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FIGHTING FIRE-A TRUE STORY.

"Came liere, Johnny, and let me brush your bair. WVhy, your father
wouldn't know bis little bo-y if hc uvas ta see you now. Oh%, 1 do hope
James wili corne b:îck soon. My licart aches as 1 tlîink of hini and aIl my
kindred so far away. Ir is s0 lonesome here. Only tîtese two Jittie boys,"
and slie gazed down fondly, though sadly, ar lier four.year.old Frank, taking
his after dinner nial) in lier lap, and master Jalînny standing at lber ket,
"9and no grown persan ta speak tto. Howy I wisli Mr. Matthcwys Jived
ncarer."

Saying wbich, sile sighced, and laying down lier baby boy, went about
lier housebold labors. It was a strange place for Mary Shîerwood ta bu in,
gentle, sensitive as she ivas. It was on the border of civilization, where
cvcrything %vas raîîgh and ncw. Here, in a hal-inishcd farîhtouse, on the
bank ai a pretty Iowa st-earn, with a back gronnd ai lîeavy timber and a
foreground af unending prairie, she san atone withliher bahes.

W~hy was sitelhtre ? A woman's devotion ta a busband's hcaitb. One
year ago his plîysician hiad said ta Mr. S. that hie must seek some absolunely
quiet place or die. It did not take the wife long ta decide. In a few
inonrbis they were bei-e, living in a log cabin, whîicli had just given way ta
this unpreteîniaus bouse. Here, (rom ail thoughts of linerary labot-s, in the
pleasures of rod and gun, the husband and father was sIowlIy gaining heiath.
It was now fait, and business engagements had imperatively called hlm- easr.

No wonder, thcn, that she sighed. The days dragged beavily. Her
husband and lier fathcr's home were x,2oo miles away. This was nhirty
yeirs ago, %%,lin ru travel from Newv York state ta Iowa was more than a
jonrney nu Rame is now. It 'ras liard, slow, weary wvork.

Ir was a pretty t)icrure Mary Sherwood made that briglit October after-
noon standing in lier doorway anîd straining her eyes across thc prairie ta
catch sigbt ai a hîîman lai-m at Henry Mattbews' place a mile away. A
delicate foirn, a sweer. refined face, and a weary, far-away look in lher cyes.
Ai about lier tait black oaks staod like sentincîs on guard. Oniy a
moment, and she had gone ta her work.

W'oman an tic frontier bas tinte rime for indulging in grief or reverie.
Hers is a life af action. Only- for a moment may you sec this sad, wistfut
look. In bard work niany a (air daughter af Eastern parents bas ourgrown
the bitter hecarr-acbe and thc fcar of.a lone frontier lieé.

Whio could tell what an bout- inighr bring forth 1 Sureiy Mrs Sher-
wood bad littie idea ,( what was in store for ber thiar saine Indian summer
day.

"4 Mother, l'ni ai-aid," -was the hurried exclamation ai six-year-old
j ohnny, as lie came riffhing into the kitchen a fcw moments Inter.

"'*'hatrs Uicater, my dar hittle boy? Did you se asnake?"
IlNo, nao.oo, 1 licare a great noise like ten thunders, ruinble, rurnble,

rumble; and a rabbit ran by nie just as fabt as he could go, and a floc], of
pheaisants came anîd lit right over there, and rhey're al in a flutter. There,
I can hecar it naw. Don't you hear ir now, mother? Rumble, ruînblc,
rumble. Wbat is it, mother ? Don'n yau knowP

Ves h she lcnciv-.knew wirh a sickening sense of ber wcakness, danger
and loss. Ir was the sncady mat-ch af ire. ht was rolling righr on, up
rhrough the dark wvoods tothe sounh. t mias nearing lier haine; and unhess
she could do something it would soon Iay in nshes, aIl for which she and
Mr-. Sherwood had toilcd ail sumrmer. But what cauld she do? No
neighbor 'ras iii sighr; no moi-tai car could hecar. Her babes 'rere but a
hindrance. Only God above and ber riglit armn.

Mrs. Shcrwood 'ras a resolute 'roman. She bad proved that wben she
decîdcd ta corne -%vesr ; shc had proved jr in a dcadty sickness. She w.-s
now about ta prove àn again.

IlJohinnie. 'rali- up Frinkie and bring hiim along, and kecp close ta me.-"
And the litile six.yecar.old boy, %'ith a sense cf bis responsibility, obcyed

inuplicirîy. Ai t1ic same rime she seized a 'rater pail in anc band and a
mop lu the other, and kceping a watchful cye on the cbildren, 'rent aut ta
<lghr the ire

It is bard wri- ta fighr lire. Mcn seldorn pet-faim such exhaustive
labor as white the cxcitcmcnt cf a fit-e is upon theni. Such 'rot- is hardtr
for 'romen than for nien ; and M,\ary Shcrwood -as a dezlicae 'roman, and
bcaring burdcns only mothers know of. Nor was sbe used ta scvere Jabot-.
Hcrarn %tas non srrong; sbc had been tcnderly rearcd, ncr did she i-eigh
one hundrcd pountis. But if site had flot the strcngtli of some, sIc lad
whan 'uas berrer-nerve and pluck and quiCle rit.

TJîc lire was malcing sucb beadway, fecding on dry aurunun ]cav-es, that
many a -.roman or man ivouîd flot bave dared ta g(; near it. But she féIt
th-it ir mîust bc donc, and so did it. Filhing lier pail at tIe creck, she
rapidly dipped lier mop inta it, and thien began ta pur out the lire. The
lire t-an rapidly along thc graund, lcing Up tIe ]eaves, faliow trees and
othe-. dteirù. But thc brave 'roian attacked it unflincbingly, and as f=s as
ber mol) touîcbcd jr a little of thc ii- re nt our ; and on the scorched. and
bîirnt &round the little boys stood, folîawing Icir as she hcroically met that
Une ni fire, and sroppcd it.

MmIT. Pirtineton could floz wipe out the Atlantic Occan -With berT mop.
But there are times when a mop wiIl quencli a prairie fire. fThe fit-e of
wIich 'e speàk came (rom the pt-aine, swept up and into the woods, end
wua now passing on ta tbc prairie beyond.

Hc-c 'as a scenc fit for a painter. That long line of foîkced «ains,

laughing, crackling, dcvouring, surmouniting every obsta~cle, and hurrying
rarward faster and faster as the brcath of the distant- iounitains began ta be
flt. And in tlîeir lurid glare a solitary woman battling that long, hot Une
of fire. aJonc, and conquering.

The minutes sped away inta hours. The sun sank down and Iingered
at the horizon. Over and over again hiad she travelled the ever-lengthcen-
ing distance ta tic creek ta rep)lenishi lier liait of ivater. TI'lî ire in the
woods is ail out. Thc bouse was safe unicss the tlamcs shauld be turned
by the rising western wind, and sweelp down froni the northwest.

But naw a new danger ai-ose. For as it swept out on ta the prairie,
Mr. Slîcrwood's cornfield and liaystack stood right in its path, and towards
tiiese the briglit flarnes were steadily moving. Must thcy be destroyed?
Trhe lite family could iii afford ta lose corn and hay tliis fait. And so this
brave woman toiled-on; filh:ing the ire across the prairie; fighting it often-
tirnes at thc very border line; mopping it off the burning rails which
feced in the corn and hay. But neyer giving up, neyer ceasing, ever
winning, inch by inch, in tlie terrible struggle.

Hour arter hour the little fect dragged after lier. Often. she licard their
complaints:

IlMamma, linm sa tired. MINamrma, Frankie's so cold."
But stie hid only time ta give the littie fellow a hasty caress and the

word :
"Hold on a littie longer, baby boy, larna's most through'"
'<1retty soon : "Mother, l'mn awful hungry. Can't 1 have something ta

cet'5
"Not yet, Johnrny. WVe must put out this big ire and save the hay and

the corn and the lîouse.»
But words could flot long pacify theni.
l"Mamîna, l'se so tired. 1 wvant tagohlojne; 1 want ta go home."

"lVes, yes, baby boy, inamîna knows you arc tired Mamnma's tired,
too; oh, so tired. But bc a good little boy, and we'll soon bc going home-"

I amn a good littie boy, and 1 want ta go home. Came, mamma, I
wanr ta go home."

IlMotiier, I've Jîur: my fcoL Oh, oh. And l'in hungrier an 0wl.
Can't we go home ?"

"lNo! Johinny, not jusc yet. There, there, Job nny, be a brave boy and
I gucss it woii't hurt long. Remember, papa wants bis litte boy ta be
brave"

"1 can't bebraive. l'înso0 ungry."0
And then, cold, tircd, hungry and burt, the poor little fellows lay down

together, weep~ing as if nlîeir lîcarts would break.
But the miop never stops, thougb the mothes heart blecds for ber suf-

fering babes. Stroke follows stroke, and the baffled flames die sullcnty
away, lenving acres.-ind acres in its track covered witli sinouldering debri.
Tlic sun bas gonc«down. The chilis of nighr have scttied around ber.
Twa little boys, ail grime and dust. are hcavily sleeping. But the mother
kccps on. Her tasl, must bc donc-ail donc. he stars corne out, and
the carth grows black. At Iast the (ire is ail out. It is a dark, cold night.
The woods look gloomyand forbiddinig, as that lone wonman, tired as few
women ever.tre tircd, wa-.kcs up lier sleeping boys, gatbers the younger ta
ber bosomn, and slowly drags bce hormeward way.

Ves! lier home is still there. The ire bas corne aiîd gone, and left
anly biackncss and ashies in its wakec. Another cannot follow. She has
conquered. Htr littUe home and crops arc salec.

This talc is truc. 1 kncw her long and weil wba fouglit tbat lire. 1
know and love hcr still. I wasone ai iJose boys.-GoldcnIIlu.

STARS.

The followring illustraton is taken from, an address dclivered at tbe fit-st
anniversary of the Reforni Club of Lowell, by Rcv. Charles Dana Barrowsý,
D.D., pastor of the Pli-st Congregationat Churdi of this ciry :

Go stand at rwilight and gaze into the upper sky. A clear blue spot
alone appears 'Vou stand and look upon ir; end as you gaze, la!1 a star
]caps out, and then another, and stfil a third, wbece but a rime since you
saw only the dcp, impenetrable blue. And still you gaze, titI cre long the
wholc expanse ai blîîc is fillcd w'itb constellations of spaffling b-ightnes.
Vou h2a:c waited, longed and lookcd, and the very heavens have lent their
treasures ta cornpletc yaur wisb. Ani so it is with you inembers of this
Reforni Club. Yon stand-yau have for twelvc rnonths past stood-
laokng up in the sky of relorrn, *which brS spreatl its caîIopy above you
At fit-st, only the dccpesr bIne, with but. a star ta stud. its firmament
appearcd. But yau still loakcd, tilt an* ater another tbcy have Ieaped
forth ta givc ligbr and hope ta ynur %vaiting bicarts You are looking stifl
for mare. Does thc worlc scemn doubtînl it rimes? Nay: do flot despair,
but txustand work ; -ind in the future cf your lifc, Io I thc glory shall
increase, the constellations in these heavens shall multiply xith )-ey car,
dit thc brightness of the glow shaHl declare ta aIl mankird that their hope, is
realizcd and the glory oi reform compiete.

These.claquent 'words of promise and exhortation ta labor, rnay 'well bc
2ppîied ta many temperance socieries that through the ycar past have re-
joiced over the redamatian of thase who had seemed beyond the hopes o!
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