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ts were n fainting
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e shores of the Humboldt
3 and strengthened, they camped there for
the night, thin to cross the stream in the morning.
The hght of dawn, however, revealed the fact that the
. river was 80 swollen by the melting mountain snows that to
ford it was impossible. Mr. Percival and two other men who
‘were stx:ﬁ swimmers decided m the depth of the river.
They fo! that the waters o ed their chins and were,
obliged to abandon the wagons and carry over all
those of company who could not swim or wade, as well as
all goods which could be strapped upon their backs and upon
. tl‘l:imimﬂa .{'lnck distingu et‘l'il:himself on thzf‘otb%sionﬁ:y
swimming the river three times packages strap on his
shoulders. Alga and her mother were carried across upon the
backs of the men. To the animals were tied ropes, and the men
on the opposite banks of the river pulled, coaxed and hauled
them through the shallow places, where the mud and quag-
mires prevented them from swimming. .
Down across the bottom lands, white as snow with the
ts of the water, across the great desert our
little party s The sand was knee deep in places. The
itiless sun was unclouded. The road was lined with aban-
oned s containing trunks and boxes of clothing, tools
machinery, bearing written labels, ** Take what you want.”
But our footsore and weary travellers could carry no heavier
loads than those under which they were already fainting and
falling by the way. Day by eir numbers grew less, Mrs.
Percival and Alga were the only surviving women now. Since
crossing the Humboldt River they had found no water to drink,
and the small quantity which they had been able to pack upon
, the oxen was almost exhausted, and the Carson River, for
which they were in search, might be many miles distant still.
Mrs. Percival been very weak for some days, and the
little family of four had fallen behind the remainder of the
garty. and then suddenly Mr. Percival w delirious and
¢ rogxed down by the wayside, moaning, ** Water! water!”
rs. Percival called Alga and Jack to her side, and said
solemnly : * Children, your father has his death sickness. 1
want you to kneel and Hmy with me. We must abandon all
t.hou1l ts of ?mg on and prepare todie together.”

They all knelt in silent prayer for a moment, only their
sobs being audible. Then Alga's youug voice pierced the air
and shot like an arrow straight up through the sultry air to the
brazen skies. **Oh, God, save ]mpa ! Save mamma! Save
Jack and me! Send us water and send us help, and we'll serve
you forever and ever, time and eternity. Amen!”

*“So thirsty ! ” modtied the sick man. Why won't someone

.givemea drink? Can't you see it there all around you—oceans
of water everywhere!”

* M00o-00, Mm00-00! * bellowed Buck. and lifted his nose and
slowly sniffed the air. Then Bright did the same thing, and
Spot and Speckle followed suit.

:\h(;u sprang to her feet, her eyes ablaze with sudden hope,
her little brown hands clasped eagerly.
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sniff oftener now.” So she plodded on, ng her brother
was not far behind her. By and by the cattle stop) and lay
down exhausted. Alga drop e them and fell into a
deep sleep. When she woke it was dawn, and the oxen were
mooing and sniffing the aira?in. There was no sign of Jack
far or near. Mile on mile of desert land stretched before and
behind her, and not a human being was in sight. A sense of
awful desolation seized upon her. She fell upon her knees, un-
able to form her prayer into words. She could only cry, “O,
God! O, Christ!” and leave the Father and the Son to under-
stand her need. She had some dried apples and bread in the
bundle which she carried sl over hershoulder. Thisbundle
contained several bottles in which she was to convey water
back to her parents. She ate some of the fruit and bread ; then,
&ltﬁng her arms about the necks of her oxen, she kissed them

th between their honest brown eyes and urged them on their

wi

- day, all day, beneath the burning sky and over the arid
phins‘:he sucfmd on, ::? pausing when the exhausted ani-
mals stopped to breathe, while they lolled and gunted Alga
knelt under the burning desert skies and sent up her one cry,
«“Q, Father, O, Son!” and then she stumbled on n.

Sometimes she sank to her knees in the sand. Thinkin

she could walk better without her shoes, she took them off, bu
the pain in her feet grew so intense she was obliged to replace
them and limp along as best she could.

Once she an arm about the neck of either animal
and pressed her cheek first to one patient neck, then to the
other as she sobbed out between her tears, “ Oh, dear Buck!
Oh, dear Bright! My heart is so sore for you. You haven't
any faith or any knowledge of God’s promise, and it must te
awful hard for you, harder for g:u than for me by far. But you
were the instruments He used to send me a sign, and I know
:\:dwil'l, take care of you as well as of me, you dear, dear com-

wing dark when she felt a sudden
tightening of the ropes she held and a sudden straining forward
of the ox , and then, with a mad rush and a plunge and a
wild bellowing they drove forward, d ing her headlong to
the banks of a stream, the Carson ver, where she sank,
weeping, laughing, ing, praising God, almost mad with the
ecstasy of the sound, the taste and touch of water—blessed,
beautiful water.

It was not until dawn that she set forth on the return jour-
ney. Her bod{l was refreshed, but her beart was tortured with
the fear that she should find herself too late to bring succor to
her parents, and that her brother was either lost on the plains
or already dead. There was no trace of him on the homeward
route. As the young girl drew near the spot where she had
left her almost dying parents more than three days before her
limbs refused to move at her bidding. Again she fell upon her
knees, and now her prayer found words: * Oh, God, let me find
them alive. Let me hear their voices once more. I cannot
bear this awful silence longer.”

ck seems to

es.
The second day was

Then she arose and went on, on and on until she looked
straight into her mother’s eyes. But Mrs. Percival was bab-
bling now in delirium and did not know her daughter, while
the father, lving white and wasted by her side, was asking
feebly for * Water, water.”

With a wild sob A clasped them both in her arms as she
poured out the coveted beverage and pressed it to their bnrnim{
IIPS. But it seemed at best only a brief respite for life for al
of them. The supply of food would not last more than another
day and the supply of water she had brought but two or three,
even by the most sparing use of it. As the second night drew
on, for the first time the young girl's courage and faith failed
her. She dropped on the sand beside her parents and wept
aloud. * God has forsaken us!” she cried. ** Dear Lord Jesus,
receive our souls!” t

And just then there were a tramping sound of feet and a
noise of voices, and she sat up and listened.

** It is the Indians coming to massacre us,” she said. That
is to be the end of it all. Pray God it may be swift.”

But the next thing she knew there was Jack leaning over
her —Jack, picked up and brought back by the relief party sent
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subject whatever, religious or secular.
t.iozis were left with J%llm King, and v
him the follnwinigs week, not, however, mentioning
the names of his questioners, although in many
because all th

instances they were
oung pley knew gauch other. This book is
oroug holesome, and should find a place in
ety el
e.
gvec:,rlt)l and deed, auz:ﬁ
the many perplexities whi X
women when they come in contact with the world.
He believes in youth and its need of recreation, and
is the dear and valued companion and friend ot his
uestion class. Published by W. J. Gage & Co,,
'oronto.

« MORE CARGOES.” W. W. Jacobs. “Sus-
PENSE.” Henry Seton Merriman.—Anyone who
read and laughed over ‘‘ Many Cargoes,” \tely re-
viewed in our journal, el‘:'c;o l]:&v& a f;w nl:(;re laughs
over this most amusi . Mr. Jacobs possesses
an inexhaustible fun(ilgf anecdote, which he tells in
the funniest manner. When the workers come
home tired, let them have their tea-supper, and
read aloud or to themselves * More Cargoes.”

In “Suspense” Mr. Merriman has given us a
very remarkable book. At first the story seems to
somewhat drag, the actors are almost {00 quiet. All
this, however, is for a special p , and
masterly description of the Russian siege of Plevna
brings to a climax a story in which the reader
seems suddenly to have a vital interest. The auth-
or’s thorough familiarity with human nature is here
shown, as in his fine novels, *“ The Sowers,” * With

Tools,” etc. Mr. Merriman has a peculiar
faculty of letting his readers become uainted
with his characters ually. Often ere is
no detailed personal description, but it all seems
to dawn upon one, and you see the people just
as he means you to see them./

Published by Copp, Clark & Co., Toronto. The
Canadian Almanac for 1900, brought out by tlns
firm, contains a large amount of in ormation. Price
25 cents. FELIX.
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Domestic Science.

There is a movement on foot in Toronto to
establish a School of Domestic Science, and we
heartily endorse the scheme as a decided step in the
right direction. To quote from a leading paper:
«Such a school, in our opinion, is as necessary as the
Law School, the Technical School or almost any
other educational institution in the city. There is
a proper or scientific way of preparing food, of
ventilating and furnishing houses, and there is &
slovenly, unscientific method of performing these
services. Between the two there is all the rence
in the world. Domestic science is, unfortu_nately,
but very imperfectly understood and practised by
those in charge of our households. Thescience of
cooking is almost a liberal education in itself, but
how many women are there who have studied the
question from an economic or gastronomic stand-
point? Sanitation in the household is asubject up-
on which books might be written withoutexhausting
the question. Very few hotses, however, are
furnished with a view to securinf the highest de-

of health for their inmates. It is said that the
taking of a bath invi%mtes the body as much as
three%ea.rty meals. How many workingmen are
aware of the fact? The house is the place where
we spend the bigger part of our time. No kind of
education is more desirablethan that whichconcerns
our health, and the management of the household
has as much to do with our health and happiness
as any other factor in life. 'We do not e t that
a college of domestic science will bring about the
millennium in the household, but it will helg:
ameliorate present conditions. If such aschool
elevate domestic service to a higher level, so as to
attract a more intelligent and a better class of girls,
it will have ample justification for its existence.”

No Great Difficulty.
A greedy boy is capable of clever misunderstand-

ings.

g‘S‘No, Willie, my dear,” said the little boy’s
mother, ¢ no more cakes to-night. It is too near
bedtime, and you know you can’t sleep on a full
stomach.”

«“Well,” said Willie, “but I can sleep on my
back.”—Harper’s Round Table.




