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June 14, 1893,

Fumily Departuent.

PAT'S ANGEL.

1Y ANNANEL A, MARKOE,

Thie morndng was cold and clowly,
A regulnr Chlengo day,
1 L Just got my bateh o Hernld's,”
And was huerying elght away.
Newshoys can’t do no pokin'
Or there'd be the misehlef to pny.

T'here had heen o leet a-faklin',
And it made tidngs nwral slick,

And I siw & e come down, sir,
Jug come down double quick—

Then piek hhinself ap e limpln',
I inughed G 1w nearly slek.

Rul somehow while I's Inughin',
My foet went from under me,

And ] copne down Jus' kerswhadlop,
And (he stars that T okl see!

I thonght of o song I'd heard sometime,
'HBout “ Juyin® me down ta dee,”

I thought. I's ded for o minule,
So el myself jus’ lny,
Antl wondered kind o' stupld,
17140 get to heaven that day—
And then, thinks I, I've g tthere,”?
For J heard an angolsny :

F lour fellow, he's hid o tumble,
JUSL help mo 13t his head,”

B A nd your seart will stop the bleedinge™
Anothor ungel sald.

Antl thought, ¢ IT this s heavon,
IV Jolly to b dead.”

Somehow I didn’t knoew nothin?,
T Iopened my eyes np wide,

In whut I guess was o drugstove,
'Caune there's hottler on the slde,

Aund the lovellest Indy a-standin?,
And lookin' na (1 she'd oricd.

AL st s wo awtul happy
I eontdn’t sny s thing:

Then T sald, * If you're an angel,
Won'l yout let e hear you slngg 2
And khe answered, “ u nat an sugod,

' the Daughter of a King.”

Rhosald T eoutd allus tell'em

By the stiver eross they wear,
Anclshe expluined to nie her meanin®,

And 1 thanked her for her enre.
1tell you I'H nol torgel her,

That ndy good and (e,

Awd how when [ imeel a lndy,
Who wears a eross ke (bt
I bow s polite as 1 ean, kir,
And fake offmy old toll hat,
For ! Wlteve they're nll of iy nhgels,
AsSure as my nnhie bs Pat,
~Clristian Ghserver,

——— e el s

STULTD CHRIS.

CIIAPTTEIR H.—[m».\'l‘rt\'m‘.h_]

Cris bronght a chair gladly, and sal down
by Darothy,
M ere’s affoetion ! enid her sister sniiling
Dorothy was pretty and dar k, and vc'ry youn-;
looking for her vighteen years,  Evon the glns;
et that sho woro on account of her short sight
could not make her look ancient and digniﬁaed

“ 1 wanted to sit whoro I conld see the sky "
oxyhﬁnm’. Chris calmly, )
e, Tl (homgh a clese oo o 00, Pl

C, fading through a clear greon into o tonder

daffodil huein the west, and flecked with soft
pearly clouds,  The trees outsido the window
were begining o burst into leaf, and the gardon
ware a spring-lilko look of faint delicato tints in
the evewing light, whilo tho thrushes sang their
sweetost in the filac bushes on the lawn,

*Well, Cheis, what did Mr, W'oodhuixse say
to you ?” asked her father, W

“ Were you very shy of him,” Chris 2 asked”

Dorothy-.

“No not a bit, I liked him,” said Chris, “ Ho
was very sorry not to sce you, father.”

She gave a cloar account of his visit, and de-
livered his messages accurately, suppressing
only his advice to herself. That she felt was

rivate, and for no one’s ear but her own, IHer
Fﬂ.t.hor listoned with great interost, asking ques-
tions and giving his whole altention to the sub-
jeet. .
“ [To used to be very good to me when I was
alad,” hesaid. “Muny u day’s fishing we have
had together. And I went to coach with him
ono holiday, just before I went up to Cam-
bridge.”

*Js ho clever then father 7 asked Dorothy.

“Very, liewasa high Wrangler,” answer-
od Mr. ]{u rmond, ‘“*Heis a splendid preacher
too. Bnthis talonts have been quile thrown

away, buricd all his life ina country village.”

Chris looked up shurply at the idea of Mr,
Wooedhouse burying his talents,

“Why did ho never get a botior living 2"
asked Dorothy.

“IIo has boen oftered soveral, but he refused
them all,  His wife is o great invalid, and can
only livo in that particular part of the country
—tho air thero suits her sowell, 1 believe it is
ameodel village,” went on Mr, Raymond,  “Tho
¢ chools aro wonderful, and his people adorve him;
but he might have done much more in the
world."”

“suppose it is agood thing for acountry
village to have a clever man at the head of it
somotimes,” said Dorothy ; “but of course in
a town Mr. Woodhouse would have had a wider
sphore of worl, ™

“Yes, of course; bLesides he has such a
wonderful influence over young men.” answered
her father., Do you remember that Mr, Robins
wlho came down for a few weeks to filla gap
when Sharpe was il ?”

“The one who got such a good scientific ap-
pointment afterwards?  Yos, of cowrse; he was
a remarkably clever man,” said Dorothy with
interest.

“Ho was the son of a farmer in the villago,
and eduented entirely by Mr. Woodhouse till lie
wont to colloge. 1 was very much struck, 1
remember, by his general knowledge, and the
brendth of his views, Ile told me he owed
everything to his old rector, and he eonld not
say enough ahout him.  1tis nol every one who
could have discorned the lad’s bent in early life,
and given him the exact training he needed,”
said Mr. Raymond,

“And of course Mr. Woodhouse must feel
that he has benetitted the whole cause ol seienee
by (lchloping Mr. Robin’s talent,” suid Dorothy
eagerly. — “Through him his influence will
resch to numbers. 1 think that is fine, father,”

“Yeu, of course it iy, looked onin that light,”
said Mr, Ruymond, ¢ But still one feels that
he might as well have uxercised a more direct
influenze, and have seen the result for himself”

Chris could hardly follow tho last remark,
but she was quite sure of one thing, Whatever
Mr, Woodhouso had done, he had not buried his
talonte.

“It was so tiresome, Dorothy, 1 eoull not
call on the Thompsons te-day,” put in Mrs,
Raymond, as a slight pause ensued, “1 have
quite forgot ten their new number, and f destroy-
ed her lust lotter without copying the address
into my book. Ineverdosuch stupid things as
a rulo; I can't think how it happened.”

“The numboer is fourleen mother,” said
Chris,

¢ How do you know, Chris ?”

“Beeauso 1 remember thinking it was tho
same as the day of tather’s birthday, and that
is the Idthof July.”

“Thank you, Chris. 1f you are quite sure,
I will make = note of it,” said her mother.

“Do you have to make an artificial memory
inorder to remomber figures ?” aslked her father,

smiling,

“Idon’t know,” said Chris, blushing in alarm

lest ho father should inquire into her methods
of working sums. “That’s what I always do."

“How do you remember dates ?"” he askerd.

“Idon't. Ialwuys forget them,” she uns.
wered in confusion; & reply which produced a
general laugh,

Chyis hastened to turn the subject, “W.
shall have a windy day to-morrow,” she said, |
hope it will be ealm again on Saturday for the
match.”

“Why do you think so, Chris—there are no
indications of the anti-cyclone giving way 7"
asked Mr. Raymond,

““ A green sky at sunset always means wind,
replid Chris, much surprised that he should not
know such & simple fact.

“Really ! I never heard that before,” he suud
“I must Jook at the barometer presently.”

“It has been such a lovely day,"” said Dorothy,
“I wish you had been with us this afternoon,
Chris.”

Chris was not sure if she cchoed the wish.
She wonld not have missed seeing Mr., Wonl-
house for a great deal.

“The birds were singing so beautifully,”
went on Dorothy. “There was one just like
those that are singing now,—a nightingale isn't
iy 7

“Oh, Dorothy! It's a thrush V" cried Chris,

“Well a trosh then,” szid Dorothy goml-
naturedly, “It was quiet exquisite.  The
woods were so beautiful, and the sunlight flicker-
ed through the trees,—it was like the Arinin
that suite of Raft’s.”

If they were going to talk musie the conver-
salion was beyond her, so Chris gave up listen-
ing, and watehed the sky melt into o decper
blue, and a faint star came peeping out, while
the young May moon came gradually into sight
round thecorner of the house,

“Very tiresome, I can't find it anywhere,”
were the first words of her father's that attract-
ed her attention us they lingered over dessert,

“What is it like, dear?” asked Mrs, Ray-
ord,

YA plain dark green hook, with ¢ Handbook
of Physicul Science” on the hack. It is parti-
cularly annoying, because the Doctor wants tu
hitve my opinion on it to-morvow,” said Mr.
Raymond in o tone of vexation, “ I can't think
whero I can have left it .”

Neat as he was in all matters connected with
his worl, in his home he was the untidest of
men, In faet, it was rather a family failing o
get books and papers into wild confusion.

“1 don't rememlier seeing it,"” said Mus, Ray-
mond.

Chris sprang up with a sudden idea.  “Oh) |
think I know I she eaid.  “ Wait o minute!”
and she flew out of the room,

In two minutes she was back panting, with
the lost volumo in her hand,  *“You leftitin the
drawing-room two nights ago, and Mary put it
away with the Waverly novels. I thought she
might have done, they are very much aliko.”

Chris’ eyes shone, and her faco was  bright
with eager pleasure. It was so seldom she
could find alittle service to do her father,

“Thank you very much, dear child,” he said

’”

gratefully. “ It wus clever of you to think
of that. “You have saved me a long hunt, and

great waste of time,” _

Chris felt absolutely elated.  She threw extra
fervour into hes good-night kiss, and even found
courage to proffer a petition,

“1 gonerally know where things are, father,”
she said half shyly. “Perhaps next time
you lose anything, if you ask me first—"

1 certainly will, You may depend on that,”
he answered smiling.

“ Ol thank you, father!" said Chris, as if ho
had granted her & favour,

“My dear, Ican't think Chris is such s
stupid child”, remarked her father reflectively,
when she had said her other good nights, and
gone to bed. “She remembered Mr, Wood-
house's messages most accurately, and it was




