THE CANADA CITIZEN.

101

Tales and Shetches,

HARVEST-HOME.

Y ERNEST GILMORE.

It was nearing the time of the Harvest- Home.

“ We're going to have tuongs up to the last notch,” said Farmer Greenc's
wife to her nearest neighbor, Farmer Doane’s wife, who walked over a dis.
tance of half a mile for a friendly chat.  ** We will begin to-morrow making
preparations, Such a pile o' work to be done! Bakw' and brewm’, an’
boilin’ and stewiny’, for so many men 2nd boys, not to speak of the women
and children—the women to help wait on the men, and the children o follow
their mothers.  If 1 do say it, it's as true as law and gospel that Nathan
does like to make a splurge at Harvest-Home, never thinking what dradges
it makes of the women folks.  Butif there’s one thine more than another
that Nathan prides himself on, it’s my currant sofne”  And aglow of pride
overspead Mrs, Nathan Greene's comely face.  ** And 'us good, it 1 do say
it. Henrieua, run and bring Mrs. Doane a glass of that wine we openced
for dinner.  Bring two glasses—one——or here, Henrictta, supp-ming you
just bring the botde and three glasses 5 of course you'lt want one yourselt,

As Henrietta, a bright-faced, healthy young girl, went 1o du her
mother’s bidding, the latter said, * These children do love muthers
wine so."”

1 don't wonder they love it,” said Mrs. Doane (who scemed willing
to be thrown entirely in the shade by her prosperous ncighbor), as she
sipped the delicious wine given to her by her hostess.  ““Ive tried my
best, and 1 think ap wine is good, but it can't compare with yours.”

* Come, mother, give a tired fellow a glass of wine,” said htle Ben
Greene, rushing up the steps of the broad veranda were the ladies were
siting.  Ben was as fine p specimen of robust buyhood as one ever sees—
handsome, too, and very winmsome. He had a smiling face and honest
blue eyes, and his heavy hair was wet with perspiration just now.  When
his mother pourced out the lass of wine he touk 3t qinckly and drank every
drop, sayiny laughingly, as he returned the cmpty glass to her, “ There's
no wine like mother's wine ; it has such a dehghtful ficarg, and touches
the right spot every time.”

Strange how blind some mothers are.  Strange that, instead of Ben's
suggestive  tremark arousing fear in those two mother’s hearts, it only
pleased them, and they both layghed, Bea's mother saying, as he tumed
away, “Such a boy!” And then, after he was out of hearing, adding, “1
don’t believe 1 have a favorite among my four children, but if I have, it is
Ben”

Dear, precious Ben! he scemed to be everybody’s favarite. His sunny
face was welcomed everywhere. He was the small hoys’ champion, al-
though only twelve years old hinself.  He was the big boys’ adiniration,
the daring, venturesome, ever-ready-for-a-good-ime Ben Greene.  He was
envied by more than one mother, and Mris. Doane was one of the cnvious
number.

“He is a boy te¢ be proud of ; so bright, so full of life and health,” she
said with a sigh ; “if only my little Charlic was like him.”

¢ How is Charlic?” asked Mrs Greene kindly.

“ He is getting as thin as a rail, and 1 feel if he keeps on this way fora
few weeks longer he will vanish eatirely.”

“1 am very somry.  He must be sure to come over to Harvest-Home 5
he neadn’t work any, but he will have 2 good time only lookng on.”

It was the day preceding Farmier Greene's Harvesi-Homie that agentle.
man arrived at Famer Doanc's ; it was Mrs. Doane’s uncle.  Not having
seen 1.1s nicce since her marnage, he was warmly welcomed by her.  He
was a sanny hearted, sunny-faced man, but a cloud overspread his face as
he noticed the run-down condition of the farm, the caps being poor, and
all things bore the impress of neglect

*You sce, twould be different if Danicl was well, apologized Mrs.
Doane ; “but he isn’t able to sce to things gencmlly, and so we kind of
drift along.”

“ All wrong, all wrong,” said Uncle Richard decidedly; “onc can't
fight the haule of life drifting; onc must steer. It your husband isn't able
to sce to his farm he ought cither to scll it or get a head to run &

*“You ought to sec Farner Greenc's farm, and you can, if vou choose,”
said Charlic Doane; *we're all going over there to-morrow 10 Harvest.
Home, and won't it bie jolly?  Such a lunch as they have! Sandwiches,
and biscuits, and cold chiuxen, and comed beef, and pickles, and cheese,
and pics, ard cakes, and the best iz, and—="

“IWine ” exclaimed Uncle Richard. *“Surcly you children dont
touch wine.” .

** Why not >” asked Charlie, surpnised ; “it's good wine, and mother
loves it.”

Uncle Richard looked at his nicce soberly, who asked : “ Why, where's
the harm in drinking home-made wine at Harvest-Home 27

Uncle Richard explained in a long, serious talk wherein the harm con-
sisted ; it stood out very distinetly before his nicce and her two bays, Charlie,
aged twelve, and Ray, aged cight.

“Promise me, boys, that you will never drink wine again; you will not
be sorry.”

‘I'hey promised, and so did their mother ; and the next day when they
saw Ben Greene lifted from the grass where he had fallen heavily, and
carried into the house, they were not sorry that they had refused the spark-
ling wine.

Years rolled on—twenty of them—again Uncle Richard comes to visit
Farmer Doane’s.  This time broad, rich fields greet him- there is a rich
harvest to be gathered.

* They ve been sowing good seed and laboring untiringly, and they now
have their reward,” he said in great d-light.

Ray is still unmarried, and at home, the head of the farm, but Unde
Richard misses Charlic’s face, and inguires for him.

“You will have to be introduced to him ; you will never recognize him g
he 1s so changed.  After dinner we will drive over and see Charlie.”

“Guing to all at Farmer Groend's? 1 thought sou were after
Charlic; 1 am anxious to sce him,” said Uncle Richard a little later, as
they drove mto the spacious, buaiful grounds that had once belonged to
Farmer Greene. but were now owned by Charlie Doane,

A healthy, happy young man came out quickly to greet the party , 72
was Chardre, and dingivg to his hands were two shuleuine laughing
children — ey svere Chariie’s, and in the dour way stoud a swect faced,
swiling tady ; i1 scas Charlie's wife.

“1can hardly believe what T see.” said Uncle Richard, as Charlie
grasped his hand and led him into a delightful, roomy house ; “what a
change ! what a change !”

 Under Gud, it s all owing to you, Uncle Richard. I was alinle
fellow when T saw you befor, but what you said that night before the
Harvest Home stiried mo strangely ; it stisted us all, somchow, fur things
picked up after that, and when father stoppe 1 drinking wine his head grew
clear, and things did nat dsift any more ; it scemed so graod 1o see himable
to run the farm again. [ resched then to sow some seed that would bring
us joy, not sorrow.”

“A wisc resulie, but vhere are the Greenes 27 asked Uncle Richard,
in a voice husky with decp emotion,

“1f you dic not oo tired we will take a short walk, and 1 will tcll you
where they are.”

They walked down the back yard path, heavy on cither side with lusd-
ous fruitage, crossed the meadow, aud reached a little country burial-
place.

“ Mr. Greene and his two daughters have movad away to some distant
place.  Zere stecp the mother and her tso0 323" Chatlic pointed to three
grass-grown graves, upon whase <labs Uncle Kichard read with moist cyes,
“ Mother Greene, aged 30,” ** Benson Greene. aged 20,7 * Harold Greene,
aged 18"

“$he sowed the seed of a maddened brain when she gave her brighs,
beautiful boys the wine that proved 1o be their ruin; she was insane for
wo years befure her death.”

For Girls ad Bows,

WHAT SAVED HIM.

“It's only ta add another 0 Don't you see? 1t wanid never be
noticed, and would make the S1O00 S]10,000. Now don't he
squeamish about it. we wight as well ook out for enzselves, Thav's
no chance for promotion hiere. We might go on for ycars caning 2
pitiful ten dollars a week, when this sum would give as a chanee to
strike out, for we coulil 5 0n make tracks”

“What do yonmean?” asked Robert Langley, placing the cheque
on the table.

* Why, cutting,—going of to England,—diszuising ourselves,and
all that.  Don’t you see, theres romance about it too, that would
just suit you? Wouldn't we have jolly  times, though? Ten
thousand ! Whew ! Why it'’s almnst worth getting hang for, po-
vided one has a joliy gord hlow beforchand.

For two years Robert Langley had been undder the jufluence of
this reckless, unprincipled oy of cighreen. Little by ltde the
foundations of his morality had leen sapped. He was not, therefore,
prepared to resist the temptation, as he migl t have ween i€ Lie had
net yiclded time and again to this tad adviser,

Besides, old Wilson, the cashicr, under whose inmediate super-
vision he was, was not i kind employer.  Stern and ¢ ld bimself, he
frowned down anything like an approach to meriment, as if it had
been a breach of discipline, and was never known to smile upon any-
one in his office.



