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June, but she kept up until after her graduation

The Family Circle

WONDERFUL

Isn't it wenderful, when you think,
How the creeping grasses grow

High on the mountain's recky brink,
In the valleys down helow?

A common thing is a grass-blade small,
Crushed by the feet thot pass—

But all the dwarfs and the giants tall

Working till doomsday-shadew {all,
Can't make a blade of grass,

3

Isn’t it wonderful, when you thini,
How a little seed asleep, .
Out of the earth new life will drink,

And carefully upward creep —
A seed, wo say, is & simple thing,
The germ of a flower or weed
But all earth’s workmen, laboring,
With all the help that wealth could bring,
Never could make a seed.

Isn’t it wonderful, when vou think,
How the wild bird sings his song
Weaving melodies, link by link,
The whole sweet snmmer long?
Commonplace is a bird, always,
Everywhere seon and heard—
But all the engines of earth, 1 say,
Working en till Judgment Day,
Never could make a hird,

DOROTHEA'S RETURN

All morning the woman had gone abent with a smile
on her lips, performing her howely tasks with unusual
alacritv. — She cared not that the late autummnal day was
dark and gloomy, with lowering elouds that threatened a
snowstorm. Within the howme all was bright and cheer-
ful.  Flowers hioamed in the windows., The canary bhird
poured ont his tiny sonl in ecstatic sone,  The old Mal-
tese eat Iving on a rug before the glowing open fire purred
during jutervals of sleepy wakefulnoess.

The woman watched the old elock ihat had ticked the
hours away for more than a euarter of a century. . lIts
mellow ehime fell ou ler ears like a pacan whose refrain
was ‘' Dollie is coming home.’

fIsn't it worth it all now, father® she asked a man
who eatered the shining kitchen, the worry and the strugple
to make ends meet?®

“I think so, if ¥ou dn, mother,’ the man replied fondly.
‘You made the sacrifices. No hired help, no new dresses
or hats, no visits, no anvthing but the hard work that falls
to the lot of a strupgling farmer’s wife.!

The woman smiled. “Well, it's all mast and gone,
and no regrets an my part.  Our el arrives ab Camden
at noon.  She will take the eleciric car and reach home
by 3 o’clock.  Think of it, father!  What a credit she
will he to us, and 1 can see the look of surprise and plea-
sure on her sweet faco when she secs the new piane and the
parlor carpet.  When she was bomo a year azo last sum-
mer, I had the carpet in mind, and found out her favorite
eolors, pale blue and fawn. T rather Inchined to red and
green, but Dallie knows.  She has splendid taste.’”  The
woman bustled abont the table, and soon it was spread
with a substanticl luncli.

‘Come, father, T'll take a cup of ten with you. Lve
quite & little vet to do.”

The twe sat down, the woman still chatting chvariulle.
‘TH have supper about 4 o'clock.  The ohicken is ready
tn roast, the dough 'is raising for lHght bisenits, ane the
eream s chilled for whipping. Do vou remrembaor hoy
Boltie always loved whipped crean cake®  Ther  both
smiled innocently, )

‘How long was Dollie in Torope 2" asked the man,

"Over fonr months.  Miss Phoralev's bealth failed n
When
the doetor advised the trip acress the ecean, hor father
wag 50 pleased to think that we would allow Dollie as her
cempanion and friend.  Being 8 rich man, the AN JULEN
was nathing to him, and the girls had crown aitnched
during the four yeg at college.  Miss Thornlev over-
studicd, and Dellie savs she is qnite delicate vet, althongh
greatly improved. Do you remember, father, lLaw badly
we felt beeanse we could not go to see our girl an her
praduation day? O course we conldn’t afford it, snnd
thrn came the letter asking if she eould go howe with Mics
Thornley, and from there go to Rurepe with her and her
mother.  Thase were lenely days, but now T enn see it
was for the best.  She will be sa hapny here at Leme with
us. How T have looked forward to this davl’

The woman drew her aprom across her eves, hut her
lips were smiling.  “Na one kuows how I've missed her,’
satd the man, his voire hreaking a little.  “She is all we
have left—our little Dellie!

‘How thonghtful and upselfish she always was,’ said
the woman tenderly, ' Do vou remember hor first vacation
when | was sick?  She did all the work and hardly went

anywhero, When I spoke of getting a girl she said:
" You don’t ngcd wo hire anyoue as long as you have me.'’ -

‘ 8he would do the same again, mother, If you needed
it,” said the man.  * What a belp she will be to you. Now
You can pay those visits you've owed for so long, aud rest
when you feei like it.  Dollie is young and stroug and
betrer than all, she is willing and glad i do for those whe
have done for her.

The man rose slowly, as if reluctant to leave the plea-
sant Kitchen and the dear presence thut brightened it
CWell, mether, } must go and finish my husking.  Then
I'll clean up a litile before Dollie comes.’

The woman hurried with her work. Slie earried a -
large cluster of chrysanthemums to Dollie's room  and
arranged them in a howl on the drosging table.  Her toii-
warn band glided over the snewy_counterpane, and patted
the downy pillows where Dollie’s brown head would rost
in peacetnl slumber.

The old cieek ticked awav the lours,
two the man entered the kitchen, A savory smell came
irom the oven. The gelden sponge enke heaped with
snowy cream, and fiaky biscuits, deticately browued, stood
en the table.  The man and woman salb down together,
and just as the elock struck three, the clectrie car that was
to bring Dollie whistled at the curve a quarter of a mile
away.  They rosc to their feet, their faces pale with ex-
pectaney and unconscigusly they drew closer together, A
momeant later, the car thunderad by the crossing, itz whistle
again shricking like a knrell of doom.  Tha two stood Iook-
ing into each other's eyes. An ominous hush fell on the
rovm, disturbed only by the land ticking ef tha ¢lack. Tha
silence was hroken hy ancther whistle, short and shrill,
twice repeated.

"The mail exrrier, =aid the man, and hurried awas,
TTe came back with a letter and put it in his wife’s hand.
*lram Dollie,” he said, Still standing, she opened the
envelope with trembling fingers.

¢ Dear, darting motner, the lettor read, T want you
ta share iy jov. Althougly I am disappointed at mnot
being able to go home for o fow weeks, probably three, |
am sure that vou will agree that my happiness offsels it.
I huve often told sou of Clarlette’s bratler George.  TFor
some time I have suspected ihat he was growing fond of
me, wwl yesterday he asked me to marry him.  He S0y
Le eannot wait very long for me, but T would promise no-
thing nntil T had seen vou anid dear father, and obtained
your consent and blessing. T know vou will Jike him, and
as he has decided to accompany me home, T shall net trv
to deseribe him to you.  To mo he is Lhe cihodiment of
everything sood and noble,  Your dutle daughter's happi-
ness vow lies In vour dear hamds.

*Believe mo ever lovingly your

At half-past

‘Dorornes.’

The leteer slipped from the woman's fingers and fint-
tered to the oevvnd., Tler eves woere drv oand hright, hit
the Tight had died out of them. Her Lips drooped at the
corners and the weight of years seemod to have fallen on
here  * Dan't lack so, mother !’ eried the man. 1le seated
hoer tenderly in a racking-chair, dropped on his knees he-
sidle her, and earessed her enld liands,

“After all, mother, it's aulv naturgl)’

“1t’s only natural,” sho rencated mechanically.

. “And mother,” lie bont his head to conceal the twiteh-
g of his lipg; “even if Dollie coes away, you will still
Lave me.? )

A wintry smile flittered over lier lips, and she |
hand on his head with a resture almost mnternal.
father, T still have yon.  Thank God for that.’

aid her
‘Yos,

INTO THE HEART OF A FLOWER

It is very interesting to wateh a plant grow; it is
like taking part in ereation. When all outside is coid
and white, wher the little children of ihe wnodland  are
gone to the nurseries in the warm earth, and the empty
nests on the bare trees filled with sunw, my window-garden
glows and smiles, making summer within while it is winter
without, It is wonderful to see flowers blonin in the midst
of a snowstorm! T have felt ol “shyly doff her green
hood and blessopn with a silken hurst of sound,” while the
ey fingers of the snow heat apgainst e window panes.
What sceret power, [ wonder, caused this Llossoming
miracle®  What mysterions forer guided the seedling from
the earth up te the light, through leaf and stem and bud,
to glorious Tulfilment in the perfect flower?  Who canld
have dreamed that such heautv Turked in the dark earth,
was latent in the tiny seeld we planted 2 Beautiful flower,
you have tanght me to sce a litile way inte the hidden
heart of things. Now 1 understand that the darkness
everywhera may hold possibilities betier than even

my
hopes.

THE GIRL WHO DIDN'T KNOW

There snee was a voung Jady who had the hest of
everything.  She had' heen given the lest of edueation
hy lier fond parents, she had studied mnsie and even knew
a litile of painting. After these courses hor parents right-
fullv expected her to make smnething of herself, bui she
made of lhersell a disagreeable thing. 1% seemed to he
born into her very fibre to seek the failingg of evervona
and to publich them to the world.  Every voung lady
who dressed different from herself was e1ther ";_rﬂudy’ or
‘cheap.’ It was a very hard thing to please her,



