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INTRODUOTION.

o all bel

v, with God for ow r and the Sav-

i denr 1 ing
to sny to you to-day,

Perhay f you have lately read & book of
your brother Tom's, or cousin Charley’s, entitled,

“Holps over Hard Places;” and perhaps you have

1, as you fini

knows that girls are little

pilgrims, too, and meet j v swamps and

lions as tho boys? 1 wonder if nobod

s that

our foet. grow tired, snd that we need a little help

to elimb some of our hills, whi




INTRODUCTION.

igh as sne that almost disconraged 1
ling and Sam Hard
Yes, little sisters, w it, and I have been
thinking about g time, as t ttle
alist” and ¢ Child at
d. T know you

1 1 now send

to help you over the
worst swamps. * Dudley;” ¥ Fifine,” and ¢ Jamie,"

oan tell you where the lions are, and can show you

and eloudy during the day, do not be afraid of the

showers.  Litile @ Phebe® will tell you what to do
when it rains. Somewhere on the road you x

come aeross “ Dreaming Susy, p among

the great crimson poppy flowers of indolence and

Jfindulgence, and 'm afraid you will not be

to rouse her, Do not stay to lock at her long, for

you might grow les A words ean not

what a sad thing it is to dream one’s life away.




(STRODUCTION Vit

Press on, dear little ones.

trer you shall hear a
ot voioe flock, for 3t is
vour Fathe 1 plessuro to give you the king-

41l the Good Sbepherd come, aud ten-

od lambs, e will carry th

L. P.
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THE LITTLE SCHOOL-( JIRL'S STORY

r old tow was just upon the

{ seven, one gr turday morning,

or six diff windows looked

pair and necor

yin a

yying each

bove the

of the decpe r wrin-

le eight small

Wiy §0

the corness, that & smile could

\ave got over without txipping.
s rat!” cried Dick Bloom,

window, and

the

three

whit

deeper than ever on his

ul, I know,”
e, who could mot lo







1 quite T

come nice, dry pinemeedles
on the western side of the

warm sun ghining on the

th the bri

ne dround Tike 80

that Dickens onee told
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« Why, they all told their oon story,

Madge Pattison.
« Well, so can we, 100,” retorte d Bernard.
“«T

one, w1,

while Dudley Wylde excliimed, ¢

ever happened to me, but bre

aword to tell,)” eried .

came from ever

v di

ing to gchool, and going t y hed.

2 T have & good dinner; and somé

Jessons,

times I know 1

times 1 don't, son

and sometimes I don't; and that’s

Janghing. “I'm

o, no!" said Bern

something has happened to every one

wonld be very interesting if we

ly think, and tell it as well as we

conld.
Tl it just like
Bloom, “with a nice little m yval pinned on

1

ittle Dick

sook,”

nt that saild

¢ hast moral

“Who shall

— whaose real

always called



THE B(C 1:‘“-"!-‘.‘...\ ETO
was almost white,
o hegin, T hayen’t a ver)
1I, and I'd like t ve it
she folded her little red shawl
er, and began
yon know, before w woved into
. wa lived away up in the country,
jchbors W st as far from
1 of the
other. 'Well, one night in Decer
ary, windy night,— there ¢
¢ and mo!
Uncle Benny, —
you know, but a s ry be
Well, the boy said Unele
and wanted to see father and mothe
 they bundled all up, and

Benny w1

when they kissed us good-n

we will e
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you sho 11d happen to get @ bad man in here,
T don't know what you and Peggy 1 do
all alone.

«8o 1 promised to do just

b
t to sit in the kitel
r to stay up a little while, and

L two little low st 1s, holding. ¢

other's hands, liste Jing to the wind, ud look-
¢ into the grea fire, and watchi tho
ghiadows that went bobl yund when the
adle flickered, and the wick grew
Then once in wi
dres ry about
ni _: \:
knew that God
aud o
Awk and dre

help shuddering

being m

very low '
vl how i 7 in such &

storm, when suddenty ere a loud

knock at the door. It was &




md loud that we
rly fell off his st
Who do you s

wrt me, and §
Then 1 knew th

IRL'S STORY. 15
jumped, and Charley

said

pute I she
y such things w

r had told
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Bly just to come in dnd W

ly o minute, and then he w
. that T was quite determined to

1 I; but

1d your

lown th

¢ Miss, )

tears in her eyes,
Jient in those days. I was guite d

nined
T was angry with

1d that T thought

to have my own Waj
P
Ie

with him
ry hot cheeks, T

rearted, and a

taking down the bar
begging ,—

s down, £
and T would have gi

it w

only out ¢ hien,
¢ barred again. Bt [

ry minute

ind looked




my darling

how did I know what

ps he woulil finish




ed to Charley,

ran like lightnix

R WAED P1L

out of th

neighl

2 bit mind
y dropped down on bis Ii
rred again; and 1

wiry

reiglibors.

1€ back door
v Gaston
e ik v cat

W

snd eaught

ath out of his




* snid he,
imbled into the
1 in another

n

it isp’t little Kl

bor Gaston two 1 strong
hired man. I didw't have ¢
ashamed, then, but T just talked o

wd then

5 if it

1
ndl
just
pery
e was 50
tak by that he didn’t seam to think

vl in no time at all,
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they had him down on his back with his had
up tight with the old

it to have heard lim beg

hands and feet

! you on

rope. O
them to let him go. I declare I almost felt
i when he said that he

im, esy

was only in joke, and didn't really mean to
Iver, But Ned only laug
rnessed np, and took
11 fath

carry off the
and Phinney 1

joil. Ned st

nd mother came

home 1 tried to comfort me; but I co

rest till T had told the whole story. Then
Ned tried to pr . and tell father how
brave and

couldn’t b

how ter 1

helped me, and T only wanted to

say, « and again,— ¢ do certainly forgive

you, Flaxy. Ax 1

I have always tried to be obed
« And now,” eried little Dick

since that time I do think

three baskets,

ing up, and falling overtwo
“I p vote of thanks to Flaxy,
fiftd

Second, that weé repeat the fifth commar

ypose, first,

ment, ‘all hands round;’ and, third, that we

night will

br home *double quick,

start

e first,

-




vember, and the wind was setting

lying leaves in rable shiver

e dreadful story of an iceberg he

bad just been visiting. But what cared Dicky
and Prug, or Dudley an

rming fire,

iry had filled

s with earbuncles d

were branchies
hose light

heavy red eurtaing and the

mantle

corpet, and danced in the oyes of

together d
nd read in Fla

» tea they had I




wWell,
Prue, who could not be
houl

the prec
gitting st
1 time for some ONe

sponse, “ Another
eried, “ And let D

'+ said Dudley, 510y

story about

won't be much to my

a4 cowar

11 I tell you somet
pard and me when we
Dud,”
but b

tell that story,

a. with reddening chec ks

#Oh, yes; go on, g0 On3

t Bernard and I w

th left ovphans when we were almost




15 t0 come
d Bernard
1 was only Eix yes

. but T rew \
0ld Joe,t
¢l that mor

uld never care

le Wylde

him —me I

and he told me func le
\in Bernard came; for
e 1

eyes
k, ill-
g8 an Ital-

dar

wemypered foreigner (my mother

ondered how uncle

{an, you know

could like r

1 knows”

Jan 1 deserved, that's

sout deal better
d Dudley; “but T
i, and T ¢ uldn’t be

1084 WOr-
» thoughts

¢ than me. So all

f auy one

. Bemard was expected I stood

not pl
Uncle Wy

indow,

when

o in his lap.
cid uncle, at last. «He

ay with.
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1 ope the Tittle cousing will be fine company
for cach other.
“Just then 'lxv carriage

ran ot and took such
+ but when I Iy
b, * Darling child, yon
dear mother; then T

v Joe said;

s slmost
o just ihe

his

with
image ul‘ your ¢
thought, “There, it is all true W
s him the best already;’ and I bit
le me hold
ont my hand to my eousin he was frighter
1o see it covered with blood, and drew back
it
nt

uncle loy
my fingers, so that when uncle bi

with a shiverj and then T grew angry ab
that, too, and called him ‘proud’ and w
plaything I conld find.

tell you every

and ‘m away ever
«Well, I won't have time
little thing; wx‘\ that as Be
up together, I did not love
Tle was almost always kind and good.”
«Now, Dud, you must not ;g0 said
Bernard, blushing, “1 did every thing to

tense ¥
“You must not interrupt

» eried Dudley

“This is ey story, reme mbe

reased me mue

s you for v

couldn’t
you best




THY OLD ©

#No, I'm sure h

nd Dadley went

I

\ble,

wanted to make

yegan 10

Joe used to clean the

on Lightfoot's bare t
every sort of a way,

have onr

Wilde; T slways th

make uncle

rid Tndians we nsed e

Bernard, was
little gentleman.

that Bernard ¢

ing oul

wist around

not

Lightfoot the rest

on to recite

one word. But Be

WAaS Over,

and when it

«No more interruption

“Well, yo e T was very

ant that 1 was like the
o

always used 1o eall ther
then sometimes, when Iea
ack, with my

sons now, unele

nk 1 was wild, like tho!
lways neat o
d do or

ms
- when T had been playit

Latin to unt

nard

ASTLE, 2

¢ ghort, 1 thonght
old rags that
wes with, for he
nfold duds) And
from tiding

in fi
wair blewn

Shall we

he suid
? Ilere comes

/ht he was trying 0

y vead abou

yke myself mi

and

unele did not s old me,




HARD PLACES.

gave Bernavd the

1 been wanting, of

noon we had planned

sgether to an old ruined cas

nard did not sl

begin to tell yo

you know his uncle says he is trying

Christian?”

bright tear of sym-

Yo Wik not

nd dow



noon there was something
new Lo st In the erveat hall, just wn ler the

, the
you could s

1 T lay down, with our faces just ove

W Iately caved away, and

lown into a deep vault. Ber-

nard
the edge, and

om 3 but it

\ was dark as pi
thing.

ar
| “¢T shouldn't wouder if they

ple there, ¢

we a race up the

to the roof firs

wted. T could generally climb

but in some way I st bled

5d Bernard- ghined very

jick temper rising @
1t me dn every thin
t spring I canght
Then be-




s bt T w

Bernar
sty reste
But Dud

ry laugh fron
ed bewil-

v chorus from the

: Prue
went on, very
“«Bernard ser
with thut serenm all
and T sat down ©
Then I i

ute, v the

from head to foot.

Tidu't hear a sonnd.
t there, but ¢

Lo come ¢




THE OLD

len, I could
oreat while
red Irx
know, no one was ther
«Why, where cot
{omished children
«Well, 1
rolled

not move
— it seeme
1o elf to

W

thought

and

“Oh,

aried tender little Prue

vault, and
and

sereamed,

rnard !’

boy had spoken.

own voice, it sount
no one answered,
if
t, ar

away, feeli 15

on my hex

W EWo

why 1 was

gummer weather, I sh

queer

foot; and

his boy sittir

- this boy could

d like a year,

that

remember

CASTLR.

But
—Im

mnd, do you

a step

the place,

he might bave fallen,

irs into that
t in there, please;

slowly, “I leaned
¢ B
1

his name, er-

I jumped back

for 1 thought
I di

1 niot know my

and 1

awful hand

\d thinking, as I went
of i

us went ir
alc "

el it was wiarm
ivered from head
nki

to

to myselfy

isn't Dudley

et angry; he
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i icicle, and Dudley Wylde's heart

r 1zh, nor for any th

s boy isn't, h caw't be Dudley W
and I felt so sorry for bi 1 cried,
Then, all of a su jember 1 began
to work very har
of the path, and ¢
off, and worked till T was just rea
Then I took some flowers, and pi
all to picees, so curious 10 8€O liow
were put toge 1 1 worked at that till
I was nearly wild with head che. Then I
etill, and wondered if that boy who
w't, couldi’t be Dudley Wyld
o home; and ught that

Gt le long

sat very
, WaS ever

ost thing that
e then he would
¢Whetre is Ber-

(ueer way,

. and that wa

to him

the in this
hen I heard

% Oh, what

her hands, — 1




THE OLD CASTLE a1

But Dudley could not spenk, and Bernay
r *Dud’ to tell that
story, when he makes himself g0 much worse
than he
as he in that g

went on: “It's too bad f

lly was. I was as much to blame

], and T ought to have

had my share of the misery. You see, when

canght on the

1 edge of iling, and held me just a

but that misute saved me, for in

ne way, I hardly Tmow hiow, I swang in,

and dropped safely on the steps just under
<Dud? Then I hurried into one of those

I

ppened to have a little

n to read, and

every thing till it

down,

hen 1 hurric

wondler wa 3ut

when I saw *Dud;™ said he, twning with

«ctionate glance to s

was he wns s

ightened ;

pily knew him, and T was

ying., So T ran to him, and took hinm 4
and <

nk of 3 but he oply stare 1 at

in my

lled him every

namc

wi, wildest ey
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) said 1,

2 don't you know me?’ Then all

ha horst -
he burst ont crying.

Jike that, and I hoj

you
never
him

's handg, and promised always to

nd try to keep down our

‘!14-\].‘]v

ked some

id D




.
v 1 that wasn’t Dy at
Another
! “m poor I with con
“We
Prue, v
fir




ITI

1

girl er, ou the g
back of the vil

ge, and had the “greatest
fun,* as even little Prue would have told you,
\ there hadn't been five minutes of
d
i should
at dark, they

the whole time when her head

hadn't been contending as to wl

be nppe

all ine them-

selyes avound the gr
rtable kitchen, and Fl
them all to stay to tea. Now, v

s kind mother

neke

they were waiting for the nice she

Bloom suddenly eried—

gret quite brow

s How 1
ther
his suggestion met with the usudl im-

is gince we haye had a »n\:,j

to tell one before ¢

ious cries for

mense favor, m] ther
ettine, and l.v rard But at the

ttle Prue broke in;—




RULE. ab

PRUR'S GOLD

=1 me to tell a
story

“Don't be
mplimentary style brothers use to their

k some one might a

goose, Prue! " cried Dick,in

the

sisters.
jut Bernard said, “I vote for little Prue.
{ she has a gtory to tell, let us hear it by all

menns.”

“«Well, T can tell a sto
anded airy €

Prue, with
1, and
irl that

11 about mys

a slightly
I won't
was me, and wasi't either.”

“Good!™ eried Dudley, ning in the
L at his expense.
a high

et itmixed up with anothe

Lau;
We are all ears, 1

¢ respectable ani-

mal onee remarked. Come sit on my lap and
tell your stor

You

s, did you?? asked Prue with dignity.

n't sit on mine when you told

Yo

little P
crest-fal

that’s a clincher, you terribly sharp
* waid Dudley, with a comical,
n air, and little Prue, smoothing her

apron, began her story.

1 suppose I must tell something true about
myself, and just as bad s it can be,”

“Yes; that secms to be the fashion,” said
Dudley; *but I'm almost afraid to bear the










to me W
was all
ground, and ¢

look

did seem too by
1 thinking how pleased he

home and find

« The kindest little Pro 1" murt

nard, in a st hered voice




PRUB'S GOLDEN RULE

m helieve

«Well, now, wanld
Prue, wi roubled
home,
he

in two,

“when Joe

away I
broken. I never could tell the

he acted so.

“But he
tinued little Prue,
up, and then he began 1o |
and told me not to touch ity

sorvy =
andl we kissed and made
int anotber pie-

ture

wanted it to be all his own l)u( now ¢

the saddest |
Bernard and 1»...\u\ drew
chiefs with anxi
«One day, while Joe was s
reat hurry, and be §

thing careless on the table, How
1 1 don’t know |
\pet ¢

Wt I suppose

he table, and
Jeff and
Mac drogeing the pieture v yund, biting 1t
with their sharp teeth, and soratehing it with
their claws. I chased (fter, and got it just
I could, and just then Joe ¢

the wind hlew the

the next thing 1 knew, there was

as quick




and spe
mad he v
and my tw
slammed the door, and I didn’t see
that night.

“y

now I scol

may

' well, ar

ied their fore-p

But they d

and in a few minutes they h

itat o

ped off the string,

tails just 3
! 1 don’t believe

next mol

Prue, with a little tr
think 1 saw hangi

do you
in front of the w

was my two pr
by their neck

“Now that w
dren t % What did yo

« Why, first T eried, you know,—1I Aad to;
and then I staid up in 1 1
let all my dolls ha I I
couldn’t forget it all T could do; and when I
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ught my bands, and when he

nd then he got
md asked my |
¢d me not to do it, i
o him e frightened that I
and telling bim
as 1 rn_

I \\nuﬂ never
lived, Then Irs
so very bad to think I had lu\n s
that T thought I could never be hay
till I had done i ¢

o present,
y my mind 1o

and onee

dress my big in her best
cloth nd give 1

gome way there

yout, the

what
v that

came




GOLDEN

«The darlingest little Prue,” mu

Jernard

& Well, you never saw o
Joe was, 1o kissec d the kni
thonght
e leastidea
h hon he said
about that 1 ¢ had killed &
Killed Zim 3

me, and T alm
cry. T hadn’

nd he was g0

en just the
lhe sent me the lun lie:
__«For dear little Prue.

alom of e

e what he put ?
e must have known that T
Now that's all

ong

tle Prue, complacently:

yoll as nn}\..,.h,'\,

1
al anywhe

ince T sat here,

ous of th

the rest of my

+__though I'm

RULE. 43

y one 80 &
f, and he ki
he was going to
he wanted & knife

something quect

ng 1, try to be
' ' a great deal

hat verse
Jearned Tt
the gtory,”

« Wasn't it jost

yolden rule’ all
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«Yon set, ¢ Dot, Pyve been hard at work at

the ¢golden rule’ ever since I heard your

to-dny there is such

er than a ms

kite, with no end of t

so Pye bouglit you

one, though it stripped me of my last

it is3 and if you don't think

it Sew

cent. 0
the tail i< long enough, I've

s cor-

respondence on the Mason and Slidel

nto tags,

and we'll just make it uj
I guess we can back that tail, for len

against the world
» Prue tried to be
y blank.

 Th
with an
“Didn’t you s

ateful, but loo

like i 1 Dudley,

of immense disappointment.

iat we ought to do to oth-

said little

¢ good to me;

vls don't fly kites much, and the »

« T rather yowd do

¢ me any t

unto me a8 you would like to have me do

unto you, 1 yow was me”
«(@ood! ™ ssid Dudley; “I just begin to

oo it




PRINCEHS PEARLYPAT T

& Come,
too much time.

“Wait

in his po

a minute.” said Dudley, fumbling
ot “here's o doll that old Penny-
waded me to buy, but

man, on the corner perst
I'm sure I don't know what to do with it, un-

Jess the housckeeper can melt up this he ad to

wax her linen X;.l\lul‘-\n'l perhaps stuff' a pin-

enshion with these fussy yellow otrls.
Little Prue uttered an exclamation of dis-

dxmu love Iv ]nml\

may at such
cheeks ¢ i
etretehed ¢

« Oh, would yo

t her hands.
we for it?” said Dudley,
= \\ ho would have thonght
W to take it offmy hands.

Y

What s Prue you always were.
Now i just to obligs me
Denr simple little Pruc assured him that it

to take

wouldn’t tronble her in the
of the doll, and Dudley,
turned to blushing Be
who was ¢ho

ine, alias “Princess

1 orator for the







E8S PEARLYPAT.

vy till Friday, and go
Sunday Yon needn’t f

nted about the

disapy 1, when you can
bé playing about all day to-m
it cooped up in that I

w, while T

1 pew with
Miss Prim’s big black honnet bobbing

1en, Panl Peyser came along, Y
remember Paul, and what t fr
¥ to school now.
and I had a long talk over our
nd dissppointments. It will be
y said Panl, at last.

nds we

1 to be. Ies gone aw

A 8]

+It will be too ba

f e perched up
all day behind Miss Prim’s bonnet.

1 T, feeling that I
chody.

member of the

irch and going to be an
¥, she isn't near as pretty to
look at as a weed

ang

ien we botl good old Miss

together,
u will see
t say I feit
er uneasy about it, after I went into the
the

we formed & vory bad plan,
as I go on with m

t morni

s, when I told
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hed, so that I did not
chy it was not quite «
1 been tossing and restle

head was ve

kind mother bathed yuy

ened the room, and, leavine me
told me o

She wa

» very still till
diy out of the hotise,
round face looked in at the windo

're. there, are you, Py

Come on! Such a time as I

though! T w ich a ool
fore kfnst, and T deelare they did't log
me cnough to keep a horn-bue al
Come; what are you :

a4 to play sick

w?

afraid it isn't ri
bath in the woods,
There,

to spend the holy

have known you'd hac
¥!" said he i




" and so

y he coaxed me

I, and when, as

1085, path, Paul
quoted from the picco he used to speak Fri-

day afte were God's first

temples, doing

Why

any thing so ve 8
200d out there in the

couldn’t we be ju

lear old woods,
little

ting bolt upright in the

nd be good out in these « first

' said I “Lets each say the

arned this morning.

0 sick to learn any?

guy laugh. *Whatls yours,
father pitieth his children, so

the Lord piticth them that foge him ; for he




hing wrong about

lim idea that w

if God remembered

1 pr
1 Sund ilec

nd had 1l
n to il

i him ¥
there wa
¢ throw up his hands, th

. and there was

of the rav

Paul had «
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, and was holding ou 40 a

©+ Ab, Pearly|
ve |

fown; but just reach me your*

nd Il be up in @ mina
I took hold of a little b

ind struggled
my hush
1 Paul after me,
my breath, and
yed with hitting my head s

I didn’t know any t
At last T heard Paul lay

w do you
like playing avalunche ?
w,’ said I, trying t
rthat I burs

up, but
it erying.

ing my h

vo either sprained or broken my foat
1't walk, but
ta find us b

¥l carry ns

home on ro: re will think of
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1 to Jook pre

riows.  Onee We
the woods aboy
ioht, but we Wert

no one thought of looking

wnd eried with

far from

for us in th

v times during the

any thing in the W

in my clean v

Prim’s black bor

, and when the
d Lehind the

do you think of
aqit I ¢Tm afraid we
t. Do
that W are
wfrnidl be doesn’
L with a doleful shuke

un old
with us.

think God will

eard steps
all our

road that

dress

But the

pines,

emeriber any thing

of the

o might just 1

little




PRINCESS PEARLYPAT it}

«Then, 45 it was pretty dark, I'm quite
sure Panl langhed a litt le the wrong side of
le all v

't need any more

his month, thongh he m anner of fan

of me,

1 said they wo

rain in the

«] don's ¥
that Panl made me lay my head
der, and 1w
kept dreaming I ws
wake \q \\.lh a gr

“All ¢

out

yember much after that, only

on his shoul-

Jf asleep, though T always
an avalanche, and wonld
jump and a sob.

dden, when the stars had been
an hour, Panl started up with
a ery, and l thoug} d fallen into the
ds of the Im b

flared till
mad, Tt
and, s

trees wrmwl danci
I must die then to t
eves,
1.»' s 1 nuH

when some

and 1
s She i
sed
over.
«] was very sick for a long time, but v

+ denl kinder than I deserved.
t vemember that gond Miss Prim used to rub

body was a gre




my

pat
answer o

Pri

prine

1d went

aching limbs
till I«

she

D One ever

was one of ¢

neess

ly if th at

thinking

ing
tim

“bu

<That same da

rather p
e, Pes
t

I wasn't

ity 1 had bee

ty, +T used to

VER

and

AITY

for st

Was 1

han

sai

n, only one d

I

80 he

PLACY

word to me abe

1

ildven ;” but I coulds
said, “Does my little

hat she must act

1
1 weed.

y diff
her to

Frank knew I

kissed me,

¥ P




V.

OLD BARNEY'S MASK

dim in the twilight,

vespers crooned low ;
brown gate of the garden
o and Mand to and fro;

n the
Gleamed B

ENOW.

smes, the old scarcerow,”

«How queerly he dips that 1

What a fige — just one ta
And look 20
Here he com

It's smoother than Spe

“Aby, he's speaking. What is it? Some
wate

O, yos, theres the cup o tho shelf
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., sweet Red-lips,

|
well there, \
|

1A yun if you 1

t he's such

ot him stumble and
And drag up the hucket hims

ghaking! Why,

\

1, tis old Barney;




P'-—"

OLD BARNEY'S MASK.

d Eric
th his hs mwl-, full of pai
grew dim, and through twi-

In the saddest

light,

O'er whose £
And Barney’s tirved h: ands tugged in v ain.

Full of shame sprang youug + Eric beside

them,
Tis eager hands bent to the task,
Thile he whispered, * Sweet Maud, I've a

secret

1 hardly dare tell if you
Do you know the peal Bas ey's an angely

Hiil under that wrinkled old mas ke

ask 3

In sweet reverence N
With tea u

Pleading, « Pray for us, pray for us, Barney,
That we grow as lovely as yous




VI.

II GARDEN OF THE BELOVED

now you've done it,® cried John

twin brother Cornelius, as he
at the garden gate. “ Y
nd you

r-bed, and

surprise ov

be«

o
mood, and you

the memoir of ¢
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flowers are spoiled, L hope they are mine’ and

she wonld have been so 1l that they were

t she would have been
« go selfish, T

You ought
just shower,

not her brother’s,

you

to have been called April —
v, showsr all the time. Yes, here it
said he, a8 two white clouds, with

sho

COMES,

inges, swept down over those little
blue ly called Plebe’s

eyes, “April showers!” continued he, in a

heavy f

conmme

samples ¢

tone of great disgust, to John, who drew nigh.

Phebe spent a moment trying to swallow
something which from the effort might have
been the whole range of the Alleghany Moun~
tains, and then, looking up with a smile like a

rdinbow, said,—
«Well, Pm sura I didn’t mean to be selfish,
are not your flowers;

and T am trudy glad th
but you know these dis
one sometimes just like a g

spointments come on
eat cloud, and
one ecan't help a little rainj and she added

)
good-nature dly, « Don't you vemember the

little rhyme,

1 Cornelins.
garden that




62 NELPS OVER HARD PLAC

ing up undex those showers, What

would

do yon mean ¥ 2

«T'm afraid T can't explain it very well”
gaid Plebe, *but Miss Weston was telling
me last Runday that ihle came
— big or little —1t m thing omy

like the clouds on a rainy day, but if we to ik
the

the clond patiently, and
down and soften our he

flowers would bud and

Tain €o

ler & W

flowers,— and the Beloved w uld come down

lilies!

into his garden U

#What a te

mixed-up speech that
fully. “1 don’t be-

e

jdea what you g

lieve you have the 1
talking sbout. Lilies and flowers in onc’s
heart! What do you mean, ) liculous
» And John joined in the derisive

lang
Phebe answered timidly, “1
that 1 onght to say it, but now, after this

cloud, whieh has been quite a big one

do not know

I'm hoping—You know I didn’t
1d — so I'm hoping th
patien ny heart.
yet, but may be it will be

Corny, or s
a Jittle bud «
all it ower







) hutried into t
house, her oldest sister, Caroline, called from
the par

“Here, P! ke this gl
the rips just uick as you can.
may run uj t, and get my ¢
shawl, and
run to the baser

water before I go out. Ther

little wirl! Oh! you by

£ not very pretty,” said

le, thin face, toppe
air,

sther April shower,”
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at the door, and poor Phebe tur Ay very
ble, an 1t mee k-

ir sweet

to read,”

ried up
wonderful bo

,and i /]

\-unH ic vn, and bathe it with cam-
_ but master Bobby i 1

\m teath, he won't b
Phebe gave along s

began, “I'm tired

tender buds of gent l<|u S8

droop! and n great weed

r than o mush
« Well, Miss,”
Y

pose you

falteringly 3 1 di

him a little W




ful mouth

prang into the

Wospect o
Jrrosy 1

nurse and baby were out ing a drive,

v and ( ins, with their sohoolmates,

were hol I3 the b

Phe

lier trial emed
had been reading

and was just in the most

» story, there eame & timid

She raised her head with
ould

stood tedious

a frown, anid  ther just have

eried from vexation
old Mis. Smith, I
“ Mother and C:
very quickly
Neve:

) o

rebellion

mind, my dear. T will sit awhile

wi
“This is the biggest cloud yet,® said Phehe
L “T thoug I had ha

too ha

bitterly to hersc

Lrs, Smith sat
d laid by
her shawl, as if’ shie had come to stay all the
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g
and of tl

how she ha

how she
her firc

dren — the

mensles — al
dying to read whether
found his w 1t of th

arden, he would have found

le, she

e b shower,
d Mrs, Smith so kindly,
ipathy for all her tr
was fall of

. the old

surprise, and
Wid
d her in the
the Lord., And though, almost as

withered

name

2 wil-

soon as she w

and Carry had s
Jine b




John apy

oft

The news was indeed too true. Comnel

md w

had broken his
room to be'a pr

Phebe was 1 wwse from the first

, impat

confinement,

thing m
know wh
you're abo
that white wrapper
candle with your r

out of my si

il yon or

ner for weeks. Forgivi

o was look-

apprehension to the

teasing brother,

ess, with a white

had faller

as earried to his

f there was any

u want to

1 tallow
e light. Get
! I'd like to

tolen hum-

btk
, reproaching

ifi

1o exeonte




his life was de¢
struggle, hisstr
he began slowly to improve, ¢

] J
| see tha had com
L | Mis ¢y
followed little Phebe’s swift, n
! around his room. Such P atient
Such an uncomplaining, self-sac
How could ve been blind so 'k
that red hai 3»- loved &\
thrend! As she sat by the windov
one day, with her nuh Bible opene ¢
her, it scemed like around lul
I sweet f
» “John,” 3 ered the repentant ( orneli
«] have made along for tle sister,
t oh! how the flowers have groy 1 Tsee
| i d do you know, I have made

il now
solve that from this time I will do afl I




)VER HARD PLACHS.

can to make life sunshine to lier, for P
frichtened to see her 50 o d T'm afraid
when the May flowers are all in bloom, they

her where ;  Spring

“«Hush,” said Cornelius, putt
Biis lip, and pointing to Phebe, who still sat,
her sweet face nptarned, and her lovely eyes

looking far away iuto the rosy sky.
C looked, and almost started,
idea suddenly flashed upon her th
Phebe was beanutiful,— fir more beantif than
she, with her red cheeks and brown hair.
“You never looked like that, Carry,” said
Comelius, softly.
ever Lalf so pretty,” atied echo Joln,
“What is it ?” said Carry, almost fie
— “Phe
“Hush,” implored Comneliug™ don’t trouble
her. Zwill tell you. I understand it all
now ;™ and the tears rolled down his thin
“ Don’t tarb her for the world.
Phebe has a beautiful he arty and when-
2 looks like ¢hat you may kuow the
| has gone down to his garden to




VII.
NGEROUS DOOR.

cousin Will, tell us a sto!
Ihere's just time before the
d Harry, Kate, Bob, and

a rosy battalion, surrounded
at Bob's word of command,

“Present ar ? embraced lis knees, clung

avound his neck, and otherwise made such a
in Will sued for
self’ quite ready to

vigor
mercy, and declared 1
surrender.
all it be, livtle
» plump hand of his favor-
ad obtained the mame of
“ Pea a & smak id t of
sonbil

gentle disposition ;

1gry words, or se ok
between her little“fiiends, or brothers
it doing every thing in her
and get

1 sisters, witho
power to smooth over the by mble,

them to “kiss and make up.”
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“Well, little I

“Something true this tiw

m getting tired of dragons and f
“Very well,” said ¢

five minutes, and must 1

ou about some very dangerous doors
I've seen.
“Oh, that’
they all
assed th

rood ! exelaimed Bob. “ Were

on, and leavy bars, and if one
ugh would it t with &
op hiim "

and k

o, replied cousin
very p

Will, “the

ant to look upon.

t, like sed and when

of little servants

and just behind them is
dressed in erimson.”

“ Wik

that’s spl
should like to g

rreat tronble and misery.”

said little Peace,

“Well, I've never seen ' very clearly,” said
cousin Will, ©

ometimes, when the guurds




THE DANGEROUS DOOR.

away, I've known som¢ to come

o
s of bees,

out sharper than arrows, or
some terrible wounds. In-
I saw
together, )
on lady began to ta k very fast,

wo very pretty li

d when one ¢

little evix

id something like : <Ob! did yon
Waters to-la) What a proud,
k-up” thing she is; but that dress she

thinks o much of is made out of her sister s
old one’ tOh yes, said the little erimson
lady looking out of the other door; ‘and did
a fanny turn-up nose as she

you ever
Why, I think she'd keep it rolled up in
cotton if she only knew how it looked.’

Then poor Luey Waters, who was only round
the corner of the house, felt a sharp little

in her heart, and ran home to ery all the

ple

int summer evening.”

«T know what you mean, consin Will?
eried Kate, “but T don's
think it was at :d\ right for you to stand

coloring violen

avound listening.”

«Oh! do you mean our mouths &
doors,” exclaimed Harr
crimson lady is Miss T¢

Tyen so,” said cous
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«Well, who is the
they come fiom 2’

«Why, you have
and this 5 what you must say :

wk the great King;

O Lord, upon my | * of my
montk! Th
Love to stand on on
Trath and Humi
sharp, bitter, sti
to come out.
shall reat King," said little
woe, thoug! Cousin Will kissed her,

ted the verse till each one could say

ience and
r, and

on the other, and the

little words won't dare

it. «Now run to, school,” cried he, cheerily,

@ gnd when you come home, Lwill tell y
b the fourTittle de

has been the

minute
the King

So the ¢

all dny

oks; and Love certainly
the way to the school-
Lought deeply

dinner-baskets
arded the do

cousin Will's gentle reproof, and made

s for the future. During th

morning great peace and harmony reig

throughout the school, but as the day ad-

vanced it became very warm.  Every round

, and the restless little

cheek became flush




THE DANGEROUS DOOR b

fiomres seemed examples of perpetu 1l mo-
tion.

“«Oh, 1 mever
Jenny Wood, fretfully, wi
around her head.

« Why, Jenny Wood? cried Susy Waters,
almost aloud, © you've knocked my elbow,
and shook ink all over my COP | Yo .
carcless, hateful girl!”

«Susan,” said Miss Saunders, the teacher,

Qid see such fliest” suid
ng her hand

n

re you whispe ring
? e ]lhl‘i' S .
yd up with guch surprise in her
yes, that Mis Saunders turned to
who was whisp i

prompt

her
your par of the room ¥
1Je both turned upon her with

ening look, and little Peace, col-

Susy

@ very

Ly, burst into tears.
1" gaid Miss Saund

oring pai
“Neye
«T did not think it wi
sit & while upon the re
Susy looked &k, and
- the childl such aviolent pinch

Kindly;

18y MAy

s you, bat ¥
ation beneh.”
v she passed little

Peace she gav
that she conld sea
«You're a cruel, wi

Tongue; but Love \d Patience kept the lit-



D PLACE
tle red ¢
a word.

a long time, but nok:

out, when sister

A ¥y ¥ou cer
gitl—and, more than
for heard father say that only cow

¢ who are smaller and weake
themseives.”

Now Love, Huwmility and Pationc
tried to keep guavd, and ¢ 1
Susy ; \u\tmu.n,l.um
body speaks kindly to her,

But no! ¢

Tongu

Susy very passionate,
stamped her

other girls
 and ther
tongnes, that t

& 500N §
Zame
ball and came t

3 the matter,
“What is it, Pe | Harry Graham
taking his littlo fright I sister from K
neck. «Why, Katy, !
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THE

puss when Towser has chased her for an hour.
I wonder what cousin Will would say to that
month #7

Katy lool

Waters, tak

, and Fred

m, led her

I a little ashar
y the
1 over wrongs in
» the little party sep-
ran home with her
od care to keap out

s sister |

and Kate, t
cheeks, tak

Jenny Wood came

Immediately aftc
into the garden. “Oh, K she cried, “1
must tell you what John is going to do. You
know he despises that hateful Susy Waters as
he will pay her

much as we do, and k
to-night for all her n;
“What will he do?
“Why, he, with one of the other boys, is
ere after dark to get that white kit-
thinks so much of; and cut off'its ears

Kate, eagerly.

and tail. Oh! won't she be farions when

she sees it in the morning 27

locked a little doubtful,
id that won't be jast right.”

1 said,

Kate
“Oh! I'm
But Jenny
nany ugly things that she had said and done,

ked so fast, and recalled so

scruples wera soon  overcome.

that Kate’
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But Peace, who had stood by, with sad,
trouhled eyes, immediately resolved iri her
generous little heart to try and give Susy
rarning.  Finding Bob, she hastily told him

whole story, and that she must go to
3 but she’d run all the way, and be
back before dark

It was a long walk for the tired little girl,
but the patient feet started bravely on their
errand of love. The ot — the shadows
d—all the little birds sang their
sd-night and put their heads under

ngrs, but no Tittle Pesce came b

Soon there were inquirics on every side,

7, but no sweet

ing voice returncd.  Servants were dispatched
in every direction, but all i . Soon the
family became much alarmed, and little Bob
was swakened to be asked if he knew any-
thing of his sister, He told all story,
and Kate, eoloring under consin Will's

s ful g L nto bitter wee

Bur no one ha ¢ comfort her

father, mother, cousin ill, amd all

th with lanterns to findithe pet of
houschold

“I suppose she is blessed wherever she




THE DANGEROUS DOOR.

said little Boh, confidently, *becan

peacemak
“ Ol perl
rom ns &

,? groaned Kate,

away 1 to be one of the children of
God.”

All night long they
Peace, but she had not |

arched for little

y at Susy’s, nor
conld she any where be found. When the
morning dawned, all the little schoolmates
with solemn fi joined in the search.

Susy Waters, who had heard the whole
story of the dear heart of little Peace, came

up to Kate, with a pale, tear-st
“«Oh, Kate, T shall never be |
How cruel I w
1 you ever fi
umility opened the door, and Kate said
you. If T had

, you would have

ned face.

3 to your swee

yeme?”

I

softly, “1 am just as bad

only been as kind as Peac
been different, I shall never forgive my-
self.
Just then Bob eried, «Here’
dre: in Will sprang for-
ward, , looked y

part of her

on the fence”  Cc

and, climbing




Consin Will

down to look

1 embrac n

1 from friend to

teach the
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tongue, and that he would al-
those tender

power of the

p the doors

¢ our lips, and our
yaise,” And all




VIII.
WALKING IN LOVE.

Taene could not have been g more beauti-

day. To be sure, there had been a fow
uds early in the marming, but, a
rren declared, there was

ywer-ch L dri
y thing was o bright and bea
ittle drap dancing on the

nd twinkling tc

what a fright it had

en the b

1

y in the

iy, and all the scholars

their dinne

d spend
2 woods,

asan si

m the Academy

ed in company

Buch




1ad been with

pretty, but was
ytes would have
one who did not
was quite sunt
r eyes were certainly
a kind and loving heart, w
do mmy thing to make oth
the wholc
that ghe

f

1 n-
-birds, if they
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“T don’t see why he wanted to com
Fanny Smythe. “If Twer
1 live with the owls,

such a secare

fin day-light”
exclaimed Nelly, how ¢
¢ he ot

boy, who limped slowly away
Jooked a little nnea
rm-in-arm with Sosy,
Ny said Charley

, do come
- mind Phil —he's used to W

wOL said Nelly, almogt erying, “he’a been
ve of this walk all th
shonght he was going to be so happy- Now,
ll, T bel

week, and he

Pm afinid he won't enjoy i
T onust w
pleadir

«Well, N

ronse ™ eried (

1k with him, Ch

lo the gqueer

hastened

What o clange a fow angry we
make, Nelly thonght, for o momenty it Wis
growing dark and was going to rain, but it
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was only a little mistiness in her
and hastily sing the back of her little
brown hand ac

The poor b
with a most j

WI eyes,

s them, she ran on to Phil.

¢ was standing quite
i | patient sadness in

hi

t brown e¢yes.
«Will you walk with me, Phil?” asked
Nelly, in her most cheerful tone,
The boy started, and said, with a sad but
grateful smile, “ No, Nelly, thank you just the
same, but I think I won't go. 1 don't feel

quite well.?

The tears ov
took his poor, thin hand. I know all about
it, Ph
saill. They did not mean it—they didn't
think, —that's all. Now don't be angry,
Phil.

4T am not

y's eyes, as she

You must not mind what the girls

mary,” said the boy, very quict-

ly, “but I suppose I muat he @ perfect fright 3

and TN spoil all the fun for the rest,”
«Not at all” cried Nelly, emphatics

«Why, Phil, you have a very pleasan
You know ull the boy
agysoon as they really know y

and girl

like you just

3 but some-

times you're proud just a little, nd turn away

from them, and that provokes them, and hurts




don’t know h

ars

1 to say sometbing, but conld

15t the best thing she
I sweet

with those

and. consoling
{hat weep.”
, Phil &

spect of €

Susy Gifford,, *T wouldu't be g0 ‘

1 Fanuy Smyth

Il the world

L the best girl in the A ul\
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INX LOVE

affectionate £ nerosity; whi 1 made

with a1

1r look prettacr than ever.
Now they all went inte the cool; §

fragrant with wi awers and the

, trees, As they danced along
nd langhter, Phil g jet!

stest and freshest blosse

rreen

woods,

odorov

with 8

ered the #we

made them into 8 W peath for M

not 1 the little bou

in his own

on leaves.
with such

ey are like me, !
Phil, with a st fle that
\g into tears.

«Pon't feel bad
«] like just such f

(hem, and think tha S,
hard, T ma) have a beaut ul sonl, which will
out, and make me pl t

some lime come
and lovely, just Jike these sweet
their crooked stems Al of this ki 1l of
Nelly, always make me
have beautif

owers on
Fplants,

persous who
Nelly 1o
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Phil was pleased, the
understand the odd

had never known wt
and

1
yond his years,

The rest of 1}
The boys an
ured after all
all
the happiest daj
nd Phil himse
to plense. He knew just where the prettiest

Jever more anxious

hered them for the gir

) told him he w
¢cold and prond, he had been
come k3 and to judge from th

and plensant words sl 1 upon him, he

was already reaping his

Ouly once,

mt, wher

they migit
med, Wi

too had,

ant encampme
ner, Belle Hamilton
Phil

so much to carry ?

“Oh,” eaid Fanny Smythe, in a whisper,




')
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which was a little too loud, “that’s all he's
good I)nn‘l the camels always carry
someth and the thoughtless girl glaneed
at the hm ip on poor Phil's k.

“0Ob, Fanny!" exclaimed Nelly, she
looked at the changing color in Phil's face,
and saw how his lip trembled when he
brave attempted his old patient smile.

Fanny was really much abashed for a few

minates, and Phil was taken into extra favor
by the rest of the kind-hearted company.

I should make my story too long if T should

Il that -was done throughout that
happy day-—the merry games that were
played — the wonderful T that were
told —the ¥ bowers t rere made, and
the sweet, wild strawberries that were picked
for tea. Neither have I time to tell you of
all the kind acts and words of the boys and
girls who, like Nelly, were trying to “walk
inlove.” There is only one thing more which
you may like to hiear about Phil.

When they were on the way home, a very
merry but very tired party, Fanny Smythe
suddenly exclaimed, “Oh, I have lost my
coral pinthat my aunt gave me on my birth-




LACES

day. What shall Tdo?” s ghe bmst into
tears,

Al the boys and girls gathered around, full
f sympathy Jut they were all o tired, and

it was sa no one offered to go back.

en little Nelly looked wistfully a2t the vil-

ge roofs visible through the trees,
could not find conrage to volunteer fi
search.

STU tell you what, Fanny,” sid
Graham, “ Tl get up very emrly to-m
morning. ok all over wher
been. T 1it, for no
th 1
have

“Oh!

Faony, “or it will be ¢

an't nk to-n

“ Well,” said Bob Patter
so dark in the woods now, w
not find it. Tt is just nonsense to thir
but if you'll enly wait till to-x
up with Ch )




vard, ‘making

ed 1

lamenting,
crying, “Fanny,
v Phil was

conld, hold-

chorns of

did you

By the brook,” pante 1
«Way back to the
upathizi
crimson.
ar Phil ! said N

lovely

1 eried Charley Gra-

’s be frie




HELPS tD PLAC

;3 but no o G anny the |
that

one of the boys s

of that day, nor
“towalk in love,”
a new | r for Phil; and the next Sabba
a8 in the chapter for the day were read tl
sweet words of the coming of Chri
shall change our vile bo ¢ it may
faslfioned like unto his glorious body,
many a glanee of tenderness was directed
the pew where sat little Phil His hands
were clasped tightly ether, his large

were dreaming thing

on his pale lips rested such a sweet, pes
smile, that Nelly flower was 1
gsoming, and that when Phil had a little

longer “ws 1 in love,” God would muke
him benutiful forever,




IX.
DREAMING SUSY.

Soume lit

1thewords

the
be sure to imagine,
minute, a pretty little girl =blus
, dimples and roses mixed in j

uming Sosy

proportions— who has been |

and,

very tired, has at last fallen asl

ield, or under the apple tre

you are not quite r

1t no ght, Tom and
for the little girl that I am goi
yu abont used to dream with her eyes
en. All day long, f

, little Susy dreamed

ing to

n sunrise to sun-

1dreamed, till you

knew whether he was ever

ornot.
d me better if
of

Perhaps you will underst

I give an account of one of the d
Susy’s life.
In the morning would come a loud call —

“Susy! Susy! it is time to get up!® and

Susy, rubbing her eyes, would answer, ©



mothe

think

weet perf
nglets, gnd dre
Put. a little. thin 1,
1Y, in my hand, and ghe
I'would say, *You may py
up stairs, thismornip, Jette,
chickén and son

yes, son

—a little
3oand —Tet
ke, and?*
sther’

8 all rea;

16 Preser

1t Woul
dreaming
it all w
her break{
ill-natur

an honr,

a little
and pots

from w
; that tears

ing in |

T eyes

Then after breakfast
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iy, “Susy, do you know your arithmetic
’s all fractions, and I've been up

lesson? I

les take the book,”

I don’t know one word;
ghe open

studying for mo!

«Oh, Joe
cried Susy
sitting down in the door-way
Oh dear, how could she ever un-

the place.
d md it? What a regiment of figures —
31! How
nto line, and find out just what they
h? Susy scowled and fretted, and
r tree before the

uld she over bring

g up into the b
mt, absent look came in her eyes,
and in a minute she was off’ dreaming,

it wonld be” thought Susy, «if

5, and had a faify god-mother.

door, a va

“Tow
I lived in 4 pala
Ther
mother put li

cess wi

@ WS Or

a4 room w
athers.  <Th
d different birds,
1 you must pick them all out by
have each kind by itself in u hundred diff
t he: l'you! So the poor prin-

cess eried and eried,” —

great heap of
feathers of a hund

* are the

ps, or Tl

% Susy, Susy,

in the clouds.
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#1 will minute,”

ad then she wer

o the poor princes

t her f
ber wand thre
ed feather f
ow, usht Susy, *
come and wave over
every figm

ly just wher
all the

n, Miss &
nd " —
g, ding-dong! «Why, ths
school bell,” ericd Susy, jumping
i 1 Joe; “and your

minute

yes, and held
All the way to s
welp of her goot

natared bro
iin. The time

wits too s

Jost of lier recitation, instead of hearing any




o7

k upon the
eful Patty

» take her

hd privations
npon Susy
t with a lile picce
given hery the
and her eyes again
fixed cancy
What ave you after now, Susy # ™ cried
Joe.
“« Well, P'm ¢ ye what iff I had three
nd while one pair did the
on these strings,
wn that s
and we'd hav done in no time af
“«Well, I never! A Joe. “Beems
to me I'd learn to use one puir of hands be-

I was fretting §

o the world w

all smooth,

complished

erow out. 7y d bo pretty

I wor
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bt l‘]n-'i]hm X
Hu» irst joint of n fore-fing
and bit her lips, but had not
woid 4o u
But more serions co
resulted f
Wwis very
she lived only a mile
would often, ox ‘ ramble there with

her work, and, sitting on the rocks, dr

at Susy hail
nination composi to write, and
her pencil and paper with her, she
went down to the rocks, s said,
one should interrupt Ler. She
ml.m with the sand and shells,
¢ comfortably, 1
papet upon le: and began to—q
“How nice it would b 1 Susy in
usual fishion, #if some gre nd wonld
take hold of my pene , without my hay-
ing to think o b d t ¢ it along
over the paper, writing finniest and
nicest things in the world; then how neatly




I shouldn't wone

;* and Pat

up to read — ¢ Lions
is a very useful animal' And then,” ran
'y — “ wh
3 or how nic
the morning
pink silk 3 wreath
s the 1

s at the gran

nimble thoughts, and

v late it was growing,

h had been sloy
wer a 'y sent a little
up in her face

looked quickly

ghe had be

eamir

Oh!
n!

till
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| around the little rock where she

. and there seemed no way
usy ! she was wide awa
high ¢
What should
y and looked out
and back on

was 1o one i

remembered that

the dreary
sight, and dropy

1 1 no me

wreaths, bfit so
more. Butthe sea
and suddenl

the

m up,
Oh!

a lovely

her Tittle,
with
S
look-

wonder if mother had

1 was cook ples

washing herself’ by the

, when they all sat down ke







r hair,
1T haven't

*T get down on my

1 g yod at all; but |
¢8, Ll

k Im one of Gods children, and ca
But the water

wen by m

her still, and poor sobbing Susy eon-

dluded she would ¥ ther die &

treml
wd — what

1 it was, and how 8

Oh, how
She couldn’t stand much long

then ?
“ ].‘ N

-1 mother! Joe!” s¢ reamed Susy

 hereycs as she folt her-
ly forward.

declare if there isn’t our Susy ? eried
ished
ound the corner of a rock

, daughter!” cried fathers;

Susy knew no more gill she found herself
coat, held safe in her

¢, and his boat swept

and

wrapped in a great
father’s arms.

« Well, what were you about this time 2"
eried Joe, with pretended roughness, as he
ne., %1 suppose yo

wound up his fishix




indulged in this sad habit so
ery next Sunday, as she sat in
church, thinking of her narrow escape, she
said to hersel
Lwus very good t 1.1 onght
to be a Ohristing, How
I were just like an ange
Wrong. en, whereve
would love me, nnd would say, *What a
expression  Miss' Snsan has!® snd
whetl T died, I should g

she never heard wi

ove them that
ly ehall

She ¢
vould be ve

spoke







X

SUNSHINE AND TEARFUL.

Who is it
When g

the ball
er knitting?
fyrall

it

s hag a smi

ny ¢ lu||| sles fli

W Im sings, till fretful b
Droop, sweet agih

? nl the ho u~~ shold eries,

fri

ul tone

What brings the
Fo

¢ Sunshine’s ”
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Gyeet langhing flov

1

Joes sultry Sum

Bat what ¢
To fretful little Tearful
Great thorns on 1o s that sting,
And nettle wful,
And Winter sends her slippery snow,
" And sets he i
When dismal night-winds come and go,
And shake her when ghe shivers.
« Sunshine!” pleased with all
of God has givens;
time she'll hear an 4 1 e
' ghine in heaven

il and feart

olden streel

« Pearful 2"




we, timidly,
coming into the room, ¢l 1its pretly
erimson coal fire and l:xwln. vellow jets of
gas light,

Her cousin looked np. coldly
tion, Uncle Gould frow
his paper, and Amnt Gould just said, very

at the ques-

3l ominously over

dryly, —¢In his room.”

Madge looked une ~1!y from one to the

res turned upon
wd after
he laid down

a few moments of irresolutior

from the room.

her school-hooks
In the hall she met the

“Oh! Betty, please tell me, has any thing
happened? and why didn't Jamie come to
school this afternoon 27

Betty shook her head.  «Well, Miss, T don't
like to grieve you, but
a shocking thing, and if he was a poor boy

108

c-maid,

r brother has done




107

which almo
Jamic stecd? It's
burst into tears
aVery well)” said
«you'll soon find whether
1 believe he's none Loo g0« it
you cither, with your mincing st

But Madgs

mt w
sut of hearing — tw
a time up the broad s

a little

at the f
story cor . Bhe

. but all was




was at his
around his neck.
1 it all the minute
1 Jamie, trying to

‘tears in your voice,

it you don’t believe it?
! eried Madge, vehemer

Id any one dare

know where t

Jamie, with o great effort at se
have to something I've been keey
secret ever since last summer.  You see, when
cousin Bell had her birthday party last June,
wd all the girls swept around in such pr
shining silks, or élse dresses half clouds and
If cobwebs, and you only had that pink
1 ' -1 don’t know why.
You looked just
fall, 7 th
id, *Just look at
ad doesn’t b
e or four
up il nig s on it?’
bays laughed, said, — ¢ And isn't
pr t u did look as
gwret a8 @ tose, 1 thought; but thit prond




ike a knite— 1
to me, and he

1 Betty was

me more,

nd lay behind

1 ced up

1 wondered why

ken you and me too,

ther and mother died, and not left us

ta come to this proud, rich unele, who does

not love ng, and who treats us like little beg-
L"V‘.”

sooth-

ry kind to us

m 8.

lon't remember many times just now,”
little whi ter that
I heard 27 hirthday came

winter, and to have a grand
, and invite and girl she had
1. Then I
ey will want to dress Madge
merino, but I




top that Lutie gave me,
y I found T had just
tod M

So. Mr. Green: W

bought you t
1k of the wooils
an yon had it on,
you would look
f'a bed of moss”
D.
you do all that for me? I'm go sorr)

B Lknow I never care t T wear
Yes, T know it 1 Jamie; “and you're
lways lovely to me. T suppose it is heeanse,
Green Tway 1




@lg which are o
God. T haven

hink ¥

with my
arned it

ng very T

y — abont, t )
said he had left in b

ou got in that bun-
Y CAdr for
‘let o

y tell him that T
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didn’t,

m

me up to my

Madge, that I’y

han six months,) — Ja
d Aunt, Goul

with a y

o0 be kind, and
l, and

b it

ird or

PLACES,

told me
told me

sked his pardon, he

But T conld not tell

y that T

» more it would

2 mice, aft

1 matehy you k

and whatever I ¢

v will
with eager sympathy

sinee you coulil w

with & glow of pride t}

canght Jamie in

thought him only p

md prize
be given to darl

ied Mady
“Yon've skated ever
nd she remembered
t no one had eyer y
ind often, w

d be writing




JAMIE'S STRUGGLE

pame, with th
the great white
on a leaf of his wr A
you'll be sure of the prize.
and 1 know it will

m going to tell

, exultingly, © 1

sht with nncle too.

b 3

y Uncle Gould
ild,” he said,

clieve that a boy

But, to her g
wonld n
“no one could make me
marbles and candies half
And if he

would go W
a year to buy his sister

did. he never could have saved
uch a handsome silk. Besides, what

the matter, Betty saw hi Tibr

enrly this morning, before any

my d y
one was up. It s - clear ease,
though it griev

The next morning, ! ss night,

Jam ates, his

l¢ met him in tl 2
“«Yon ean not skate vy, James,” said
2, almost kindly, a it the boy’s

flushed, worn face. but right ihat

yon should have some punishment for such 8

at fault.”
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t T did not do it, sir,” said Jamie, im

Dincle Gould jgrow quite stern. % Remem-
ber that Betty saw yon, my child. Either
ardon, or go back to your

1 Aunt Gould, appearing
from the parlor, “ you love Madge dearly, and
no doubt the temptation was ve . We
have been talking it over, and we wis}

83 kind as your own fither and mother.
Confess your fault, and, as it is the first time,
we are all ready to forgive you, and trust
you once more. And indeed, since it would
make yo happy, I will even promise
to give the dress to Madge”

“Don't be a prig, Jim,” whispered Lutie
“just say you did it, ¢ it done with.

What a terrible e went on in poor
Jamie’s breast. If he a lie, there avas
love and f @ prize and
ath, nothing
but coldness empt, and solitude in
his dreacy room. What a struggle! The
hot passions raged, the terrible fire
burned through | is and eyes. He
hesitated, Ah! is he going to love the praise




FAMIE'S STRUGOLE.

mament more of s

«T did not do it, un¢
lie.”

Poor Jamie spent the day in his room
tended by Madge, his faith ul shadow. Th
heard Belle and Lutie going away merrily
with their gkates, but, strange to say, they did
not feel very miserable,
as thei

“Jsn't it
Jamie, «If it
should fuel Tight as a feather.”

% Do you remember that strange that
mother used to say ?” asked Mad lv'v, < Be-
hold, we count them hiappy which endure! 1
believe I understand it better now, Jamie;
and what is the rest of it—<Ye have seen
the er the Lord, that the Lord is very
pitiful and of tender mere XAl glad
you endured it all, Jamie, and \‘h-\ L 10WS
what the end be? Tam quite certain it
will all come right at last.”

Jamie tric s
ever a vivid remembrance

and even smiled

pointments came ove hi
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and of tender

to Limse ry piti

mer

aht of Lautin's

~can it be possil

r ind the

—is
p in that identical green
flush on her

standing by tho pi

silk, thongh, with th
ks, she looks m
And Jamie —
What

happs
like 1 x

s there aver &nch o

ss-rose than

radiant ?
But here s M
# Aunt Gonld fonnd 1
caught behind the little drawer, and how
ud Unele Gonld had actuall
1 since had treated hir
A Teen

have happened ?

you all; how

missing roll of bills

ked Jamie's

ilmost as

v,
(Mad
was s0 proud ! Oh! she couldn’t begin to
all she felt!™

I
But who ean express Jami

ully @s if he

and every body was 5o kind ga)

happiness not only that he i
1 loved —that Madge
sweeter than any otlier

Unele Gould




o sweeter light in

at earnest eyes softly,

count them




XII.
“IN HONOR PREFERRING ONE ANOTHER.*

Lows Vaxpernero, with her shawl over
te
evening
Lier Tittle 1
when suddenly the boy appe
thick mist as if he had risen out o
“Al, here
u must have walkes
ing an hour for his paper. But come
in. We've
ve for this dreary n
vee hiot cakes for t

auly responded, * T'm sure

are,” in such a dismal te
tered the br
turned upon Li

“T'm o

very cleayly tl
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«No, don't trouble me 3 P'm only tir Pyl

Nevertheless, Lois notice d that when he
had hung away his damp coat and tippet, he
seated himself by the W far as pos-
sible from the bright, cheerful fire, and hid
Tis head bebind the cnrtain.

«Now, Pierre,” she whispered following
him, % you must tell me what happened.”

& Don't ask me, sistery’ id Pierre, melting
a little; ¢ Pm ashamed to te

But, Lois persisted and she had such kind,
« taking " that, as Pierre would have

told you, she never let down her little bueket

of sympathy into Pierre’s heart without
drawing up nearly all of his troubles,

«Well, Lois,” said he, slowly, “in the first
place, you know how anxious ther has been
that I should be ¢head boy’ at school this
year, and you know how DI've studigd early
and late, and hav issed a singlelesson 77

& Yes, indeed,” eried Lois.

«Then you know that Herbert Bell is the
only other boy who has been studying so
hard, and I'm sure I can remember 2 least
three times /e has missed this quarter.

“Yes, well?”

«Well, to-day, Mr. Simmons asked me to




inutes after sehool, and when the
one, he y
¢ been very much ploased with some

1
te

nd I've been thinking

3 W 1 like best for a present

this wints

heart beat! T the

L you ean’t think k

for you know, Lois, I

painted re

one thige wi

nd futher never oc
ford it, #@ud now ¢ tim th
Well, he

in my face,
Herbert Bell? 1
scholar as we have in the school
Lois, i ed beft

time as if my w

f my checks bur

y T felt ehi
tumbled off

head

_—A
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into the stove, and I was choked with the
emoke besides. I couldw’t speak for a mo-
ment, but just pretended I had a terrible
cough; and by and by I just managed to

sy, —

“«+Yes, sir, 1 don’t believe there's a better
fellow in all the world.

«t That's all right, said My, Simmons, very
kindl and now I've one more favor to ask
of you. As yon and Herbert are such very
good friends, your tastes must be something
alike, and I should like some pleasant Satur-
day to take you with me to the city, to help
me pick out just the right kind of a sled, for
it’s a good while since I was a boy, #nd T
afraid I don't know so much about some
things as I did then)

1 hardly remember what I said, sister, but
pretty soon I was out on the road, thinking I
knew just how that wicked old Ianhn felt,
for you see I thought 7 was the hoy Mr
mons delighted to honor, and instead of that
I must go to B and pick out a |
sled for my Mordecai.” Pierre’s voice :~lmuk
and leaning his hand against the window, he
staved out into the dark, r: iny night.

“But, Pierre,” said Lois, * I'm sure you're
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not at ull Jike that bad Haman, You ecer-
tainly don’t hate your Mordecai.”
indeed, sister; there's all the comfort
there is in t
“Not at al eried “there’s some
thing more.

nor for My, Simmons t

1t showed that he thought you

rt, and were above

never thought
brightening ; “but then,
mare sadly, “ I'm pretty sure he saw what T

ut, imd knew just how mean

rery mean, after " said Lois,
vas kind in you to praise Her-
Bort™

& Why, sister,” intarrpted Pierre, with a
look of surprise, “what else could I do?

Didn't T have to tell the truth ? ™
“To be sure,” is, smiling still more,
“hut T donot b s , Simmons has such
# very poor opinion of yon. He knows very
well how hard it is for a boy who has studied
as you , to stand nside, and let some one

else take the first place. yes, little
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2 very hard and

we all have to struge

Pierre,
deal before we can very cheer~

]nr.l}' g
fully *in honor prefer one anotl
% But you can do it at last, siste r??

«(Oh, ves; we can 5o far conguer our self-
ishness for Christ’s sake, that at last we all
very much prefer other people’s happiness to

our own.”

Pierre looked thoughtful, but was much
to life, that
s was by

, and so far reconciled

comift

the call to sapper and nice hot

no means disregarded.

after,

few we

Saturday,

One pleas
Pierre rushed in with a bright face,
% Well, sister, it’s done at last. 7 and Mr.

it the sled, and it's a reg-

Simmons have bong
ular beauty. Its name is ‘Rocket,' and it's
the brightest red.  Oh, won't Herbert’s eyes
gnap! But now, sister, do you think it was

ue too? There

wrong for me to wish
were plenty more beauties in the store, but
they cost money,” and little Pierre sighed.
mind,” he continued by e
bert is just the best fellow, — and I really ¢
think at last, that if only one of us could have
ity I would rather it should be he, and I think

ever wely,
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Tl give him my little flag, too, so every thing
will be complote; and people will know the
¢ And
— examination will

¢ the *

establishment, goes

most forgot

ister, T
Wednesdiy, and Im to have the hone

{ presenting the sled. But do you know,
Herbert b
catest spirits, and 59

spects, for he is in

knows some-

ipen before
Id of ity

d that's going

boys have got b

r one of th said 1o

too, P sure,

“Th \ething going on right under
your nose, Piarre, but Dutel
gt their eyes apen till nr o'
happy T didn't mind it = bit, and only Inughed

ile never

T was %0

to think how much wiser I was than any of

them.”
The great Wednesday came.  Herbert, and

Picrre passed very fine examinations, and s

to deliv

the close
which had been carefally p

for the oc-

casion.
« Herbert Bell,” began P

but (how

sert coming for-

awkward 1) the
ward too, and b
it Vand A
«Keep still, Herbert,” wh

ed Pierre.
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n to e a speech, and preser

th a sled.”

@ Just exactly what I am to do
whispered back Herbert, with a merr;

Poor bewildered Pierre looked imploringly
at My. Simmons, who, risin 1, -

«T believe I s > to decide this mat-
ter, and say that the s belofigs to Pierre
Vanderberg, \\Im has ten more good marks
than Herbe

%Oh, Mr. Simmons,” eried poor Pierre, but
entively broke down, while Herbert shook
his hand as if it were a pump-handle. Lois

wiped her eyes in a corner, and the boys,

who were all in the secret, made the old

school-room shake with a perfect tempest of

im'lxum-.




XIIT.
LITTLE CROSS-

It w )
who had gonc d very unwi
nging to the hill-t
some time aflc

faee had disuppeare back

) with
till they awoke, and

ped so shrilly for their breakfast, that the
1or mother-hird had to st

i tha shy little violots




LITHLE OROSE-BEAR

erowns, and whispered,
prineesses, rall)

he met two or

ng them

8o this is the day for your pienie. T was
in the woods all day yesterday making ready
for you. Youll find a path all emerald and

gold, dry and soft as the parlor carpet, and
I've hung the rocks with m and flowers,
and I looked so hard at the iwherries
that the foolish Jittle things turned red, but
you won't like them any the less for that.”
d merrily, and hurry-
linner-b ts in such

den gate.
jed Susy Wright, “not

rendy yet? wrry, for it is a long v
and we want
grows much warmer.”

STt won't take me two minutes”
Qarric; but Jenny stood irresoly

8L am afiaid we oughtn't to go”

SWhy not, pray ?* cried Carrie, st Gl
“Why, you kndw mother has one of




D FRACER.

and there's Walter
and Fred to be taken ef
“Wall, and there’s Sally to do ity said
Clarric
- u know Sally”
b ety snihy
to-day.”
«How provoking!” said Carri

Then she added, after a pause, 1
I

believe mother’s head is v

@ Fred will be good, and r would

p amuse him.”

“Walter is almost 2 by himself)” said
“and Fred frets st all the time
s been getting his tecth, poor little

b sl ene o not
spoil Ling ied Carric wnd 1'IFJust
mathoerif ghe ¢ t o withe
It would 1
ndovely day
ie was b
radiant face.
ean spar
selves so mu
Jenny he The woods in the dis

tan and pleasant, and




LITTLE CROS8-BEARERS

Fred's fretful lit jarred upon her
while she thought how hard rl wonld
amusgghim, and keep Walter quict and |
through all that warm day. But would
any easier for her mother, left all alone with
her aching head? ©No,” thought Jenny, «I
can not be so selfish. T should not enjoy my-
self at all.”

& What are you thinking al s0 1
asked Carye, impatiently. “ Come,
our baskets reac

“1 believe I won't go,” faltered Jenny.

“Why not?” eried two or three disap-
pointed voices.

“1 can’t bear to leaveanather so sick.”

“What a fiean girl ¥ou are, Jenny Bell,”
whispered Carrie, angrily,  You want
make all the girls think yon are such a sain
and I am so selfish. That's all you're doing
it for— just to show off?

“No, indeed, Carrie,” said Je nuy, eoloring
deeply ; and turning to the o she ade 1(,.1,,

“Oue of us can t as well as not, and,
of course, as Crric 2 oldest, she has the
B8 right, and, indeed, T do not believe
SPe half as much ahe
has been talking about it all the we

9
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No persuasion could move Jenny, who only
shook her head cheerfully, and insisted that
she did not feel badly at all, and at last the
impatient little party moved on.

After watching them down the road, with
glistening eyes, for it was really a very great
trial to be left behind, Jenny went back to
the mursery, where her mother sat bathing
her head with camphor, and trying to amuse
the Tittle complaining Fred with some pic
tures. A look of glad surprise came over
her flushed face, as she heard Jenny’s step.

“I thought you were goue to the woods.”

“No, mother,”said Jenny, trying to speak
carelessly, =1 thought T would like to play
honse ]wu[ul to-day$¥und first T am going to
put you to bed with your dreadful hes ul\nd.o,
and then Walter and Fred and I are gping
to have a nice time out in the arbor

The happy tears eame in Mrs. Bell's eyes
as her kind danghter arranged the pillowsd
under her thtebbing head, and, darkening the
room, stole softly ot with Fred and Waltex.

But it was no small task that Jenny had
undertaken. Poor baby Fred bit his fingers
with his hot, swollen gums, but as that did
not make matters any better, he threw away,
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one after another, flowers, bo and play-

things, wk patient Jenny brought, and

was quite determined to be a very unhappy
little baby. Then Walter was full of mis-
chief, and conld only be kept still with stories,
which poor Jenny told industriously, walking
up and down the garden walk, earrying baby
Fred till she thought her arms wounld drop
off.

Ouee in a while a vision crossed her of the
happy party seated in the shady woods,
muking crowns, and eating wild strawberries,
but she pushed it bravely aside, and kept on
her tiresome walk, only thinking to herself
that if mother was having a nice rest, she
could bear it a little lofger.

The sun grew very hot, but little tyrant
Frédl would not be carried into the house,
and as poor Jenny, turning in the path, was
Jjust beginning hor seventh story, she saw a
gentleman at the garden gate.

#Could you give me a drinkof water, little
Lady ?7 suid he, plessantly, and Jenny, en-
cambered by the dlinging Fred, soon bronght
aeool, brimming goblet,

*Youlook tired,” suid the gentleman kindly
#5 he thanked her, and before she knew it —
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hers wer Ty patiently,
always looking as if they saw something
8o beautiful just a little way before them,
that they forgot &ll present sorrow and tronble,
So the story went on, till the pilgrims all
came to & very dark valley, through which
they must pa Then some of them trem-
1 and grew pale, but others went, in sing.
ing, and' some of the words of their song
were, “Thongh I walk through th valley of
the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for
Zhow art with me,” and sudd , while

were singing, the heavy crosses fell from their

backs, and in their stead angels brought them
shining crowns, And th came a voice,
“Father, T will that these whom Thoun hast
given me, be with me where I am, that the y
miy behold my glory” Then the wholc
valley was filled with light, the
shouted, “They shall sce the
beauty,” and the happy  pilgri passed
through the everlasting gates into the golden
eit

Jenny's tears foll fast ns she finished the
strange little book, which she could not quite
understand, j

“My sweet little danghter,” said a vo
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she saw her mother coming
, and knew from Ler eyos that
bad headache was quite gone. “You
de me very happy,” continned Mrs,
Bell, kissing Jeany's round checks. «You
Lave been 5 ficing and patient to-
u..n I am sure my prayers have been
1, and that one of my little daughters s
ning o take up her cross duily and follow
hrist.”
“Mother," said Jenny, eagerly, “do you
mean that 7 am a ¢ beaver?
“You certainly have been to-lay 1 ber
mother, with ag i
Jeuny burst into happy tears, and held
out her little bo ey read it over to-
theryand Jenny's mother explained it.
nd will all that ever happen to me?®
said Jenny,
“Yes, if you take up your cross duily, and

bear it patiently, you, too, shall see the King

in his by

Carrie came home very cross that night.
She knew she had been selfish, and nothing
had gone yight all day, while there sat Jenny,
looking go \\umlululh hay What could
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be the reason ?  Was she doing it to be pro-
voking ?

The little party
very voluble, telling Jenny of the pleasures
of the
did time, and had never seen the woods so
beantiful, and so full of birds and flowers™
But not one of the p:

y stopping at the gate were

ay. “They never had such a splen-

patient little cros
singing, “She shall see the Jing in his |
and the land that is very fur off

» angels were

Ly,
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“Dzaz little one,” the mother eried, %Ok

haste ;
Thou must go far before 1 be closing,
And ts this broth to l‘ old \\n.m‘s

taste ;
But softly g
Perhaps the poor

startle her reposix
Id woman will be dox ng”

He sweeps lis

ight eurls *neath his crimson !
cap,

His sweet 6ves dance be

h their silken
@ should chance I

hintly through the cloud-rify

flashes,

And on the rocks the surf gl

moaning

dash
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THE LITTLE

« Dear mother, I'l be Great-Heart, do not

sants will be trees with frost-wreaths

hoary,
e shadows fall beft
TIl think ns Ae did in that sw

That just beyond them lies the gate of o

1

ing from the

The be: clouds rolled da

west,

Tnn angry fire the wintry day was dying
No child ywas resting on the mother
Asstill she listened tot
And heard the sullen bres

She prayed, “O Father, do thine angels

i stand

J On carth’s far corners, now so dim and
drear;

i‘ Oh, bid them hold these winds, that over|.

f And sea they blow not, with their sob-

| bings eerie;

They frighten Aim, his little fect grow weary.”

The child ca
storm

He thot

smiling through the blinding

ht the whirling suc it angels,

bringing
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THE NIGHT.

LONG
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2w something ver,
And while T

he stretehed out his

try-

id, softly, —

tes, and be

1 the

the very words, f
from my little book.

“Well,” broke in little Frang, breathlessly,
“what happened then? Did y
door or gate, &
in¢”

“No," said Therese, thoug
not think what the
for he only looked straight into the b
red. sunset, and T had seen it just
often before,  But he look
earnestly that T be, d that some-
thing was going to happen. So I took hold

Ny

king come

cr, and did any

ly. “T could

ntleman m

wnt 5
utiful

d so long

an to be

of his hand and said, *
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“+Yes, ittle Therese, 1

1y King, s

1 he.

I asked.

v little more

g of England ¢
ul he smiled

.Lurm l,m_'

! the king of Swe

little Therese,” said he
« Km,: of Glory,”

“¢ And
¢Is it far

18 “Glory,” sir??

nd the mountaing,mnd i
it ver )

‘It is

Bat m good people are coming 1

nd the journey will not be

bt l-ul ,w,.i. are always going further and
farth

said Frimz, slowly, «1 tric
to do duy.  Neighbor Ulrich was
Just going up the unlain with his mules

load of bread anq fruit, whon

and every thing tumbled over
the ground. Ah, how gy,

when I first tan ip, he s
ht 1

only meant to trouble

1 he
1

v he was; and

t me with Lis
whip, for he tho

him "
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LoNG

8 old fellc
*I would have thrown e

d Robert,

over the

rocks if' T had been there.”

“ Al, no” said the gentle Tl
you would hav @
you wen

“Then
1 hope

s been as bad

dut at
first, 4 ehts enmne tumbling
into my head, and T wanted to eall him an
us'y name. But I}
you told me, sister,

ath, just as
oth hard ;
 and

and pretty soon T felt s

belped him till every thing
“And what did he say tl

ol up.”
" asked The-

rese.
“Oh! he suid T was not as bad as some

boys."

eried  Robert
so bad as some boys, indeed ! Weare
those all the thanks you ¢

“Well,” said T

“The old eurmudsec

rese, sootl

ren to love

ke him smile. 1 am very glad
Il."

think T ¢

me sny nearer to
z, with great ear-
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But Therese did not know what it eonld
be; and while she was still trying to think,
her heavy eyelids drooped, and she was soon
fast asle

wo or three times she awoke again, and
wondered if it were not almost morning; but
it was dark a8 midni ht, and she wounld try
o compose herself again. But at last she
became so broad awake that she rose up in
bed and tried to look around the room,  “It
must be a very dwk night,” she thought to
herself; “for almost alw the stars give a
little light, I wonder how I happened to
wake so early.”

Just then little Franz spoke, in a very
weary voice,— “Dear Therese, when will it
be morning ? Tt is the very longest night I
ever knew,”

“So T think,” eried Robert. “Ive been
awiake half' & dozen times, and now T mean
to get up.”

“Oh, no,” pleaded Fr: Let us tell sto-
ries till daylight” So T se, Robert and

Franz each told a long story; and just gs
they finished, ne, waking up, aried loudly
for her breakfust,
“I don’t wonder that she js hungry,” said
10
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silence; then Robert gave a quick, sharp
ery, —
“0Oh, Therese! Could it be an avalanche 2

“No, 1o, d Therese, in a trembling
voice. “That ean not bie, or the roof would
hay len in, and we all have been crushed
to death.”

“Nao,” snid Robert, “T have heard father
say that small ones sometimes fall so lightly
that sleeping families have never been dis-
turbed. But then 7 remember a noise in the
night”

“And 1,” said Therese.

“And L” echoed frightened little Franz.

“What ean we do?” asked Therese, as
firmly as she could.

“Will not fither diz us out?” sobbed
Franz.

“Fm afraid he can not find us”

*WWell? said Robert, “1 will try and dig
through to the light;” and finding an old
shovel, he hurried to the door, and began to
work manfully, But it was all in the dark,
and the snow fell over him till he was half
dead with cold and fatig
lie tried sgain; but as soc
away, the snow was sure to f

Several times
s he dug a Tittle
all down and fill
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had eaid, wildly,— % Oh, Therese, Therese, I
can not, can not die!” and threw himself sob-
bing upon his bed. Bat little Franz, who
was becoming very ill, suid some very strange
things, so that Therese could not help weep-
ing, when he whispered, sadly, —

“All da
ter, when will the King of Glory come in?*

Suddenly a sound broke the stillness—a
sound upon the roof. “ What is that ? eried
Robert, stagting eagerly to his feet.

There were several heavy blows, and then
aray of bright, beautiful sunshine came flash-
ing through a hole in the wall, and a voice
exclaimed, —

“Little I'ranz Hoffmuster, are you there?”

Franz eould not speak ; but Robert gave a
wild shout and husral. ©Yes, yes, neighbor
Ullrich, here we all are!” and in a fow mo-
ments the room was filled with kind neigh-
bors, who hore the little famished children
out into the dear light and air, where their

opped down from fatigue,
was awaiting them with great anxiety. T
ean not tell you of all the tears and embraces
that were showered upon these childven, But
it would have done your heart good to see

k, no sun, no moon, no stars, §
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Robert Llushed, as he rememberad I
kind words; by

il

turned and kissed the igh
r Ulrich sping his
to th y and sai
dways to please thee, dear King




XVI.
“MORNING GLORY.”

“MorninG Grory ® was the youngest of a
large family of brothers and sisters, and al-
though already nearly ten years old, she was
still the pet and baby of the honse. She had
a cheerful, sunshiny face, and as many pleas-
ant, winning ways as any little girl that ever
lived. Perhaps this was because she had
such a large, warm heart — so full of love for
every body and every thing that God has
made.

T ought to tell you that her real name was
“Grace Campbell,” but her brothers and sis-
ters had given her the name of “Morning
Glory,” because they could never eatch her
in bed after sumrise. She thought the world
was never so beautiful as when it was just
waking up in the cool, clear morning. So
her ears caught the fisst fnint vwitter of the
birds, whila they were yet only talking in

1

B AT ..
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their slcep ; and the first heam from the “eye-
lids of the morning”™ kissed Gracey's wide-
awake eyes, as she bounded across the clover
fields, on a visit to her favorite little scolding
brook. This busy little stream was * Momn.
ing Glory’s” spe delight.  She liked to
walch it forcing its way in amongst the big
stones, here murmuring and complaining a
little, and a little farther on tossing up show-
ers of diamonds and pearls, and then going
on more quietly, singing n contented litle
song, and finally dripping into a cool shadowy
basin with a sonnd like a chime of fairy bells,
By the brook grew violets and lilies, aud
Grace never failed to come home laden with
the dewy treasures.

One morning, as she came bounding up the
garden path with fresh, glowing cheeks, sing-
ing some favarite song, brother Tom (who
is % grown np " sind ought to be ashamed to
be o lazy) opened his sleepy eyes, and for a
moment wis vexed with the racket. Dut as
he heard more clearly, he smiled, and said, —
“Ab, it is only * Morning Glory?” Then he
turned his window-blind to cateh a glimpse
of his little flower-crowned sister, and to hear
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more plainly the words of her song. Tt was
this: —
“ Al the golden hours of momning
g only this sweet iy —
of morning, mormiig only
£ country far awvay,”

Sky-lark,” shouts brother Tom,
“why do you sing of the *country £ 4
Tsn't the morning beautif

“Yes,” replied the ohild ; * but I like to s
about that other land, for Mr. Mayfield says
it is a great deal lovelier than this, because it
is always morning, and God is there”

%1 thought God was every where” said
teasing brother Tom.

“Well, so he is” returned “ Morning
Glory,” twisting her rosy fingers, “but we
can’t see him here. We can’t sce him till
we're ‘pure in heart.)” .

SWell! don’t you ever see him then??
eried Tom, with an air of great surprise,

“Oh, Tom!” cried the puzzled ehild, “ whit
do you mean? T must die first, you know.
But,” continued she, after a mbment, 1 can
see God's thoughts now.”

“What do yow mean ?” exclaimed Tom,
puzzled in his turn.
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Gracey looked doubtfully at the sunburng
\d slightly reddish hair, and gravely

rejoined, “ Well, Tom, mother s

face

yon i

to be a dear

little “baby, and I suppose
T must have boe

handsome when God first

windows, and

rearance of sundry heads be-

merry brothers and sisters, ane
o that the conversation | ad been oye
5 and the unanimo.

ecision was, that
little % Morning

the wvictory remained y

Glory,” and big brother Tom was completely
vanquished,

Gracey went off to finish her morning walk,

but her mind was not quite at ease, “ Cpuld
brother Tom or any one else think of trecs,
or hills, or flows
that God mq
on the

more beantiful than those
16" She threw herself
T geat, and the

lown

with

gravely
in resting on her dimpled hand.
lenly every thing

her ror
Sug
3 and a

e eonfused,
though she rubbed her eyes over and
gain, all around her loo} nge and
unnatural. “Where gm [37» cried “ Morning
3 " “and what is the matter 2"

“We have been making 1

ove

stra

Glory,

new earth,” said
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Glory,” «like the grass in sistor Mary’s paint-
ing. Where are the crickets and grasshop-
pers, and where are the little teq rs that the
grass weeps in the night becanse the sun is

gone 5o long 97

“Oh, we have forgotten those little things,”
said the voige; « they are not of much conse-
liil”llt“."“

“Indeed th " said « Morning Glory,”
almost orying; and she ran off'to look for the
little brook. As: she ‘drew near she missed
the usual merry babble, and looking with
Browing consternation she fonnd it no longer
hurrying along as if it had so much to do and
not 4 moment to lose. All the stones had
been earefully Temoved, and there was only a
deep, smooth bed, along which the brook
moved asif it had suddenly become old ang
tired. * She missed especially that big stone
in the center against which the little stream
used to rush so determinedly, and then, be-
cause it couldn’t go throngh, would tak
4 leap up into the sunshine, turning
rainbows and golden mist, and then running
on with such a gwoet musie, to tell all ghe

anks how it co quered,
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the

ft, misty wreaths she used to love to
wateh.  And then the sun was 80 dim!
mnst be evening” sigheq «

Motning
" “perhaps it will be be

tter in the

“Zhis is morni
very fine ene top.
“And shall we 4
morning than th

y” eried the v

ice, “and a
’

iever have a pleasanter

o

the voice.
“ Morning Glory ” burst into tears, and
sobbed so hard that she — awolke, and found

brother Tom standing by in great astonish-
ment,

ems to me

cried he, “there is an un-
usual amount of dao on the ¢ Glo
But Gracey started to her feet, and looked
eagerly around.
There was the soft
with xlu\\wlm.nps, and , and gry
pers.  There were the tall, proud flowers
tossing their graceful heads, and the violets
dy to courtesy when she ran past.  There
were the pur t clouds duif
ing into the clear sky, ang
shie heard the little

Mornir L

o \'wln-z_v grass, all alive

shaps

ng and melt.
1 far in the distance
brook laughing aud scold-
ing as merrily as ever.  Just then o bird upon
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‘MORNING GLORY.”

& Yes” continued Carrie; “now is the mor-

yu, but by and by it will be

with y

+ Glory’s” troubled face gradually

orning
brightened, and, lool

ing up with a swee

ile, she quoted thesc lines from a heautif

s ab evening,

arning there.”

w minutes, and then,

No ¢

ue spoke for a
with something very like

om said, tenderly

mischievous ey
“1 suppose she will elways be o ¢ Morning

Glory:
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lermination, she fy, the dooy oy
looking lown the
began W s S¥. It was almost
done, and s brow ul lightened very
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which made her start, fiugh violently red, and
then nervously put one small hand over the
little pug nose, which had turned a bright
scarlet in the sharp winter air,

Ah, good morning, Miss @, ifin!™ eried
the shrill voice. “¥ou gre as charming ag
ever, Isee.  But don't hold your hand quite
close to that nose, — you'll be &urng, I'm
sure.  Besides, it's 2 shame to cover up snch
a4 neat little pot-hook. How handy you must
find it, when You go after water, to bang the
pail on it. And then you need neverbo afraid
of spilling any thing on your dress, for that
big mouth would be sure to catch it all”
And the little girl danced around tauntingly,
Jjust out of reach of Patty’s broom.

Poor Patty!  She had borne all this very
bravely almost every day since Margot had
moved into the neighborhood; but this
morning she felt Very nervous and sensitive,
and as the thonght rushed upon her, “T cep~
tainly am the homeliest girl in all the world,?
her small hana fol] hopelessly from her queer
little nose, and, with great tears in her gray
eyes, she looked pitifully at her tormentor.

“How very good God had been to Mar.
got. He had given her a beautiful white
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A ekin, and straight
| hitir,
I fling

and soft, et

wher er wind came

on right on

|l only painted Margot’s cheoks with the swe
color in the world. But, she (I

own as her

old stuff dress,

— Oh, she didn’t know how to bear it!”
turned hurriedly to go in, and erawl
the counter, and have a

\d ory.

emmned N

! “Wait a minut
f ty reached the door. “Do be careful
. abont ing that mouth too wide, or your
-
5

head wight fall in |
The squeaking of the door drowned the
at sob that bovst from Patty’s by

she entered the shop, or ber poor half

fiuther would have known something hai

he or

“Come, |
! Shan't v
bre

y is0't it very late?

read onr chapter, and then have

Patt
crnwling n

nothered he:

and put off

the counter t
.- venient seapons anid while he
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aguin to her eyes, and she ghook her

quite hopelessly, as she read,

% But I suj
good to them that Aate you, and pray for
them which despitefully wse you and persecute
you.”

4 What is the use of trying to love any
body 2" said Patty bitterly to hersclf: ¢ No
M
— and again the

our enemies, do

 unto you, love

one will ever love me, — ot auild go,—
because I am so homely
tears fell fast, ns Patty ponred out tea and
made toast for her father.

«Thanks, kind little daughter” said the
cobbler, as she placed the simple food before
him. % You make me think of your dear
mother. She had a lovely face, and T think
you look like her, Patty.”

Patty started, and a smile of sweet surprise
almost transfigured the Tu month 3 but it
died suddenly as it eame.

& Father is half blind,” she said to herselfl
“He hasn't the least idea how I really look.
He has never heard Margot t and he
doesn't know that T'm n ¢ gri ad 8 < black
spider,’ and n¢monkey, and a‘ tond.! Father
me.”  And poor

is the only one that lov

Patty wondered if it was very wicked nnd
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Lthat father couldi’s sce nny

selfish 1o ke o
Letter,

'\JH""‘

“God would bless

Ber 100, — would mske k ZrOW just a Zivs

1 do something to make he
And T think the prayer

atty was quite disoour

prett

of the day

" threw up the
d st fell over, as

a8 very hard
1t to"hersel,
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most too dark to see, Patty suddenly heard
a terrible ery, and, catehing up her blanket
shawl, she ran to the door, when what should
she see but Margot, running up the strect
with loud sereams, and the front of her dress
all on fire. For a moment some very wicked
thoughts eame in Patty’s head. “ Her pretey
face will all be gone now,” she said, *The
cruel fire will make long red seams in her
soft. skin, her pretty curls will shrivel up, and
she will look more like & toad than I do,
And I can’t help her,” continued Patty, try-
ing to excuse herself. “What could such a
little girl as I do? I should only burn too.”
All these thoughts were as swift as a flash of
lightning, and in another moment, Patty conld
never tell how it happened, but she found
herself yanning right up to poor, wretehed
Margot, with her shawl all spread out. Witk
all her strength she threw Maigot on the
ground, and pressed the shawl tightly down
all around her; apd before the other neigh-
bors could get to her, the flames were quite
smothered in the thick woolen folds; and
Margot was taken home, very much fright-
ened, but with only o few teifling burns.
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. nd when you loc v
“ pl
n; “and
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Do you wounder after this that Patty eried
ore over her plain face, but only praye
that God wonld give her the

g of u beautiful soul?
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But my playmates laugh to see me try to be
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50 1
And they e

ek and mild,
1 me bitter, mocking names ; I'm
" sobbed the child.

Then the evening wind was sorrowful, and
sighing went his way,

And the robins chirped, “ Dear Golden Hair,
but knew no more to sa;

Bat the maiden, lifting tearful eyes to lieaven's
glowing floor,

Oaught a gleam of white wings drifting
through the sunset’s halfishat door,

And as still she gazed, & happy oloud brim-
med o'er with golden spray,

And two angel-forms came floating down the
tender, shining way.

And one called unto the other, though she
lost the heavenly name,

And he said, “Oh, fairest brother, with thy
shining wings aflame,

It is sweet to pass from glory unto glory ever

higher,
And to reach the seraphs’ throbbing hearts
u-thrill with holy fire,
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But I yoarn but once, for Jesus' sake, to suls
for grief and sliame, —
Ah ! what joy to show my glorious King hiow

much T'love his name!”

Then, with streaming eyes,
foll little Golden Hair,
While the lovely vision floated dows the

upoun her kuees

e el

But thereafter with a loving heart she bore
ench mocking word ;

Suff’ring joyfully for Jesus, till the child-soul
grew so fair,

That the angels on the orystal sea made room

for Golden Hair,




XIX.

TOOR BLACK VIOLET.

T long long Sonthern day was over at
Jast, and the sun, g\‘nﬂrfms old monarch that
he is, was leaving gifts. Every tree had a
golden erown, —every little wave in brook,
streamlet or ocenn, was eager to cateh a ruby
or an opal on its dancing crest, and the sweet
warm evening wind hardly knew his old
flower-fiiends, as they nodded and courtesiod
in their wreaths of crimson mist. Even
Carrie had to pause in her race on the piazza,
and ery exultingly, as she held up her hands
in the red light,—“ Ab, brother Frank, I be-
lieve we are brenthing roses.” Before Frank
had time to teply, a dusky little figuro came
dancing up the walk, «It is Vielet,” said
Carvie, quickly, “Let's usk her to play.”

«Not I, indeed,” retarped Master Frank,
proudly. “I do not think papa likes us to
play with the slaves”

“Bnt Violet is such a funny little thing,"

pit
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l I u,l«-vl
in front of them, poised on one dusky, rounded

the dancing

foot.

“You're u dirty little nigger” interposod
Master Frank, with intense disgnst; “and if
you don't stay in the quarters, I will get papa
to have you whipped.”

“Tor shame, Frank,” un-yl Carrie, while
Violet’s ronnd eye with fright

“Please, Mas: , but the
boy had ‘walked

ever mind,

“he’ll nover do it;

Jome, we will have a ta
Y sorry I's black? began poor Violet,
all the fun gone f i
“but T2 clean s
rd, but. the black won't come
liss Currie

“Would you like o Iu white?” agked the
Tittle girl.

“Oh! Miss Ci
Violet, jumping ea

1 her mer

serubs very 1

could T ever?” cried
¥ up and down,
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w0l T didw't mean that” said Carrie,
quickly. “Tm afmid you couldn’t grow
white ever—I'm sure I don’t know what
you could do.”

Violet gave a henvy sigh of disappointment.
“« Well, allus black, I hopes Tl live with
you, Miss Carrie.”

#Yes, that you shall,” replied the lit