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James Greenough, .
=

FLOUR
Commission Merchant,

No 47 Commercial Street
Corner of Clinton Street BOSTON

J. F. HILL & CO.

DEALERS IN

Potatoes, Applvs, Onions,
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Cranberries, Beans, Greep & Pried Apples

Stalls 107 and 109.
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WILLIAM BEAIRSTQ,

Commission Merchant,
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Summergide, caaaeaeeaees vebe I’: E. Island

Summerside, Oct. 12, 1865,

DAVID BERTRAM,
Saddle and Harness Maker,

Water Street . . . . . Symmerside.
October 12, 1865, 1y ;
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"THOMAS KELLY,
Barrister - at - Law

AND
NOTARY PUBLIC, &c.
SUMMERSIDE, - - - P. L. ISLAND
aug, 9, 1866 ly
GEORGE ALLEY,
BARRISTER AND
Attorney-at-Law,
NOTALY PyuUBLIC, &C.
Telegraph Luildings, Water Street,
Charlottetown,

P. E. Island.

WILLIAM DODD,
Commission Merchant,

And Auctioneer,

QUEEN SQUARE,

H. J. RICHARDSON,
COMMISSION

Auctioneer.

Flour,
Dry Goods.
Water Strect . . . ... Summerside.

CARVELL BROTHERS,
AUCTIONEERS,

Commission Merchants,
And General Agents,

BANK BUILDING, QUEEN STREET.
Charlottelown, - P. E. Island.
TIHOMAS IIANFORD,
AUCTIONEER

AND ;

Commission Merchant,

ST. JOIIN, N. B.
Nov 1,186 ly

DRS. PRICE & BLACK,
Physicians & Surgeons,

Orricr—At the SusMMersipE DruG STORE
next door to Bank, Central Stree
SUMMERSIDE, PR ISEAND
October 12, 1863, 1y

J. II. GIBSON,
Plain & Ornamental
HOUSE & ST GN

PRAINTER,
Summepside, . . . . DP. B, Island.

October 12, 1863,

Archibald DMcKay,
MONOTON, N. B.,

Contractor and Agent for the purchase and
sale of—
Ship Timber, Masts, Plank, House
Frames, and Lumber of all kinds.
1™ Orders for shipment will receive promp
attention . Y

Dealer in

..
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Trosas Artey, Esquire, } Shaslotihiown.
Siras BDaryaun, Esquire,
Isl.

May 17, 1566,

E. D. STAIR
CABINET-MAKER,

AND

Undertalker.

FURNITURE OF ALL KINDS MADE
TO ORDER.

Kent Street, = =« 5 - ce---- Charlottelown
Sept. 1866, 6m,
FIVIE subseriber  having  purchased  the

STOCK IN TRADE of Jasmes L. HoLvas
at St. Eleanor's, the buginess in future will be
conducted by him.  Asit is his intention to
keep constaitly on hantl a variety of goods
adapted for the country trade, he respectfully
solivits u share of publie patromige.
ALBERT L, ANDERSON.

St. BEleanor's, April 10, 1866,

TJOHN ANDREW MACDONALD,

Importer of Dry Goods,
[Tardware, Crockeryware, Groceries,
stoves, Furniture, &e. &e.
.\'mmur'rsidr-. Guceluacu Py Inland

A. W. ANDRE'S

Marble Works,

Point Du Chene, Shediac,

Monuments, Tombs, Grave-
stones, &c.
American & Italian
stantly on hand.

lishment iy the Prayinces.
Point Du chene, N. B., oct. 18, 18065,

~ Carriage Factory!

CHTARLOTTETOWN - - - FP. E. ISLAND
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Arso—All kinds of Blacks
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Mounting, Horse Shoeing, Ship whrk, &e.,
done on the premiscs with neatness & despatch
DONALD BEATON,
Long River, New London, aug. 16, 1866, 3m
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____POETRY.

THE WATCIHER.
Low bending o'er the couch of death,
A grief-worn, stricken mother lay,
To gather, from the struggling breath
The words her dying mouth would say.

The rising sun its radiance threw
Upon that maiden’s fragile form

And rosebuds, decked with glittering dew,
Breath'd forth their fragrance from the ln‘!\'n.

The little birds, so still before,

From blooming trees their matins raise,
And seem, in sympathy, to pour

A softer, richer song of praise.

The dying girl, aroused awhile
iy strains she fondly loved to hear,
Kissed her dear parent, with a smile,
And sought her breaking heart to cheer.

Sweet music, mother !—soon to cease—
But sweeter far I hear on high—

Glad strains of welcome, joy and peance,
To cheer my spirit, ere I die.

0, mother dear, forbear to weep,
Love cannot stay the parting breath;
Say, what is death? but lengthenced sleep,
‘I'o wake in heaven, as Jesus saith,

A little while, and we shall meet

Where pain and grief are rever known—
To worship at Immanuel’s feet;

Again to know as we are known.

Ere the poor mother could reply,

The spirit of the maiden pass'd,

To dwell with ransomed souls on high,
Long as Eternity shall last.

Scelect Fiterature,
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" NELL'S VICTORY.

e s

Puruie Frint lay wearily on his pillows,
poor tellow ! Crippled as he was, the duys
wore slowly by—gray days! Ashe lay
dreamily looking out of the window, his
sister Nellie eame in, and, setting a bas-
ket of cones and moss down on a chair
near the door, she stepped to her brother’s
bedside and threw back the gray hood and
tassels of her cape, and stood with her
rosy, wind-freshened face, and her pretty
brown bpaids loosened by her breezy
walk.

¢ Philip,’ sald she, *T think this is the
loveliest place I ever saw. I have been
away over into the * Hundved Acre Lot
as nurse calls it, on Squire Wilbur's land,
and then across the turnpike, over to the
lake-edge, among the pines, and see ! this
moss and the cones I got there., Won't
we have some splendid baskets and things ?
and, Phil, my pocket is full of checkerber-
ries.’

And, getting a cavd-basket that stood on
the window-ledge, she began to shake out
the searvlet berries into it, keeping up,
meantime, 4 merry breeze ot talk, telling
all about wheve she had been and whom
she had scen.

¢ And, oh. Phil,’ said she, amongst the
rest of her merry talk, ¢ I met Dr, Grey on
the tuinpike, and he asked me if bringing
you here into the conntry wasn’t just the
richt medicine for you, and it I thought
this was equal to being in town. Ta be
sure I do, and I told him you were like a
new man, If you could only walk, my
blessed brother ! and a shadow fell over
her bright face. * Never mind, Phil, It
that ugly wound ever heals enough, so
that you ean go abont the house even, and
stand in the door, and look out on this
rlorious country stillness and  greenness,
g0 quiet, and sunny, and beautiful, it will
he gure to gét well then,  And Phil, Leamo
near torgetting to tell you, Dr. Grey says
he expects the other doctor to come out ol
town to-day—the one who is going to wct
s his colleague, you know—aml he says
he shall bring him round to scee you soon,
Dr. Grey says that he is so driven that he
don’t pretend to eat or slecp now-a-days,
theve is so much ceuntry practice.”

¢ 1 shall rather drvead a stranger—shan't
you, Nell? said Phil.

*Tdon't know, said Nell.  He may prove
quite an acquisition to our limited cirele in
society,  Let's sce—that eonsists at present
ot Dr. Grey, Nurse Gould and our noble
selves:" and she langhed heartily,

* Well, well, whether he comes or not,
I want my lunch, for I am starving neat-
l ,.!

"4 Yes, I'll go right now, Phil. How 1
wish mother could look in now  and see
how cozy we are.  I'm real glad she let
nie come, instead ot coming hevsell,  And
Phil, it nothing happens, we'lll walk over
to the lnkesedge together another spring.
*Yes, you dear old Nell,! said the sick
man, his pale face seemedd ta light up from
herg, so filled as it was with youth and
sunshine, * But, it scems, Nell, as if 1
couldn’t wait—"'

¢ (fourage, dear,’ gid Nell; and she
flitted off in quest of the luncheon,

Later in the day Phil said;

« Nell, there is some one at the door, and
he has rung and rung; und there, he's
going. Hurry, NellV :

But Nellie was at the door before Phil's
words were aut al his mouth, and, throw-
ing it open quickly, the jar of the cattage
door made the stranger turn,  He saw hor
and stepped nearer her,

¢ What a glorious face | thaught Nell,

e bowed gracefully.

« Miss Flint, I presume. Allow me to
introduce myself—Dr, Fanchon, at your
service. Dr. Grey sent me aver to sce
about that change of wash for your brothers
wound, which he had planned for it to-
night. My colleague bade me apologize
for his neglect of you ta-day, and bade me
introduce myself and explain his absenco.
e is enlled to & very critical case, and
has left some ol his other patients with
me.’

* Ah, Dr. Fanchon, come in. Dr. Grey
was just gpeaking of you this morning,’
satd Nellie, in her own sweet, {rank wu‘y
leading him to Philip's room. ‘lle to d
me he was expecting you to-day, but I did
ndt know you had arrived?

¢ ¢ [ have been in the place only two hours,
Miss Flint,' said he, his great bluck eyes
lighting up with a pleasant smile, * This

is the first professional call I have had the
honor to make in the place. The doctor
found me waiting at his office when he
got back this morning from his rounds.
And this is our patient, eh? How do yuu
find yourself to-day, sir?' said he, turning,
in his easy, graceful way, to Phil, at Nell's
introduction,

* So-s0, doctor,’ said Phil. *Iam happy
to see you, sir. Nell, give the doctor the
lounging-chair that looks the easiest onein
the room.’

The doctor smiled, and having seated
himself in Phil's chair, as he sat partly
turned away from Nell to her brother, she
had a chance, forgthe first time, to observe
him critically. A magnificent, massive
form; black, wavy hair; a clear, wavy
skin, and a magniticently full and black
mustache, beneath which his chin showed
smooth aud shapely as a marble carving;
and a white hand—a wondrous hand in its
shape and expression, for hands have their
expressions—so much Nellie had time to
note, when he turned suddenly -

* Dr. Grey says yvour brother has had a
pretty hard time,” said he. *When did
you leave New York, Miss Flint 2

* We came four weeksago, doctor. We
left New York the last of April. Some of
our friends discovered this cozy nook on
their summer trip to the mountains; and
our doctor in town said Philip would never
get well unless he had fresh country air
and a change of scene, Dr. Hazledean
knew Dr, Grey here of old, and rccom-
mended him to us, so we came.’

* Put the pillows behind me, Nell, and
I'll sit up awhile,’ suid Philip; but before
Nell could reach his side, the doctor, with
a strong arm and gentle effort, made the
required change, and with a smile as sweet
and sympathetic as a woman's, said:

* There you are, Mr. Flint. Do I scrve
your turn as well as Miss Nellie 2

Philip thanked him merrily.

*Your nose is out of joint, Nell,  said he.
You and Nurse Gould together could not
have moved me like that, though you do
wonders in that line, Doctor, I hape by
tall I shan’t have to be such a helpless
stick ; 1 feel as if this wus just the place
for me to get well.’

“Yes, yes, Mr, Flint; please God we shall
do wonders in the way of healing and
being healed, here in this fresh, breezy
place,’ said Dr. Fanchon, and he looked
at Nell with such a strange depth of sad
feeling in his durk eyes, that she could not
turn hers away from the pleading, haunted
look under those weary lids; but the look
flashed out and was gone, and his eyes
looked so sunny and smiling, that she could
hardly convinee herselt that it was not all
in her own imagination.

The doctor chatted gracefully and happi-
ly about the scenery, the possibilities in
in the way ol society, the fine air, and
Iusllf', making n critical examination of
Philip’s case, which he had quictly and

the broad window-sill, and Philip lay on
the sota, he would sit near them and talk
}nl'all ‘ the good, the true, and the besuti-
ul.’

He would let them catch glimpses of the
workings of his own glorious soul. He
would flash before them its hidden wealth
of thonght and poesy, and sometimes,
though rarely, they would catch a faint
glimpse of its store of tenderness, as he
spoke of his mother, who had long gone
to rest, and whose life had become to all
on carth but as a *story from a printed
book. And once he let Nell read his re-
ligious creed ; he told her all he believed
and loved, and what pained him to his
heart’s core in the vile contests and strifes
of the many cliques or denominatiens,
And then, as he went home that night,
under the summer starlight, after telling
her, he smiled bitterly to himself at the
thought :

‘What a fool I always make of myself
up there ! turning my heart inside out so!
Why do I teel thatirvesistable desire to tell
that girl everything? to let my noblest selt
appeiar  before those innocent eyes? D,
Fauchon, take my advice, and don’t make
a fuol, or worse, ol yoursell)

And for a day or two he assumed a
shadow of reserve; but Nell's cheery,
child-like, frank ways soon scattered it,
and Philip seemed to miss his usual genial,
brotherly way, till, almost unconsciously
to himself, he lasped back into it again,
and, it anything, became a shade more
frank, as is often the case when a sell-
imposed restraint is removed.

And as for Nell—our young Nell, with
her heart in her cyes—and a guileless
heart it was, lno—\\'fn_\' need I tell how Dr.
Guy Iunchen was becoming a necessily
to her; her very heart took root in his
strong, noble heart and presence. And
meanwhile she never dreamed that she
loved him so; she never dreamed that
others might have more right to him than
she,

Sne had eaught that sad, worn look on
Lis glorious fuce olten since that spring
day when he spoke so earnestly, so mourn-
fully, about *healing and being  healed,’

twice a few words hall uttered, then chok-
ed back, She had seen those dark eyes
tlash or £ill with tears at a sudden torn in
some of their twilight talks; she had no-
ticed sudden silencues, fittul breaks in their
talk, and yet she never paused to connect
it with anything in his thoughts; she never
wondered why it was so. She had a
vague idea that he had not had a happy
early life—that was all,

Poor Nellie! she was not versed in
hnman natuve ; she could not see how the
man  was struggling with himselt; she
never dreamed how many times he re-
solved manfully never to come to see her
again, Lreaking his resolves, as soen as

warily been nuliug. however, ever since
his introduction into the room, noting
every change that flitted over Philip’s pale
fnos,  °

He left a presorviption tor the wash, and,
shaking hands with them, he took his de-
parture, promising to call the next morn-
ing; and s0 he went his way.

Nellie and Philip compared nates, and
decided that Dr, Fanchon was, by all odds,
the handsomest and most fascinating young
min, or rather, youngish, they had ever
met.

¢ What in the world, Nellie, sent such a

said Phil,
healed,’ and the fancied sad look that ac-

Phil's vemark, and dismissed the idle
thoughts,
Little she knew of the pain with which

dering at her blindness all the time.

day in the most genial way. Dr. Grey

I*anchon,

ing,
Spring deepened into summer, buds

then withered.,
sprang to noble maturity—: whiskered
warrior with bowed nead.  The summer
sun glowed hot, mellowing with its waves
ot warmth and lile all the littde village,
the hills and woods.

Nell's walks were becoming glorious;
country life, with its sweet accessories ol
leatand bloom, bud and greentorest depth,
its luxurianee ot glovions things, filled her
unaccustomed soul with delight.

P'hilip seemed to be a little restored ; his
wound was healing, and it was time tovit,
too; it was nearly  year since he had been
hurt in the railvond accident.  But, for
some reason or other, his system seemed
to be cotively prostrated; there was no
healthy reaction, and all energy and am-
bition was gone out of him,

Ile was now, with the faithful doctor’s
help, able to reach the door, and as Nell
hid prophecied, the sight ol the summer
garnival out of door scemed to do him
good ; but it was in a subdued way.,  And
Nell felt a dull weight on her heart when
she thought of her spring hopes in regard
to him, and cmnpurul them with the sum-
mer fruition,  But still she comtorted her-
selt with hoping that when the hot sum-
mer days were past, and the cool, clear
autumn days came, they would complete
the invigorating work already begun by
the fresh country air, and she devoted her-
self still more faithtully and tenderly, it it!
were possible, to her poor Phil.

1is invalid mother had come from the
city, bringing her marvied sister, and Nel-
lie's duties had beeome less onerous sinee
the spring ; but still she and Philip scemed
to have a cloger aflinity tor each other than
any of the rest ol the Lamily, and the great-
er part of each day was spent by his bed-
side,

And Dr. Fanchon still came daily. Ile
seemed to feel happy and at home then,
and as he gradually slipped into afamiliar
and cozy nequaintance there, he would
unbend himself and talk to these two
young comrades as he unbasomed himself
to no other living beings, He came when
ke elt sad or when he was happy, and he
found them eyer the same—always in tone
with his own mood, whatever it might be.
Ilis calls seemed so be ever as much for

voing where, by the

they were formed, the very next day,
when the yearning desive to be in her rest-
ful, quicting presence, with its sweet, child-
like dush of reverence, was too strong to
pe repressed.  And he wounld go agan,

And so he kept torging new chains, and
further and further away dritted his pruo-
dent intentions, till one evening he made
a brave effort and resolved to leave it all
there, and never to go again, forhe knew
that it he but scnt the word, Dr. Grey
would take charge ot Philip ance more;

theve, for in his heart of hearts was a

that iron scevet must be hid, had he right

‘I'm sure I can’t tell, said Nell; and|to love any woman, or to ask herto mairy
again his words about * healing and being | him,

Well, our poor friend, who had so brave-

companied them, flitted back to Nellie's |1y plodged himsell to dash out of his dull | rst his fumi Frbpe it £
: 2 ; ML nnathe irst his lfumily bitterly opposes

mind, but she did not connect them with | life its one well-sprin Y ¥ opposed it, but he
love, of peace, we wi
with him—how well he earried it out.

o

ig

of

d

of innocence,
see how it fare

e started on his rounds immediately the

she would reenr to them some d:\}', WOon- | next n;()rning_ It was a rare dav, at the
! very core of snmmer’s heat, and ashe rode | |
Alter this call the doctor came every [out of the village, with a lingering look
) il v across the ficld at the Flints' cottage and
sometimes accompanied him; butat length |4 pang at his heart, he thought how Nel-
he geadually left the ease entireiy to Dv.ljje and Philip would
And so Dr. Fanchon kept com- | yeposs the fie
in vain,

watch the path
Id tor his coming, and watch

Duty seemed a cold and vixenish dame,

hurst, held their short glory of bloow, and | ap he straggled havder and harder with
The slender wheat-blade | imself as he rode on.

He cricd out at his own bitter lof ; he

wis remdy to carse the hfe which had be-
tallen him.

e laid plans for leaving the
place, for fleeing from temptation, for
wildest  passibility
he was sure of never sceing Nell again.

Perhaps she was beginning to love him,
and he cursed his own heartlessness in not
thinking before that he might be making

fer suller ; that all this might end in sufier-

ing for her, his * davling ! his gentle darl-
ing!"  * 1t he could only take back the
last ten years of his lite '—and Dr Fan-
chon ground his teeth as he thought on,
and his face was storm £ with feeling, with
agony, when—as he rode slowly into a
grove of pines, where the dead ** needles”
of last yewr's [oliage, lying like a thick ear-
pet upon the ground, muflied his horse's
tread—he caught a j{iimpw, through a
vista of foliage, of Nell, in her white
wrapper and light shawl.  She was lean-
ing azalhst o tree, on the bank of the little
lake she had admired so much upon dis-
covering it in the spring.

To the wind went all the doctor's fine
resolutions,  She stood with her back to-
ward him, but he knew every curve ol
that dear form, every glint in that golden
brown hair,

Ie knew she was perfectly nnconscious
of' his presence, and aninsane, raging desire
passed like a wave over his soul—reckless
impulse to look in her dear eyes again, to
hrl‘ her he was going away from the
lce—*was it not true '—to tell her *good-
115‘.’ Yes! he would see her again—he
his soul
He ncither

must sce her! and for the rest
was in a blinding whirl.
thought nor cared. you see.

So he went to bid Nellie Flint ¢ good-by,’
to tell her he was going wway, that duty
called him.,

She did not hear him. She was partly
turned away from him ; she was humming
a little song to herself, and looking across
the lake as she hummed. e could ever
sce the color on her check, the hair rippling
on her forehead, her slender hands twist-
ing the tassels of her dress.

Another step and a slight rustle betrayed
his presence. She turned with a start, and

his own healing as they wereprolessional;
and as he would drop in sometimes i the

seeing him, her face lit up gloriously, and
her hands fluttored out toward him almost
|unconsciously,

|

summer twilight, while Nellie leaned in

*What a start you gave me, doctor!
Welcome ' said she, smiling. * Where
did you come fiom? You didnt ‘rain
down,’ for you couldn’t on such a splendid
day asthis. I was just thinking about yon
—or—rather,’ and she colored slightly, and
stammered. ‘a moment ago. Sitdown,'
and she dropped lightly down upon the
moss at the tree toot, and made a place for
him by her side.

*What were you thinking about me,
Miss Nellie P asked he, as he threw himself
down near her.  * Were you thinking what
a sad devil 1 am? or were you wondering
where I came from, and who I belonge:
to—what my past lite has been? I say,
Miss Nellie, why have you never asked me
about ail these things? You know I have
never spoken of myself. I should have hated
you if you had, though!”

Something in the savage earnestness of
his words startled Nellie, and she turned
to look at his face more earnestly. It was
pale and convulsed, and his eyes seemed
to lighten. His looks alarmed her.

* Why, doctor,’ she exclaimed, starting
to her feet, *how you frighten me! What
is the matter? never saw you look so
before! I wasonly wishing you were here
with me to see how beautiful the lake looks,
and how the sun lookson it ; how the wind
ripples and rocks those great lily-leaves;
it is so still and lovely here; but you have
driven it all out of my head with gloomy
words and troubled looks. Something has
troubled you, poor friend! Can I comfort
you? and she erept nearer, and held ont
her white, trank hand to him, as if that
poor child's hand could shield Doctor Fan-
chou’s heart from the phantoms which
haunted it.

e took her hand and drew hertoa
seat by his side.

* Don’t mind me, good little friend ; T am
only captious and peevish this morning,
I had no business to come here and dis-
turb your pleasant little tyrst with Dame
Nature. But, Miss Nellie, I am weary
and sick of this lite, and [ want to tell you
a story, Will you listen to it, little friend ?
[ can’t harrow up my own life. Let me
talk in a parable; and, oh Nellie, listen
with all your heart, for you are to be

and sinee then she had noticed once or|judge.’

¢ Hush ! dear doctor I—hush ' said Nellie,
‘You feel troubled.  Don’t try to tell me
any story, Just look and listen to all the
beautitul sights and sounds about us here,
Let us tulk of pleasant things, and you
will grow as happy and tranquil as you
ought to be on this lovely morning. You
make my heart ache with your strange,
gloomy way and words !’

‘ Listen, Nellie ! was all he vouchsafed
in answer: ‘1 am going to begin my
story,’ and, holding her hand in his firm
clasp, he began, in a dreary way, half to
himsell: .

¢« “Once there was a lad, a wayward
young rascal, the pet of the household and
ot the plantation, for his parents were
Southerners, and lived on a large estate,
and he was the only child and heir; and so
he was }mtlml. and pampered, and spoiled,
But he had o few redeeming traits,  Yes,'
repeated he, earnestly, * upon my soul. [
think the boy had some noble impulses,
and if he had been born a begegar, and had
to * rough it," he might have been good for

something,  As it was, he was zﬁw]pless
rogue,

¢ Livery scason his parents took him to

and he knew he had no business to go|the North with them, and as he reached

his teens, his tutor was dismissed, and he

man as that up into this quict little place 2| sealed door; and he knew that never, while | was placed at school in the North, with

[riends,

* He fancied books, and mastered them
rapidly, and by the time he was nineteen
had taken up the study of medicine. At

had always had his way, and of course he
had it theu—and so he kept on in the study
of medicine. Another year went by, and
one dark, stormy evening, as he came out
of the lecture-room, and hurried toward
iis ladgings, he stumbled over some object
in the strect,  He nearly [ell, and turned

as quick as he had gained his footine
again, to try and sec in the darkness and
rain what or who it was,

* 1t was a younyg girl; she had yvisen to
her feet and stood undey the street-lamp
she was wrapped in rags; her black,
tangled curls were thrown back from a
face us beantiful as a Madonna, but so wan
and pale ; and it bore the most heart-broken
expression.

*¢Oh, what is the matter? asked the
student. * Did 1 hurt you? I am so sor-
vl

"+ She shook her head, and with a feebln
smile turned to go away ; but her strenoth
failed her, she sank to her knees, and t}?un
she dropped slowly to the walk, her pale
young tace and elosed eyes touching the
wetstones,  She had thinted. Quia?k as
thought the hoy raised herin his arms

and shouted for help, but the streets were'
nearly empty, and he conld summon no
one, till a hack came across the way, and
signaling the driver, he bove the poor
thing to the carriage door, lifted her in

and after a moment’s consideration, nrdcr:
ed the driver to a certain street, where he
knew a good, decent woman, who would
tuke the l)nm' thing in, he thought, for Lis
suke, and take care of her,

‘ By this time she had revived a littla

and tried to smile her thanks. They som;
reached the door of Mrs. Brown, and Le
hastily told her all he wanted done for the
sick, us he enrried her in with the driver's
aid, and told how he found her, and went
off, promisining to eall again in the mam.
ing, and hear her story, when she should
teel able to tell him about herselt,

* Mrs. Brown was alittle reluctant ag
first, but the poar girl had fainted away
again, and luy an the sofu, looking like b
corpse ; the appeal of that still, m:ufi’;ie-liku
fnee was fowerful, and Mrs, Brown's
motherly heart warmed in spite of herself
to the poor wretched ohild,’

The next day, when her protector
ealled, the poor street-waif was delirions
with fever, and kept raving incessant)
about *little Rucben,' and about staryinte
to death,’ and so she tossed in her heayy
fever for three wecks, but her new friendg
were as kind as frionds could be,

¢ In her delivium she ecalled Mys., $
‘mother,” and that carried the ddai:?i‘;:':

heart completely, and an -own mothe
could not have done more for her, .
‘ As the girl becatise convaleséant, she

told them that her name was Ann
{that her father and mother had
summer, and left tittle Reuben and
all alone ; that she had tried to get




