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be ‘sweet sixteen’ on the morrow, at the
same time suppressing a sigh as she thought

- of the wrinkled neck they had encircled when

last she had seen them worn.

‘Yes, they are yours henceforth, my pre-
cious daughter. I have had it on my mind
for some time to give them into your keep-
ing, and now that you choose what I have in
my. possession, I may as well give them to
you to-night, for I want a little talk to ac-
company the gift, and to-morrow, with your
birthday party, and all, to occupy eur
thoughts, there will be little time for what I
haye on my heart to say.

‘Talk on, mother dear,” said the girl, who
turned her back on the mirror reflecting the
gift which in the long ago had adorned the
person of another. ‘Your talks are always
well worth listening to.

‘Thank you, dear,’ rejoined  the mother,
looking lovingly on the daughter, who took a
seat close beside her, ‘but I have not yet an-
swered your query as to where I got the
beads. They belonged to my grandmother.

‘Oh, mother, it makes me doubly proud of
my new possession to know that!’ exclaimed
Mabel, as she unclasped the beads and fondled
them. ‘I supposed you had guessed what I
most wanted and so had bought an imita-
tion of the old-timey ones. But now I can
say like my chum, “They are an heirloom—
they belonged to my grandmother!”’

“You can put it even stronger than that,
my dear, for these belonged to your great-
grandmother; and she was the last person to
wear them. I said that they belongefl to my

-grandmother.’

i

: fﬁ elear t» you in a moment?
saymg:th:s she went to the chamber a,IWnW~1

“Why, I must have been too excited to no-
tice the personal pronoun, mamma. That
makes them all the more valuable. But why
have you never worn them?

‘I never felt like it somehow. T recall too
well -the day my mother brought them Jome.
8he had attended grandmother’s funeral, in
another State, and as we looked over, toge-
ther, the precious remembrances she had
brought home, mother held up these beads,
and after looking them over, through tear-
dimmed eyes," she saids

f“You can wear them if you want to,
‘daughter, but the jewels of my choice—over
thirty years ago—have robbed me of all taste
for outward adorning.”

‘I did not have the heart to wear them
then, so I told mother to put them with her
keepsakes, and with them the beads have re-
mained all these years, though mother left us
80 long ago that I fear you do not remember
her distinetly.’

‘Oh, indeed I do, mother!” said Mabel,
warmly. ‘I remember what a picture she
made, too, with her pretty white caps and
dainty laces. I thought grandmother was
just beautiful!’

‘Is that your only memory, dear?

‘Oh, no; I recall how she used to take me
on her lap and tell me stories by the hour.

‘What sort of stories, Mabel,

‘Bible stories, of course! But she told
them in such a way that I shall remember
them as long as I live. Stories about Samuel
and Joseph, and others. But she always end-
ed with a “little talk about Jesus,” as she
ealled it
" *Yes, the Saviour was always uppermost in
mo‘t s mind, and she fdld all in her power
to so Tive Christ that all might be drawn to
Him~’

‘I know that, mother,
that I have such sweet memories of my
_grandmother. But do you mind telling me
what she meant by her choice of jewels? All
“the jewelry I ever saw her wear was a tiny
blnd of gold, wern almost to a thread—her

vaeddm" ring,” she told me it was. Maybe,
though, you are treasuring your mother’s
jewels as she did these gold beads that were
her mother’s.’

‘T am afraid, my dear, that your mind was
80 taken up with the mention of “jewels,” and
conjecturing abont them, that you did not

and I am so glad

‘heed what I quoted my mother as aaymg your papers reach you.
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called ‘grandmna’s. room,” and when after a de-
lay of many moments she returned, she car-
ried in her arms a large Bible, in two vol-
umes, that bore evidence of having been in
constant use for many, many ' years.

Then, in a tremulous voice, ~she said:
‘These were your grandmother’s jewels.

‘Why, mother!’ exclaimed Mabel, as the
volumes were handed to her, ‘I haven’t seen
these since I was a child. I used always to
look at the pictures in them, when 1 went
to grandma’s room. But—but,’ she added, i
a puzzled way, ‘what have these worn-out vok
umes to do with jewels?

‘Everything, daughter, as I hope “you will
know from experience some day. But the
why of my mother’s not having beads of her
very own will be sufficient answer. She had
two sisters olcer than herself, both of whom
were presented with gold beads on their
eighteenth birthday, as in those days daugh-
fers of well-to-do parents rarely lacked this
one adornment.

‘Mother told ma many times how fond she
was of dress and worldly pleasure, and how
she looked forward to the time when .she
would come into possession of beads like
those worn by her sisters. She told me, too,
how the winter before her eighteenth birth:
day she consecrated her young life to Chuist,
and how she no larger cared for “gold and
costly array,” as formerly.

‘Bibles were not as common then as now,
and far more expensive, but mother coukl not
rest until she had one, with commentary, so
that she could read and study it in the seelu-
sion of her room. But her mother was not
at that time a Christian, and thought her
youngest daughter’s wish a foolish one.

‘But mother was bent on having her Bible,
s0, finding out that the Cottage Bibles, large-
ly in use then, would cost the same as the
promised birthday giit, she went to her mo-
ther and said:

¢“Will you give me the money instead of
gold 'beads for my birthday present?”

‘Grandmother would not consent until mo-
ther told her that she would not wear the
beads if she had them. And then, as she of-
ten said, “The money was handed over, and
I had my precious jewels.” “I have waited
until now, my child, to accompany the giv-
ing of your great-grandmother’s beads with
your grandmother’s jewels. For they, too,
are yours.”’

‘Mine, mother!’

‘Yes, for before mother went to be forever
with the Lord she often talked of you, and
hoped. that you would early learn to “delight
in the law of the Lord,” One day, in talking
along that line, she said:

““When you think the proper time has
come, I wish you would put into the hands
of the dear child my ‘jewels and tell her
how I came by themn. You will see what 1
have written on the fyleaf of the first vol-
ume.”’

Then Mabel, too full for words, turned to
the leaf indicated and there found her own
name, written by the long-vanished hand,
and underneath the words:

‘The fear of the Lord is clean, enduring
forever; the judgments of the Lord are ti’ue
and righ'teous altogether.

‘More to be desired are they than gold yea,
than much fine gold; sweeter also *han honey
and the honeycomb.

The mother and daughter mingled their
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ttears in silence until the latter closed the
Book reverently. Then, seeing the half-for-
gotten beads, she clasped them about her
neck, saying:

‘I shall’ treasure these, mamma, but I shall
prize my grandmother’s “jewels” far more!’

Forgotten Memories Revived.

‘What do you think, mother dear? A strange
man is building a house and having a lot of
breaking done on the quarfer section I've
been hoping no one would touch before I'm old
enough to homestead it wmyself,” cried Will
Strong, a bright-faced, sturdy lad of fourteen,
bursting into the room where his mother sat
sewing. ‘I was mad when I saw what was
going on, and walked right up to the man,
ready to tell him what I thought of FLim,
jumping my claim that way, but he spoke
so pleasantly that I couldn’t say a word. It’s

too bad, though, isn’t it?
Mrs. Strong smoothed back the sunny

curls from her boy’s brow as he sat on the

 floor beside her low chair.

‘Never mind, dearie,” she said, ‘Something
just as good may be had when you are old
enough to take up land. That is quite a
while yet, though you are growing so fast
that pretty soon I'll have to quit calling you
my baby. Has the man a family? It will be
pleasant, having such near neighbors, if they
are mnice.

‘No. Just himself and a young fellow who’s

~no relation, 1 guess; they don’t look alike.

The house isn’t going to be very large. They
are building it themselves, and Peder and Carl
Jensen are doing the breaking. Well, I s'pose
it’s all right. Anyway, I can’t help it. Don’t
sew any more, motherkin. You'll spoil your
eyes. DIl put the kettle on for tea,” and he
went, whistling cheerily, into the kitchen ad-
joining the cosy sitting room, whose white
curtained windows looked out upon a pretty
Minnesota lake, in which was reflected a bril-
liant sunset.

Marian Strong laid down her work and gaz-
ed across the dimpling water. Her soft brown
eyes were very sad, as she thought of just
such another lovely October afternoon, ten
years before, when, in their pretty New Jer-
sey home, her husband had kissed her and her
boy good-bye and started on one of his trips
through the South for a New York firm. A
letter, posted at Knoxville, Tenn., was the
last heard of from him, and all efforts to
trace him were fruitless; but his wife would
not give up, even after the firm had relue-
tantly abandoned the search, until her means
were quite exhausted. Then a cousin living
in St. Puul persuaded her to go out there,
where she secured a position as teacher in
the public schools.

One Summer, several years later, she and
her boy spent her vacation with her cousin’s
family, camping ‘on the shore of the lake
where we find her. She fell in love with the
spot and looked forward with dread to the
time when she must refurn to town. Her
cousin’s husband suggested that, as no one
seemed to be claiming the land, she should
take it as a homestead.

‘I would only too gladly, if I had money
enough to build ever so small a house, and to
1 could surely get a school
near here, and, lugkily, the way was opened

_next day, when she learned that a distant re-
lative had left her $2,000. Taking immediate

steps to secure the land, she and Will were
settled in their new home before winter, and
she had no difficulty in securing the district
school—not a very large one—which she had
taught for the last three years.

Will, much interested in affairs on the othel

’qusrtet section, ran over quite often in tha

next week or two. He had taken a great fan-
¢y to the new nexghbor, Mr. Boyce, and . had
forglven him for ‘jumping’ the claim. Though
mther a silent ‘man, Mr Boyce seemed to en-
_ of talk, and
looked wistfully after him when he Jeft.

Of medium height and spare frame, Mr,
Boyce was probably forty, though at first
sight one would have thought him much old.
er, his’' light brown hair was so thickly strewn
with gray. His blue eyes had a dreamy, far.
away look and a smile lit up his face. Hiy
companion, Harney Jones, a ‘big, good natur-
ed, yellow-haired fellow of tWenty =five:* of

'thembont was devoted to him, taking upon
- himself all the rot;ghest and heawest work.



