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EIRENE.

TEAVIHG HOME

“ Goon-ny, Rene”

“ Good-by, Win” Hera the soft voics
broke, and a pair of brown eyes locked
throngh gathering tears, while the young
girl who owned them Ieaned across a
rough gate and kissed a boy who stood
inside,

“ Gond-by, Pansy," she eaid, tarning
to a little pirl, “Be a good girl to
mother till T come back, and I will
bring you & new dress pa Blusag the
sky. Think of it, Pansy, and don't
crg!”

This promise of a new dress stopped
Pansy's tears.  Bhe opened her purple-
blue eves wide and langhed with de-
light. Bhe threw her arms around her
glater, and exclaimed: “ Rove; how long
before youwill come back and bring ms
the new frock §7

 Very soon,” gaid Rene, aud she kiss-
ed the child on her yellow hair,

“ Mother ! You will pray for ma "

“Yes, Alwarys™

“Come! We shall be too late for the
ears!  They never stop for gead-bys"
gaid a kind volee o little impatientiy.
Thiz call came from an clderly man wha
sat waiting in o rickety bugry, Ashe
gpoke he mildly jerked the zeins, as if
to impart 4 little of his swn impatience
to his horse; but the jerk oaly made
the meek old mare stretch out her
straight neck a little esteaightor, etiffon
her legs ag if they were riveted in tha
god, and she hersell willing to atand till
the end of the world withont stirring,

At the sound of her futher’s voine
Eirene turned to her mother with g
gndden, deep embrace, then hurried
from the gate, climbed up into the
anclent vehicle, tucked herself into o
porner of the rusty seat, and without
looking back said, “ Now, father,”

* Get up, Muggina!®

But Mugging was decidedly averss to

I

“getting up”  Bhe seemed to kinow
that it involved carrying Firens away.
 Mugring, 1 say, ok up /"

The injunetion this time was accom-
pasied by so decided a jerk, that Mug-
gins did “get up,; ™ that i3, she bepan
to move owey ot the zlowest of all
pacck, The aged, straight-necked horae,
the old wagon, the gray-hulred man,
the young girl, went sbaking together
along the stany hill-soad.

A QOURTRY BEATLWAT=-STA 1108,

The October zun had filtered its gold
throngh a hazy hesven till the wide
Apaed of air palpitated with' topaz
mist, An wplifted veil, it trembled
above ihe faces of the Lills, sod floated
in lominos nebule far dowy the valley,

On the mountain-sides, in the deep
gorges, in the wide woods, the camival
of color had begun,

The maples fAuttered thelr vivid
ambery amd gcatleta; the oaks wore
their garnet; vines, raby aond yellow,
festooned the rygged boulders with
flame-like huea,

Armiea of forna sfood by the way
with nodding plumes and crimsoned
falchiema, Through the mellow air
radned the ripe leaves of Octoler,

With & low stir of melody, they mus-
tled down into the stony road, and the
ruthless wagon-whecls passed over them
and crosbied them.  They were full-
juiced, and their exuding wine filled
the atmoephere with & faint, delicicos
fragrance, The air wes sweeb also with
the perfume of the pines, distilling
their bulsay amid the stillness of the
hilla. The world was all athrill with
murmnrmis music—the quick ruatle of
the squirrel ronning through the loosely-
meshed leaves, the shrill trill of the
cricket, and the low hum of insect-
wingd astiv om the borders of eilence,
Over all bont the azore-amber firmament:



