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Uncle Walt

SATURDAY NIGHT, and the week's
work done, and the Old Man home
with a bunch of mon'l You see him

sit on the cottage porch, and he puffs away
at a five-cent torch, while the good wife
sings at her evening chores, and the chil-
dren gambol around outdoors. The Old
Man sits on his work-day hat, and he
doesn't envy the plutocrat; his debts are
paid and he owns his place, and he'll look
a king in the blooming face; his hands are
hard with the brick and loam, but his heart
is soft with the love of homel Saturday
night, and it's time for bed! And the kids
come in with a buoyant tread; and they
hush their noise at the mother's look, as she
slowly opens a heavy book, and reads the
tale of the stormy sea, and the voice that
quieted Galilee. Then away to bed and
the calm repose that only honesty ever
knows. Saturday night, and the world is

still, and it's only the erring who finds
things ill; there is sweet content and a
sweeter rest, where a good heart beats in a
brave man's breast.


