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Mr, Shafton Keen, who with a look of mischief in his quick eyes, and a
slight elevation cf his brows bowed to Mabel, told his little cousins with a
peculiar emphasis they had ‘a very kind brother to join their evening walks,’
and then the two young men linked their arms,and depaited for a cosy chat
at Shafton Keen's lodgings.

Mabel, worried and worn with the events of the day, sought her pil-
low as soon as her interview with Mrs. Burnish terminated, who wasfull of
thanks, and to whom Mabel stated her belief that Mr. Delamere Burnish
had seen her speak to Mr. Boon.

“ He did not sce his face. He would not recoggnize him after these
years. He would think it some friend of yours,” was Mrs. Burmish’s cem-
ment on the incident.

“Why, ma’am, should you fear his heing seen ¥ said Mabel.

* Have I failed to make mysclf understood, after all I have confessed
to you?” replied Mrs. Burmish, adding, * In the first, his annuity was given
hin by my husband, on the express condition that, it he wisited England
he should forfeit it ; and Mr. Burnish would surely keep his ward.  His
obstinacy inall that affects my poor brother is dreadful. He has such an
aversion to the error of intemperance, that he would sooner pardon any
other kind of sin. His sister’s fate ~ith that wretched Keen, has so em-
bittered him. Then my brother has unfecling creditors, who could proceed
against him any day if they knew he was in London. He used to make
bets, and draw checks, and sign papers at a fearful rate, when he wasa little
excited, or he would not have run through all he did, poor fellow ! So you
sce, I've the strongest reasons for wishing to conceal his return. Besides,
it's the only way to keep pcace.”

(70 be continued.)

For Girls and Bops.

WHAT'S THE USE OF GRUMBLING ?

Suppose, my little baby,
Your doll should break her head, .
Could you make it whole by erying
'Till your eyes and nose are red ?
And wouldn't it be pleasanter
To treat it as a joke,
And say you're glad “’twas Dolly's,
And not your:incad that broke ?”

Suppose you're dressed for walking,
And the rain comes pouring down,
Will it clear off any sooner
Beeause you scold and frown ?
And wouldn't it be nicer
For you to smile than pout,
And so make sunshine in the house
When there is none without ?

Supposc your task, my little man,
s very hard to get,
Will it make it any casier
For you to sii and fret ?
And wouldn't it be wiser
Than waiting like a dunce,
To go to work in carnest,
And learn the thing at once?

Suppose that some boys have a horse,
And some a coach and pair.

Will it tire you less while walking
To say, “It isn't fair ¥

And wouldn't it be nobler
To keep your temper sweet,

And in your heart be thankful
You can walk upon your fect ?

And suppose the world don't please you,
Nor the way some people do,

Do you think the whole creation
Will e altered just for you ?

And isn't it, my boy or girl,

The wiscst, bravest plan, -
Whatever comes or doesn’t come,
To do the best you can 2
—Ncbraska Good Templar.

A GIRL IN BLUE.

This was just the way Helen looked when her cousin Carrio
peeped in at her from the crack in the door that led to the din-
ing room. And this was much the way Cumrrie tatked to herself
about it :

“There she sits in her clegant new morning dress, nothing in
the world to do but amuse herself, and 1 must stain iy hands par-
ing potatoes and unions and 1 don’t know what for dinner. A diess
with a train, and she only sisteen! only two years and a few
wonths older than I am! How would 1 look in a train? 1 never
expect to have such an clegant dress as she has on this minute, and
it is only her morning dress. To-night she will wear the lovely
garnet silk trimmed with white lace. Think of me inmy oid Llue
flannel ! It is all I have to wear. I don’t see why there should be
such a difference between cousins i I wish Helen had stayed in New
York. Why she wanted to come to see the country in the winter
is more than I can understand. She isn't homesick a bit. I just think
I'll stay at home to-night. Almost all the girls wear new
dresses, and my old one will look older than ever beside Helen'’s
grand one.” .

“ Carrie,” called that young lady’s mother, and Carrie went to
the kitchen.

There slic gave her hands ‘to the potatoes and her thoughts
to the discouragement around her. At lust she Spoke of them
aloud :

“Mother, I don’t believe I'll go to-night after all.”

“Not go to Kate's party: \\r"lny, what has happened 2 Is the
child sick 7 .

“ No'm, I'm not sick ; only discournged. I don’t want to go
and wear that old blue dress, and that's the truth.  Ishall look dif-
ferent from any of the others, and seeing e with Helen will make
everybody notice it more.”

“My child, Helen's father is worth a million, and your father
isn’t worth a thousand dollars besides what it takes to support his
family.”

“YXknow it ma’am; I'm not finding fault, only I don't want to
go and be looked at, that's all” -

The mother looked very sober, and something beside the steam
that puffed out of the pudding dish made her cyes moist.  Carrie
split a large potato savagely in two, and looked gloomy. Then the
mother said, speaking low :

“ Won't you disappuint a good many people to-night, daughter?
Isw't Kate depending on you to help with the charades and the
music 2"

“1 can't help it mother. People must not depend upon me.
Most every girl has a new dress for to-night, and I can't be goin
there just to help other peopie have a good time when I know§
shall feel mortitied all the evening.”

“Can't you? Why, daughter, even Christ pleused not Him-
self.”

After that, not another word was said in that kitchen fornearly
an hour. Carrie finished the potatoes and ran away. Where she
went, or what she did, mother did not know ; but when she came to
sct the table her face was pleasant to look at, and she stopped on
her way to the pantry to kiss her mother.

* I'm going, mother, and I'll have as nico a time as I can, and
not grumble aiih" .

She looked very prefty in her blue dress, with its deep lace
collar and bright ribbons in her hair. At least her mother thought
so, though when Helen came down in all the glory of her garnetsilk
and gold bracelets, there was certainly a difference.

It wasn’t a young people’s party entirely; in fact it was a sort
of a family gathering,to which all the city aunts and uncles and cous-
ins had come; and there were some clegant dresses there, and Carrie
in her old blue one, did really fecl = good deal alone. Yetshe went
cheerfully through the evening. helping with the chamdes and the
music—hclping in a dozen quict little ways that nobody knew about,
and yet trying to keep out of notice as much as passible.

Cousin Helen played and sang, and did both very nicely, while
Carric only played accompaniments for uthers to sing.

Later in the evening there was & whispering between two of
the city cousins and presently it became known that Mr. Ames, who
was Uncle Howard's college friend, was a wonderful singer and
would cntertain the company if anybody could be found who would
play for him.




