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.sit1, B , flSUTE l'ON LAKA'
liOSSEA U.

Long miles <of jeaîly lalce. a foiîcsît ieath
TuaI scatce the sleping waters îrenîlleîl',
Or noisless ititteii in the pajlar bouOit.
CurvinR isiand shorces al iroied now
In dual lo'eiîuess thet.;ombre ;ineq.
T1he gleaning birciien stem. andi tantled vines,
Anud siopts cof moçsv siane. Tite suit a' test,
A golden s1iendor lillinc ail tihe\West,
And tohîng mere and tank and lonty hticght
Wt.h the glory of celestiai iîght.
Ttîlril litaisiy, crimson shoîres in purpie se-ts
A S211atli stiies; thouglits of iow-boni kices,
of lietn iliat worshiîp. itaiaed saints that sing.
And bruisel troplets grandly citcing in.

PHE POINT OF 'VIEI.

*Titere they are, Ephraim 1 I sec Ma-
tilda's purpie bonnet. Han that locomotive
dots screech I1l'ai afrail tht colts van':
stand it. Titis way, Abigail ! Hurry in, Ma-
tilla ! These colts are resthess.*

Ephraim Gan's sisters, Miss Matilda
and Miss Abîgail. wert proceedîug ta obey
thc injonctions ai thein sister-iu-lav irben a
lad mitit a great iiour'sh af wip. and many
urgent "'gel ups " drove uip ta tht lttie
railvay station.

« Wby, tbcre's Jim !' exciaimed Miss
Abigail. «'Nov Epitraim wmcii go igbt an
home.'

1'You can speak fan yourself,' salid Miss
Maitda. 1 'm goiug ta sîay at Epitraîm's
ail uight. I neyer was so shah-en up in my
life ; titat's a drcadfully rougit od w'vc
just came ave.'

1Nov I was gil a of te sbaking,' laugit-
cd Miss Abigail. 1'1 bal eaten sucit a hearty
dioner, anI sbaking is goal Ionrnieumatisin,
Matilda.'

' It's very easy ta sec the silven Iiing ta
somtebady elst's chaud,' retontd Miss Ma-
tilda, 'and it's downrigbt ritating in you,
Abigail, ta lte always gal 'hea altiter folks
are sarry. Guess tat wman mt tht sick
bady Iiln't lîke the rough road mucit betten
titan Id!'

1Goal-bye,' calied ber sister ron tht
oid phacton. 1'Pitasant night ta you, Ma-
tilda.'

1 Pleasant night indeed l' repeated Miss
Matilda, 'bo bail finaiy settled hersef in
the wagon. ' Nov if that isn't lîlce bgai
and nobodp cisc! Wien she kuows taI
my head's aciing ta sit, ald that I've gaI
rbeumatism go titat 1 can fairiy bear my
kues squeak wvit t ndtem, unId tai
im just dcne ont îtb ai tht taicsn Ivc v
livel îbroughIb iis last eek . What s the
malter mt you, Epitraîtu ru baven t
apened your mout since me gaIot fitte
train.'

«'Oh, 1 vus just mating for mytur,' te
plied Eptmaim slawly. 'Tbere's noîbing
I'd lîke hetter titan ta hear about mny bzy
and bis famriiy.

'Weil,' began M.%iss Mtatilda, «'in -tte
6nrst place, jusi as 1 tol pou before 'me stait-
cd, it voul bave ben a gi7 .ý deal brttt:r
for yon and Sarah Jane ta bave gan t tiere
instead ai sznding .bigaii and me ta vîsit
tem. They dontî kecIpieusant about il,
1'm sure- Tbey said 'tvas twa peurs since
you bad bcecu tiere."

' But they knoa whv,' said ber brother.
What itavih scaniet lever, admeasies and

evtry aibircacing distuse ast peur, unci
ail the trouble I've bad gtting belp an the
tarin iis peur, und Surah Jaat sa taken up
-xitb ber sick aid motr, a-d-'

' That *-et a bit like Joe ' internuptel
Mrs. Grant indigaantiy. ' If tedot-s tel so,
Lucy must bave put hizn up Ia i.'

*Lkciy enoogit,' replied Miss Mailda.
P1ooir JetI t 1lcsgai lots af burbens

and lie.usel tIotecsucb a jolîy boy I1fHe
looks aider, 1 tell pou, and be'sgielttiog gray,
und wrinlts on tht foreilàal duround
the ys. Lucy-Ob veil, pou aîvuys Say

that 1 look on tht daik side. Maybe 1 do.
1 hopie so, l'insure.'

1 Oh, don't bc sa aggravating, Matlida l'
cried Mrs. Grant.

'Weil,' hegan Miss Matilda again, « if
pou iii bave it nobody cao blame me, L'm
sure. Lucy's a city 'oman, with city ways
and hinging up, and she's na manger.'

1 How is poar Lucy?' ioquired Ephraimn,
kindly. ' 1 aiways liked Lucy.'

1Weil, titat accident ta ber kace is tura-
ing out badl ertugb. She is lame for lufe;
bas ta wear a machine ta keep tht bancs lu
place, and it weighs five pnunds. I guess il
makes ber about sick most of thetlime. 30e
bas a beipiess wife an bis bands for the rest
ai bis lule. Site can't gel about much, and
that rcminds me of anotber thing. She
stays homne (romu church because she isn't

comfortable in the pew. and sa lac bas ta
go atone wiîth techildren, and naturally the
next thiig we'll hear wmil bt that bc doesn't
go ither. And taiking cf tht chiidrcu, they
set tht broom, on fire ia tht palor grate anc
day and then ran out vidtb it ail abiaze and
laid il an tht siîting-roam sofa. If 1 hadn't
been titere that vitale bouse wouid have
been in flames. And if you'd believe it,
those children wec't punisbed ane bit
Lucy justlotok thein inta the bedroorn and
îaiked with them a litile, and whcn she laid
joe about it bhe actuaily laughed 1 Oh i
those cbildrea are camng up in a sad way-
I must tell yon another tbing thep used ta
do. The gateposts arc higit and boilow,
and it was a favori té*amusement ta dlimh up
and take où thetoîp cf te past and then
drap tht kîtten in clear Java ta tht botlain.
Tacon thcy'd let dowa a rapt for ber ta came
up on, and they neallp înained titat pon
beast ta bc drawn up on that rape. Tbey
cailed it "«rescuing the perishing." There
was nouhing under beaven that they dad't
do witb titat cat, and ber tait wasa': ils
natunal size 'miile 1 vas there.'

'Oh dean ' sighe-d Mrs. Grant. ' It is
really dreadful ta tbitik of the childrea run-
ning wild like titat, and alioved ta bc cruel
100 i.

1Lucy means weli,' cantinued Matilda,
'but she's qucen, flot a bit like our foks.
Naw site daesn't manage rigbt, site lccps
tva girls.'

'Twa girls l' inter-rptd ber sister-in-
Iav..Yes, two girls. 0f course beiug lame
and ia tht city sht'd naturally bave ane.
But iustead af daiug tht plain sewang and
mending site keeps a girl ta bcip vit thie
rounà-warit and ciildren and do titat sewing,
wite site sils dabbling vîit paints. Site
said something once about seling tht pic-
turcs, but aur Luciada Harris paints fan
better, and Vou know Lucnda tricd to sell
bers and coulda t. And 1 kanov j oaes busi-
ness warries bîm sameitimes, ad tat bc
bas bard wonk ta make bath ends mecl.'

' Dear me !' sighed Mrs. Grant. I*im
afraid tbîngs are ta a hadt way tent, Epit-
ralrn. I guess we'Illjusl bave ta go tent
end sec for ourselves.

-Not to-nâgit,' repied Mn. Grant,
calmîy.

'fient 'mc arc ut test. Huila, IFrank I
Bring a hntera I'

1 Vingaing straigit: ta bcd,' said Miss
Mlatihda, as soon as ste enteed. thte bose.
1 I'm actually trio îircd in speait. 1 hope 1
baven': said anyîhing ta waMp pou. Very
likeiy yau haven't taken it as 1 meant it.
I'd rtitern fot bave said a word, but pou
wail bave il.'

Epitraxtu Grant and bis wile retired tlt
titat cvenîug, and paon Mns. Grant bad a
resthess, uncomfortable nigtt. She arase
ttc next moraîng feeling sut more distress-
cd in mnd, and irmly resoived ta take te
finsi opportunity ta visit tht disordered
bouseitol of ber son.

1 I've bad a dreadful n!gitt, Epirin'
site said, ainio;t crying. 'I1 diearned that
ail tht vais on joe's place (and there vert
dorens ai tieten10) bad broken thelr koces
and vrt ait gaing about like kangaroos,
and Lucy bad jaaimed bath cidvea it

the Raie'po 5t , and put the top on îigbt, and
then set lire to it.'

' When we get the chores donc up wv'ii
drive over to sec Abigail,' said ber husband.
1 Yau'ill <md things aren't as bad as you
thiffk. Matiida's going ta spend the day
witb Jane Loomis, sa welll bave Abigail ta
ourseives.'

'Tbings may flot bc so bad, but Matilda
never made that ail op, Epbraim. There
couldn't bc sa much smoke wibout somne
ire.'

But Epbraim aniy whistled soltiy and
went out ta fzcd the calves.

i.

There was an odd smiic on Miss Ahi-
gail's façe wben ber brother Ephraim and
bis irife eotcred ber kitchen that morniug.

1'Sa giad ta sec Vou II she cried. ' Some-
boir I was expccting you. Sa Matilda bas

gone ta sec fane, bas she ? Take ofi your
tbings and sit down hy the stove. 1 sup-
pose Matilda bas îold you ail about ber
visit, and perhaps 1 shall bhIlbrtuging coals
ta Newcastle" if 1 tell mv story, but 1 had
sucb a lavely time that l'tr afraid 1 can't
keep still. It's sttcb a happy borne, Eph-
raim 1 'Tvrould do you and Sirab Jane
gond ta sec it, and 1 do wish you could go.
Aud tbey wisb so, troa; they sent a thous-
and laving messages ta yoix bath, Vve been
in somti places where the falks seemed ta
turn ail their hiessinps inta warries, but it
stems as if a trouble coulda't be a trouble
long aiter it gaui it oto's bouse, for before

àt knows wbat bas happened, it bas becomne
a blessing instead.'

IN ow thats goad il said ber brother,
b eartily.

1But Matilda says 30e iso't jolly any
more, and that be is grawing aid. She says
bc is gray and ivrinkled taa,' said Mrs.
Grant.

' Epbraim was as gray as a rat wben be
was thirty (ves, bc was Sarah jane), and
Joc's tbtrty-fivc. And Ephraim and joc
bath have the saine trick aof smiling up ta
ihtir eye brows and making wrinkies doing
ii. As for bis being jolly, he is sametbaug
better naw, Sarah Jan-.'

'Matilda says bc carnies somne beavy but-
deus,' conîioued Mrs. Grant, in a despond-
eut tant.

1 Mast of us do if we live long enougb,
and dont insist on slipping tem off aurtaira
back auto somebody else's,' replied Miss
Abigail.

4 Hts got a belpless wfe,' said Mrs.
Grant mournfully. ' Sbe's of no use what-
ever in the family tbat 1 can sec.'

,Did Matilda say tbat ?' inqured Miss
Abigail. 1 Noir, sec bitre, Sarah Jane, Joc's
vaur only sou. Wben bc vas a yaungster
you thaugbl bc aught ta bave evcrything bc
wanted, and as fan as yau could, yeu gave it
ta bim, and yon kept rigbî an that way as
long as vou bad bim ai borne, ltits intural
enougb that yan sboulda't van? anything ta
cross hitu now, bal, bless yonu if jaeisgoiug
ta bave the joys and comforts of rnarntcd
111e bt is bannîdta bave the canes and but-
dtns îoo. 1 suppose you would like ta caver
bis patb witb rases, but If you did :bene'd bc
saine tharus amang tbem, and lot would
prick bis toes. Mrs. Amnes, Lucy's mathen,
fecis just thte same about Lucy'

1 1n hcart-sorry for pon Lucy,' said
Ephraim.

4 You ueedn'c pity Lucy,' replied Miss
Abigail. 'She's a happy womau, with a
busband wbo adores ber, and ltaose loving
cbildren. Ves, T Icuai ibere is a litîle grave
under tbe aid elmt rer, but joc antd Lucy say
it bas btougbt iteaven nearer. Taey bave
liaditecness, but titert arec'orse troubles
titan tbat. Money is a jittle short samne-
tintes, but tbcy manage ta live very camiort.
ably. jac going ta give op bis religion and
stop going ta churcb 1 Jot says Lucy's ilt
is the bet sermon bc ever had, and bebides
Lucy isgaiug ta churci t brstlf ntxt Sunday
for the irst tine. She vili go right: along
nov, I presumt-'

'1'm sure I'm wonderfully rclieved that
you look at everytbing ibis way,' salît Mrs.

Grant, 1'but why daes Lucy keep two gis
nnd amuse berseif witb painting instead of
daing ber sewing ?'

1Lucy found it vas mucb cheaper ta
keep the girl than ta do the 'mrk herself,'
said Miss Ahigail. 1 Lucy sets a gond price
for ber pictures, sells ail site cao do ta one
store-keeper there. She paints ail sorts ai
tbiogs, caiendars, dinnier-cards, china, and
su ou. Site vanîs ta tell Matilda ail about
il, but Matilda was doarigbt spiteful, Rot
mad any lime she heard or saw painting,
and she burt Lucy's feelings very mucit.
Thea Lucy belps lac a great deal with is
accounts.'

1 Matilda doesni' steem very tnuch pleas-
ed with tht ctiidreo,' said Epbraim.

' Those cbildren arc the dearest, ight.
est littie tbings 1 ever kncw t' cried Mliss
Abigail.

' Dread(uily mischicvaus, 1 sbauid say,'
rcmnarked Mrs. Grant, ' and vat well brougiti
Up.èC'Epbraim,' said Miss Abigail, bursting
int a hearty laugt, 1'do you remember the
time we irere biaving pratracted meetingF,
and there vas a neigborhood prayer-maet-
ing at pour bouse, aud Joe sawed the fore-
legs off thectwo easy-chairs, and then fittea
tbem neatly togetber? Deacan Patter sat
daovn first inoanc of îbem. Ht 'mas a quiet.
steady littie man, and the chair beld up ail
rigbit. Then Mrs. Bond came in (site
wighed a bundred and *seventy.five paunds>
and sat dama pufiing and pantimg, wmitt a
kind of bourace, in theather artuchair. Down
she came, and Deacon Patter gave a great
stant, and down bc came ton, and btiung a
thia littie creature fie broke bis collar bance,
and you itad ta pay ail tht doctors' buis.
Epbraim, for be was a sont af skiaflint and
lnsisied on it. I suppose Matilda :ald about
the broom. Wei, those chiidreuncally had
a nation af belpiug by brushing dowu the
saut, and tbey weru "-urtyiog ont ta the
kitchen with the bnoom wteu Matild.ý "nick.
cd a: thern and scared thcm sa that they
drapped it.on the sofa and rau.'

«'Weil, Saraht Jane,' said- ber busbaud
slowiy, risine r (rm bis chair,'« 1 ratlier guess
wevc flot wbat ve came for, and wemerigbi
as 'mli bc starting for home.'

Saraht Jane sat very silent on tht wayîin
the aId farrahouse, and Epitraitu feit ea.
counaged ta talk a littie bimsclf.

' It ail depends on vitat they cali the
pointoaivici,'ie said thoughttuliy. 'Noir,

bere's aur place. In the sommer wbeu h
take the front road 1 îbink there was never
anytbing neaien and pretiter titan the oid
farmitouse with its coat aif white and green.
Wbatiwiththe orchard on te upWide and tht
orchard an the dowu side, and ttc trecs an
cach side af the bouse, and your higit tre)
lises ail cavered witb grape vines, 1 cau't
sec marc titan a glimmer af the barn back
of tht hanse. The grabs ini front looks so
fresit and green. and the posy beds are so
cheerful, and the vincs ovcr the porci make
everytbing stemt so caol and shady. that 1
thtak there never vas sucit a place. But
viten 1 take the back raad there is' ane

Id sited tat 1 can't sec way up the road,
and wbiie 1 fny ta keep things op as tidy as 1
cani, tbere's no denying tbat tht vitw is n-
wbenc near as bandsomc. Abigail alirai
takes the iront road wmien site cames litre,
and ste's always tahking about yonr geran-
ium, or your vines, or saie fixing or othtr.
Now Mailda laites tu ibat backt road as
natural as a duck tau'mater. If site bas con-
traI af the reins site always cames driving
in at aur back gale, and sites sure ta laDd
on: ta: tht chick-en-honse needs painting,
or tht pig.!,ty sinelis, or the gluss is broken
in the bhrn windows, or thterailk pails out
on tht bencit are gCtting rsty. Iî's al my
place, front and bacit, but mosî îitings in
lueé bave thet wo sides ta, 'cmu, and wby
on carit don'î folks choose tht. paint 'mient
tc7'll gel tht prettiest view ?'-Surar. Cur-
tZx Rcdcid, in Tke Irierior.

A. cabltgram annonncts the deatit in
Africa af Dr. Geurge steel, caiaiolte m.-di
cal mission aies of the Fret Churcit in te
Darir contiment, aitter give yeaWs labour.
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