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land. We shall miss Howard sadly for the next two the burden of grief and anxiety which had fallen so and" 
weeks, but I am so glad that he could have this little visit denly upon her. 
and see once more the people and places he loves so 
dearly that I only wish he could stay longer. When I garden, so full of sad and sacred associations for them
think of Lucy’s coming, and the hope of having you and both, Lucy stood behind his chair, smoothing his prema-
mother in the fall, I am almost oppressed with my hap- turely gray hair with trembling hands. Her face was
piness and ask myself : 'What Shall I render to my God 4 bathed in tears, and her çyes, lifted to heaven, seemed 
for til his gifts to me ?’ Surely mercy and loving-kind- asking for strength to perform some painful duty, 
ness have followed me all the days of my life and I will 
dwell—”

What was that strange sound, this sudden gloom ! She would it comfort you to kno
started up to fly for her children, but their white faces uncontrollable sobe, and, coming round, she knelt before
flashed by the window, and in a moment they were in him and buried her face in hie bosom, When she was a
her arme. * 0 mamma, is it the judgment ?” faltered little calmer, he took the paper which had been found
Annie, "The church, the church !” shrieked Mary, as among the ruins, and, with trembling and colorless lipe,
the steeple which lifted itself like a sentinel between attempted to read the last words traced by the vanished ,
them and the town swayed for a moment and then sank hand of her whose loss made the world seem so empty,
out of eight. "We are in the Lord’s bands, .let us look 
to him," said Mrs. Nelson, and, still clinging together, gave way, and a rain of blessed tears bedewed the paper 
they sank upon their knees 

The servant who was taken out of the. ruina bruised, 
bleeding, unconscious, but alive, said afterward that aa grief, he said, with broken voice, "It ia well with her, it
she reached the doorway, she saw Mrs. Nelson kneeling is well with the children, and, though they cannot return
in the centre of the room, her children clasped in her to us, we shall go to them."
arms, and her face lifted toward heaven. At the 
moment she heard a terrible grating sound, saw the walls their loving, white-haired grandmother with the looks
of the room as it were shrivel together, pnd then whether and voices of his own blessed children.
•he fainted or was knocked senseless, she did not know.

When the storm. had passed on, and it was known in istry of healing 
town that Dr. Nelson's house had fallen, it seemed as if confident hope to a reunion with those who have gone 
the whole population had poured itself out to the scene before.—New York Observer, 
of disaster. Women tore, with bleeding hands, st the 
mass of debris which covered the victims, and wrung 
them in anguish at the necessary slowness of the work.

"Oh, Mr. Ogden, cried a pale girl to the old minister,
"can I believe that it ia God's hand, when I am spared, 
and dear Mrs. Nelaon taken ?"

Tears ran down the old man's furrowed cheeks as he dren to the different rooms. The hands of the different 
solemnly repeated : "She walked with God and she was clocks pointed to a quarter before nine.

I The bell was a sort of gong fastened to the outside of 
A young man as well known to Mr. Ogden for his the building, and the master of the school could ring it

skeptical views as for his undisputed talents, drew him by touching a knob in the wall near his desk. It was
aside. All his stoical calm was gone. Hisface quivered now time to call the children into school. The master

pulled the bell and waited. Still the merfy shouts could 
"Men call me a scoffer, but I never scoffed at the relig- be heard in the schoolyards. Very strange ! The chil

ien of the woman who Ilea under this wreck. You know dren were so engaged in play that they could not hear
I livefl three years under her roof, and I heard her months the bell, he thought Then he pulled it more vigorously, 
ago, when she thought I was far away, praying that my Still the shouts and laughter continued, 
eyes might be opened. Her words have been with me 
night and day. I could not forget them. I was almost pointed to the bell.j
persuaded ; her life was a sermon which I could not re- The children rushed iflto line like little soldier», and
fate, but now, when a wicked town like this has escaped waited for the eeoond signal. The teacher pulled and
almost unscathed, while the church of God lies in ruina, pulled, but there waa no sound. Then he sent a boy to
and the beet woman I ever knew haa met e horrible death, tell each line to file In, ami be sent soothe, boy ft* a car-
with her ianooent children in her arme,-will you tell me pentrr t« find out \1 the bell <ч>г«1 was broken
still that til thiags work together lor good to those that
love God ?" row hod built its mm inside the hell, and pm veiled the

"Yes," cried the old man, lifting hiseyee to heaven. hammer sirtking sgainH thr bell The tesfher told the 
" ‘Though he slay me, yet will I tnuft in hlm.’ I weep children whst the trouble was, ami ashed if the 
for myself and those who survive, but she is * ufcen ewt. Thews wee a large ahem» of "No,
which is far better. Would you pity a toil-worn laborer 
who wee suddenly token to reel to be honored in the pai-

K!nJSj! w a — - v , WSfe able to fly to the trees In the yardThe servant girl bad been token out of therulne just as Se«l«l a test, one of the bu>. « hmbrd on a Wet snd
the whistle of the midnigh; train from the Bast was heard. cleared sway the eus» sud luyr, so tlifft the sound of the
New relays of men worked unceaaingly at the slowly di- ** might call the children from play Our Little < mes.

Dr. Nelson’s House.<
BY PARKS WILUS,

There is, perhaps, no exercise of faith so difficult to the 
as that required to accept in til its fulness the 

teaching of Holy Writ that afflictions are proofs of our 
Father's love, and the very signs and seals of our adop
tion into the number of his children. It is a faith which 
we cannot have of ourselves, for it is the gift of God, and 
he gives it sometimes when heart and flesh fail and there 
ia no help in man. >

In 1869, after four years of earnest effort, Dr. Howard 
Nelaon had been forced to the conclusion that justice to 
his family required that he should give up the home he 
loved so well, and find some place where the practice of 
his profession would afford not only a support, but the 
means of education for his three children, the youngest 
of whom was now eight years of age.

His plan waa to get a tenant to occupy ‘‘TheH’Office, ” a 
building at a little distance from his dwelling, containing 
several comfortable apartments besides his office and 
laboratory. By giving up one or two out-houses which 
stood near it he thought a tenant could be made comfort
able there, end afford hia family the requisite protection 
without infringing upon their privacy.

Hia widowed sister, Mrs. Thompson, who lived with 
her only child about ten miles distant, and eked out her 
diminished resources by teaching a class of girls who 
boarded with her, consented to transfer herself and her 
pupils to Pairmount and teach her neicee, while Mrs. 
Nelson would keep house for all.

With his nearest and dearest thus united anà safe, Dr. 
Nelaon thought he could cheerfully toil alone for a year 
in the rapidly improving town in the Southwest which he 
had chosen as the scene of his new effort.

An unexpected obstacle arose, however ; for when he 
broke his plans to his wife—usually the most yielding and 
uuargumentative of women—he found her fixed in her 
opposition to his home scheme with an answer ready for 
every plea he could bring to bear in its favor. #

"Let us go together," she urged ; "you will be 
successful in your practice because you have a home to 
rest in, and I am as willing to keep boarders in H 
here."

She even brought Mrs. Thompson to be of her mind, 
and, after a short delay, the dear old * home was sold and 
the little party turned their faces toward the sunset.

At first the struggle was hard, but Mr». Nelson’s house 
always filled with boarders, and the doctor’s patients 

grew more and more numerous, till, at the end of five 
year», they had accomplished a cherished wish and moved 
into a house of their own.

Pounded, built, and finished, aa it was, in uprightness 
and kindnesa. they were followed into their long-deeired 
haven by the interest and good wishes of til who knew 
them.

Here, Howani Nelson thought, hie faithful helpmeet 
would real from bet untiring labors ; here, his sweet Lncy, 
now about to return from school, would bloom like the 
roee garden with which they were preparing to surprise

Aa he sat by the window which looked out upon the "The) 
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At last, with a strong effort to be calm, she said, * 'Papa, 
I have the last letter dear mother wrote upon earth ;

" Her voice broke into
Good 1 
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The tearless, silent grief which had alarmed hto friends aws

tnytwhich seemed to bring a message from the unseen world. 
His daughter had risen, and, til a passion of love and
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What Ailed the Bell.

It waa the first day of school after a vacation. The 
children were playing in the yards. The teachers sat at 
their desks waiting for the bell to strike to call the chil-
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with emotion, and, in a broken voice, he said :

He!
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H.The master raised his window, clapped hia hand, and
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her.
Kvery day Hie feel bundled children would rnlhtr ia 

the yard aan look up ,11 111. neai When the nttle bird»New aa the piece we», it looked like a home where taste 
and cultivation presided for years. The tree» and the turf 
were perfect ; vine» hid the newneaa of porch and lattice ; 
and in the roee-garden on the east were blooming and the 

> treaaures of their own accumulation and the many wit-
neseea to the good will of others. The doctor said laugh- miniahing heapa of bricks and mortar and broken timb-
lngly that he could never offer a seat to a friend now in ere, when the same girl who had spoken to fir. Ogden
the buggy, because ia was nearly always occupied by a gave • piercing shriek and fainted, for she had seen Dr.
contribution t<ff "Misa Lucy's garden." Nelaon, with white, set face and wild eyes, forcing his

How Ibvely rit all looked that beautiful morning in way through the crowd. He seemed unable to apeak,
June when the doctor waa suiting on his long Ulked-of but when he reached Mr. Ogden he gasped, through dry
visit to Virginia, to aee his sister and bring home the ah- lips, "Where ia my wife ? Where are my children ?”
lent child.

"Won’t Lucy be surprised when she sees the place, we* » death-like atillneae, and then e sob seemed to go 
pepe ?" laid Annie, while Mary charged him again and up from the whole crowd aa the old man threw hi» arms
again not to aay a word of the garden or the flowers, around hia afflicted friend and cried out : "Oh, my
which learned to.be garlanding the house in honor of her brother, the Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away. 
return. One moment the unfortunate man seemed to struggle to

"It would be lovely to Lucy even without the flowers," burst from that friendly hold, end then fell fbrwatd in 
said her mother, smiling ; "how glad she will lie to be so merciful insensibility, 
near the river and the fields she loves so much, and a lit
tle ont of the noise and the dust of the town."

The farewells had at last been spoken, and the doctor 
waa gone for hit t*o weeks' holiday. "

It waa the evening of the same day, and Mrs. Nelson 
Wt et the east window, from which she conld see the two 
girls et work among the roees, and beyond, the town in 
tta summer dress of leave» and flowers looking aa placid 
and lovely aa If the "trail of the serpent’1 were not "over
itan."

She waa writing to her only sister : "I am so eager
far yoe to aee the home that God haa given ua in a strange

A boy ret.* * * *
Nerve Enough far Anyth lag

Dr. McTuvish, of Edinburgh, was something of a ven
triloquist, and it befell that he wanted a lad to assist in 
the aurgery, who must necesaaarily be of atronge nerve». 
He received several application», and when telling a lad 
what the duties were, in order to teat hie nerve» he would 
aay, while pointing to a grinning akeleton standing up
right in a corner. "Part of your work will be to feed 
the skeleton there, and while you are here you may aa 
well try to do ao."

A few lads would consent to a trial, and received a 
basin of hot gruel and a spoon. While they were pour
ing out the hot mess into the skull, the doctor would 
throw his voice ao ps to make it appear to proceed from 
the jaws of the bony customer, and gurgle out, 
gb-h-uh ! that’s hot 1"

This waa too much, and, without exception, the lads 
dropped the basin and bolted. The doctor began to 
despair of ever getting a suitable helpmate, until a small 
boy came, and was given the gruel and apoon.

After the first spoonful the skeleton appeared to aay, 
Gr-r-r-uh-r-br 1 that's bot I"

Shoving in the scalding gruel as fast as ever, the lad 
rappedthe skull and impatiently retorted, "Well, blow 
it, cam’t yer, yer ould bony ?"

The doctor sat down in his chair and fairly roared, but 
when he came to, he engaged the lad on the spot—Ex.
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It waa on a bright afternoon in October that Dr. Nel

aon first entered the house which had been rebuilt by hia 
sympathizing fellow-dtizens, while he lay on the bed 
where, for weeks, life and reason both seemed to hang in 
the balance.

Grass was growing on the grave in which Mrs. Nelaon 
and her children had been laid, with the tears of all 
classes and creed» in the town, before the bereaved hus
band and father awoke to the oonsrionanepa of hia loaa 
and of the presence of the child who looked like the «hade 
of her buried mother, eo trail and placid was she under drip-dirt—chea
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