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THE SONGS MY MOTHER SUNG.

“ Angelus Domini nuntiavit Maria!”

there is ‘nothing for me to do out here.
I could at least tell them what the light
has done for me ; if orily one heard me

St. Mark sets the peal for an hundred
chimes dear ; :
“Angelus Domini nuntiavit Maria i
Thus the low prayer of my swarth
gondolier. ]
The purple curtains of the west
Have almost hid the sunset's fire,
Which, flaming Venice-ward, a crest, -
Lights softly dome and cross and spire.
Deep lic the shadows in lagoons
Far as (bioggia's sai’s and reeds ;
The air withi landward perfume swoons;
My oarsman bows and counts bis beads.
Our craft rides silent on the stream ;
And, floating thas, 1 idly dream.

And dream? _Ab, fuir queen of the sea,
Not all thy witehings can enthral
And fold the wings of memory !
A thousand leagdes one tone can call,
A thousand leagues one picture bring
In fadeless form and scene Lo me ;
And though thy angelus thrillful ring
Qut o'er the Adriatic ses,
1 bear through all its rhythmics rang}
Those dear old songs my mother suang !

O angelus-hour to beart and soul,

O angelus-hour of peace and calm
When o'er the farm the evéning stole,

Enfolding all its summer balm'!
Without—the scent of fields—the mnsk

Of hedge, of corn, of winrowed hay—
The suble attars of the dusk ;

And glow-worms like some milky-way ;
Within, as from an angel's tongue,
Thosé dear dld songs my mother sung :

“From every stormy wind that blows;"
“ Boftly now the light of day ;"

“Thou hidden source of calm repose;”
“ [ love to steal awhile away ;"

“ My days are gliding swiftly by ;"
“ Depths of mercy can there be;"”

“ Jesus Jooks with pitying eye ;"
“ Rock of ages cleft for me ;”

@ Baviour, on me thy grace bestow ;”

“Prajse (God from whom all blessings

flow 1"

“ Angelus Domini nuntiavit Maria "
Bweet were the échoes that fell on the

ear;
“Angblus Domini nuntiavit Maria
1 worshipped betimes with my swarth
gondolier.
~Edyar. L. Wakeman, -in
SJor May.
Venice, 1500
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HOW THEY KEPT
THE FAITH.

A Tale of the Huguenots of Languedoc.

BY GRACE RAYMOND.

Chaulauguan

CHAPTER 2

—Continued.
SYANY WATERS CANNOT QUENCH LOVR."

The party had reached a lonely part
of the hills, and Jiad ventured for & day
or two to take shelter in' a shepherd's
deserted hut. Marguerite bhad been sit-
ting silent for some time in the doorway,
her eyes fixed, not-on the Bible that lay
open upon her lap, but on the blue
ridge of sky visible above the mountain

before I was sil d, it would be worth

lifted - her head, and was looking st him
deprecatingly, but Ren#’s eloudy brow
did not clear. 3
“Have we no claims upon you?" he
asked reproschfully. “Is it nothin
that my mother k to you, and lean
upon you as a dsughter—that your love
has poured a stream of sunshine upon &
path that has known many a sorrow, and
your lips speak to her & comfort no
others can—nothing that your coming
has been to us all like the dawn of a new
day, that to look at you, and remember
the Jdarkness out of whin&a you have been

Rene followed hér to the edge of the
wood

# | will be within oall if you want me,”
‘e whispered. “ There is something in
thie fellow's manner which makes
me for his reason.”

Bhe soarosly beedod him s she hur
ried away, but the gaunt, emaciated fig
ure that came forward to meet her, made
her falter for a moment. Could this be
Jean—atalwart, comely Jean ?

“ Madame does not recognize me,"” said
the valet, pushing the gray locks from
Fhis brow and fixing his sunken eyes upon
her.

With a pitiful cry, Heori's wife ex-
tended ber hands. Jean raised them to
bis lips, but prevented the consolation
that trembled upon her tongue.

“Do pot speak to me of them, ma-
dame | - Db not alludé to my trouble, if
{nu would not have me go mad again! [

ook like a lowly vocstion to you, in con-
trast with a martyr's crown, but | cannot
think it unnoticed in the #ight of Him,
who Himself came to ¢ comfort all that
mourn.! To bea light in a dark place,
& song in the night to three bruised and
bleeding hearts, is that nothing, Mar
guerite 7"

Marguerite's eyes were fastened upon
his mother’s face.

% Is this 8o ? "' she asked.

“1t would be the crowniig sorrow of
my life to give you up,” was the answer,

Marguertte burst into tears. “Oh,
forgive me, forgive me ! 1did not think
it could matter to any one but me. How
could I koow [ had come to be 8o much
to vou—how could I understand ?"

Eglantine drew her sister’s head to her
shoulder. There was & sunny gleam on
the dark lashes still glistening with tears.

“ There is plenty of work for you,” she
whigpered, * but for one most of all, my
darling ; 1 told you that our mother said
shie hoped I would make up to her
father for all he bad missed in her, bub|
I have been so fall of myself, I know so
little of God, | have never done it. It
must be your work, Marguerite ; you are
somuch better than I, you look so much
like our mother, he will listen to you as
he bas never done to apy one else. And
you can tell hi hat the truth hasdone
for yoir. Oh, my dear, I have felt from
the first that this was to be your min-
istry. I bcl::zw Giod will bring you to-
gether some day.” i

“You will not have to be angry with
me again,” Marguerite said presently,
laoking up at Hene. But Rene had gone.

That night, 4s he sat a little apart in

the shadow, a timid band tooched his
arm.
“You were displeased with me this
morning —you thought it was very wicked
to- wish to go back to the convent?”
said Marguerite's low voice.

“1 was disappointed,” was the grave
answer. -“] am very jealous for your
growth in grace, and | eannot bear that
any root of bitterness from the old life
should spring up and trouble you. It

ined me too, Marguerite, that you
should find your Kfe with vs, hard as it
bas been, 80 easy to resign.”

“ Ah, you do not know! 1 could not
let you koow then,” she interposed
quickly. “9 have had to struggle with
wyself for days and days. Every time 1
thought [ had made up my mind, the
tirst touch of little Gabrielle’s hand
would take all my strength from me. 1
am ashamed I should bave found it so
bard to do anything that I felt was

peaks. Suddenly she closed the book,
and ‘came and stood before Madame
Chevalier.

“1 must go back to the convent! Say |
that | may go back,” she pleaded, in au |
' abrupt, trembling voice.
 Marguerits xclaimed the mother,
horrorstruck, |
Rene and Eglantine, standing by, |
could only’look ofi in mute amaze. |
“Do pot be angry with me! Do not
roake it harder for me,” hurried on the
quivering voice, “1 would, neyer have
oowe away but to bring you the tic
about Agnes ; and now that is done 5 |
borrie in on me that | ought to go back. |
You have all been yery good to me, but |
you have my sister, you do not really
need me, and I have brought you only
sorrow and. trouble.” |

§

“ Marguerite repeated  Monique |
~ Chevalier once more, this time in a tone |

of keen repron: But she was relieved |
of her_ firét fear, that the girl’s brain was |
failing.

A darker dread had, however, laid hold
upon Hene |

“ Have our privations been too s
for you?"” be psked sternly. “ [s ti

true worth less than. it costs, Marguer
ite?”
She turnetl and looked at him,

such

alook of grave, entle reproach thet
Eglantine burst into tears
“ Did ! leave & soft couch and a plex

tiful board to come to you?! Wil { ¢
back to -anything but stripes and revi

ings, avd imprisonioent 17 ssked the
elder sister, and then she sank st Mon
que Chevalicr's fuot, and coverbd the
mother's band with her tears. * Do no
think me ungratéful.” Do not think 1
en happy with you-!" she
ed What are these outside
ris to the love sod light | have
17 - Ab ! you do not know
has cost me to make up my
mind o go back. Butit ls burmt ioto
me night and day, that | came away
without witnessing for the light, that |
turned my back uj the Cross. You
k rrow snd troabde |
Gad will not let us |
rest vntil | go back, snd gve His oasss
age 1o the darkened souls | loft bebind
mie
They understood her st last. With a
low ery, Madame Chevalier foliled her in
her arins, and looked up st her son
“IE s remiant of bei old Romish
bonduge.” he ssid harshily A rebic of
their superstitious - will wo and

I
Murguerite.! if you

voluntary humility
are trying to stone for the past, you dis
credit your Lowd's perfeot work
think 1o make yourseil more plessiog in |
His sight, you are uptrue 10 the fiberty |

If you

wherewith He has made you fres. Vol |
untary martyrdom is only saother form
‘of penance, and penande i alavery !
To go back 10 8t Veronique, 1o the desth
from which He saved you, is to go baok
to yourold yoke, not 1o His cross nor
the hovor of His name.”
# Softly, Rene ! ¥ whispered his motiier,
for Marguerite was trembling visibiy,
“You do not undmhuf“' hd the
nun io & en voice. “ It is not to
add to His work, nor to win favorin His
t. I know better than that. It i
love that constrains me. | have
. done nothing for Him all wmy life, and

right.”

“ It-was because it was not right that
you found it so Hard. 1f God had ealled
you to'the sacrifice, He would have given

| you the strength. Marguerite, promise
|

we, once for all, that you will never
again think of laying down your life.”
Never, unless God asks for it in a way
[ cannot mistake,” she replied. “Then,
n you would vot wish % hold me

bac

Phep—I will not hold you back,” he
wswered, But something in his face
made Eglantine remember the night
when he had led Agnes up to Fulerand

'he next morning he startled them by
proposing to make the little chalet their
permanent resting place

“ The search has evidently been aban
doned,” he said, “and we have all lived
too long without the sunshine, The hut
is too far removed from the rosd, too
much hidden by'the pines, to catch the
eye of any passing travellers

“ But provisions—how are we to oblain
04 7" asked Eglantine
liene led her to the doorway and
#howed her through au opening in the
trees the chimneys of & farmhouse in
the valley below

[he inmates are brethren who have
been forced to ahjure, but are still at
tuclied to the truth,” be explained. “1
was there beforé daybreak this morting,
Eglantine ; they loaded. me with all |

ild bring away, and will let us have
provisions whenever we need—thouh
they ask no questions for their own

f

Ibat is well,” she answered joyfully,
and when he came iy that afternoon
with a string of trout IH had csught in
the neighboring brook, be found a cheery
fire blazing on the hearth; the-evening

“al set out on & rustic table which Eg
lantine and Marguerite had fashioned'

with fheir delicate hands, and little Ga- |

brielle taking her first
bonrded floor

* It is more’like a bome than anything
wo have known for s long time,” he said
in » low voice,

“ Than aoything [ have ever known,”
sniled Muarguerite, There were no
longer sny clouds in her sky. More

bas onoo in the quict days that follow-

stepsaon - the

| wi, Madume Chevalier, watching the fuir

hnppy fmce, wondered whether Father
Ambross would recognize his old pupil
even if he should meet her. "Ths spring
wae now well sdvanced,; and the milder
wealber added not a little to the in.
oressed comforts of their condition but
#s yot there had come po opportanity of
communiosting with M. Leval, and the
secret hope whioh Eglantine had oursed
throagh all their deri d

brought, is to und, d the -out of my prison with pothing
wess of the truth, and the er-of God's | but my religion and love for my master
grace, as we never did before? It may |left. Unly as my young sieur needs

them, is there sense in my brain or
strength in wy rightarm.”

“1 kne# that; I felt sure I could de-
pend op 1" erled Eglantine, laying her
band on his sleevd. * Jean, listen to me.
You bave loved him longer than I, more |
uneelfishly ; you will help méto get s
message to him; will you not, Jean?
You were always so brave and cleyver. [
want to ask his forgiveness, and to let
him know that we are thinking of, and
praying for him out here. Can you not
think ¢f some way ?"

Jean regarded her with an unmoved
countenance, ‘

“I have geen him,"” bhe said stolidly.

“ Seens hi busband I Eglanti

near, and he would soon be at ‘rest, but
be would wait your coming in a better

There was a long silence. The dusk
deepened, the mountain brook sang on.
Jean gazed absently down into the
stream. At last the wife lifted her face.

“{ must soe him,” she said in a low,
steady voice. “If he is dying it will
make him happier to have mé smooth
his pillow; and if not, it will give him
strength and courage to live. Oh, Jean,
surely you will help .me—for his sake, as
well-as mine.”

The valet recoiled.

“I dare not, my lady! He laid it on
me a8 my last duty, that I should see
you did not. ‘Bhe will want to come to
me, Jean,' he said, ‘she will not think ot
her own safety if she feels there is any-
thing she can do for me, but she must
not be allowed to take the risk. 1
her 1 lay it on her as my last
my last command, to remain wi
dame Chevalier, and, for the sake of our
hittle daughter, if our ‘friends ever de-
cide to leave France, to go with them.'”

It was a sharp test for Eglatine’s purer
and better love, for her husband. The

in the fire, and his joy no man had been |
:’hﬁuﬂn
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“ obedience " that “ is better than sacri-
fice,” is sometimes so much harder to
render, but after a moment's st le
the wife put herself out of the question.

“Do you go back again, Jean? Will
there be any way of finding out when
the end comes 7"

“1 go back certainly, my lady. The
jailor has promised to let me know when
my master’s mﬁnrinfu cease.”

f

y
could scarcely tell whether it was her
brain or Jean's that was failing.

‘“Ay,seen him!” repeated the valet,
fixing his eyes on the brook that babbled
at their feet. “ Master Chevalier said
to me: ‘Jean, he is alive; he is in the
fortress jof Aigues-Mortes. If we could
only let him know that his wife and child
are with us!’ And then | knew what my
work was to be.”

“Jean " exclaimed the wife onoe more,
“have you actually obtained entrance to
my husband’s prison, and had speech
with him 7

But the half érazed mat continued in
the same monotonous tone, without tak
ing any notice of the intefruption :

“And then [ knew what my work was,
why my misersble life had been s 1
1 will go, 1 said to mysell; | will the
one service that remains for my msster,
of 1 will perish'in the attempt, "My life
is nothing' that [ should fear to lose it,
and 1if [ succeed, I will look into his face
and hear his voice once more. 8o [
went, and they told me he was™ not
there.”

“ You asked at the fortress ?" Eglan
tine was very quiet now. “That was very
brave of you, Jean, but it was 100 great s
risk. The police are still looking for you
and Rene.”

“1 bad nothing to lose,” returned
Jean ‘indifferently. “They told me he
was not there, so [ saw [ must wait the
Lord's pleasure to open the dooryand |
hired a boat and turned fisherman, and
sold my fish at the fortress, and got ac-
quainted with some of the keepers.
had thought 1 was going mad before that,
but my cunwing came back’ when my
sieur needed it. At Jast [.managed to
worm out of them that he was indeed in
the tower, but allowed to see no one—
not even the turnkey, who thrust his
food in through a hole in the wall.”

A low moan escaped the wrung heart
of his listener. Jean paused for & mo-
ment, and regarded his master's wife
with a look of dumb, dog like affectiody;
then once more forget her in his story.

%1 was beginning to feel discouraged,
when the little daughter of the head
Juiler fell’into’ the canal ; she would have
died if I bad pot jumped in after her,
and the next day her féther sent for me,
and asked what he could do_for me.
had been 50 stesdy at the fishing,
none of them doubted that was not my
real calling, and the cross | wore on my
breist had satistied them about my re-
ligion. I told Master Neville I had no
smbition, that [ did not need money ;
but I would risk my life over again to
see my master, and give him tidings of
his friends.  He said it was impossible,
that his orders were very strict, and he
would lose lis place if he disobeyed.
But when he found I would have noth
ing else, and [ had sworn by all the
saints in the oalendar that [ would not

attempt his escape, he gave way. The
little one was his only child,” and
he loved her as his own soul. So
the next wuight, while the command

Caut,was in the town at a ‘supper, he let
Fine in for an hour.”

You saw him? Oh, Jean, if | could
only have known, and sent him » mess
nge."”

Jean dropped hik head despondingl
“1 beg your pardon. I did not thipk of
that until it was Loo late.”

“Never mind,” answered Eglantine,
forcing back her tears. “ It is more than
1 deserve to hear from him. Tell ms
how he looked, and what he said,’

“I saw bim only in the wmoonlight,
madame. His brow is lined and his bair
bleactied, as though it had been twenty
years since ‘we met.  But when he
sailed, there was the same look n his
eyes, a3 when we were lads together wnd
I carried his arrows behind himg on the
hill”
“ Then he can smile ?

i Ay, madame, and talk like an angel,
of the love of God, snd the home up
yooder. The fire in my heart covled,
and [ could weep as [ listened, 8y | have
not been able to weap since the night |
faw them lying there mn each others
blood. The onfy time he broke down
was when I told him about Mistress
Agnes, and bow we had contrived to get
out of the chateau. M. Rensu had told
him that you were in = convent, snd
that the little one was dead. He made

me tell him the story over and over,
snatching at every word, as [ have seen
the starving wretches in the Flemish

-l:r‘ snatch at
told bim that his

towns, after a lon,
bread. And when 1

ungratfied. i
Atlaat, oo May evening, Rene came
10 his fostersister
“Jean is down ot the brook. . He has
sought you of his own accord, and asks
t:sm with you slone. 1 hud‘ld”know
you ought o, Eglan: ; he
bas n (- ¢
“ I have nothing to fear from Henri's
valet,” she r to her feet.
A private interview with Jean was what
she herseif had hoped and. planned for.

“ And hile, if he should not be
as sick'as he thinks, if there should come
some way of serving him, which he could
not foresee, when he asked that pio-
mise—you will let me know, Jean r 1
will never disobey him for my own sake,
but ever since Rene and Marguerite
have been ﬁ:‘-n back to us, [ have been
trying to plan soaie way for his escape.”

“Escaps!” ochoed Jean, his ayes
glowing suddenly through the dusk.
“(od forgive me, madame, but | never
thought of that before. Ab, that would
indeed be to know one moment of hap-
piness again before I'die.” And without
waiting for reply, Jean broke away ftrom
his master's wife and disappeaged in the
wood.

Eglantine watohed anxi
return, for days after, but the
no more.

y for his
nlet came

(7o be continued.)
- -

How George Run Away.

The story that Alice was reading was
“ Whittington and His Cat.” George
thought it rather hard when his mamma
asked him to put it by to do samething
for het. | am afraid he was paughty ;
for all the time he kept thinking how
nice it would be to do just as he pleased.
After awhile he said :

“ Mamma, 1 thiok I'll run away.”

“1 do not understand you, dear,” she
answered.

“Well, I don't like to be bothered,” he
said, “aud I want to be like Whitting-
ton.”"

“Very well, you may go if you are not
happy in your home,” replied the moth-
er. “I will help you to get ready. You
need not run away.”

Then she tied some of his clothes in a
large handkerchief, and put the bundle
on a stick, over his shoulder, like the
picture of Whittington. She kissed him
good by when she opened the street door
for him. George looked pretty solemn
as he went down the steps. Ina minute
he went back and rang the bell. - Mary
let him in, and he ran into his mamma’s

R,

“May I sleep on the back
night ?” he asked.
little.

“ No, dear; your papa doesn't like to
have tramps dn the back porch,” she re
plied.

“Then I can stay in the stable with
John 7"

“Ob,nol You had better run away at
once, a long way off, where you oan do
as you please.”

Poor George was in tears now

“0 mamma, mamma !" throwing him
sell in her arms, | do love you so, and
I don'c want to run away.
as | please. May I come home again
live?”

“Dear little boy | Mamms is glad you
have learned your lesson with so little
heartache,” answered the mother, as she
took ber sobbing boy in her rms

rch to-
His lips trembled a

(George never wanted 1o rin away

AgRin.— Nursery.
I

Mr. Honry Grahaim, Wingham, writes
“1 was in North Dakots st May, snd
took a bottle of Northrop & Lywan's
Vegotable Discovery with -me, s | did
not feel safe without iy While there a

Indy friend was suffering with lud
| ton, Bliousness and 1 eadact I e
| mended the Vegetable Dis

vory o he

and she tried i, and the result was that
it did bher 00 much good thet | had 0
leave the balance of the bottle with
her." -

- -

Master Bobly s father s the owner
of & hatohing maohine: he other day
us listle Bobby was walching » ohiokon
cnergetionlly i e wiy through
it shell, he remark “1 sen how he
gots out, but how did he got o ¥

- -

The brightest flowers wust fade
young lives sndadgerad by
coughs and colds may be
Dr.

but
severe
srosorved by
! Beleetrie Ol llrvm,u whoop

tons of throat aod lungs, are reliey
od by this sterling preparation, whish
also remedies rheumatio paies, sores,
bruises, piles, kidoey diffoulty, sad is
most economio.

- -

— A new ex; of short ted
ness comes 'm:lunua\ Bresian, (hm-:‘.h De
Forster, the director of the ( almio
University there, declares that in three
bundred cases that he has » ;. the
pressure of tight collams wu the
muscles of the neck has so disturbed the
ciroulation of the blood as to affect the

I hate to do |
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DYSPEPTICURE
1he Specific for Dyspepsia

Thousands of bottles of DYSPEP.
TICURE have been sold duiing the
past few years without any advertise.
ment whatever, It is now well known
in nearly every part of the Maritime
Provinces, and many orders have been
filled for Quebec, Mass., and Maine.
DYSPEPTICURE notonly aidsDiges-
tion, but positively cures- Indig
and Chronic Dyspepsia ; this qualit
of CURING the disease ex i
lirge and spreading sale without havi
been brought to the notice of t

b o

ublic.
DYSPEPTICURE may "now be
obtained from all Druggists. Price
r bottle, 35 cents and $1.00 (the
atter four times size of former).
+An important pamphlet on DYS-
PEPTICURE promptly mailed, free,
to any address.
CHARLES K. SHORT,
St. John, New Brunswick,

< BAPTIET

BOOK ROOM

94 Granylille Btreet, Hallfax, N. 8.

SPRING— [ § § O —SUMMER
SPECIAL LISTS OF BOOKS.

Blography Serles,
Grand Books- for Sunday Schools.

Life of

Sliam oot
e&'. letcher,. .

» ohn

3

wloek,. ...

Napoleog Bonaparte and Battlos,

France s mdh{:’" avergal, Y
rown,

EPY ST Y S AT A H 1 )

tohard Tangs
ohn Williams,. . ..
s J. ( ber,. ... .
Adoniram Judson,. .
Adoniramydudson (by son),
Dr KA Fyfe, v
O M. Spurgeon, z
Mrs O M. Rpirgeon (Ten Years
of my Life),............ iy
Alfred Bakor
wme Fellor,
COramp,. ..

-i;_f

Sorman
EEUI T EU 2

pd C mas Kva
Memorial Sarah B. Judson
“ " Ann H. Judson,. .. :

NATURAL LAW, by Drummond, cloth,
i %0

Panay's Books, 27 large volumes—King's
Duaghler, &¢., €6, ...............080H

06

Golden - Gate, 80 vola.,
oywio ® vols.,
0.7 1 ¥, 80 vois.,
Primary do- 50 vols, ...
All duty paid, free on board train.
Disconnt on loal series L sohools.
Any in the serles malled on receipt of price
GEC. A, MeDONALD, Becy'Treas.

MAY 14

MAY 14.
DEI_P.

While children slee
They know not that their fat
ey know: not that tb

rays— -
Benvﬂng’in blessing o’er thei
Imploring grace for afterd
Whn.dohud‘m h:le.,;’
They never dream that othe
ﬁn they may have their
When morning comes they |
And never ask how they a

While children sleep
They do not see the shining
They do not know the gia
In daily miracle of Iove!
Is ever making all things

Do we not sleep ?
And know not that our Fath
With watehful care about ¢
He bends in blessing from al
His love broods o'er us day

Do we not sleep ?
And never dream that other
Reapig the sheaves tha

ours j
We see not how the shadows
Which mark the swift dep!

Ab, still we sloep !
Our drowsy eyes see not the
Hee qiot t?- hands stret

Lless,
tea nob that waiting for us »
tiod's kingdom sod His ri
Qo

-t

THE HOME

Traths 1o be Nemom
Pragality may be tertned |
voof {u&l»ﬁ‘, s c“’n“;'u(
and the rent libprty
.nv‘n“: will qulokly by
and poverty will enfores
and soreaption
The msnagement of & hon
much & matter of business
agement of <& shop or & cou
It requires method, scours
mndmhy. economy, dis
knowledge sod capacity f
oienns 1o ends. ‘
There is no slight danger |
ignorance ; and the only ¢
Providence has iously
viclous government is eithe
the people, if they are suf
come enlightened, or with i
are kept enslaved and ignor
Activity, without overwor
living, moderation, self-cont
exercise of ‘all the faculties
tion of the reason, the ju
the will, the nurture of all ki
and the practice of doin
things; in fact, which tend
a noble manhood—also prej
to a long lifo and a bappy
old age. P
A child’s training mvast be
out delay, while it is yet
arms, As soon a8 it knows
will not conquer, that . pe
naughtiness will not be en
its weak-minded nurse or
learns the wisdom of submis
tory once gained thus over
child, however much it m
tender-hearted mother at
well won. Next time the |
last so long, and graduall
child will learn the necess
dience.
MG A S L ke
A Little Let-Up.
BY ELLEN SDNWA\'

It is a hot, dry, dusty,
day. But I—taking the adv
doctors give us every su
“ postponing all work nob p
cessary, not perfectly conge
contrived to secure myselfa
quiet. comfort, notnithu'u:(
and the children, poor thing
a picnic). From my lazy ha
hear Martha's iron in the kit
ling back and forth, back an
1 wonder how many - fur
tablecloths and towels, “P
cessary work " I think it i
afraid not  perfectly congen
heat,

Martha will not have to k
long as usual to-day; though
the children, by taking their
the picnic basket,and I, by
mine in the refrigerator, ha
a solid two hours, right in t
of the day. She will feel tk
it when she sits down to re
80 much before tea. And
had & very satisfactory m
factory that I guestion i
ought not to try having su
not the picnic part, perhaps

= &g:"?osw Ishouldn’t naturally |
that the fact of my dining o
and cold ‘peas, with a cup
over chocolate and a bit of
sert, would be of interest to
myselfl and Martha. But as
flour-barre] table in our sl
and watched the lilac leave
the window in the breeze,

through my idle mind sox
experienced housekeeper,
years ago: “I always hav
prepared and served with ‘1
same formality when I am

I have my house full of gu
it doesn't do to allow my

least letup.” 1 listened at
remembér, with the respec
& young koo alwe
an older (and, presumably
1 have -ol;hod the dictum
“ as one who dre
and

last [ have come to the co




