
“No, not jost that,” whispered Toe; “not just that, 
something, something—" and just then Charley’s 

« clear, strong voice broke out in the good, old hymn:

him to break them in, but then, Joe, old fellow, you’re 
not the one to be afraid, are you ?’’

“No, I’m not afraid,” said Joe; “but as for riding
The Cowboy’s Last Ride t

BY J. ВЕА1Н1ЖО HOW».

The k. olorado sun was slowly sinking to rest behind Buckskin, I don't like it. My employer, however, ex-
Ptke's Peek, tinting the wide expansé with a golden halo pects me to do it, and do it I must.”

the long shadows were yet (harking the green prair- The general opinion of the group was that it was a 
las, when the cowboys returned to the "camp" and began hazardous thing for this tenderfoot to be riding such a voices than one took op the strain, 
to prepare for their fresh air supper, after a hard day’s horae as the Buckskin seemed to be, but his mind was “While the nearer waters roll,
round up evidently made up and he could no^be dissuaded. While the tempest still is high.

, with harness and saddles bedecking Just as supper was finished the herder, who watched > joe’s eyea closed ! An ashy paleness crept over his 
the wheels «sud tongue, presided over by the stoat, good- <he herd of horses, according to previous directions, rode face. His life was surely going. The song proceeded, 
nniurwd cook Bob,“ is the balm for all the cowboys' ilia, up, lending with a long rope the fierce-looking Buckskin. y”ntîy prating * hc*rt *** 1 >Ut * W**
end towtght аж they wearily dismount *nd turn their When Joe tried to approach him he snorted and backed ven
I wo tea loos» it seems as though nil coni'orts short of Up, and it was some time before a bridle and blindfold
house itself ate afforded by the good old cook and mesa- could be gotten on him. He was, however, com pa rati ve-
wagon ly safe when finally blinded, and Joe had no difficulty in

To* Murphy is the first one to arrive, and hia loque- getting him saddled and ready to mouflk.
cionn good howMK, although unrefined and rough, would Of course it was an anxious time for Joe, for he real-
chenr up the roost drenry piece of eorth. and at least pro- і zed that he was really imperiling bis own life to carry And deeply written upoi
duos enough animation for hearty laughter A. he lat out what he deemed his duty to his employer. ЬотТ^У from friends, but not away
ily fell of bta horse and eyed the cook’s dutch oven, Oh, the pnin and heartaches caused by heartless mss- from jeeus.
which ha was sure contained food enough to st least ters ! Oh, the sufferings those in upper places might Charley is now studying for the ministry, Tom lives a
make him happy, he said “Cook, thet spunk sv a kid, abolish, could they but realits that their cruelty was ex- changed life, and Bob, God bless him, lives s Christian 
■hr, D Trelfit -a. down wi' h ail- .pakl.' .W, m=,h„. boy, ,h., the victim of th.it in- «*•"ЙЇЇЙ ifiS^tES!

justice was some one’s loved one. but he did well his smaller deeds; he lived well hia hum-
The time came for Joe 'o mount, and he di 1 it with ble life; he died as he had lived, exalting Christ, 

av yon fellers.” «kill, while nil the rest gazed at him as though they had Such is the power of true life. Such the influence of
not for these many years been used to the excitement of J°*« on*7 a cowboy.—Sel.
• bustin' in a new horse.”

There was something in Joe’s manner, calm, and col
lected, that plainly designates an excellent horseman, 
and as he reached over the wild horse's head to raise the

“Jeans lover of my soul,
Let me to thy boeom fly.”

Oh, how it inspired the uncouth cowboys, and more

The

Safe within the haven guide, 
Oh, receive my soul at last.

Joe was dead. Now he was really
5nfe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe on his gentle breast.

a the hearts of every cowboy 
• Christian life.

6

religion,”
•Wall,” retorted theyook, “oi think ther’s fur bein’ 

«kings than religion fur 
To* returned, “Bn to he ah ere there is. but twns 

nlver Mint for the loikns ae ns oot hare on the blake 
plains to be s moralités an the things which be more 
fillin' to moy motnd fur swate wiinmin an* childer.

er tells av a funny yarn er
I!<1

л * *

“Lo, I am With You.”
BY MRS. P. M. HOWARD.

1 vary time wan ev ne
lh' loike. hay is aft ber juin pin' onto us fer *yin* what blind, his look of determination showed that he fully in- 
we wad not loike our milkers to hear. But talk av the tended to win in the approaching contest. Some of the 
devil, an' it's the

It had been a toilsome day—a day when things went 
wrong from kitchen to attic, and Mrs Joyce was very 

. , . . , , v . , ,, . tired. Nerve and muscle were alike overtaxed, and it
u.,.. ^ —r.xvxe,^o“^Fredcluog

Ч» М *» bi«. oi'1 *» blm throagh thick «My, .nd Charle, геамигМ him by calling out, "Keep .lQo Freddy Joyce, and play with your block»."
v . . . , tool. Jo., you'll com, out all nght. Don't кмр too lh, lied Wuh,,. "Mamma can't tell .tori.» all th,

Joe. the spunk of а киї that occasioned such comment, tight s rein ao’s to throw him over backward. Now, • »
m^utly l.om th. Hast, abd hi. big СЬгіліап heart cartful." Jo. rataed lh. blindfold. Th, wild hot*, '“ь, lip of th, little two-year-old quivered pitifully,

l»d «all, mad, . very .Ircp im ih« h*rd.ned fnghlened wi.h i« burden, gave a d«p«at, not u ^ llone but ,he tonc went tir.iKh, to hi.
old ooehoy. H, had become re-pectcd and Idved by lung, forward and alighted on hi. for. feet with hi. back нмШтс llttle h«rt • oh dear, nfy burdens are more 
tk«u siively. an.1 was «pidly nuking h.m«ll . (.vont. bumped up and hi. head between hi. leg» But Joe we. ^ ^ ^ „ -he ші(1 to herleC „ the child', wall
with all Hts manly qoahti* and fearleaane* had ready and the horse's repeated bucks and jumps did not Qf »rief feu apon her ear
twwaght kirn into notice, and Charley ItougUe. Ibejear .uceemi In unresting him Supper yeTto get and clear away before I can real,

rid". **>• l*" rot», -nd th. one who ... beat ac To he au« the .hake, and pound, were peinful, and >n<J ^ (ret(u, у,ь clinging to my ,kir„." 
quai Bled wi.h the different stock aud the .urroUBdmg ever, one hut Jo. was frightened, but it began to look ». f „Сош<, unto ,nd , givc Th,
country, was ieen to prefer his company to any other. though the Kaelmi lad would bravely succeed in master- fl^shad into her mind like the glimpse of cool, rippling
They had had many rideS6tbgether, end what was better ing this wild pony. when, see t the pitching is harder water, with dipping trees and soft green sward in sum-
etlll, many quiet talks, Charley, cowboy that he was, and quicker; Joe seems to be suffering pain; blood comes mer. But the vision passed in a moment, and she said
loved to have Joe tell of hi. old Chrntian mother back frota hi. no*, and with . sudden, nervous pull he raises jg where I couM^mî To ^ and ^llhimaTl *
there In Vertnont, bow she loved him and prayed for the horse's bend, but, alas, too far, for the horse falls about iÇ"
him, and be was often heard to say, “How different backward, and lies still for s moment on the ground. Just the elimpee of rest even and the aspiration had a
would my life have been had I had a mother, and such a Poor Joe I He is picked up from under the horse. soothing effect upon her mind, and she spoke more gen-
"« •• r»-. ' h , ' Hi. eye..« Cored. He U white » wax A mereenger Г

The boys began to troop ui. turn their ponies loose, is sent for a doctor, twenty-five miles away. cloth* pins,’’ and hie baby heart was comforted by the
and while some threw themselves upon the ground to Rough cowboy hands carry him to his tent. Hard thought of being a helper.
await the time when the cook with all his generosity cowboy hearts feel a pathetic sympathy. Tender cow- "The children came th from school, and Marv
riva. 1.1 cry out, "Bring up your platea and have a bite," hoy word, try to call him back to Wou.cmu.neM. One *’“‘d‘f^ctmn U>h« totgu^ndTam !tbSng
others made up their tepees and beds, and some (not all opens all the folds of the tent to ajtlow fresh air. Tom Qf rebuke followed,
of them) went down to the brook to'wash. brings cool water and bathes his forehead. Bob loosens “I am sorry, mother,” said Mary with a trembling lip.

Charley and Joe had washed and combed their hair. hi. belt and neckband. But Charley does not cease "It hae made me unhappy allthe afternoon, for I knew
Some of the fellow, were dUrnouming and eotne were watching steadily in the face of hi. friend for any tign. on Шс ш^ЬсГЛаг^Ь aP»harp .ting,
just riding up when the good old Bob beat bis tin pan Qf consciousness. Finally they come. His eyes open Î Was she indeed so unreasonable that her children were
with the potato-masher, and called out: “Bring up your His lips move ! And in’a low, husky voice he says, sure of sharp words at every accident that befell them ?
platea. all ye." The pletea, elthongh made of tin, held ..challey ... cherley doea not trust himself to speak, bat "V™T4Ï ti„red' M57'”,,?e. “id "4y°" -il!
. deheion, repeat that night when Boh had finished g,ntly grupe the dying boy's hand, for (.e reelke, thet ^ Fredày for «. hour I bel,eve I will lie down and
helping, 'bet still some of the boys thought, “Oh, to 
have a good old-fashioned home meal again.”

Each seated himself upon the grass with his plate and 
coffee, and many were the sage and witty remarks that 
went around that circle.
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that voice and that look are the voice and look of death.
“Charley,” the voice began, “what day of the week is da 

this ?”

“Do, mother, it will do you good,” replied the little 
ughter cheerfully. "Freddy is always good with me.” 
Mrs. Joyce closed her eyes with a grateful sense of rest 

as her tired head touched the pillow. It seemed so 
blessed to fold her hands and let the care and burden of 
the day slip off her weary shoulders, and she thought 
with a sen* of longing how blessed it would be some day, 
some time, when, with her work all done, she might 
crois her hands as now and, rest.

She was not conscious of sleeping,, but the day seemed 
“Tonight, back there in hilly Vermont, in that little to have begun again and as it had been in the morning, 

town, tonight in that little church, my mother is pray- the children were hurrying to get ready for school, Mr. 
ing for me. She little think. I'm « non to m that ?,“wn *° bu,inc**' lnd the mo™or ЬеІГ-
deat Saviour of whom .he loved to teach me I feet I'm "sodded? Mary came to her, saving in an excited

"Mother, oh mother, Chriât baa come. He baa come 
to spend the day.”

“And I have nothing prepared,” said Mrs. Joyce, with 
• housekeeper's distress. “What will he think of me?”

“Well, what shall I send up ?’’ asked Mr. Joy 
quick, irritable way of a business man, detai 
moment against hts will.

“How can I tall what he would like ?” returned Mrs. 
Joyce, in the reaped tone which her husband's irritation 
always produced. “Go in end speak with him, Nathan ; 
that Is moat Important.”

Very unwillingly end with hurry written on every 
feature Mr. Joy* stepped into the sitting-room, with hui

Mnx following
How the strained lines of cere and worry smoothed 

out in the calm, majestic presence of the Prince of Peace. 
Mr. Joy* forgot that the long columns in the great 
ledgers were waiting for bis skilful hand at the office, 
and his pro id, impatient head drooped instinctively, as

Mrs. Joyce! with tittle Fred beside her, forgot the*

“Thursday, my boy, said Charley;” “but do not talk 
tonight; rest a little while and you'll feel better.”

But the voice replied : “No, I must talk. You say 
it’s Thursday ?”

Tom Murphy began bv saying, “An* ahure, it's a foine 
bile yez have on these pertaties; Bob. Yer a winuen 
keerd for a cook. Why, that lame feller we had afore 
yez coom kudent bile water wi’oot scorchin’ it, or else 
bringin’ it in half-doon in the middle.” Of course they 
all reiterated what Tom ha# said, and even called for 
more, which Bob took as a sure sign of approval.

When the convcrmtion turned on what horeca would, .lipping, Charley, .liptiing. Oh, promise me aomething." 
be need tomorrow, it was Tom again who tiarted, by ..Уе, шу і*,,» „и Charley, “anything; but yon 
saying: "Joe, yer old boss tint yes oot wi' a bad lot of „urt be quiet. The doctor will soon be here now." 
bronkx. What yez goto' to ride termorrer?" "No, I can't be quiet; promise me one thing. Will

Joe replied : "I think 1 .hall ride that trim Bnckakln. you write to „other and tell her І was happy In-----"
Be was never ridden hat odee, but I think I'll saddle Th, voice wal choked. Those .landing by raaltred that

the end was very near. Charley stooped down and soft
ly replied, “Yee, Joe, my boy, just as you say.”

There was silence for several minutes, when Joe start
ed up: “Charley, Tom, Bob, all of you, I Jove you all; 
you have all been so good to me ” Here he paused and 

“higher than a kite;" aud Tom Murpby even took great teardrops trickled down the sunburst lac* of tb-se 
enough mercy on the boy to say : “Don’t be fur killin' present, and finally he whisper«1 Will
yereelf, but ride wan av moy harses termorrer, an’ some 
av ns old wans ’ll top Buckskin fur yez before ye ride

“Yes.”

wh

ce in the 
ned for e

him right after tppper and ride him a little tonight. I 
can ride him all right."

Charley eaid, "Y*. of course you can ride him. You 
do better now than some of the old hands.”

Г

One of the boys thought that Buck would throw him

g, just such as my mother used to aingto 
Each looked at the others and n<> one sang4* tint for 
want of aomething letter Bob started out on the old 
boy melody :him.”

« 1 a mean thing,” Charley said, “for them to
eeed seven * eight wild breaks with Joe and expect

“Bury me not on the lone prairie,
Where the wild coyote will kewl s'

“It
* me."
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