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For the Baptist and Visitor,
MY MOTHER.

—
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But now, oh, -s.v';?-"m. no more !
My mother’s no more-— ‘
B took her wbo gave her;
Bn u'onhlu are o’er—
e with ve v‘. 1;"; laid hebr:-
eaven above
‘." bﬂ‘ . ;’llnohensh—
j lw M so sweet,
1 they'll ne'er perish
’ in heaven we meet,
To be joh«l in the bonds of communion and love.
Sleep on, dearest mother,
lowly bed ;
xﬁm irit still hover
Around child’s head
Aldmohhin.ud gu{de him, as in days of yore.
Ti reverence thy memory-—
80 pure—
Be to her—
Be & friend to the poor,
. Aldnutﬂunhhnn..mpmmmnon
*
Hiterature,
From the Independent.
’
Tll! PEARL OF ORR’S ISLAXD.
A STORY OF THE COAST OF MAINE.
. L___. '
BY MRS. HARRIET BEECHER
STOWE.

CHAPTER V.

It did live. “*The little life, so frail, so
unproﬁmble in every mere material view,
so precious in the eyes of love, expanded
and flowered at last into fair childhood.
Not without much watching and weari-
ness. Many a night the old fisherman
walked the floor with the little thing in his

ing to it that jargon of tender
nonsense which fairies bring as love-gifts
to all who tend a cradle. Many a day the
good little old grand-mother called the aid
of gossips ;about her, trying various ex-
periments of catnip and sweet fern and bay-
berry, and other teas of rustic reputation
for baby frailties. :

At the end of three years, the two graves
in the lonely grave-yard were sodded and
cemented down by smooth velvet turf, and

ing round the door of the brown house
was a slender child, with ways and man-
ners 8o still and singular as often to re-
mind the neighbors that she was not like
other children—a bud ‘of hope and joy—
but the outcome of great sorrow—a pearl
washed ashore by a mighty, uprooting
t. They that looked at her remém-
bered that her father’s eye had never be-
held her, and her baptismal cup had rested
on her mother’s coffin.

- She was small of stature, beyond the“ft

want of children of her age, and molded
with a fine waxen delicacy that won ad-
miration from all eyes. Her hair was
curly and golden, but her eyes were dark
like her mother’s and the lids drooped over
them in that manner which gives a pecu-
liar expression of dreamy wistfulness.

. Every one of us must remember eyes
that have a strange, peculiar expression of
pathos and desire, as if the spirit that look-
ed out of them were pressed with vague
remembrances of a past, or but dimly com-
prehended the mystery of its present life.
Even when the _baby lay in its cradle, and
its dark, inquiring eyes would follow now
one object and now another, the gossips
would say the child was longing for 'some-
thing; and Miss Roxy would still further
venture to predict that the child always
would long and never would know exactly
what she was after.

dignitary sits at this minute en-
ﬂnoned in the kitchen corner, looking
y over the press-board on her

knee, where she is |

she works in a low chant, like the prattle
of a brook, but ever and anon she rests her
little arms on a chair and looks through the
kitchen door far, far off where the
T line of the blue sea dissolves in the
Huvky
“Bee that child now, Roxy,” said
Ruey, who sat beside her ;
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look at her eyes. s as handsome s
M’M’h’l’tuw&nryhokaheh-
lbe a contented little thing,

lwr eyes always look 80

Bnry
W‘!hm iu-kdcnnhm

born?  Babies like that is marked
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1 her up, I'll warrant.

Kittridge's,” said Miss Roxy, *and let her
play with their litge girl ; she'll chirk her
She’s a regular little
witch, Sally is, but she'll chirk her up.—
It a'nt good for children to be so still and
old fashioned ; children ought to be chil-
dren, Sally takes to Maria just cause she’s
so different.”
“ Well, now, you may,” said Dame Pen-
nel ; “to be sure, he can’t bear her out of
his sight a minute after he comes in, but,
after all, old folks can’t be company for
children.”
Accordingly, that afternoon, the little
Mara was arrayed in a little blue flounced
dress, which stood out like a balloon, made
by Miss Roxy in first-rate style, from a
French fashion-plate ; her golden hair was
twined in manifold curls by Dame Pennel,
who, restricted in her ideas of ornamenta-
tion, spared, nevertheless, neither time nor
money to enhance the charms of this sin-
gle ornamenc to her dwelling. Mara was
her picture-gallery, who gave her in the
twenty four hours as many Murillos or
Greuzes as a lover of art could desire; and
as she tied over the child's golden curls a
little flat hat, and saw her go dancing off
along the sea-sands, holding te Miss Roxy’s
bony finger, she felt she had in her what
galleries of pictures could not buy.
It was a good mile to the onc story gam-
brel-roofed cottage where lived Captain
Kittrige—the long, lean, brown man, with
his good wife of the great leghorn bonnet,
round black bead eyes, and psalm-book,
whom we told you of at the funeral.
The Captain, too, had followed the sea
in his early life, but being not, as he ex-
pressed it, ‘‘very rugged,” in time changed
his ship for a tight little cottage on the sca
shore, and devoted himself to boat-build-
ing, which he found sufficiently lucrative
to furnish his brown cottage with all that
his wife’s heart desired, besides extra mo-
ney for nick-nacks when she chose to go
up to Brunswick or over to Portland to
shop. oy
The Captain himself was a welcome
guest at all the firesides. round, being a
chatty body, and disposed to make the
most of his forcign experiences, in which
he took the usual advantages of a traveler.
In fact, it was said, whether slanderously
or not, thatthe Captain’s yarns were spun
to order ; and as when pressed to relate his
foreign adventures, he always responded
with, “What would you like to hear ?” it
was thought that he fabricated bis article
to suit his market. In short, therc was nc
species of experience, fishy, finny, or aqua-
tic—no legend of strange and unaccount-
able incident of fire or flood—no romance
of foreign scenery and productions,. to
which his tongue was not competent, when
he had once seated himself in a doublc
bow-knot at a neighbor’s evening fireside.
His good wife, a sharp-eyed, literal body.
and a vigorous church-member, felt some
concern of conscience on the score of thesc
narrations ; for, being their constant audi-
tor, she, better than any one else, could
perceive the variations and discrepencies
of text which showed their mythical cha-
racter, and oftentimes her black ‘eyes
uld snap and her knitting-needles rat-
% with an admonitory vigor as he wen!
on, and sometimes she would unmercifully
come in at the end of a narrative with—
-*¢Well, now, the Cap'n’s told them a
stories till he begins to b'lieve 'em himsel
I think.” But works of fiction, as we ali
know, if only well gotten up, have always
their advantages in'the hearts of listeners
over plain, homely truth, and so Captain
Kittridge's yarns were marketable firesid:
commodities still, despite the skepticism
which attended them.

The afternoon sunbeams at this moment
are painting the gambrel-roof with a gol-
den brown. Itis September again, as it
was three years ago when our story com-
f menced, and the sea and sky were purple
and amethystine with its Italian haziness
of atmosphere.

The brown house stands on a little knoll,
about a hundred yards from the open ocean.
Behind it rises a high ledge of rocks; wher:
cedars and hemlocks made deep shadow:
into which the sun shot - golden shafts o
light, illuminating the scarlet feathers of
sumach which threw themselves jauntils
forth from the crevices—while down be-
low, in deep. damp, mossy rccesses, rosc
ferns which autumn had just be to
tinge with yellow and brown. The littl
knoll where the cottage stood had on its
right hand a tiny bay, where the ocean
water made up amid picturesque rocks—
shaggy and solemn. Here trees of the
primeval forest, grand and lowly, looked
silently into. the waters which ebbed and
flowed daily into this little pool.  Every
variety of those beautiful evergreens whick
fcather the coast of Maine, and dip their
wings in the very spray of its ocean foam,
found here a representative. There were
aspiring black spruces, crowned on the
very top with heavy coronets of cones;
there were balsamic firs, whose young buds
breathe the scent of strawborries; there
rwere cedars, black as midnight clouds, and
wlnte with their swaying pluiuge of

leave, st:ewmg the grotmd be-

ing white and ghostly undcr the dee];
shadows of their boughs. And beneath, |
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in her clean kxtcm 'n, very busnly en

in ripping up a silk dress which Miss Roxy
had engaged o come and make into a new
one; and, as she ripped, she cast now and
then an eye at the face of a tall, black
clock, whose solemn tick, tock, was the
only sound that could be heard in the
kitchen,

By her gide, on a low stool, sat a vi-
gorous, healthy girl of six years, whose
employment evidetitly did not please her,
for her well-markedl black eyebrows were
bent ih a frown, and her large black eyes
looked surly and wrathful, and one versed
in children’'s grievances could ¢ asily see
what the matter was—she was turning a
sheet! Perhaps, happy young female
reader, you dou’t know what that is—most
likely not; for in these dcgenerate days
the strait and narrow ways of self-denial,
formerly thought so wholesome for little
feet, are quite grass-grown with neglect.
Childhood now-a-days is unceasingly feted
and caressed, the principal difficulty of the
grown people seeming to be to discover
what the little dears want—a thing not al-
ways clear to the little dears themselves.
But in old times turning shects was thought
a most especial and wholeseme discipline
for young girls ;—in the first place because
it took off the hands of their betters a very'
uninteresting and monotonouns labor; and
‘n the second place because it was such a
long, strait, unending turnpike, that the
youthtul trawlu once started thereupon,
could go on indeﬁnitely without requiring
zuidance and  direction of their eclders.
{'or these reasons, also, the task was held
n speeial detestation by children, in direct
Jroportion to their amount of life and their
ngenuity and love “of variety. A dull
child took it tolerably well; but to a lively,
energetic one, it was a perfect torture.

“ I don’t sce the use of sewing up sheets
one side, and ripping them up the other,”
at last 8aid Sally—breaking the monotonous
tick, tock of the clock by an observation
which has probably oecurred to every child
in similar circumstances®

“Sally Kittridge, if you say a.notnu
word about that ar sheet, I'll whip you,
was the very explicit rqumder ; and there
was a snap of Mrs. Kittridge's black eyes,
that seemed to make it likely that she
would keep her word. It was answered
by another snap from the six-year-old eyes,
as Sally comforted herself with thinking
that when she was a woman she'd. speak
ner mind out in pay for all this.

At this ipoment a burst of silvery child-
laughter rang out, and there appeared in
the doprway illaminated by the afternoon
sunbeams, the vision of Miss Roxy's tall,
.ank figure, with the little golden-haired,
olue-robed fairy, hanging like a gay butter-
dy upon the tip of a thorn bush. . Sally

Iropped the sheet and clapped her hands,
innoticed by her mother, who rose to pay
wer respeets to the ** cunning woman’ of
the neighborhood.

* Well now, Miss Roxy, I was 'mazin’
ifraid you weren't a-comin.” 1'd just been
i’ got my silk ripped up, and didn’t know
10w to get a step further without you.’

W (ll I was finishin’ up Cap'n Pennel's
best pantaloons,” said Miss Roxy; **and
['ve got "em along so, Ruey can go on with
'em ; and I told Miss Pennel I must come
oyou, if twas only for a day; andl fech-
d the little glrl down, ‘cause the little
‘hing’s so kind o’ lonesome like, I thought
3;111_)' could play with her, and chirk her up
1 little.”

“Well, Sally,” said Mrs. Kittridge,
-¢ stick in your necdle, fold up your sheet,
put your thimble in your work-pocket, and
then you may take the little Mara down to
‘he cove to play ; but be sure voudon’tlet
nar go near the tar nor wet her shoes. D'ye
aear ?”

* Yes,. ma'am,” said Sally, who had
sprung up in light and radiance like a
‘ranslated creature at this unexpected turn
>f fortune, and performed the welcome or-
ders - with a celerity which showed how
agreeable they werc, and then stooping and
¢utching the little one in her arms, disap-
seared through the door, with the golden
curls fluttering over her own crow-black
nead,

The fact was that Sally at that moment
vas as happy as human creature could be
'—with a keenness of happiness that child-
cen who have never been made to turn
sheets of a bright aftecrnoon can never re-
lize.

The sun was yet an hour high, as she
saw by a flash of her shrewd time-keeping
'ye, and she could bear her little prize
lown to the cove, and collect unknown
juantities of gold and silver shells and star-
ish and salad-dish shells and white pebbles
‘or her, besides quantities of well-curled
shavingd, brown and white, from the pile
which constantly was falling under her fa-
cher’s joiner's bench, and with which she
vould make long extemporaneous tresses,
3o that they might play at being mermaids,
iike those that she had heard her father tell
about in some of his sca-stories.

* Now railly, Sally, what you got there *"
said Captain Kittridge, as he stood in his
shirt-sleeves peering over his joiner’s bench,
to watch the little one whom Sally had’

’ iumPeddownmto a nest of clean white

vings. “Wal', wal’, I should think
’d.-m:len&obtgthnl-eemsdmpr
window the last time I Wllbo Portland.—
S0 this- is: Penel's little gi child.”
“Yes.lather tnd we want some nice

shavings.”
" Stay a bxt,dgll make ye a k:” a-pur-
':1 '":Z.ua' gty o]

‘
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gamboled about the shoreil\kc a blue and’

gold-winged fly—while her bursts of laugh-
ter made the squirrels and blue jays look
out inquisitively from their fastnesscs in the
old evergreens. Gradually the Sunbeams
faded from the pines, and the waves of the
tide in the little cove came in, solemnly
tinted with purple, flaked with orange and
crimson, borne in from a great rippling gea
of fire, into which the sun- had just sunk.

“ Mercy. on us—them children !” said
Miss Roxy.

*“ He's bringin’ 'em along,” said Mrs.
Kittridge, as she looked out of the window
and saw the tall, lank form of the Captain,
with one child seated on either shoulder,
and holding on by his head.

The two children were both in the high-
est state of excitement, but never was there
a more marked contrast of nature. The
one seemed a perfect type of well-develop-
ed childish health and animal vigor, good
solid flesh and bones, with glowing skin,
brilliant eyes, shining teeth, well-knit, sup-
ple limbs—rvigorously and healthily beauti-
ful ; while the other appeared one of those
aerial mixtures of cloud and fire, whose ra-
diance seems scarcely earthly. A physio-
logist, looking at the child, would shake
his head, seeing one of those perilous or-
ganizations, all nerve and brain, “which
come to life under the clear, stimulating
skies of America, and, burning with the
intensity of lighted phosphorus, waste them-
selves too early.

The little Mara scemed like a fairy
sprite, possesscd with a wild spirit of glee.
She laughed and clapped her hands inces-
santly, and when set- down on the kitchen
floor spun round like a little clf ; and that
night it was late-and long beforc her wide,
wakeful eyes could be vailed in sleep.

*Compayy jist sets this "ere child crazy,”
said Miss Roxy; “it’s jist her lonely way
of livin'—a pitty Miss Pennel  hadu't an-
other child to keep company along with
her.”

“Mis’ Pennel oughter to be trainin’ of
her up to work,” said Mrs. Kittridge.—
*Sally could oversew and hem when she
wa'nt more'n three years old—nothin’
straightens out children like work. Mis’

ennel she jist keeps that ar child to look
at.”

“All children a’'nt alike, Miss thtndgo,
said Miss Roxy sententrously. ¢This un’
an’t like your Sally. ‘A hen and a bum-
ble-bee can’t be fetched up alike--fix it how
you will !”

CHAPTER VL

Zephaniah Pennel came back to his
house in the evening, after Miss Roxy had
taken the little Mara away. He looked
for the flowery face and golden hair as he
came toward his door, and put his hand in
his vest-pocket, where he had deposited a
small store of very choice shells and sea
curiosities, thinking of the widening of
those dark, soft eyes when he should pre-
sent them.

* Where's Mara !’ was the first inquiry
after he crossed the,threshold.

"hy, Roxy’s been en’ takén her down
to Cap'n Kittindge's to spend the night,”
said Miss Ruey. ¢ Roxy's gone to help
Miss Kittridge turn her spotted gray and
black silk. We was talking this mornin’
whether 'no twould turn, 'cause I thought
the spot was overshot, and wouldn’t make
up on the wrong side ; but Roxy she says
it’s one of them ar Calcutty silks that has
two sides to "em, like the one you brought
Miss Pennel—that we made up for her,
you know,” and Miss Ruey arose and gave
a finishing snap to the Sunday pantaloons,
which she had been lett to * finish off”"—
which snap said as plainly as words could
say, vhat there was a good job disposed of.

Zephaniah stood looking as helpless as
animals of the male kind generally do
when appealed to with such prolixity on
fominine details—in reply to it all only
asked meekly.

*“ Where's Mary

“ Mis’ Pennel 7 Why she’s up chamber
—she’ll be down 'n minute, she said; she
thought she’d have time afore supper to
get to the bottom of the big chist, and see
it that "ere vest-pattern a'n’t there—and
them sticks o' twist for the button-holes—
‘cause Roxy she says she never see nothin’
8o rotten as that ‘ere twist we'v’ been a-
workin’ with, that Miss Pennel got over to
Portland ; it's a clear cheat, and Miss
Penncl she give more'n half a cent a stick
more for 't than what Roxy got for her up
to Brunswick—so you sce these "ere Port-
land stores charge up, and their thmgs
wa'n't lookin’ after.”

Here Mrs. Pennel entering the room,
‘“ the Captain” addressed her eagerly :

‘ How came you to let Aunt Roxy take
Mara off so far, and be gone so long "

* Why, law me, (‘ap n Pennel, the little
thing seems kind o' lonesome. Chil'en
want chil’en; Miss Roxy says she’s alto-
gether too sort o' still and old-fashioned,
and must have child's company to chirk
her up, dnd so she took her down to play

with Sally Kittridge ; there’s -no manner their smoldering fireside, amid the genera:
of danger or harm in it, and she’ll be back’ pproer, Zephnuh be‘ﬁ'hﬁamﬁ :
to-morrow afternoon, and Mara will have | . - which Moses the‘san of God |
area.l time,” tande . shadows ot
al” now, really,” uxdthegoodnan, o i ,h#
. bm it's "mazin’ w mm.
“ Cap'n Peznel, you'r geptin' to ‘make rth,
an idol of that ‘ere ehild,” said Miss Ru. earth and
ey; *“we have to watch our hearts. It | ™ o syer-4
minds me of the hymn, i g i
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Mts Pmnel had one of those natures—
gentle, trustful, and hopeful, because not |
very deep ; she was one of  the little chil. |
dren of the world whose faith rests on
childlike ignorance, and who know not the
deeper needs of deeper natures; such see
only the sunshine and forget the storm.

This conversation had been going on to
the accompaniment of a clatter of plates
and spoons and dishes, and the fizzling of
sausages, prefacing the evening meal, to
which all now sat down after a lengthened
grace from Zephaniah.

“ There's a tremendous gale a-brewin’,”
he said as they sat at table. I noticed
the clouds to-night as I was comin’ home,
and somehow 1 feel kind o’ as if I wanted
all our folks snug indoors.”

“ Why, law, husband, Cap’n Kittridge’s
house is as good *as ours if it does blow.
You never can scem to remember that
houses don’t run aground or strike on rocks
in storms.”

“The Cap'n puts me in mind of old
Cap'n Judith Scranton,” said Miss Ruey,
“ that built that queer house down by Mid-
dle Bay. The Cap'n he would insist on
havin' on't jist like-a ship, and the closet-
shelves had holes for the tumblers and
dishes, and he had all his tables and chairs
battened down, andso when it came a gale
they say the old Cap'n used to sit in his
chair and hold on to Lear the wind blow.”

“ Well, I tell you,” said Captain Pennel,
‘ those that has followed the seas, hears
the wind with different ears from lands-
people. 'When you lie with only a plafik
between you and eternity, and hear the
voice of the Lord on the waters, it don't
sound as it does on shore.”

And in truth, as they were speaking a
fitful gust swept past the house, wailing
and screaming and rattling the windows,
and after it came the heavy hollow moan
of the surf on the beach, like the wild an-
gry howl of some savage animal just begin-
ning to be lashed into fury.

‘* Sure enough the wind is rising,” said
Miss Ruey, getting up from the table and
flattening her snub nose against the win-
dow-pane. ‘Dear me, how dark it is!—
Mercy on us, how the waves comes in !—
all of . a sheet of foam. I pity the ships
that's comin’ on coast such a night.”

The storm seemed to have burst out
with a sudden fury, as if myriads of howling
demons had all at once been loosened in the
air. Now they piped and whistled with
eldritch screech round the corners of the
house—now they thundered down the chim-
ney—and now they shook the door and rat-
tled the casement—and anon mustering
their forces with wild ado, seemed. to career
over the house and sail high up into the
murky air. The dash of the rising tid:
came with stccessive crash upon crash like
the discharge of heavy artillery—seeming
to shake the very house, and the spra)
borne by the wind dashed whizzing against
the window-panes.

Zephaniah, rising from supper, drew up
the little stand that had the family Bible
on it, and the. three old time-worn people
sat themselves as seriously down to evening
worship as if they had been an extensive
congregation. They raised the old. psalm
tune which our fathers called Complaint,
and the cracked wavering voices of the wo-
men, with the deep rough bass of the old
sca-captain, rose in the uproar of the storm
with a ghostly strange wildness, like the
scream of the curlew or the wailing of the
wind :

“ Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray,
Nor let our sun go down nt noon:

Thy years are an eternal da
And must Thy children

Miss Ruey valued herself on singing a
certain weird and exalted part which in
ancient days uscd to be called counter, and
which wailed and gyrated in unimaginable
heights of the scale, much as you may hea:
a shrill fine-voiced wind over a chimney-
top—but altogether, the deep and earnest
gravify with which the three filled up the
pauses of the storm with their quaint minor
key, had something singularly impressive.
When the singing was over, Zephaniah
read to the accompaniment of wind and
sea the words of poetry made on old He-
brew shores, in the dim gray dawn of the
world : .

“The voice of the Lord is npon the
waters ; the God of glory thundereth ; the
| Lord is upon many waters; the voice oi
the Lord shaketh the wilderness; the Lord
shaketh the wilderness of. Kndosh the
Lord sitteth upon the floods, yea, the Lord
sitteth King for ever. =The Lord will give
strength unto his people, yea, the Lord wili
bless his people with peace.’

How natural and home-born loundod

e 80 soon ?”

1 this old pi€ce of oriental poetry in the ears

of the three. The wilderness of Kadesh,
with its great cedars, was doubtless On's
Island, where even now the goodly fellow-

ship of black-winged trees were
andswdﬁngandmkmguthegz o1
the Lord passed over them.

~And. the three old people kneeling by

£

nonahlp to the storm, as 1f it were in some
manner a family connection—a wild roy-
stering cousin, who drew him out by a
rough attraction of eomndeahx

* Well, at any rate,” said Mrs. Pennell,
ptoducmg a large tin lantern perforated
with amany holes, in which she placed a
tallow candle, * take this with you, and
don't stay out long.”

The kitchen door opened, and the first
gust of wind took off the old man's hat
and nearly blew him prostrate. He came
back and shut the door.. *I ought to
have known better,” he said, knotting his
pocket-handkerchief over’ his head, after
which he waited for a momentary lull, and
went out into the storm.

* Miss Ruey looked through the window-
pane, and saw the light go twinkling far
down into the gloom, and ever and anon
came the mournful boom of distant gums.

* Certainly there is a ship in trouble’
somewhere.” she said.

“ He never can be easy when he hears
these guns,” said Mrs. Penuel ; ‘‘but what
can he do, or anybody, in 'such a storm-—
the wind blowing right on to shore

“T shouldn’t wonder if Cap'n Kittridge
should be out on the beach, too,” said Miss
Ruey : * but laws he a'n’'t much more than
one of these "ere old grass-hoppers you see
after frost comes. Well, any way, there
ant much help in man if a ship comes
ashore in such a gale as this, such a dark
night, too.”

“It's kind o' lonesome to have poor
little Mara away. such a night as this. is,”
said Mrs. Pennell ; “but who would a-
thought it this afternoon, when Aunt Roxy
took her

* I 'member my grandmother had a sil-
ver cream-pitcher that come ashore in a
storm onggMaro Pint,” said Miss Roxy, as
she sat trotting knitting-needles. - Gmd-
"ther found it hali full of sand under a knot
of sea-weed; way up on the beach. It had
a coat of arms on it—might have belonged
to some grand family. that pitcher is in the
Toothacre family yet.”

“I remember when I was a girl,” said
Mrs. Pennell, ¢ seeing the hull of a ship
that went ashore on Eagle Island—it run
way up in a sort of gulley between two
rocks, and lay there years. They split
pieces off it sometimes to make fires when
they wanted to make a chowder down on
the beach.”

“ My Aunt, Lois Toothacre, that lives
down by Middle Bay,” said Miss Ruey,
“‘used to tell about a dreadful blow they
had once in time of the equinoctial storm
—and what was remarkable, she insisted
that she heard a baby erying out in the
storm—she heard it jist as plain as could
be.”

“ Laws a-mercy,” said Mrs. Pennel,
nervously, ‘it was nothing but the wind ;
it always screeches like a child crymg.“or

”

like babies.”

‘ So they told her—but no ; she msut-
ed she knew the difference—it was a baby.
Well, what do you think, when the storm
cleared off, they found a baby's cradle
washed ashore sure enough!”

* But they didn’t find any baby,” said
Miss Pennel nexrvously.

‘* No, they searched" the beach far and
near, and that cradle was all they found.
Aunt Lois took it in—it was a very good
cradle, and she took it to use, but every
time there came up a gale, that ar cradle
would rock, jist as if somebody was a-sit-
tin’ by it; and you could stand across the
room and see there wa'n't nobody there.

“You make me all of a t!nver,” said
Mrs. Pennel.

This of course was just what Miss Ruey
intended, and she went on—

*“ Wal’, you see they kind o’ got used to
it—they found there wa'n’t no harm come
of its rocking, and so they didn't mind ;
but Aunt Lois had a sister Cerinthy t.hu
was a weekly girl, and had * the janders.'*
Cerinthy was one of the sort that's born
with “vails over their faces, and can see
spents ;—and one time Cerinthy was a-
visitin’ Lois after her second baby wu
born, and there came up a hbw,
Cerinthy comes out of the k "-room,
where the' cradle was a-standin’, and says,

"+ Sister, says she * Who's that woman
sittin’ rockin' the cradle " and Aunt Lois
says she, * Why, there a'n’t nobody. That
ar cradle always will rock in a gale, but
lve t used to ‘it, and don’t mind it."

eﬁ? says Cerinthy,’ *just as true a
)ouhve. I just saw a woman with a
gown on, and long black hair a-hangin'
down, aud her face was pale as a sheet,
sittin’ rocking that ar cradle, and she look-
ed round at me with her great black:

stooped down over the cradle.”
says Lois, ‘I a'n’t goin’ to
doings in my houu, she v
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maybe it was the seals; seals will cry Jnst '

eyes |
kind o' mournful and wishful, and then she |
4k wa,\" 3

B b

tbe mndow uqd nt ;he:e and sung, and
when I come to *over the hills where spices
grow,” I looked round and there wis a
change in Mary Jane, and I' went to the
bed, and says the very bnght ¢ Aunt Ruey,
the Beloved has come, and she was gone
afore 1 could raise her up on her *pillow.
I always think ‘of Mary Jane at them
words ; if ever theré was a htoken-hearted
crittur took home it was her.”
At this moment Mrs, Pennel ca
ngllt through the window of the gle-m of
réturning lantern, and in a moment
Ltghm P‘M entercd dnppmg with rain

& Why Oat)’n s yone n n’mo:t drowned,”
said Aunt Ruey.

‘ How long you have been gone ! You
must have been a great ways,” lud Mrs.
Pennel.

‘ Yes, I have been quite down to Cap’'n
Kittndge\:r lf xﬁtmdga out on the
beach. e en
but couldn’t see anyt mlm onmn
to Kittridge's to get a look at little Mara.”

¢ Well, she’s all well enough " md Mrs.
‘Pennel, anxiously.

“Oh, yes, well enough. Miss Roxy
showed her to me in the trundle-bed, ’long
with Sally, . The little ‘thing was lying
smiling in  her sleep, with her cheek right
up against Sally's. I took comfort looking

at her. . I couldn’t help thinking, ‘So he
ngeth his beloved sleep ¥s
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