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winter," shesaid halfaloud. untiring in their watch beside ber.It s so mee to bhomoe Tom softened his steps and voice, andagain in my own sweet was full of ail manner of gentle atten-room. Lnt-winter-it was tions. And when, one weary day,just up and down to Home Saidie begged-him to read to her fromtiresome bell,-from one re- lier Bible, -h heitated but a moment,citation-roon to another. and thon cheorfully began. And so itNow I have graduated, that camne to pass that in a short while Tomjs ail over. And this win- would take un the Bible as a matter ofter I want to try work cours, and ak:

-outside the school-room. "Where shall- e read, Saidiel"Tom wants me to read Ger- The Marcha winds vere blowing,-andMan with hima ; and mother althoughno leaves wore yet to ho eer,.needs -ret and help, so 1 Tom had found ame delicate springcan-to keop house every flowers in the hollows, when Saidie,other -week. Father likes wrapped i shawls, and propped witLme to holp blin with his pillows, was just able ta ait up for aaccounts, and I'm glad I fow hours. 'She was in herown prettycan. I am goimg to have a room, in which we firt saw lier, but aclass in Sunday-school-- very different-looking Saidie from theRuch darling -little girls 1 -bright, energetic one of three months-and I shahl take suclh pains before.
with my lesson through theI "Let me have my portfolio, mother,"week. And there's some ahe aid one day.fancy-work I would like to - Saidie turned over-the -papers with-do. Fatlier needs-a new ber thin, white fingera. There on t,>head-rest for his cair, and lay lier list.
tha table.cover ia rather Soine moments litter Mrs. Crawfordshabby in the aitting-room ; entered, and found Saidie crying overand thore are several poor the slip of paper.famihies at the end of the " lWhat is -it, daughter ''ashe askedvillage I ought ta visit. l'il tenderlv.
makealist of aIl the things, "O rnother 1" sobbed Saidie, "herethen I can do them m order is my iat I made ̄ t aIl the things Ibetter." expected ta do. 1 had planned such aAnd Saidie opened ber busy, useful winter-to be so much-neat writing desk, and after heilp to you, and every one-and I-justmaking-out her memoran- Lad to-lie¯here and-"dum, whichgrew undor her "Sufer ail Hie righteous will,"- saidband, remembered she must ber mother, softly stroking the bowedwrite to ber dearest friend, bead.
Annie Read; and as ber "Don't tbink you have had a wastedlien ran over the paper winter, dear child. You have learnedSaidie forgot that the room- a great many things in these four walls,wascilly,and er --feet and taught more than, perhaps, yougrowing -numb,--until- her could-aedninhlt.
mother called: "Taught, motherl" -asked Saidie,

4Saidie, dear, you are looking up wonderingly-; how-could Lataying up-stairs without a teach, and whoin?"
fire too long." "Have you not seen how ready, andAnd Saidie, ahiveriog, aven eager, for your Bible¯reading Tomran down to the sitting- as hbecome I think ho has been leart -room. . ing smne lesona he mi hit not-havt* N I- "I have:s many nice found outaide of yoir sic -room."-plans, mothe," -ahe said "Tom,dear Toml" murmured Saidie,gleefully, while warming I had not thought I could be of any,hertinglingfeetand Lngers; use to him while tied ¯here."

I am only afraid the win. "You- had planed your Germanter will not be¯long enough lesons together, but God planned thesefor all I want te do." -higher, beavenly lesons; were they-Îow-NeTMEq GRow. Mother-smiled, and-said not botter I
gently, "You muet not for. - Oh yes!" aaid Saidie.Row Nutniege GroW. those nuta, which are their food, into I get, daughter,- Whereas ye know not "God often pute -aide soma cf tLeNUTMEos grow n-little-troes wlich ail the eUrrounding countries, and trees fwhat shall¯-be -on- the morrow,'-and thing -expe¯t ' t - do, ven in ialook like-snall pear-trees,_and whicl grew again, and the world had the 'If the Lord will.'" serv iseaidM Crawford, in saregenerally nt over twenty feet bigh. benefit. "Oh yes I mother; but I think- may better perfora some groater workThe flowers are very much like the lily The picture abows the way the fruit I -hope I am- trying to work for Him Ho bas for us. ltbugreatr inkof tho valley. They are pale and very zs prepared for use. It is gathored thi inter " waabroghton gby your own eimprusfragrant. Thenutmeg is the seed of threa times a year-about four Ibe. -Saidie havered over the-fie aIl the doas o b aon b yar ont goodthe fruit, and mace la the thin covering from each tree._ The outer husk ij evening, but ber chillinees would net for us aIl." _ in t work-otgdiover the seed. The fruit la about the removed and the inner husk is¯dried posa away. She tried to talk with "I wiil¯keep that hist" dauza of a peach. When ripe it -breaks for mace. The nutmaegs are dried over Tom of the propoeed German studies; "It uay provont me frem hoasting ofopen and aows-a _litile nuit inside. a slow fire, sometimes for two monthe.- but queer little shiverings ran ,ip and to.morrow, or ovorplanting. I did-ie trees grow on tho islands of Asia Then-it -is sorted, packed, and shipped down ber bock, ber head throbbed and not epend the wintore I expeted, butandtropical America, They bear fruit to alil parts of the world. feit beavy, he oould notcount the I dare not call it wadted."ceenty or eighty years, -Laving-ripe stitches in ber fancy knitting. " Neither da " saidTfruit-upon them all the seasons. A sidie's Winter. " I am- afraid you have taken a very had entered sofTmly.fine tree in Jamaica bas over four thou- beavy-cold, Saidie, said-her motherund nutmnega on it every year. BlY-MiRs. LUCY RANDOLPH FMiNG. axiouly.b -r -

The Dutch uned ta have allthis nut- SAIDIE CRAWFORD:stood--beside the- "Oh, l'il sleep it off, Itope," Saidie A PnT little girl¯in Troy, N.Y.,asg-trade, as they owned the Banda window, in her prettylittle room, look. tried-to-respond cheerfully. But she boastedto-one of h er httle riendsIands, and conquered ail the traders ing out on the gray, wintry afternoon. did not sleep it off; and after a ret- that "ber father kept a- cariage.amd destroyed the trees. To keep the The -withered vines- over the arbour less, painful night, the- doeor was "Ah, but," was the triumphant replyPnce-up they onca burned thrre-piles swung back and forth in the wind, and summoned te pronounce Saidie in ithe "my father drives a treet car."f nutrnegc, each of which was as big as the branches of the leafiese elmes irst stages of rheumatic fever. "PA,",said a littie boy, "a- borie is1ihae onee h lumg u h hh ltrpcueotiedsietewne ie n longer ijebae g " "ea m ye,-in Wbyate
'thurch. Nature did notaympathize creaked dismally against the bouse. Then how long the days, wee, worth a ond deal more, isn't it, aftersuh-âch meanness. The- niitmeg. But the-chill wanter-picture. outside' despite- the-,winter -time, and- longer it isbrokel" "lYes, mygson. Wh' ý1or tound in all the Indian islande, did not sadden the young girl musing the wakeful-nights. But how kind do Youlask suchb a -question ?" " BeSfor the wold what the Dutch had within. every one was i Mother and father, caiso I brcke the new rocking.horsehtermined ahould not he done-carried "There is o much I want to do this whom she hoped to help so much, oie yougave me tis morning."


