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Loving words will cost but little,
Journeying up the hill of life;
But they make the weak and weary
Stronger, braver for the strife.

Do you count them only trifles ?
What to earth are sun and rain ?

Never was a kind word wasted,
Never one was said in vain.

When the cares of life are many,
And its burdens heéavy grow
For the ones who walk beside you,
If you love them tell them s0.
What you count of little valae
Has an almost magic power,
And beneath their cheering sunshine
Hearts will blossom like a flower,

So, as up life’s hill we jor:rney,
Let us scatter, all the way,
Kindly worlds, to be as sunshine
“ In the dark and cloudy day,
Grudge no loving word, my brother,
As along through life you go :
To the ones who journey with you,
If youa love them tell them so,
~ Golden Days.
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KATHLEEN.

Tue Story or Ao Houme.

BY AGNES GIBERNE,

CHAPTER 1.

THE HOMELESS COUSIN,

Merry voices sounded upon the back
lawn of Roecklands, = néxt morning.
Kathleen’s return had made this-a gala-
day, and petitions for a holiday on be-
half of the two younger girls met with
success—contrary to the scruples of the
gentle little governess,Miss Thorpe; but
who could resist Kathleen, especially
after three wecks absenee?

So they were all out early on the
lawn, A sudden change of weather
had come about, English fashion, mist
and cold baving vanished. The day
was gray-toned. but mild as April,
albeit no spring-likeness showed in the
stiffened yellow leaves which strewed
the paths and clung yet tothe trees, It
had been a late autumn,

The two children were down on the
grass together, delighting iu the antics
of two Skye terriers—somewhat plain-
featured little maidens, in- blue serge
frocks of simple make, the one twelve
aod the other nine years old. Justinia
wes thin and angular, while Olave was
square and pale, but both had pretty
chestout hair, flowing loose in abund.
ant_masses, and both were unmistake-
able little ladies.

Cleveland, the fourteen-years-old boy,
lingering yet, when he should have
been on his way to school, held high a
scrap of biscuit for the dogs to leap
after,—one answering to the offer with
persistent jumps, while the other sat
with ears tossed scornfully back, as if
too proud to try where success was
hopeless. A handsome lad, this Cleve
with chestnut hair thickly curling, and
saacy dark blue eyes. He was the
darling of his sisters, and the almost
idol of his mether—the worse for him_
poor boy, since they could scarcely see

a fault in him, and sore spoiling was
the result.

" The elder g:rl standing slightly
apart, but smiling in full accord with
the peals of merriment, was, as Mrs.
Joliffe had said of her, singularly unde.
veloped for ber twenty years, having
rather the appearance of a girl of six-
teen, The difference in dress alone
marked her as beyond the schoolroom
phase of life, and that was only anoth.
er shade of blue serge, finer in quality,
and slightly more elaborate in make ;

but it fitted daintly, like a glove. and
was finished at throat and wrists with
spotless rufiles,

Bhe bore small sisterly resemblance
to the younger girls, Strangers some-
times differed as to that wherein the
charm of Katheen's face chiefly lay,
but few failed to be conscious of the
charm.

A round slender figure, with a touch
of childish plumpness about i‘, and
about the little bands ; & small bead,
well shaped, with chestnut-brown hair |
in a glossy coil at the back ; a variable
complexion ; eyes, not large, but of
Mediterranean purple-blue, no ordinary

 plat.

forhﬂh!h Iulun Ew bard it
is for & mother, w ‘where she
then stood, to realize that in very truth
ber children may be as safely guided,
#s tenderly cared for, when sheis gone
from them as when she is presest! |

Quite other thoughts were in Miss
Thorpe's miod, as she stood at the top
of the back-door stepe under a trellis-
poreh, which in summer showed little of
its wood for the mass of covering leaves. |
She looked distressfully out upon the |
group, with puckered forehesd N
lowered mouth-corners, callix mow
and then, ** Justina! Olave ! Justinia,
my dear |” in tones wlneh failed to make
themselves heard. Ap anxious little
body was Miss Thorje, ever burdened
with expectations of ‘coming - troubles
and fears of ill results to each step in
life. Her fidgets were & psin and
worry to others as wellas to herself, and
a good deul of forbearance was needed
on the part of those who lived with her.
She really was a most estimable per-
son, high-principled, m and
well-informed. Mrs. Joliffe reposed
trust in ber governess, and the children
were foad of their teacher ; nevertbe-
less she was something of a family
trial, even after six years' residence in
their midst.

Her present tormeot was the sight
of the children on grass of supposed
dampnees, together with the discovery
that she could not call them off, with-
out herself venturing into the regions
of chills,  Clogs and wraps lay pot
pear at band.  Miss Thorpe was a semi-
martyr to peuralgia, and a whole
martyr to fear of the same; yet she
was not without her tiny spice of hero-
ism. She would not delsy for search
of wraps, but vehtured as she was into
the garden, treading gingerly where no
signs of damp appeared, and sheltering
her two ears with her two bands, till
she reached the border of the grass-

“ Justinia! Olave! My dears, you
will take cold. Do pray come off the
wet grass. She called in tones sharp-
ened by saxiety on her own account,

The two children turned towards her.
“But Mamma said we might come,
Miss Thorpe, and it isn’t the least bit
damp,” exclaimed Justinia.

“Your mamma could not have
knewn, Not dsmp Justinal’ and
Miss Thorpe stopped to lay a hand
on the ground. “ Not damp! And
Olave sitting down upon it !”

“ Oh no, she only knelt for a mo-
ment, and Leena told her to get up.
We bave our thick shoes on, Miss
Thorpe.”. Justinia’s tone was slightly
argumentative.

“ Look+oh, look, Miss Thorpe, at
Skye—isn’t he pretty 7’ cried Olave,
as the quieter dog drooped his two long
ears, and looked up at the biscuit with
& pensive air of enquiry. * He is the
dearest little pet that ever lived |”

Miss Thorpe was in no state of mind
to appreciate cavine attitudes. “ My
dears, do pray come off immediately,
or we shall bave you all laid up,”’ she
gaid, in a complaining manner, “ [t is
quite chilly, and you bhave no hats or
jackets. And, Kathleen, Mrs. Joliffe
desired me to say that, as soon as you
have watered the plants, she wishes
to speak to you.”

Miss Thorpe disappeared indoors,
carryiog with her two reluctant child-
ren, and Kathleen went in search of
her watering-can, the conservatory and
house-plants being her especial charge
She seemed in happy spirits, and sang
softly to herself, as she sent refreshing
showers over the branching maiden-
bair ferps.

“ Kathleen !” a voice said, and she
turned.

“Yes, papa.”

“ I want you to call with me present-
ly on your grandmother, You can do
so?"’

“Oh yes,” said Kathleen cheerily,
though ber intention had been to pass
the morning after another fashion, M.
Joliffe never liked to do anything or go

grey-blue like Olave’s ; lips that bad an

noywhere by himself, if a companion

characteristic, neither

to enquire— enough that e always did
need | hip, M that what he
required bad to be given.

It was easy to see, at a glance,” fm
which Ramt Kathleen inherited: M
dark-blue eyes and engeging manner.
Mr, Joliffe whs 8 particularly engaging
man, with & soft graciousness of de-
meanour ‘which sat curiously, yet not
santly, upou his large frame. -He
had a fall brow and the deep blue eyes
looked tenderly out from beneath, yet

‘oot with the self forgetting kindness and

y of Dr. Riichie’s blue eyes.
@M men were a contras'. Mr,

‘Joliffe did not always perceiye what lay

withio a yard of his face. Moreover,
with all his kindliness of disposition be
was very far from self-forgetting. Ner-
vous people rarely are—and Mr. Joliffe
though 80 big a man, was nove the less,
a sufferer in certain nervous lines, '

“ Your mother will explain to you.
She thinks we should have a consulta-
tion about Joan.”

“ With grandmamma ?” asked Kath-
leen.

“Yes, about Joan's fature, Youand
yourmdhuhdmmlk the matter
over.” :

He moved on, and was in the garden
before it occurred to Kathleen to run
after him, with the quesuon, . Wllél
shall 1 be ready ?” :

“ Half-past eleven, I think.” -

She made short work of the plants after
that, put away the watering-pot, washed
her hands, and sped away quickly to
the mornisg room-—a cosy corner,
where she usually spent hey time
Mrs. Joliffe, before Juncheon, workigg,
practising and 1eading. Mrs, Joliffe
had ever songht to guard against desul-
tory habits in Kathleen,the more because
of a slight tendency to the s&me, inher-
ited from her father.

“ Mamma, dear, you want me, Miss
Thorpe says. I am quite ready now.”

Mrs. Joliffe was writing letters, a
weary look upen her face as she did
so. Kathleen lovingly drew the pen
from her fingers. “It tires you out,
and there is no need,” she said, “ Do
sit in the easy-chair, and tell me what
youbadtosay. Somethiogabout Joan,
isi: not ; I have been wondering the
last few mioutes whether I ought to
write to poor Joan. Should I, mamma ?
It is so difficult to write that sort of
letter to a perfect stranger.”

Mrs Joliffe remembered Dr. Ritchie’s
advice. “ Think for yourself, darling,”
she said. “How do you feel about
it?”

Kathleen’s involuntary response was
~+*1 will do just as you tell me.”
Mrs. Joliffle made no answer to this, and
she considered for half-a.minute, her
bright face shading over,

“Yes,” she eaid. “If I were in
Joan’s place I would like a letter,—if
only to show that somebody was think-
ing of me in my trouble. I am alraid
I did not feel enough last night about
uncle Jules’ death. The home eoming
was s0 pleasant,—aud his having died
three months ago seems to put it so far
back. But of course it is just as sad
for poor Joan, doubly sad to think of
bis dying in the bush, with me friends
vear him-—none that belonged to him,
Are we to wear mourning for him ?
1 have been wondering if I should,”

“If Joan comes here. Otherwise I
should hardly think it worth while for
you all.” :

“Is Joan going to pay us a visit ?
It seems strange that she has never

. | done so yet."”

“Her fawer always discouraged.
intercourse between her and us, The
truth is, very much annoyance wus
felt in my family at the marriage, and
was, I suppose too openly shown. Jules
never forgave it. ¥iwould not have
held aloof but be threw dificulties in
the way of our meeting, and since your |
dear auot’s death he and we have
dropped entirely apart. He seems to
have regretted this when dying, and’
Joan writes as if she wished a change

in the matter, Would you like to see
her letter ?”

fur have always had so much love and

people’s feelings,” she said,

One or two memoirs,” said Kathleen.-

Kathleen took it with a flush of

lived with her father's butlle
all her Tife, ‘and "both’ {rom his_ let
and hers, I gather _that he baes bou
kind to her. - Bat hehas lately married
again, and his wife seems to'object to
having Joan any longer in the house-
Mr. John Breay evidently regrets this’
Some little allowance made towards
ber expenses by her father ceases now,
and that may be partly the cause.”

“ Theu Joan bas not much money of
her own ?”

“ She has none."

“ And no home ?”’

* No hotae—and poor health.”

Mrs, Jolifle leant back, and silently
scanned her child’s face during the
perusal ‘of the letter. Kathleen resd
slowly, now aud then turning back to
go over & sentence a second time.
Once she lifted ber eyes, full of a
dewy moisture, but nothing was said.
Even after reaching the end, she sat
awhile, lost in thought,

“Tt is sad,” “ Mrs. Jolifle remarked.

“Oh, very, very sad, said Kathleen.
“ Poor Joan | and she is:s0 young too—
not twenty  yet, But she ‘does’ not
write ‘as if she were young., It is
more like an old tired out person, who
has come to the end of everything in
life. Don’t you think there is & sort
of something just a little bitter —almost
hard—in the way she writes—as if she
had given up looking dor kindness, or
expeeting to be happy ? I wooder if I
should feel like that in her place.”

“I thiok not.” ' -

“1 might,” said Kathleen dreamily.

kindness from cveybody. Not only in
the old home, where I lived  all iy
life but here too-—thoﬂgi we have only
been.a year in Rockston—how
people are to me! I wonder at it
sometimes, But if all ' that were’ to
stop, 1 wonder' if I should write as
Joan writes.” | A

Mrs- Joliffe secretly thought there
was little fear of Kathleen ever finding
herself without friends. “ Difference
in temperament makes a diflerence in
‘“ And
my darling, I think—I do think—tbat
wheo great trouble comes to you, the
great comfort will be yours, of a loving
Master close at hand to bear you up.”
Mrs, Joliffe spoke with too much of
tremulous earnestness, and a touch of
fear crossed Kathleen's face. :

“ Mamma 'you talk' as ifi-you do
vot think any great trouble s coming 7

Mrs. Joliffe feit that she had gone too
lar, and forced a smile, * Why shoald
I, darling 7" Trouble may come at any
time to any ove. I cannot éxpect you
always to escape it. My comfort is
that you would not stand alone.” -

* Obh po-—because I have you.
said Kathleen involuntarily. N

Mrs. Jolifle ' controlled a ' shiver.
“ Would that be all, Leena ?” _

- “No,” Kathleen answered soberly.
“I know what you meant.” JIn a
lowered and reverent voice she added,
*1 should have Jesus, P.or Joan
dosn’t say amything of that sort—1I
wonder if she feels it. Perhaps sho is
shy in writing to you, but she - does
speak as if she had no comfort at all.
Mamma, I always thiok that if God
seems s0 near in happy times, He
would seem much nearer in sorrowful
times. '

“ It ought to be s0. I am sure it is
His will to be near, and if He is not, it
must be our own fault, our own turning
away from Him,” said Mrs, Joliffe,
smitten with a conscience-stroke, For
was it thus indeed with her?—and if
not, why? I am afraid that sometimes
when God wouid bave us come cloder
to Him, we do not see or believe it.”

“Do you think pot?” Kathleen
asked wistfully. * Bet of course I do
not know—1I tave had no great troubles
yet. It is 8o easy to cling to Him,
when everything looks bright.”

* Some would not agree with you,
bave heard many say that they could only |
eling in times of trouble, and 8o that
God bad, as it seemed, to keep them in
trouble always, lest they should wand-
"."

“ Yes, I bave seen that thought in

“1 don’t think I quite understand it,
mamme. . For it isn’t we that have to

good —-whap--tm it, would be a great
trouble 7"

Fhbave thoaght it best that my mother

keep ourselves, but God that keeps us

must be just as easy to Him to draw
us and to keep usat any time, whether
bright or'dull-of wnhappy. If ‘we just
'ﬂlﬁre! “G‘MW inﬁb Loﬁl
Jesos——"

. % That is the. !if.
wboh difficulty kinges - there,” said
Mrs. Joliffe. “JF we M believe
and trust him, lnd’ feel gufm lnre—-—-

The ' wisifol laok came back . into
Kathleen’s. ¢ eyes.® “ L, den's : think: 1
quite see the difficuity," slie said slowly.
| uppou-—pmpo—-lc”h ‘becanse ‘1
bave' had so little trouble, It seéms ap
ir 1 ooqld not bolp tl:umn; Him Whl,
mamma, I could mot doubt you for a
single moment—and He loves me even
more then you do.’ |

“Yes—if one could realm, ;., uld
Mrs. Joliffe again, and then she added, | {a
“ Bat I tbiok you realise is.all more
simply thah I do, derling, and if yea
can, it is muhwwpmntmm"

1 have wondered sometimes if aoubu
would ‘come to me : by-sud-by,”  said
Kathlesn: softly. + Peoplé talk - so
much about doubts, and I don't think 1
ever had any. Of course I do wrong
often enough, and forget, and wander,
and grow careless; and like my. own
way, but: I can’t doubt Christ; or His
power and love. Dé you think T'shalt
begin by-and-by.’,

“ Remember your own wordt, Leena;
cannot God keep you from doubting ?”

“ O yes,” and shie smiled contentediy.

Then after a break,Mrs. Joliffe asked,
with some abruptness, * Should you
count it a trouble it Joan came to live

with us?”

*»To live with u-—iltogetber? Not
ovly to stay for a visis 7"

“To make this her home Sbould
you like it, or would it bo 2 .rut
trouble ?” , ‘

I don’t know. I hﬂomt tbon;ht
of sach a thmg Humma, I don’t think

“Qaly a little one, Vot,nt all evolu,
a pieuure "

Adother pause, and Mrs Joliffe
waited, Kathleen looked put of ‘the
window, with eyes slowly filling.

“I¢ is not decided yet,” ‘said Mrs.
Jolifle. ' “Your father is willing, but

shouldboooun.lmi;ud L. wish you to
bave a vaice in the matter.”:

“ Would youlike it maoyma ?"

“For Joan's sake, yés—poor girl.
I do not know Joan personally, but her
mother was very very dear to me.”

. % And Joan bas no home,” said Kath-

leen. ‘

. NO-"

**And she does net seem fit to go out:
as governess or companion.”

“I am afraid not.”

* And even if she were, you would
not like that for a child of aant Joan-

na’s,

“It would be painful to' me:' But
I must thiok first of my dildren 8 hap-
piness.”

*“Qb, but, mamma, it could not make
me unbhappy to have Joan here,” said
Kathieen eagerly. “J¥t would not in-
deed* I don’t want to "bé lolﬂlb I
hardly know what made we 80 stupid
Just now,—only you and Im 80 per-
fectly happy, that I did not like to think
of a third pouonnlnynhﬂogu&h us.
Bt 1 should fike to make Joan happy.”

“Well, we lhpll see,” responded Mrs,
Joliffe, pressing  Kathleen’s: band.
The call to grandmamma must come
w ”»

““1 suppose guudmnmm would not
like Joan to live with her,”

“1 bardly expect that, But now my

Leena, you must dress. Look at the
clock.”
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Education in Egypt.

CULTIVATION OF THE MEMORY.

The Univeroity of Cairo, established,
during the 10th century, in the Mosque
of El Ashar, is. says the St James
Gazette, the most important seat of
learning in the Mobameday world. Its
10,000 ‘undergradustes’ f there
from every quarter of the globe in
which the Moslem faith is prefessed
The teaching is presumably of the best,
{ The period of residence there varies
from three to six years, The students
pay no fees, nor are the professors paid.
Each teacher has his class, who listen
orrnduloul Thplutb a -my"
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ey

"{N , indped, they .
R T
v a i hich
develo.ge in so hig immm
ing powers of man. are :
known to them. ‘The result of such an
education is ‘the ‘caltivation  of" ' o
fucp'lli‘ of ugw mibdogl{agﬁfw ,m
the knowledge thus - % to,
esolssion'sf ol indepes s
h ed as infallible; It is no un,
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m& the whole Koran by ‘heart,
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Original M&ln“d.
Bcrlptm'om

No. 224,

Find correct ans to follos
and the initisls wﬂm m ,h‘

are to ascribe unto God. The fic

give that in which God’s st

‘made perfeet ; 4

l.WMuittboiowlo d&o nlr
never do.

2. What is uwnnmwm

3. Who opened not the gate for glad.
ness.

4. Were was the first well dug by
Isaac’s servants.

5. Who wes ocaptain o(tbohouof
Sym., aleper. .

O.Thnwhiohwdmwdofnely

7. That which we are to ve faen,

8. ’l'hat which shall be rollod togo}hq
a8 a scroll. ;

No. 2325,

two
1, Part of . Palestine desoribed as

'bunsphcoforuuh.

2. Abigail’s son, i
8 'l‘boguul‘hilhtin ldol

B 6

OURIOUS -QUESTIONS,
No. 61,

Syllable Charade.

Myfﬁr:t’: the title of each name
v's worn by mtidcm, young ud

And ofy { peak respecting ‘those
Who Iaul to find proper way.

My second is a fairy child,

The peited lambkin of our flock ;
And she hath me, winning ways—
Bright eyes, and many a sunny look

My third, s verb that shuts the

Teljs how the people ods‘ikn

Bat wstor clear and ‘a
And that’s the drink for mund me.

My last is what the printers sa

When typesare tumbled npm«i down;
I scarce believe it's ever liked ;

For oft it’s m with a flon

A uWy rlnv is my M
W m”.‘ "‘.) m ‘“’.

* grand § _

Annmryilwthem '
A thoroughfare tbnuhounbhu

‘No ' 62.

Form a word square of

1. An ancient island in the Mediter-
ranean.

2. Expands.

8. Wants.

4. A wealthy country in Asia.

0. To tesk. .
No. 63, ...

1. Ghmpwrwlwlhthmlwn‘.

2. Change jute to silk in five moves.

8. Change flour to bread In six

4, Chunpwottodryhﬂnmw

5. Change hair bvl’holdnm
(SR .

Fiod answers to the above—write them
how agree
mwn:;:?gb.:.dveh npzt w“k.m e

“4#—1
Answer to Boriptm'o m
No. 223
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th,
ego.
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PRAISE.
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ANSWERS TO QURIOUS QWA
No. 56. Diamond of words :

ob of of oF o
EHE=> kg

Flnd in the following the nmd .
patriarchs :

Bl
cut in
witho
tight,:
Heat
tinue
hours.
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weed |
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