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A HASTY JUDGMENT. “Oh?" said Janet, with an Inquiring 

smile, as she went on:
“As we drove

carriage would pass by Jessie’s 
I had turned away my head in a 
oxystn of misery when I heard i 
of delight from my younger si 

“ ‘Why—there’s Jessie!*
“There she was, sure enough, sitting 

at a window in an invalid chair, pale 
d thin, but turning her dear face to

ward us with a smile of greeting. Be
fore long she was able to see ine and 
tell me of her sudden selsure the 
morning on which I had been looking 
for her at the station. Bhc had sent 

which some one had 
iver. So tha

you will be likely to suffer through

“Oh, I'm not going to let it make n e 
suffer," said Janet. "I .shall just let her 
know when she comes 'loins that 1 ha'e 
had enough ui her."

“When my dearest tirl frond and I 
went to the same school,we lived in the 
suburbs of a city. To go into it by Irani 
was a great treat, and one that came to 
us but rarely. But when a marri «d Ve
ter of Jessie's moved Into the a'ty. the 
dear girl was full of talk about the Live
ly times it would mean for us No. So 
oye morning she came io me for a plan 
to spend the next c'ay in town. We 
were to go in by an early train, visit 
art galleries, and everything else de
lightful th

(B y Sydney Dayre.)
“How well your plants look," said 

Esther Ward, one of Jenet's frien,de, coin- 
the porch, where she was seat

from the stall

ing up on
ed with lier aunt, to look at them. “How 
is your double crimson geranium getting 
alonfef"

"I haven't one of those, Lou. I’ve 
been wishing for one."

"You haven’t one I Why, I am sur
prised."

“What is there surprising about that!”
“One day, about two weeks ago, I w ent 

in to Mi* Vale's’
"Yes, she has a beautiful one. She 

promised to slip one for me."
“Exactly. She did."
“I hadn't heard of it."
“That is the part of it that surprises 

me. Emily Garde was there, and Miise 
Vale gave her a double white one. And 
she asked her *if she would bring to 
you, as she doesn’t often see you; that
is, Miss Vale doesn’t—a geranium—that 
lovely dark crimson. It was in a little 
pot, growing 
a blossom."

"I have never seen it," sand Janet.
“Looks queer, doesn't ill Well, good 

'bye."
Janet turned to her aunt with a flush

“Did you hear that aunt Rachel I"
“I lieaill that Emily had not yet given 

you the geranium. She is out of town, 
isn't she!"

“Yes, for nearly two weeks, 
auntie, there's more sibout it. The day 
before she went away she brought me 
this white geranium, telling me that it 
was front Mies Vale.”

"That is a little strange. How do you 
account for it!"

“Th
it. W
she wanted the crimson geranium and— 
kept it, putting this white one off on 
met" . „

“I don’t think I would fully conclude 
that until you saw Emily."

“But, Aunt Rachel," said Janet, with a 
flush of anger deepening 
“ what difference can til 
Esther tells a straight story, and there to 

that she does not!

me a message, 
neglected to del
grievance I had been nursing."

"You wrote a letter"—
“It was sonic time before my mind 

was p.t rest about that letter. My very 
heart shrank as 1 thought of the bitter 
words in it. Surely, if Jessie had read 
it she never could forgive me. Her 
nit ther gave it to me one day.

"I opened it to see if it was any- 
ing of Importance, as Jessie could 

not. There might be a gr 
it, dear child," she

an affectionate smile, “but I think you 
have read the lesson for yourself. 
Jessie does not know of it; how 1 al
ways loved that sweet woman."

"There’s Emily Garde," said Janet, 
as again, after tea, she sat on the 
porch. "And—she's cotnln
didn’t think she’d have the 

Bmlly it was, however, and a very 
bright face and lively greetings she 
brought. She removed a 
surrounded two flower po

t was the

at came our way.
" ‘ Be sure you're in good time,' was 

her parting injunction. 1 obeyed *t, <x 
peeling to lie met at the stiVon by 
Jessie's bright face.

“But she was not lucre, and I waited, 
at first tranquilly, then, as the trahi 
time quickly came, >n nervous imps 
tience. You may i in nine the feelings 
with which I saw the train draw up.

“I waited a little wivle, still expecting 
her, and ready with my reproajilts for 
her lateness. At length I went home, 
my heart raging with such anger and 
disappointment as I do not iike to *e 
member.

"It alw ays seems to me," after a short 
pause, she went on contemplatively, 
“that we can not allow a storm of evil 
feeling to have its hateful way in our 
hearts and be ever quite the emne. We 
can repent and resolve against sinning 
again, but the sneering, scorching flame 
must leave its result.

thl
|cat deal said 

added, with
nicely, and just promising

face to."
1

per whichPI
Is.

“Oh!" exclaimed 
One

in the de- 
r. "That’s a—a’— 
of the finest new 

ht it home with me

lot light of a true 
"Calceolaria, 

varieties. I brougl 
us a peace-maker."

“A peace-maker?"—
“Yes, although I don't know 

needed to, for you didn’t really 
you had a grudge against me." 
colored a little. “But I must tell yo 
my story. Just before I went away, 
was at Miss Vale’s one day, and she 
gave me a little crimson geranium for 
you. Well, on the way home 1 dropped 
it. It was smashed to pieces. .1 felt 
dreadfully, and didn't want you "to see 
It until mother had tried her hand on 
nursing it right again. It looks about 
as well as before now. In the mei 
time, I brought you the white geranl 
as a sort of salve to my conscience 
for not honestly telling you. And I 
didn't tell any lie, for I said it was 
from Miss Vale, which was the truth. 
So here is the crimson geranium, and 
I hope I may have the comfort of feel
ing as though I had made up for

"It was a long way to Jessie's, but I 
would not have gone to her if it had 
been close by. There could lie no ex ten 
uetion for the way in which she had 
treated me. If elie could not come she 
might have sent me word.

“I went home and wrote a letter— 
wrote to my dearest friend an outpour 
of the auger which filled my heart. I 
sent it, and then, in a multitude of new 
interests which crowded on me, it al
most paseed from my mind.

•1A11 the summer my father had been 
cherishing a plan of taking us for a 
month's outing, in the mountains. Op
portunity for hie 
ly offered, and after hurried prépara 
tions, we left home the next day. At 
the laet I begged one of my school 
friends to write me. But we were mov
ing from one pleasant p 
and iter first letter missed and never 
found me. Her second I opened with 
a little sniff of anger for her neglect. 
I read it and felt my heart beat slower. ’

“What was it, Aunt Rachel!"
"Sdie referred to a former letter, say 

ing something like this: 'As I told you 
before of Jessie’s sudden seiiure two 
weeks ago, and how bad it was, you 
will not be much surprised to hear that 
they have given up all hope for her 
life.'"

that I

ere is only one way to account for 
Hi at can there be to it except that

on her fees, 
at make, if

no reason to suppose 
How mean aifll deceitful of her. I aan 
going to write and tell her what I think 
of her."

"I wouldn’t, dear.’
"Why not! She deserves it."
"Be sure she does first. And even when 

you are sure, be careful what you write. 
Angry word# apoken are bad enough, but 
written ones are worse, for they remain 
and bear their ugly witness against you 
long after your anger is over.”

“I shall not get over it. I believed in 
her. I didn’t think she was cap 
doing a mean tiling. I don’t ofl 
Miss Vale, now that she is no longer our 
teacher, and Emily thought ahe could

getting away sudden-

thi 8."
J nJanet affectionately patted her 

friend's shoulder, giving her aunt at 
the same time a beaming glance.

“I don’t think it needed any making 
up."

Then with a smile, an she took in 
more fully the glorious tinting of the 
calceolaria:

"Oh, Emily, 
a few more of

lace to another,

to smashable of don’t you want 
my plants?"

My mind was ruffled with small cares 
lo-dgy.

And I said pettish words, and did not

Long suffering oatieuce well; and now

My trouble for tills sin I tu vain I weep 
For foolish words I never can unsay.

p it among her plants and on one 
would ever knbw. Well, I’ve done with 
her." “(Mi, Aunt Rachel 1"

"There was more to it, speaking 
brain fever which was sapping 

life of her mother s

In lier anger, a* she bent over her 
stand of plants, their loveliness made no 
a pi »eal to lier. A tu/t of white blos
soms smiled qp at lier, and it was all 
she could do to avoid crushing it with 
a cruel hand. But she restrained the 
hateful impulse and turned away.

“f had a friend," began Aunt Rachel.
"And did she ever treat you as mine 

mss treated me!"
"No, but there was a time when I was 

;ary angry with her."
"And did you get over it! I km* 1 

never shall."
Aunt Rachel was silent fox a few mo

menta, then went on:
"1 suffered through H fax

of the 
the dear young
despair, etc.

“Well, well. Janet, you may imagine 
how I felt. In the shadow of the ter
rible facts, how small, how contempti
ble seemed the ugly feeling based^ on

urn place to 
avy cloud on my 

best friend, but 
in

ig to the full my 
hile she had been

Yet I shall learn at last; though I neg
hit.

Day after day, to seek my help from

Oh. aid me, that I always recollect 
This geotloheartednees ; and. oh, correct 
Whatever else of sin Thou aeest in me'

appointment of a day. We 
no more letters, going fro 
place; I, with a he 
heart. I had lost my i 
the worst bitterness did 
I had been lndulgln 
anger against her w 
suffering—dying”—

"Oh, dear!” Janet gave a little sign. 
•As I thought.”

Hu-

thatnot 1
—Henry Septimus Button.

The hand of the poor is the puree of 
Odd.—Do Fair.than

I


