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Give & Kind Word When You Oan.

Lo you know a heart that hungers
For a word of lové and cheer ?
There are many auch about us;
It may be that one is near,
Look around you! If you find I8,
Speak the word that's needed 20,
Anﬁouvr own heart may be strengtho
Uy the help that you beatow.

It may be that someone falters
Un the brink of. sin and wrovg, .
And s word from you might save him—
Help to make the tempted strong.
Look about'you, O my brother !
\$ hat a a0 is yours and mine
1i we sce that help'is needed *
And wo give tio friendly sign 1

Nover think hind words are wasted—
liread on‘waters cast are they, -
And it may be we'shall find them
Coming back to us some dtg )
Coming back whea sorely.needed
In a time of sharp distress;
So, my {riend, lot's osivo them freely §
tift and giver God will bless,,

ANNA MALANN.
BY ANNIR'TRUMBULL SLOSSON,

A arour of bodyn’rnn ing in age from aix to
tuclve, a small dog in‘the midat held tightly,
whilo five little heads, brown, black, flaxen,
and fiery red, all bent closely over the animal;
a siver conveniently near—what wonder that
1 thought I understood the scene! I had
ivvked upon so many, such, the surroundings,
the actors,.the-little victim, ‘almoat identical.
1 love dogs, I am very fond of boys, butsome-
tiww I do not always enjoy. seeing.the two
olasses together. It was a hot, still day in
August.  We were.driving down from; the
mountains towards our home in Southern New
Lugland, not by the directand shurtest routs,

Lutby & g way g
. {un from day to day, to suit our own or

ned -

out
wut horaes’ tastes or convenience, A rambling,
iazy, hot-weather sort-of journey it was. I
was very comfortable, lying idly back.in'the
«artiage, snd looking: out at -the Lirdsand-
tlowers and butterflies,.and did:not.care. to
wove,  Bub the little group attracted- my
notice, and I called s halt.” Stepping-from.
the ings, I walked ds-the boys, .
ready with the a&peul I had 30 often made in.
behalf of my Gumb favoutites. They wereso
absorbed that at first, they took no notice of
iny approach, But in brashing through some
tall plants a cracking twig or stem roused
them, and one or two, turning, held up warn-
wng fingera: or shook their licads to express
-nisapproval of my coming nearer. Fired with
missionary geal, I kept onimy course and-
walked quickly towards them. Suddenly one
of the group, & brown-faced, bare-footed little
Jhap, some ten years old, started on ti;;-toe
to meet me. He did not speak till quite close,
an1then it was in & whisper, *“ Please don't
LUme an; ni*h-r, lady,” le said; “you'll
frighten him."

**What do you mean?” I cried. ¢ What-
aro you doing to that dog? Tell'me this in-
stant” = )

“‘Ob, don't, don't speak s0 loud 1 he said,
. still in that sanie whisper, while again from
¢ s hersof the group came thuse silent signals

.{ warning mﬁ disapproval. ‘“‘ho’s dreadful
liad, an’ "—with a quaver in the low voice—
‘¢ wo think he's a-dyin’.”

There was no_mistaking the look.in the
Luy's misty eyes and the tremble in the tones.
1lowered my voice in sympathetic compre--
hension,and only saying, *‘Let me come; I
won't disturb him,'" I atepped softly towards
the little company. X had thought I might
Le of use, knowing a good deal of animals and
therailments, but at & glance I saw it was
too late.  The fast glazing eyes, though still
tooking up with & pathetic attempt to expreas
appreciation of ithe fond. care shown him by
his young friends, the convalsive twitching of
the little form, showed he was,” as my guide
had aaid, “a.dyin’.” 'So I was atill and
silent, for I was not needed. -Doggis lacked
nnthing ; love, sympathy, sorrow, tander care,
they were his o abundance,

He was not & pretty dog nor of.high'lin.
ra1ge. Ho wan & mongrel, of yellow zad white,
« thio, bony, ugly little fellow.” "But no dog
of song or story ever had truer friend.  He

oy across the knees of one of the Loys, while
the others knelt or crouched or stood aroun ,
aod all watched mlently and sadly the passing
of thalife. "It was soon ovér, and very quiet-
'y The faintest movemeént of the poor atump
of & tail—a pitiful attempt at a wag, poor
heastis—as the youngest mourner, » mita of a
feliow, tonched “with tiny beowa fisgers the
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As I looked ‘about upon the

soery little
fades, the wet eyes,

oo, the quivering lips, I felt
I must be dreanilog. “Waa this_a' real dog,
and” were these st The ‘little fellow
whose knses had made the dying-bed for the
anizial did not at once rise or move, though
be must have been atiff and aching from the
constralned positiont in. which for an hour he
bad been obliged to sit. A we lifted tho lit.
tlo limp form frém his lip, ‘T aaked him if the
dog was his own. ) )

*'Ob, no,.us'sm,”_he_replied; ‘‘he’s a.
stranger to all of us, Johnny—that's my

brother thero.- found - him “layin}:| |n tho road
k" a little way. I .guess he'd been run

over, au’ he was real bad: ®o we fetched him

here, an’‘was ‘goin’ to-exrry him down to the

Gare, but wé sce he was a:dyin’ faat, and we
didn't take him.” . Vo

“To the Gore?” I eaid. ¢ What's that 1"

The boy looked puzzled. ¢ Why, the

' We,allers take 'em

Gore,” he aald again,
there, you know.” ~ N

“1'm a stranger here,” I explained, “‘and
do not understand. Is it the name of a

place?”
*“Oh, yes, 'm, I thought you knowed.
Wilson's Gore, they call it, ‘bout half a mile

from here, out that way. There's jest nine
familics live in it, that'sall. \WVe're all Gore
boys, us here ; our folks live there; an’ 20 o

T had not far {6 go. The Gore once reached,
tho hiouse I sought was easily Fecognized from
the description of my. landlords *“ A little
house that looks as il folks waa movin’, or
cleanin’ house, and sounds ltke s mensgerie.”

1 knew it at once, by sight and hearing
both a small hoase surronuded apparently
Ly rubbisti boxes, barrels, tin'chus, cratse,
baskets, wf!ured nbon(t Ini etﬂubﬂon.t»And
out upon the warm, soft air Uoatqd atrange
wundf:whinen,mem b‘rh,\ylxlnﬁzn,chirgl,
squeaks, cluckings, c&m‘(mngs. ‘Yeo, thils
aurely was the abode of my home (sl

mind,  And many times sinde.then 1 have
heard her tall 1% to othors, k‘othlnndnhls
begun that day has lasted and grewn, an
again and n, as the summer comes, 1 find
my way. to \Wilson's Gors and the littie home
of Animal Ans.

*1 don't know exactly Low it came abeus,
my takng to dumb creaiurs, as they call them
—~thqugh I must say I never sce one that was
anyways dumb myaself. 1 lived over to Daa-
vers, in the aast [art of the State, you know.
Pa was & real good nian, kind to hia felks, ‘s
church and one of the select-men of

Tho door was open, and Just within t'stood
a thin, pale Liftle: woman, stirting™ with an
iron apoon some mixturein & tn'pan. Asl
lgsmwhed sho looked up, and I saw that she
had soft brown éyes, ‘with & certaln wistful,
gentlo look, often séen in"the ‘eyts’ vanle
mal, especiatly an futelligent, affectionate dof.
You may think this fancifuls pechaps it ie.
Perhaps 1 was unconsciously, influenced to .
make this comparison by what U'liad heatd
of the woman's tastes and characteristica, But
this I know, thatsince’I first saw her I can
nover look into the true eyes of my brave dog
Larry without s quick memory of Anoa Mal-

ann and her gentle face. i
“Miu'-lhinhn!” 1 said, inquiringly, as

her eyes,met'inine and then turned quickly

and shyly;away, making them more tlu;x ever

an

: JEAUSBEYOBY THE HIGH PRIEAF,

course We knowed whare, to fetch- the . poor
og.” .

hen ,turning to. ¢
she can’t do -him.no good'now.  Anyway, I.
s’pose we'd bétter take him over to her an aéo
what she says "bout buryin’ him.” Allsigai.
ficd approval, snd:I was more than ever puz-

zled,

**Does the dog.belong to someone at ths
Gore? " T asked,” but was again met with the
assurance that he wulltunfgr, and nothing
was known of his homo gr folks. ‘' But why
do you take him to the Gore, then?" said 1.

*““Why, to Anna Malann, o' course,” he.
answered,

** Yes,” said another little chap, **we allers
fdee!:‘!i;em to-Anna Malann, even when they’ro

By this time. my friends in the carriage
were growing weary of the long delay, and
was obliged to join theni hastily.

But I was determined to know miore of this

m{faurionu Gore; and of Anna Malanu-her:
self, At the inn a little farther on we made
inquiries-and . obtained' some information on
the subject.  Wilson’s Gore was one of thoss
bita of Jand, occasionally found even now in
New-England,- which -were.1eft between the
boundary lines of different land .grants, and
sometimes failed to be included in townships,

In this little spot lived uinc families, as I
had been told by the boys. And through the
example or inAuedse of ono Anna-Malaon, an
old woman in the place, everyone there scemed
to treat dumb creatures with stnnse conaid-
eration. About this matter the landlord said
little, but advised-me to go and see for my-
sclf,  ‘She’ll like to seo ye, he said, *¢ par-
tio'lar.if you like creatura’ .An’it’s dreadful-
amusin’ to hear her talk.”

Of course 1

‘the rest, e added; * Bot.+

Y
-thought Miss Malann lived here, ‘Miss ‘;Anua

like Larry's, so averss to ineetinga prolonged
human gaze, - : L
** No, ma'am ; my name's ‘Ellis=<Ann Ellis.
Won’t you walk in?” . i i
“ * I said, somewhat’ puzzled, I

Malann, the boys called her.” .

She- interrapted me. with & amile, “Oh,
the boys! Well, I guess they aaid Animal
Anu’; that's what they call me, 'canie’of my
3etting more'n moat folks by creaturs. Don't
wonder. you didn’t get it atraight; not know-
ing about my queer ways and all.  But come
in, come in.

Animal Ann! Why, of course it waa plain
enough now, when explamed, and I looked
with fresh wonder and roverence upon one
whose very bearing of thotitle seemed to give
her a sort of canonization.

1 want to tell you as simply and truly as

ousible’ the story of this woman, Thank

od ! the hfeisstill being lived, and the quict,
unobirusmve work going on iy, and fartherand
farther beyond, the tiny hamlet of Wilion's

ore.
I hardly know where or bow.to begin..

But
perhaps 1 had best tell Srat onelittle incld

tho borough, te was brought up in the strics
up-and-doww old:faa} J way as to religi

aud had some pretty bard notions about some:
things. He had a good deal of -atock—horses
and cows and oxen and so on—and bo took
Rood care of them, gave them plenty of food
and drink and goodaoheﬁlgA quarters, and
nevec beat them, or let his hired men do it
But ho bad views about animals-that he'd
rickml urf(rom hie <Mor~$belom him, and
rom old 3Mr. Luther, his minister. 1 aup)

they was all right, ‘cause pa held them, but
oven when Lwas a inite.of s girl they struck
me “I.i

‘queer'and sort of ha'sh.
¢ waa good to his stock; as J sald befora,
but he insisted that wss only just becauss
they was useful 10 him and he wanted to keep:
them tliat way, He was kind ‘to Leo, the
collle-dog, but he ‘said.that use be
was %0 handy about driviug the'cows and find-
ing the eheep, and he couldn’t spare him. He
was dr'ud!urgood to the cats, but, sceording:
to him, that wus becauso of their catching the
rats and>mice.” But he was pleasant to the
aquirrels, too, and tho robins, and the brown
thrashers—{fed them and all—and he coulda’s
give no other reason for thet than this—that
he wan! to. B

'**Bat,’ says ho, “animals haven't got no
rights; that's a well-known fast. The Bihle
don't give them any ; tho Church don't give
them any ; the catechism don't give themany.
If I'm made so soft’ like and nervous mysell
that T can't sce a creaturhurt or abused with
out its makiog me uncotfortable ani fidgety,
why, that's my lookout. It don's go to show
1'd ought to feel that way. "I tell yo, If folka
go to'preaching that kind of doctrine, thag
creaturs have rights, and 'I'm-bound-to treat
them us well as £ do folks, why, I'll just turn.
about agd zbusothem, spite of. my creepy,
nervous feclins about it. Sawme rights as
{ohlk- ! Why dido't God make them folks,
en?’ .

. 1

“So he'd go on and over with.such talk,
and I'd listeu and bother my poor littls head
trying to makoe it sound right aud reasonable.
‘\Why ‘aid't'they folks, auyway?’ I says to
myself.  ¢What makes the difference? {l‘h'ey
act Iike folks : thoy're good “or’ they'ts bad;
they're lazy or industrious ; thoy're noisy or
quist; glcuant or ugly, selfish or free-hauded,
peaceable or snarly.” In short, they've got
ways. _There's no two creaturs just alike, no.
more than thero js folke. They take sick
liko folks; too,;and they don't like_ to.auffer
no more'n “fotks -do; and ‘come to-the last,
they dio like folks. And-why: does E. put
them altogether, and say none of them baven’t
got any rights’

“*Sometimes I'd ‘ask ma—I didn't quits
dast to ask pa; children dida’t uze to talk so
free to their fathers as they do these times—

T'd aak ma why animals wasn't folks, anyway.
And she'd tell mo 'twas *cause of their not
haviog souls “immortal souls. At firat I used
to goon and ‘ask how~folks knew-cresturs
hadn’t got immortal soule, but abe shut me ng
directly about that, and showed me tiﬁgg of
that that was given up to::{- eve y—
*twas one of the doctrines, wasn't to be
argued over; ‘twas settled:for good sn’ all.
So I never brought up that patt again. Bat
I'd bother and pester ma to know why, any-
way-—even sgreeing ‘twas that way—they
wasn’t folks just the same, and all the more
to be pitied and done good toand made much
of because they, didn’t -bave averything we
bad—aculs and ail them things,

" (To be continued)

which secms to mark the key-note of the-
whole tale. -

As we were walking out that first:da
among the boxes, barrels, and baskets, wbiclyx
proved.to be the humble dwelling-places. of
Avimal Ann's favourites, I aaid, .

¢ Why, how many animals have you here?”

She turned quickiy towards me, “her-finger

To those who have never becn under tho

" slavery of the cigaretto habit it is a wonder

that a man with mtellectual capacity for a
-successful business career should have such
a weak spot in his head as to become the
victim of the filthy practice of puffing inces-

uphifted with a ** Hush-h-h 1".of warning. As i Vi
I'stared sn perplexity .aho whispered. |§ my aantly .w:fy alittlo N“&i%&pc‘;ﬁllqge:lﬂha"
ear, “They don't know they’ro 13 they the poL¥ ined an i:crzi ecently .

think they're just folks.” _

And that ﬁivu'ono & prétty good notion of
her 1deas and her mods of treatment.  I'shall’
Ict hea speak for herself, now. Bhe told me
:Y‘xq story, then, and I wrots it down directly

of ¢
whils the wards ware freah inmay., puy vO hmmb warsinga

ingono of New Haven's beat known dentista
and society leaders who ‘was taken to the
State insane rotreat -in-Connectictt as-a
result te smoking: ‘¥etboys will
.



