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November 29, 1803,

Fumily Departuent.

OUR TEACHER AND THEIRS.
Rear with the Nttie ehtldren, parents dear
Suppose the Master ressoned thus ol yo

Oh, T have spoken onee, yei, 1sntwier,
Now let me try what punishment will do.”

Bear, yes, to tell the twiee-told tale ngaln,
How this or that from gomd or evilgrow |

Thelr Hitle ears ernve the funiline forms,
Stale HHustrtions though they he to you,

And onee, yea twiee, our Father, o’er snd o'er
Gues 0'er the self-same preeept iy by day ;

The tireless patience ' What though < fu the Book
"Pig written 1’7 Is it thus you hear Hinveay ¢

No rther, “I'ry again, My child, My child !
The will isall Bwant, P And the way ;"
Then b (resh sense * turn the new lest™ o'ey
Poor little ones ahout your knees to-day,
L

JUILLTES.

CITAPTER X,
CARTLES IN THE ALIL
“| hope Lance will doit properly ; [ lape it
will all come right ¥ Rosefidgeted and elasped

lior hands,

S What w long time he isaway I Blsie said,

They could not settie to anything till Lanee
came back,

“Pups he's beating himg” suggested Chub.
bie, with very round cyes,

Wil big stick,” added Puadl.

“Hark 1" eried Guay; 1 think | heard  the
ento hang,”

They listoned and held their breaths,

¢ Bo quict Pult” said  Elsic; for he was hit-
Ling his boots together, his legs dangling vrom
tho window-sill) where he had woseat,

o second the yard door opencd—it was the
nearest way  to o the  play-room—auand Lance
bounced in,

“Oh ! sy 3 he's the jolliest old chapin the
world, We're all invited 1o tea to-morrow; and
ho lent mo thisbook, Jast fook ! anees e
was glowing with excitement as he waved,
“The Bush Boys" above bis head,

“avited to ten ! Thambug ' retorted tiny,

“lavited totea! cchoed Flsie, withont the
unbelioving © Humbug!™

“Have T been asked ?
Julio, wist{ully.

“Como in,” said Rose, and shut the door;
tell us all from the very beginuing,

Al this wansaid, not one atter another, b
jumbled togrether in o chorus, They erowded
round him, hanging on his words and hie began
from the very heginning,

Hodrew a pathetic picture of the sick man
on his couch ; Rose and lsio were entranced.
Then he ropeated their conversation, as much as
ho could remember; and Guy pronounced Mr,
Atherton a trump.,

“ 1o asked, “ Who's the pretty girl with longe
hair?”  Oh, Rose, Rose!” and Lance gathered
up a handful and held it up.

“Oh, Rose, Rose I lnnghed Guy, twisting the
romaining {resses in his hand,

Rose blushed allover her face, and jorked her
hair away.

“Oh, Rose, Rose!” echoed Chubbie and Puft,
\minling thoir fingers at her,and tugging at her
dresg;while Elsie clapped hor hands with delight,

Ouly poor dear Julic wus silent; she wasall
anxiety for the tea topic to come round, and
was wondering i she had been asked,

© And does he mean us to go to tea with him,
really and traly 77 Rose asked,

“Roally and traly,” answered Lance,
said from tive to six,”

“Not all of us, of course?”

Nore Julic trembled,

Am Lo go 7" eried

e

** All seven of us ; he wants to know us all.”
Then Lance caught Julie’s eye,wistfuland glow-
ing und fixed on him. “He mentioned Julic
particularly. He said particularly, ‘ Julie and
the kids, "

How rosy Julic grew ! Did he say me Lance ?
Oh, Chubbie, we'reall to go—we'r all to go !

“1fquntie will let us,” put in Rose, *We'll
have to tell her about the trick we played on
him, She won't be so angry now that Lance
has apologized.”

“The trick we played on him! Poor old
Rose! Puoor pretty Rose, with her nicelong
hair! 1 like that, T must say,” said Guy.
“You should have told him Rose had no finger
in the pie; that she always hehwves like a lady,
Lance”

“ By George! T quite forgot.  Poor Rose !”

“ O, never mind,” said Rose,  “ ['m so glad
it has ended so well.  Let us see the book,
Lanee, What is it called 27

“The Bush Boys.”  Sueh spanking piciures
you neversaw D] can’t make out the first—a
lton's head popping out ol the chimney of a
honse, and some fellows on the ground shooting
with their arrows at him,  Justlook !”

“Me too! Show me! Me too!” bleated
Hhe kids," as the fair beads of the elders bunch-
ed Logether over the page, Pl dragged atone

arm and Chubbie at  the other, and  Julie
struggled hard for a peep.
Pull away, Chubbic! Puall away, Puff!

Lance is obliged to lower his arms—Ilower still.
Pulls © gogarles ™ are only on a level with the
leal Mc too!

Show me!  Me too!” bleat
“ohe kids,”

“Pake caret said Rose; © we must be care-
ful of his book, Chubbie davling take your
hands away,”

Lower still.
fays the book npon the rug,
ave on thetr hands and knees, [Tuerah U they've
got the best plaee now,

“Oh Ta lion ! squeaks Pult,

Why is Julic in the background always ?
Stll she's strugeling for a peep. “ Let me see—
let mesee ! Poor linde wisttul Julie ! That’s
richt,Giny, truy gives her his place, He can fook
overJulie's head,

* Look at his teeth” Chubbie says, putting

a bat finger o the lion's mouth—4 can’y bite
me now,”
- CPhere are no end ol pictures,” says Tanee,
“allax jolly as this”  Lanee turns the pages:
the others may only ook, Wasn’t the book
lent to him?

A deadly encounter,” " Lanee reads, when
another picture vomes, *“Just look! A rhino-
ceros digging  his horn into an elephant’s log,
This must be avattling book, | aay 7 )

Turn over the pages again. More lions, mare
clephants, baboons; and  other queer-ooking
beasts ! A man sleoping by o wagon and a tire,
with a hyena prowling round !

“1osay, what asplendid boak this i<

Turn over; the pictures ure not done yet,
The seven heads are close together il their
owners kneeling, stooping, sprawling over the
iy,

“Was that w bell 2 asked Rove,

“Bothor, no! No bells come on Sunday.
Look there!” i

Has Manda gone ?  Elsie, do you know
Rose is not quite satisfied,

Manda has just gone ; Manda puts in her head
while Flsie is not “quite sure.”  Manda has on
her new Sunday hat, with roses and narrow
pink ribbons,

“ Somehody to xee Miss Rose.”

* To see me ?”

“ Bother " trembles on Lance's tongue. Guy
gives him a poke ; the guest is at the door.

“I0s ondy me, says s wistful voiee, ¢ May
T come in Rose 7

© Oh, Margie, is it you?”

Yes, it Margio Rutherford,  She glides into

Tance kneels down now, and

Chubbie and Puft

the room with an eager glance at the group o
the hearth-rug, and before Rose had time 10
rise has nestled down beside them,

“Iow niceit is in bhore ! with a little sigh o
content. * 1o you mind me coming on Sunilay,
Rose. It was so lonely at home. Papa had
drive past here to see a patient, and 1 waniei
50 much to come; he'll call for me on his wuy
back.” i

“Qh no Margie; I'm glad you've come. W
were looking at some pictures,” politely answp-
ed Rose.

How grandly Margie is dressed! IIow nice
she looks ! A snow-whito frock so richly em-
broidered, long white silk gloves, and a larg
hat with adrooping feather !

Jt is not good for Rose to be with Margic
much. The tenth commandment troubles Roae
she is sometimes in danger of breaking it,

“ Lot me look too,” Margic pleads; and <o
squeczes herself, white dress and all, between
Chubbie and Pufl, enddling them with an
round each.

The pictures were tinished by-and-hy, and
Margic looked round the room. “ How hupy
youwall are!” Margicsighed.  “ How T wish 1
lived here, Rose I”

“Oh, Margic!” answered Rose, blushing
little too; “ and your beautiful house!”

“ It is so large, and so dutl; there's no one 1)
gpeak to,” Margic replied.  “And we haven
any windows s0 nice as that.  How lovely 10
watch the pigeons all day long 17

Y Coothdra-coo ! Coothdra-coo!™  soundel
from the doveeot, as it Emperor was thanking
her for her pretty compliment,

“You wouldn't like it after your house,” Rosc
=aid decidedly, shaking her heud.

“Oh, wouldu't 17" Mavgie replisd, {81 had
Puft and Chubbic and Julie to play with ali day
long 1

Julic loved Margie Ruthertord from that hour,
Murgie was as old as Elsie-—a little older—jusi
hetween Elsic and Rose; and Margie actnally
wished she could play with Julie all day lons!

“And Guy mnd Lance and Elsie too,” Margic
answered with a sigh,

“Idare say you are loncly sometimes,” Lose
admitted, *all by yourselt. But it must be nice
to be rich, Margic; you have such  beautiful
things!”

*And wpony to vide,” put in Flsic, stroking
the feather in her hat.

“They’re not people, though,” said Margic.
“ Nice things aren't mueh goodd when yon waun
to talk to somebody very bad. Oh, i1 had a
lot ot Lrothers and sisters how happy | should
be! Twas thinking about yonalt the afternoon,
aml thinking how dull I was, and wishing you
did not five ko far away,  And papa was nol-
ding in his chair—he's so tired from visiting
patients all the week; and [ didn’t like to talk
to him, he looked so sleepy, you know.  'Then
a great bell rang, and he woke up and said,
* Hulloa, Margie! Pm poor company for you ;"
and rubbed his sleepy eyes, James came into
=iy that he was wanted at Whitstone at once,
and papa stretehed himself and yawned ; and |
remembered that Whitestone was past your
honse. and it jumped into my head how lovely
it would be o pap tnon you all; and [ begered
him to take me with him, tor U was so lonely
and dull, And papa put his hand on my hea,
and called me *“Poor metherless bairnie ' and
told me to be as quick as | conld, That's how
I'm here to-day 5 you won't mind it being Sun-
day foronee?”

LPoor Margic looked wistfully at the boys, for
she had heard Lance’s impatient “ Bother!”
and was afraid they hadn’t such a welcome for
her as the girls; but Julie, always vuick fo
discover a want in any one’s heart, gave Mar-
wiv’s arm a squeeze, and Margie answered grate-
fully—

“Jualie, shouldn't you like to have a vide on
my poney someday ? "



