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STELLA AND MAGGIE

CHAPTER L
HONE LIGHT.

“NF IS8 me, darling mamma,” eid a little girl of six

st anmmers na she wounud her arme round her
. mother's neek and drew her head down on the pillow.
The nurse hod just put her to bed, and as was Mrs,
Beymour'a custom, sho bad come to hear her little davghter
rapoat her evening prayer, and kiss her ere she slept.
After kissing her, the mother said in a aweel, quiet voice,
“ Now, Stella darling, pray.”

The littla rirl unwound her arme and reverently fobding
her hands and closing her eves began, * Our Father iu
heaven, fold little Stella to thy bosom, and give her & new
Leart. Bless dear mamms, bless desr papa, bring him
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lome safely, and take eare of us sll through the vight for
Jesus' sake, Amen." On opening her eyes, she saw a large
tear drop on the pillow. Alas! weslth and luxury are no
barriers to suffering. This home, which might have been
an Fden for peace and sanctity, was bejng overshadowed
by sin snd sorrow,

The child, looking up, with trembling lips asked, *Has
Stells been noughty to-day, dear mamma, that you éryl”

No, my darling,” replied her mother, clasping the child
convulsively to her bosom, *you are my own good little
daughter, my treasors, my very star, Buot go to sleep, or
you won't wake up bright and rosy as mamma wants her
little girl always to be."

And again she kissed the child. The little one looked
as she would fain have asked more, but closing vp her
eyes tightly as if to woo sleep whether it would come or
uot, she said, “I will, mamma, for I mean alwaya to be
your bright little girl"

“God grant you may, my darling!” replied her mother.
The fady crossed the room, lifiing seme dainty plece of
needle-work, and drawing a cozy chair in froot of the
bright fire, sat down, grace in every motion. She was a
beautiful and noble woman, a fireside hercine, hiding her
life’'s trial in her heart, and meeting the outside world
with a smiling face. How many do the same! How bright
her future seemed eight years ago! Then she had left her



