. spare the
boy just a few days longer ! Rupert” had glad-
dened her heart, nnd his sweet play and lovable

F3

ananners had done Mr. Richard Carter so much
goud. - But of course she knew what n'mother's’

yearnings were, and Kupert “was ready.” She
wanted to talk with Mrs, Launcelot about the
precious trist that had  been confided to her,
Perhinps ‘she had, ‘being now almost. seventy,
giich old-fashioned ideas abont ehildren, = But
the fact was; that there were “some: shirts and

such trifles that she had been making for Ru--

pert; and she did not like sewing-machine work,
awt lind stitrhed them all herself, but her eyes
had failed her, or the swinner had gone before
she knew it.  She begged that, wiien Rupert
must ledave (and - she would have the boy rendy
at any moment), shemight have the: pleasure of
making Mrs. anud Mr, Launcelot’s acquaintance,

She was 0o olil, and not strong enough, to take
Rupert to town, and, us ta Mr. Richanl Carter,
he had an antipathy for the city, and would not
do .it, and ‘houestly she thonght that . My,
Richard Carter had made up his miml not to
part with Rupert untit he was foreed to. So
wmuch did both she and herson love Rupert,”

" A week elapsed, when anoie came, which was
as follows, in My Launcelot’s handwriting :

““(vod bless both of you t We never have had
a moment’s uneasiness about that chick of onrs,
We knew he wasin too goad hands. 1 1 wasn't
his own father, kidnapping as tine a boy as is
my Rupert would be perfectly justifiable. The
boy's picture yon sent us, Polly eried over. 1
did my blubbering when 1 blew my nose. - But,
dear  boy, you can't have him any longer.
Poliy doesn’t pine exactly, but hungers after the
child. 1 serd you an Arapahoe’ sealp, likewise
a'case of -the best California wine, by express,
Drink my health aud the boy's to-morrow at six
exactly.  Mrs. Launcelot and T will drink yours
in the same genuine tipple. - Polly begs Mrs.
Carter's acceptance of a shawl, one of those
South American Hama conecerns. 1 wanted to
semd that good mother of yours a stunning cash-
mere, but Polly said that « gift of that kind to s
lady of your mother's age would have been vul.
gar, and Polly kuows.  Finally, ‘the day after
tor-marrow .my wife will 40 for that bay. . (Gt
the old house, and refitting, up to my ears in
dust and dirt, with painters, decorators, and up-
holsterers.y ~ Miss Clandin opens for us. Old
fellow, it is just with a heart brimtul of {riend-
ship to you and vour mother—only sick to see
my chill-—~that T am Reginald Launcelot.,”

A hearty greeting I gave Mrs. Launcelot. 1
bad’ Rupert in hand when she arrived at the
house. A handsome, motherly woman was she.
Qff went her bounet in an instant, and with a
ery of joy Rupert sprang into his mother's em-
brace. :

0 my darling 11t is the first time we ever
were separated. ~ He has grown six inches al-
mast.— Where is that dear grandmother of vours?
— Let me thank her, Mr. Carter. It is with you
that [ should have first spokeun. It dovsnt make
the least ditterence that Rupert is standing on
my hat”-—she had thrown it off..-** Kiss me
again and again, my pet. . Who dressed vou so
prettily 7

* Grandmother,” said the child ; “ but Unele
Dick helped.  Sometimes he curls my hair—
when 1 witl let him."

It was touching t0 see how this honest,
sprightly woman met my mother, who was wait-
ing to welcome her, It was a timid approach.
Both women seemed subdued. It is true that
my dear old mother iy still superb, and bears her
vears with that dignificd gracionsness which
only belongs to the older regiine,

¢ May 1, dear lady, thank yeu—not for now,
but for alwavs—for the gooduess vou have
shown to my boy ¥ Lot me—-please let me kiss
vouw. | have not done vy erving ver, but ean’t
vou understand that 1 must want to? 1 had
pictured you as you almost are, only you are the
grandest-losking woman | ever met  with
whiter, more silvery mair. I possible, you ook
kinder than I ever econceived a woman's, a
wother’s face conld look.”  Then Mrs. Launge-
lot ditlidently kissed my mother an the cheek ;
and then, watehing & tear conrse down my

mother's fuee, Mrs. Launcelot’s Hlood-gates were.

apened, and shé solibed too, but they were teary
ot happiuess, : :

“ 1 4did not know Mr.. Richard Carter hefore,
though my hushand and vour sou have had
some business relationship togother.  Bat it is
w0 good to have friends apart from business: ]
am a God-fearing woman, Mrs. Cavter, and from
this time henceforward [ shall nevir forget yon
nor your dear face ;o they nmsi ballow my
prayers.
my boy, but how ean 1 help it ¥ ] am notu bit
jealous because Bupert’s love seems now divided!
Stay on the Luiy’s knee, miy by, and Kiss her,

Tt 1s pot the dast time vou shall . see sue ans

other.”

“You promise me—promise me that, dear
Mrs. Lanneelot 17 said my mother, with tears’in
her eves, ) .

“ Promise it ! should be the most ungrate-
ful wreteh did 1 not- fulfil my promise.  Could 1
riot see lonyg age, in your letters, that the tilea of
parting with the child wus hurting you ¥ )

2 God forgive me for my selfishness U said iy
maother, in wards of solemn selfaesusation,

CNow s all arranged, s it a boldnesson
my part B Won't you let me somitimes--he as
a-danghter 1o you?
believe that he belongs in purt to yon,”
=1 hiad stooed motionless outside,: and was glad
that a tender sympathy had united these two
mothers, o : S

The sfternoon passed away too rapidly, “The
child's little trank, netly packed—filled with
undizeovered trimsures —was on the porch, With:
one last kisg and embrace my mother and ‘the
boy parted. - Mres. Lanucelot was beside e in
my country waggon. - Rupert’ way between us,
1 had dismissed some half-hour bafore, without
her knowledye, the carriage whieh Mrs. Lannce.
Tot bad hirmT at the vithygr, Tt was a silent ride,
Dwould have bad Rupert’s mother suy a word
about the woman 1 loved, bat L dared not inti
mate such-adesives 1 thought " Mrs. Launeelot
secined for o mowment constrained —as if she di.
vined my wishes, . Rupert's chatter was, how.
ever, ineessant, He hal gone over the road so
frequently that lie knew every stock and stone
by the wayside. O mather VT didn’t ‘show
you my colt’s medal. - Unele Dick laughed ut it
Tt was a'thirteenth medal; hesays, * But the colt

won it at the fair, with me on-top of him,

I kuow it is hard for you to give up.

Then theochild will always

Horse.!

. ".414 JYL‘N,

Uncle Dick gave me the medal; it's silver,—--1
say, Uncle Dick, do you remember that. rabhit
that jumped:into a hole in Robbin's wood-pile t
There s the hole.. Didn't' 1 know that Mar and
Flip would miss me?- Here they some full tilt,
Bet you they stop and serateh at that holeo
Howdy do, Bill ¢+ Mother, that's u bay that run
me twice, and Unele Dick bade me stand, wnd |
did—and 1 ligked him ; and we like oneinother
first rate now.—Lam coming back, Bill, next
stwminer, when the cherries is vipe,— Unele Dick,
don't you think the fish will have wrowed big,
then 7 | ought'to have brought iy tish-pole to
town.— Mothoer, see, there is.where the hook got
into my thumb, and Unele Dick cat it ont with
his penknife, and 1 dido’t yell wore than 1
slmnlld for the 'casion. -Unele Diek saibl D didn’t,
though grandmother "most fainted when 1 cowe
home with my hand tied up.~Good-by, DBobhy
Smnll.—He's a first-rate, - generons boy, and he
gave me all the plums that dropped from his
tree.—Unele Diek, mayn't I give him all the
things what 1 have forgot at the house 1" This
pretty clatter was eontinued until the village
station was reached.  We were just in time.
Certain palavers of Rupert’s on the roadside hid
ll(‘fl{l'\'(f‘l us,

“We flave but a few moments to spare,'’ ]
said to Mrs, Lanpeslot 1 see the passengen
are alveady in the cars, - Good-by, Mra. Luee.
lot t—-Good-by, my hoy !t Kiss me, and den’t
forget next summer. —b will - have the hoy's
trunk checked, and he is man euough to see you
in the car, he kuows o3l abont it

1 secured the check, and waited a moment
until I was certuin where the two were seated,
before getting into. the cir to bid them a final
good-by, | had just the opportunity —the train
wis about moving—-by »L.nding on the platiornn
to hand in the cheek by the window, Twashngh
cnough to see that a Ludy, not Mrs. Launcelog,
held Rupert in her arms, and was kissing him.
One  glanee sufliced. Tt was Miss Aubrey,
Seated ou the opposite side of the car, she did
not observe me.

I had only time to say, alinost resentfully, |
am afraid )

“ Mrs. Launcelot U O Mres. Lanneelot t why
did vou not tell me that this kuly was with yon ?
Why did she come w0 farand not ac.ompany you
to my mother’s pwr house {7

S Mr, Oarter, 1t was Mr. Lanncelor who in.
sisted that Claudia should conee with me ou iy
litele journey.  Dut no persunsion ol mine connd
induee her to go to vour house.  We abmost
quarreled about it. [ had promised not to nien-
tion that she was even with meo You entiovay
my carriage. T Jdid not kuow yvon wonld dove
me to the station,  Stuee you have discoverad
Clandin’s presenve, what ean Do ! You osgle
not to have met, perhnps--but why 1 But, M
Carter, . you have not given me the cheek,
Come this way, Rupert, sl kiss Me, Carter for
good-by.~- We are movime, M. Carter. Do take
care U You look so miserably unhappy

Allof Rapert T saw wasa fleeting glimpse of
bis face, then the cars spedd on their way,
Through the dark laves [ deove, the reins hang-
ing lstlessly my Inimds. - AL howe 1 fovad
that the eotions of the dayhad brought a leadd.
ache to ‘my mother. 1 did not see her. My
evening meal [ sent awsy antpsted.

I triswed my damp, and worked, or tried e
work, tong into the nights Puintfully 1 strug-
gled, but 1t was a hopeleas 1 That most -
pressivg feelitig of dissatisfaction at one’s own
work, s thousand thnss imtensifisd, seized hold
of me, Theappreciation of what was artistically
good or bad beeame even vague, owmade gatis
ful mechanical etlorts Lo canse flowers to hilam
on dry and saploss stalks, - b drifted inte the
most wretehed wf all mental phrases, that one
ol over-refinement, where the simplest sentenes
is 1o b turped and resturned in a hopeless way.
Iowas afraid to dashi Tuside pensonel paper ;1
eonld not bear to be'alone with myself, The
boy—the boy wus gone,”” that T knew ;. but at
last ! sabd it “The woman T loved —madly—
was gone, too!” aud with many a bitter pang |
cursed wy pride, wy willfulness,

Iv.

Tt was morning, and misty.  The sun loowed
up through an. October fog. " Whether 1 had
shipt-or not during - the wight | hardly knew as
1 strode the ditt] porel befare broaklust, - The
moruing broke in aelancholy way, Fyenthe
dogs had no greeting for me. Disappointe {-
like, they were whining, secRing for their hitife
friend who was absent. My mother was ot
up. - Presently dnoticed the well-known village
messenger walking rapiilly toward the honse.
Far, far off Lsaw the ghiting: vellow envelope
in his band.  Quickly as he approsched  the
wicket, I bud met him, . I felt the forebodings
of some -disaster, In afever of ingmtience |
tors open the envelope, and vead these few
lines 1 - o ; S

S Don’t be o worriedw-deeident on the train

Jdast evening. o Boy ol wife all right; save a

few seratehes.  But O A7 hart,
us at onee; - Lannestor.” :
CQuick 1M T eried taomy man 1 ¢ patin the

Come and see

Lwent to my mothee s roont and told her-ul):

2 The boy is safe, thank Cad for that ! amd so
is Mrs, Launcelol, . But, mother, my heart is
broken. . The woman [ lova is burt, and 1 wm
inagony LT e : :

1 must goowith you,: Hichavd.*
but Sfollaw “me laters 1 have bt
fifteen minutes to cateh the early trahn: Wil
you be this poor wirl's nurse 1§t is she why




