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The missioNary spirit which she had pro-
posed to plead in extennation of her extray-
agance showed itself now as quite too ridic-
ulous to be mentipned, '
. The polite clerk read over dates and
items to thém, & long, long list, and Sallie
confusedly felt as though “candy,” * nuts,”
and “ oranges” comprised almost the whole,

“Do you think that is correct, Sallie$”
her father asked, when the end had been
reached and the startling sum total read.

“1 presume it is,” replied Sallie meekly,
“but 1 had no idea it amounted to so much,”

A lump in her throat cut off all explana.
tion or apology that she might bave made,
if indeed she could have thought ©f any ex-
cuse for herself, ,

“I am confident there are no mistakes,”
said the clerk, “for I was always particular
to put down everything at the time it was
bought, and I have added it twice- to avoid
errors, Of course, I supposed that Miss
Harper was also keeping the account.”

“Add it up yourself, Sallie,” said. her
father, pushing the book towards her ; and
with tear-dimmed eyes and crimson cheeks
Sallie went over the fatal figures, only to
find the addition correct. Her fatber look
out his wallet and looked over the contents
a little, then went and conferred with Mr,
Streeter a few minutes at the other end of
the store. :

“I'Il pay you six dollars and eighty-nine
cente now,” he sald coming back, * and
give my note for five to Streeter & Samp-
son, You please write the note due in
three months, and I'l sign it."

Sallie was only too sure he had not
enough money to pay the whole, She
gladly decided she might be spared, and
hastened to hide herself and her humiliation
in her room. Her father soon came over,
and they set out for home,

It was not at all like the exhilarating
home-coming Sallie had been wont to pic-
ture to herself in the fore part of the term,
Spite of the May sunshine, the spring
freshness of everything and the bubbling
music of the bobolinks, the day seemed
dreary, Iler father was so quiet and un.
gocial, so unlike his usual cordial, cheery
gelf, that there seemed no pleasure for her
in anything. _

“Q father,” Sallie burst out. at length,
when they bad ridden for a long time in the
dreariest kind of silence, *“ do scold - me as I
deserve, and don’t seem so grieved. I was
a wicked,thoughtless gir}, and I don’t deserve
forgiveness,” -

“[t did hurt we, Sallie, wore than I like
to acknowledge ; but I do not believe you
will ever do the like again.” .

“ Never, never !” sobbed Sallie. “IfIdid,
I should bate myself worse than I do now,
if that were possible, O father, I will work
snd repay you that money somehow, this
very summer, see, if [ don’t.”” :

That night after Sallichad gone up stairs,
she heard her mother say,

%0 Ephraim, where’s your new coat 1"

“ ] concluded not to buy one,” was the
reply. :

% Now that's tog bad," her mother ener-
getically answered. “You don’t get over
to Groton only once in 8 great while, and
| bave a chance to buy. Your old coat iy

getting so shabby I'm downright ashamed
of you.” ‘

“ Well, it'll have to do me a spell longer,
I hadn’t the money to spare after Sallie’s
school bills were paid, and I thought I'd
wait till we turned something from the
farm,”

Not a word from her kind father about
that dreadful store.bill, which would more
than have bought him a new coat. And
much to Sallie’srelief, no mention of it was
ever made at home, Her mother would
not have had the leniency that her father
had, and Sallie feltasif her overtaxed nerves
could not endure the lecture her mother
would feel it her duty to give fer. In her
Theart of hearts she blessed her father for his
judicious silence. More firmly than ever
ghe determined to make herself worthy of
his kindness and forbearance.

Sallie went right into the work immedl.
ately, “like all possessed,” aa her mother
phrased it. . o

- % Seems as if she can’t do enough to help
us,” she told Mrs, Prime, the neighbor
across the road. “ When there a'n’t any.
thing to do in the house, she’s out helping
her father; fairly seems to delight to be
working with him. I expected like as not
she’'d come home full of high notions, and
want no end of fine clothes for summer,
but she vows she won’t have a mew thing,

She's been and rigged over her old. dresses
and hats, and is saving beyond anything I
ever knew her before.  And don't you
think, she’s been and took a school to keep,
over. in the Bean district, Sister Vira is
coming to stay two or three months with us,
and she always helps me more or less, s0 Sal-
lie’s bound to be earning something while
ghe can be-spared at home,” -

Sallie duly went to her school in the Bean
uneighborhood, and taught the three months
with great credit to herself—albeit it was
considered a hard school, and the young
Beans especially seemed bouund, as beans
always do, to come up wrong end first,
There was real work in teaching that school,
care and anxiety and actual labor, very dif-
ferent from going to school at Groton
Academy, boarding with JMrs. Slater, and
having those jolly Satnrday evening spreads.
But the discipline made a woman of Sallie,
and never was there a happier girl than she
when she brought home her bard-earned
money, and pul it in her father’s hand.

“Oh, no ! keep it, Sallie, you'll need it to
spend for, yourself, and you’ve worked hard
to earn it,” sald Mr, Harper.

“] earned it for you,” persisted Sallie,
half crying, “and.you and I will go to Gro-
ton next week, and you shall buy you a
new suit of clothes ("

And Sallie carried the day.—I{lustraled
Christion W eekly. T

AUNT SUE'S STORY,
... . BY CELIA SANFORD. -

“What can be the harm, I should really
like to know, of my going down street for
an hour or two in the evening? Mother is
8o particular. She can not bear me out of
her sight a minute,” and the speaker, a fair-
haired boy of ten or twelve years, with an
aggrieved look upon his usually bright face,
tore into fragments a strip of paper which
he held in his hand and scaitered the bits
upou the carpet. - - -

“Mother loves you too well, Arthur,
dear,” replied his sister, “fo allow you
upon the streets in the evening, and you
can see for yourself that the company you
meet there would be harmful for a young
boy like you, There is Dick Allen, for in+
stance, You can not help knowing that he
uses vulgar and profane language, and I
saw him puffiing a cigar upon {hestreet thig
very day ” - i e T

“Who asked you to s{»eak? I should
like to kndw. I guess 1 can play withf
})iya 1it' theyI are rudq;‘bi\;itl:lout_ becon;ling
ike them, I am nof obliged to copy their
faults.2 T T S el

« don’t kiiow about thaty ATthuf; Fou
remember your motto for to-day, ¢ A'manj
is known by the company he keeps,” and I
suppose the same is true of boys.  And the
Bible says, ¢ Can one go upon hot coals; and}
his feet not be burped P ¥ &=

“Well, you need not preach, If T Waht
to hear a sermon I can go to church.”w‘:‘r-?r-.'xJ

“And besides, Arthur,”’ continued his.
sister, “you remember mother" 'romised;
papa op his dying bed that she would watch,

faithfully over his children, and especially r

you, Arthur. I do not see how you can
croas her wishes ; and she fsso gentle and
loving, too. It hurts her more thanit dges
you when she is obliged to give you pain,
but she must be mind{ul of your best infers
ests, and—" o ey

“ Now, see hers, Carrie, if 51082y afibLHE
word I'll leave the room,” and the boy put
on an injured look, marched across the
room, seated himself by the window, and
looked sullenly out into the deepening twi-
light, e was in a most uncomfortable
frame of mind, and the longer he nursed his
wrath the more uncomfertable he becaxnie ;
and when aunt Sue and histwo little sistezs,
Stella and Eva, came into the room, he did
not deign to notice the one, and rudely*re-
pelled the others,. o

It was the hour for their atttstomed game
of romps with Arthur, and they were as-
tonished at his moodiness, so umlike his
usual mezry, frolicsome ways, and tried play-
fally to draw him out, but at some curt re.
buff of his, Eva’alips quivered, and both lit-
tle girls retreated to their aunt’s side, and
soon forgottheir troubles in listening to her
cheerful words. :

0, aunt Sue, tell us a story ; do, please,
%efore Mamma lights the lamp,” pleaded

va., . .

“Yes, do,” chimed in Stella’s sweet voice,
“and let it be a true story about somelittle

boy or girl that Jyou have known., I like
true stories best,”

- Aunt Sue thought a moment.and then
leaning back in her easy-chair, she suffered
Stella to remove the kpitting from her
bands and began softly : ¢ Yes, dearies, I
will tell you a true story of a dear little boy
whom I knew many years ago. He was
sweeb-tempered, and good, and beautiful.
His blue eyes were fu]f of laughter, and the
golden curls clustered thickly around his
white, broad forehead. He was the pride
and joy of his mother’s heart, and she loved
him very tenderly ; and he was all she had
left to love, for hin little brothers and sis-
ters had, one by one, left her to live with
the angels, aud, at last, his papa, too, was
carried tothe churchyard, and laid to rest
beside four little grass-grown mounds, he-
sprinkled with violets and mountain daisies;
and then little Georgie was all that was left
to her ; and it seemed as if every fibre of
her heart was entwined about him and her
very life was {nterwoven with the life of the
child, and her constant cty was : ¢ Lord, spare
me this, my only treasure, for I cannot live
without him{ 7% el

“But time flies, and Georgle s twelve
years old, & noble, manly, promising boy.
The mother would fain have kept him a
child dependent on her love and “care, she
would have laid down her life to shield him
from temptation ; but Georgie loved com-
pany, and the kind of company which was
at band, and in which, for want of better, he

1 was indulged, soon made the quiet atmos-

phere of home irksome to him ; and his

"{ mother thought that it was her love for

1him thet prompted the indulgence of all
his wishes, and could not deny him ; but it
was ber weakness and want of firmness,

“ Instead of saying with decision, ‘Georgie,
my child, you can not go out to-might, 1
do not like the company you meet with at
the village, and I can not allow you to go
there,’ she would say, *¢Q Georgie, youcan
not think how much your going out of
evenings so worries me. I do wish you
would stay at home more,” and Georgie
would answer: ‘Oh, mother, you are so
fidgety I What harm can possibly come to
e’} 1 should like to know. You don’t
want to keep me cooped up here at home
till 1 lost all life and spirits, now do you?’
and then he would kiss her gayly and
promising to be back in an hour or two
| would go- whistling down the street, And
"very soon his will overpowered his moiher’s
in everything ; and he kept later and later
hours, and grew every year more and more
unsteady: g
L%, He 1d¥ed his mother, but he had never
béeh €aught strict obedience to her wishes,
or self-contiol ; and the tempter stood be-
 fore bim in alluring form, holding out be-
| Witching, dazzling charms, and before he was
seventeen years old his mother had reason
'to fear that he had formed many disorderly
habits, . His" evenings were spent in low
company ; he had learned to smoke and
chew, and many a form of impiety, at
which he wonld once have shuddered, had
become familiar to his lips ; and once or
twice=-0 children, can I say it 2—his breath
smelled of rut, Yes, actually smelled of

nmERe- T T e e e
Ly, His Woth€r was alafmied, afid in bitter-
nieds of soul, such as she had mever known
in all her bereavement, she pleaded with him
and piayed bim to turn from his evil asso-
ciates: e would listen at first, and pitying
her gifof, would promise amendment and for
awhile would refraln from going out; but
just as soon”as hope would begin to revive
in her heart, e would yield again fo temp-
tation; and dive desper jnﬁg_‘tigﬂggqts of
vice and degradation.i_ 7 e
“{Tﬁé’iﬁdt’%notheg faidtdd 7Hd lay long
inl a ‘state of ulitonscionsness”the ‘first time
her boy, was brought home t6 her drunk.
After that he seemed to” throw off all re-
straint, and.his'downward cfurse was very
rapid ; and theé burning tears'and lovifig en-

His feet weretakenin a shdfe, and ruin and
destruction "catiie down upon him like an
avalanche, /. ~ T .

« At Jast théFa'came an hour, the saddest
in the poor mother’s history, when .her boy
was brought home to her, a lifeless, mangled
corpse. in a state of semi-consciousness
caused by drink, he had attempted to step
‘from one  railway, car. t6 another, while in
motion, and missing his fodting he had fal-
len, and been crushed td’death in an instant:
For weeks the mother’s'life trembled in ihe
balance between life and death, and when at
Jast ehe ‘was restored she learned tbat her
son’s irregularities had swallowed up her

treaties 'of his” mother werfe of no avail, | b

pleasant home, and she was penniless as well
as childless, - : - e

7% And so the sad history of this bright,
beautiful boy, with its bitter ending, all
came of disregard to his mother’s wiches, of
trifling with *temptation; and yielding- to-
evil - companionship, ~ No, not all; the
mother, too, must bear- her part of.the
blame ; perhaps a larger part belongs to her,:
because she weakly yielded to her son’s
importunities, and indulged him in things
which she knew if persisted in would end
in ruin,”

A. deep silence of some moments followed
the recital of *“ Aunt Sue’s Story,” broken
only by an occasional sob from the little
girls and the soft purring of Eva’s favorite
kitten, which she held tightly clasped in her:
hands, The mother had come in at the be.:
ginning of the story, and now sat with tear-
filled eyes and averted face, thinking of her
own responsibilities, and. resolving to meet
them faithfully at any cost. Aunt Sue's,
eyes were dry, but her face was very sad and
white as she drew from the folds of her-
bombazine dress a minfature, get in gold,"
as a rosy-cheeked, golden-haired child, and
gazed long and tenderly upon it, and then:
she broke out; “Oh Georgia! Georgie!:
would God I had died for thee ! my swest,
nmy beautiful boy !

The children pressed up eagerly to look
at the picture, and Stella exclaimed ; “O
auntie, it looks ‘J;U.St like you!” And then
the children understood that they had in-
deed listened to a life story, the truth of
which had whitened the locks and wrinkled
the face of the dear auntie who had come
to them three years before, and whom they
bad all learned to love so dearly.

Arthur slipped from his seat by the win-.
dow, and came and stood besids his mother,
drawing his arm around her neck, and lay-
ing his wet check against hers ; and then the
gobs burst forth, and he spoke almostin a
whisper : * Mother, I am glad you did not
let me go out, I shall never want to dis-
obey you again, never.”—Morning Star.
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A BIG WEST INDIAN SPIDER,

This insect is as large as the palm of a
moan’s hand, Its gizo makes a monster of
it; bul its colors being varied and beauti-
ful makes one willing to look at it, It has
ten logs, and four joints, and claws at the
end, Its mouth is covered with hairs of a
greyish hue, and some red ones, It hasa
crooked tooth on each side of polished black.
When it is old, it becomes covered with
down looking like brown or black velvet.
1ts net is large and strong, and extends from
tree to tree, being strong envugh to ensnare
a bird as Jarge as a thrush,

—

Question Corner.—No. 18."

BIBLE QUESTIONS,

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA,

My 1,2, 7, 3, 8 4 give the name of a
woman, who bhaving Dbeen healed by the
Saviour, ministered unto Him of her sub-
stance, -

My 2, 4, 5, 6, is what the Lord swore unto
Abram that He would Yerform.

My 3, 2,7, 6. Onewho escaped a general
colamity through faith. -

My?7, 38,7, 5 6 2 5, 6. The place.to
which king Solomon banished a priest after
thrusting “him from being priest unto the
Lord.”

My 5, 2,2, 5,6 gives that which, when
broken; Sclomon compared ‘to confidence
in an unfaithful man in time of trouble.

My 6 and 2 give the first word that Boaz
addressed to one of his kinsmen as he passed

Y.
My 4, 8,5. A small ingect by whom Sol-
omon advises idlers te be instructed.
My 3,7, 5,6, 4, 8; Thename of one who
severely rebuked David.
My whole is the name of a king’s son who
died with his father in battle,

ANSWERS TO BIBLE QUESTIONS IN No. 16

1, From Kirjath-jearim. 1Chron. 18,6,

2. 1t was taken there from Bethshemesh after

the Philistines bad returned it 10 that place.

1 Sam. 6. 2, 21. . : -

3. Malcbus a servant ot the high priest: he

was healed by Christ. John 18, 10. Luke22,50, 5.
4. By Christ in the sermon on the mount.

Matt. 5, 48,

SCRIPTURE PROVERB.—~Boast not thyself of 1

e

\/J

tg-morrow.~Prov. xxvil, 1.




