: ;unwonted cloud, she was: always ';
ifsuch a brwht cheery 11tt1e ma1deu ,
,that when she Went down the gar-
rden path and ‘2CTOSS the shadv ,

A Blurred Plcture.

Mmme Gray S, face wore a most

| . country road to Auntie May g pret-

Tty totta, ge, her: aunt asked at once: !
'mlst or stam, but that 1 dever: shall

“this side- of etermtv'
‘shadow on it for evermore" -

S
ve

_‘and she was s11ent for’a few mo-

' .-:faltered

~ of tears—father won’t let us!
. says it'is too - far to-be safe!. It.is

. gDOt 14

‘What’s troubhno you, Chllﬂl@"‘

. ’T1sn’t ‘often we see & cloud on your
e ff‘tce'

' Come, te11 Auntle all about.
1t’ L ‘ )
'l‘ears rose. to Mlnme’s «b1g eyes :

ments, watching her aunt 11ft1n0,

.‘the white. new-laid | eggs out of the

bashet she had brought and ar-

¢
RS

o4
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- ~i

| tanging them in- a- deep soup

tureen.

.“T'o-morrow is the holiday,’
“And it’s my bu*thday
too—I’ll be eleven to- momow'
And we had arranged to row out

" in Charlie- Blair's boat “Viking,”

‘as far a5 St. Mungo's' Isle, and—
and— here came a quick shower
He

Auntle May looked very grave—-'

: sad ‘even. She set down the basket,
‘ ’w1th the” pat of fresh butter still
“in the bottom, meped in.a cab-

she

.‘._, y.u. E

-sxde BOrR S A

' ‘Deane, t ,sh sa1d serlously

-V‘Don’t you have any’ blurred ~pie-_
‘tures among your menlones
happy childhood!”
‘oh, I would be. o*lad to see that pic-

of

ture of one hohdav free from all”

: 'L‘here’s a

~ ‘Pleage tell me about it? said
1\Imme eacrerly .Her aunt ﬁnlshed

: 1)]51(111“’ the eggs. and butter, and
she folded up the Wﬂllte cloth, and
'ﬁnally gave the money. for both to
"‘\hnme, in a thst of ‘white paper,

‘then she sat down, and Mmme tOOI\
the stool at her knee.

‘It is a long time ago now, ‘she
said. ‘I 'was a girl of s1xteen, and

Nellie, your mother, -dear, was-a.
. We had’a

year and a-half older.
young man, a very dear friend of
our brothers who were in ‘Glasgow
at business, staying with us for a
week. Other two young men, stay
ing. W1th a neighbor of ours, came
every day with thelr sisters, and
we had a fresh excursion every.

day to some- p]ace of “ interest or

beauty—our beaut1fu1 old Hwh-

"‘land home here abounds 5 such

I have one—_

- Kissed. lum _good-bye,
' zpaohed our luiich in a little basket,

‘and then.

1n “the v111a0e who owned the two- :
.or: three heavy boats\ along the
shores of I.och Lmnhe or. Loch Cre- l

ran, and we” almost lived on’: the;v ”

water, but fa‘ther dnd ‘not - hke it,

“He knew that we were none of us -

qulte sh111ed 1n the art of man-
aomg a boat if a. sudden blast. '
should. sweep down over the’ great -
mountalns, and lash the blue wa-
“ters into foam ‘and fret. One day
-he heard us’ tallrlng, of St. Mungo’s
Isle for the - morrow—the very 1s-
land you wish to “visit to- morrow,
love' He begged that we would
not go there—remember Mlnme,
“he was i1l then, and’ spendma long.-

_' days in bed whlle we went aplea- :
suring, but he wag§ well "attended °

“to,-and we never dreamed that he
~would rise no more from that lin-
gering slckness, he was always 'so
cheery and happy, 50 1nterested 1n
‘our pleasures.” He' ashcd us to wo
to the waterfall- 1nstead for he
* dreaded the "long open stletch of

 sed,. ndeep and treacherous, and’ the
: "; Jv11d rocky prémplces of'St Mun-"«
gb's” Isle o We llstened—-‘—oh'l ‘/Iln-

nie—in’ respeotful and apparently
interested silence Wh]le lie dscnbed

© the rouOh sheep tracks we " mast

.follow, to find the beautxful watcr— -

fall i m thc wood over the hill.
and we,

with a bowl of yellow froosebermes
‘and some raspberries in a cabbage-
Jeaf—and—we stole round by the
back of thé ‘house, and off to the.
. shore where the boat awaited us!

" We rowed to St. Mungo’s Isle, and

I dare not say we did not enjoy 'it,
for we did, although the picture of
the sweet, kind old face on its pil-
low came up before me every now
Father died soon' after, .
.and he never ;knew the struth on
earth—God forgive  us! 8o the
. pictures of that day, 1\Imme, are 7
all blurred and nnsty to 'me now.
Don’t you do it, dearie! Don’t lay
up for the yearsto come the mé-
mory of disobedience,-to spoil the

sunny p1ctures of life)— ‘Adviser’ |
’\ A

How Alberta Lost the Prlze.,
(‘Sunday I‘nend ) o
‘G1rls,’ sa1d the heald gov erness
of a youn«r ladles’ boaldmo school
5 to her pup11s one mornm y at. the,
(-ommencement of the neW term,

to get 2'Tow 1nrr-boat from someone S

we ’




