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Woman and the Home
Haley Overl

By Maud R. Burton

out from the city's dia,
My fot to-dtLy
la the old, old way,
Foliowed the path they wand,,ered in
Long years before my hair grew gray.
Down ta, the Pembroke his
Where tangled lines
()f the berry-vines,
Mu!d grape and ivy the old spot fills.
A&nd under the sehoolhouse ýwall

s at and heard them cal-
6"Ra-a-leY over!"
And thon ýn the other sido
The. chidish voices cried,

"Under i

Ustening ta them so,
My thouglts to-day
Went far away,
.And pictured the scenes of the long agq,
When the same aid game I ueed ta piry.
And the tears unbidden came.
For faces long forgot
Hovered around the spot.
And sitting beneath the time-stained

wall
1 heard "IChips" and "Spider" and

eqVWilter" cal!,
"Ha-a-ley over!"
.And off an the other aide
It aeemed my own vaico cried,

"'Under 1t"

Oh, ta be back again
To that aid way
For but a day!
To follow the cow-path through the lane,
For a mack -fight under the hilîs.
With "Have a care!"
And "lThat's no fair!"
While goodnatured abouts the aid yard

fille.
Oh, ta, be under the walI
With the bail in my hand and caîl,
"Ha-a-ley over!"
And intoned ta a ininor cry,
The dear aid friends reply,

"Under! "

Beautifully Writtea
The post-card was addressed ta "Mr.

lreacher Smith." Amang the maint-
tains of Tennessee, Kentucky and North
and South Caralina any inan is a prea-
cher who electe ta ýharangue hie fellow
mon upon religiaus themes.

But "Mr. Preacher Smith" bore his
titie witli peculiar humility, becauso ho
wae really a clergyman.

On the other ide of the card was
written in a sprawling, childish hand,
these ords:

"I arn very sick. I arn gaing ta dia.
Corne ta sec me."

A woman's name was signad ta the
message, a name he did not know; and
the postmark told him that the card
hâd corne from a little village a few
miles up the railroad. He looked up
trains on the timc.table.

When Preachier Smith f aund the
woman, she ivas lying in a bara, one-
raom cabin up in the mounitailis. A
littie fiock of clildren scattered at his
approach, all but one boy, who came for-
ivard shyiy ta hld the preacher's horse.

Rer story. when site told it, was com-
mon-place enough, sad enough. She had
lived a life tint vas far from being
above reproachi, even whien judgcd by thc
toleraiit views of the neigitborhood.
The strange thing about it Mas that the
wonan bail corne ta see hier life as it
was, and was sorry. Slie had sent for
the mitiste r ta tell hlm of lier repent-
ance and lier desire ta lead a better lifa.

Tio' prealer comfortcd lier that day,
and the next time lie came lie baptized
lier: and afterward. as le sat beside
lier, telling lier of the kingdom of
liavecn, she said ta him suddenly, wist-
fui! y:

'WVasn't that postal card I sent you
bfi iiiiftilly written ?"M

Th, preacîter smiled as hae recalled
tlit- poor littie scrawl; and then, looking
in Ilii, woman's eyca, lie said gentiy, and
itIlý -l triitl:fully, "'Ycs, it was."

if ,r face liglted up, and she ]av back
fl tl: pillow with a littie sigh of hnp-

1i>il von write it?" asked the preach-

"Qli, na, I did.n't write it! " ehe an-
ewered, softly. 'II can't write-nor read.
None of my folks that I ever knew of,
bef are me, could ever write or read. No,
John wrote it." £

"And who ie John ?" said the preaclier.
««John's holdin' your horse. John's

thirteen. Two years ago in the -%vinter
John went ta the mission sehool, and ha
learned to read and write." She paused,
and again that look of radiance came
into ber face: "WVasn't it beautifuliy
written ?"

"Yes," said the preacher, softly.

"And only thinkl" she continued, pre-
sently. "Only think! If John hadn't
gone ta the, mission echool he couldn't
have learned ta write, and if ha hadn't
learned to write 1 could nover have sent
word ta you. I should nover have been
baptized. I shouldn't have had this
corfort and thie happiness. Wasn't it
beautifully written 7"

LUt in the DoSert
«The craze taeid a. metal is a fnnny

thingy Y said the old prospector. «I al-
ways had it, and once, in British Colum-
bia, away north, it gave me a close cal!.
I was alone when I gat as f ar as the

I.

laet settiement. There were four Indians
and a fur trader there. They ail advised
me not ta go on juta the barrens, but
like a good many others, I thouglit I
was wiser than the natives, and I only
meant ta go a few miles. There was
nathing ta do but foot it, and carry
your provisions and blankets on your
back.

'The country ivas flat as a floor and
hald and smooth a,; nîy bead, with ne
landmarks. Tite only way I could get
direction was by the sun and stars.

"When I lad been out for about two
days my provisions were nearly galle. I
wvas going te t,îrn back ani make a dash
f or the settlijent. Ail day long a
gray cloud had been maving up frorn
the West very slow'ly. I suppose it was
coming on so slow I didn't realize what
it meant ta be without the sun ta guide
me. Thergt wasn't even a blade of grass
on that desert, for a living thing, for
a tone sticking up. The elauds kept
bending over more and more, and flnally
they clased down over me like a trap.

"I shaîl neyer forget the lonesomenesia
of that place, and how, whenever I
stopped walking, I would strain and
strain my earsivwithout hearing a thing
but the thump of my own heart. But
I thought r vas aIl right, and kept on
walking toward the settlement, steadily,

until it wvas nearly night. Thon I eaw
soinethin- white a few yards off t o one
aide. Inone gasp the breath weOt out
of nie. The white thing was a bit of
craeker 1I had dropped when I had eaten
xny lunch!

"I sat (lown and tried ta th.ink. 1
knew it -as no use ta walk that way
any farthr. 1 began to think my bones
%vould whiten out there on the barrens,
but fins ily 1 went ta sleep. In the
morîuing I was crazy with hunger. 1
ate my last piece of hardtack, and nearly
ail day 1 %%alked aimlessly, hoping ta
find some landmark. There was no
sleep ini me that night. Whenever 1
shiut my eyes I could see nothing but a
great flat plain with a lino acrasa it-
the straighitest line you ever saw.

"M'eli, it w-as that crazy notion that
saved my 1f e. It suddenly oecurred- ta
me that I could draw a lins acrostItis
desert. When it was getting light ln
the morning there w&re a few minutes
whlen I could see which aide of the circle
was east by the glimmer throughi the
clouds. Sa I worked with my sheath-
kuife tili I had built a littie pile of
earth, and waited for day to come.
The moment I saw the glimmer and had
the direction 1 ran towardthe south a
hundred yards or no and built another
pile; then I ran a hundred yards more,
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