1‘ being his birthday

:On the moming ‘of t s massacre,

aged eleven, and I—Ierbert aged s1\, were. out
T gathermg flowers "in honox ot Herbert It

coming, they stopped and -watched. .
ﬁcame near. one, of - the
Iathleen by ithe_hair. ‘ Seeing’ this
: ,treeu;g herself, ran also. -
ed into .the house -and, in fear Kathleen
: crept under-a bed, and lmldred under the
quilt on top ‘of the bed The house ‘was
~full of cries and pleadmg voices.’

Then the: sounds' dizd away and Kathleetl

crept out of her hiding- place, ‘only to ﬁnd,

that the. house was-on fira. - She-herself was
hurt and. bruised, and the younger of the

two, but she carried Mildred, faint and bleed- -

ing, from a sword=cut in hér knee, and
" placed her at a distance outside. - She’ran
back to the burning house three times for
her two brothers, and the baby, all injured
and moaning. Then she carried them into
a house, near by, afid soon the lady mission-
ary, who had escaped, retumed Before
night Herbert  died. o

" Directly the news of this outrage reaeh—
¢d ‘England, Great Britain demanded satis-

faction for it, with ‘a p"ozmse of safety for -

her subjects, and pumshment of the gm‘ty
Chinese. - The Pekin Forei'rn Office avrecd

a1 once to tlege e'mditlons, and ordered the .

puni..hment o the oi‘[enders ’ e

oy

L[ncle, Nelson.,
o (ew York
“I'm a pilgrim, and' I'm a stranger, -

I'can tarry, I can tarry but a night.

. It was a-quavering old- vmee from .an up-
stairs ‘room. Grand-uncle Nelson sat there
alone by the window. He and Aunt
‘Martha had often sung the sweet old hymn
together in the years when they. wished
that their pilgrimage might be a long one.
She -had’ reached the City of which ‘her
Redeemer, her Redeemer. was the light,’ and
ever since her going:he. had, been glad that
he, too, eould tarry but a night.

In _the. hammoek under the. elm irees a
girlish voice hummed somewhat abstracted-
ly the refrain. - He lcaned his. white head
from the window. :

‘That you, Barbie ?’

‘Yes, Uncle.’

She looked up for a moment then dowu
agam at the book in her lap. . Its. printed
pages suddenly acquired new, charms, for
.she  was \afraid that he was in -a conver-

‘Observer.’). ... i

sational mood, and she did not feel like :

hstemng to him just then. . The day.was
hot, and ‘she was tired. There- Jhad been
so many ‘things to look after—what a dif-
ference it did make when mamma was gone,
- if only for a day
times tiresome, especially in his reminiscent
moments, and his memory: jwas poor. He
told the same thing over and over aga.in
So she kept her eyes fastened on her book.
How pretty her brown head looked rest-

ing on the cushion ot the hammock, Uncle -

Nelson thought, and her little slippered foot,
too, as it touched the ground now and then,
to keep up a gentle swaying, motion. There

. wasa soft play of light and shadow on her

face, made by the. thick, stirrlng branches
of, the ‘elm trees. .
“PThat’s a.snug httle place you've. got.
“He wanted to get, her-to talkmg, he loved
: to watch her brlght young - face, somehow
1t rested his old eyes

o Sa.unders, from Austr lia, were studyin°' the S
Gk language. at Ku-cheng.” .’ .

Mr
Stewart's three chrldren Mildred, Kathleen, ) '.my garden th1s morning K i :
: 'greatu,hand to
fuss about a: garden myself.. Your’ Auntf_
- Seeing a pIOCGSSIOn'__ Mar hy and I always had a nice _DOSY.: bed i
UAgCRE
“further. from’ the wmdow : )
your sweet pea. vmes all trained, am 't you”

" Did-it all yourself. Barble 90 o

foremost caught:-r
the .
cther two fled to’ the house, and - Kathleen,"
The Chinese rush-~: .

At last.

they theard no voices but ‘Chinese shouts, ~see this minute h°“' pretty she;.

when I sard she was sweeter -than tie whole'

- she

.come and get you..

Uncle Nelson was some-

~L4Did - you ? I used- to ‘be:

He adjusted his glasses and leaned a lxtt’e
. ‘-You ve' got

‘Yes, all. myselt ?

."“hey’ll “be in blow .;oon, won’t they"

Sweet peas alwzys put me’ in mind of the
-bunch I took your Aunt M'uthy one time-

when I-was a-courhn,, her, Barbre I can

bunch of ’em put together

-

blushed ;

He ‘was quiet for. a minute, * wrth a tar--

av'ay smilé on his lips, then he. began again.

‘ 'l‘hat’s a nice little hammock you've' got
1snt1t Barbije 2’ R D

‘Yes, and. this. is’ such a -good place for
it. I got a. headache from being out in the
sun, and it's so cool here.’.

‘Bo.it is. If I didn’t feel kind ot weak
myselt rd eome down and sit with you a
while, Barble My .head aches, too.

L Dovs. it Uncle ?? asd now Barbara look-
ed up qulckly ‘Tl ‘come up and sit with
you in a few moments if you'd’ like to. have
me. . I just want -to finish this story first.
It’s .2 German story, you know, and I make

it a rule to read somethlng in Grrman every”
- day, so that I won't forget, what Httle I
-know. Some. of the girls come back- in the

fall with their tongues. all out of practrce

- and half the. words they. l\new before for-
otten T'll: come. up .and see }ou :iust‘as .

-soon as 1 zet. through M R
‘ra be real glad to have you. Barble ' .

: of your f1 1ends
' aud 1 wouldn’t want to do that ‘Barl

“Nelson’s, face touched ‘her: strange‘y

I was afraid_mebh

'rlad L am 't because somehow'I wanted to
see you more than common .
“And I’m glad to be wrth youJ Uncie‘
Nelson. How is your ‘head- feeling now Y90
B Just aches a little, Barlne, not‘mn" much v
His tlembling hand had wandered 'to Her

"hair,. and rested there for e moment 1n the

thzek wavy masses.
hand to meet . it.

‘She, put up her OWD. .
Somethmg 1n Unele
How
very: old’ he: looked and what was that-
vaguely ﬁoatmg through her mind ‘Nelther, ]
shall his. place-know him any more ?°
Would:EHati be true- soon, of Uncle Nelson?-

His'voice broké in on: her-thoughts.

£ You- look a+bit like your Aunt Marthy,
Barbie, every’ now and then, the’ way she .

._looked sixty years ago.’.

“Dol, Uncle'?’

. I-Ier ‘A‘Lnt Marthy 1 No other toplc of

_conversation was quite’ so sweet to him,

Urcle Nelson w1thdrew his head from: the.
window, and sat back in. his cushloned ehalr, .

an expectant smlle upon his face.. . The
German story was not quite finished, when

the gate opencd and Gail Wetherall came

hurrying up the walle,
‘Barbara, put on your hat just as quick
. you can. . Sue Merrill's _home. She
astonished all her family by. walkmg in on
them. to- day. - She: +said she got so: ‘homesick
-coutdn’t stay away another - hour.
Esther is .over there, and I promlsed to
She is wild to see you.’

. Barbara sprang from .the ‘hammock,

‘Wait for a minute, Gail till 1 get my
hat.?

‘Half-way to the door, Barbara stopped
ghort, a thought of Uncle Nelson and her
promise to him entering her head.
was a moment’s decision, then she turned
resolutely to Gail.

‘T'm just as sorry as I can be, Gaﬂ but
there’s something I.forgot, "something I've
promised to do. ' I can’t go to Sue’s till I've
done it.” -

‘Oh, Barbara, cant,you put it oi’f '7’

‘ Really,I oughtn’t to, Gail, but I'll .come
over ‘the moment I can.  You'd better not
wait. - She will be so anxious for you to
get back, and you can tell her, I'm coming

- jugt as fast as I can.)’

Up the stairs to Uncle‘ Nelson s room she
hurried as.soon as Gail was out of ‘the

"gate. There was a bright little smile ‘on
Uncle Nelson must not know

her face.
how. much she would rather be somewhere
‘else The faded old eyes answered qulclrly
to the smile in the bright’ young ones.
’ ‘You Te 2 good little girl, Ba1b1e Bring
‘'your chair up here to the window, where we
can talk easier.

ago 2’

. There:

There—that’s right. Didnt |
I bear somebody talking to you a minute

ness, *

to it .myself.

Barbara knew.
- ‘May I get out her daguerreotypes, Uncle
and look at them: again ?7 :
‘Certamly, certainly,’” with: pleased prompt—
you krow. where to ﬁnd em, Barbie?
In the little blue box in the top. drawer ‘of
that stand.”" |
. Barbara could have found that blue box

»m the, dark—she had taken it out so. often
;for Uncle Nelson to 1nspect the .. precious

contents ‘
"¢ Her- face is veiy sweet 1snt 1t Uncle 7

‘Her eyes look so bright’ and prettv

*Bright—I should say so! They were.

L 3ust like* stars, Barble, when that first one
-was:taken; 4 She wa’'n't ‘more than: seven-

teen then.
Springville.’
‘I"wonder what there’ is about my face
that looks like her face,’ Barbara said,
serutinizing the quaint portrait gravely.
. ‘I guess it's your whole expression, Barbie,
a kind of pleasant, bright look.’
.‘The examination .of - the -daguerreotypes .

She.was the prettiest mrl in

*"and the’ reminiscences suggested by them

occupied -a ‘half-hour at least. .

Would you like to have me read to you,
Uncle Nelson ?’ Barbara. asked, when the
little blue box was at last put away:-@ °.

‘Thank you, Barbie, I don’t care if you
do. You might.read a piece from John if
you feel. like it. .. The Bible's there-on that
little stand. -My-eyes. didn’t feel quite equal
. You might read my favorite
chapter, Barbie, the fourteenth.’

‘ Yes, Uncle Nelson.’ : R

"He hstened With Q@ dreamy, contented
look ‘on his face as .the -girlish_voice read
th_e ,beautrful chapter. =~ His loud regular
breathing made her look up just as -she
reached the closing verses.
asleep, soothed by her voice, and she laid
the big Bible back on. the stand, and stole
noiselessly from the room )

There was kissing and embracmg a half-
hour later when Barbara made her ap-
pearance at her friend's house. :

‘pPut yourself in. that chair, Sue com-
marnded, “and let me look at you,. Barbara. .
You can't think how T've mlssed you. I°

El

,feel as it I had been gone a year at least'

‘It seems an age to. me, too, and’ Barbara
pressed her pretty lips agam ‘to.Sue’ S cheek.

‘It was queer ‘the Way I happened to ‘come
over here to-day, said Dsther, ‘ I was Just
passing by - when ‘it occurred to ‘me" that I
would run in and ‘ask Mrs Merrill if she
had -any idea when Sue was commg back :
for . she hadn't said a w0rd about: the t1me

He had fallen



