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The Pumpkin Pie Tren.

Little Juan unl Juaoita Pettitica slood in
front of tho farm house, biting half-moons out
of generous picces of such deliious, rich, spioy,
hot pumpkin pic as only an oll fashioned
housekooper knows how to concoct. Now,
some nloeteonth century wiseacres contend
that pumpkiu pio making is a 1ost art, one that
want out with the Pilgrim Mothers. But Mra.
Pottitoes' pastry was good enough for anybody,
and, a8 the savory morsels melted upon their
tongues, her offspring nodded, and gurgled, and
emacked in & manaer that expressed most entire
and complete satisfaction.

“Deod ! Ith'nt it?” liepad small Juanita.

“Primo ! A regular Jim Dandy of a pie!”
agreed Juau, with a beaming smile. A smile
that was almost grotesquely reflected and ex-
aggerated in the shining black countenance of
poor Ananias Crow, a lask negro Loy, who
just then ambled up, casting green glances of
envy upoa the temnpting browa and yellow
slices fast disappearing down two parrow *‘red
lanes.” For this son of Afriea, who has break-
fasted very lightly that moraing, was painfully
conscious of an inward craving in the region of
the waistbaad, while his “‘sweet tooth” sesmed
suddenly possessed with a jumpiog tosthache.

Buat, if hunger sharpeas the appetite, it
gharp:ns the wits as well, and, instead of whin-
ing out n piteous appeal for a cramb of charity,
in tho manuer peculiar to the professional beg-
gev, this worthy namnesake of the Bib e faleifier
care to an abrup: stop in the middle of the
voad,aud held up both hanls in norrified amaze-
ment, exclhaiiming :  *'Well bless my soul ! Ef
you chillens iso’t jest the mo:t wastefulleat
critters I doae ¢ome across in a wmonth of San-
days! Tobagobhlin'down puokin’pic in datar
fashion, when you might raise a troe dat wonld
gib yer a dossn turnobara ebery day in do
woels !

““\Vhat do you mean by that? demanded
Juan, pausing in his crescent makiog, while
little Juanita hid her last bit of crust—the part
fancifully decorated by the jigging iron—under
lier aproa, as thouga sho feared the newcomer
had designs upon it.

«I meaa what I ses” riplied the wily
youth, ‘ Ain't you neber heard tell ob a

pie tvee?”

“\Vhy,—20!" and now the tiey pair drew
near in carious wonder. *‘Is there really such
a thing?”

«To be sho dercis! Tobesho! And I low
you is drefful iggerant vo® to kno dat !"

¢ | koow therais a bread-frait tree ! retort-
ed Juan, who, being counted rather a bright
scholar, was stang by thisslur; © wo lcaraed
about it in our geography. It is a native of
hot coun‘rizs, and bears a fruit yasembling a
Joaf of bread in appearance.” The 124 ratiled
off this quotation with considerable prile.

“Yep! ani [ spzct do pie troo he belong to
do same fambly. Whar I was raised dey wus
thick as pusley ; apple pio trees, minco pio
trees, cramb'ry trees ! Ef you is hoogry, sl
you hab to do step out no' help yourze'f to a
hot tart.”

¢ Oh, dear ! How nithe! I with they grow
here,” sighed Lit:le Junaita,

¢ So dey would. So dey would ef you plant.

ed um, Dat’s why I scz you in wioked, waste-
ful chillens to be swallowin’ down dose slices
instead of turnin’ um into seed.”

Big and bright as full moous became Lhe
four blue oyes gaz'ng into mondacious
Ananias’ ebony features, which never fliached
a muscle, while Juan asked, with an excited
tromble in his shrill, boyish voice, ** Do you
want us to bolieve that these pieces of ma's pio
would grow up iuto & treo?”

“Grow! Grow like Jazk's beanstalk if yon
plsut um right; in a nice, sunny spot, wid a
little fence aroun' um, but no ca:fontop. Dey
jest want de sun an’ de air, nu' dey spring up
like tuadetools, 80 in free days you hab enuff
ripe pies to stock a bake-shop. ’'Spose yer try
it an’ gee.”

“ But wo haven't a great deal left.” eaid
Juan, contemplating, somewhat ruefully, the
remuins of their feast.

¢t There aro fivo whole pithes on the pantry
shelf,” suggested Juanita, in astage whisper.

*“Den jest you Dborrow the Dbiggest,
an’ next week you kin relura two
for one,” prompted tho shrewd An-

anias, who alrealy saw prospects of a de.
lectable meal floating before his meatal vision ;
while a few more highly-colored statements
from his rosy imuginatioa soon seat the small
Pattitues dancing off in a perfect ferment of en-
thusiastic anticipation. And, in the dusk of
svening two figures might have been seen
emergiog from the farmhouase, bearing some.
thing carefully botween them; something which
they hid, or planted, io the south corner of the
Oae Acrelat.

“Now, we mustn't look at it for Lthree days,”
remarked Juan, as he hammered in the last
paling of a protecting toclosire.  *“ But, then,
we can make a Thanksgiviog and Christ:nas for
every 016 in the ncighborhood. Oh, woa't it
be fun ' and how surprised and pl-ased ma will
be! "

Buat, I fansy the wother would have been
1nore astonished thau delighted if, an hour
later, she cou’d have beheld 2 certaio nrughty,
black Crow supping upon her masterpiece, and
chuckling gleefully at tlie result of his strategy.

** You is cut out for a politician, *Nias, my
boy ! Youis, aa’ no mistake!” ho ejiculated
scveral times, as he smacked his lips with eu.
raptured gusto.

Strauge, tod, to relste, the dreams which
that night visited ths pillows of Juan and
Juanita and those which crept under the
Negro lad’s kinky woel were very much of the
eame character.  Fur buth took tha form of an
extrémely flourishing aed wide.spreading tree,
that bore an huadred pumpkin pies ; but while
one showered tempting tartlets upon the happy
little whit2 folks, thc other appeared to spriog
from the chest of the wretched dceamer, crash-
ing bim to the very earth, until he awoke with
a gasp and & scream, to find himself in the
clutches of a wild and distressing nightmare,
caused, who shall say, whether by the late,
rich repatt, o¢ by tha jualms of an uneasy
conscienco? Quly, I fear, harum scarum
Ansniag was seldom troubled with moral
dyapepsia.

But, the next morning, an east wind blew in
the Pettitoes homestead, and Mrs. Pétitoes,—
whose temper was almost as hot as the ginger

with which sho flavored hor pics,——was gadly
put out by the disappearanco of her largost snd
fincat pastry. The one designoed for the minis.
ter's own eating.

““Whereis my pis ¥ The parson’s pie ?" she
demanded agein aund again, until, observiog
the red chceks and shecpish looka of her son
and daughter, she pounced upon them, and by
main force, as it were, dragged from their un.
willing lips an account of their attempt at pas.
try farming,

*‘But—but, it won't sprout if you look at it
for three days,” stammered the frightoned uc-
chin, who was on the verge of tarq.

“ Three days! fiddlesticks! Lead me t5 the
spot at once!” commanded tho irate dame, and
sorely against their will the children were
obliged tu conduct her to the south corner of
the One Acre lut.

*“No, it never will grow, becauth it itho’c
hero,” announced Juanita, who akipped ahead,
and first stooped dowa to examine the sced.

“Of course it's not thera!" exclaimed her
mother. ‘ That chip of the old acriptural
block has seen to that, you may be sure, and if
I could catch the pi-ous fraud, I'd teacn him
tho moral of bis fairy iales,”

“Only dis weasel aia’t gwins to ba cotched,”
chuckled aa eavesdropper behind the feuce.

“While, a3 for you, silly children, you can
carry the next best pie to the minister, and go
without yourselves for a month.”

This was a bitter sentence for the sweets-
loviog little folks, and as, with unusually sober
faces, they trot:ed down the road in the direc-
tion of parsonage, Juan romarked to his sistor,
‘“Nita, I guess we'd better go outof the busi.
aesy, and give up trying to raise pumpkin

pies.”
Aaxes CARR Saor,

Ia dmzrican dgricatu ist

A Promisiag Settler,!

The following extract from a private lettor
received by Mr. A. J. MacMillan, Mabitoba
Government agent in Englaud, from aa Eng.
lishman who came to  Maaitoba last summer,
and has been living since in Wicnipsg, shows
that he has theright stalf ia him to make a
good Canadian :~** It is very easy to make
money here compared with the Old Country.

We have had glorions weather so far,
nothiog but perpetual sunshine all day, and
lovely moonlight nights. . . My longer
acquaintance with the peoplo leads me to say
that, compared with the people of the 0.4
Couptry. they are far anead of them ina most
things. Religiouuly they are along way before
them : no empty caurches, all crowded on Sun-
day evepings, and 25 maby men as women.
No very rich people, and no poor grovelling
creatures at all, except a few poor Indians,and
they get woll sreated as a rule. Everybody
scems independent, and all seems to jog on
comfortably. There aze plenty of social par-
ties. Wo were at one & fortuight ago, and
have two moro for this week, anl everyone
trics to make us foel athome.”

D . . Y

Rev. Dr. King reports the receipt of £100
sterling fedm the Prosbyterian church of Ire-
1nad ia ald of the ordinary fand of Manitoba
college, Winnipegz.



