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The House of Too Much Trouble.
BY ALBERT BIGRLOW PAINE.

In the Houso 0* Too Much Trouble
Lived a Jonely littlo Loy;

Ho was eager for a playmate,
"He was hungry for a toy.

But 'twas always too much bother,
Too much dirt and too wuch nolse,

For the House of Too Much Trouble,
Wasn't meant for iittle Yoys.

And sometimes the little fellow
Left a hook upon the floor,
Or forgot and laughed too loudly,
Or he falled to close the door.
In a Houge of Too Much Trouble,
Things must bo preclse and trim—
In the House of Too Much 1'rouble
There was little room for him.

He must never scatter playthings,
He must never romp and play;
Every room must be in order,
And kept quist all the day.
He had never had companions,
He had never owned a pet—
In the House of Too kMuch Trouble,
It is trim and quiet yet. .

Ev'ry room ls gset in order—
Ev'ry book {s in {ts place,
And the lonely lttle fellow
Wears a smile upon his face.
In the House of Too Much Trouble
He Is silent 2nd at rest—
In the House of Too Much Trouble,
With a lily on his breast.
—Munsey’s.
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CHAPTER 1V.
A DANGEROUS BIT OF SERVICK.

The sentry on the colonel’'s quarters
adwpitted him at once, and he found his
superior sitting at a tabie, spread with
maps and official-looking documents; a
cup of strong coffee at his side on a
smaller table, and a look of evident per-
plexity upon his face. It brightened,

© ‘“YOU 8RE THIS DOTTED LINE ON THE MAP!

howaver, as Captain Morgan entered, and |

he said, “ Sit down, Morgan, I want a
little consultation over a rather difficult
matter.” Then placlog his forefinger on
a spot of the map spread out before him,

- he sald, “It seems to me that, as our

line of.march up to the main body of our
troops lies across here,” pointing to a
line of dots in red ink on the map, * and
that this river runs across the direct
tvad; and as these late rains must have
cousiderably swollen all the streams, that
it we could safely werk round this bend,
and cross the river at a shallower spot
later on (every day of this fine weather
will make a diflerence), we should gain
time {n the long run, save an immense
amount of physical energy, and probably
keep our men from taking a chill at tha
first. But my dificulty {s just this:
what sort of country lies this. way; and
"how faris it.practicable to try it? I do
not feel that I can spare an officer for
this survey, and I suppose our fellows
kpow so little of sough riding, and gen-
eral bush jore, that X could not entrust
such an important matter to elther of
them. Now, the question is, have we a
man ? and it not, whom. shall we gend ?”’

In a2 moment Captain Morgan thought
of the foregoing conversation hetween
himself and Captain Elccmbe, and smil-
jng, he safd, “ Well, colontl, I think we
have got the very man for :ithat bit of
work; In fact, i we searched the whole
army through, I don't believe we could.
31d agotlier more: dited.”

Toow

* Capital I broke {u the colonel, * but
who iz this spiendid article ready made
to our hana

“ Corporal Harris,” replicd the capiain

* Corpornl Harris 1 safd tha colonel,
meditatively; * Corporal Harris® Ah't
I remember, the man whose wife dled
suddenly when wo were marching to
Waterloo Station. What makes you
think he would bs 80 admirably fitted for
thig service 7

* Well, colonel, Le has been e rough
rider in Mexico, and in the *uick of some
of the more recent dorder fights, and for
several years almost lived In the salddle
in his connection with an extensive cattle
ranch; and, strangely enough, not an
hour ago 1 was speaking to Klcombe of
this man's speclal qualifications for such
work, and the posaibtlity that we might
find him very useful out here.”

“You think he is thoroughly trust-
worthy, Morgan ?”

**Yes, colonel, he is as true as steei,
and I shall be much surprised indeed if
wo are not all astonished at the com-
pleteness of his observations and report,
on his return.”

‘*'Well, Morgan, thls is very lucky, .

[ think, it you will wait & few minutes,
wo will send for him, and together hear
what he has to say about it. Sentry {”

‘* Hero, sir!"

*Tell Orderly Jones to summon Cor-
poral Harris to me at once.”

* Yes, sir.”

In a few moments Harrls appeared;
saluting the officers, he stood at * At-
tention,” when the colone! opened fire by
at once remarking, * I bave sent for you,
Harris, on the recommendation of Cap-
tain Morgan, te centrust to you a most
critical and most dangerous bit of ser-
vice. <Come round here to this side of
ihe taple, and follow me closely In what

8ay.’

* You see this dotted line on the map?”

** Yes, sir,”

““ Well, that fs the direct line of our
march, and as I have been explaining to
Captain Morgan, and you will please
notlee, it brings us to the widest part of
that river; now it has struck me (and my
advices suggest some such course), that
it we could forge round this bend, and
cross the river at one of its narrower
points, later on in the march, when the
effects of the recent rains will have con-
siderably lessened {t, we should gain
much all round. Aand Captain Morgan
tells me you are quite at home in the
saddle, and used to bush life. Now, it
will mean four or five days’ hard riding,
and all the time with your life in your
hard. Will you undertake it 2"

“Yes, colonel,’ he reptied.

‘“When wiil you be ready to start 2"

“ At daylight, sir.”

“What will you need to take with
you 2"

“Tet me see,” said Harris, thought-
fully; “a good compass, a large warm
rug, 8 belt of certridges, a short rifie,
& pair of revolvers, & small bag of food,
and a thorough good horse; that, colobel,
is ahout all, I think.”

Then, after a few more directions, the
colonel dismisgsed him, simply saying,
* Captaln Morgan will see you start in
the morning. Remember, Harris, this is
a great trust, show your British pluck,
and your loyalty to our confidence in
you. Good-night.”

* Good night, sir.”?

CHAPTER V.
A LONELY RIDE,

When Teddy Jones Mad grasped the
hand of our hero in that farewell grip
before he left the ship, he had said, “ Let
me give you my guiding star among texts,
and let us both use it always: ‘In all
thy ways acknowledge him, and ho shall
direct thy paths?"” and as Harris left
the colonel'e room these words came to
his heart with force and power, and he
sought & few moments’ solitude where
hea could pour out tis soul to God.

Standing under the deep shadow of an
angle in orc of the lofty walls, he prayed,
“0 Lord, thou knowest how my soul
hates war now, and all to do with war,
but that I yet feel I must do my duty as
unto thee, while I am bhere, Thou know-
est this service entruated to me, and thou
hast sald, ¢ Acknowledge me in all thy
ways, and I will direot thy paths.’ Please,
Lord, zulde, direct, and bless me, and
make me valiant for tlve, and help me
to lead others to thy fect, for Jesus® sake,
Amen.” -

About five o'clock next morniag, Harris
and Captain Morgan might have been
sep s talking together just outside the pre-
cincts of the barracks; Harris” arm fis
through the bridle of the horse, which is
walking slowly o pace wjth them, but is
eagerly impatient to be off. The ani-
msl was of comparatively small breed,
but evidentiy full of fire, and of strong
staying powers, and in general bulld and
sppearance guite uniike the usual fype of

-the Holy«Splirit hls Guide.

a soldfer’s horse. Seelng the animal’s
inipatience, Captain Morgan turned to
Harrls, and with n volce touched with
ovident cmotion, he sald, ** God bless you,
Harris, sud bring you back in safety:
then, turning quickly upon his heei, he
walked back to his rooms.  Haurris mean-
whilo tighten¥Q the saddle glrth, ex-
amined each bucklo of the harness sep-
arately and carefully, then, leaping into
the saddle, with a cheery word fo the
horse, he atarted off at a rapld hut even
pace.

Wondrously swcet was the scnse of
Divino commnnton with him as, in still-
ness of that early African morning ho
rode on, alone—yet not alone. .

How varylag was the country through
which Le prssed. as he constautly con-
sulled the compass ho carried with him
for guidance. For many miles ho passed

ver a sandy, slightly uneven road, where
here and thero tho rock peeped up
through the thin crust of sandy soil; then

‘X OPRNED MI9 LITTILE BREASY POCKXT-
BGOK."

again the track would run close beslde
milegs of dense underwood and thicket,
and now, when at last the sun was set-
°ing, and horse and rider were both tired,
he looked about for 3 good place to camp;
where there would be food for the horse,
and comparative.shelter for himself,
Having selected a spot ho dismounted,
and after talking & moment or two to the
horse, as if the animal ©.uld understand
the praise that he was giving him, he
proceeded to hobbdle him after the Mexi-

‘can fashion; then turning him loose he

commenced to gather dry wood for a fire,
and branches and leaves to form =a
slightly rajsed bedstead, according to the
-official {nstructfons drawn up a few years
before by Sir Garnet Wolseley for the

1 Aghantee expedition.

How solemn was the sensae of his posi-
tion, yet how secure he feit! Jesus was
his Friend and Brother, God his Father,
After a good
repast he opened his 1ittle breast-pocket
book—a New Testament with the Psalms
bound together, and, after reading the
story of Christ's temptation in the wil-
derness, he opened on the 78th Psalm,
and read on till he came to the fourteenth
verse, “ And ell the night with a light
of fire;” and, looking at the bright flames
of his own camp hve, he thought what a
beautiful word just then for bim! How
cheerful it looked! And he was joy-
fully conscious of the brightness ot God's
presence as his soul's firelight amid the
darkness, ‘Then, again, he thought of
the power of the bush firelight in keeping
off wild beasts, and God’s promise to him,
*“No ravepous beast shall go up there-
on.' He thought of the value of the
firelight to show up encmfes; and, watch-
ing the curling flames, s thoughts
crowded upon his mind, he blessed God
for his confidence and joy; and though
he knew that possibly his camp fire
might go out while he glept, yet that
God’s eye would not close. HIis protect-
fng firelight would overshadow him; and
in this simplicity of trust he rolled him-
self in his rug, and.slept till daybreuk

(To bhe continued.)

A CAN OF LIQUID AIR.

Charles E. Tripler, the famous experi-
menter in liquid air, recently went to
Boston, says an exchange, to vieit his
friend, Elihu Thomson, the electrical ex-
pert. He took with him a can.of lique-
fied -alr.

It was a st :ple-looking can, and might
have held baked beans or cold coffce so
far a3 its outward appearance went. But
1t contained a fluld so cold that a cake of
fco acts on it Iike fire on water. It makes
it boll. It §s s0 cold that it fre.zes
alcohiol atift and turms mercury into a
substance hard enongh to drive nalls
with. It was a guart of the coldest thing
on earth that Mr. Tripler bad in this tin
can,-end he took it with him to luacheorn,

where be put It on the floor by hin vhaly
They lunched {n & hotel cafe and ordered
i Atesk.  After it had been Lraught in.
und whifo the watter'a back was turnest
Me. Tripler lfted it foom the platier,
upenid 100 can and exposed the meat ta
the Hquid air.  \When he put It ek vn
the platter ft wan a8 hard as & ro k

© Waiter,” called Mr. Tripler; *vome
lere ™  Tho waiter abeyed.

~ What's tho matter with this strak **
he asked anxiously,

He lifted 1t from the plate by twu
flugers and struck 1t with his knifs, The
frozen meat rang llko a bell.

*1 d—d—on't k~—n-now, sir,* he fal.
tered, and ho started for the head waiter
ot the rap,

Mr. Tripler, by the way, is one of the
firrcest-looking men in the inventing
business. His moustache {3 of the pirate
wvut and his eyebrows brixtle and meet in
the mt!ddle, ‘Therefore, tho head walter
upproacked hfm with almost timidity :

“ Do you aerve your straks ke this as
a rulo 7 asked Mr. Tripler, as he atriuck
the time of day oa It.

“It's that cbef,” explained the heail
waiter, as he started for the kitchen.

A few minutes later the chef appenred
with the head walter. Ho recogunized the
cteak by sight at once. Then Mr, Tripler
took it up ans made it ring again.

*“Mercy { Graclouz{” ejaculated the
chef, = I didn't do it, sure 1"

Ther 3r. Tripler smiled and Mr
Thompson jaughed, A new steak was
crdered and the frozen one was carrled
below to fool the rest of the kitchen.”-
Christian Uplook.

The Ermine.
BY RLIZADETU STUANT FURLIA

I read of the ermino to-day,

Ot tho ermine who will not step
By the felnt of a step in the mire;
Tho creature who will not stain
Her garment of wild white fire,

Ot the dumb, flying, soulless thing,
(So we with our souls dare to say),
‘The belng of sense and of sod,

That will not, that will not defile
The nature she took from her Qud.

And we with the z0ouls that wo have,
Go cheering the hunters on,

To prey with that plealing cye,
She cannot go into tho mud!?

She can stay ltke the snow, and die!

The bunters come leaping oa,
She turns like a hart at bay,
They do with her as thoy will,
.« « o Q, thou who thinkest on this,
Stand like a star, and be still.

w'hara the 80il oozes under thy feet®
Better, ah ! better to dlo

Than to take one step in the mire;
Oh ! blessed to die or to ilve,

With garment of holy fre}

THE BERMINE.

Writing of the ermine, Miss D. V. Far-
tey tells us that the ermino i3 an animal
of the genus Mustelg, and {x an Inhabit-
ant of northern cilmsates in Europe and
America, In form, food, snd manners it
very closely resembles the weasel. Dur-
ing the sumimer months the fur on the
upper part of tho little animal's body is
of a reddish-brown colour, and the under
par{ of a pale yellow; it 18 then called &
stoat. In the winter the fur changes
to a snowy-white, and it s then that the
animal ig recognized as the ermine, The
tip of the tafl is of the most intense black

thiroughout the year,

in congequeuce of the change that oc
curs in the colour ot its fur at different
scasons 1t is not generally koowo that
the stoat and ermino are {dentical. The
fur of the ermine i8 qQuite valuable, and
is alvays In demand. A. one time ¢
| was an insignia of royalty, the state robes
| ot Juages and magistrates wero lined with
ermine as aun emblem of purity, The
ermine is such a cunning iif{tle anlinal in
itg ways that 1t 18 almost as difficult to
catch as it 18 to “ catch a weasel asioep.”

In fact, ahout the only way to capture
it s to mark its course from fts homs,
and then strew mud and dirt in its path-
way. When tho dainty, fastidious little
animal reaches the point In its path
where the mud and dirt are strewn, 1t
will lie down and subject itgelf to capture
and death rather than soll or even snsirch
ope of its snow-white haira  Truly. it is
a fitting emblem of purity !

Boys and girls, take to your hearts a
lesson from the ermine counsels Miss
Farley, and shun the mud and dirt that
Satan may strew in your pathway to
capture you. Pass It by. touch it not-
yea, die, if necessary, rather than allow
it to smirch your character and good
name. Bad ocvmpany, irreverence, jn-
toxicating drinks are all mud and 4irt of
tho vilest ¥ind, and will surely smirch
you it you daro to touch them.




