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THY BROTHER'S KEEPER.

Little bare feet on pavement cold ;
Little pinched face, with look so old—
Daily battle for daily bread—

Only a crumb, and never a bed ;
Without a mother's tender care ;
Never a lisp of a childish prayer;

Just a thing to be kicked und spurned
By men in the way of Christ unlearned
Just a thing for vice to deprave—

Not a child with a life to suve,

And was it not to such as he

The Saviour whispered, ** Come unto me?”
I there no soul in riches’ wakeo?

Nothiog to give just for His sake?

Qoly the rich at heaven’s door ?

Only a hell forneglected poor?

Is this the teaching of Christ above,

‘I'nie 2 promise of preace and love ?

‘Tis bue a decree of selfish man—

From the beginoing the devil'a plan,

What is one waif, or hundreds more?
Heep your eye on the golden store,

Drive him to crime and to prieon cell.
But what ¢f the soul you drive to hell ?
Earihly sentence for earthly crimes,

$old aod bought for dollars and dimes ;
Heaveniy juigment for desds undone,

A sacred rec i of every ona !

Are not the waife’ crimes charged to thee,
Who left to ruin, and could not see?

“AM | MY BROTHER'S KEEPER 2"
UY HELEN H. BLAKE.

The sun wan just dropping behind a huge bank of clouds in the
west.  Ranch life in winter in any of our Northwestern States
involves hardshipe that few people who have not experienced *1:um
ever droam of. Those who have had such trials can sympathize
U1 a yreat extent with the Pilgrims in their firat experience on the
1nhospitable shores of New Eagland.

¢ Seems to me, John, 1 can just see them poor creatures gettin’
out o' the boat in that freezin’ cold weather, an’ nowhere on earth
to go—had to build a log bat to live in. I think they were a
dr adful brave people.”

‘“ Who're you talkin' about, Hanmah?”

“I was just thinkin® about the Pilgrims.”

¢ Q, them people that settled Massachusetts?! P'r'aps ’twasn't
» cold day when they landed. Besides, they came out here to get
their own way ; lots of people are brave enough for that.”

¢ You're always tunuin’ people dows, John. I’'m sure I'd like
to know why you came way out here tn this forlora place—it's like
the last end of nawhere—uuless *twas to have your owa way. .\nd
sou had a good business in the East, too. Fulks might say hard
things of you if they tried.”

*¢ What'e that to e, 1'd like to kmaw? I'il go whers Lcan run
the businres I want to without being meddled with all the time.”

** Bat ther.'s no law in Conueoticut ‘gainst keepin® asaloon if you
keep your license paid up.” )

*¢ No more there isn’t, bat I'd rather fight the law than have a
dezen o' those women cranks naggin at meall the time.”

¢t 1 don't know sometimes but they're right, though, if they are
cranky,” said the womau a little sullenly. * It dou’c seem to me,
when I think «{ it, as though we bad any right to sell stufl'to people
that’s almost sure death to 'um in the long run.”

She ended rather defiantly, like a person who acts from a resclve
to do something totally at variance with his whole previous line of
conduct, and who feels at the same time a little sshamed to let his
change of opinion be known.

Her husband looked at her curiously., She weat on with her
work without heeding him. Presently he walked acrose the room
and atood before her.

¢ Seem’s to me,’” he said alowly, * you're changiu’ your mind
rather late; you never used to bave no objections to sellin’ folks
what they waoted.” An' 1'll jeat warn y& that them airs won't do
00 good. I'm sellin’ liquor, an’ I'm goin’ to da it in spite of any
one. Other people an’ their chilrun kin take care v’ themecives.”

** Other people’'s children, yes; but how aboul your own.
Mayte you'd better be lookin’ after yours.”

* What d’ye mean by that? " demaoded the man fiercely ¢ I
ain't got bul one, an’ d'se think Mary Ann 'I! take to drink? Not
much ; she's too much like her old father for that.”

His face soltened as he apoke of his child. Then he turned
away, went out of the do,r aud down towszds the barns whercsors
of the atock was housed for the wiater.

Far away on the prairie he saw a horseman coming. ¢ Some
one for the mail,” he said to himmll. * But Hanmah's iu there:
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she'll tend to him till 1 get through.” e went on to the bare,
thinkiog of tho child of whom he had spoken—Mary Aun—the one
thing that he loved. He recalied the time when sho hind firat begun
to notice himn; when she had ticet eaid ** Dada ;* all the years whon
he had carcied her round in his arms, then let her run after him
when he was at work; all through her girlhood when sho had been
so much to him; up to the time of her marringe, his thoughts
travolled. 4o had been away from home now for two years, and
the house had never been tho eame since, 1t was true she lived on
the next ranch. but that was ten miles away.

‘ Poor little Mary Aup, pour little gal!™ he mut ered to him.
self.  * I inust go over an' ace her to-morrow. Somehow it seemed
‘s though sho didu’t look 80 happy the last time I was there. 1f I
thought that fellow was usin® her bad, I'd—~1'd—yes, I'd kill him
sure.”

Meantime, the horseman John had seen away in the distance,
had arrived, tied his horae, aud disappeared in the house. He wa
in the rough ranch dress, but his voice when hc spoke and his
manners betrayed the gentleman,

¢ (Good-day, Mrs. Simpson,
80 Jong ?™

* Yes, air, itis that,” replied Haopah, ¢ I oniy wish it wouldn't
come at all ; Lut that's not to be thought of.”

** No, and 1ts coming soon, too. It will be a tough night to night
unless I'm mistaken.”

** 1lere’s your mail, sir; an’ what'll you have to drink ?”

 Nothing, thank you,” was the grave reply.

Tho woman reddened as she said :

* 1 know you don’t take anything: I didn't think, I'm s0 used
to askin® that queation of everybody that comes in.”

““ That's all right, Mcs. Simpsn. 1 koow you would’t tempt
me. I don’t need the s'uff, you scc;: and as I know I'm better
without it, I don't take it."

Hanuoah said nothing. The man started tuward the door, but
turncd before he reached it and spoke

* When have you seen your daughter, Mo, Simpson?™®

¢ I must be goin’ on two weeks now, sir. since John was over
there, an® 1 hain't seen her for longer yet. And somehow she don't
find 1ime to coms here. A married womau's time aiu't her own
always, you know."'

‘I saw her as I came by this sfternoon, and she looked—" the
man hesitated—* rather lonely. Why doa’t you ga aud see her
oftener?”

*¢ Sho ain’t sick, is she 2” asked the mother anxiously.

** She didn’s look well,” replied the man evasively.

*John an' :me'll go over lomorrow or mext day,” aaid the
mother. ** We was goin® then ansizay.”

*“ Bs sure you do go to.morrow, if poasible,” eaid the man
earpestly, as he left the house. * She’s alono a great desl, you
know ; her hushand has to be away so much.”

To himsaelf he said: *I'llatop a1 ” see the girl on my way
back, and tell her they are coming: perhaps that will keep her
straight until to morrow.” Lut when he reached the ranch, no one
was to be scen. ¢‘She's gone already, and taken the baby with
her, poor girl! 1'd goafter her if my wife wasn't looking for me
atjust such a time.  She’d be frightened to death if I didu't get
back to-night. I must go home first, anyway.”” So he took the
trail back to his own ranch, while poor Marn Aon was already well
on the road to a post-office station fifteen miles away in a direction
oppoaite to her father's houac.

Isn't it good that winter holds off

“ What'sthat you said, Dan? A woman found Jead? Where?”

Juhn Simpeon asked the question listlessly.

**Qver near Miller's station, 'bout helf-way 'tween thers an’
your gal'e house.”

‘1" glad it wasu’t no nearer hers ; "twould bave frichtened her
to dearh if ahie knowed it. Mary Ana is aw awful skeery little
thing! Who found the woman, 1an?"

¢ That {cller that came out here last spring ; I've forgot his
pame; lives "bout ten miles tother side o’ Mary Aan's.”

**1 kuow ; Rbineon, 3ou mean ; ho was here yeaterday., Nice
kind of {cller, I guese, though I can't never get no mony wut of him
for liquor. Hc v’ me a lecture w'en he first come out for sellin
1 quor, but he hawn't never meddled with meaince, an’ 1 dun't know
as [ bear him any grudge.”

*\Vhat did he say ter you?™

*1 dun't know. Ho preached a reg’lar sermon took for his
text: ‘Am ! my brother's keeper 7’ an’ at tho end he ast mo
how'd 1 like to have somebody acllin® lLiquor to my gal, au' ace
her driokin® herself to death. 1 told him there warn't & grain o
sense in talkin’ o' that. My child was all right, and I didn't feel
no call to look arter other people's chilrun. They muat shift for
themselves.”



