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PATIN ANGET

'lie mrniil tg wait coîhl Jaill uiomlIiy,
A reglitr Cliieigo daty,

I liltîi Juit gui muy bIlet o' " IlrIlil's,"
A til mais haîtrrylinig riglit ILWnIy.

NwIVHIbYM cti't ilii io kin'
Or tLere'd b ti uisliefto puay.

ThIere hinii been n leet n-fatlll',
Allid iL made tiiigs iîwfil slIck,

A lt I pu a rzai eonhmu clowz, mir,
Jis conic clu w n double iiilck-

Tliei ;ickl< llinself ilp IL tliiipin',
I liitgled (lit I's inie riy si:k.

litt somliehow whule I's lauigii
yf13 e f izt fron mililer ile,

Aild i inie duwin Jtts' kî r.wlillop,
Anit i liei sirs t

t
aiL, lii ee!

t tlhonglhi rifita song L'd lieunrd Somcetniî-,
'nluuit "l nyl nl' ani 1lowit tL (lee,"

I thouglit. 's rctiml or a titinuite,
Hu I et, niiysulfJus' lay>,

An vitulereti tihtl ' 'iOupli,
Ir 11lJ get Io lienlverlt liait gIly--

AvO lihel, ilikiîc I. "l g t iher,"
For i hîtiertt [fi nlangul Miiy

f I'iir 1ellin, h1i> hal c Imbi,
.I < il noi î ill'i his Ilmie-l."'

"A mul yarr i-nr wl Flup te lutig,'
A lioltir lingel s ilI.

Air Ii t iîîînlglî , , t r î111.4 Isti-t ii
Aiiii y lo ug lii, " tliil' hn',

'l'il i I opn e I mLy eyi aity iie,
II wlm<t I giiess wails <t drugsitore,

'caise liere' bottle, on Ilie smIle,
Alfi ile iivtlei t. luty -i nIlin',

A titIiuo k in' its If alie'd crit<l.

Al t lI'Nis su twfnil liiliy
1 cou)lltln' t Nny nL Ii h ig :

Th11i lii," Il-ygiu're nns anlgel1,
Won'î yi let in le yu si<g yi

Aildt Ahe Ilnnwerei, Pif nol.tu1 angol,
Vil' fi liiit$ ihlter of a iny."

S- 'Sistl-l i at fl liiS lt-Il 'etit

'ty ti silver criHss tihey weauir,
Aiululo et xplaLinletilo il(- JC lier mennill"

A lii lii t îlin l li'r for lier entre.
1 tel] yOI l'l I 'ii forgili her.

'lit. Inl1y goli l iit flair.

Au inm- wiii I mîeî ili]y,
who1 8 ti su rn uke intl,

t hoW lis Isîîlgq' isi ertî, sir,
Ati tie oi'lImy 'ti nilhI.

F i fbI'llev-e'i litey'' <u iii 'f iin

Assiurealsmily funflirIsPlI.

-Ci rCIstan (n W'rrer.

STUri 1) CH RIS.
('ilA PT [I'I [ N!Nlmj

Cris brouglit î bir gladl, id st dw

I erO'K illtin i '!" said her sîsier, sil ilinig.Dorothy was prei-y antd daîîrk, aînd very yxotuig
looki nîg for le- l ighteeo n yearto . Een iho glaîss-
es that she wtre on accoutof hel' short siglht
coild nlot mîîale lie r look îîancient aind dignified-

Swaned to sit whera J cutld see tlie sky'
ex named Chris Caliily.

was i lvly eveiig te sky a soift pale
blle, iidiig t luiouîgh n clear green into a tender
dailodil liue in t wIesi, aînd flelcked with soit
peltIy Clouds. The trecs outsido the windowwere bogilîing to burst intto leatf, and thie igardenw-e a spr-intg-lice look of fainit delicate tînts int he evOemtg light, while Ilhe thruîshes sanlg theirsweetost. il, the liie bushes on the lawn

"WelI, Chris, what did Mr. Woodhouse sayto you ?" askcd her father.
" Were O ou very sh1y of himî," Chris ?" asked

Dorotl.

"No not a bit, I liked hirn," said Chris, "l le
was very sorry not te sec yo, father."

She gave a elear account of his visit, and de-
livered his messages accurately, suppresstng
only his advice to herself. That site fit was
private, and for no onc's car but ber own. ler
father listened with great interest, asking ques-
tions and giving his whole at tention to the suîb-
ject.

" He used to be very good te me wlenî I was
a lad," lie said. "M:any a day's fisling wc have
had together. And I went to coach with him
one holiday, just before I went up to Cain-
bridge."

Is he elever thon father ?" asked Dorothy.
SVer y. le vas a high Wratgler," ansswer-

cd Mr. Raymond, "l Ie is a splend id preacher
too. flnt lis talents have been quite tlrown
away, buried a il his life in a eountry village."

Chris looIeid uîp sharply at the iie ofi Mr.
Woodhousie hurying his talents.

" Why did lie never get a botter living ?"
asked IJorothy.

"eie has beouf fl'ored sovoral, but lie refused
them ail. Iis w'ilb is a g reat invalid, and cain
onliy live in that particulir part of the country
-the air Ltera suits lier so well. I believe it is
a nodel villa e, wenton Mr. Rayiond. "Tho
Sclools are wonder'fuil, antd lis peoplc adore him;
but lue mnigbt uhave done nuclî more in the

" < suppose it is a good thing f'or a coinhtîy
village ta have a clever mati at the liead of it
sometimnes," said I)oilotihy ; " but of cormi-se inî
ta town Mr. Woodhouse would have had a wider
sphere o 'work. "

" Yes, of coul-se; besides he bas sucli a
woitde-fil in flience over younlîg mîent." nswered
ier faitlier. Do yo remem t ber that Mr. Robins
wlio cmine dowun for a few weeks to fill a gap
'whten Sharpo nwas ill ?"

' The ane who got sueh a good scientific ap-
pointinont aftrwards ? Yes, oeoutr.e; hi: was
a remarkably elever inn," said Dorothy wvith
interest.

"lie wats the son of a farnier in ihe village,
and cducated ciiiirely by Nr. Woodouse till lie
went to college. I was very ntuch strucl, I
remenmber, by his general knîow'ledge, and the
breadth of' bis views. Hle tohl nie lhe owed
everything to his old rector, and he eould tnot
say enoutglh abolit lim, Ilf is not eVery onei who
could ha le discerned tHIe lad's bent il early liei ,
atnd riven hlm the exact traniniig le needed,"
said 1r. Raymnd.

"Anîd of course Mr. Woodhouise mot u st feel
that he has beneitted the vliole cause oii science
by developing Mr. Robin's talent" said Dorothy
agerly. "l Thrb-ouîgl 1im his influtence w-ill
reach to nuiber. I think that is fine, lle, her.

Yes, of cours c iU is, lookeil ot in tihat ligl t,
said Mr. Raymond. "ui still one felos t bat
ie might -s weil have exercisedi a iore direct
inîfluencc, and hlave scen t he î-esult for hiiself'"

ChtriS could hardly follow 'th las t reiark,
blît shlle w-s quite sure of oile tiing. Whatever
Mr, Woodho use lad done, lie had not. buîried his
talents.

" It was so tiresomîe, Dorothy, I cuîld noL
call on the Thopsons to-day,' put ii Mrs.
Raymîîîond, as a sliglit paise ensued, "I hava
quiteforgot t eirnownmber, and Idestroy-
cd lier litast letter without copying tlhe address
into mny book. I never do sul st'upid thîings as
i rul; I cani't t hink how it htppenel."

" Tihe nimber is fourteen mîîotielr," said
Chris.

loiw do you kcnow, Chris ?"
" Because I reeiber thinking it 'was the

saie tus the dlay of father's birthday, and that
is tlc 14ti of J uly."

"TL'anklc you, Chris. If yo are quite sure,
I ill nak-e n note of it," said lier niother.

" Do vo have te makle an tartificial mîemllory
a order te rcteember figures ?" asked lier father,
sniling.

'I don't know," said Clris, blushing in alarm

lest ho father should inquire into her metodirs
ofworking suis. "That's what I always do."

" How do you remember dates ?" he askled.
I don't. I alwtys forget them," sle ats-

weredin confusion; a reply whieh producel a
generail laugh.

Chris hastened to tur the. subject. " We
shall lave a winîdy day to-niorrow," she said, I
hope it will be caln again on Saturday for Liii'
match."

" Why do you think se, Chris-tlhere are ii
indications of the anti-cyclote giving w-:ty?"
aîsked Mr. Raymond.

"l A green sky at sunset always menas wind, "
replid Chris, much surprised thatf lie should nlot
knowr such t siiîple fact.

"< eaIc>lly ! I nover heard that before," he sadî
"i must look at the baroneter presentty."

" It las been such a lovely day," said Dorot liv
f iwisht you lad been w;ith us this afterIoontî,

Ch1ris-"
Chris was not sure if she echoed the wisi.

Shte would not -ave nissed seeing Mr. Wood-.
louse for a great deal.

"The birds were singing se beautifull,"
Nont on Dorothy. "l There ias one jaa hike
thoe tti. are singing nov,-- nightingale isn'
it ?"

" Oh, Dorothy ! It's a thrush !" cried Chris.
IlWel a trusih tlen," said Dorothy good-

natuiredly. "It was quiet exqiuisite. 'The
woods wre so>beautiful, and thie sunîlight licker-
ed throug the trees,-it was lilke the Aria in
thait suite Of Raf"s''

If they wer-e going te talli iusie the conver-
sation vas beyond lier, se Chris gave up listi-
ing, and watched the sky melt into a deeper
bitte, and a thint star carne peeping out, while
the young May moon came graduallyinto siglht
round the corner of the louse.

" Very tiresonme, I can't find it anywhIere,"
were the first words of lier father's that attract-
ed lier attention as they lingeed over dessert.

'1What is it like, dear?" aslked Mrs, Ra-
Ond.

" A plain dark greeen hook,.witi ' Ilandbook
of Physical Science ' on1 the back. It is pa ru-
cubirty aînoying, beouse the Doctor wants uo
have lly opinion on it to-mourow," said Mr'.
Rayiond ii a toeu of voxation. " ean't tlilk
where I can hve lof b it .

Neat as lue was ti ail niatters connected wihh
lis woik, in is hone lie w'as the untidest oh'
men. In fact, it ias rahier a f1Lunily failing to
get books and paliers into wilI confusion.

'' I doi't reiemîLr secing it," said Mirs. Iay-
Iond.

Chris sprang up with a suddei idea. Oh, I
t hitnk I ktiow 't" she said. " Wvait a minutc !"
and sie liew' otit of the room.

lI t wo inîuttes sli iras back panting, wihli
the lost voaltihe in lier hand. " Yo loti if int the
drawintg-room tiwo iglts ago, and Mary put it
away w'ith the Waverly novels. I thouglît sli
uiglt have done, they are very nhucli ke"

Chris' eyes shonc, and lher face was briglht
witi eager pleasure. If was suo sldoni shle
could find a littile serice to îlo huer father,

Thank you very much, dear child," he said
gratefully." It iwas elaver of you to think
of that. You have saved ne a long luîînt, aid
grCat waste of tiie."

Chris foit absolutely eliated. She [hrew extra
fervour i te hoi good-night kiss, and evei ibund
courage to protfcur a petitioli.

I genei.ily know wer flings aire, faier,"
slhe said lalt shyly. "Perhaps next tttime
you lose anything, if you asik tme first-"

"I certainy will. You na depend on that,"
he answered sniling.

" Oh thank you, father 1" said Chris, as if h
hand grantted lier a favour.

" My dear, I can't think Chris is such a
stupid child", reiarked hier father reflectivehy,
vhen site had said lier other good niights, anid

gene to bed. " She remuemibered Mr. Wood-
house's messages most accurately, and it was


