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.«. “«‘tTttmmiimiUDWMIMlHIIHIIMmmi. courage. “I cam' lac male’ ye a better offer
I f°r"-The widow started like a sleeper suddenly 

awakened from a gloomy troubled dream,.
• and looked at the speaker in a way that
# made him stop short. Then with a calmness

______  1 that was terrible ihe reached over the paper
to him, her thumb still crushing the fatal!

The So,die,,' Canary. -a' rich,. Mr,. Campbell, there', nae hern, STtJSd p“ce tS™ ^ ^ **
("p." IN Christian LEADER ) dune, I hope. I meant nae hernt. I'll gie D ad.—7,669 Private David Campbell,—

T. yc *ca some ither lime.” Company, Black Watch.
orlh a ,,ce< I''"* “»« “No- no, nae herm a, a', " answered the The mother spoke no word. When he

rlit |,l?'n r°om ,hc" Wldow -'dow, cheerily, “nae herm at a'. Guid day read the few words even the poacher’s hard
:1'w“ d°,n« .her houseworl:. She wi’ye. thoughtless nature was touched He looked

whde sh«rl,!Lînfl1,?8Hln '° Tk ,at lhe.^',d- "C-uid day, Mrs. Campbell," said Jock as to the ground for some minutes, then again . .*? * d tcd *oro,s her lace. Then he stalked out. "I’ll try her again some day at the paper, then at the widow. Her head
worn of mi!*?UTe "ork a "htspered when she's no on sic a high horse,” he said was sunk on her bosom. He spoke, but she 
Ziri wt°? 10 her,elf- v. ihe ?°°,r 10 ,hlm5d'- returned no answer. The poacher became
J* ca’a"dJoclt Llwson marched in. Jock Joca could not forget the canary. Every nervous, and hurried out to call the neigh-
was a rabbit-trapper and poacher, and also day as he passed the house and looked into hours. They found Widow Campbell lying
an enlhusta.ttcbtrd fancier the window he eyed the bird with envious on the floor in a deathlike swoon.

Cutd morntn, Mrs. Campbell,” said he, glances The widow did not see them, and 
sitting down on the nearest chair, “Hoo’s a’ they would only have amused her if she had. 
the day r - -

The Inglenook.

1

U

Some weeks after when the poor woman
,.nh - „ . . . .. . He had persuaded himself that £$ could had recovered sufficiently to betake herself

. ’ ?nTm* u n,C| resPonded the widow be got for the bird, and his mind was made to a few household duties, she was dusting

Ü£rF",rK -T s », £ erss ;
r r~,,'rw“ndered '° herself what Days, weeks, months, passed on. Dim the widow could never tell how they came 

“Thai'. t hlm to her house. tidings of war, chase, combat, slaughter, of there. Jock Lawson never mentioned the
h„i! 1» Canary ye lcv lhere- dead and dying men in the tar South African canary again, though he sometimes gave 

. TL ... wilderness, reached the village. Widow Widow Campbell a rabbit or two, and a
No sae bad at a The putr bit crater Campbell hiatd them with mingled hope word of cheer. On that fatal morning he

sweet sometime!. and fear, and prayed earnestly for her absent had understood at last that no money could
son. Jock I.awson took no interest in the buy ihe soldier’s bird,
matter beyond the fact that hares and rabbits 

unusually plentiful that year, as there
mm, . ............................ had been no shooting on the principal estate
Wts ye thtnktn o buyint? was the wid- in the neighborhood, the landlord’s two sons 

owsqutek amused answer. being away at “the war.”
Oh, aye, I tnd buy it if ye dldna ,ant "It's an ull wind that blaws naebody guid," 

ow,r muckle for 1. A freend o' mine wants chuckled Jock to himself. "My robe is spotless, my flakes harmless,.
* “n.„Cllk,r,ni ■*" rCt ?neLno !'®rydtir " But the canary bothered him. He had and my fall noiseless,” replied the snow. 

“Thl," < ,e ,8'eS f°r lùhcn ? , fried the widow once or twice again, but met ‘ I think you lack firmness,” quoth the
ra 1 ?” "ry°U UC “y Hoo muckle dae with sharper refusals each time. You see ice ; “and more solidity and weight would 

.... ... .. , , the war had turned out a much worse affair render you less the sport of the wintry
Man, Jock, a the siller that ever ye had than the soldier, and their friends expected -inds.” y

wtdna buy that canary,” said the widow it would be. ^
warmly.

l| sings very
“Ay, ahem,” and Jock coughed, apparent­

ly at a loss how to go on. There was silence 
for a minute. “Wis ye thinkin’ o’ sellin’ the 
birdie ?

)
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The Ice and the Snow.

“You are as white as a sheet,” said the 
ice to the snow. “You are falling ; are you. 
faint?”

I

“We've more to fear from the sun than

SSiSE! 5FH=Lm4fa%r:--: iSsES? isses
tae be hard for a first tred I'll .ay jos." Jock had never been accustomed to control

^*y rhen ycre . . or subdue any caprice. Then the sun shed his beams on our two
Mi.rS»~ “P *h*rp Hc,!!IOUght The sun shone brightly as the poacher cold friends. The snow began to weep, and 
Mrs. Campbell was giving way. • Na, na, sauntered along the street whistling a merry ihe ice to melt.
Iiînh^,U?h,SH°,Wer Tu But b'caT air Sparrows chirped pleasantly among the “Where are your whiteness and purity 
natther the day nor the morn say 35s." and bushes, and the house martins darted swiftly ? " said the ice. ' 1
h^inlsVt.é’nv^ .nH vigorous ^P, as if to and from their nests. Perfect peace ‘ And where your firmness and strength ?”

, C88 “d done. 35s. mind seem*d to reign over wood and field. Jock inquired the snow.
yC,t'p ° .. . .... .. felt certain of success as he knocked at "We are returning to water, from whence

It s a nape o siller, admitted the widow, Widow Campbell’s door. we came," said the ice.
!w"ih*UÏÏl™nUt *h,0W!ng no de,ife f° “Come in," said a very quiet voice. “Why, 'tis not change, but death," joyfully

H ou8?' u JTk ,”s Perl,lexed' Jock entered. The widow was sitting in exclaimed the snow. ’ 1
wad hae thocht she kent what the her chair at the window. She took no “By this change we are becoming one”

canary was raley worth, he said to himself, notice of the visitor. Her eyes were fixed sa'd *bc ice.
-She s a lang headtt ane. After a pause he on a newspaper in her right hand, held tightly 

started ,t again. "Weel dae ye «,35. ? between fing« and thumb, the latte, nervous*
„ihal C*na,yl n<i ,r Sle' Joo*1- !y crumpling the middle of a paragraph as if "We can now ascend to heaven,” said the

hTu™--T’ v-US “y JWa pound 10 mark something. A strange absent look ice, “whereas we never could while I retain- 
and be dune wt t. Ye re a weedow woman, was on her face ed my boasted firmness, and
and 5s. is mail1 tae you than tae me.” "Guid mornin’, Mrs. Campbell," the man vaunted whiteness.”
i,i.^;.°iit>.r ,W'?e *** P°Un C a11hcr. That said, at length. There was something in the Death is not a destroyer, but a restorer to 
birdie belangs tae ma son that s fechnn 001 widow’s fixed gaze that awed him. He felt the believer, 
in Sooth Africa, an I wtdne sell it if ye uncomfortable ahd his confidence began to ---------- ».______
tÜtVrdan^nanm,V,ngd i^VtwS ^

|l,«»tolHi»h»,.lt»CT, fl»waswww««fs*j>wls ' Tim b,w( KhtoK'irj w" """

“And seeking the lowest place,” said the
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