
afraid of! depriving you,. -arold, .and be- sulted. a time-tabIe1 There would'not be
cause se wIll. no have' things-beyônd her another train to Franklin till eight o'clock
means, though she -needs them badly;ý Did in the evening, wliich reached that place at.

ybu know she has fnot had a cook latey, ten. That was his oniy chance; lis things,
and that she has done;all the. liousework ?' were already packed. He sat doWn and

No, .I- did not .:know. that,' replied the wrote CharTey Johnson the best,êxplanation

.young man -'It shall not be so long. possible, considering his haste, sent it by
will snd :her .money next month, and in- a messeige, and took a car for the station.

sist on. her usingit' A great load seemed to have been taken off

'That is, noble of you,,- replied the old him, and yet he: shuddered to .think .how

lady as she turned to. go; ' but remember lis mother had suffered .when le had not,

what I have said about coming..to Franklin, come on the three o'clock train as she had

and do not disappoint her. Good-by; expected,
All that morning Harold worked with a When he arrived at Franklin, the streets,

fretful frown on his face. He bad not contrasted with those of the city, looked

decided to take Mrs. Redwood's advice, and dark and cheerless. On his way home,

yet he could not divest himself of the feel. and just before arriving there, he came to

ing of .irritation that a new view of his the large house occupied by the Redwoods.

duty had brought to hiri. At noon Charley He saw lights in the sitting-room and

Johnson came over to his department. parlor. He was about to pass on.when he

Ready for lunch ?' he asked. heard his name called, and a figure emerged
Harold nodded, took down his bat and from behind the vines which clambered up

Joiied. him.' the lattice-work on the veranda. It was

I have been trying to get over to you Mrs. Redwood, her head covered with a

all morning,' said Johnson, when the had shawl. She hurried down the walk to the

reached the street. 'We thought a hun- gate where he had stopped.
dred dollars would put us through our trip; 'I thought it was you ! ' she said, excited-

but we must have tennis suits to be ly. 'Oh, I am so glad you have come

thoroughly in tie swim at such a swel. sent a telegram to the store, and one also
place. I know where we -can get them on to Saratoga.
credit. The price is only.ten dollars; we He started at her in amazement.
can easily lay that aside next month.' 'Wh-has anything happened?' he gasp-

* I suppose so,' replied Harold, his mind ed.
on' Mrs. Redwood and -her talk. At that Your mother fell to-day and hurt -her-

moment if he had had sufficient courage to self. The doctor. is with her now and

ask Johnson to excuse -him he wuold have some of the neighbors. She had been to

been glad to give up the Saratoga trip al- the train to neet you; and as she was going
together. 'I don't want to buy .anything up .the steps .!of ler house her foot slipped.
on. credit,'- he said, finally. I had just told .her alout your intention to

WeIl, you needn't; I'rm go'ng tohave go. te Saratoga- . had to explain-she was

mine though;. I'm. going alil tie giits while so uneasy after missing you at the train.

I'm there.' 'Is he scrioisly hurt ?' Harold asked,
Nothing further was said on the subject; feebing his heart sinki dread of what Mrs.

t Harold ciîd ,not. e.îoy ils- fltncheon. Redwàd- igli -éxt tell him

Everything 'he ate seemed to lodge -in his 'She was ,i nconscious a wlile ago; but
throat. He was half-vexed with Charley, sie ma be better now All the afternoon

regretted having seen M rs. ;Redwood that she has been crying and begging for you
day, and was generally nervous and up. to corie to her I am so glad you got my'

set. message

Up to the day before his vacation began, II did not get it,' he returned, as if in a

Harold was still determined not to be de- dream; 'I found that I had not mailed mny

prived of his' visit to the great waterng- letter telling her I was going to Saratoga,
place. That afternoon he received by post and did not want to disappoint her. , I had

a note from Mrs. Redwoo: better go on. I-I hope'
'Dear Harold,' she wrote, 'forgive a His voice broke; and Mrs. Redwood took

chidish old busybody for interfering in his arm caressingly as Ithey walked on to

your affairs; but-my two sons have brought his mother's cottage.
home with them from Philadelphia, three As they entered the door he heard bis

of their boy friends, and they are expsct. nane called from his mother's room, ana

ing you to go with them boating on the he went in. The doctor was bending over

lake and fiishing. You must ses William's her, trying to ease her pain by administer-

new boat. To use his expression it is 'a ing small doses of morphine.

hummer.' - I have seen your mother sever- 'Oh, I want my child; I want my baby

al times since I returned home, and she is boy.! ' cried Mrs. Dubose, as she tossed

countirig on seeing you Saturday afternoon about restlessly. 'Why does he not come

at three o'clock. I did not tell her that you to me ? You are ail trying t kill me. I

had had any idea of going elsewhere. You have never done you any barm.'

said you were going to write to-her about 'Here he is, Mrs. Dubose,' cried Mrs.

your Saratoga trip; but, as she bas heard Redwood, coming forward. 'He misEe:1

nothing to 'the contrary, I presume you his train.'

failed to do it, and the failure shows you 'Where ?' gasped Mrs. Dubose, raising

are coming to Franklin. I shall be on my herself on an elbow.

veranda to see you go by. 'Here, Mother, dear,' Harold said, amazed

'Your old friend, - at his mother's ghastly face; and he took
'S. Redwood.'. her in his arms.

Harold startéd when he read the refer- 'Oh, my baby; I'm so.glad you came!

ence to the letter he was. to write to his sobbed Mrs. Dubose, as. lier arms clasped
mcther. Surely, he re:nembered having him about the neck. 'I fell and hiirt My-

donc so; he recalled what'an awkward task self; but I will be all right s::on, now you

it had been to explain why he had promised are here.'
to go to such a fashionable resort as Sara- 'The very medicine you needed, Mrs.

toga. But. why had she not received it ? Diubose,' said the doctor; 'now you won't

could he have failed to posE it? He went want anything to make you sleep.'
to .the table .in his room and opened a Harold sat by her bedside the rest of the

drawer. The letter was there.' night. As long as she could feel the

What was to be donc ? It would net do touch of his lhand and know that he was

to. disapoint her now. He hurriedly con. present, she slept soundly,

TH~ ME~SSENGERm"

The next morning she was better, .and
from that. time on she gradually Improved
until she was quite her old self again.

It was during tihe last week f bis aca-
tion that Harold noticed a continual shadow
on her face,

'What is the matter ? hc asked her one
night. She had come into his room to
close a window that the draught over his
head might not give him. a cold. He had
heard her sigh and noticed her face lookinji
sad and wan in the light pf the lamp sie
held in her hand.

'I simply, can't bear to think of your go-
ing back next Mouday,' she said;. ' you have
ne idea how lonely I am. . It seems to me
that I have such a, short time to live anyý
way that I ought to have you with me
more.

She was turning away, and he .drew her
to him.

'Mother,' he said, I have been think-
ing that it would be better and more econo-
mical for us if you would come to the city
and live with me. I have almost enough
to furnish a.littleflat. In that way, Icould
keep my poittion and have you with me

She started; the lamp in her hand shook.
He saw that she was making an almost pain-
fuI effort to speak with calmness.

'Harold, do you really mean it ?' she
managed to, say.

'Yes, Mother, we could begin to pack to-
morrow. It would, be glorious I don't
like to live in a boarding-house.'

She put the lamp on a table and sat down.
She held her hand to lier mouth to hidè the
twitchings of her lips. She was: trying
to keep her great tjoy teherself, as if it
were a'weakness to be disowned.

'I have always wanted to get back to
New York,' she confessed. The happiest
years of my life'were spent theëre, 'when
your father was alive. I was afraid we
could not afford it. Do you really think
we could ? I-I don't like to count on it,
and tie« be disappointed.'

'The easicst' thing in the world,' he au-
swered. 'Ndw, go to bed, Mother I have
made up my mind to have it so.'

Late in the niglit sh7e came to add anothe:

quilt to .the covering over him, and as she
did so bent. to kiss him again. And then
he found that her face was wet with tears
of joy.

The next morning when he told Mrs.
Redwood what he was going to do, she threw
her arms round his neck and kissed bim on
both cheeks.

'You are the best-hearted boy in the
world,' she said. ! It is what I have long
wanted you to do. It will maké your mo-
ther young again.'

The Land of Anyhow.
Beyond the Isle of What's-the-use,

Where Slipshod Point is now,
There used to be *hen I was young,

Tic Land of Aniyhow.

Don't Care was king of ail this realm-
AÀ cruel king was be !

For those who served him with good heart,
le treated shamefully

When girls and boys their tasks would
sligit,

And cloud poor mother's brow,
He'd say, 'Don't care ! It's good enough !

Just do it anyhow!'

But when in after life they longed
To make proud Fortune bow,

He let them find that fate .ne'er smiles
On..work done anyhow.

For he .who would. the harvest reap,
Must learn to use the plough,

And pitch his tents a long way of
From the Land of Anyhow!

B. W. Manson..


