
:i64 GOOD WIVES

I knew I hIiouIcI Im- Natiiitli><I ir I Imil n little home, and
Jolm, and Home dear cliiltlmi like tlieite. I've got

them all, thank (lod, and am the happicHt woman in

the world;" unci Mi'k liiiil her hand on her tall boy'a

head, with a fact- full of tcmlcr und devout content.

"My cHHtle is very diffen: it from what I planned,

hut I would t alter it, though, like Jo, 1 don't rc-

lin(|uigh all ii..' artiatie hopes, or conflno myself to

helping others fulfil their dreama of beauty, I've he-

gun a model figure of a bahy, and Laurie says it ii the

I)v8t thing I 've ever done. I think ho myself, and mean
to do it iu marble, mo tliut, whatever happens, I may
at IcaHt keep the image nf my little angel."

As Amy spokf, a great tear dropped on the golden

hair of the sleeping child in her arms; for her one

well-ljclovcd daughter was a frail little creature; and

the dread of losing her was a ahadow over Amy's
sunshine. This cross was doing much for both father

and mother, for one love and sorrow bound them

closely together. Amy's nature was growing sweeter,

deeper and more tender; Iiaurie was growing more

serious, strong and firm ; and both were learning that

i>cauty,. youth, good fortune, even love itself, cannot

keep care and pain, loss and sorrow, from the

humblest; for

—

'
' fnto oach life some rnin nitint fall,

8omo d&ja niuMt be dark, and tad, and dreary. *

'

"She is growing better, I am sure of it, my dear;

don't despond, but hope, and keep happy," said Mrs.

March, aa tender-hearted Daisy stooped from her

knee to lay her rosy cheek against her little cousin's

pule one.


