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The Story of Perry Anderson.

BY HELEN M, MERRILL.

We were driving slowly homeward slong the ‘! river
road,” listening to the murmur of the little stre m as it
wound its way onward toward the Coonecticut, and en-
joying the delicious coolne®s of the road shaded by the
trees which lined it on either side.

The birds sang, and occasionally there eame a breath
of air laden with a delightful mingling of odors, impossi-
ble to describe, a breath of count.y air fouud only among
the evergreen trees and where nature holds full sway

Sugidenly we came into an open space, and I uttered an”
exclamation of delight when my eyes rested on a tiny
cottage, several rods back from the main road and which
was surrounded by and covered with vines and flowers,

My friend smiled as she said, * Is not this an ideal
spot, a * love in a cottage’ home? We willdrive into the
yard and have our choice of those lovely flowers, and a
drink of delicions water from a boifSg sprivg a few rods
away. Miss Anderson will be glad to see us.”

As we entered the yard a lady came out npon the ver-
anda to meet us, invited us to alight, led the horse to a
shady spo! near by, tled him deftly and then bade ys en-
ter her home. s

‘* First, Phebe, let us go to the spring for a drink of
water '

** I've been lounging for some for a week,'’ returned my
friend.

** I trust that that alone did not briog you,’ smiled the
Jady as she led the way down a little foot-path to where
a small spring boiled up its wealth of pure cold water
amid the crystal-like sand which completely filled it.

We soon returned to the house and after a delicate
lanch of bread «nd honey, red rnPherrie- and cream,
with some of the spring water, we gathered a bouquet of
flowers, thanked our kind hostess, and took our depar-
ure.

‘“ Jen't there a story connected with that little home ?*’
I asked.

“ Yes, a somewhat sad one. But see those lovely ferns!
Let us gather some and then I')l tell you the simple story
of an old schoolmate’s life,’’ answered my friend.

Once more seated in the carriage, having secured the
ferns, Mrs. Hayes proceeded to hear the following story,
which I give as nearly as possible in her own words.

* Pereis Anderson was about twenty years of age when
she first met Percy Auderson. He came to townon a
visit to relatives and the similarity of names attracted
them at first, an attraction which ripened into friend-
ship, and later on into something aweeter yet. No, they
were not related.

‘* Percy was a carpenter, and he built the little cottage
himself, the year before they were married, and a fairer
bride never entered a sweeter home than when, on a
lovely June day, they returned from their bridal trip.

I remember how like a bird she used to sing about
her work, and she seemed as happy as one.

** The years sped onward, finding them at the end of
the fifth prosperous and rejoicing in the birth of a little
daughter, to whom they gave the name Priscilla.

** *We propose to keep ap with the initial P, you ob-
serve,’ said she, when I was making her my first visit
after baby’s arrival, and it was d lightful to witness the
fond mother’s pride in the little girl.

* But she was not to stay with them for long, and when
the snow fell it rested on a tiny grave in the cemetery
and Persis had known her first sorrow. She was never
quite the same after little Priscilla died—that is, her old
light heartedness had gone.

‘‘Two years later, Phebe and Perry came into the
home, and two sweeter children never made glad the
hearts of parents, I ath sure. Black-eyed, rosy-cheeked,
healthy, happy little rogues | I have loved them as if
they had been my own.

** When fourteen years of age, they entered the high
school, and they were very promising pupils.

“ ‘“If I have my health the children shall go to college,’
sald Mr. Anderson one day, when I was visiting them.
* I shall have to work hard, but it will pay in the end,’
said he with a fond smile.

* Alas ! in one month from that day my husband re-
turned from his store with the sad news that Mr Ander
son fallen from a building, and was seriously, if not-
fatallybjured.

“* I hastened to the cottage to find the rumor only too
true, the injury affecting his spive, and rendering him a
cripple for the rest of his life.

“ Bravely did they bear this great trouble and Persis
began at once to take in sewing, succeeding so well that
she learned dressmaking and soon had a thriving little
business, all she could attend to.

*¢ After a time her husband was able to sit in a chair, -

and c*rve odd bits of wood iuto fancy articles which
found = ready sale.

* Thus time passed on until the twine were graduated
from the high school.
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“#0nly one of us can go to college, and that must be
Perry. I have education enough to teach and help along,
and it is my wish to do so,’ said Phebe.

‘“ It seemed too bad to give the one a better chance
than the other, but it really was advisable as Phebe had
plenned, and after one year spent as clerk in my hus-
band's store, Perry entered college.

** During the year be had boarded with us and we had
gotten to know him even better than the close friendship
exlsting between the two families had ever admitted, and
there were certain traits of character that made us feel
avxious for his future He was too easily led, and did
ot have self rellance enough ; but his desire to please
his parents and sister seemed so great thut we tried to
think all wounld be well, ’

** He worked faithfully the first year, and we had rea-
son to feel pride in him when he returned to his old place
in the store durlng the long summer vacation. Seon
after he went back to college, hoWever, vague rnmor®
were circulated concerning his career

‘“ About this time his father grew worse, and almost
before we realized the fact, he had drifted out of life
Perry had been summoned home and reached the bedside
only an hour before his father's death

* ‘Promise me, my son, to do all in your power to make
your mother happy. She has worked hard for us all ; she
will depend so much upon yon in the years to come | see
to it that you reward her untiring love.’

** No suspicion of the truth wasin his mind, yet he
seemed more anxious for his son than for the rest of his
family

““ For a time, grief over the death of his father caused
the young man to avold those who were leading him as-
tray, but not for very long, and the inevitable result
followed.

‘“ He was expelled, and the news, reaching his mother
and sister, rendered them nearly heartbroken. He wrote
his mother, telling her hissorrow and shame. Said he,
* Mother, sister, I will return to you sometime when I am
not a disgrace to you.’ And the years sped on until ten
had passed by, and the waiting mother and sister received
no further message ; yet so firmly did the mother-heart
trust in the prayers she offered up for her son and in his
promise to return to them, that she never gave up ex-
pecting him.

“ Her health had been failing for two or three years,
and at length we realized that she must leave us.

“ ‘I have not much longer to stay with you, yet it
brings the time when I shall see my boy again so much
the nearer. Iam expecting him every day now, and I
can hardly wait to see him. Come to me as often as you
can, Esther, We have have many happy hours together,
and your kindness has helped me to bear many nuhappy
ones,’ said she one day, as I said good-bye to her after a
long call at the cottage.

‘* Christmas came and passed, and still she lingered.
I had promised to spend the last day of the year with her,
but guests prevented, however, as they took their de-
parture late in the afternoon, I asked my husband to
drive over with me after tea.

' It was a lovely moonlight evening, and the sleighing
fine, As we neared the spot where we gathered these
ferns a team was driven rapidly past uz, taking the turn
which led to Mrs. Anderson.

** ‘T believe that Perry was in that sleigh,’ said my
husband.

*“ ‘1 do hope that it may prove so,’ I answered.

‘ We stopped at the turn, for the sleigh was coming
back, having left one of the two men at the cottage, and
the snow was too deep to allow us to turn out after ledv-
ing the main road.

** *‘Shall we not go back home ?' I asked.

* ‘I think you had better go in, Esther ; for all she is
expecting him, it will be a shock to her, and Phebe may
need your help,’ said my husband.

‘I alighted from the sleigh and hastened up the walk,
but before I reached the door Phebe had opened it and
came to meet me with out-stretched hands, sobbing like
a child,

‘* ‘He has come, Mrs. Hayes | He has come I’ at the
same time drawing me inside the deor, where a tall,
handsome man stood waiting to greet me,

* No traces of depravity in the clear-cut, handsome
face, in the piercing black eyes, and the grasp of his
hand told me how glad he was to meet me.

* ‘“Why have yon waited so long ' was my first ques-
tion after 1 had assured him of my pleasure in his re-
turn.

‘1 waited until I could come back a man, and one
whom my mother and sister would not be ashamed of,
and I see my mistake.’ X

“ *Tel her I have come, and take me to her, Phebe,’
said he, in a husky voice.’

“ Tell her please, Mrs, Hayes. Iam too greatly agi-
tated to.go in now,’ pleaded Phebe,

** As I entered the room Mrs. Anderson extended both
hands, m‘huld in & voice excitement had made strong,
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‘ Perry is coming to-night, and I am glad you are here to
meet him,’

‘1 stooped and kissed the wasted cheeks, and then
with a voice far less firm than her own, Isaid, ‘ Yes,
dear, he is coming ; he will soon be here.’

‘He is here, I want him !' and a minute later she was
in his arma.

‘ She lived about three weeks' after he returned—lived
to know that her son was what they had wished him to
be—a minister of the Gospel. She would never let him
speak of the years when he was in the depths, but listen-
ed eagerly to the story of his struggle to complete his
education, and bis final success,

‘* Phebe bas stayed at the cottage since then, with a
friend as companion ; but she goes away this fall to help
make & home for her brother, and to assist him in his
work. He has reclaimed many from & drunkard’s life,
and we rejoice In his power for good, He feels that he
has muchdost time to make up, and is ever on the alert,
lest & chavce should pass him by "

A week later I met him. That was one year ago, and
after next week, I too, shall help Perry Anderson make
& home and aleo sssist him in his life work.— The Leader.
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The Missing Five Cents.

Holding out his hand for the change, John's employer
sald ' Well, my boy, did you get what I pent you
for 1"

* Yes, oir,” sald John ; ‘' and here is the change, but
1 don't uvderstand it. The lemons cost twenty-eight
cents, and there ought to be twenty-two change, and
there's only seventeen according to my count.”

‘* Perhaps [ made a mistake in giving you the money?"’

' No, sir ; I counted it over in the hall, to be sure it
was all right."”

‘" Then perhapé the clerk made a mistake in giving
you the change ?"

But John shook his head. ‘‘ No, sir ; I counted that,
too. Father said we must always count our change before
leaving a store.”

‘‘ Then how in the world do you account for the miss-
ing five cents ? How do you expect me to believe such a
queer story as that ?"’

John's cheeks grew red, but his voice was firm, ‘I
don’t account for it, sir ; I can't. All I know is that it
is s0.”

‘‘ Well, it is worth a good deal in this world to be sure
of that. How do you account for that five-cent piece
that is hiddeu inside your coat-sleeve ?"*

John looked down quickly, and caught the gleaming
bit with a cry of pleasure. ‘' Here you are ! Now it is
all right. I couldn’t imagine what had become of that
five-cent piece. I was certain I had it when I started
from the store to return.”’

‘“ There are two or three things that I know now,”’
Mr. Brown said, with a satisfied air. . ** 1 know you have
been taught to count your money in coming and going,
and to tell the exact truth, whether it sounds well or not
—two important things for an errand boy. I think I'll
try you, young man, without looking farther.”

At this Jobn'’s cheeks grew redder than ever. He-~
looked down and up and fvally he said, in a low voice,
‘I think I ought to tell you that I wanted the place so
badly I almost made up my mind to say vothing abont
the change if you didn't ask me."”

“ Exactly,’’ said Mr, Brown ; ** and if you would bave
done it, yon would have lost the sitnation, that’s all. I
need a boy about me who can be honest over so small a
sum as five cents whether he is asked questions or not.—
Pansy.

R
Bray’s Enemy.

‘*‘ Please, Mr, Joynes, there's a little boy at the back
gate to see you.'

** At the back gate? Bring him in, Peter.”’

‘ He won't come in, sir ; says he's awful busy, and
hasn't got time."’

* How Uig ls he

“ About as big as my fist, sir," said Peter,

The good-natured gentleman went out to thé back
gate. ' Well, countryman,”’ he said, pleasantly, ** what
can I do for you ?"* *

The small boy—he wasa very small boy-—took off a
soft, dirty hat and held it behind him. ** I come to tel
you sir, that Bray’s got to be killed."

‘* Bray, my big Newfoundland dog? And who sent
yon here with that information ?’ asked the gentleman,
losing all bis pleasant looks.

‘* Nobody sent me,’* andwered the boy, stoutly ; ** I've
come by myself. Bray has runued my sheep free days.
He's got to be killed.

“ Where did you get any sheep /" asked Mr. Joynes.

** My sheep are Mr. Ransom’s. He gives me fifteen
cents & week for watching ‘em.”
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