
Theo Wtfadeii of thtePa~s."

lie says, 'Il'm glad yer corne.
Sbie's been a lookin' fur ye, an'
slbe'1l be riglit glad to sec ye, fur
slie canna last long.' I looked at
bim an' sliook nîy blead. ' Corne
in, Jobin J3edson,' says lie, and I
looked. I didna ken wvbat to say.
Tbat -%vas the first tinie fur miany
long, years thiat I'd bieard miy
nanie. I hiad alrnost forgotten it
mysel'. I went into tbe biouse. It
%v'as none o' yer sbianties, but a
fine big biouse; an', as 1 went iiq,
the old mail took mie to tbe bcd,
an' lie says, 'He's corne ! Didna
I tel] ye that ver drearns an' pray-
ers wvould ail corne true ?'

"' Jolinnie ! Jobinnie P!'"
Bronchio Takze stopped. Tbie

tears -werc coursingy doîvn bis
cheeks, and bis lips were qnivering
ivitbi ernotion.

"'It wvas rny niother, jim. I
liadna been back sînce I ran aw'ay
when I wvus a îvee fellow, an' I liad
forg-otten ail about tlîer, an' 1
didna' ken wbicli îvay to find tbier,
an' hiere I was at last ! Tbat
voice at the river brougbt me to
lier bedside. Sbie took niy liands
in liers an' says,

"' £ ohinnà*e, I-e'l be a truc frieîîd
to ye.'

"'1-Ie's too old, mithier,' I said,
'to be any use to me. Hc
wouldna, make a cowboy; lîe's too
old.'

"'0 Johinnie,'
talk in thiat wav.
I-Iirn since 1 ius

savs she, 'dinna
i lia' trusted in

a îvee lassie, and

I-e'l no leave me noo iviien I'mi
crossin' the Jordan.'

" 'Mother, l'II take ye across the
Jordan if it's no too deep. Many
a time I biae crossed the Kootenay
an' the Saskatchewan, an' if the
J ordan's no ,vider an' deeper 'an
tiern, 1 can take ye across. I-e's
too old to takze ye o'er the -%vater.'

«'' ohnnie, Jolinnie! xny laddie!
biac ye forgotten ail 1 taughit ye at
my knee ?'I says rny mother to me.

" Wall, Jim, shie talked to me tili
I couldna sec, fur my eyes were
fu' of tears. The dear old body
took mie by the hiand as shie praycd
for nie wi' bier dying breatb, and
afore slue wvent awvay slie says,
'Ye'll serve I-im, Jolinnie?' an' I
put rny band in biers, and I couldna
say anything, but jist kissed bier
old check afore shie died.

" 'Meet mie yonder, Johnnie,'
slie said, 'and then shie closed bier
eyes. I got a fine stonie an' put
it at lier grave, an' I got the fellow
who made it to cut out on it a
saddle and a pair o' spurs, and
above thein the w'ords, 'Meet mie
Yonder.'

"Late one nigbit I went to lier
grave an' got down beside it, an'
wud ye believe it I prayed and I
says, 'Maister, Maister, 1'il serve
ye ! I'rn no biappy here, an' l'Il
gar lcbaick to tlheranichiandserý-eve.'

"I w'ent again next morning to
takce a last look at the grave, and
tben 1 said: <I'mi off to the moun-
tains to serve Hlim.' 1,

Otir otheri years have slipped away, as slips the flower its sheath,
Once muore with hands held ont we gr-asp a eift the Father sends,

And gave Hlmi thanks for lcngthi of days, for joy that cornes with brcath,
For home and books and happy wvork, for children and for friends.

Ail iu the inidniglit and the frost~ we spedl the old yeair out,;
Ail in the dawnliglit and the gloiv we bld tic new ycar in 1

The King is decad ! Long live the King !-'tis ayc tho clainorous shout;
And ever 'tis with, iirtlh and hope the new-born reigns begin.

WVhat yct may -wait of caire or grief to.day ive cannot tell,
Another yvear, another start, another chance to do

Whint lieth 'closest to our band: God loves us, ail is wcll;
Disdaining fear, we greet the year, whose flrst white leaves are new.

-. 3argrc E. Sangs(er.
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