THE GOLDEN GRAIN.

VHE grain! the grain! the beautiful

“B gran!

[Ow it laughs to the breezo with a glad
refsain, . .

Blessing the famishing carth in her pain,

Makiog her smi e with glee.

4

Lifting in praise each bright, golden crown,

As it drinks the dew the fathor sonds down,

Conrting the suu’s warm, lover-like [rown,
Returning it smilingly,

Tho grain! the grain! the heautifal sheaves!

A song of joy their rustling weaves,

For the gracious gift that tho carth receives,
Given most royally,

From every hill-side, every plain,

Comes the father's song as he reaps the grain;

And tho geutle breeze wafts on the strain,
it wildest hanaony.

He pours o'er the earth his brimming horn,
That the valleys may laugh and sing with

corn,
While hope, with her death.trance, rises
now-born,
The brighter days to sce.
FORTY DOLLARS FOR FOUR
TEETH.
A REAL INCIDENT.
gLSIE!"
“Yes, papa,” and the child
@ dashed away her tears and
gprang to the bed where her father lay
baondaged and helpless.

That day an explosion had happened
in the mill where he worked, and he
was hadly burt.

“Watar,” he said fecbly.

She gave it to him and he went on

_apeaking.

“Where's the money, Elsio?”

“Here, paps,” putting her hund on
the bosom of her dress.

“'Ibat's right. Take good care of it.
God only knows when we shall have
any more. Poor child! he added
fondly.

“Not a bit of it,” she answered gaily,
“You'll be at home ull the time now
aud we'll have such & good time to-
gether."

Her father gave ler a loving smile,
and closed his eyes wearily. Elsie
began to stroke his hand, and he soon
fell into an uneasy slumber.

The two were ull in all to each
other. They came from England and
had been in America but a few
months, Elsioc was a plin, delicate
girl of thirtean, but her father called
ber his dove of comfort, and now she
was proving her right to the name.
She tended him every day and night,
with a cheery, skillful patience that
made everybody love her.

But the weeks went by, the money
was spent, aud still he lay on the bed.
‘The wolf was at the door. How could
they keep him out?

Then it was her father said: “Elsie,
whore aro the silver spoons$”

“In mamma’s little trunk, with the
ring and locket,” she answered.

“You must get them out and carry
them to Mr. Black.”

““Oh, papa,no! It's all the silver we
have, and mamma thought overything
of them,” she cried impulsively.

The xick man made no auswer, but
be put his hands over his eyes, and

soon Elsie saw the tears steal slowly'

through his fingers.

“Papa, dear papa! T did'nt mean it |

How cruel of mel” she excluimed,

“Bofore long - slow wnd sure, you
know,” she answered brightly, and in
a few minutes set out on her first visit
to tho puwnbivker.  But it was not
her Iast. Tune and agoi. she went,
till every possible thing lad been
carried ; and meantime she way  Jearn.
ing cheerfully to bear hunger and cold
for “papa’s sake.”

Lle, too, poor man, must sece his dar-
ling grow hollow-checked and big-eyed,
with no power to save her.  What
could they do but lie down together
and diet

As Llsio went home from her last
visit to the pawnbroker, sho stopped at
a grocery to buy n littlo coal, and,
whilo sho waited for other customers,
she looked listlessly at tho smorning
paper lying on ‘he counter. As she
did so, these words caught her eyo;

Wanted—Four perfect front tecth,
for which I willgive forty dollars.
Cias. Dow, Dentist,
No. § K street.

The poor little faco flushed searlet
with a sudden hope. “Perhaps he
would tuke mine,” she thought; *“Mo-
ther Savage said yesterday she won-
derved how such s howely cnild came to
have such handsome tecth.”

“Forty dollws,” “Forty dollars,”
kept saying itself over in her bruin,
and when the shopman turned to wait
on her she wus gone. A few wminutes
after, she stood in the dentist's oflice.

Please, will you see if my teeth are
good enough to buy 1" sho asked tim-
idly.

‘Tho doctor v as engaged in a delicato
operation, but he stopped to give the
teeth a hurried examination.

“How beautiful! They are just
what I want, Come (o morrow,” he
suid, going back to his work.

The rest of the day Elsie's father
thought her wonderfully gay, but he
could not think why, for she said
nothing of her plan, about which she
began to lose courage when the first ex-
citement of it subsided, Hard things
look easier in the morning than they do
at night; andas she sat in the twilight,
studying berself in a bit of looking-
aluss, she thought sorrowfully; *“Ishall
bo homelier than ever when they are
gone; but then how silly of me to care
about that, Papa will love me just the
same. Butit will hurt so to have them
out,” she went on thinking, and cvery
nerve in her body quivered at the pros-
pece.  “If it wasn't for the rent, and
the medicine for papa, and ever so
nmany other things—1I never could beg,
never. Yes, Elsie Benson, it’s got to
* 4 doue, if it kills you.”

The next morning she entered the
dentist’s offico by the mere force of will.
Her courage was all gone. Dr. Dow
was alone, and said “Good morning”
very kindly; but when he saw how she
trembled, he put her on the lounge,
and made her drink something that
quieted her. Then hesat down by her,
and said: “Now tell mo what your
name is, and why you want to scll
your teeth.”

e spoke 5o gently that at first Elsie
could only answer hius with tears, but

story, and his eyes were wet and bis
voice husky several times while sho

PLEASANT HOURS.

agwin,”

“Nover mind that,
there fan't kome better way out of thie
trouble,” he answered.

So, hand m hand, they went back to
the sick man; but 1 cannot tell yon
how happy and proud he was when the
doctor told him about Elsie, or how

going to a nice hospital, whero he soon
got well enough to work i the ductor’s
handsome grounds; while Elve,in her
pluce as nuke to tha doctor’s baby,
rolled it over tho gravel walks

So though Elsie kept her teeth, they
saved both bher and her futher from
poverty and distress. -V, Y. Obaerver.

THE HANDLE OF THE CIDER-
PRESS TIIAT WOULD NOT
TURN. S

4 U stood in the corner
of Jerry Mullins
provison-store, that
little cider band.
pres:, and at  tho
end of the handle
of tho crauk, oper
ating the presy,stond

pourcdapples,pickle-

’ sour, into the hopper
ot the press; day after day, Hunnibal
kept tho handle turning;, and day
after day, the cider gurgled down into
the pail catching it. _ How many puils
Jerry did sell !

it was just so with ITanuniba's face ; the
longer he twrned the handle, the more
sour he looked. As for Jerry’s face,

larger grew the stream of wmoney
flowing back into his drawer, all for
cider. The difference was that Jerry’s
conscience was tough as the outside
bark of an old onk; it did not feel,
Hannibal’s conscicnco wastender. He
was & temperance boy, and he hawd
to grind those old apples. One day hie

of black marble by the side of the
cider-press, and the handlo wus motion-
less also.

Mullins, who loved to hear the sound

into the pail below.

Hannibal was silent as an mummwy.

“What's the matter1’ shouted
Jerry.

«Jt won't turn,” answered Tfannibal
with a glum look.

“Won't turn?”’

#XNo, sah.”

wheel and catches it 1"
¢ No, sah.”
“ Rusty 1"’
¢ No, sah.”
¢ Does it need *iling 1’

emphatically.
It don't need 'iling, and no stone dar.

“1 ¢hall never have courge to come ' keep it till it hab a tang.

We'll gee 0t

gratefully he fell in with the plan of

“\What’s the matter?” asked Jerry !

‘1 3 o

Iy bory
i day, 1 heard wocane ob g child —-dunno
s pame-—who got hin hands on a
, muy ob cider that bad hwen a-warking
some time, and ke dmak 1t, and when
Che et fur to be uncasy, ho was
standin’ in a chur uear do winder,
and hee gab an unlucky hick out ob do

winder.  And, box, dis arm won't
i turnany longer.”
The Ditherto  sweet  Jorey  now

looke.d sour as the sour, wormy apples
(he hnd thrown anto the peess. He
wit i, mad clear down iuto his
boots, ---and ns Jerry's legs were long,
e wag mad a goad deal,—and he
raised bis foot to kick Hannibal.

“Ttome with yo! And here’s some-
thing to help tuke you home,” said
Jerry, raising his boot,

Hannibal waa nisible a8 o coon in n
corn-tield, nnd ho was out of the storve
in a minute,

“1 had rader hab a good conshens
dan ull do cider-presses in de world,”
he ghouted,

Looking ont of the door, Jerry saw
Hannibal standing on his head, to
express his satisfction at the stand ha
bad taken on his feet when by the
cider-press,

“Dar ! my granny told me not to

Hannibal Jonos. y stand on my head,  Dunno what fur [
Day afterday, Jerry | cun o, now I dun lost my place,” he

said, inverting himself.  Then he went
to talk tho situntion over with his
beloved granny ,who was an authority
in all neyghborncod matters.  Heo was
hurdly out of sight when a boy came
running into Jerry's store.  Jerry
hopel that it was a cunstomer, and one

Every day, though, that the ciderwas | wlo had u favorable interest in the
kept, it grew more wnd more sonr  And | ider ueation.

Ho had an interest,

| but nov a favorable one.

“ Won't you—won't you—"" said the
Loy, all out of breath, “please como—

that grow sweeter and sweeter the + up—to your daughter's 1"

“\Why 801 \What—whut is the
matter1”

“Her httle Jerry has fullen out of
the window.”

i “Out of the window 1’ said Jerry,
; grabbing his hat aud running after the

boy,

Tattle Jerry waus his pet. 'The house

stood motionless as a handsome statue | of 5 danghter was reached.

« O father . Jerry went out of the
| window, and thero beas in bed.  Thee
ductor sads 16 will besome time before
he 13 well.”

. i How did it happen 1"
of the cider gurgling from the press |

« i—he—drank somo cider, and
it made himn uns eady.”™

* Where did hoe get it

“ Some you seut up here, and it got
too strong for the lutle fedow,” ahe
said, hesttatingly,

« Humph ! mumbled Jorry.

He did what he couldd for the chill's
comfort, and returned to lus sture.

“Stone got anmywhere about "hcl'l'lu:n he atched the cuder-press into

the yard back of the store.

«Last of the seutf I will sell, and
Haunnibal sball come back to-might,”
declured Jerry.

s DBack came Hanmbal, to look as

| “No, no! dis won't turn,” and iswcet. asonco he hind lovked sour.”
Hannibal pointed at his arm very |

My arm ain’t rusty. | )y jic stopped the making of cider,— i

Jerry did not wil bis customers

 whether a swne had  unigged the

“Why, what is the matter? YourI wheel, or the wheel was rusty,,snd .

ljust now first-rate.”

« Something 'bout dat old cider-

at Iast he contrived to get all her sad | avm turned away at the grindstone | needed **umng." Xt is o fact, howser,

sgain.

that the wheel never turned

throwing her arms about him. “I'll
take them this minute, and when you
get well and earn money we'll have
them back again.”

“ When Iget welll T wonder when
that will be,” he said despairingly.

was telling it.

“You are a dear, brave child,” he
said when she finished. “Now I am
going with you to seo your futher.”

“But you'll take the teeth first,
won't youl” she asked imploringly.

3.

ress dat parllyzes my arm, and it
' Iv)von't turn.’!’)a d ? ’ —+¢ I~ pursving my themo Ishould
¢ Paralyzes it 1” like to cover more groucd, but "
“Yes, sah, People come bere, boss, | “ Buy shoos big enough for your feet,
and buy your cider, and nay, “no,and you'll do it!” wus the impudent
l tang to it."” Dey go home wid it, and | suggestion from the crowd.
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