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| Suwily Reading 
Our Own. 

TR10 BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER. 

If 1 had known in the morning, 

+ How wearily all the day 
The words unkind 

Would trouble my mind 
I said when you went away, 

1 had been more careful, darling, 

\ Nor given you needless pain; 
But we vex “ our own” 

With look and tone 

We may never take back again. | 

For though, in the quiet evening, 

You may give us the kiss of peace ; 

Yet it might be, | 
That never for me 

The pain of the heart should cease. 

How many go forth in the morning 

That never come home at night ! 

And hearts have broken 

For harsh words spoken, 

That sorrow can ne'er set right. 

We have careful thoughts for the stranger, | 
And smiles for the sometime guest ; 

But oft for “our own” 
The bitter tone, |i 

Though we love “our own” the best. 

Ah! lips with the curve impatient! 

Ah! brow with that look of scorn ! 

"Twere a cruel fate 

Were the night too late 

dod undo the work of the morn. 

Select Serial. 

COMING TO THE LICHT. 

By TEE AUTHOR OF “THE 
IN THE BASKET. 

Caarter XV.—TRUE FORGIVENESS. | 

Italis-had risen early the following 

morning to make up for time taken | 

from ber lessons, the day before, in as- 

sisting Sidney to learn a difficult piece | 
of musie, which she was practicing for | 

her teacher. 
Italia had prepared for the day, by | 

the performances of those religious du- | 

ties which devote the new time granted 

to the earthly pilgrim, to its great Giv- 

er. Io her Bible she bad read fresh | 

words of counsel and comfort, and in | 

prayer she had drawn nigh to the God | 

who is never far from any one of us. 

Thus tranquilized, she found it easy to-| 

fix her attention, and the lessons were | 

soon learned. After putting her books 

aside, Italia sat for a few moments with 

her pencil in her hand, tracing lines on | 

a bit of blank paper beside her. Her 

mind wandered back over the last hap- | 

py months, while her fingers were un- | 

consciously busy. Mrs, Clinton sud- | 

denly stirred and seemed waking: Ital. 

ia was roused from her’ reverie. She | 

| 
’ 
| 
1 
! 

BABES | 

glanced at the paper on which she had | out even the remembrance of those | possession of her memory, she dreaded 

been scribbling. There were proffiles | who bad loved me, to cheer my loneli- | the revelation that might force her to 
hastily sketched—capital letters skill- | 

fully * cut” but amid the confusion | 

one name stood out to her eyes, as if | 

written in letters of gold. There it | 

was, * Italia Murray I'" She paused, 

lifted her eyes, and exclaimed: 

% Thank God! thank God !” That was | 
no dim, deceiving remembrance ; it 

was the name that had. been hers long 

ago. Murray her mother’s— her fath- 

er's name ! 
Mrs. Clinton raised her head, and | 

saw with astonishment the grateful joy 

that was beaming from Italia’s face, | 

and that joy was soon reflected in her 

own, when she heard its explanation. | 

To what might not that name be the | 
key? The locked past might yet yield 

up its story. 
Sidney and Italia were among the | 

last to enter the school-room that day. | 
Mrs. Lightfoot was preparing for morn- 

ing prayers, and Italia became quiet in 

her seat as soon as possible, and made : 

ready to join io the devetional exercise. | 

Her heart was full of gratitude to her 
dear heavenly Father, and it. was a 
pleasure to draw nigh to Him again in | 

true communion. 
When Italia rose from her knees, it | 

was with a face bright with the pury | 
feelings that were filling her heart—not | 
80 Sidney. She was flushed, agitated, | 
and tearful. = “Look! look, Italia!” | 
shesaid. “Look at the blackboard ! | 
It is a burning shame!” | 

Italia’s name still stood in its place | 

of honor ; but after it was written in a | 
feigned hand, “ alias Fidgetty Skeert.” | 

Italia started as she saw it, and for a 
moment ber face was suffused with a 
flush—balf anger half shame. Then 
followed the ht of true humility. 

, of the name her parents had given her, 
| and for that mercy she had been thank- 

\ ceive “the new name 

"hers forever and ever, 

' lowly indeed, but richly blessed through spite of her agitation, Siduey did her- 

| the forgiving love of an Almighty 
: Savior, 

| meaningless attack upon a school-mate, 

| 

asked the teacher in a stern voice. 

' immobile. 

: repeated Mrs. Lightfoot, more search- 

| mates, and then said calmly: 

| written there, was meant as a taunt 

' and an insult. 

| learn to labor with my hands, or ac- 

| quire even the beginning of an educa- 

. She, 
' could never learn anything, or be any | 

| thing but a burden to the world. 

| Yes, girls, 

, like a mother, and given me the shel- 

| bas been pleased to send me such know. 

| may hope to forget all the trials of this 

God had afflicted her and allowed her 

to bear that name of reproach. 

tion, and sent her a friend to give her a 

home, and train her’ with patient cave. 

She bad learned to know herself as sin- | 
ful, unworthy, lost but for a bleeding | 
Savior. Through that Savior's'perfect | 
sacrifice she had been freely forgiven, | 
and enabled to walk as the happy ser | 
vant of God. Every stain had been 

taken from her: that very day she | 

had been rejoicing in the remembrance 

ing him through whom she should re- | 

that was to be 

Such remembrances bad their fair 

and natural resulis, Italia felt herself | 

In that moment, which might | 

. have been to many oue of bitter trial, 

. she had that blessedness which is the | 

constant portion of the “ poor in spirit.” 

Mrs, Lightfoot’s quick eye soon de- 
tected what she considered the wilful 

insult cffered to one of the noblest and 

best of her pupils. Full of righteous 

| indignation, she gave her opinion of the 

| person who could perpetrate such a silly, 

| prompted only by that envy which must | 

| make miserable its possessor. 

“ Can anyoue explain this matter?” 

There was perfect silence through 

| the room, Sidney's: face glowed with | 

“anger, but Mary Jane was pale and perpetrated. 

for all the past, and said she hoped Ital. | 
¢“ Can any one explain this matter?” 

ingly than before. | 

Italia rose, paused, then stepped for: | 
ward, and stood facing the school. That | 

was not a pause from hesitation or dil- | 

fidence; it was but the gathering of 

strengthbyanappeal to Almighty power, 

' before speaking words that might come 

slowly even from the lips of one school- | 

' ed to bumility, | 
Italia looked around on her school- | 

“I did not know that I had an ene- | 
| my among you. If I have wronged | 

| any by a thoughtless word, or an un- 
| kind look, I am truly sorry, and ask 

forgiveness, 1 know that the name 

To most of you it has 

no meaning, yet it was once my name 

—the only name by which I was 

known.” 
There was a murmur of astonishment 

through the recom, and as it ceased Ital- 

ia went on : 
“ God deprived me of my parents, 

| and left me a friendless orphan, with- | 

ness. I was afflicted with a restless 

nervousness that made me wish to be | 

ever in motion, and made it seem im- | 

possible to others that 1 should ever 

tion. The poor, afflicted child of the | 

Orphan Asylum was called Fidgetty | 

Skeert, a name thit became her well. | 

too, thought Fidgetty Skeert, 

“God sent a friend. to Fidgetty | 
' Skeert ; a loving lady, who patiently | 
. bore with her restlessness, and slowly 
taught her to rule her troublesome | 
body, ang fix her wandering attention. 

That lady has cared for the orphan, and | 

given her this world's greatest blessing | 

—the knowledge of a Savior—through 

whom the humblest may enter heaven. 

I was Fidgetty Skeert. 

I ought mot to be ashamed of the 

past ; I should rather be deeply grate- 

ful to the friend who bas been to me 

ter of her home, and her own beloved 

name, I should rather thank God who 

ledge of Himself and His mercy that 1 

world in a blessed eternity.” 

Italia turned to resume her seat 

among the scholars, but Sidney had 

darted to her side, and now threw her 

arms round her neck, weeping as il her 

heart would break. 

It was as if she . wished to acknow- 
ledge thus publicly that Italia Clinton 
and Fidgetty Skeert were equally her 
friend, her dearly-loved friend, for 
whom she felt what only tears” could 

speak. 

| he forgive tle 

. She had not even hinted at the pres 

' ence of the only one of Ler schoolmates 

self full justice. 

. ache as an excuse “or 

, at home. 

her proud heart, 

to her, never to be forgotten. 

' daughter might be able not only to re- 

to. Mrs. Clinton. 

| yield up one who had become so dear 

early cultivated, and she herself no 

| longer doubted that it was memory that 

| and to an ordinary observer she ap- 

“Dear rd said Mrs. Lightfoot, 

He | moved, ** God has, indeed blessed you | Foi he aid of the microscope. We 
bad remembered her orphaned condi- | and given you that which ‘this world will begin at Paris.’ 

can feither give nor take away, May 
unknown enemy who | 

would have pained yom cruelly, and 
make this day to her a day of deep re- | 

pentance aad self abasement.™: 

Italin modestly took her seat, uncon- | 

scious wat she had that morning done 

a work for her heavenly Master, over 

which there was rejoicing in heaven, 
Italia did not* look at Mary Jane. | 

who ligd known her in ber time "of hu | 
miliation, She had kept her promise. 
Not even by a glance would she now 

betray the author of the offense. 

The lessons went regularly, on, In 

Her anxieties were 

for her friend, and that day she did! 
not think of herself. 

On 

| 

the followivg morning, ‘Mary | 

' Jane was not at school ; a servant came 
for her books, giving a violent head- | 

her ‘remaining 

The messenger brought a 

note for Italia, which she did not open 

unt:l Le was in the retirement of her! 

100m. 

The vain envious girl bad been 

touched at last, yet she had not the 

courage publicly to confess ber fault. 

own 

In a few hasty lines she owped the | 

evil feelings that had long rankled in | 

and had “at length | 

found vent in that act of spite, hastily 
She begged forgiveness 

ia's generous conduct would be a lesson 
Italia 

wiped away the tears that filled her 

| eyes as she read the expressions of | 
real regret the letter contained. Then, 

. kneeling down, she asked the blessing | 

| of heaven on one who, like herself, was | 

an orphar, and whom ro kind friend | 
had yet led in the way of life, | 

It Mary Jane had appeared before 

Italia at that moment, she would have | 

| been met with affectionate kindness, | 

It is easy for those to forgive who 
fecl their own need of.forgiveness in the | 

sight of God, and know that they are 

alone clean through the blood of Jesus 

Cuaprrer XVI.—Tre Past, 

Italia Murray! That oame was so 
often in Mrs. Clinton’s mind, The 

hope that she had so long cherished 

might soon be realized, and her adopted 

call her true name, but also her true 

history. Strange as it may seem, this 
thought had ceased to be a pleasant one 

Much as she still 

wished to see Italia restored to the full 

to the higher claim of relationship. Dr. 

Aulick was convinced that Italia’s re- 

markable talent for music had been 

prompted her fingers from time to time 

to bring forth some sweet tune which 
| fell upon her ears with a peculiar stir- 

ring melody. 

Italia’s health was now fully restored 

peared merely as an uncommonly inter- 

esting young .girl; but to those who 
knew her well, she had a charm which 

only clings to them who in sincerity 

and truth are followers ol the meek and | 

lowly Jesus. 

Dr. Aulick left no means untried to 
render agreeable the spare hours of the 

young people whom he bad collected 

about him. Day after day he bad 
some plan to propose, where pleasure 

and improvement were combined, 
‘ Now, girls,” he said one evening, 

after supper, ‘I have something pleas- 
ant that will interest you in the parlor. 
Come and see !’ 
The chandelier was brilliantly lighted, 

and beneath it stood a table strewn 

with a variety of photographs, of places 

of interest on the European Continent. 

Before they were even peeped at the 
doctor claimed the privilege of explain- 
ing the process by which they were 

taken, and pointing out its superiority 
over the ordioary methods of engrar 
ing. 911.78 

* Here," said he, * we Have ‘a8 

they ‘dre, not touched up to please |the 
lovers of the. picturesque. We 
things as travellers see them, the 1 ly g 
with the beautiful. Even the i inserip- 

Vendome!’ paid John, proud to show 

ned them, as in the scenes 6f a panor 

| over Italian's face. 

“Beiog in whose presence she might 

tions and minute carvings are legible 

v 

oh aa. oA 

AUGUST 23, 188% 

* Here is the column in the Place 

his knowledge, as the photographs 
| bad no names upon them. ¢And here 

is Versailles, Versaillies with its foun- 

tains leaping to the sun”? | 

Mrs. Clinton and . Sidoey and her | 

brother were delighted with the views 

in Paris, and John took every oppor- 
| tunity to bring forth "bis stores of | 

associations, poeiic and historical, to | 

which his auditors politely listened. 

From another part of the table | 

Italia had drawn a photograph over | 

which she best with strange delight. 

She looked at it, then closed her eyes 

dreamily ; locked at it again, and again 

was lost in thought. Another and ano: | 

ther photograph frem the same set she | 

examined, and as her eyes eagerly sean- 

amd, picture after picture passed 

through her mind. Those pictures 

were shadowy as seen in the dim twi. 

things that once had existence. Italia 

felt herself once more achild, led by & 

mother's hand. By these old ruins she | 

had stood with a tall gentleman, bowed | 

with weakness, but bright with intelli- | 

| gence and full of fender love for her, | 

. That, face was her father’s and even now | 

she grieved as it seemed 10 grow paler | 

and paler, as scene after scene rose to | 

| her mind. At last she £tood by his dy- | | 

| ing bed, receiving his blessing, while a | 

saintly mother smiled a holy smile it 

| that hour of trial. Thea Italia’s tears'| 

burst forth, and Mrs. Clinton turned | 

suddenly towards her. Dr. Aulick | 

had been carefully watching every | 

change of expression that had passed 

He felt that she was | 

reading the past, and he would not 
' bave her interrupted. On Mrs. Clin: 

ton's arm the doctor laid his hund to re- | 

| strain ber, and she paused. 

John Carr was not to be so checked. 

He stepped to Italian's side, and looking 

at the photograph of St. Peter's that 

had dropped in her hand, exclaimed: 

“See Rome, then die! Rome | Rome ! 

Thou art no more, as thou has been, on 

thy seven hills of yore!” What ails 

you Italia? You make me think of 

Marius weeping over the ruins of 

Carthage.” 
“ Rome, yes, Rome!” exclaimed Ital- 

ia, throwing herselfinto Mrs Clinton's 

arms. * I know it all now." 

Mrs. Clinton trembled violently. 

The hour she had so much wished for 

had arrived, and yet it might be full 

of sorrow and sad whispers of a coming 

separation. aiid 

“ Not to-night, do not tell us to- | 

night!” said the doctor, as Italia, with 

a great effort, was preparing to speak. | 

“Tt will all come back to you, clear 

and perfect now Be calm. We will | 

wait until these new remembrances | 

have become familiar to your mind 

Now I think we must bid you good 
night, aod finish our evening without 

you ; you are excited and need rest.” 
There was no bumiliation to Isalia 

in prompt and perfect obedience. She 
did not feel that because she was now 

at least fourteen, she should resist the 

control of those who were older and 

wiser, and to whom she was bound by 

ties of grateful affection. She longed 

to pour out her heart to Mrs. Clinton, 
but she forebore, and strove to say 
good night to all, with calmness. 

When alone in her room, her excit. 

ed feelings found vent, There was one 

give herself the full expression of feel- 

ing that is ever a relief. Devoutly she 

thanked God for the precious remem- 
brances that had flooded her mind like 
light... Remembrances of a childhood 
passed with lovers of God, who now 
were doubtless enjoying the full glory 

of His presence. Italia felt orphaned 
no more, she had a living father and 
mother. Living in her memory, and 
living in the eternal life that knows no 
death, 
Sleep came to Italia that night, as it 

falls on the eyelids of a child, reghing 

on its mother's bosom. , Blessed beyond 
what she ever dared to hope or: pray; 
she: felt: new love for her = merciful 
heavenly Friend, new peace in leaving 

herself and her future in his provitides 
tial eave. 
The lind that had removed from 

Italia’s eyes the vail that had hitherto 
covered the past, had yet left one blank 

| father, 

| | 

from time to'"time of the Lord Jesus, 

light, but they were real images of | 

| power. 

' shadows she was always ready to cure 

| with this rough cld worid. And then 

with Christ ; it was the first sin com 

in her memory. The terrible scene i 

through: which the mother had smiling" 
ly goné'ts her reward was not remems 
bered by the child. We will not dwell 

on the many recollections of which each 
trifling circumstance was precious to 
Lialia. No other heart could share the | 

joy that was hers, as she seemed to | two, and three. 

feel again ber father’s hand smoothing | And again, after Richard, three FAT 
her brown curls, and hear his voice call- | we see, 

ing her his little southern child, his | Two Edwards, third Richard, if rightly 
Italia. She only could know what it | I guess, 

was to have her mother’s’ arm seom | 10 _Tenrys, sixth 
once more around her, and her mother’s ! Mary and Bess ; 

A Bag of Sovereigns. 

First William the Norman, then Will, 
iam his son, 

Henry, Stephen, and Henry, then Rich- 
ard and John; 

Edward, Queens 

Then Jamie, the Scot: then Charles | ’ 

| face pressed close to hers. On such whom they slew, ; 
memories as these she dwelt in silence. | phen followed < Cromwell, another 
The simple facts of her history were Charles too ; 

~ soon known to Mrs. Clinton, and by her | Next James, called the Second, ascend- 

' communicated to'the interested family | 
| circle. 

ed the throne ; 

Italy was the native country | Then William and Mary together come 

of poor Fidgetty Skeert. There her | 1 
an Enalish clergyman, after | Till Anne, Georges four, and fourth Wil 

lo | liam, all past, 
ng years of sickness at hom2, had | ! 

| | | God t them Viet 
| found comparative health. There he fell e ictoria, the Youngett 

had ' gathered around him a circle of | 

trae christians to whom he could speak | 

Guides to Prosperity. 
when public services were out of his 

There the Christian mother 

bad trained her child to the love and 

practise of holiness. There the father's 

In the first place, make .up your 
mind to accomplish whatever you up- 
dertake ; decide upon some particular 

step had grown feeble for earth, as his employ i and persevere in it. All 

soul made great strides toward the difficulties are overcome by i 
| peace and purity of heaven. To that | and assiduity. 
blessed world he had passed, leaving Be pot afraid to work with your own 

his wife, a chastened woman, and bis | hands, and diligently. p17 “A cat in 

little one full of glad dreams of the | gloves catches no mice.” ‘He who 
near and glorious d | remains in the yl grinds, not he who 

which her father hasbeen received. | 80¢3 and comes.’ 
For. her English home the widow set | | Attend to your business, never trust 

sail, bul ber journey ended in, that far, | t© another. “A pot that belongs to 
country, whither she had so often turns | ™aNY is ill stired and worse boiled.” 

| ed her longing eyes,and the daughter Be frugal. © That which will not 
was saved from a watery death to hve | make a pot will make a pot-lid.” 
and love, and labor on earth. | + Save the pence, and - pounds will 

| take care of themselves.’ 
Be abstemious. “ Who dainties love 

shall beggars prove.” | 
| Rise early. “Plough deep while 

A ‘father talking to his careless | : | sluggards sleep, and you will have 
daoghiter said : I wint ‘to speak of your : corn to sell and keep,” 
other. It may be that you have no-| ' Treat every one with respect and, 
ticed a careworn look upon ber face civility. ¢ Everything is gained and 
lately. Of course if has not been WP nothing lost by courtesy.” Good man- 
brooght there by any act of yours, still SE ; ners insure success.’ | 

it is your duty to chase it away. 1} Never anticipate wealth fron any 
want you to get up’ to.morrow morning other source than labor; especially 
and get breakfast, and when your| ,..o place dependence upoa ‘ becom- 
mother comes and begins to express her ing the possessor of an inheritance. 
surprise, go right up to her and kiss ber | .. go who runs after a shadow. has 8 

on the mouth, You can't imagine how | _. 00 race” | 

it will brighten her dear face. ‘Besides Above all things, never doen. 

you owe her a kiss or two, Away 
back when you were a little girl she 

kissed you when no one else was temp- 

ted by your fever-tainted breath and 

swollen face. You were not as attract- 
ive then as you are now. ‘And through 

those years of childish sunshine and 

A --— 

Kissine Mother. 

Mrs. Hubbard. 

A DECLAMATION. 

Old Mother Hubbard, she went to the 
eupcoard, 

To get her poor dog a bone; 
But when she got there the cupboard 

was bare, 
And so the poor dog got none. 

* Mother Hubbard, you sed, was old, 

yet did she despair? Did she sit down 

by the magic of a mother’s kiss, the lit- 

tle dirty chubby hdnds whenever they 

were injured in those first skirmishes 

the midnight kiss with which she rout- 
ed 0 many bad dreams ‘as she leaned 

above your restless pillow,” have all | 
been on interest these long. long years. | 
OF course she is not so pretty and kiss | | : 

your share of the work doring the wi one Nok ~ r the es poor 

ten years the eontrast would not be " but SbodiguiReasin gop hoz age, 

marked. Her face has more wrinkles | © Foo; ii a iitagioe the 

than yours, far more, and yet if you were scene. The poor dog crouching jn the 

sick that face would appear more beau- probe Ar pase, ptngas oH whe Sidney 

tiful than an angel's as it “hovered over npbosss, a - ty Boing Shing 

you watching every opportunity to 5 mpi it = mg 

minister, to your comfort, and every one 
Wl gs ge : e e ith 

of those wrinkles would seem to be i pvuheaisonly — E— +l 
bright wavelets of sunshine chasing f 4 ithe § Beka cal 

each other over the dear face. She PE Ry TAROT es, 

will leave you one of these day. These | © me buns, nor. gingerbread, nor 

burdens, if not lifted (rom ‘ber shoulders (3 riper en yo Toyo Nechiiag 

will break her down. Those, rough, hvgiof 4 of os ds wy LI 

bard, pads, thet, have, dopa. sg many filet racks bye ding ald have: rn 
necessary things for you will be eross- 

ed upon her lifeless breast, Those ne- 

glected lips that gave you your first mime Bo br wi probaly sey, 
baby kiss will be forever closed, and 

‘the widow should have gone ont and 

t her dog a bisenit.; Others 
those sad, tired eyes will, bave opened pn, in eternity, andtben you will appreci would suggest other eatables,” doubt- 

ate your mother, but it will be too late. 

her hands? No! she wentto the cup- 
board. Was it to bring forth golden 
goblets, or glittering precious stones, or 

Ber apparal, or any other attributes of 

less. Suffice it for us to, glean _ from 
this beautiful story its many lessons. 

- *| One of which I will bring before you | 

Pride is the worst viper in the human | it is this : We must avoid keeping dogs 
heart, the greatest disturber ‘of the unless we have bones to give them,” 
soul's peace, and of sweet communion —— DOG OEE pb pp 

"The streetcar companies of buck 
after repeated trials for several years 
of every form of steams power, have de- 
cided to to return to horses as the , 

mitted, and lies the “lowest in ‘the 
foundition ‘of Satan's whole building, 
and is “with the greatest’ difficulty 
rooted out, and is the most hidden, Most economical and most ry. 
secret, and deceitful of all ‘lusts, and that inventors wil si ov poor 
often creeps insepsibly into the midst of wh oatll: 4 
rd even, Ho uader the off Cries ofa win 

James. animals 77" an .alsid 

« 

Next Henry the Third ; Edwards, or : 

and weep, or read a novel, or wring : 
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