COXVEREATION, 2%

whethier sister Eleanor hins her eyes closed | her pillows, her dark eyes tuened npward,
or dot, it she only remembers that she §s [ he thin kands elasped, and the pale lips

talking to God and asking Him to make
Lier a good little gicl, Gl doesn't notiee
Eleanors eyes wiile she prays,  le is
Jooking down into her hewen,”

There is no need to wll yon that onr
Grandmn loved us. You know that, 1
do not remember hearing her pray  in
English, bat often after she thonaht we
wote asleep, she would come and kneel
down beside onr bed anid pray alond, 1
conld not understand the wonds, bat |
knew then, amd know now, that shie was
praying for us.

Ever sinee 1 ean remember, she was
troubled with a slight eough, and grow
very mneh worse after a severe enld whiclh
shie took carly in the spring of *66.  She
grew weaker daily; at first she was con-
fined to her vaom, then to her hed,  Afer
she had been in this condition for some
tie, T came home from school one duay,
and mamma tolld me 0 go o her rogm—
that she had asked for me several times

= |
dirine the day. T went, enreying o gliss

of fresh water.  She Kissed me nind ook a
drink, and in returning the glase, sald
* Phank you, darling, tha is very niee™
Iosat Cown and began 1o fan bier. She lay
there loukipg at nie with those sofr, dark
eyes, murmnring tenderly, * God blessmy
depr Tittdle Besgie™ T notlead then thiat
sl wns very feehle and 1thin. A< the day
wore on, her bresth eame more slowly,
and wll night her mind wandered,  Tn the
morning the physician came and 1001 s,
—Our Grandima must die. 1 was in the
kitchen, stirving a drink for her, when my
elilest saster came in, and in heart-iroken
tones tuld us the hitter teath, aod  that
Grandmu wanted to see ns, Sister took
Eleanor's hand and led the way, T fol
lowed, my henet alinost bursting with the
griet T resolved 1o hide,

I shall never forget the group around
that dying bed,  There stood daughter
and granddanghiters,  The minister sat
by the bedside, reading the twenty-thind
Psalm.  Grandma wus half reclining on

|mm'h|g unconsciously as if in prayer
' Sister ook my hand and led me forward;
the minister stopped veanding, and mnde
Lroom for us ot the bedside,  Mamma Inid
er hand gently on Grandma's forchend
aned snid, * Mother, here are the children ™
She turoed and looked at mamma tor
[womoment, with such a surprised look, as
: irendied ack o earth, after her spirit had
|started on i npward flight, then sald,
“Yes yes and motioned for us o kiss
her, suying * God bless my litde darlings,
Godd bless them,"  She tricd 1o say some-
thing else to s, bhut conld not goon.  She
pointed upward and smiled,  Then they
took usnway, Half way down thestairs my
feelings overeame me. I sat down on the
stop, buried my face in my apron, and
gave vent o my griet.  Tine enables me
to speak t‘:lhlﬁ}‘ of that dear one, but
it ean never efface those tender recollee.
tions which eome @ the sweet word,

Grandmg.

Often, when the grass is long i the
graveyard, and the roses in bloom,; we go
and stand by the grave of

OUR GRANDMA,
Bassie Jaxe

CONVERSATION,

Conversation is familiardisconise gen-
eral interchange of sentiment.

It s wore cominnous and generally
tmins upon subjects of higher interest
than that of talk.  Dr, Jolinson once re-
mirked of an evening spenl in society
that there had been o great deasl of ik,
bt no conversation.  Lord Bacon says:
“Talkers are commonly vain, and credo.
lous withal; for, he that wlketh what he
Lknoweth, will also (alk whist he Knoweth
nol Conversation is an art, and, like
everything else, is made perfect by prae:
tice. The subject of eonversation is one
that demands the special thought of the
|u.~:u-|u-r. ITe must understund the pature
of the obild and adapt his conversation




