
Keeplng my Word.
IN THR8EI PAR~TS.

(lSunday at Homo.')
CHAÂPTER Ill.

liot yot exl ted vLas a remoto corner
of BiereadWood, in reality private prop-

ert>', but it vbc fleh ~ and 1 sometimies
found our way together~ by a lîttie toot-
bridge which croBsed a rushig brook, ilov

panion wa8 gene from me, never ta re-
turn, and as 1 pushed back the wot, cUing-
Ing curls fromn the white face, ani called
lier lo'yingly by naine, the dreadful silence
seemed almost more than 1 could bear.
Those parted lips woulti never spealc ta me
again or sk a favor, ixow that tlieir lest

requeet hb* Ieen denied. M<y voice, whiý1i

crnelly and unjustly, and Inflicted on bier
an undeserved punlaliment, because 1 wMs
tee proud ta avu myself ln the wrong. 1
bud reslsted tonderer and botter feelings
tbat very moig. and hud thrawn away
my Iast chaneo-end this vas thie end!

No teara, perbaps, have ever been so bit-
ter as thoe 1 shed that day besido the
cold lUfeles. forai of my Uitile frieud, pal-
soned s tho2o tours were b>' romorse ani
Eelf-reproacti.

And 1 could not Buffer alone. Mr gin
brought terrible sufferIng ta athers. fi'

The Caipe and the Counter-
pane.

(By Mary Hog-e Wardlaw.>

This Is a story matber wants me ta write
ln may diary, aud she ays It wont be coin-
plete unless I tell bow 1 liappened ta beai
IL-

One day, wVbile grandmia was at aur house
last sumnier, I wauted. to do soomothiig one
way and mother said I must do It auether.
I have fo3!gotten viiet It waz, but 1 ltuow 1
wanted te do ILt my 'way dreadfully, because
that's the way I always waut te do things.
Graudmna gave motler a queer look aud
said, 'Charlotte, don't you thinlc Marietta
shoid heur tii. history of my dimlty capc?ý

And mather said, 'By ail means.'

Thait minute saine ladies camne' and after-
wards I tlxought graudma had forgotten.
I badn't, but I vauld't, remtnd ber. 1 love
staries dearly, but 1 felt certain f rdm tlin
way they Iaoked tbat tiiere vas a lecture,
or what grandmaa niight call an «admoni-'
tion' wrapped up lu that story.

Well, last week, on my twelfth birtbday,

answr. N sond bt rvroahesthat I weil deserved, for Ëime
ad ripple of the 'water bed~ be a generel favorite, snd lier itruglo
and theo lige beilders fate awakeued ne little sympathy. Those
urse, or? fallUug ln tlny wbo lied mosit encouraged my dogged res:3-
green pools in Its lied.. lution ta 'keep in>' word' were nov thie lftrat
viuarded the bridze. and +n e-nAmn mv Ponnwt asi t~ h-ici borne

ed roses, doue ver' fine and even. I oul4n'i
malce ouit wvat. I vas te doa vtth the. capgi
but I sav that theo counterpane was a treas-
ure.

Then I read tbe latter, Graudma Buld
firet that It pained lier very mucli ta dis-
caver that lier dear Uittle grand-daughter

"rmp, MESSENGEn-


