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F.{E DYI\TG OHRISTI AN

o My dny is dxppm i tho wcst ’Lxs gloomm wi'
menoo; |

I hear the sough o Jordnn s wave bhn.t; I mmm
“travel thro )

Yet 'tis na’ Jordan’s wave I fom'. nor trcmble af,

) " thestrife,

But - ol, this sunderin’ o' heurbs—t)ns ]cnn [}

" - wean and wife, ‘

“Whn.b lho we Len 0 bet.ter duys, a fmrer wm'l'

. - abune

““Where lost frien’s are n.wmtmg us, nn u’ mn.un
follow sune,

Tlus rendin’ o' the snllcr strings that tether hem't;
F'to heart,

Oh xb tries puir human nnturo sair, an’ makes
us laith to part,

“Gao raxme by the Bxble wife while yel I'm ﬁt to
Bee,

Tro death crecp o'er my cauld rife bouk an’ ﬂnp
my failin’ ¢'e.

An' Jet us sing & parting sang heforo wo sun-
dered be,

For yoe cmmn ‘hao me lang noo, I hu nac lang ta
drees

. “.Therc. put the pillow to my buck du' ecase me

up a wee,
An' bring them a’' ‘to my. bedsxdo to"sec their
father dce H
Noo rmse t,he Bible up & thocht xts ower laigh
on'iny ane, N
An' shift the light o kennen back, 1ts ower strong
for my e '

He wail'd, ho sang.the pnrtmg sang, hxs voice
was firm and clear,

"~ And read Lhe f.ourtcenth o’ St. John, nox dxd he

shed o tear. .

Saeis m wil tho man o God when life's dn) sd(u'[z
is dune,

Nae future fcars dxshrub hlS nnnd mv.e ruefu
looks behin®

* Oh, butit gaes me great xehcf t,he smgm o that.
. sang,
My; clay is crumblin? tnst nwn my spmb noo
* Krows smang,
My wife, my weans, wo a. maun pm‘l sne dmnn.
sab sae sair,
But qight tho tears frac oﬁ:‘ Y oux * faco and let us
Join in prayer.

*“An'let us Jom in prayer to Hun Lhn.t,'s wantm
me awa',

That he may be a faithfu’ fr;cn_n.ud father to
yeal"

He turned his glazing ¢'o to heaven and raised
his withered hand, -

Noo safely thro’ auld Jordan's wave he's renchcd
the better land.
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THE OLD MINISTER'SGIRL.

Selectman Grover was driving slowly
along the sandy river road, on “his way
home from the funeral of the Rev. Joseph
Wardwell. - He turned partly round on
his waggon seat to talk with farmer Haxri-
man, ‘Who had been one of the .dexd
minister’s “bearers, and was now jogging
homeward two or three rods behind the
gelectman.

] guess it'll be kind o hard sleddin’
for the old minister's fam’ ly,” Mr. Grover
remarked. .

OPwill, no mistake,” said Harriman.
“Inever was in n much barer, destituter-
lookin’ house. Did you know them chairs
was brought clear over from John Bird's ?
Dldn t look as if there’s much-in the way
o' victuals round there, elther, “did there
now ¥’

SN No, there didn’s,” assented the select-
man, *“I’d no idee befure, that was such
a poor, cold, little house.  Wa'n't room

eracks.; Don’tsee how they’ve ever kept
warm these winters " .
“Wal, T don’t.
"owis the place, don t he ¥2- .
“ Jest the snme’s owns it. Jock’s had a
nortgage on it more'n fifteen vear. He'd
'y’ foreclosed lonnr ago ifthe place had been
“wuth tho cost o the proceedin’s, - Jock
doni't let :mytlmw wuth while slip throuqh
. his fingers.” .

Y

“z.«.

|in’-liold o' the dollats.

.| or.thirty acres of lzmd goes: wxbh the p]ace,_
, fnster for'some moments. ,

-teen or nineteen years old

enough to swing a cat ; and from where I|.
sot I could sec rmht oub-dom' through the.

Let'ssee ; ; .Tock I\Ielcher'

- Tyust hiwn for keep--
“But therg&’s twengy

LT bet he.don’t.

nint.there ¥’ ., -
' Believe there g4 bub the more n.'mrm;

. had of .sech:land’s »th.w, the Wwuss: oﬁ'«ho d.
{saia he," ¢ that the Lord dontj, take 3 vexy

be: .Sandy—not a.mite o’ strengtzh in it.
A'rabbib couldn’t get a lvin’ on.it ;- no-
thin’ on'it but brakes an’old pine stumps. ,
" Yas, - It-used ter make me feel bad to
see parson Wardwell’s garden-patch. Onee
48 I was drivin’ by I stopped to talk with
him; and he said he .was in hopes the
blessin’ -of the year would ‘rest on his,
offorts. . ‘Parson,’ snys I, ¢ the blessin’
‘1eeds a little . dressin’ behind it Haw !
aw! haw! BubIdon tsee how they lived
there so long.”

** Wal, he drawed a hhtle somethm" by.
way of preacher s aid from the conference
since he failed up preachin’ ; fifty - dollur
. year, . Ive heard. That helped ‘em a
little, I s’pose.  But his wife isa poor, pale-
lookin’ old Iady, ain’t she? And thas

Henry ; d'yo ever see such a pindlin’-|

lookin’ boy! What ails him 7”

% Heard he got his back hurt, somehow,
slidin’ downhill over at Wreul‘um, the Iast
asircuit the old -minister travelled on.
That’s some time ago. He must be eigh-
. Never'll
I'guess.’

Tlm.(', girl, t;houqh,

~

come to anything,

4 Likely he won't,
is pert and smart enough.”

'So sheis. Don’t know what her name
is; the boys and girls round call her
‘ Stubby,’ she's so kind of short and thick.
Was always trottin’ round out-door with
tho old minister, ye know.”

“ Droll thing, ain’t she ¥’ said hhe select-
man ; *“‘kind of a romp ¥’

i Wnl she’s a go-ahead, good-natured
thing, always on the grin and up to some-
thin” or 'nother.. Come to" my house to see
my girls one day last summer.
hasket with a salt codfish init.- She'd been,
down to the village with a dozen eggs.
\anked all the way, five miles. But she|”
wan't so tired but that she went fyin’
around to play with my girls,

“They rumpussed roind out to the barn
and found a hen's nest with ten orn. dozeh
eggs in it Stubby come brmgm ‘'em . to
the house in her hat. I'd come-in’from
the field, hoein’, afow minutes before, and,
set down on the door-step -to drink- 2
dipper of sweetened Wnter ; 'twas a.n awful
hot afternoon. I

‘ As she went by me, Stubby m‘mned
and held up one of the eggs-and shook it at
me and said, * What'll you bet, Mr. Flarri-
man, Ican 't makethat ege stand up straight
on the end, alone, on that bare table, w1th
nothing touchin’ it

«i T didn’t know, lmmsters gxrls ever
bet,” says I to her. ‘

“Did I say Twas going to bet ¥ says
Stubby. ‘I asked you wlnﬁ yow'd bet.’

++ + T guess youcan’t do it,’ said I to her ;
for I liked to hear her talk. *If you’ll
amake that egg st:md upalone,’ says I, ‘T'll
yive you all you've got in your hat.”.

+¢\Wal, she down with her hat of eggs in
a jifly, and then begun to shake that egy ;
she shook it and shook it and struck itinto
the palm of her hand till she mixed the
yelk and the white all together. . Bab when
she set ib big end down on. t;he table, that
egg stood us str.n«rht as & major.

*¢Yum, yum r says Sbubbv. twmkhnn‘
her eye to me : and thenshe whopped that
salt fish out of her b.xslset and. p’mcked in
the eggs. .

¢ ¢Jestlet me leave my fish here g

come back along,” said she, and put for the(

village again with them eggs, though 'twus
uethm«r towards night then.

¢ Jest at dark she come stre akin’ it back
dlong, and called to get her fish. * She had
‘bought t:hrce pounds of rice with the last

(’VO‘S.

¥t Tet me know when you want to see
another egg stand alone, mister,” she suid
to me; as “ehe left thh the hsh. II.nv !
haw ! haw }?

‘¢ Most a dounbt. if they get the conference
aldiany: lonqer now -the old minister is
de.td, ain’t it " remarked the seléctman,

*¢i S’pose.s0.* They may send the-widder
a listle something. -But.she can't get
through this next winter nlone there, I'm
sn.rtm on ’t, Have .to cu.ll on the bown, I
s'pose.”

7 s'pose s0,” xemmked the selectman.
“ But it does seem s if wie'd got nbout all
the paupers wecan handleanow.”

DS e e Sy

Mr. Grover knib his brows and wnnkled

Had af

1p11e,
Asponslblhty to have a family on one's|

up ‘his nase aftern manner he had. qu.n ho!
was not well. pleased, = He touched up. liis*
1are, and the two f;n'mers wenton o littls |-
Then he’ tul ned

on his waggon seat again.’ " -
- 4Sometimes it seems to me, I-hrrmmn,

nrood caré of his old sarvants.”

*“P'raps he's holdin’ back a littla to sec’

if them that they've sarved won 't do some,
thin’,” replied Harriman,” with' a hard,
brown grin on his weéathered visage

“Um | Mebbe!” grumbled the select-
man, and wlupped up again.

The old minister's faum]y was, indeed,

in **hard sledding”—har dereven than their
immediate nelgh‘)oxs Xknew, ~ Scarcely a
fortnight had gone by after the funeral be-
fore nctual hunger began “to pineh the oc-
capants of the poor’ lxtblev cotb,me on the
sandy lot by the river. . They had a little
corn-meal in store, and gob ‘an’ occasional

eag from' their small ﬂock 'of fowls, which |,

plcl\(.d up their own living out. of dvors,
The widow was bothill and despondent ;|
and from morning till evening the wenk-

Dbacked Henry sat in his chalr by the|

window."”
" $“Stubby” did almost all that was done.

‘She might even have ‘earned wages, away

from homc —for she was now tlnrteen,

but that her presence and services were-

really needed there by the two invalids,

“Folks never do really starve to death
in this free and glorious ccuntry, do they,
Marmy Sarah ?” she asked, meditatively,
one morning about this’ time. It was one
of her odd ways to address half-playfully,
lm]f-nﬁ'ecblonately, her brother as *‘Poor
Henry boy,” and her mother as ** Marmy
Sarah.” - She had called her father ¢ Papu
Joe” in the same. affectionate fashion.

Mrs. Wnrdwell h.'\d no 1eply to make to
this inquiry.

Sl conhmued %ubby, ““the hens
didn’é Lmy an egg yesterday ; and all we ve
g6t to eat this morning is a.corn-cake.”

For- fuel with wluch to bake the corn-
cake that morning Stubby hadgathered up
allthe chipsin the ymd, and broken up with
an’old axe what stray sticks and remains of
fence-poles she could find in the vicinity..

-After their scanty -breakfast she. went out
‘and looked around in the frosty morning

sunshine.
“ Something’s got to be done for a wood-

- sho sohloqumed‘ -t It’s quite a re-

hards. I didn’t used to realize it when
father was, alive.”

She got the old axe and looked at its
battered edge. -

A wful dall,” slm said, **Butitwon't
be so likely to cut my feet. There isn't
any wood-lot, but there's some old pine
stumps out there. I suppose I've got to
tackle one of them this morning.

“ 0O Papa Joe,” she conmnued after a
half-plaintive, h: Llf-wlumswal manner pecu-
liar to her, * do you really logk down now
and see wlmt afixwearein 7 I mosthope
you don’t,” she added, as she went through
the dry, froqty brakestoward alarge stump,
“¢‘cause it would only make you feel bad.
But if you are looking down on us, Papa
Joe, just you see Sbubby tackle this stump
now "

She “tackled” it valiantly ; and good
hard blows resounded across the batren
field for some t;lme.

“Smells good,” she said to herself stop-
ping to vest. ‘I like the smell of pine.
How dry it is, and what fat, red pltch -wood
there is in these big sidc roots.”

Again she belabored the old stump, rest-
ing at intervals and smelling the fresh split
clnps and slivers. Then she carried two
armfuls to the house. It was hard work,
and Stubby perspu'ed

¢ If X wasn’t such n homely httle fright,
T don’t know but I should have to marry a
millionnaire,” she sohloqm/ed gomg tothe
stump for the last armful. **Supporting
-a family is hard work ; but I've got enough

‘wood to last till to~mor10w, T _guess; and

now I'm going fishing.

Stubby was alrmdy & practiséd ﬁsher-
man, and owned a hook line and pole-.of
her .own. ‘“‘rigging.” She caught o -few
dormant: grasshoppers whichythe morning
sun - was..beginning to .thaw to -a feeble

semblance of cm}wlmfr dife; and went to the
river bank. - It-was a:poor fishing-ground,

ag the girl well knew, and all: her ‘offorts
yielded but three smn]l perch. -

$ Tf-T'could only-haul out a big bass, or
&~ pxckelel wlmtu meal it would make us !’

a—

o

sho swhcd .
ean c.ctch big fish.”
With po]e on her. shoulder s'he chmbed

from the * hills.”
more cavefully, discovered another.
could -it 7" she ‘said to herself.
left ‘the field to ibself. -

and freeze. It’s just like Ruth gleaning
Boaz's he]ds, isn’t it? There'’s pretty near

(To be Continued.)
| —————
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"HOW THE DIKE WAS SAVED
‘On the northernmost part of the main-
land of Holland there is a point extending
nine miles, unprotected by any natural bar-
rierfrom thesea. More than three hundred
years ago the Hollanders undertook the
rrmmtxc task of raising dikes of clay, earth
and stone ; and now Dehind the shelter of
the -enibankment numerous villages and
towns are safe from their. powerful enemy
the sen. The spire of Alkmaar, a town of
ten thousand inhabitants, is on a level with
the top of the dike. A masteris appointed
to oversee the workmen constantly em-
ployed in watching the dikes. A’ century
ago, one N ovember night, a fierce gale was
blowing from the’ north- west and was in-
creasing in fury every minute.
master had planned to go to Amsterdam.
It was the time of spring tide.  He thought
of the dike. Shall he give up his plez\snn‘b
trip to Atnsterdam ? The dike! The ur-
gency of his visit is great. DBut the dike !
Tniclination against duty. It is six o’clock.
The tide turns and rises. Bub at seven
o’clock! the stage starts for Amsterdam.
Shall ]u, go? A struggle ; his inclination
Ads-to go; his dubyisto remain. Helooked
.up at the wild and fast increasing storm,

Dost. ',

When he reached the dike the men, two
hundred in number, were in utter and al-
most hopeless confusion. The storm had
risen to o hurricane. They had used up
their store of hurdles and canvas in striving
to clitck the inroads of their rélentless foe,
Then they shouted : *‘Here's the masten'
Thanks be to God |  Allright now.”. The
master placed every man at his post ; and
then a glorious battle commenced—the
battle of men against the furious ocean.
About half-past eleven the cry was heard
from the centre, ¢ Help ! help {7 “Wlmt’
the matter?’ *¢‘ Four stunes out at once.’
“Where ¥ “Here.” -

The master flung a rope around his‘waist,
four-men did the same. Forty hands held
the ends of the ropes as the five glided down
the sloping side of the dike. “The ‘waves
buffeted them and tossed them, bruising
their limbs and faces ; but they closed the
breach and were then drawn up. Criesfor
help were issuing from all quarters.” ¢¢Is
there any more canvas?’ ~ ““All gone.”
“ Any more hurdles ¥’ ““Allgone.”  ¢* Off
with your coats, mnon, and use them for
canvas I” shouted the master, throwing off
his own. There they stood, lmlf naked, in-
the rage of the November storm.

Only half an inch higher and the séa will
rush-overthe dike, and not a living soul
will +be left in all North Holland. The
coats arefall used up. - The tide .has yet to
rise till midnight. - **Now, my men,” said
the master, ** we can do no more. Down
on your knees, every one of yoli, and
wrestle with .God:” Two hundred- men-

roar of the storm and the: thunder of the
waves, and lifted up.their hands and hearts
to him who'could say to the waves : ¢ Be
still:” - And as of old he-heard them; and
‘saved them out of their trouble, : The
people of Alkmaar were eatinig and drink-
ing, dancing and singing, and- knew. not
that there was but a quarter of an inch be-
tween them and death. A countryiwas

Clildren's Record,
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the “bank: and started toward home; avoid-.
“|ing‘a bend of the river and érossing-fivst’
3 the pasture and- then: the'fields : of thieir
nearest. neighbor, Mr, Bird, < The' farnier..
- had lately harvested his potatoes ; and as
Stubby crossed’ the field- with - her “small’
string of fish shé cspied a potato half-hidden -
inone of the little mounds of fresh earth
which the hoes of the dwgers lmd dmwn~

.She picked it up,'u-nd then lookmgnbout ,

* Now this couldn’t be called - steali\x&g,-'
113 1‘
Bird’s folks have dug the potatoes, and
These would rot '

a fumine in the land, too, I kind of guess -

The dike- -

and he decided to go with all speed to his

Tt is now a quarter to twelve o'clock.

knelt down on the trembling dike, amid the -

saved by one wman’s declslon for duty —

““Dut” someho V- o gn'l never;




