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stand here planning? Idon’t know but “ln'. cold, while we were waiting.” And at]get the money for all these things, he had |te ed so much that they made her nervous.

you will, and your muster too, Well, come
on, let’s go home. Halloo! Say, mister ! |little by little, lhe?'grew more cheerful.
Stop a minute!” he shouted at the top of | “ Well Trotties,’
his lungs, for the brown horse had been |his bread and milk were gone, “ you and I
turned around and was speeding past him | must trot out and tend to Doreas ; we aren’t
in the other direction. For a wonder, the often so late. I don’t know what she’ll say
young man heard the shout s mid the din of |to us.” “Dorcas” wasthe cow that furnish-
other nc and with some trcuble check- | ed them with a quart of milk a day, and she
ed Spunk’s impatient feet. lived in the stable that backed up against
a¥ buu made a mistake sir,” said Reuben, | their one window. Reuben was very faith-
pressing close to the sleigh and npakinq ful to her, and was usually onhand to milk
with difficulty, for Spunk was determined |and take care of her, almost an hour earlier
to step on him, or toss him in the air, or|than it was to-night. 8o he hurried away,
bite him, at least. “This is a shiner you | but much sooner thsn a cow can be milk
gave me, instead of a quarter.” he came hurr’ying back. “ Mother, they've

“A :iml i sold Dorcas " he exclaimed, as soon as the

“A shiner, sir, a ten-dollar gold-piece.” | door opened. “Oh dear!” said Mrs. Stone,

“Isit possible I was so careless as that " (and she sat down the big pan of water she

ed, | Reuben,

possi
and he reached forth his hand, and Reuben
druwed the shining thing into it,

“Well I declare. What a careless fellow
I am getting tobe ! Good for you, my bu{.
If it fallen into some hands, I should

never have seen it again. Slpuuk what is
the matter with you to-night! You are
worse than usual ! Do go then, if you are
in such a hurry.” And Spunk went, leav-
ing Reuben standing, staring at him, e
stood perfectly still for a minute or more
gazm%nher the ")‘il’;s horse. Then once
more he spoke o the Trotties,

“Well, there is one thing I would like to
know, and that is, who is going to pay us
for standing out there in the smow and
holding that horse for ten whole minutes I

Nobody answered him, and he turned and
walked gravely, and somewhat slowly
towards home.

Caarrer IV,
ANOTHER DISAPPOINTMENT,

Beth flattened her nose against the
window pane, and watched for Reuben
until it grew so dark that she could not tell
one person from another ; then she wander-
ed around the room, occasionally opening
the door and peering out, letting in a great
rush of cold air, and saying every few
minutes, “ Mother what do you suppose has
become of Reuben 1 Mother had but little
to say, but was almost as glad as Beth was,
when at last they heard his step.

“Why, where in the world!” began
wth; but her mother interrupted ﬁn
“Why, Reuben, my boy, how cold and tired

vou look! Where have you been ?”

“J've been to the end of the world, or
the end of the city, or most to the end of
North street, anyhow ;" and he sat down
wearily in a chair,and put “ Trotties” on the
stove-hearth, “Those fellows are tired,
you better believe,” he said, looking kindly

|
|

|go to school, bu* the world looked very dark | was an old-fashioned one, looking small and buried her face in a pi
[to him to.night. The old year was almost |enough now by the side of many larger | pray

?

was carrying, on a chair, and stood and
looked at him. “When did they do that 7"

“ Just now, a man took heraway less than
an hour ago. Mr. Baker said it was a kind
of nuisance to keep a cow in the city, any-
how, and she didn't give as much milk as
she ought to, and boys were always bother-
ing him about being late,~wasn’t that mean,
mother? 1 haven't been late but twice
since 1 took care of her, and the long and
short of it is she’s gone i”

“Oh dear ! said Mrs Stone, again ; and
ihe loss of that quart of milk a day, was a
great deal to her ; she didn't see how they
were goin et along without it. As for
Beth, she felt aliaost guilty ; hadn't she, that
;:r{y afternoon, almost wished that they

w't a quart of milk a day? Well, she
had her wish for once, Reuben presently
came over to where the pan of water sat.
“What do you want to do with this,mother?”
he asked, and on being told, he v ent to the
back door and pitched it out into the dark-
ness. It was natural for him to save his
mother’s steps, I think he was more care.
ful about that than Beth was. The work
was all done, now, and they got around the
little stand,—this little family,~much
ﬁ:nver than usual. Reuben brought his

ok and slate, and tried to interest himself
|in an example in arithmetic, His mother
encouraged him to try and keep on with his
lessons, in the hope that some An_v he could

or, | GODE and the coal was almost gone, and

Doreas was quite gone.

“ Come, children,” Mrs, Stone said, after
the ciphering and studying had gone on for
some time in silence, “the fire 1s real low ;
it is time we were in bed. I'll just step in

|and see if Mother Perkinsis comfortable for|ing
|the night, and then we’ll go.” “Mother | bit of news that she had treasured up for [looked around her, every girl

Perkins” was an old and feeble woman,

about the coal
to have had mother had some real tea. I

of no account, by the way it smells ; I smell
the tea every once in awhile, when I go to
Redwood to take the milk you know, My !
how it smells.”
“You won't smell it say more,” said
shaking his head sorrowfully
“How he could &0 and sell that cow is more
than I can think.” * The folks at Redwood
will be sorry, t0o,” said Beth ; “ they liked
that milk so much, The baby used to be
out in the kitchen with his silver cup wait-

this, mother and Reuben had to laugh ; so [uot yet planned to his satisfaction ; but |If she could enly slip away to her room
when a fellow was of age, he arg d, of
said Reuben, as soon as | course he could get money.

before the others, and have a few minutes
ququu-l' But there was no use in trying

“Oh, Idon’t zare,” said Beth, quickly ; [for that; the moment the bell rang they
“not about myself, you know. I'm wny,'veru all expected to troop to their rooms.
and I should like first rate |If the truth must be told, Sophie Baker felt

| little bit like s coward. She did not mind

know bers that she has once in awhile, is|brushing out her lovely hair before the

|girls, nor gettiug out her pun{ dressing
|ease, and using her ivory-handled tooth-
brush, nor even putting on her dainty night-
| dress with it dnhul.eﬁm trimmings ; the
| thing that she did not want to do was to
kneel down before those girls to pray, She
knew that these were girls who never did
this ; she heard Mollie Andrews only a few
d‘{l before she left home laughing about a

irl in school who kept up her “baby”

abits, and always “ said her prayers” before

i forhme to enm'o..lndhc would j ast shout |she went to bed. Mollie Aud:ow < had been
i “‘?I. v:::t' mn::e very much difference to :):130 n‘rﬂllmn:l:::l m\z':):to wy:::; ;)e“.lk::e';
!,‘h{el;lk," &ub«n said, Hlll:in,l his he?d ;| Sophie was the youngest of all the girht,llnd
olks thave got as much money as they |could not bear to be laughed at, and she
have, it don’t matter when a man sells hi)u | “most knew,” she said to cuell,',lhxl none
cow, they can just go to another man and |of those girls prayed. Yet she had never in
;uke otut their l_»lukckerl-lmoku and nt:_\-, ¢ l:cre i herhlifc :;n;]e to sle n‘illmfutdprnying, and
want some milk of you eve ay ; how |it shock er to think o oing 80,
much is to pay ' Or, if it czna to lhn,'wune she wouldn’t ; but couldu": she slip
they can up and buy a cow,—two of them |into bed, cover her head closely, and pray
if they want to,—just as easy as they can |as well as she could on her knees? This is
turn their hll‘ld over. [ tell you what it is, | what she asked herself with a beating heart,
Beth, when I'm of nfe, money is one of th:| while the girls buzzed around her, busy
things I'm going to have !” with a last glance at their next day’s lessons.
“How are yor going * Sophie had been ver{ carefully taught ; she
pr,c;lul ?l?l?‘. i 1 . rlkm:w if she wereidsic and ulyluldl not kneel
* Yes, that's the question ; that pa.t of down, God would be as we eased with
it i‘u'td,ecidmlyet;l‘fuuhen,yuu knu}\)v‘, I've‘he)r pn;er i: bed, a he vul\:ld on her
guthn go‘od wlurler to th‘i‘\nkbit over.” And,‘kneea. But how about creeping into bed
with a gleam of fun in his bright dark e and praying because she was ashamed to
Reaben arose, walked to t‘ni mantel {m{hgvepulgerfuee her 1—It made her cheeks
r;:?:‘:i:il;(;dlg‘}:t ;hle cln.d‘?f -_lam‘lle vhich | gh..;v t;.l thtiu: 1{2&1 “ .I.vlll ?,e:']“id“ i]k‘;' the
e way to bis “ suite of rooms.” | said at last, decic shall kneel down
This is what he always called them when he |and pray as usual, e\?:n if they all laugh and
felt gay, in imitation of a lady for whom | poke fun at me.” After that she felt hap-
his mother sewed, and who was fond of |per, it was so comfortable to know just
describing to her sewing woman her gnndi what she was going to do.
house in the country. Reuben’s “suite of| It took her longer to brush her hair than
rooms” had evidently been once a large old- |usual that evening, and the merry voices
fashioned pantry, in two compartments, |around herdid not quiet the beating of her
{with a sliding door between, The house|heart, but at last she -lmpﬁnud on her knees
low, and tried to
It was very still all about ; the girls
‘i)mlm that I‘ml n]ul-ung 'u]» a;uumll it ; still i; might be planning some fun, but they di'hl
iad once been thought of good size, and |it quietly. A sweet sense of being wit
‘wverll”fn;mlv]i- ln'enll in it ,lwi ! Bat lhcy‘Jemlu stole into Sophie's heart, nndhwhen
were all famileis who could afford but one |she arose the loud beating, which it had
er'm;‘l aj iium]'{ |i‘r(, l‘;{“m vlelry l\;lul:usl, lw:.1nlmmtlneemml to her the rest could hear,
4 e ghted his eandle, Beth, watch- | was still.
|ing the process, was suddenly reminded of | But why were the others so (]‘uiel !

get it 7 asked

She
was on her
| Reuben,

knees. One by one they arose quietly, with

who lived all alone in one room of the| “Thesout’ room is rented, Reuben.” |no air about them of having done anything
| house, and sometimes was unable to leave| “Is it 1" the boy asked, turning around |strange or unusual ; they kissed one another
| her bed for days together, and had vo wait | with an interested face ; the pleasantest room lguunl-u\ ht, their voices just as happy as
| for chance callers to give her something to ; in the house, with two large windows in it ; | before, but a little quieter, and very soon
p|eat. Mrs Stone had taken her under her |standing vacant now for several weeks, |the light was out, and they were all resting

special care for the last few days, and ".ng‘hocallw no one came that way who could on their pillows. “I have much people in

down to them ; then, with Beth fluttoring
around him, and Mrs. Stone taking last
stitches in the shirt she was trying to finish
before supper, he told his story.

“Well! {nevsr,-—nn,n»\'arinlllm life
said Beth, in great indignation, when he

stopped for breath; “and so you had all
that tramp and didn’t get a cent !”

“Not a cent,” said Reuben,dolefully ; he
was too tired to be cheerful,

“ Never mind,” said the pati X
“1 daresay he was so astonished that he
forgot it.”

“Forgot it 1" repeated Beth ; “ more like
he wanted to save his money.
is just the meanest man 1 ever heard of.

I bope I’ll meet him and his old brown|had more than two dozen plaus.
horse some day, and I'll stop him to tell | I'd done half with it that T
' it would have been just a wonderful quarter, | 91¢ lKes. i

S!u Ket‘JI.I*l wish you could have seen it! The|

|nicest chair, covered all over with bright |

him s0,”

“He looked like a mice man,” said|You see, in the first place, I wante
Reuben, who eouldn’t quite make up his|some coal, a whole bushel at once ; we are
mind to keep still and let Spunk’s master |dreadfully low on coal, I don’t how [ am

every night to see that she was made as
comfortable as the dreary room would

| admit.

Reuben and Beth, thas left to themselves,

ent mother, | Stared at the dying coalsin silence for a few

minutes, then Beth said, —
“What would you have bought with that
quarter, s’posing it had been a quarter, and

I think he | had belonged to you 1"

“Well,” said Reuben, meditatively, “I
1 guess if
thought about,

‘amml to pay for the sunshine that streamed | this city,” It was part of a verse Sophie
in at those two south windows. You would |had learned not long before, and it kept
| be surprised to know how much difference |floating in her mind as she went to sleep.
that made in the rent. Reuben and Beth| Perhaps the Lord Jesus had “ Much peo-
did not believe that sunshine was free ; they | ple” in that school where she had foolishl
| had &mll reasons for knowing the eontrary. |imagined herself the only one who prayed.
“Who's ‘aken it 1" | She did not feel lonely any more, aund it
“A woman ; kind of old, and not so very [seemed to her very silly to have been afraid
old either. She’s got grey heir, and she|to pray. What ‘if she jumped into bed
is tall and. straight, and her face looks sort | without it, and all the others had knelt?
|of mice; mot pretty, and not exactly|How ashamed she would have felt | —Pansy
| pleasant as I know of, but the kind of face |in S. 5. Messenger.

Anyhow, I like her chair; I|

queer-looking stuff ; it couldn’t have been

» i i ing o calico ; I never saw any calico like that—
be abused; “and I don’t believe it was going to rake and scrape enough together | y .
1,',.‘»,“:.:“ was mean, or else he would'nt | to do till Saturday ; then I wanted to get o |and it was so pretty. Reuben, it would be

have given me & quarter in the first place ; | quarter of a pound of real good tea for

I never knew a boy to get more than a dime
for holding & horse, and most alwdys it is
only five cents ; that makes me t ink, T
ot five cents for taking care of Mr. Anson's
horse awhile this morning ; and he dived
his band into his pockets, brought out the
lonesome five-cent piece, and with a queer
little smile handed it to his mother.

“It is every cent that ‘the man of the
house’ has earned to-day,” he said, sadly.

“S'posing he had spent that for a cigar,
nmmr of bringing it to his mother !"" sai
Mrs, Stone, soothingly. “I know boys
who never bring their mothers even five
cents.”

“Huomph ! said Beth ; but whether it
was at the thought of the cigar, or Spunk’s
master, or what, she didn’t say, Then they
sat down to supper, ‘““There's one

comfort,” Beth said, “it hasu’t gone and!she would like. ~Just how he wis going t0 |to her, aud two of them Iaugh:

{his mother, and he paid ninety cents a|

mother, “It is regular hay stuff that she
drinks now ; I know by the way the clerk
sneers at it as he doesitup, and it is cheaper
by pretty neara dollar on the pound than
the real tea. Joe Bradley bought a pound
of the real tea for a Christmas present for

pound ! What do you think of m
“My!” said Beth, impressively. She
knew how much a pound her mother’s tea

was,

“ Well, then there was two or three thin
Tkind o'wanted to get for you ; I shan’t tell
{ou what they were, cause its no ways likely

shall get around to them now, till I'm of
qt."' euben had always believed that
when he was of age, something wonderful
would happen by which he could do for

80 nice if we could get mother a chair like
that for u Christmas present.”

“8o it would be to get her a house, anda
barn and a cow,” “said Reuben, good
humoredly, *“And about as easy, for all 1
see. Well, Beth, T must put the trotties »n
for the night,” And he took his bi’ ot
lighted candle, and went off to his clo’ aes-

(To be continued )
—_———

v SOMETHING TO DECIDE.

She wasn't home.sick, at least not exactly,
though it was her first day et school, but
she was thinking. It was almost bed-time,
aud she dreaded it. For the first time in
her life she must get horself ready for hed

Beth some ofthe many things that he knew

in a room with three other girl‘:i strangers
and chat-

P a—

Exouis# Murriys,—One quart of flour ;
one tea-spoonful of salt; one-third of a
|cake of compressed yeast ; one-third of a
{eupful of liguid yeast; one cupful and a
half of water. Have the water blood-warm.
Dissolve the yeast in one-third of a cupful
of cold water. Add it and the salt to the
warm water, and gradually stir it into the
flour. Beat the dough thoroughly ; cover,
and let it rise in a warm place until it is
spongy (about five hours). Sprinkle the
‘read-board with flour, Shape the dough
into balls aboat twice the size of an egg, and
drop them on the floured board. en all
the dough has been shaped, roll the balls
into cakes about one-third of an inch thick.
Lay these on a warm griddle, which has
been lightly greased, and put the griddle on
the back of the stove, where there is not
much heat. When the cakes have risen a
little, draw the griddle forward and cook
them slowly, turning often to keep the flat
shape. It will take about twenty minutes
|for them to rise on the griddle, and fifteen
‘tacook. Tear themi dpart butter them and
‘PA‘I'\'C.




