
WHEN WILDERNESS WAS FING
pipe; the act instantly recalled my father to the

demands of hospitality.

" Friend," he said, speaking firmly, "hitch to the

stump yonder, and come in. You have brought me
sad news enough, yet are no less welcome, and must
break bread at our board. John," and he turned

toward me, "see to friend Bums's horse, and help

your mother to prepare the dinner."

Out in the rude shed, which answered as a kitchen

during summer weather, I ventured to ask:
' Mother, do you suppose he will take the little

giri?"

"I hope so, John," she answered, soberiy; "but
your father must decide himself. He will not tell us

until he has thought it all out alone."


