18

THE PRESBYTERIAN RECORD.

Januvary

atore,she carefullylaid aside onc-eighth, ‘“’Cause
it dem ole Israelites was tol' to give one-tenth,
I'd tike to frow in a little more, for good measure.
Talk *bout its bein’ like a tax to put some away
for such things! 'Clare! I get studyin® what
each dollar mus’ do, till I get 'em so loadened
up wid prayin’s an’ thinkin’s dat I mos’ believe
dey weigh double when dey does go.

“0 de Lamb! de lovin’ Lamb!
De Tamb o’ Calvary!

De Lamb dat was slain, an’ lives again,
An’ intercedes for me.”

And now another call had come.

‘‘Came, unfortunately, at a time when we
. were rather short,” Mrs, Allyn said rcgret.fullg.
“ However, we gave all we could,” she added.
“1 hope it will do good, and I wish it were five
times as much.”

old Thanksgiving shook her head over that
cheerful dismissal of the subjéct. She shook it
many times that morning, and scemed intensely
cboukghttnl, as she moved slowly about her
work,

'Spose I neenn’t fret "bout other folks' duty—
-dat aint none o' my business; yas ’tis, too, ‘cause
dey's to me, an’ I loves’em. ’Taint like's if
de&;l dn’t call darselves His, neither.”

. Allyn brought in a basket of beautiful
peaches, the first of the season, and placed them
-on the table by her side,

“Aren’t those fine, Thanksgiving? Let the
children have a féw, if you think best; but give
them to us for dinner.’

“Sartin, I'll give you all dar is,” she respond-
ed, surveying the fruit.

i’resently came the pattering of several pairs
of small feet ; bright eyes espied the basket, and
immediately arose the cry:—

¢“Q, how nice! Thanksgiving Ann,may I have
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“And I?”

“And I, too?”

“Help yourselves, dearies,” answered the old
. 'woman, composedly, never turning to see how
often, or to what extent, her injunction was
obeyed. She was seated in the doorway a%a.in,
busily sewing on a calico apron. She still sat
there, when, near the dinner-hour, Mrs, Allyn
passed through the Kkitchen, and, a little surpris-
ed at its coolness &nd quietness at that hour,
asked wonderingly :—

¢ What has happened, Thanksgiving? Haven’t
decided upon a fast, have you?” .

¢ No, honey ; thought I'd give Yo what I hap-
pened to have when de time come,” said Thanks-
givin %nn, cgo]ly, holding up her apron to mea-
ure ength.

It seemed a little odd, Mrs, Allyn thouglllxt.
But then old Thanksgiving needed no oversight;
sheliked her little surprises now and then, too;
- and doubtless shehad something all planned an
in course of preparation; so the lady went her
way, more than half ex;l)ecting an especially
tempting board because of her cook’s axg)arent
carelessness that day. But when the dinner.
hour arrived. both master and mistress scanned
the table with wide-open eyes of astonishment,
so plain and meagre were its contents, so un-
like any dinner ever served in that house.

“'What has happened, my dear?” asked the
gentlem turning to his wife.

“Dat’s all de col’ meat dar was—sorry I didn’t
Thave no more,” she said, half apologetically.

“ But I sent home a choice roast this morning,”
began Mr. Allyn, wonderingly; “and you have
l!;?n &);)’gatoes, neither—nor vegetables of any

“Laws, yes! But den a body has to think

‘bout it a good while aforehand to get a roast
cooked, an’ jist de same wid tategri; an' I
thought I'd give ye what I happened to have
when de time come, an’ I didn't happen to have
much o'nuffin, ’Clare! I forgot de bread {” and

trotting away, she returned with a plate of cold
corn cake,

*“Nobread!” murmured Mrs, Allyn, -

¢“No, honey ; used it all up for toast dis morn-
in’, l\ilghb have made biscuit or muffins, it I had
planndéd for ’em long ’nough; but dat kind o’
makes a body feel ’s if dey had to do it,an’'I
wanted to get dinner for yer all 0’ my warm
feelin’s, when de time come.

“When a man has provided bountifully for his
household, it seems as it he might expect to en-
Jjoy a small shareof it himself, even if the pre-
K?Imtxon does require a little trouble,” remarked

. Allyn, impatiently ; but still too bewildered
at such an unprecedented state of affairs to be
thoroughly indignant.

“Cur'us how things make a body think o’ Bible
verses,” said Thanksgiving, musingly. “‘Dar's
dat one ’bout ‘who giveth us all things ri~hly to
enjt})f';" an’ ‘what shall I render tode i.0 ¥ for
all His benefits to'ard me.” Dar! I didn't put on
dem peaches.’

“Has Thanksgiving suddenly lost her senses?”
questioned the gentlemun, as the door closed
after her.

[ suspect there isa ‘method in her madness,’”
replicd his wife, a faint smile crossing her lips.

he old woman returned with the basket, sadly
despoiled of its morning contents; but she
composedly bestowed the remainder in & frait

ish,

“Dat’s all! De chilern eat a many, an’
dey was used up one way an’ ‘nother. I'se
sorry dar aint no more; but I hopes y'll ’joy
Whﬂ.{; ’c}ar is, an’ I wishes 'twas five times as
much. .

A look of sudden intelligence flashed into Mr.,
Allyn’s eyes; he bit his-lips for a moment, and
then asked quietly :

““Couldn’t you have laid aside some for us,
Thanksgiving " .

“Wall, dar now! s’pose I could,” said the old
servant, relenting at the tone; “b'lieve I will,
next time. Allers kind o' thoughtde folks thin,
belonged to had de best right to ’em; but
heard givin’ whatever happened to be on hand
was 80 much freer an’ lovin'er a way o’ servin’
dem ye love best, dat I thought I'd tryit. But
it does 'pear’s if dey fared slim, an’ I spects I'll
go back to de ole plan o’ systematics.”

“Do you see, George?” questioned the wife
when the{ were again alone, R

“Yes, I see. An object lesson with a ven-
geance !

¢ And if she should be right, and our careless
g‘ving seem anything like this?” pursued Mrs.

llyn, with a troubled face.

¢“She is right, Fanny: it doesn’t take much
argument_to show that. ‘We call Christ our
King and Master; believ?hat every blessing we
have in this world is His direct gift; and all our
hopes for the world to come are in Him. We

rofess to be notour own but His ; to be journey-
ing towards His royal city ; and that His service
is our chief business here; and yet, strangely
enough, we ?nrovide lavishly for our own apparel-
ing, entertainment, and ease, and apportion no-
thing for the interests of His kingdom, or the
forwarding of His work; but leave that toany
chance pence that may happen to be left after all
our wants and fancies are tiied. I

t doesn’t
seem very like faithful or loving service,” Mr.
Allyn answered, gravely. “I have been think-
ing in that direction occasionally, lately, but



