.

HE (CANADIAN MUTE

Published to teach Printing to some Pupile of tho Institution for the Deat and Dumb, Bollevillo.

BELLEVILLE, NOVEMBER 15, 1901.

NO. 19.

INSTITUTION POR THE DEAP & DUNG

BELLEVILLE oMTARIC
CANADA.

Minister of the Governraent in Charge
HUN J B BTHMATTUN, Tonokro.
Government Inspector
DIt T ¥ CHAMBERLAIN, Toroxro

Officers of the lagtitullon s

K. MATIHRON, M A~ Superintendent,
WM. COCHRANE Bursar,

I D. QOLDSMITH, M. D PAysician
MI88 IBAUEL WALKKR Matrow

Teachers ;

D It Cot.muan, 3 A |3y J O TennLL
. Ds“‘:““" Teacher | \1ee 8 Txurzaron,
JaME O Datis, Is o, 3194 Sany Bews,
W, J. Cauraxti, illl!. RYLYIA Ln Dazas,
Gro. ¥ BTrw T, | 3189 GxOROLNA Linn
T ©. Yoanearza. {MTe9 ADA JaXrs

M J. Mappay, (Nowltor Tencher

Teowmhers of Arilcutalion
Miss 104 3 Jack, § M1sa CAROLINA O1nsoN.

Miss Many Beir, Teacher of Fency Work,
T. C. MYonax~rxn, Toather of Sloyd

Mtss I. N MertoiLys, Joun T 1tuxxs,
Qlerk and Typevcriter. Datruclor of Printing

Wi DovoLiss, .

; Wi NUReE,
Slnn&g“.pcr o A:Ma.'t! Master § ker.
0 G KnrH, CHas. ] Prrrin,
Supsrvisor of iloys, ate. Kugineer
Miss M. Drursxy, | goux pown,
Soamairesr, Sdpervierr
of Girla, ate. ”"‘"2"’“'"
Miss 8 MeNixes, D Cuxxinainaw,
Traimed Hospital Nurse) Jaster Daker
Jonx Mooxe,

Furmer axd Oardener
The object of the I'roviace in [oundingand
walntalolng this [natitulse {e Lo aTord elncation.
al awirantages toall the youth of the I'movioce,
WAO ure, on acecunt of deafnest, ¢slther partial vr
total, wnalle to receice imtrwction in the common
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At Thankeglving

1l to the hapyry testival
That evrowna the lngering fall

Apd brings Thavkegiviog lu{ wil‘:in

be dreatient month of all

Aud tLough the carth 15 eblil and Late,
It gloxy awept away

Tta garreret harvests helfped to uiake

A glad Thaokperipg bly

Wo grlevol to see Lhe dear birds go,
he flowers droop and die,

Apd when the follage fell to varth,
We conld not help Lut sigh

ADd yet--und yet nur hesrte can siog,
And many pleasures koow,

Apd brave chtrrantheniorws wili Dloom
Amid the {roet and snow

P'ezhape rome hopws have faded like
The =arly, fingile lowers,
And oi hate pasved forever by,
\vith sumer's vanished bocrs.
Perhaps so10e cherlched plans bave fallel,
Apd we have missad of good,
And mauy things have come to ns,
That wore Lot understood.

Yot atil] the balance weighoth down,
With Llestings gress and emall,
And the £ood (iver tenderly
Is watehing o'er vs ul),
‘Then let us pus our troubles by,
Forget our 1oas and care,
Qorwercles conot, and erown the day,
With gratefal pralse and prayer

=Litrtax Grey

\’ | \ {
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Night DBefore Thanksglving,

There was a sad heart in the low-
storied, dark little house that stood
humbly by the roadside under some
tafl clms.  Small as her house was,
old Mrs. Robbh found it too large for
herself alonc; she only necded the
kitchen and a tiny bedroom that led
out of it, and there stdl remained
the best coom and a bedroom, with
the low garret overhead.

There bad been a time, after she
was left alone, when Mrs, Robb
could lelp those who were poorer
thap herself.  She kept a cow, and
was strong cnough not only to do
a woman's work ingide her house
but almost a man’s work outside in
her picce of garden ground. At last
sichness nntf age had come hand in
hand, those two relentless enemies
of the.poor, and together they had
wasted her strength and substance.
She had always been looked up to
by her neighbors as being indepen-
dent, but now she was left, lame-
footed and lamie-handed, with a debt
to carry and her bare land, and the
house ill-provisioned to stand the
sicge of time,

For awhile she managed to get on,
but at last it began to be whispered
about that 1t was no use lor anyone
to be so proud ; it was easter for the
whole town to carc for her than a
few neighbors, and -Mrs. Robb had
Letter go to the poothouse before
winter, and be done with it, At
this terrible suggestion her brave
heart scened to stand still,

The people whom she cared for
most hnpl)cnc(l to be poor, and she
could no longer go into their house-
holds to trake herself of use. The
very clms everhead seemed to say
4 No," as they ygroaned in the late
autumn winds, and there was some:
thing appealing even to the strange
p:\sser-Ly i the look of the little
gray house, -with Mrs. Robb's pale,
worried face at the window.

Some onc has said that anniver.

L]

T

sarica are days to make other people
happy i, but sometimes, when they
come they seetn to be full of shadows,
and the power of giving joy to
others, that inalicnabfc nght which
ought to hghten the saddest heart,
the most indifferent sympathy,
sometimes even this scems to be
withdrawn,

So poor old Mary Ann Robb sat
at her window on the afternoon
before Thanksgiving and felt herself
poor and sorrowful indeed.  Across
the frozen road she looked eastward

‘over a great stretch of cold meadow

land, brown and windswept and
crossed. by icy ditches, It seemed
to her as if in all the troubles that
she had known and carrice” before
this, there had always beeh some
hope to hold, as if she had never
looked poverty full 1n the face and
seen its cold and pitiless look before.
She looked anxiously down the road,
with a horrible shrinking and dread
at the thoughl of being asked, out,
of pity, o join 1n some Thanksgiving
feast, but there was nobody comin
with gifts 1n hand. Once she ha
been full of love for such days,
whether at home or aboard, but
something had chilled her very heart
now, poor old woman. .

Her neatest neighbor .had been
foremost of those who wished her to
g0 to the town farm, he had said
more than once that it was the only
sensible thing, DBut John Mander
was waiting impaticntly to get her
tiny farm into his own hands; he
had advanced some money upon it
in her extreimty, and pretended that
there was still a debt, after he had
cleared her wood lot to pay Bimself
back. He would plow over the
graves in the ficld corner and fell the

reat clmis, and waited like a spider
or his poor prey. He had often
reproached her for being too gener-
ous to worthless people in the past
and coming to be a charge to others
now. Oh, if she could only dicin
her own house and not suffer. the
pain of homclessneses and depen-
dence !

It was just at sunset, and as she
looked out hopelessly across the
gray ficlds, there was a sudden
flcam of light far away on the low
ulls beyond, the clouds opened in
thewest andlet the sunshinethrough,
One lovely gleam shot swift as an
arrow and brightened a far cold hill-
side where it fell and at the same
moment a sudden gleam of hope
brightened the winter landscape of
her heart.

“ There was Johnny Harris,” smd
Mary Ann, softly. “Ile was a
soldier's son, left an orphan and
disiressed. Old John Mander scolded
but 1 couldn’t see the poor boy want.
I kept him that year after he got
hurt, spite o' what anybody said,
an' hic helped me what little he could.
He said | was the only mother he'd
ever had. *I'm .going ont West,
Mother Robb,’ says he, *1 shan't
conte back till I get rich,' an’ then
he'd look at mean’ laugh, sa pleasant
and boyish. He wa'n’t one that
liked to write, 1 don't think hic was
doin’ very well when [ heard—therc,
it's years agonow. Ialways thought
if he got sick or anything, [ should
have a good home for hims.  There's
wor Ezra Blake, the deaf one too-
mowon't have any pluce to come
to—="

The hght faded out of the doors,
and again Mrs. Robb's troubles stood
before her.  Yet it was not so dark
as 1t had been in her sad hieart,  She
still sat b{ the window, hoping now,
in spite of herself mstead of fearing:
and a curious feeling of nearness and
expectancy made her feel not so
much hght-hearted as light-headed.

*1 feel just as if somethin® was

oin' to happen,” she said. * Poor

fohnny Hartis, perhaps he's thinkin'
o' e, if he's alive.,”

It was dark now out of doors, and
there were tiny clicks against the
window, It was beginning to snow,
and the great elms creaked in the
rising wind overhead,

A dead limb of one of the old tices
bad fallen that autumn, and poor
fire-wood as it had been, it was Mrs.
Robl's own, and she had burnt it
most thankfully, There was only a
small armful left, but at feast she
could have the luxury of 2 fire. She
had a feeling that it ‘was her last
night at heme, and with strange
recklessness she began to fill the
stove as she used to do in better
days.

* It'll get me good an' warm,” she
said, still talking to herselt, as lonely

ople do, “an' I'll go to hed carly,

t's comin” on to storm.”

The snow clicked faster and faster
against the window and she sat
alone thinking in the dark.

“There’s lots o' folks 1 love,” she
said once, ** They'd be sorry 1 ain't
got nobody to come, an' no supper
the night afore Thanksgivin', f'm
dreadful glad they don't know."
And she drew a little nearer-to the
fire, and Jaid her head back drowsily
in the ol rocking chair.

It scemed only a moment before
tuere was a loud knocking, and
somebody lifted the latch of the door,
The firc skone bright through the
front of the old stove and made a
little light in the room, but Mary
Ann Robb waked up frightenced and
bewildered.

“\Who ‘s. there ¥ she called, as
she found her cratch and went to the
door. She was conscious of only
her one great fear,  * They've come
to take me to the poorhouse ! she
said, and burst into tears.

There was a tall man, not John:
Maader, who scemei to fill the
narrow doorway.,

“ Come, let me in,” he said gayly.
“It’s a cold night.  You didn’t ex.
pect me, did you, Mother Robb "

“Dear me! What is it ?* she
faltcred, stepping back as he came
in and dropping her erutch. v Be |
dreamin’? 1 was a dreanun’ about
—Oh, there! What was I a-sayin'?
"Tain't true! No!l 've mnade some
kind of a wmistake.”

Yes, and this was the nman who
kept the poor house, and she would

v withont complaint; they might
Eavc given her notice, but she must
not fret.

 Sit down, sir,” she sawd, turning
toward lim with touclung patience,
« You'll have togave mea httle time.
If 1'd been notsfied I wouldn't have
kept you waiting a minute this cold
night.”

It was not the k=cper. The man
by the door took onc step forward
and put his azin around her and

kissed her,
[Continueld on Loyt page.)



