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OUR HATTY.
. (Continwed from Haszard’s Gazette, No. 97.)
Rap, tap, on the door of Hatty’s little den—wlat on earth

did it mean . She hoped they were not going to take that
away from h nd, with a gailty, frightencd look, she
opened the ds

Miss Tabetha entored.
u vesod with mo for coming here, hild ;

Ilrl
“ No, no i said Hmy. pushing back a tangled mass of
dark Inl!. L hnG it's so odd yt;o -Ixmld want to come.

You

donft ok

ly ever wani to see me
WAnd why not, Hatty!™
+ Well, T don’t know,"” said she, with touching mockness
and simplicity, * unless it's because I'm * stupid, and ugly,
and disagrecablo.”
“ Who told you that, Hatty
¢« All of ghein down stairs uld she ; and T don’t care
about it, ‘only—only— the tears rolled down her
cheeks, * it o iadtul o fol that nobody can ever love
me!
Miss Tubiotha, said, « Homph 0
Hatty,” said she, ““come here.

Do you ever look in

lh' lass
+ Not since a long while,” said the young girl, shrinking
k.
¥ ¢ Come here, and look in this little lmrrov Do you
00 those large, dark, bright eyes of yours! D o Jou
{54 wealth OF raven Tals, which » skilfal band might
Haker &, beanty, HiHEI DN \nt tapsied deformity! Do
u see those lithe, supple limbs, which a little care and
training might render graceful as the swaying willow !
There js intellect on_your brow ; soul in_your eyes ; your
thrilling heart-tone. Hatty, you are a gom in
! You ca nnot be ¢ ugly ;* but listen to me. Tt is
every woman’s duty to be lovely and attractive. You have
underrated and neglected yourself, my poor child. Nature
has boen no niggard to you. I do not say this to make you
vain, but t- inspire you Titie proper confidence in yourself.
Bat T ire s Lo trs a ' Taver, DocRUI Il at ber

oo o Miss Tabotha, ploase don’t!
st when T lt wretched, Pl

hall, though. It's
ot on reading paper afier pa
Hath lhmdliko- ulprit boforo her.  When sho
ed, she wid, very slowly and deliberately, ¢
it you were a gonius

Tt's only a little scrib-
e don’t !""

Jjust what T want to see
r, while
ad anh-
atty, come

sy you know that
¢ A what, Miss Tabel
“ A genius, n dlllmons little bit of llmyllel&y—c
nius!" You'll know fast enough what it means; and to
llk tl-t l llmull have been the first to find it out ;™" And
child in her arms and
Hm ﬂwu bt s genius must be the most dotightiul
s0 much

thing in. bring ‘with it.

h?m y llmy, does anybody know this " holding
up the mun-onpu

Hmy shook her head.

“So much the bener

o you knot

;n{ud tha linh old mil

an- y-n had rolled away. A new life had been opened

to Hatty. She had grown intoa tall, graceful woman. Her
step was light as o fawn’s. Her face—not beautiful, cer-
taialy, if tried by tho rules of axt ; and yot who that wnmhed
ita over-vacying expression would stop to o one
gared to analyso the charm. pmduced the effoct of
bea

« Stupid, ugly, and disagreeable I"
w T'm golng 15 ran of with you ™
4 Wo shall seo what wo shall see,

magnef woinating.  Miss
aatisied ;- aho know Wit would e just 80"
almos rr;omn her at Lee House. Onceina
wlnla duy wondered * if Miss Tabetha wasn’t tired of her.””
Tabetha thought she would let them know ! Unbounded
was thu amazement when Miss Tabetha ushered < Our
Hatty” in. It was unaccountable ! She was really * almost
protiy 7 'Sl thero was the same want of heart in their
mann and the little old maid could not have kept
wn.lnn bo-ndl h:d she not had powerful reasons of her own
for keeping qaiot awhile.
«« By the way, Miss Tabotha,” said Mr. Leo, “ as you are
a bluestocking, can you enlighten mo as to the author of
Shat oharming litde yolumie o poems which has set all the
literary worl ts; but
1'd give lomeﬁn
s T with

e oyes twinkled
She handed him a volume, saying, «* Well
Jras commissioned to give you by the

llll“n"olll deh cht.
her 10 book I

'ulhuruu Ia
N T vobed s gltason, st them wstrido his nose, snd

read the ﬁ)l]nwln on the fly-leal
hﬂm, Jm- lne from his affectionate
= [r, Leo lprln from his chair, and, l!lﬂl’l& his uhlld by
thh hands lated, ¢ Hatty Lee, I'm pros

Tears gathered slowly in her large eyes'as she md « O,
not that " Dear father, fold me onco to your heart, and say,

# muy. I love yoll
i3 k upon his shoulder. The old man read his
eart at Jast; sll—all bat abildish unb

rinou.u:d,ulukmed RO Al phwol, st s s
g choking voice,  Forgive your old futher, Hatty "’
Piée band was laid upon his lipa, whilo siilesnd tears
chased over her face liko sun and shadow over an April
Liko th * apples nflg.
e tou:

ﬂl-l wlll

dopths of her unsatisfied hoart ity
204 bo hrushed, Take it all back, oaly give rae love !

' TWO IN HEAVEN.

“ You have two chileren,” said I.
"l have fonr,” was the reply; * two on earth, two in
Thm -pnlu the mother ! Still hers, only ** gone before !I”*
Still reme '3- , loved, and cherished, by the hearth and
84 the board  thelt ‘places not yot filled ; even though their
successors deaw life from the same faithfal breast where
their dying m. wara pillowed.
4 ‘l\u in heaven !
ly housed from storm and tempest. No sickness there,
n" roopill head, nor fadin, lyc, nor weary fpet. By the
hndul the ‘good Shepherd, Ilng.r the
le Iimbe of the bagrect iy fold.
“Two in heaven !

o Sash less attractive, Eternity newrer,  Tnvisiblo cords,
the maternal soul upwards. small voicos,
Come! to the world-weary -plm

o

SUMMER DAYS.
A daligh(lhl summer we passed, to be sure, at the
Hotel, in the quiot villags of S——. A collection of
prettier women, or more gentlemanly, agreeable men, were

never thrown togother by the necessity of seeking coantry
quarters in the dog-ds {
was laid upon the shelf,
were the natural results

Fashion, by comuon consen,
and comfort and smiling facos
k the cars in the

till their retarn, in flowing m
for the wear and tear of little climbing feet
meadow or wildwo

There were no seperate * cliques’” or “ sets.” Nobod,
knew, or inquired, or cared, whether yonr great-grandfuther
biad his horse shod or shod horses for other people. The ladies
were not afraid of smutting their ﬁng‘nor!l\olr reputation,
if they washed their children’s fuces ; and did not consider
it necessary to fasten the door, and close the blinds, when
they replaced u wissing button on their husband’s wrist-

r monded a. ragged frock.

Plenty of fruit plenty of fresh, sweet air plenty of chil-
dren, and plenty of room for them to play in. A short nap
in the afternoon, a_little .ddlﬂoml care in arranging
tumbled ringlets, ard in girdling a fresh robo round the
waist, and they wero al seated, in the coolof tho evening,
on the long piazza, smiling, PPy, o d expectant, as the
car-bell announoed the réturn of their lidge lords from the
dusty, heated city. It was delightful to seo their business
faces brighten up as cach fair wife came forward and
relioved d Hhom from tho it cels and newspapers they
i a welcome sweet as tho
A cool
bath, o clesn dickey, and:they were presentablo at the
supper-table, where merry jokes flew round, and city news
was discussed botween the ‘fragrant cups of tea, and each
man fell in love with his pretty wifo over again—or his
neighbour's if he liked !

It was one harmonious, happy family ; Mrs.——and
her hushand were the. prime ministers of fan and frolic in
the establishment. Tt was she who concoeted all the games,
and charades, and riddles, that sent our merry shouts
ringing far and wide, as wo sat in the cvening on’ the hﬁ
moonlit piazza. 1t was _she who planned the pic-nics an
suils, and drives in the old hay-cart ; tho berry parties, and
romps on the green ; and the little cosy suppers in the back
fmlour, just beforo bed-time, that nobody but herself could

baye conxed out of the fussy ld landlord. It was she who
salted our coffee and sugared our toast ; it was she who
made puns for us, and wrote verses ; it was she who sewed
up pockets in ommu. or stole cigars, or dipped their ends
in water ; it was she who nursed all the k_children in
Ah) Douse 1 Wrewyhd who”got us.frosks od. pinafores,

nd caps for unskilfal mothers ; it was she who was here,
and !x:m.gm‘l everywhere, the embodiment of mischief,
and fun, and kindness ; and as she flow past her handsome
husband with her ﬂnger on her lip, bent upon some new
prank, he would look after her with's proud, happpy smile,
more eloquent than wo

He was the hlmllomen man [ ever saw—tall, command-
ing and elegant, with dark-blue eyes, a profusion of carling
black hair, glittering white teoth, anda_form like Apollo’s.
Mary was %0 proud of him ! She would always wateh his
oyo when she meditated any little piece of roguery, and it
was discontinued or perfecred as she read its language. He
ust the man to appreciate her—to understand her sen-
ve, enthusiastic natare—to know when to check ; when
to encourage ; and it needed but a word, a look, for her
whole soul went out to him.

And 50 the hright summer days s
autamn had come with its gorgeous
courage to speak of breaking up our tappy
there came one, with stealthy steps, w
seruples !

fleetly on ; and now
uty, and no one had
cirele ; butah,
o bad no such

The merry shout of the children is hushed in the wide
halls—anxious faces ure grouped on the pinzaa; for in
darkened room above lies Mary's princely husband, deli-
rious with fever ! The smile has fled her lip, the rose her
cheek ; her eye is humid with tears that never fall ; day and
night, "without sleep or food, she keeps untiring vigil, while
unconscious of her presence, in tones that piercn or heart
he calls unceasingly for - my wife !”” She puts back the
tangled masses 0‘3 lark hair from bis heated forehead ! she
passes her little hand coaxingiy over it ; she hears not the
advico of the physician, * to procure a nurse.” She fears
not to be alone with him when he is raving. She tells no
one that on her delicate breast she bears the impress of.
an almost deadly blow from the hand that was never before
raised but to bless her. And now the physician, who has
come once, twice, thrice a day from the city, tells the anx-
ious the hall that his patient mn-t die. Not one
dare ru{‘thl news to the wretched Mary! There is little
need! She has gazed in their faces witl a keen, agonised
earnestness ; nlw has asked no question, but she knows it
all, and her heart is dying within her! No intreaty, no
PAeiagion, iy driw hor o 15 hadatdss
The old doctor, \nth tearful eyes, passes his arm round
her trembling form, and says, u‘wly crld you cannot meet
the next hour ; leave him with m
A mournful shake of the hrnd is her only answer, as she
takes hor seat again by hor husband, and presses her fore-
head low upon that clammy hand, praying God she may
die with him
% ok time—an eternity of agony—has passed.
Au unresisting form is borne from that ehamber of death.
Beautifal as @ pieco of rare sculpture lics the husband !
Nu traces of pain on lip or brow ; the long, heavy lashes lay
n the marble cheek ; the raven lockl. damp with the dew
death, clustered (s und the noble forehead ;
thoso chidelled lips aro glunuusly boautiful in their repose !
Tears fall like roin from kindly eyes; servants pass to and
fro respectfully, with measured tread ; kind hands are busy
with yain attempts to restore animation to the fainting ml‘e.
Ob, that bitter, bitter waking!—for she does wake.
!
ﬁer hand is Pnned slowly lemu her forebead; she re-
members—she is a widow ! about the room ;
there is his hat, his coat, hll enne ; and now, indeed, she
throws herself, withn_burst of possionato grief, into the
arms of the old phyliuiul, who s, b bmm- tear and &
smilo, ** Now, she we
And so, with the ﬁ.mn. losves of nut\lmn, « the Grea
e’ pﬂm’cd in our noble friend. Why should ldvull
agony of the gentle wifo ; or tl of her roturn tob
3 of the dhpo-l of

~7

on t
desolate home in the cit
,nemm and statuary col lected to its wlll! hyﬁ .
fined tasto of its proprietor ; g L d posal of

every article of lusury ; of her removal o plain M,u;.
where curious people speculated upon her_history,
marked her mommd eyes; of the long, intermi nlble.
wrotched days ; of tho wakefnl nights, when she lay with
her cheek pr-uod against the sweet, htl\nlm chil olhcr
love ; of her untiring offorts to seck an

dnl support! It is butan everyday Mn-ry: lll, od
L orashing weight of agony is none the less kealy

Nﬁ

COMFORT FOR THE WIDOW.

A Lirrer fatherless boy, four years of age, sat ug:m the
flgor, surrounded by his toys. " Catching sight of *
ther’s face, as the tears fell thick and fust, he s)

sido, and, peeping eariously in her fwa, s he put his lislo
hand in hers, said, ** You've got me!" Simple, artless
Little comforter ! Dry your tears, ymmb mother. There is
something leit to live for ; there ara duties from which even
your bloedij ing. heart may not shrink ! A talent” you may |
not *bory;” a stewardship of which your Lord must '
raceive an decount ; a blank page tabe filed by your hand
with holy truth ; a crystal vase to keep spotless and pure ; i
u tender plant to guard from blight and mﬁ’" o dew-drop

of sorrow on hnr muthnr 's face ;

room that night after Uncle Ralph bad left, and lblm t of
his words, * She may live to tell you so.”
to the bed-side, and parted the dulurln‘ h

a1 arked 'l l mot

o of those’d sibe noted
There were the father's long oo hia
brow, his straight, classie profile, wonld he te

Oh,
And then old memories cam bual with a nuhm‘
tide that swi 11 before it? Poor
Kathleen uneasily, and calls * Mamme,” and smiles
in hor sleep.  Oh, how could she part with that little loving
eart! Countless were tho caresses sho received from ber
evory hour.  Watchful and sensitive, she noted every shade
by a thousand nu

that must not exhulo in the sun o
for whom & * white robe” must be made

whoso hands a * golden harp’’ must be
“tlamb " to be led to the * Good Shepherd
“You'vo gotme!” Ay! Cloudnot his sunny face with
 grief,” and
him not, in repinings,

that * our Father™ llle!h not his oglfdrun teach him

love Him, as soen in the sky and sea, in rock and river ;
teach him to love Him in the cloud as in the sunshine |

a cherub in
ced ; o little

unavailing endnoss, o o« catoh the trick

sigh amid his toys.

companionship would she have !

stifid her unspoken thy.
little lm!)ulnve hurl. would be E:d in -:’:'n':u- of l\'lﬂ-
dlty at Clairville.  She might be sad, or sick, or d;

Roso shuddered and sat still nearer to her’ ehild.
At ol Tificans
exorsad 1 Might $ho ot oven ba wekned feomthe hasrt she
bad lain beneath

Ah, Uncle Ralph! you little knew, as you sat in your
offico the next morning, and folded & litile slip of paper
back in its euvelope, upon which was written these sim l-
words, ¢ Kathleen shall go”—you little knew at w

Yeu will have your gloomy hours ; there is a void even that
Kt loving hekr¢ iy noi il bt thero s Wil another, and | S0sts, X0 "n'_“;‘:f ;';‘_""i'"“"" Jrper and "",,'"1."“;2;
Ho says, * Mo yo have alvaye.” Conciso and soniihle, for & woman.””

TIHHORNS FOR THE ROSE.

#4 Tt will bo very ridiculaus in you, Roso, to refuso to
ap that child," sd u darklooking man to the ety Wit
Grey. ¢ Think whata relief it will bo to have one of your
children taken off your hands. It costs something to live

now-a-days,” and” Uncle Ralph scowled portentously,
and pushed his purse farther down in his_coat-pocket ;
“ und you know you have another mouth to feed. They'll
educato her, clothe and feed her, and—"

* Yes,” said the impetuous, warm-hearted mother, rising
quhkly from her chair, and eetting her little feet down
in & very determined manner upon tho floor, whils a bright
fush passed over her cheek, ¢ Yes, Ralph, and teach her to
forget and disrespect her mother ™

¢ Pshaw, Rose, how absurd! She'll outgrow all that
when she gets to be a woman, even if they succeed now.
Would you stand in your own child’s light?! " She will be an
heiress, if you act like a sensible woman; and, if you
persist in refusing, you may live to see the day when ‘she
will reproach you for it.

This last argument carried some weight with it ; and Mrs.
Seldon sat down dejectedly, and folded her little hands in
her lap. She bad not thought of that. She might be taken
away, and little Kathleen forced to toil for daily bread.

Uncle Ralph saw the advantage he had gained, and deter-
mined to pursuc it, for he had a great horror of being obliged
eventually to provide for them hnnuelr

#Come, Rose,don’t sit there looking so solemn ; put it
down, nuw, in black and white, and send off the ]ﬂllor, be-
fore one of your soft, womanish {its comes on aguin,’ and he
ushied a sheet of paper towards her, with pen and ink.

Just then the door burst open, and little Kathleen came
bounding in from her play, bright with the loveliness of
youth and health ; and springing into her mother’s lap, an
cl.lupmg lier neck, frowned from beneath ber curls at Uncle

alph, whom she suspected somehow or other to be cou-
nected with the tear-drop that was trembling on her mother’s
long eyelashe:

T can't do it, Balph,” said the young widow, claspiny
her child to her breast, and raining tears and smiles enough
upon ber to make a mental rainbow.

*Youware a fool ! said the vexed man, ¢ and you'll "1l live
to hear somohody there tell you so, I'm thinking;" an
he llldmmed the door in a very suggestive manner, as he

s
p‘Pom' Mrs. Selden! Stunned by the sudden death ofa
busband who was all to her that her warm heart craved, she
clung the more closely to his children. woman ever
knew hetter than Rose Selden the undying love o!'u mo(hn-r
The offer that had been made her for Kathlee
distant relatives of her hushand, of whom ahc knew lltllc,
except that Mr. and Mrs, Clair were wealthy and childless,
and had found a great deal of fault with her bushand’s
choice of a wife. ‘hey had once made her a short visit,
and, somehow or other, all the time they were there—and
it coomed a little oternity to her for that” yery reason—she
never dared to creep to her husband’s side, or slide her
little hand in_ his, or pass it caressingly over hls broad
white forehead, or run into the hall for o parting kiss, or
do anything, in short, save to sit up straight, two leagues
ol lnd be proper !

Now you may be sure this was all very escraciating to
lmle Mrl Rose, who was verdant enough to think that
husbands were intended to love, and who owned a heart
quite as large as a little woman could conveniently carry
about. She saw nothing on earth so heautiful as those great
durk eyes of his, especially when thoy wero bent on her,
nor heard any music to compare wit That deop, rich voice ;
and though she had been marsied many happy.years, hee

g»d at the sound of his footstep as it did the first
duy 2 called her  wifo.”

N

g

Unele Rnl h did think of it again on walked
home 1o hisdinner 7bubis wasoaly s el ARk Nimair
that if Rose should be unable to support hcmlf~'hluh he
doubted—there would bo one less for him to look a As

0 o woman's tears—pshaw ! they were al er;lng for
nomelhm;i if it wasn't for that, it would be something else.

1] pass over the distressful pnrtm; between mother
and child. The little trunk was packed, the little
clasp Bible down in one corner. boo -mark with a lamb
embroidered upon it was slippled in at these words—
** Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid
them not.”” Mother’s God would care fon Kathleen ; there
was sweet comfort in that.

And so Roso_choked back her tears, and un
and again tho little clinging arms from ber nsck and Ea.
her sunny-haired child * good-bye ! and lay hed hys

e

rance is bliss,
“ You al

rically as_the little hand wared another 4ud

Esven Uncle Ralph felt an uncomfortable sen-uon about
his fifth buuon, gave his dickey a nervous twitch,
Tooked very steadily at the tops of the opposite houses !

‘Two montbs had passed ! Littlo Kathleen sat very quite
in that heated, close school-room. There was a dark shadow
under her cyes, either from illness or sorrow, and her face
was very pale. Rose hnd wrimn to her, but the len-r-
were in the G of pookou never to be resu
rectionised ; be the wiser or happier.
Uncle Ralph snde n a pmmple never to thin, oflny&ln.
that impared his digestion, so he dismi meﬁ
thoughts of or care for and made no nqmﬂu,

ecauso b wag fimly of tho opinjon that ¢ Whero igno-
1y to be wise.”
re umummnnly obtuse lboul yrmr lesson this
morning,” said Kathleen’s tator told me twice
that Franco was hounded south’ by ll\e Gnlf of Mexico.
What are you thinking of " said he grasping her arm.

“Sir " "said little Kathleen -hnnmdr‘

“Isay, what ails yoll to be so stupid” this morning?""
said the vexed pudagog

My head aches ln\dly." -ud Kathleen, ** and—and—"'

“ And what 1" said Mr. Smith.

w-nt—-la see—my ‘mother " said the child,
ars.

'y Fnidleuuck'" said the amiable Mr. Smiﬁl; if she
cared much about you, T reckon she would have written to

ou before now. Mrs. Clair thinks she's married again, or
sometling of that sort , %0_don’t worry your head ol
senso. How's France bounded, oh ?

The division lines on the atlas were quite concealed by
Rathleen's tears; so she was ordered into the presence of
her grim relative, who coaxed and threatened in vain, and
finally sent her to bed.

oF two |un§ weary months the free_glad spirit of the
child had been fettered and cramped at Clairville. No orie
spoke to her of home or her mother ; or, if they chlnud to
mention the latter, it was always in a slurring, sneering
manaer, more puinfal to the Toring, sénsitive. SHIA thas
their silence. But why did mamma not write? that was

the only wearying thought by day and night. And
Kathleen drooped, and lost colour and .p,r.f,' and walked

like an automan up and down the stiff garden-walks, and
- sat up straight,”” and ** tarned out he; she
bid, and had  quick, frightened, nervous manner, as if she
wmcunmnn, in feur of reproof or puishmen

*“suid Mrs. Clair,  how is Got

over her h; lwria‘ Tmust broak her

*Dear heart, no, ma’am ! X
out nfher for n li ht of her
ll!# her f;

n Bri pl. o jast like ber mo«K:'md
that's saying enough ! Howmr, give her a little vale:
and slecp at the side of her bed to-night. T'Il ook oin
the morning,” suid the angular lady, us she smoothed out
her dress and her wrinkles.

And so Bridgot, obedient to orders, stretched her
Trish limbs *“at the side of the bed,” though she migr:::

Cared ¢ tho Groat Reaper” for thatt, Siaged b for the | well huvo boen i Iroland v there, for any response she
clasped hands of intreaty or the scalding tear of a, 1| made to that plaintive petition, thugll the lon night,
Resbdiin thdh pot sho ailvét Shtsd miiglod T tha dark Tooks ] +* Ob, do onlh.axy emmma T plpams 1 1y ma F h
of the strong mant No ! by the desolation of that widowed |  And so night passed, and the golden morni ‘

heart, no ! Ie laid his icy finger on those lips of love, nnd
chilled that warm, brave heart, and then turned coldl
away to seek another victim. And Rose pressed his chil-
dren to her heart with a deeper love. a love born of sorrow,
und said, We will not part. She knew that fingers that
never toiled before must toil unceasingly now. She knew,
when her heart was sad, there was no broad breast to lean
She bad ulready seen days that seem to have no end,
ngglu their slow, weary length along. She dared not
1.8 drawor, or tFURE, OF escHtolr, feat soma nementh
5P hitn should mest her o7, She traggled bravely through
the day to keep back the r her children's sake ; but
night came, when oo itle v um limbs noeded a respite,
even from play, when the little prattling voices were hush-
ed, and the bright eye prisoned beneath  fia snowy lid ; then,
indeod, the long pent-up grief, held in check through the
oy 10 0. hatbe o Headlia Mns. et Bek s z.u. cxhmusted
with tearful vigils, sho would creep, at the , be- |
tween the rosy little lleogen lndP nellllng clmm ll- thalr
blooming fuces, ows how mockingly—of
happy hours that WOuNievee: oote again
, oh, the slow torture of cach mornm. waking ! the
indistinet recollection of something dreadful ! the hand

upon

streamed in upon the waxen face of little Kathleen.

child's well enough, or'you would hear.
them to be writin,
sorry one, I ean tell you; so take my advice, and lofyell

-

th came. from those

bre ted i) et
Nreithe 1 ity 00 ringlef stirred wi(h

beside her, and the last tear she

s
should evor shed Iy glittaring liko & ‘gom wpos bt mioel]

** Ralph,” said Mrs. Selden, ** I shall start for Clairville
to-morrow ! T can stay away from Kathleen no Ton
 Yow'll bo mad il you do,” said Unclo Ralph;
You can’t ¢
Your welcome wil

. ﬂn
all the time.

alone.

Mrs Seldon made no reply, but began to pack her trupk,
use.
rned, and found Rose

and Uncle Ralph loft the hot

In about an hour's time he re

trying in vala 40 cluep the 0 of bee touabs

* Do come here, Ralph,” said she, withou up,
< and sottlo thi efuctare locke . Dous. Title Kathieon By
mimed to 1many {raps in hera How glad she will

here for her.
ud she turned and looked up, to e why
wer.

a2

Brow, clhnk and lip were in an instant

drawn slowly aerous he aolig brow  tho struggie o re- marblo paloness. A mothers quick eye had
"Tnen, th g oye, the anfamilr objeots; | 2OEU B s iiogs
::-e llnlgu, pon -uu, room nothing home-like but those M{f ﬁ-lﬂ:’" ;':: L'L"m.: A-,vl-u;i .e.l—_,:l. will soe m-':z
leoping orpl utifal woman, her o-y inglets
Day afer’ds 'ﬁd’h ins

God help the widow !

And now, as it her cup of bitterness were not full, lmlo
Kathleen ‘must leave her, Must it be! &M
-




