fifty cents to his credit for making the highest marks in
Grade Seven; Paul evidently contributed the same
amount, but earned in a different way. His was the
gilded coin of worldliness, earned by carrying wires
from the station to the Cassin house, on the occasion of
the Johnson-Jeffreys fight. Whether this contribution
was made at the dictates of Paul’s conscience or not I
cannot remember; it may have been. For at that time
Paul had the worthy desire to be a missionary. However,
his zeal for the foreign field weakened after he hag
ridden around for a couple of days on Adam McBeth’s
dray. He said missionaries might not always have
horses, and besides, they wouldn’'t be meeting traing
every day. However, Paul came through with anothey
contribution, which was good, honest, sweat-of-the-broyw
money, ten cents for weeding Willie Wyley’s garden,
Florence sacrificed ice-cream cones to the amount of
twenty cents, and earned another five cents—so the recorq
states—for going to the Baptist picnic. This item is a big
puzzling, for let no one think that the Baptist picnic was
not a joyous affair. It is believed that there was a de.
nominational feud between Florence and her friend,
Margaret Chalmers, on the subject of sprinkling vs,
immersion, and this five cents was paid in an effort to
heal the breach between these two militant defenders of
the faith.

Now I see I am getting ahead of my story. That’s what
comes of looking backward. Memory telescopes the past,
The distant hills are seeming nigh. My hope is that the
readers of this book have the same fine disregard for
chronology that I have, and will be content to go in and
out and find pasture.



