
THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN903

( *!•€€€€< said Jack reappearing. Before we got it 
open we decided it must be extremely valu
able, it was so well nailed up. Jack pinched 
his finger black and blue and I ran a long 
splinter into mine before we finally beheld 
the paper which hid from our sight the 
interesting contents. Then we began to 
unpack, and in half an hour our iittle sitting, 
room looked like a second hand clothing 
store.

There was a black silk dress with holes

]The Inglenook.

NAN’S STORY OF A HOME MISSION 
BOX.

I wonder if it's wicked for people who 
decide to be home missionaries to choose 
places that are comfortable and pleasant. I 
wonder if home missionaries always live in 
climates where it is as cold as Greenland in 
winter, and hot enough to melt you in 
mer il they always had a hard tune to get 
shoes, and clothes, and fuel and food. Be
cause that is the kind of home missionary 
father is, and he is undoubtedly the best man 
in the world. Even if he did choose this 
41 field,” as he calls it, and even if mother 
was willing for him to live here, and work 
and sacrifice with him, it always has seemed 
to Jack and me a little unfair that we chil
dren had to put up with things, when we 
were not consulted about coming-in fact, 
we got our first glimpse of the world through 
the little square window under the 
mother's room.

I think we were never meant for mission
aries, anyway. We have real wicked thoughts 
sometimes, and the worst of it is they don't 
stop with being thoughts, for we talk about 
them to each o her when we are alone—all 
about how unfair it is for some people, who 
really don’t amount to much, to live in 
castles and mansions, and go to Europe, and 

silks and velvets and broadcloths (Jack 
always mentions the broadcloth ; I think the 
silk is more interesting), and have brand 
new skates that haven’t been out grown by 
somebody else, and sleds that other children 
haven’t broken to smash ; while we can't 
have—or do—or be—or go. Jack's cheeks 
got red as fire, and his eyes flash, as he 
makes the chips fly out of the knotty wood 
Mr. Jenkins always sends on his subscription.

We nearly always have our talks at the 
woodpile, tor Jack is busy there a good deal, 
and it's fir enough from the house so nobody 
can hear us. It’s no fun to grumble before 
the rest, for father looks solemn, mother 
grieved and Marion shocked. Marion is like 
mother—meek as a lamb, and good as gold. 
It was all right for her to be bom here, for 
she likes to be uncomfortable and make 
sacrifices, but Jack and I don’t. We want 
to have a warm house and wood enough so 
we needn’t economize—ugb I how I hate 
that word—and jolly bool.s to read and a 
general good time. So Marion sits with 
mother and helps to plan and contrive, and 

sick people, and give away what little 
we've got to poor people, while Jack splits 
wood and I sit on a log and knit, which I 
hate to do nearly as bad as I hate to be 
nomical. Now you see just how wicked we 
are. I haven’t kept back a thing. I.'s not 
that we don’t want to be good and useful, 
but we think that the people who have 
plenty of money ought to spare a little 
instead of making us who have so little 
divide and divide till the.e isn’t enough to 
go around.

You see the Board pays father a little, and 
the church pays him a little, and we get a 
box almost every fall from some Eastern 
church. But if the Board gets hard up it 
thinks “Mr. Thornton’s church will supply 
his needs,” and if the church gets hard up— 
it always does—it thinks, “ The Board will 
take care of Brother Thornton till times are 
çasier with us,” so between thç two we havç

a pretty sorry time of it. As for the boxes 
—well, it was about one of them I started to
tell—if I ever get to it. I will say they are . .... . . .
not all like it. Some have been lovely, lhrou8h the elbows and und .• the arms, the 
with warm clothing and bedding, and even >ace "imming lorn to fragments. It was 
money. O hers are not so good, and this ,rou.nd ,he bottom and soiled around
last one—I'll let it speak for itself the t0P\ An overcoat "«shinier than the

We knew ,t was coming, and we had one father was wearing (which is saying a 
counted on it a lot, for the church salary 8ood deal), and moth-eaten into the bar- 
was away behind, and the B >ard money, 8aln Some table linen, sadly in need of 
too, and winter was coming, and Deacon mending, and two new towels. A pair of 
Jenkin’s knotty wood was almost gone. We fa,ncV slippers and several pairs of hose 
had built fine air-castles, Jack and I, and "h,ch had n=ver made lhe acquaintance of a 
talked about a story we had read of a darning-needle.
missionary box wh.re ten dollar bills were *l 18 n<lt necessary to go on, it is enough 
rolled up and put in every finger of a nice 10 saX 1 ^al not ?ne î!1* w^°^c box
pair of gloves, and we planned what could excel>t thc <°"els, which I believe got in by 
be bought if our box was like that one It m,stake' was ready for use till it had been 
was fortunate that we could enjoy the air- mended, cleaned, pressed, dyed or made 
castles before hand ovcr' and some thm8s had no possibilities

One morning we down to breakfast, JTcut' “ jaT'an" fTe"Ton"''"soTJ 

mush and Th' * "ï* °n v' ‘flf bU‘ ™uld be just as mad as we wanted 'to. We 
anv îinv IZ ! T'™'* S°a 'I'”6 " la d old things down on the fioo, and
nZ.L,h?, .’ S,mU:hi and "f,S an' "alked °" lh«n ; we rolled them up and 
h'om 'rss ona yrfr'n^ 7atuP'^ roolba" with them we tossed them

tSSÏSFriïi agtN^r,Ch'.t%tmg2Llh.ea™.,7C 1 • I, . , ' d been “ut an bour we had examined every pocket (there were 
Kl g,nH ï l ' v,P7 yf0W "° R'uves) for the ten dollar bills. We acted 
„h°T'a d 1 "aa bunRr!'- - ,0'he; tned 10 dreadfully—I own it-and right in thc midst 
îm bV.V=a S° S°rry of the fray somebody rapped
•• I think mannV''m r 51 Ta We wc,e 'airly caught , there wasn't time
ham o, a i r*. (*"®sP,e bad t0 pUt thjngs out of sight, so I opened the
rha™ a"dh SCUI'- f°r lT7SVend door with m, heart in my moulh. There 
crossnaich wiTârê '‘|nh 'if a"d a* ’"f us,ood Mrl Edmunds, the dearest woman in 
and mother, and they on y ha^h" horrid "hule “ut-ry. with a comfortable-

SS»UKS.ft!Krea j y. h 1 \ er 'nl -jU8t very often, but we all love her. “How do
n her own ,h L,8 ’ "'i m IUmi> you d°- Nannie ? and X‘>“. Ja<* ? Bless us
1 ihT NnVCr m,nd' Ninme hl>w you have grown , Where’s mother?
hrin.1 trJl °* tlî C >mC to*da>‘» and Not gone—now isn’t that too bad when I get 
royal Thanksgiving dinner.” to see her so seldom 1" By that time she

6 6 was inside, and the door was shut. “What
“ But if it doesn't daughter,” put in father, in this world ? My dears, have you gone 

" remember that we have as many blessings insane ?” she asked as she “viewed the land- 
as for our good—far more than we deserve.” scape o'er.”

Privately I didn’t agree with him, for if it’s “M 
a question of deserts, it ought to have been
father and mother who had the ham and “It looks more as if you’d had a cyclone, 
coffee, and Mr. Gilespie the mush. I didn’t Nannie, child, what does this mean ?" And 
say $ny more, though, and M irion began 1 just told her. I hadn’t s ud a dozen words 
talking briskly about something else ; but till I was crying with my head in her lap, 
Jack gave my hand a sympathetic squeeze and Jack was looking out of the window 
under the table that helped to make the saying “Ahem !” very hard. When I felt 
mush go down. her kind hands smoothing my hair, I poured

I hat was Tuesday of Thanksgiving week, out the whole torrent of sorrow. The un- 
and father had to go away off across the paid salary, the empty woodshed, the mush
prairie to visit some sick people, and he for breakfast, and that dreadful box. She
wanted mother and Marion to go along, didn’t speak till I had finished, then she 
Mother's as good as a doctor any day, and gathered me up in her arms and kissed me, 
Marion’s a born nurse. That left Jack and and held out a hand to Jack who came and 
me alone for the day, but we didn’t mind sat down beside her trying not to show that 
that in the least. We watched the creaking his eyes were red, “You dear children—
old buggy up the road, and wished it had you poor little things !” she said. *1 don’t
two seats, so the dear occupants wouldn't be blame you one bit. It isn’t right for such 
so crowded, then lurned indoors to do up people as your blessed father and mother to 
the morning work. Ju<t as we were finish- be subjected to such humiliations as this,” 
ing up, somebody shouted at the gate, and and she spurned the black silk waist with 
there ssood Mr. Brown’s wagon with the he. foot. "If some of the church pillars 
b*x ! Oh, j >y ! wouldn’t Jack and I have don’t get a piece of my mind before this 
fun investigating ? Mr. Brown and Jack day’s over it will be because I haven’t the 
got it in the house, then Mr. Brown drove ability to give it to them. The idea 1 Nan. 
away, whil; iny brother went for the hatchet can you keep your mother from finding out 
find 1 executed a pigeon wing on the lid. about the box tonight ?”

“Get off, Nan. Jolly ! jt's a big one/' “We can if she don’t ask U« Stout jt,u

sum-

eaves in

wear

No'm,” 1 answered meekly. “We've had

nurse


