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Jan. 3, 1908.

that night. Helen hoped very much that she
would be the successiul candidate. What an
honor it would be to tell the dear ones at
home! And she believed that she could do
so much for Kappa Nu—dear Kappa Nu!
Plans for its development simmered pleasant-
ly in her brain. She knew that there was a
large party in her favor and those who migat
oppose her election would only do so out ot
love of Freda or Stephanie. It she were
elected, the defeated candidates and their
adherents would serve under her ioyally.

At this point in her musings a maid ap-
peared. :

‘A caller for you, Miss Blake,’ she sald.
Helen thought there was a faint ghmmer ot
amusement on her face, ‘'She 18 in the rece)-
tion room. She aid not send up her card—
said to tell you Mehitible Jane wanted to see
you and you would know who 1t was.’

The maid was gone and Helen stood in the
middle of her room, turning from red to
white and from white back to red again.
Mehitible Jane!

‘I can’t go down—I
passionately to herself. ‘Betore ail the girls
and their friends! 1 can’t. What possessed
Mehitible Jane to cowme here. LUil send ber
down word L can’t see anyone to.day—im
too busy. 1t is true though. There are all
those extra problems to be worked out ana
they've got to be done some time to-aay.

But Helen felt a prick of shame at her
decigion; and she did not at once carry it
out. Instead she sat down on her rocker and
thought hard and unpleasantly. .

Mehitible Jane was an old family servant
and nurse. She had been in the Blake house-
hold since long before Helen was born, and
they were all warmly attached to her.
Mehitible Jane considered herself one of the
family, and petted, scolded, and ‘did for’ the
children as if they were her own. Helen was
ther favorite, and the girl loved her old nurse
fondly, She knew that if she did not go
down, Mehitible Jane would see through her
excuse and be deeply hurt. But go down' she
could not. Mehitible Jane was a big, red-
faced, raw-boned persom. She  talked ex.
cruciating grammar in a lound, cheerful voice.
Bhe dressed like a left-over from Noah’s ark.
What would the girls think of her? What
would Maud  and Caroline think' of her?
‘Surely they would be shocked at the 1dea
of making an intimate driend of an old,
illiterate servant. They would not show it,
of course; they were too well bred for that.
But there were some girls who were not—
girls who would smile and Jaugh among them-
Belves and whisper significantly that :lelen
Blake's family couldn’t amount to much atter
ell. No, she could not go down. 'Mehitible

won’t, said Helen,

Jane should have known better than to come

to Saint Agatha’s to see her. telen rose
determinedly to summon the maid and send
down her excuses.

And then, as in a flash of reve}atxon, Helen
caught a glimpse of herself. She turned red
again with shame. What she was going to
do was snobbish—yes, the very worst Kind
of snobbishness. How ashamed father and
mother would be of her if they knew! How
ashamed she would be of herseit! She Tre-
membered how kind Mehitible Jane had al-
ways been to her—how she had sat up with
her night after night when she had scarlet
fever, and how the doctor had said it was
mothing but Mehitible Jane’s remaining that

thad saved her life.
‘Am 1 going to reward her for her years

of service and devotion, such as money coutd
ever buy, by snubbing her? No, I'm not.
'm going right down to see her. I'm not
oing to be ashamed of her, because I can't
be ashamed of her without being ashamed of
~‘myself. I don’t care what the girls will
think or say. I owe as much to Mehitible
Jane as I owe to my mother. Down you go,
Helen Blake, and what is more, down you go
fwhole-heartedly. Yowre to receive Mehitible
JI‘;ZQ as if she were the first lady in the land.
re is tp be no compromise.’ .
Helen wgmhed
- A glance showed her that it was crowded
. with visitors. Maud Clifton sat in a window

" recess, talking to her aunt, the wife of a

Governor. a tall, distinguished-looking woman,
‘Caroline Gray was

chatting merrily to her mother, likewise an

imposing grande dame.

S
And. sitting stiffly and rlg:dly in one eor.'
l!er, Helen saw a famihar ﬁgure—-a tall old

down to. the reception room. !

It must be lost.

woman with a rusty hat atop of prim iron-
gray hair, The hat was trimmed with a
wreath of faded purple roses and all the ress
of Mehitible’s Jane’s attire matched the hat.
Mehitible Jane looked tired and weary; and
she was feeling very uncomfortable, It had
just dawned upon her that perhaps she had
done wrong in coming to : Saint Agatna’s—
perhaps Helen might not like it.

Helen had come down to the reception room
grimly determined to do her duty. Buvt at
the first sight of the kind, patient, weary o!l
face duty simply-disappeared beneath an in-
rush of real pleasure and affection. Helen
loved Mehitible Jane and she didn’t care who
knew it! She had meant’ to give her old
nurse a cordial handshake. What she did was
to throw her arms about her neck and kiss
her. In that moment Helens little snobbish-
ness was washed out of her nature.

‘'m so glad to see you,” she said; and
she meant it. ‘But 1'm so surprised, too.
When did you come up? And how are they
all at home?

‘They’re all well, dearie,” said Mehitible
Jane, beamingly, her doubts dispelled by
Helen’s sunny welcome. ‘1 had to come to
town on some errands, and 1 thought I'd jest
drop in and see you. You’re looking real
well, dearie’ .

Helen laughed and pulled an ottoman close
up to Mehitible Jane. She knew uhat every.
body in the room was looking at them, tor
the hum of conversation had stopped, but she
did not mind after all. Nothing mattered,
except that she really loved Mehitible Jane
better than anybody in ‘Sant Agatha’s put
together and cared more tor her good opi-
niox,

‘Won’t you come up to my room and take
off your hat? You must be very tired. And
P'll make you a cup of cocoa.

Mehitible Jane shook her head.

‘I guess 1 haven’t time. “The train leaves
purty soon. .1 jiet wanted to have a’ peek at
you. That's all’

They talked happily for a little while of
the folks and pets and things at home.
Mehitible Jane’s voice was rather loud and
her grammar hadn’t improved any, and now
and then Helen heard a giggle behind her.
But she knew that the girls whose friendship
was best worth caring tor were not the gig-
glers.

That night (,arolme Gray went to Maud
Clifton’s room before the Kappa Nu election.

‘I think 1 was mistaken in my estimate of
Helen Blake,” she said. ‘She can’t be snob-
bish after all. Did you notice her manner to

that queer old woman who came to see her.

to-day?

‘I did,” saw. Maud, promptly. ‘She was glad

"to see her—honestly glad—and she showed it

with perfect good breeding. 1 think she will
be the right president for Kappa Nu, Carol’
“So do 1, agreed Caroline.
An hour later Helen Blake was elected
president of Kappa ~u.

A True Story About Quails,

One evening the children—Rovenue and her
little guest, Walter—were playmg croquet,
when all at once Rovenue called out, *U-o0-n,
1.o-o.k here!”

Walter ran, and then there were more ‘0’8,
and he said, ‘Let’s show mamma.’ 2

Rovenue tenderly lifted the object, and ragy
gcreaming: ‘Mamma, mamma, auntie, look!
here’s the tiniest httle chieky you ever say!’

‘Why, it is a young quail!l Where did you
get it?

Rovenue told her on the croquet gtound,'

and the ball almost ran over it, and talked
go fast that Walter could not get in a word
60 he just jumped up and down while she was
telling it; but at last he managed to gasp,

‘It’s about as 'big as a number slxty spool ot
thread.”

- Auntie coddled it to her face, saying:
‘Poor little thing. Where can its mother be?
What shall we do with 1t:
‘Keep it; keep it!’

'So they got a little box,. and made a cozy.

_nest, and tried to feed 1t; but it only ecried .
al] the time. T
at its piteous peeping, and did all 10 comtort

I'he children were so distressed

it, but in vain. So auntie and mamma said:

‘Let us take 1t out to the old orchard, where.
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the grass is tall, and maybe we can tnd the
mother bird and the rest of the brood.

So they went through the-new orchard,
climbed the high rail fence, then looked alt
about and listened. 'I'hey could hear many
young quails peeping in all directions, and
as they walked a 1ew steps farther there
came another tiny quail runmng right to
Rovenue. She took 1t up, amid screams and
shouts, and petted and loved 1f.

While they could hear others, they could
not find them, although they hunted a long
time, and auntie said: ‘Something has hap-
pened to the mother. Poor lhittle things, they
will starve.” And they went back to the house
very sorrowful.

After a while, Rovenue said: ‘O.let’s take
them over to show lva. She’s got a pet lamb;
but we will have pet quails.’

Mamma and auntie sad they might go; 0
they ran, talking and taughing gleetully. Lhey
had much to tell Kva, who was quite aston-
ished.

After they had looked at the quails and
told it over and over how:they got them, Kva
said: ‘Lets take them out to Chum, and see
what she will do.”

Chum was a bantam hen with a brood of six
young chickens, snugly housed tor the mght.
They set the httle quails before her.  She
stretched her neck, and looked a moment, then
deliberately reached out her bill and tucked
each ome under her, all the time clucking in a
motherly way. How the children did scream
with laughter!

The lxttle birds"at once ceased their erying,
and seemed perfectly contented. No the chu-
dren concluded to leave them with Chum; but
they were to be Rovenee’s and Waiter's when
they were ‘raised.

Next morning Chum was as attentive to
the little strangers as though they were
her own, and atter a while proudly conducted
her family out to the fields; but when she
came home that evening the httle quals were
missing.—'Pets and Animals.’

What We May Do.

‘Our hands may be small,

And our words may be weak;

We ' cannot teach others; how then shall we
seek

To ‘work for our Lord in His harvest?

‘We'll work by our prayers,
By the offerings we bring,
By small self-denials. ‘lhe least little thing
May work for our Lord in His harvest.’
—Selected.
et el e

If.

If you want to be

interesting don’t talk
much about yourself, % A

If we had more good hearers we would have.

more good sermons.

If you are in the wrong place your right
place is empty.

If you want to be strong in trial don’t for-
get to pray when you are prosperous.

If there is some man you hate begin to
pray for him, and you will get ashamed of
yourself and try to help him.

1f you can’t be rich you can become better
off by being contented.

If you want to be a thinker ask yourselfy
a good many questions. .

1f you can’t do the work you like to do try
to like the work you have to do.

If you are a Christian the devil will never
get in front of you unless you turn around.

If the earth were covered with flowers all
the year round the bees would get lazy —
~“Christian Mhsslonary Al}ianoe TN

Sure Cure for Fits.

For a Fit of Passion: Walk out in the
open air; you may speak your mind to the
;winds without hurting any one, or proelaim-
- ing yourmself a simpieton.

For a Fit of Idleness: Count the ticking
of a cloek; do this for one hour, and you wiil
be glad to work like a beaver.

For a Fit of Despondency: Look on the good :

thinms God has given you in this world and
to those he has promised you in the next.




