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THYE CANADIAN INDEPENLENT.

LIFE.

Between two worlde Iife hovers Like a star,
Twint mght and mern upon the honzan'sverge 5 |
Houw hittle do we hnow that which we ate!
How luss what we may be! The eternal singe
Of time and tide ralls on, and bears alar
Our bubbles; as the ol 1 burst, new emerge,
Lashed from the foam of ages: while the graves
Of emprres heave but like some passing waves
-

orR PATTLCRN

A weaver <at one day at has loom
Amaong the colors bright,
AVith the pattern of lus copying
Hung fair and plan in vght.
.

But the weaver's thoughts were wanderg
Away on a distant track,

As he threw the shuttle in his han
Weanly forward and back.

And he tuned his dim eyes to the geound,
And tears fell on the woof,

For his thoughts, alas ! were not of hus home,
Nor the wite beneath its toot.

When her vaice recalled ham saddenly
To himself, as zhe «adly said

+ Oh, woe 15 me ! for your work 15 ~puiled,
And what shall we do for bread ?™

And then the weaver Jooked ans siw
His work minst be undone :
For the threads were wiong, and the colors
dimmed
\Where the Intter tears had cun.

¢ Alack ! alack!” said the weaver,
** And this had heen all right

Tf 1 had 1ot looked at my wark, but Kept
The pattern i my aight.”

h! sa.lat wa. for the weaver,
And sal for his lackless wife @
And sad it wisd be for usof ive say,
At the enrt of our task of hife :

* The colors that we had to weave
Were bright m our early vears,

W we nove the tisse wrong and staned
The wool with batter tears,

** We wove a web of douot and fear—
Not fath, and hope, and love—

Because we looked at our work, amd not
At our Pattern upabove. ’

p——

Our Storp.

N THANKSGIVING ANN.

A

SIIRY  OF SYSTEMATIC GIVING,

BY KATE W HAMILTON

In the kitchen doorway, underncath
its arch of swaying vines and dependent !
purple clusters, the old woman sat, tired |
and warm, vigorously fanning her face !
with her calico apron. It was a dark’
face, surmounted by a tarban, and wear.
ing. just now, a look of t1uhled thought-
fulness not quite in accordance with her
name, a name oddly aequired from an ol
chureh anthem that <he used t) <ina,
somewhat on this wise—

* Thanksgivin® an'—"

« Johany, Jon't pliy dar in the water,
chile ™

= Thanksgivin® an® —"
* R away now, Susie, deatie,”
. ** Thauksgivin® an'—="

* Tike care that bressed bahy ! Here's

some gingerbread for him.”
** Thauksgivin and de voice of melody.”

You langh! Jut looking after all
these little things was her appoiuted
work, her duty ; and she spent the inter- |
vals in singing praise. Do many of us:
make better use of our spare moments ¢

So the children eatled her * Thanks-
giving Ann I her other name was for-
gotten, and Thanksgiving Ann she wou'd
be now, to the end of her days, How
many  these days had already been, no
one knew.  She had lived with Mr. and
Mrs. Allvn for vears, whether as mistress
or servant of the establishment they
could scarcely tell; they only knew that
sbe was invalnable. She had taken a
grandmotherly guardianship of all the
children, and had avoice in most matters
that concerned the father and mother,
while in the culinary department she
reigned supreme.

Tl early breakfast was over. She had
bestowed unusital care upon it, because

- comes, and no prep’ration at all!
Cnough, He don't need der help.

an agent of the Bible Society, visiting
some of the country places tinr contri-
butions, was to pmtake of it with them.
But while she was buay with o final bateh

vof dilieate watlles, the gentleman had

plended s appointment, and, tnking
sty leave of his host and hostess, had

“depaited,unobserved from the kitehen win.

dows:; and Tianksgiving Ann'c @ Biule

“mouey ™ was atill in her pocket.

“ Didn’t usk me, nor give me o che ce.
Just's if, “cause a pusson’s old an' eolour-

Fad, dey didn't owe de Lord unutlin®, an’

wouldn'n pay it if dey did,” she murmur-
ed when the state of the case became
kuown.

However., Silas, the long-hmbed, un-
tiving, and shrewd, who regarded the old
womun with a curious mixture of patron-
age and veneration, had voluntcered to
ran after the vanished guest, aml * cateh

him if he was anywhere this s'u!c of;
And even winle Thanksgiving

Chainy.”
sat in the doorway the messenger return-
e-f, apparently unwearied by his chase.

“Wa.ll, 1 come up with bim—taold ye
I would—and give him the three dollars.
He seemed kind of lustered to have miss-
ed such a nugget ; and he said 'twas a8
gincrous jonation—equal to your master’s,
Which proves,” said Silas, shutting one
eve, and appraring to svrvey the subject
meditatively with the other, * that some
folks can do as mueh goad just of -hand
as some other folks can do with no end
of pinchin® and serexin’ betorehand.”

* Think it proves dat tolks dat don't

[ have no went ‘mount can do as mmch

in a wood cause by thinkin® ‘hout it a
litile beforehand. as other foltks will do
dat hus maore, and puts der hands in Jder
pockets when de time comes, 1 believe

| in <ystematics “bout such things, I does?

and with an energetic bob of the head,

by way of emphasizing  her words, old

Thanksgiving walked into the house,
 Thanksgivin’ an’ de voice of melody,”

she bexan iu her high, weird voice. Bn
the words died on her lips: hier heart
was too burdened to sing.

* Only three dollars out’n all der "bund-
ance ! che murmur~d to herself,  « Well,
meblbe T oughtn't to judge; but then I
don’t judge, I knows. Course I knows,
whean I'se here all de time, and sees de
clo’s, an” de cant'ages, an’ de nusics, wm’
de fine times —folks, an’ hosses, an’ tables

all provided for, an” de Lord of glory lef -
to take what happens when de time |

Sure
Al de
world is His 1 and He can <end elo'es to
His naked, an” bread to His hangry, an’
Bibles to His heathen, if dey don't give
a cent: but den dey’re pinchin’ and
arvin' dev own dear soul-.  Well—1
ain't my souil But I loves “etn—1I loves
‘em, an’ devre missin® a great blessin®”

These fitends, 2o beloved, paid little

attention to the old woman’s wpinion

upon what she ealled * sy<tematics in
aivin’.”

* The idea of counting up all one's in-

come, and setting aside a fixed portion of |
it for charity, and then calling only what \
remains one’s own, mukes our icligion -

seemn too arbitrary uud exacting ; it is like

- tax,” said Mrs Allyn one day : “and |

think such a view of it ought by all means
to be avoided. I Fke to give freely and
glully of what I have when the time
comes."”

“If ye hain't give <o freely an’ so
gladly for Miss Susic’s new necklaces an’
ver own new dresses dat ye don't have
wuch when the time comes,” interposed
Thanksgiviug Aun.

“I think one gives with a mare frec
and generous fecling in that " way,” pur-
sued the Iady, withont sceming to heed
the interruption. * Mones laid aside
beforchand has only a sense of duty, and
not much fecling about it ; besides, what
difference can it make, so long a< one
does give what they can when there is a
catt 1

“T wouldn’t like to be provided for dat
way,” Jeclared Thanksgiving.  « Whas,

! once, when 1 was nslave, ‘fore I was de
P Lord's free wonman,  Ye sce, 1 was a
I yonng, no ‘vount giel, not worf thinkin’
much 'bout: so my old mavse he lot’ wme
tv tuke what happened when the time
come.  An’ sometiaies I huppened to get
' a dress, an' seanetimes a pair of ole shacs,
jun’ sometimes T dido't happen to get
Cuatling an' den [ went baretoot; an’ dat’s
jist de way——=""

* Why, Thanksgiving, that’s not rever-
ent!” excluimed Mrs. Allvn, shocked
the comparisou,

*Jist what T thought ; didn't treat me
with no kind cf rev’rence,” answered
Thanksgiving,

" \\'5!, to go back to the original sub-
ject, all these things are mere matters of
opinivn.  One person likes one way best,
and another person another,” said the
| Indy smilingly, s she walked from the
' room.

“Peurs to me iU's & matter of which
I way de Master likes best,” observed the
told woman, settling her turban. But
' there was no one to hear her comwment,
lund affuirs followed their accustomed
routine. Meanwhile, out of her own little
store, she carcfully laid aside one-eighth.
“ Cause if dem: ole Israclites was tol' to
one-tenth, I'd jist like to frow in a little
more for gnod measure.  Talk ‘bout it's
being like a tux to put avay for such
i things! 'Clare! [ et studying what

each dollar mus’ do, till 1 get e so
loadened up wid prayin’s an’ thinkin’s
dat 1 most b'lieve dey weigh double when
dey does go.

*++Qh, de Lamb ! de lovin' Lamb!
De Luwb of Calsary !

De Lawb dat was slain, an’ lives again,
An’intercedes for me!' "

Aud now another call had come.

Came, unfortunately, at a time when
we were rather short,” Mrs. Allyn eaid
regretfully.  * However, we gave wiat
we could,” she added. T hope it will
do good, and T wish it were five times as
much.”

Old Thanksgiving shook her head over
i this cheerful dismissal of the subject. She
shook it many times that morning, and
seemed intensely thoughtful, as 2he moved
slowly about her work,

“S’pose 1 needn't frev ’bout other
folks’ duty—dat ain’t none o' 1y busi-
ness; vas 'tis, too, cause dey’s good to
me, an’ Uloves 'em. ’Taint like's if dey
didn’t call darsclves His neither.” -
| Mr. Allyn brought in a basket of bean-
<tiful peaches, the first of the season, and
. placed on them on the table by her side.
U Aren't thoselfine, Thanksgiving ! Let

the children have a few, if you think best ;
" but give them to ns for dinnee.”

* Sartin, I'll give yon all dar is,” she

rezponded, survering the frait.

Presently came the pattering of several
“paire of small feet: bright cyes espied
the basket. and immedintely arose a ery:

*Oh, how nice! Thanksgiving Anun,
may [ have one ?”

“And 12

“And I, tao

“Help vourselves, dearies,” answered
the old woman compascdly, never turn-
ing to see how often or to what extent
her injunction was obeyed. She was
seated in the doorway again, busily sew-
ing on a ealico apron.  She still sat there
when, near the dinner hour, Mrs. Allyn
passed through the kitchen, and, a little
surprised at its coolness and quietness at
that hour, asked wonderingly :

“What has happened, Thanksgiving ?
Haven't decided upon a fast, have you#”

“No, honey ; thought I'd give ye what
T happened to have when de time come,”
satd Thanksgiving Ann coolly, holding up
hier apron to measure its length,

It _scemed a little odd, Mrs. Allyn
thought. But then Thanksgiving needed
no oversight ; she liked her little snrprises
now and then, too, and doubtless she had
something all planned and in coume of
preparation; so the lady went her way,
more than half expecting an especially
tempting board beoause of her cook's ap-
parent carclessness that day. But when

*

the dimmer hour arrive both master and
mistress seanned the table with wide-open
eyes of astonislment, so plain and meagre
were its contents, so0 un‘ike any dinner
thmt had ever before been served in that
house.

“\What has happened, my dear!” asked
the gentleman, tuening to his wife,

“T do not know,” she replied, with a
questioning giance nt Thanksgiving.

“ Dat's all de col® meat dar was—sorr
1 didn't have no more,” she said h:l{f
apologetically,

“ But I seut home a choice roast this
morning,” begun Mr. Allyn, wonderingly ;
“aud you have no potatoes either-—unor
vegetables of any kind I

“ Laws, yes! but den a body has to
think "bout it # good while aforehand to

et ot roast cooked, an’ jist the same wid
taters 2 and I thougiit 1° give ye what I
happened to have when de time come, an’
I (Yidn’t happen to have much of nuflin’.
"Clare I forgot de bread I” and, trottin
away, she returned with a plate of cold
corn-cuke.

“No bread !” murmured Mrs. Allyn,

« No, honey ; used it all up for toast
dis mornin’.  Might have made Uiscnit
or muifin’s, if 1 had planned for 'em long
enough, but that kind o' makes a body
feel *s if dey had to do it, an’ I wanted to
get dinner for yer all out my warm feel-
in’s when de time come.”

“ \When a man has provided bounti-
fully for hia houschold, it secms as if he
might expect to enjoy a small share of it
himself, even if the \)repumtiou doces re-
quire u little trouble,” remarked Mr.
Allyn impatieatly, but still too bewilder-
ed at such an unprecedented state of
affairs t» be thoroughly indignant.

“ Cur'us how things make a body think
of Bible verses,” snid Thankugiving, mus-
ingly. * Dar’s dut one, 'bout ¢ who giveth
us all things richly tv enjoy,’ an’ ¢ what
shall render to the Lord for all His
benefits to'ards me?® Dar! I didn’t put
on dem peaches !”

* [{as Thankegiving suddenly lost her
senses I questioned the gentleman, as the
door closed after her.

“ ] suspect there is a ¢ method in her
madness, " replied his wife, a faint smile
crossing her lips.

The old woman returned with the
basket, sadly despoiled of its morniug’s
contents, but she composedly bestowed
the remainder in a froit-dish,

“PDat’s all. The children e:it a good
many, and dev was used up one way un’
*nother. I'se sorry dur ain't more, but I
hopes y'li Yoy what dar is, an’] wishes
I "twas five times as much.”

A look of sudden iutelligence flashed
into Mr. Allyn’s eyes; he bit his lip for a
‘moment, and ther asked quietly :
| % Couldn’t you have laid aside some for
us, Thanksgiving I

“Wll, dar now ! s'pose T could,” said
the old servant, relenting at the tonc.
“Dlieve T will next time.  Allers kind o’
thought de folks things belonged to fad
de best right to "em; but I heard givin’
whatever happened was so much freer an’
loviner way 0" servin® dew ye love best,
dat I thonght P'd try it. But it does
*pear s if dey fured shim, an® 1 spects P'll
{ go back to the old plan o’ systewatics.”

“ Do you see, George I questioned the
wife, when they were again alone.

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

“And if she should be right, and our
carcless ;,v"llving scem anything like this?”
pursued Mrs. Allyn, with a troubled face.

“ She is right, Fanny ; it docsn't take
much argument to show that. We call
Christ our King and Master; believe that
every blessing we have in this world is
His direct gift, and all our hopes for the
woild to come arc in Him. We profess
to be not our own, but His; to be jour-
neying towards His royal city ; and that
His service is our chief business here;
and yet, strangely cnough, we provide
iavishly for our own apparelling, enter-
tainment, aud case, and apportion noth-
ing for the interests of His kingdom, or




