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besides. Duty and virtue are both good, and it la, there
fore, good to persevere. ' After that sentence Maria got 
•o tangled up in her duties and virtues that she said she 
had to stop persevering because her head grew disay and

shoulders, the mother came and sat on the edge of the 
bed.The House That Could Not Burn.

“ What is the matter with jour house to-day, Mandy ?” 
cried little Betty McFarland over the front gate

She might well ask, for it looked as if a whirlwind had 
struck it ; carpets and rugs and chairs and tables and 
bureaus and cups and saucers were all turned out to 
public gaze on the porches.

!*4>h, we re house-cleanin',” answered Mandy joyously ;
” it s lots of fun ” Mandy took everything as if life 
were a picnic. •* We'll be all done when you get back,” 
she call d after Betty ; " just you stop and see.”

Betty was ou her way to the village where with a 
hundred other g rls and boys, she was taught in the 
gfaded school. She carried her dinner with her in a 
little basket, for ou Tuesdays and Fridays she went to
Mias Veuahle'a for a music lesson, and did not get home faster than all the others, 
till late afternoon

The sun was hanging low against the rim of mountains subject, snd that any one may criticise our compoeitiona, 
ig the west when Betty piled books and basket on the but that she trusta to our honor not to beg or borrow 
Withrows' front gate, end ran in to see whether they had our ideas.” 
finished cleaning house.

"Don't we look nice?” aaked Mandy, enjoying re
sults, us she had rnpyed prospecta. ” See, the sitting- ance, n 
room is blue-washed, and onr new mnalin curtains have a 
blue dot on them Mother covered the old sofa herself Gray «aid 
with that blue chintz. Now come and look at my little 
room ; it will take your breath away.”

'* 1 .can't stop another minute, not to see a palace,” 
astd belly, «tailing < it on a run ; " mother won’t know 
éhat to think if I stay out any later. I'll take a long 
breath, and slop to-morrow.”

Ah, to-morrow Who knows what she holds in her genius, 
fast shut hand ! Mule Hetty had been asleep for hours 
that eight, and was dreaming of going up in a balloon, too much for us ” 
to reach M «inlpe room, when she waked suddenly, with 
the sound of voices in her ear, and the night wind blow- complacently 
tog over her. It must have been the bretze that put the 
balloon afloat in her dreams. *

Daughter,M she said softly, " we all have a home 
which can not burn ; did you remember that ? It is in
heaven, ' the home of the tool.’ Our beat Friend says she was really tick at her stomach, 
that in Ida Father's houae are many ' abiding placet,' 
and he is getting them ready for ua. Isn't that nice to log moat be very hard. It makea me almost diazy to
think about ? Now, good night, dear, and abut your listen. Let na forget about the prize ; and, Maria, I

want you to do something for me. Do your remember 
little Dick, my pet nephew ?”

" 'Indeed I do, the cunning little fellow ?”
•• He has broken hie leg and can't coma to the country 

this summer. I promised to send him an account of the 
doge and horses, our picnics and fun generally. If I get 

Several school girls were talking faet on the piazza of a 5ц 0f paper, Maria, and taki notes, will yon tell me
the Holmes house, and Nannie Holmes waa talking *bont that robin ? Dick would be Interested in that. I

" 'Poor, dear girl !' laughed mother. * Such compos-

eyes.”—Magnet.
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The Two Compositions.
BY ANNBTTK h. NOW.*.

heard you tall Laura.'
"She says that we may ask any friend to suggest a "‘Why, of coursa 1 will,' said Maria, beginning at

once. She said that the week before she waa reading, 
with her cat, Thomas a' Becket, in her lep. Suddenly 
Thomas grew excited. Hie eye# looked like two big 

" O. Iwaa so sorry !” moaned Kitty Welle, " when green beads with one black elit for the string to go 
she arluârQ ua not to write about Spring, nor Temper through. He leaped down and rushed away like a mad 

Jeorge Washington, nor The Flight of Time " thing. Maria ran after him to the orchard. Oh, the
” Yea, 4 was too bad,” said several girls, and Nellie orchard wee a beautiful plaça In May, when all the trees

1 have one composition on ' The Seasons' wet* tn bloom 1 Some bloeeome, well shaded, were as
that by changing a few sentence» did for all four of them ping aa peach buds ; others, in the ann, were enow white,
separately.”

” Nonsense, girls ; I like to write compoeitiona. I 
mean to write my next one in poetry,”

This surprising speech came from Minerva Powers, and beautiful, yet the fruit later waa worthless. It was 
who was thought by admiring friends to be quite a near a tree that looked like a great brown skeleton, for

worms had neafly killed it. She had so much to tell of 
" Poetry !" groaned Polly Hamilton ; " plain prose is the sweet odore .nd the beauty of the orchard that aha

forgot to tell of Thomas a' Becket, who lost no time in 
"I intend tq be an authoress," returned Minerva, getting to a tree np which a wild grapevine had climbed.

Thomas waa old and verv fat. He rushed up that vine 
" There's Aunt Laura," said Nannie. "Oh, girls, about three feet, then down he slid. Up he went again, 

perhaps she could help ne 1 Auntie, dear I”
Kb* s.t up in bed, with her little heart in a flutter ; A pleasant faced lady appeared at once, and laughlng- 

Wfeat were mauima a^d Aunt Lizzy doing at the open ly exclaimed :
Цв4ош ? And. oh, whet waa that red light in the 
Йіу ?

and one great tree sent down shower* of sweet petals 
whenever the wind swept through Its branches. Maria 
told about a crab-apple tree whose flowers are very large

down hie claw* ripped. Par above two or three robbine, 
were rapidly circling around that tree, screaming aa 
robine really can scream and ' squeal.' Maria instated 

" 1 have been eavesdropping. Shall I tell you about there was no neat in eight, no wee birds in danger, no
one of my compositions and that of my beat friend, when bad boys near. Suddenly Maria saw a queer, pitiable

thing. A fine, plump robin waa hanging in mid air by і 
"Do, and it may give us an Idea," all the girls string around one slim leg. if he fluttered frantically

right aide up, over he would flop again, to hang head 
" Well, I was fourteen and Maria twelve. I wrote down, and all the time he waa calling on hie excited

easily, like Minerva, but Maria said she would rather friends to help. They, like some people in trouble who
have her teeth pulled than to try to write. Now, one wring their hands and cry—they flopped their winga and
time a five-dollar gold piece waa offered for the best shrieked.

•' Maria had stopped scrabbling up trees when she put 
iwuiug jmuv sod paint, and a dull roar of flames, of girl tried for it, Marla and I among the number. Well, away her last doll. But her kind little heart could not

I was not going to try any common subject. I wanted resist these appeals. Up she went among the white
' I'ui afraid it ia the Withrows' house," said her to be sure that my essay was fine, affecting and sublime blossoms into the very middle of what seemed a big

mother " Your father and Uncle John have, gone to 
help.'

Brit) stood spellbound at the window ; there was a 
dreadful faf.riiiailon about the sight. But the work of young maiden whose heart broke from loneliness. No that a soft hand w^nt gently around his plump body,
lhe fl sines was oxer presently, and the glare of the aky one loved or appreciated her. One Jovely day, exactly deft fingers picked the tough grapevine tendril off his
ibuoUkI down into a dull glow. at sunset—it was a surprisingly fine sunset, all gold, little stick of a leg, and lo, he waa free I With one glad

“ Go right to Bed, Betty, and cover up warm,” cried scarlet and purple —this young person draped herself in cry he darted above the tree top toward the deep blue
her mother, presently ; " I don't know what I have been enow white muelin, took a lily in her hand, stretched egyt and the other robine gave happy chirps, following
thinking about, to let you stand in that breeze so herself out in the snnert light, and died by degrees. She gleefully. Maria believed that big, fat bird went right

had, however, time to make a long speech, telling her home to tell hla wife and children how it felt to dangle 
friends to live as unselfishly, to be as good aa she had head downward and heels rp. 

thought of Mandy'a pleasure in her little room, and the been, and they would die happy. When the ann set she
blue dotted curtains, was too much for the child ; she expired. The next day the entire village attended her ly asked her if she were required to write three compo
sai into tears, and cried and cried until she slept from funeral.

' Phi lb* quilt around you, Betty,'1 said the mother, we were girle ?” 
seeing the Imle girl was awake, " ang come Ijere."

Shivering wttli excitement and with the cool night air, responded.
Belly ran over to the open window, trailing the patch
work quilt liebind her like a court robe. Away down 
lhe «ou i, in the direction of the village, somethin* was 
burning tiercel) , she could see the flames mounting and 
falling through the feathery spring foliage ; the smell of composition written by a girl under sixteen, and every

«

hoaiue shouting, or both, came to her ears.

in places. Maria worked even harder, and when the bouquet. Then Robin Redbreast waa scared, if possible, 
two were finished, we read them to my mother. Mine worse than before, and the sympathizing friends called 
was about a moat marvelously beautiful and perfect out that now he would get his neck wrung. Instead of

Betty went obediently back to her pillow, but the
" When she had finished her story my mother sudden-

sillons In half en hour what she would do.
" 'Why, nothing, or perhaps a sentence or two of one" I thought this was as fine a composition as Mrs.

The nest day everybody went to see the smoking Stowe or Mrs Browning could have written. I even I waa an hour over that Perseverance.'
• ulus and offer help -except our Betty ; she was laid up thought mother might ue In tears when I read It, but she 
in bed wilks soar throat.

•' 'All the same, Maria, In less than a half hoar you 
was not. She almost smiled when she said kindly some have composed material for three very good oomposi 

h was a week before Betty waa on the way to school thing* that I never forgot. First, that I did not know tione, one humorous one about ' My Cat, Thomas a' 
«gam live Withrows she knew, had moved into an old anything about my subject, and what I had written Becket let me read you thie clear, Interesting descrip 
carpenter » sbcfr on the roadside, and Betty hoped to get never could be true. A girl so good that a village full of tion of a real cat, hla looks, tricks, and how ha differs
by without seeing Mandy. Her tender little heart eank people came to her funeral would not die of a broken from other cats. Next you composed one about an
(> < Ki »4 dug.bet in the aad change. heart because she waa not appreciated—nor would she apple orchard in May. You noticed the varions tinte of

^ But • 1. we* Mandy, looking as cheerful aa ever. die of any other complaintjdr that cause. So good a the bloeeome, told how white butterflies looked like the
m ! ly, 1 Ш *0 glad to see you !" she cried in girl would not be vain eno<(gh to drew In her best and flowers falling, and how bine the sky was. You remem-

j v OU* tunc. " 1 know you can stop a while, wear flowers, even if she felt able to make a toilet a few bered the field all yellow with dandelions acroas the
IH • i -ck has not Struck M oh, yes, we saved momenta before expiring. Dying people seldom have fence and another of red clover. Yon love nature, and 

the clock and ■ whole heap of things, and living in the breath to make long speeches, and when death really made a true picture in words, or a description assay.' 
shop і» «шиє Iun than anything you ever saw ! ’ comes the beat are the meekest ; all human goodness •• Then, laughing at Maria's astonishment, mother

bhc look Bctiy m, to show how they had hung cur eeems nothing, and we can ogly trust our aoula to God's went on : ' You think the account *of robin's narrow
аші buiq^jlta for divisions. ” This ia my bedroom mercy in Christ. escape quite thrilling. Now, you can compose

tn the ОНВП, vire ? 1 ріку that this bedquilt ia flowered " I was secretly much displeased. I felt that mother thing worth hearing if you will remember a few things,
pep*» Nest is mother's chamber ; she has tapestry on did not appreciate my talent* nor my fine writing. I First, be interested yourself, write whet you yourself
her walla, you tuuat know. Now. this la our dining- resolved to offer my composition for the prize, just the have thought or seen or felt or learned in words that 

our part ot the day. and then a fairy godmother same. mean the most to you. It is far better snd easier to
named llai.l Work makes it lotos sitting room. It's ” Then Maria read beta on ‘ Peraeveranoe.' 'Parte- write about a cat or an orchard that ie a reality than to

“ke piajiug all the time. Don't you wish you vt ranсe is a virtue. A virtue ia being good in soma ona jSdyffat eunîeV ° Г° ®*Г * ****'

сен Id live in a «bop for a little while ?" way. There are several ways of being good, so there „ was such a sensible girl she waa quick to take
That eight. after Betty had gone to bed, ahe said to her must be several virtue*. I do not know now many. advice, but I waa not. I wrote my composition ont on

Perhaps nobody knows. Perseverance la keeping on gilt-edged paper, and put in several worda of four
, . u___ syllables. Maria's waa the robin story made briefer. Iwhen »m« folk. .top. Som. .top *oon«r thin other., u|) wh|ch Q, „„ the m01l ,urpri»d when the

and such folks are said not to persevere. A virtue la committee awarded the prize to Maria. Since then I
like a duty. To persevere is a duty. Let us all perte- have come to understand the wisdom of mother's ad- 

and we will than do onr duty and have a virtue vice.”—Christian Work.

4

" Mother, no fire can burn up Maud)’* home , where- 
ever ahe ia, ahe makes it seem nice and cozy and

After little Betty had pulled the cover up over her
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