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The Family.

THE BLIND SPINNER

Lixg a blind spianer ia the son
1 tread my days
§ know that sl the threads will tun
Appointed wnu;
1 know each day will baing its task,
And, being bifnd, no wore 1 ask

1 du a0t kpow the ute or name
Ofthat {spin s
I only know that some one came
And {ald within
My haod the thread, and said, ¥’ Since you
Afe blind, but one thing you can do ™

Sometimes the threads 50 rough and fast
And tangled Oy

1 know wild morms are sweeping past,
And fear that 1

“hatl fall, but dxre not try to find

A safer piace, since 1 am bilind,

i know not why, but T am sure
That tint and place,
In some great fabrle to endure
Past time and race,
My threads will have ; so from the first,
Though blind, I never felt accunt,

1 think, perhaps, this trust has sprung
From on¢ short word

Said over me when § was young-—
Soyoung § heard

It, knowing not that God's name signed

My brow and sealed me his, though blind,

But whether this be seal or sign,
Vithin, without,

It matters not s the bond divine
Inever doubt

! kaow heset me here, sod still

And glad and blind I walt his »ill,

But listen, fisten, day by day,
To hear their tread
Wha bear the finished web away
And et the thread,
And briog God’s message fnthe sun:
Thou poot biind spiancr, work Is done,”

Melen Hunt Jackion,

THEY SAY.

Virgir likens rumour to a bitd of
evil omen, which at first crawls upon
the ground, then mounts up into the air,
soon flies to the top of the highest
steeple, and at Jast circles through the
heayens,

Let a criminal or disgraceful thing
occur, and it s telegraphed far and
wide, whereas the greatest and best
deeds are not thought worthy of notice,
A case of assault or horse stealing will
be sent over the land by the associated
press, but should one gwve a hundred
thousand to hift the debt of the Foreign
Board, 1t will probably go no further
than the religious papers,  And we fear
the Sunday papers are suimulating the
appetite for sensation and gossip.

According tothe AMafl snd Expren,
out of 922 columns in the New York
Sunday papers on 2 recent Sunday, in-
cluding such sheets as the Herald,
Nimes, Tribune, Weorld snd Sun, 59
were inal ; 293 sport, gossip and
seamtiofr {569 foreign, political, liter.
ary, etc. ; and one and one-halfreligious,
and the week previous only three quar-
ters of a column could be ranked as re.
ligious, giw‘ng religion about one chance
in a thousand,

Ttie from such a basis of news as
this, false estimates of the ovil in the
world arise, and pessimists find therr
foad, and long for the good old times.

It will be allowed that current ru-
mours in society are exaggerated and un-
trustworthy, if not baseless. Where
there is smoke there is a fire ) but the
fire may be, and genenally is, a legiti-
malte one, and there is no occasion for
tinging the bells and calling out the fire
department.  “ They say " is not suffi.
cient authority for believing or circula-
ting a report.

The writer has come to discount all
reports about sickness unless he has
them from the attending physicians,
and somttinies he must discount those
of physicians. In dealing with rumours,
the following rules may be of value:

1. Hold in suspense all rumours,
especially evil ones, until traced to their
origin, or proved by sufficient evi:
dence.

z Don't spread a rumour unless you
know it to be true, and not then unless
by so doing some good will be accom:
plished, or at least no harm will be
done. Some one has suggested that a
tumour be put through three sieves:
First, 15 1t true, second, is it kind, and
thirdly, will it doany good to tell it ?

3. Spread good news far and wide, as
you would the sunshine,

4. Always believe the best, and dis-
count all cvil reports. Dont be 2
pestimist or a croaker.

5. Don't run after rumours, and ¢
pecially in times of excitement, or you
may find time for little else.

6. Don't worry about personal rum-
curs, the troth will be known in time,
and character counts in the long tun,

In order to this, however, one must
cuitivate a Judicial mind, The methods
of the courts are, on the whole, not only
ijust but Christian. Justice holds the
fbalances in an even hand, herself blind
olded. When one must combine in
himself the functions of both judge and
jury, he muat hear with an unprejudiced
mind. No one isallowed to sit on a
jury who has previously formed an

in the matter, nor must he be a par.
ticular friend of either party,

No man can be hanged without a
fair trial, and Is supposed to be inno.
cent until proved guilty, and is to have
the benefit of every doubt. There are
two sides to most questions, and one
should hear both sides of & rumour be-
fore giving 1t ctedence, One isapt to
minimize what he does not want to be
true, and to magnify the report which
pleases him.

The secret of the great power of
Abraham Lincoln lay in this, that he
took in both sides and stated them
fairly,

Besides these things, all the facts
must be ascertained before a correct
udgment can be rendered.  One may
Le impartial, yet not have in all the ¢vi
dence, and he should also discern be-
tween testimony and evidence.  The
court will not allow any testimony not
at first hand. Hearsay and opmion
and mference count for nothing.

And strong assertion, loud tatking,
rofane expletives, wagers, and boagt-
ng arc not proofs. g of wind will
be as large as a bushel, but it will nat
weigh much, The judicial method of
investigation and reasoning and deci-
sion 1s essential to fairness and may
weil be applied 10 the affairs of every
day life, . .

Now add to thesca Chnsmn_chamy,
ane onc 15 well prepared to listen to
what “they say.” There is always a
bright side to 2 man or a story which
may been secn by secking ot waiting,
That spitit which beareth all things,

endureth all things, believeth all things,
hopeth il things, endureth all things,
will deal kindly in judgment. And
when obliged to believe evil tidings will
will not rejoice over them, but will try
to counteract or curc the evil.

-

OUR CHAMOUNIX PANSY.

THE doctor said that we must take
Ethel away—Ethel, our home bodf,
our cricket on the hearth, our little
brown wren, as we loved best to call
her, although her pet names were
myriad-

"\Where shall wego? " was the ques-
tion we asked each other, her father
and I, his spinster sister, aged fifty.

"The wind roared up the chimney and
whiffed the curling flanes in the wide
open fire-place as he dashed on his
coutses through the wintry skys aaﬁ
shouted back, * Far away, far away |
as we looked at each otherand listened.

“Far away it s‘llnall be,” said my
brother, emphatically.

ST Eatope 2 1 asked.

# T BEurope!” .

Then he sat still a long time and
thought, and I, too, fell Into one of
those reveries which come easily to
single women whose chief riches are
hearts at leisure from themselves.

Ethel had been my baby, my own
darling baby in ali senses but one, from
the day she was born ; and get, that
one sacred sense being wanting—the
sense of real mothethood to seal
daughterhood~1 ncvcrifehh hked dgz;d-
ing any important step in her destiny,
evin wyhenp? believed most mongly“iyg
my own practical common sense.
Surely 1 bad been told often enough
of this faculty to have an overweeain
belief in ils inhlhbnll;y, for, as far bac
as my memory could go, there came
the echoes from that unending re-
frain. * But sheis & woinan of excel-
lent common sense1” Was commen
sense my beginning and ending?
sometimes asked myself a little wearily.
This February night, however with
the mercury at zero, the snow driving
like frozen sleet against the windows,
and Brother Fred and 1 sitting in the
library deciding Ethel's fate, 1 was
never more glad in my life to be 2
woman of excellent common sense if 1
had to go abroad with the dear ch'iid.
# When shall we go, i_l-‘redmck? . |
asked, nising, and dipping & wax can.
dle into the gas to light my way up
stairs, for the servants had gone to bed
by my otders, and the hall lamp wasex-
tinguished, Y
WGoon, Perhaps next month.

“ Good»nigtt,"E L said.

“ Good-ni iza. .

Dear, de:% !t.how the wind did howl
around the great e.mg_ty house as
slowly climbed the winding staircase to
the secondstorey and glided into Ethel's
room which communicated with my
own.

How pure she looked ! Round and
soft and fair as Alpine edelweiss and
yet radiant as an ascensiton lily, with
the golden splendour of its heart shed
upon her bonny head; for her hair
giowed like sunshine under the rays
from my candle.

#Q, Ethel, Ethe)," 1 murmured. And,
despite my common sense, I feit the
tears gatherin and falling, andja chill,

rescient foreboding grasping my heart
ike the hand of death. .

“\Vhat was the matter2” you ask,
“ Had Ethel done something wrong?
Was she ill? Had she suffered a great
sorrow P

Look at her, See the E&le waves of

ink flush her rounded checks as her
Ercast rises and falls with her regular
breathing, See that ilcmg ﬂax;n fnng:
edging the lids reposing over heraswee
btuge egyes in two perfect scallops with
the healthy firmness of incarnate ivory.
She is well, .

Look at that gentle smile faintly re-
laxing the curve of her fine, sensitive
lips, and that Indefinite expression of
sweetness and soul whiteness which

opin- |the face mirrors in sleep.  Ethel is
on in the case, or has any preiu:fice good

Look at the infantile smoothness
and fullness of her brow and its sunny
absense of cate.  Ethel Is hapoy.

What #7 the matter?

Somewhere in that perfectly moulded
head, somewhere back of those bonny
eycs, somwhere pressing upon her brain
was a disesse. The doctor said that
her mind was slightly, very slightly,
clouded. Her faculties all acted, but
in a strange, fantastic, intermittent

way, Long before we would have been

willing to confess this to ourselves the
doctor had forced the truth home to us
by calling our attention to a broken
hinge. ‘Then we knew,

Afterward we talked itall over freely.
and fortified ourselves with the hope of
one chance in a hundred that he gave
us that Ethel would recover,

Strange-—as it scemed tous—~—~thatan
hereditary taint already remiote, not
having appeared v three gencrations,
should have stricken this one solitary
blossom of the fourth and made our
heants to bleed so sorely with present
and anticipated loss !

We took our motherless darling
away, .

The journcy over the ocean revived
her animation wonderfully.  She
seemed just herself when we landed.
Dear Ethelt

All through the spnnf and early sum-
mer there was constant, If slow, Improve.
ment and it was with gladder hearts
than we had carried for a year that we
left Geneva to show our dear girl the
wonders of the Chamoumsx, with Mont
Blane, The Neecdles, and La Fltgéte
guarding its deep emerald valley and
glacial streams. .

The evening of our arrival was per-
fect. The next day was made memor-
able by an excursion tothe Mer de
Glace and a return by the Mauris-Pas.
Ethel was the strongest and gayest of
the party, full of innocent frolie and
witticism. We vetily believed that the
cloud that the doctor had spoken of
had finally and forever lifted, and
would float away never to cetum-——as
harmlessly as the fleecy doves’ breasts
of cloudlets sailing over Mont Blanc
toward the sunny plsins of Northern

Ttaly.

\6«: were all tired the next day, and
we rested in our delightful rooms of the
Hotel du Mont Blanc, or read In the
flickering sunshine warming the cool-
ness of our lofty altitude while sitting
on a bench underthe trembling leaves
of the white biech.

Late in the afternoon the deep blue
of the sky was Intensified by mases of
inky clouds foating up the gigantic
sides of the Red Needles—Aiguilles
Rouges. They told us at the hotel
that the clouds would not return, and
s0 Ethel and T wandered up the gent
slope back of the hotel that joined th
narrow valley to the mountaios, We
paused on out way to read the inscrip.
tions in the little cemetery close at
haod, and which, with a small lime-
stone church and monsstery, made a
conventual pile in the near foreground.

We came suddenly upon two or three
acres of wild pansies, the whole sur.

face of the ground fairly aglow with
the delitate go“om ;'gi'itminntive, and

fragile ththig & - 11
golden iﬁ%g ipl “Howind
threaten¥ng TR
trustfulness k¢ Ethel strolied ba
forth plhcking thélt ety ihd éxclaiin:
ing in delight when ever she foutid olé
of her favourites—so like herself, 1
thought—these blonde ones with just
a dash of gold, and as fearless in their
chaste beauty as their saucy, royal pur-
ple sisters, )

 Auntie,’s sald Ethel, lifting her eges
to the vast deep vault above, the dis-
tance awful in the clear atmosphere and
emphasized by the stupendous moun-
tains shutting us in on every side,
“ Auntle, I know what is the matter
with me, and, knowing it, I cannot be
your childish Ethel any fnore. I think
the cloud will never pass amay, auntie,
dear, and before it altogether envelops
me I wish God would take me home. 1
am not afraid to die. Mother is with
God. Let us sit down a minute,” she
ssid, and she drew me beside heramong
the pansies. L.

e talked & long time about insanity,

how it might be and often was averted.
1 told my darling that it was her afflic-

I|tion, and a heavy one, but that every

heart bore & burden.

«T know it, I know it,” she said,
sadly and meekly, “but I wish God
would take me home, We seem near
heaven here ; do we not, auntie? I
feel, too, just as if my mother were
with ushere.

She smiled halfsadly, halfhopefully,
with the thought. )

# Perhaps He will | Pethaps He will!
she said, as she rose to her feet and
again fooked up into the sky.

I looked too, suddenly impressed
with the solemn shadow brooding over
the sky. .

Just then 1 saw Brother Fred in the

distance, running toward us and
beckoning. And {I'J:t then, too, a blast
swept down from Fitgére like the

icy breath of death, and a flash of
vivid lightning cut in twain the pall
above us.

# Quick, darling!” 1 said gently, so
as not to frighten FEthel. “Quick!
The storm is coming.”

But she stood still, as if fascinated
with the weird splendour of the temp-
est, and, looking at me pathetically, at
her fearleas gaze awept the mountains,
she whi

“ 1fHe only wouid!”

My heart trembled  Acress my
memory floated the words,

& Prayet Is the soul's alncere deslee,
Utteted of nnexpressed.”

X wondered if it could be powsible that
God would hear Ethel and thus take
her absolutely away from the fear of
mental death.

Another peal rattled and trembled
among the mountains like the heaviest
artillery. Another and then another.

At last my sweet gitl gave me her
hand and we hurried forward and had

nearly reached Fred, when a flash that
lighted the mant secret vault of the

¥heir | folks, it

heavens smote my dazzled vision and I
feli, half unconciousto the ground,

It seemed but an instant before I re-
covered my conciousness, and in that in.
stant Fred had reached usand Ethel had
had her wish foifilled.

There she lay among the flowers—
the fairest of them all ; the storm flce.
mg as quickly as it had burst upon us,
while, through 2 tift i the retreating
black clouds, a ray of golden light fall-
ing on her shining hair illuminated also
a countenance as smiling an radiant as
i1t had seen a vision of celestial glory,
1 felt as if my darling had gone home in
a chanot of fire.

It 15 years since then, but there
are pansies on my table still—for
Ethel,

We laid her near the spot of her
translation—in  the cemetery ander
the shadow of the sombre moun-
taint=cand on a little wooden cross,
after the fashion of quaint Cha.
moumsx, we inscnbed her name and age,
But on a marble slab sunk into the
grassy mound we carved a pansy broken
from its stem,

Since Ethel'sdeath I have not heard
so much about my common sense.
Perhaps it is because, as if it were
her uncompleted work, I have de-
voted myself to going about trying to do
good to the darlings of the poor and
desolate, while saying softly to myself
when I have found mote than usual
distress and grief,

“ Through Jesus Christ our Lord.”
w—Mary Harriott Norris, in Our Youih.

THE OLD CAPTAIN.

Fr was the best fun we ever had, and
if you knew us threo boys you'd know
that mesns a good deal.

This was a year ago. We'd got sort
of low spirited that day, I remember,
just because there didn't seem to be
anything left for us to do. Genenlly
there isn’t much that we aren'’t up to;
but that day we felt as If all our ideas
had given out, perhaps because my
father’d made us all go down and apolo-
gize to old Mrs. Dennis for tying her
cat up in green ribbons to celebrate St.
Patrick’s day. She'd scolded pretty
hard, snd we'd tried to be polite, and
on the way home we sat down on the
bridge to rest.

“ 1 wish we could think of scmetbiag
jolly to take the taste of that call away,
Charley said. He was kicking the
boards of the bridge, I remember, and
how he was scowling |

# Folks talk about ill-natured tricks,”
Fred went on, 1 an injured kind of
way. ¢ If there were any tricks they
wouldn't call ill natured, 1 guess we'd
be willing enough to do ‘em. It's the
so’t opr.fault! What do they
want o thke:everything the wrong way
h?.,l} g NS O ,.fs-b
x #1 don't sea.what's the good of being

2:boy if 'you:can ever astonish people
s miz‘:ﬁwy and then we all

kicked our heels for awhile and looked
gloomy; at least the other two did
and I felt so.

And it was just then that the old
Captain went by, leaning on his stick,
and we all looked after him., We
didn’e speak to him. We never tried
to tease the old Captain, They said
he'd been in the Mexican war, and had
fought the Indians and everything, and
they said the old cloak and military
hat he used to wear had belonged to
his father, and that A¢ was in the Revo-
lutionag war itself, and the old Cap-
tain bad always kept them and begun
to use them now, he'd got s0 poor.
He'd have been in the -house if
he hadn't been an old soldier. He had
a little bit of a pension, I think, but it
wasn’t much, and he'd had some debts
he was bound to pay up, and father
sald it was a miracle how he got along.
He never wanted to talk much. I guess
f used to make him fz¢l lonesome be-
cause the people in our place weren't his
own folks. And nobody could manage
to help him, and he lived out there be-
yond every other house, and when he
first came to the village people used to
talk about him 2 good deal, and tried
to make him feel at home; but it
wasn't much use, he wasso kind of sad,
and now they'd got used to him, We
all felt sober when ke went by,

" Looks sort o peaked, don'the?”
said and we all leaned out to watch him.

Y He's going after his supper,” Fred
said. “My, I should think he'd be
dreadful lonely going back thete, away
from every one, It's cold, too, and his
fire'il alt be cut and he'll have to cook
his own supper. He's real kind of
trembly in his walk. 1 think it's too
bad, for a captain !

“Well, folks would be better to bim
if he'd let them, said Charley, kicking
harder than ever, *I'm sure I wouldn't
n:ind.giving him a lift if he wasn't 30

um.”

And then all of & sudden a thought
popﬁed into my head, and 1 almost
tumbled off the bridge, laughing,
“Look here,” said I, slapping my
knee, ' let’s cut over there while he's
gone and get into bis old shanty and
fix his fire and have supper all
ready, and make him think there’s »
manse party when be comes home,
IVil be more fun! And if father ealls
that ill-natured—My ! won't the old
Tellow stare 1"

They caught hold of the idea in 2
minute, 1declare I thought we'd go
off, we laughed so.  We stopped to buy
& couple of slices of bacon at the but-
cher’s, and then wetore away across the
commons, We'd hare plenty of time,
the old Captain walked so slow. We

kept chuckling all the way thinking how
sort of mredshe’d be wgen he saw the

shanty bighted. It was Jocked, but we
got the window open and tumbled i,
$How we did fly round] One of us
kept Jookinz out of the window and ali
of us scrabbled as hard as bogs could,
blowing the fire and putting on fresh
wooe till the little place was all pright
with the firelight ; sctting out the table
with a plate, and cutting some bread
off a loal 1n the cupboard ; frying the
bacon, and laughing all the time fit to
kill ourselves it was such a joke, I
found an old broom, and swept up as
clean as I could while the others did
the cooking. It made it rather dusty,
but 1 wiped things off with my hand
kerchief, We set a lighted candle in
the middle of the table and it looked
quite cosy. Then when the kettle was
boiling and the bacon on the back
of the stove keeping hot, and the room
all warm and comfortable, we tumbled
out of the window again, just as the
Captain came in sight, walking slow
and tired, and all wrapped upin his otd
cloak. We went crecping along be
hind the low bushes a good way so that
we could see him as he passed. He
hadn't looked ahead at all, He just
came on looking down at the road,
and we could hear him talking to him-
self, He often talked to himself, but
we never heard what he said before.
We felt 2 little queer when we heard it
this time, It was something like pray-
ing, only not quite,

“*When he putteth forth His sheep,
He goeth before them,’” said the poor
old Captain, all in the dark. *Lord,
you've put me forth from home and
friends and work, and it's dark aad
cold, and I'm getting tired in this
world's hard ways, but You're going be
fore, and some day we'll come out in
the green pastures. 1l follow on ) 1M
follow on 1™ says he.

We boys just looked at each other,
We forgot all about the fun. We feit
a little frightened, It seemed to bad
about the ovld Captain,

If he had looked up just then and
seen the light and stopped short with
Just the look we'd known he'd have, 1
don't know what we would have
done. We just hug%ed ourselves to
sec him! And we followed him to the
house and ed carefully, while he
went in.  You couldn’t see where any-
body'd got in at all, only it was all light
and pleasant and warm, and a hot sup-
per ready, and he was 30 bewildered
that we bad to run away, to laugh out
loud. Butsomeway we couldn't help re-
membering what we'd heard him say,
We were preity sober going home, ahter
we'd stopped langhinq.

* He's awful good,” said Charley, un-
def‘ p;; breath, ih

ere was & Bible o on the
table,” sald Fred. pes
“ It seemed a3 if he were talking to
some one tight close by,” said I, “It
seemed solemner than church, Say,
boys, seems to me we might do it again.
Maybe he'd be more comfortable, Be-
sides, it would be lota of fun to have it
for a secret and keep on surprising him
and never let him know. Maybe he'd
think it was an angel}”
And we stopped in the road and were
every one of us late to supper planniag,
Well, we had it s0. We kept it up
all the spring and part of summer, and
we planned and planned about the next
winter,  Spring was late last year,
There was snow in April and we got
up early and shovelled the old Captain
out before he was awake, And we'd
watch our chances and keep his fire
gomng. We'd take over iwo or three
sticks of wood from home, so that his
woodpile wouldn't give out. Some-
times we left a bunch of flowers, and we
clubbed together to buy nice things for
him to eat. Once we made some oys-
ter soup. You wouldn't think we
could, but w2 did. I made Ann show

to have it for our supper. Nobody
ever guessed.  We got up a badge and
wore it, and we had “grips® about
it. They didn't mean anything, but
iheg maéle the other !mysk about wild,
t wis the greatest sport, keeping e
one in the dark. And the o!e?i &@
really seemed to enter into the fun after
a little. He'd laugh when he fonnd
the things. Once he wrote & note and
left it on the table: * Thanks to my
unknown friends.”

We wrote a note back, in printin
letters. It said “You're welcome!
and Charley wanted to put, * None but
the brave deserve the fair; " but Fred
said he liked the Bible so much we
ogiht to find and a verse there, and we
did. It was: “ IThave fought a good fight,
I have finished my course, 1 have k
the faith.” That was the best we could
find about soldiers, and that wasn't

like it. .

Theendof it? Yes, thete wus no
ending. The old Captsin was taken
sick.  You wouldn't believe how bad
we felt about it. Our fathers and
mothers couldn't see why we cared 30
much. They dido’t know, you see,
My father's & deacon, and he was there
when the old Captain died. We three
bad walked over the commons with
him and waited outside. We aimost
wished the Captain knew. We would
have liked to shake hands with him,
someway. ‘The cat came out, and we
took her up and petted her while we
wers waiting,  Fred sald, * 1 was goinﬁ
to buy a plant to set in his window ;
and Charley said, *1 wish we'd had
time to thick up more things,” By
and-by father came out with the minis-
ter, and we walked home, The Cap-
tain was 'ﬁ:" and people were in the
house looking afles things, We walked
along, listening.

me how at bome, when we were going|b

soldiers axactly. But we thought he'd |yard

** He was a good man,” the munister
sald. “He told me God had been
good to him, and raised up friends and
comfort for his last days. I asked who
they were, for I thought no onc had
ever much to do with bl ; but he only
smiled and shook hus head, and said,
‘God knows t’  Just before he died,
boys, he began to look before him asif
he were straining hus eyes to see, and
he mutiered, * He goeth before them i’
and a httile later he tned to stand op
and felt for s stick, * I'll follow on |
Il follow on |* he said. 1t was fust
aficrward that he fell back, It scemed
a3 if he had followed some one up out
of %gr sight.”

¢ didn't say anything, I kept
thinking about what tzc Cgptain sa?d
that dark night, and 1 was glad he'd
got into the green pastures he talked
about. I suppose heaven was what he
meant,——Sefected,

oyt i 2 e

——t

The Children's Corner.

WHAT LITTLE THINGS WILL DO.

A crumb will feed a little bird,
ﬁ :I:gg{l}:li prefven}: ?n angry word,
ag forth ful]
A drop of raln foretell :l :!?gw:rﬁ owen

i flﬂt!e fcioudahe sun will hide,

wari may prove & glant's pui
A natrow p&ni 'Y u!eg hid ‘cg;‘or(:’.
A imile some cheerless spielt warm,

A step beging the Journey Jong

A weak head oft outwits the sit

A pull defies the sngry s, R
A word will set & eaptive free,

A hotnet gosds the mighty beast
Acryof “hre” bruk!lgug & feast,
A glass shows wonders in the skies,
A little child confounds the wise,

A straw (he wild wind®,
A kind l¢t| oft an old g&ﬁ'ﬁiﬁ"’"

: puﬂ'o'f s;‘uoke bel;!l ;l ghe flame,
stroke e'en w

Alittle hand may alms bgzio:.nme'

A message shall bring joy or woe,

A widow's mite & preat gift proved
ﬁ mothet's prayer has hinfa m‘cé,
“‘I'hea let us not,* the poet sings,
Desplse the gospel of small 1 ng ¥
-7 e LCMP»

MISS CLOUD AND MIss
SUNNYBUN.

My window overlooks & yard where
two little gitls play almost every day.
Icall one Miss Cloud, and the other
Miss Sunnybun. The first maker a
great friend of a Jmut that twists her
smallred lips round so ™. The other's
persistent companion is a smile that
gives to her sweet lips & scarlet. curye
like this _. Can you guess how they
gcw’li‘tl-:? other day th
¢ other day they trudged off into
the woods and pastures fergwﬂd flowers,
bringing back bunches of blue violets,
star-eyed daisies, buttercups, and dan-
delion blossoms—all green and gold
!ookm%—md delicate plume ferns
which had alresdy begun to wilt. They
were & very tired but happy little cou-
le, with muddy shoes, scratched
nds, and soiled aprons. Sunnybun
gave some of hee treasures to mamma,
some to her sister, apd some to me.
i‘\ﬁss Cloud ul:;d she had worked too
to give hers away, and
thean alidhg;mcif.n " maated
y-and-by, after eating her supper
she forgot them, and tbegnext mo?nl}:é
there they were on the window sill
quite limp and dead. Sunnybun’s had
been put into water, and were now
tossing their heads as gaily as if in their
own native beds,
“Let's play pony,” said Miss Cloud,
**You may drive,” said Miss Sunny-

un,
“All right [ and away they went in
fine style.

Oneofthelines breaks, Miss Cloug
'ta.?{:; her l'oc:vt.pl

¢ never play anything without

som?hingéuppeus." yoing !

1 can fix it in a minute,” says Sun-
nybun, cheerfully, ¥ SaysSan

:The yard isn't large enough to play
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WO, yes; it will do very well” 1
heard Sunnybun answer, Sho k’new
they were not allowed outside the gate,

“You ain'ta ’good pony, and I won't
Flay. any way 1" and Miss Cloud goes
nto the house with such a scow),
Sunnybun runs arcund by herself,
and looks like a sunbeam chasing a
:u:ibeam. 4

wanted Lo surprise my little girl
one afternoon, er?cn the; came hgom’é
from school, under the apple-tree in the
d they saw a table spread with a
white cloth. There were tiny cream
biscuits, a small glass jar of honey,
tice.cakes split open and jelly spread
between, cocon-nut cakes, “apple tum.
overs, and, for a crowning ornament,
8 tall glass dish of nuts and candy,
right in the centre. Such screams of
delight, such shouts crgo‘y, and such a
scampering after wax dolls and china
!ﬂAuﬂm i 1l ¢

er it was all done I hear

Cl?lgo”‘?: \ d Miss

*Don't you hope she will gi
g P

2 on't think about another,”
uic'! Sunnybun. “1 think about this';
lsn't it splendid 7" and het radiant face
smiled over with happiness.

hese gitls aze both my pets, but 1

do wish that little unpleasant pout
would go away and stay from Miss
Cloud's face—for which do you think

Tlike best?  Which do you 7= Watch-
man,

Ay e e

Ll e e




