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ýýas 1 touchôd ber; and the horrible odor of buraed hair rose
in my nostrils as 1 saw lier wiid and blackened face turned
to mine.

ilDick, Dick 1" sho gasped, "lsave me!" I and thon fainted.
Fortuuato!y I iwas as mucl at home in the bouse as my

OWa room, and making for the staircrse, through flame and
emokel 1 reaclied it la safety, but below mue was what 5OQflÂOd
to be a fiercoly blazing furnace.

1f recoiled for a moment, but it was my tonly hope, and
1 recalled that the lower floor was yet uatoucled by the
-tire; it iwas the one beneatit me that was blazing 50
ifuriously.

So, getting a good tigît grip on my treasure, 1 rushed
'dowa the burning stairs, feeling them crackle and give %vay
-as I bounded from one to the otiter.

It was a fiery ordeal, but la a few seconds I ivas below
'the flames, and reached the hall, where, panting and suffo.
-cating, I struggled to the door, reached it, and feIl.

If I could have opened it, I knew we were sale ; but i
,%vas exhausted, and.the hot air caught me by the throt and
seemed to strangle me. I raised my baud to, the ]ock, b~ut
it feli. back. I beat feebly ut the door, but titere wvas oniy the
roar of flames to answer me, and I made one more supreme
eff ort, panting and struggling, to, reach the fastening. I was,
as it were, dragged back by the weight of the burden 1 stil1
iclasped to my hesrt.

It was #more than hunian endurance could bear, sud 1 feit
~that the end was near, and to, mako my sufierings more
poignant, Mattie seemed to revive, struggling with me for
bier life,as she kept repeating my name, and clinging to me tili

-1' Dick-dear Pick!1 wake ; pray wake!1 Are you il 1?"I
1 started up to fiad Mattie clinging to me; and clasping

her tightly tol my heart, a great sob bnrst from my brest as 1
kissed ber passîolgately again and again, bardly able to
believe my senses.

-19 Oh, Pick!" I site panted, "iyou did frightea me su! i
*coudn't stay to supper nt the Wilsons', dear, for 1 could do
notbing but think about vour sitting lere, alone, and cross
'with me. Sdo-so-so, 1 was su, misserable%ý Pick, and I
slipped awvay and came home to, fiad you lying here, pautiîig
and struggling; you would flot wske 'wvhen I sitook you.
Were you 111?"

"9 Oh, no, flot at ail,"l I said. as I khissed ber agalu and
-again, being now for the first time sensible of a smarting pain
la My foot.

ccYou've burned yourself, ton, Pick; look.at your foot."1
tgIt was quite true; the toe of one slipper must have been

.în, contaut with tho fire, and At was burned completely off.
"cBut, Pick, dear Pick,"I she wh3spered, nestling closer to

me, "gare you very angry with yonr littie wife for being such
a girl?"I

I could flot answer, only thank God that my weak fit of
folly was past, as I cl.sped ber dloser and dloser yet.

"Mattie," I whispered at Iength wit a husky voice, "lcati
,you forgive me for being su, weak?"

l could say no more for the hindrauce of two soft lips.
placed upon mine; and while tley rested there I made a
-vow I hope I sînil have strength to, keep ; our real troubkus
are so, many, it-is folly to lavent the false.

At last., %vhen I was free, I took the rose from- wlere it was
nestled ia her hair, and placed it in my pocket book, while la

ýanswer to the inquling eyes that- were beat on mine, I
.merely said :

" For à memento of adreadful dream."
.By the way I never finishled that pamphlet.

OUR GEM ÇASET,

Bfut worde ard tltiiins and a smali drop of Ink
Falig liko dow upon a thougit producca

That whicii makos tliouoands, porbape mxillions, tbink."1

Bo praised not for your ancestors but for your virtues.
Cheerfulne8s is an ofishort of goodness and of wisdom.
Neyer take a crooked path while you cati see a straight

one.
Shun every net that caui be judged unworthy of commen.,

dation.
Fear not the threats of the great, but ratiier the tears of

the poor.
The question is: "O0aa a girl who doesn't use powder

make. ber hair bang 11
In the worst, of times there is more cause to complain of

an evil heart titan of an evil world.
There is no mani so great as not to have some littienees

more predominant than ail bis greattiess.
To judge of the real im~portance of au individual one nmust

think of the eff et his deatit would produce.
He thatlis choice of lis time will also ho choico o± x1is

company, and choice of his actions.-Paey.

The mistakes of wonien resuit almost always from her
faith la the good and her confidence ln the trutit.

Pleasure is9 a weak tie of frieadship i. those who toil
together are stronger friends than those who play.

The amount of pin moaey required by a woman depends
on wvhether she uses diamond pins or rolling pins.

It is never the opinions of otiters that dispiease us, but
the pertinacity they display ia obtrudiug them upon us.

"tYes,ll le said, ciI cati give you a disinterested opinion of
Mr. Stone's lecture, for 1 nover feit less iaterested la a lecture
in my ]Ife."

"lDo you belive in an onien?" was once askzed Ned
Southerti. ceOnly when it has a 'w' before it,"l was tite
prompt reply.

Thon art la thte end what thou art. Put on wigs 'with
millions of curîs, set thy foot upon cîl-higl rock s, thon abid-
est-ever wlat thou art,,-Gothe.

The mati who threatens loudly the world is ailways ridicu-
ions; for the world'caa easily go on without hlm, and la a
short time, will cesse to miss hlm. -Joh.on.

"lMamma," said Harry, -c what's the difference betweea
gçose and geese ?"Ic "Wly, don't you know ?"I snid four-year-
old Anale; (c one geese is goose, and a whcxle lot ot gooses i8
geese."

Butcher: I can't accept that trade dollar, madam ; it's
not a legal tender." Oustomer: "lOh, you needa't put on
any airs about that trade dollar!1 It is as near legal tender a
your beef 18."'

tgHow do you like the squash pie> Alfred?"I asked a young
Milton huaband a few da.ys after marriage. ccW611, it is pretty
good, but-"' "cBut wlat? I sipos > strted to, say that
lt isa't as gond as th at which yo ur mo ther makes."1 "welle
yes, 1 did intead, tol say thatý bpt-" "9Well1, Alfred,. your
mother made-that very pie and sent it to me-"' ';Why,
Sadie, don't cry. JE didu't mean to.hurt your feelings. 4other
probably neyer made that pie. Site'bougbt it at your father's
bakery.
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