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high-ehair put close by him at table, lie mnust 'a' been dreainin'
somethin', thougli nobody ever knewv what ednve a hc
nor child of bis own, as fur's anyone knew, and lie 'vas a liard,
harsh kind o' man. But they tell me there wvas a terr'ble qoft,
lovin' sort o' look would corne ail over his featur's sometimies when
he looked at that chair-jest a plain, eheap wvooden one, y-ou
know, but a child's, Cand high.

«Deacon Levi, as they called hlm, who uscd to, go to the door
on dark storiny nights and hold up a lantern's if lie was lighitin'
some one home, and eall ont so kzind o' pitîful, ,'Mary, Mary;-' old
Mâis' Prentice, over iii Bradley, a real meek, softly little woman,
wvho allers declared to the last tha-,t she'd been ai pirate y.eaî's ag'o,
but wvas a changed woinan now; ' Perpetual Motion Neddy,' fromi
aerost the river; Dr. Weaver, that shet himself up the tenth -)
every month, and wore a woman's bonnet froi sunrise to sunset
-they, were al adeai dreantiin', every soul of 'em.

"cThey have diffèrent names for bDech folks. They say they're
'eracked,' thev've 'got a screw loose,' they're 'a littie off',' they
'ain't althere,' and so on. But nothin' accounts for their notions
so wveIl to my mind as to Lay they're ail jest drean- i'. It's the
way o' the world to laugli at cm, and it allers wvas, ~akto the
time when Josephi's brothers got together and whispered about
hlm, and said, 1l3ehold, this dreamer coîneth.' B3ut they'd be
imissed, I tell vou, out o' the village they live in-they're miostly
country folks, you know-mnore' n some o' the wide-awakre ones.
P'm sure I ree'leet sonie o' them I've known for )-ears back better
than ary other folks, and I think of 'cm more fî'cquent. Andcin
glad-I ain't ashamed to say it-tiat they neyer waked up th is
side o' heaven, 'till the day bre-aks and the shadders fiee aa,
'% Seripter says. And what's more, 1 eivewe they- look
baek on those soothin', sleepy, comfortiin' idees o' theiru, that
somehow helped 'cm along througb ail the pesterin' worry and
frettin' trouble o' this worl d-I believe, I sav, that they're glad
too. You'l tbink I'm no more'n a drearner myseif whien I tell
you that sometimies as I set here, thinkin' I can 'most hear 'cm, one
after another, speakzin' from 'way up tbere somewheres and sayin',
in tFh- words o' Scripter, c'I awaked and beheld, and ni_. sleep Nvas
sweet unto me."'

S() MANY.

A-ýioNG SQ fl1afl ean He care'?
Can special love be everj whlere?Î
A myriad hoines-a inyriad ways-
-nd God's oye over every place?

I ask-ed: niy soul bethiought of this;
In just that every place of His
\Vhere He hath put and keepeth you,
God biath no other thing to do.
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