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The Family Circle

GRANDMOTIER’'S LESSON.

The supper is over; the hearth is swept ;
And 1n the wood fire’s glow

The children cluster to hear a tale
Of that time so long ago.

' Life is a stocking,” grandma S1YS,
“And yours is just begun;

But I am knitting the toe of mine,
And my work 15 almost done.

*With merry liearts we begin to kuit,
And the ribbing is almost play ;

Some are gay-colored, and some are white,
And some are ashen grey.

" But most are made of many a hne,
With many a stitch set wrong.

And many a row be sadly rvipped
Lre the whale be fair aud strone.

‘ There are long plain spaces without a brenk
That in vouth 1s hard to bear,

Aud many a weary tear i§ dropped
As we fashion the beel with care.

‘But the saddest, Tlappiest time is that.
We court, and vet would shun,
When our Heavenly Father hreaks the thread
And savs that our work is done’
x ) kS -~ S M-
The children come te sav - Good-ninh
With tears in their bricht vouns eves,
While in Grawbra's lap with brokew fhrend,
The fintshed stocking lies, ’

MARJORTE S VICTORY.

CUneie Tloward,” ssked Marjorie, Lalung wp rrom
the book she was readiug. * what 15 o eaineidence
“het me sce.” rephed Unele Howard,

H'\‘[ng T
think hew o make w slinple definition.

“When twa
things happen at the same time thai have nothing to do
with each ofher, but scein to have a vreat deal to e
witht each other, we call it o eoincidence.”

Seeing  that Marvjorie still lucked  puseled,
started to explain further, when a telephone nessay
called hi away.  As Lo took down Tits hst in the hall,
however, lie pansed {ony cnovel to suv, 1 Toek ot
for a first-rate colneidence 1o =how vou, Marvjore, and
then you'll understand better)

Thervext day happened 1o he Fridav, and becanse
there was ne one to drive Mavjorie to school, aned he-
cause she was 1ot able to walk =o fur) she was obliged to
remain at homoe.

Manunna and 1Tnele TToward were Very sotry, and
thiey all thought of the two shinng gold pieces ju Mar
jorie’s bank that meanl two whele vears witholit an
absence, and of {he tnrd rnat was 1o have Jjouned them
s soon; for Great-Aunt Morton, who lived in the big
lionse on the loll, had Jaughingly told Marjorie the very
first. day she went o school that she should Lave a five
dollar gold piece at the end of each vear thai she was
neither absent nor tardy,

But the gold -piece was as nothing compaved with
the breken record, and Marjorie sobbhed aloud for a
few minntes: then, like ihe brave little girl that she
was, she dried her tears, gob oul her paiut-hox, and
began coloring up some sunhonnet babics for the other
children.

When she went to school ou Monday merning every-
body was talking aboul the fire thal had oceurred the
day before, and to her rclief, nobody said anything to
her about her absence.  She sald to herself that she
just could not have stood 1t, if anvbody had.

Two weeks later the monthly report-rards were

given out. Marjorie received hers with a sad heart, as
she thought of thie broken record.  She did not even
open the envelope uniil Gertrude Harris had turned off
on lier own street and she was alone. .

But as she glanced over the card, something within

her gave a great Jeap. Could she believe her own
eyes! There were no marks in the absence column!
The teacher must have made a mistake.
: Mamma and Uncle Howard locked the card over,
and said they were glad Marjorie had gone from ‘G’
to * & plus’ in her reading, but neither cf them thought -
of the omission.

Then came a great temptation to Marjorie.  If she
showld say nothing about the mistake, the record would
remaiu as it was, and the teacher and pupils would
forget by noxt year, and Great-Aunt Morton need never
know. = So the report-card was returned to the teacher
without anything being said,

All the next week Marjorie struggled with the
temptation.  She seemed unlike herself.

Friday came again, the last day of school. Mar-
Jorie could stand it no longer. Slernoning all sher
courage, she came back into the schoolvoom at Tecess,
after the others were all vut, and sebbed out her story
to her {eacher.

“So you thought T made a mistake, did you?
asked the feacher. *T'm se glad you Leld me, because
I can assure you that vou are the one wha has made
the mistake. That day was a very ccld one, you
remember, and somuething broke about the furnace early
in the morning, so we couldu't have school that day.
We =ent word to all whom we could veach easily, and
disissed the others as soon as they came.  You live so
far away we could nol notify you. T'm sorry this has
treubled you so much ; you should liave told your mother
or o saoner,’

Marjorie ran-rvound to Great-Aunt Morton’s after
school with her report-eard, and then fairly flew home
to tell her story {o manona and Unele Howard,

“lhat’s what T eall the happiest kind of a cainei-
devee,” =ald Uncle TToward, as he heard the five-dollar
pieee rattle down with ifs mates.  * Now vou know the
mreaning of the wovd.’

“loeall it o great victory said mamma, thinking
of samething quile different. lut Marjorie under-
stond Dot

THE DILATORY CORRESPONDENT.

A story was recently told by an American author
vesidiug in London. At an eveuing gathering of a
company of bright mnen, the conversation turned upon
negieet to answer leiters promptly, when he related his
experience,

The literary man received one morning a letter from
an mbimate friend ta America, announcing briefly the
sudden: death of his wife, to whom he was devotedly
attached. The letter was read with deep sympathy,
and was put aside 11 a pgeon-hole of the author’'s desk,
to he answered by the first trans-Atlantic mail,

Like other men who earn their living by their pens,
this authoe disliked private correspondence, and had
jormed the habit of holding letlers for some time before
answering theuw. i

The letter of the heart proken husband was not
one that could be easily answered. The next ocean
miaal did not have the author’s reply. He waited
another week and tried o begin a letter, hut was inter-
rupted by a caller. A dertnight afterward he re-
proached hnwself for his heartless procrastination, and
nmade & {resh start; hut the opening sentences did not
suit hiny, and e tove up the sheet.

A month passed, aud the letter was still un-
answered. Ie thought of his friend very often, but
lie could not force himself te write the usual expressions
of condelence and sympathy. Six months went by,
and the letter was still at the bottom of the file.

At last he was overwhelmed -with a feeling of
shamne for having treated his friend with such coldness
and indifference. Ye answered the letter. He filled
five or six sheets with tender reminiscences of the
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