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THE BRIGHT PLACE IN THE SKY.
BY BDWARD A, RAND,
“Oh, there it is"'! He cried, eagerly. 1 can make onta

black spot against that brighter place in the sky. Yes,

it is there sure ; just a black spot’! Ashe spoke, the
boy ¢rouched upon the hummock and eyed steadily that
touch of black against a strip of bright sky upon the edge
of the western sea, ‘It won't stay long'', he murmnred,
No, it was 8 wonder that the brightness was there at all,
for the sun had been below the horizon some time. It
seemed as if the light of the sun came back in pity to
show Ned Peterson where the boat of his brother Harry
might be. “Going’ 't murmured the crouching form on
the sand hummock. Ves, the light was going, and once
more the heavy folds of mist were sweeping the sea,
‘Harry Peterson’s boat disappeared as if it had melted in-
to the water. “‘I'll just tell Grandmother’, murmured
Ned. “

Then he darted away, upand down the sand hummocks,
and in the direction of a low, story-and-a-half house pack-
ed away amid a clump of trees behind the hummocks,

picking up
can m a big fire with this,
and keep it up for some ﬁac.eh!? Not long ; but I
will have a good big begifining, "

The flame flashed ﬂpm the dark, dismal fog, and
brilliantly lighted the top of High Hummock.

“Hope Harry will see that”! thought Ned.

Then he went down to ‘the house, wondering if he
wonld find Harry there. Logking through a window, he
saw the kneeling form of hisgrandmother, but no Harry.
He stepped softly into ‘the room.

“‘He hasn't ‘come"’, Ned said to his grandmother, as
she rose from her knees,

“Who, Ned''?

“Why, Harry"!
“Oh ! Hmy is not hen but when You spoke and said,
‘He hasn't come’, I was tMnking of somebody else. I

He and Hatry were orphans living with their grandmoth-
er, and the most of their support came from the results of
Harry's fishing. Ned was younger, and he “‘tended store’’
in the little fishing v n]lugr stretching back from the sand
hummocks

Harry had goné in’' the morning out to "Sunk Rock"”,
and ought to have been home several hours ago ; but he
had complained of the unwillingness of fish to take his
hook in their mouths, and had anpounced his intention
to stay on tlie water nntil he could bring home ‘‘a decent
fare.” ' The afternoon had closed with serious threats of
bad weather, and the most of the time since noon a dis-
mal fog had shrouded the sea, while a horn-buoy off the
hatbor's mouth hiad been bellowing all kinds of disaster
ahead.

‘‘He~+he- called out Ned,
as he stepped inside the door of the snug littlé room,

“Where did you asked an old lady with a
placid face, knitting away at one side of the hearth piled
with flaming driftwood ;

#l—I—didn’t see him at all. I saw his boat, though ;
and it was off Lower Ledge where he spoke of going. You
see the sky cleared, and there was a bright place just
above the water and against that bright place—don't you
think, Grandmother Then the fog
shut down.'

is coming, Grandmother''!

gee him'"?

[ saw Harry's boat !

‘God has bright places in the sky for us''
the old lady

, murmured

“It told me Harry was coming
of it.’
I don’t like that fog, Ned
Nor I, Grandmother

Got some comfort out

‘You see Ransom Towle, who knows our coast \\zll if
anybody does, says it is going to be a ‘bad spell,’ Now,
Ransom don't like fog. He was off in one last year ; and
though he knows the coast well as his bean patch, he got
all mixed up, and he rowed round half the night, It ain’t
just the fog, but it's the fog and suthin’ else.”

The *‘suthin’ else” was the harbor’s mouth in a storm,
I think Harryv ought to he at home in half an hour,
Grandmother
*And we'll
per table spread

sav he will be, and I'll just have the sup-
What can 1 get him that is good.”

‘He likes your ‘fried hard tack,” what father had when
in the army, time of the war,"”

This was the army biscuit, the pilot, fried in pork. &

“Oh yes!just the thing”! declared Grandmother,
stepping forward energetically. .
for 1 know I have some biscuit.”’

‘When the half hour was up, there wae an appetizing
odor of supper in the low studded kitchen ; but from the
great misty sea beyonyl the hummocks nobody had come
to eat the special dish. Grandmother and Ned looked at
one another dismally. Then Grandmother wentto a
window looking along the village street,

‘‘Can’t see the lights at the store'’!she exclaimed.
“That’s a bad sign. When we con’t see those we know
it's a thick fog along shore, Too thick for Hnm' e

“I don't suppose he knows where he is”, said Ned
gloomily. Then he thought in silence. Suddenly e

. turned toward the door, sprang out into the little vine-
covered porch and said : “I'll tell you what I can do,
I can built a fire on High Hummock—a good stout one.
Then if the fog should thin out any it will help Harry.”

*“Oh, do, do.! "And I will pray. I'dlike to help you ;
but Ishould be sick tomorrow if I went out, I'll pray.”

‘'Guess my bounfire will do more good than your pray-
ing,” thought Ned ; but he was kind enough not to do
any thinking aloud. High Hummock was a short dis-

tance from the house, Tt was perhaps thirty feet high

and the king of the hummocks. At its foot was a pile of
(driftwood accumulated there mostly by Harry. Fisher-

“T'11 look in the closet, *

was thinki _ofGod. He has been hereé. He has com-
forted me, 1 u!vuyl feel stronger when He comes, I
get help in prayer.”

‘“That's all, Grandmother ¥ Didn't you think your
prayers would bring Harry right through the fog''?

1 think God will take care of Harry, Whether he will
bring Harry right through the fog, as you put it, I can't
say. I don’t know how he is going to manage this case,
I know that God will do the very best thing for us all,
Harry includ ”

“Well, well"—a tone -of surprise sounding in Ned's
voice—"'don't yon think your prayers will be heard?
What's the good of praying'”?

“Prayer is going to help ; that I believe, Whether my
prayers will be lieard the way I put them T don’t know,
I had rather have them answered God's'way.’

Ned ran his hands through his bushy locks, and he
murmured.

‘“Well | 11 don't see the good of praging, if—if you
don’t get the very thing you ask for'"?

““I believe God will give us that, or something better.
I put an ‘or’ in. ‘That gives God a chance to do as He
thinks best.”

Ned was silent for a mioment, Then he broke out:
‘““However, I know one thing will do good, and that is
to keep up that fire on Hummock."

“And prayer helps us on. It givesus strength.
Maybe God is going to adswer the prayer through what
we do. T-wish T conld help you.”

“Oh! oh! you mustnot try t?
fire-in good style.”

Ned piled about the ridldy coals glowing on High
Hummock, all the driftwood ‘at the hummock’s base,
Then he went back to the house.

“‘She’s praying still”’He said, looking in the window.
She arose as he entered the room.

“‘Any news, Grandmother''?

I have seen nothing of Harry.”

“Humph ! my wood is  gone You said prayer would

1'll keep up the

. help us keep on ; but I have nothing to keep on with.”

‘T thought as I was praying, if your wood gave ont,
there were the dead vines in the bean patch, Sometimes
I think when we are praying God tmay help us'out by

e

telling us things. You se¢ we may have to answer otr’

own prayers, and it is better that we should do it than
have it done for us.”

Ned looked silently at hn grandmother and then went
out again,

‘‘She has got her own sideas, hasn't she? 1 thought
prayer made things sort of easy for us ; but it may make
them hard”’, was Ned's soliloquy on his way to the bean'
patch,
his set praying in the schoolhouse for this and that, but
seeming to do nothing about it, I say their praying seems
to be a way of getting things easy. Grandma's idea is to
work for your living, Well, if we get Harry ashore I
won't quarrel about it. Now for the bean vines.”’

These combustibles made ‘a big crimson whirrrr

against the black night, and speedily there was darkness

‘Did ' Harry see that’’? wondered  Ned. ‘‘Big while it
lasted''!

‘Was the fog thinning out ? Turning toward the hivuse
J'saw a red light flashed from a window up under the
ridgepole.

‘“That's brighter than it would have been ten mim\tes
ago. Oh, if this fog will thin it ont ! Say ! THat's a
light Grandmother put there. She has carried the red
lantern npstairs, I know. P find out, and find out if,
while praying, she thought of anything more to be done.”

He ran down to the house, and saw Grandmother com-
ing into the room by a Aoor that communicated - w;th
the garret stairs."

0

‘‘Now, sometimes when 1 ear Abram White and.

“Shugoingtodommm‘hc" W
«gnd T will help her.”

lioh' Mi‘! X i

“Here T am’'!

“T was wondering if mwmnmuuwm',\v.f

in case Harry comes, He may need help,”
"Thenyonmhokiuﬁh him"? A
T am doing all T can to make a goodmtcrhok
ing, and God is helping us.”
Ned went out again.

",

She—she—she has some Hotions, hasn’t she ? Well, I

will stick long as sbe dies,” thought Ned. I will go
down on the sands and give v“a two, in case
Harry should be there.”

Soon there was a boy on the edge of the suef, facing
the blackness that hung upon ﬂuwnu-und. making a
trumpet of his hands, lnohm!&d WM'“M
y'

“Oh, its noisy ! He can't hear, Hold m! What'
that black thing on the v‘uf? Oh!ohloh!litis a
boat 2

Ned answered his mquwim.uvu."w eagerly .
pressed into the surf.

“Some boat, and maybe it wants megand if this
sholldn’t-be Harry, it will do good''! reflected Ned.

1In a few minutes a boat had pdnhnyvnthdium
ashore, helped by Ned's strong arms.

“Hullo, Harry, this you''? he shouted to somebody:
niﬂ!ywuunghhnjmmwnuﬂ.

““Yes, it's Harry ; and I wonder how I got home. Got
awfnlly mixed up in that fog. Had no compass you
know ; and T got into a current off the harhor's month
zhanw:mdmemnd-udmh-dnuplunm One.
titne, 1 about gave wp ;but1 said ‘Grandmother. will be
;mymg.mditm‘tdotodhawoh’.hﬂ dnd T stuck
to it. Then you have been—been | a bonfire and
burning a red light ? You see a little gpl.luu :
sndden flash—oh, it was sudden—did not last, but it did
me good ; for I knew I was somewhere near folks and the
fog must be thinping ; and  then I caught 4 red light, a
small one, 1 said : '!mﬂw‘lmﬁm‘f
and I thought df Grandmother and her praying, and it
put some life into me, and 1 pulled for it. Seems as if I
had been pulling for a century ; but I thought of Grand-
mother and I believe she pulled too, and you came down
to help me through the surf} Well, I don’t know but

I would Have lain off here Wﬂnmk;m

L I A 2
ADAM CONWAY'S PLACE.
BY MRS, 8. ROBALIE SILL,

young to pportw People
twoyoun:;xeu-ﬂ. “'what a splendid m*]
ian Pierson ! “He will Moubt’ﬂyhn o

can
ever amount to, burdened & of
drunken father and with ¢

Mr. Lawson, the leading
ty offered Adam  situation in his i
ficient wages to Keep the wolf from the
prospect of odvmmtﬂhelhﬂﬂimi«mu
Adam found that for a very small sim he could have the
use of a small house and garden; . iﬂmnﬂﬂn dl!t
steephill-dde ‘he. took it, saying:

Themwi e fresh, MM

n-f
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for ?

snloonseveningl,wﬂ !&MM

thing for them, - Speaking to My, Lawson, who w
christian, fie readily fell in with the idéa, offering
meuseofamns.mdmdngwh it Tt
lhghtednhmownupmk i

the




