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Wiaitten for L1 CARADA I"RKSUYTPRIAN,
SABBATH SUNSET ON LAKE
ROSSEAU.

BY WAL, 1. MURRAY.

Long miles of peasly lake, a softest breath
That scarce the sleeping waters trembleth,

Or noiseless stirreth in the poplar bough.
Curving island shores all mirrored now ;

In dual loveliness the sombre pines,

‘I'he pleaming birchen stem, and tangled vines,
And slopes of motsv stone.  The sun a® rest,

A polden splendor hilling all the West,

And tobing mere and bank and lonely height
With the glory of celestial light.

Then dieamy crimson shores in purple seas ;

A Sabbath stitlness; thoughts of low-bent knees,
Of mcen that worship, haloed saints that sing,
And bruised prophets grandly entering in.

THE POINT O VIEW.

*There they are, Ephraim! Isee Ma-
tilda’s purple boonet. How that locomotive
does screech! I'm afraid the colts won't
stand 1t. This way, Abigail ! Hurry in, Ma-
tilda ' These colts are restless.’

Ephraim Grant's sisters, Miss Matlda
and Miss Abigail, were proceediog to obey
the injunctions of their sister-in-law when a
lad with a great flourish of whip, and many
urgent “'get ups” drove up to the litile
railway station.

¢ Why, there's Jim! exclaimed Miss
Abigail. ‘Now Epbraim we’ll go right on
home.’

¢ You can speak for yourself,” said Miss
Matitda. *I'm gowg to stay at Ephraim's
allnight. I never was so shaken up in my
life ; that's a dreadfully rough road we've
just come over.’

* Now I was glad of the shaking,’ laugh-
ed Miss Abigail. ‘I had eaten such a hearty
dipner, and shaking is good for rheumatism,
Matilda.'

¢ It's very easy to see the silver lining to
somebody else’s cloud,’ retorted Miss Ma-
tilda, “and it's downright irritating in you,
Abigail, 1o be always glad when other folks
are sorry. Guess that woman with tke sick
bady didn’t hke the rough road much better
than I did ¥

* Good-bye,’ called her sister from the
old phaeton. *Pieasant pight to you, Ma-
tilda.’

¢ Pleasant night indeed I’ repeated Miss
Matilda, who had finally setiled herself in
the wagon. ‘Now if that isn't like Abigaii
and nobody clse! When she koows that
my head’s aching 1o split, and that 1've got
rheumatism so that I can fairly hear my
knees squeak when 1 beod them, aod that
I'm just done out with all the tal<ng I've
lived tbrough this last week. What'sthe
matter with you, Epbraim? You haven't
opened your mouth siace we got off the
traio.

*Ob, I was just waiting for my turs,’ te
plied Ephraim slowly. ‘ There’s nothing
1'd hke hetter than to hear about my boy
and his family.

*Well,' began Miss Matilda, “in the
first place, jost as 1 to0ld you before we start-
ed, it would have been agti- .. deal belter
for you and Sarah Jane 1o have gone there
instead of sanding Abigail and me to visr
them. They don’t ‘cel pleasant aboot i,
I'm sure. They said "twas two years since
you had been there.”

* But they know why,’ said her brother.
¢ What with scarlet fever, asd measles and
every other catching disease last year, and
all the trooble I've bad getting help on the
tarm this year, and Sarah Jaoe sotaken vp
with her sick old mother, a3d—"

*That*-n'ta bit like Joe!' interrupled
Mrs. Grant indigoantly. * If be does {2el so,
Lucy must bave pat him up to it

! Likely eoough,’ replied Miss Matilda.

*Poor Jee! He's got lots of burdens
and he used to be sucha jolly boy! He
looks older, I tell you, and he'sgetting gray,
and wrinkles on the {orehead aod around
theeses. Lucy—Oh well, you always say
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that I look on the daik side. Maybe I do.
[ hope so, I'm sure.' .

*Ob, don’t be so aggravating, Matilda ¥’
cried Mrs. Grant,

‘Well,' began Miss Matilda again, ¢if
you will bave it nobody cao blame me, I'm
sure. Lucy's a city woman, with city ways
and brioging up, and she's no maoager.’

‘ How is poor Lucy ?* inquired Epbraim,
kindly. ‘I always liked Lucy.’

* Well, that accident to her koee is turn-
iog out bad enough. She is lame for life;
bas to wear a machine to keep the bones io
place, and it weighs five pounds. I guess it
makes her about sick most of the time. Joe
has a helpless wife on his hands for the rest
of his life. She can’t get about much, and
that reminds me of another thing. She
stays home from church because sheisn’t
comfortable in the pew, and so Joe bas to
go alone with the children, and naturally the
next thing we'll hear will by that he doesn't
go either. And talking of the childrey, they
set the broom on fire in the parlor grate one
day and then ran out with 1t all ablaze and
laid it on the sittiog-room sofa. IfI badn't
been there that whole house would have
been in flames. And if you'd believe it,
those children weren’t punished ooe bit
Lucy just took them ioto the bedroom and
talked with them a little, and when she told
Joe about it she actually laughed! Oh!
those children are comiog up in a sad way-
1 must tell you another thing they used to
do. The gate-posts are high and bollow,
and it was a favorite’amusement to climb up
and iake oft the top of the post and then
drop the kitten in clear Jowa to the bottom.
Toen they'd let down a rope for her to come
up oo, and they really trained that poor
beast to be drawn up on thatrope. They
called it ““rescuicg the perishing.” There
was nothing under heaven that they dido't
do with that cat, and her tail wasn'tits
natural size while I was there)

¢Oh dear!’ sighed Mrs. Grant. “Itis
really dreadful to thiok of the children run-
ning wild like that, and allowed to be cruel
too !’

*Lucy means well,’ continued Matilda,
‘but she’s queer, not a bit like our folks.
Now she dossn't maoage right, she keeps
two girls.’

‘Two girls !’ interrupted her sister-in-
law.

*Yes, two girls. Of course being lame
and in the city she'd paturally bave one.
But instead of doiog the plain sewing and
mending she keeps a girl to help with the
room-work and chbildren and do that sewing,
while she sits dabbling with pants. She
said something once about selling the pic-
tures, but our Lucinda Harris paints far
better, and you kaow Lucinda tried to sell
hers and couldnt. And 1 koow Joe's busi-
ness wornies him sometimes, and thathe
bas hard work to make both ends meet.'

‘Dear me ! sighed Mrs. Grant. ‘I'm
afraid thipgs are 1o a bad way there, Epb-
raim. I guess we'll jast have to go there
and see for ourselves.’

*Not to-night,’
calmly.

¢“Here we are at last.
Briog a lantern ¥

‘I'm going straight to bed,’ said Miss
Matilda, as soon as she entered the hoaose.
¢ I'm actoally too tired to speak. i hope
haveo't said aoythiog to worry you. Very
likely you Laven't takea itas ! mecantit.
1'd rather oot bave said a word, but you
would bave it.’

Ephraim Gract and bis wife retired late
that evenming, and poor Mrs. Grant had a
restless, oncomfortable night. She arose
the next mormag feeliog sull more distress-
ed io miod, and firmly resolved to take the
first opportonity to visit the disordered
bousebold of her son.

t've bad a dreadfa! night, Ephraim,’
she said, almost crying. *T1 dieamed that
all the cats on Joe's place (aad there were
dozens of them too) bad broken their kaees
and were all going aboaot like kaogaroos,
and Lucy had jammed both childven into

replied Mr. Graant,

Hullo, Frank !
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the gate-post, and put the top on tight, and
then set fire to it

' When we get the chores done up we'll
drive over to see Abigail,’ said her husband.
*You'll find things aren’t as bad asyou
thivk. Matilda’s going to spend the day
with Jane Loomis, so we'll have Abigailto
ourselves.’

f Things may not be so bad, but Matilda
never made that all up, Epbraim. There
couldn’t be so much smoke without some
fire! .

But Epbraim only whistled softly and
went out to f2ed the calves.

I

There was an odd smile on Miss Abi-
gail's face when her brother Ephraim and
his wife entered her kitchen that morniog.

¢ So glad to see you ' she cried. ¢ Some-
how I was expecting you. So Matilda has
gone to see [ane, has she ? Take oft your
thiogs and sit down by the stove. [ sup-
pose Matilda bhas told you all about her
visit, and perhaps 1 shall be *bringiog coals
to Newcastle” if I tell my story, but I had
sucha lovely time that I'm afraid I can’t
keep still. It's such a bappy home, Eph-
raim! ‘'Twould do you and Sarab Jane
good to see it, and I do wish yoa could go.
Aud they wish so, too ; they sent a thous-
and loving messages to you both, 1've been
in some places where the folks seemed to
turn all their blessings iato worries, but it
seems as if a trouble couldn’t be a trouble
loog after it got into Joe’s house, for before
it knows what has bappened, it has become
a blessing instead.’

¢*Now that's good! said her brother,
heartily.

* But Matilda says Joe iso’t jolly aoy
more, and that he is growing old. She sags
he is gray aod wrinkled too,’ said Mrs.
Graot.

¢ Epbraim was as gray as a rat wheo he
was thirty (ves, he was Sarah Jauve), and
Joe's thurty-ive. Aand Ephraim aad Joe
both bave tke same trick of smiling upto
their eye brows and making wrinkles doing
it. As for his being jolly, he is something
better now, Sarab Jaon.

*Matilda says he carries some heavy bur-
deas,’ continued Mrs. Grant, in a despond-
ent tone.

¢ Most of us do if we live long eoongh,
and don't issist on slippiog them off our owa
back ontosomebody else's,’ replied Miss
Abigail.

¢ He's gota belpless wife,' said Mrs.
Grant mournfully. ¢ She's of no use what-
ever in the family that 1 can see.’

* Did Matilda say that ' inquired Mss
Abigail. *Now, see here, Sarab Jaue, Joe's
your ooly soo. When he was a youngster
you thought he ought to bave everything be
wanted, and as far as you could, you gave it
to bim, and you kept right on that way as
loog as vou had him athome, Itisootural
enough that you shonldo't want angthing to
cross him now, bat, bless yoa! if Joe isgong
to have the joys and comforts of marned
life he is bound to bave the cares and bur-
denstoo. I suppose yoo would like to cover
bis path with roses, bat if you did there'd be
some thorns amopg them, and joe would
prick histoss. Mrs. Ames, Lacy'’s mather,
feels just the same aboot Lucy.’

*I'm beart-sorry for poor Lucy,’ said
Epbraim.

*You needn’t pity Lucy,” replied Miss
Abigail. ¢She’s a happy woman, with a
busband who adores her, and those loving
children. Yes, I know there is a little grave
under the old elm tree, bat Joe and Lucy say
it has brougbt heaven acarer. Taey have
bad sickness, bat there are worse troubles
than that. Moaey is a (little short some-
times, bot they manage to live very comfort-
ably. Joe going to give up bis religion and
stop goiag to church 1 Joe says Lacy's life
is the best sermon be cver had, and besides
Lucy s goiog to church herself next Sanday
for the first time. She will go right along
now, I presume.

*I'm sure I'm wonderfally relieved that
you look at everything this way,” sald Mrs.
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Grant, ‘but why does Lucy keep twa gitls
and amuse herself with painting instead of
doing her sewing ?'

¢ Lucy found it was much cheaper to
keep the girl than to do the work herself)*
said Miss Abigail. ¢ Lucy setsagood price
for her pictures, sells all she can doto one
store-keeper there. She paints all sorts of
things, calendars, dinder-cards, cbina, and
so on. She wants to tell Matilda all about
it, but Matilda was dowaright spiteful, got
mad any time she heard or saw painting,
and she hurt Lucy’s feelings very much.
Then Lucy helps Joe a great deal with bus
accounts.’ )

¢ Matilda doesn't seem very much pleas.
ed with the childreo,’ said Ephraim.

¢ Those children are the dearest, bright.
est little things I ever koew !’ cried Miss
Abigail.

¢ Dreadfully mischievous, I should say,’
remarked Mrs. Graat, © and not well brought
up.’

¢ Epbraim,’ said Miss Abigail, bursting
into a hearty laugb, ‘do you remember the
time we were haviog protracted meetiogs,
and there was aneigborhood prayer-meat-
ing at your house, and Joe sawed the fore.
legs off thetwo easy-chairs, and then fitted
them peatly together? Deacon Potter sat
dowa first in one of them. He was a quiet,
steady little mao, and the chair held up all
right. Then Mrs. Bond came in (she
weighed a hundred and seveaty-five pounds)
and sat down puffiog and pantlng, witba
kind of bounce, intheotherarmchair. Dowa
she came, and Deacon Potter gave a great
start, and down bhe came too, and being a
thin little creature he broke his collar bone,
and you had to pay all the doctors' bills,
Ephraim, for he was a sort of skinflint and
lnsisted opit. I suppose Matilda toid aboat
the broom. Well, those children really bad
a notion of helping by brashing down the
soot, aud they werc “urrying out to the
Ritchen with the broom when Matildi: “riek-
ed at them and scared them so that they
dropped itlon the sofa and ran.’

¢ Well, Sarah Jane,” said- her husband
slowly, rising from his chair, ¢ I rather goess
we've not what we came for, and we might
as well be starting for home.'

Sarah Jaoesat very silent oa the way to
the old farmhouse, and Epbraim felt en-
couraged to talk a little himself.

‘It all depends on what they call the
point of view,’ he s2id thoughttully, ¢ Now,

here's our place. Inthe summer whep
take the front road I think there was never
aoything neater and prettier than the old
farmhouse with its coat ol white aad green.
Whatwiththe orchard on the upjside and the
orchard on the down side, and the trees on
each side of the house, and your bigh tre)-

hises all covered with grape vines, Icapn't
see more than a glimmer of the barn back
of the hoase. The grass in front looks so
fresh and green, and the posy beds areso
cheerful, and the vioes over the porch make
everything seem so cool and shady, that
think there uever was such a place. Bat
when Itake the back road there isn't oot

1d shed that I can't see wayup the road,
and while L fry to keep things up astidyasi
cap, there's no deaying that the viewisno-
where near as handsome. Abigail always
takes the front road when she comes here,
and she's always talking about your gerao-
ium, or your viaes, orsome fixing or other.
Now Matilda takes tothat back roadas
natural as a dock to water.  1f she has con-
trol of the reins she always comes driviog
in at our back gate, and she's sureto find
out tkat the chicken-house needs painting,
or the pig-sty smells, or the glass is broken
in the baro windows, or the milk pails ot
on the beach are getting rosty. It’s all my
place, front and back, bot most thicgs
life have the two sidesto 'em, and why
on earth don't folks ckoose the point where
they'll get the prettiest view "—Susar Cur-
2is Redfield, in Tke Tnferior.

A cablegram annoooces the deatb ia
Africa of Dr. Gezurge steel, ono of the madi
cal missionaries of the Free Church in the
Dark continent, after five years' laboanr.




