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wheat in tlioir aprons. Meaiiwliili! tlu'old

farnu'i- wa.s aHkiiif!.' many (luostions. He
was pai'ticiilarly anxious 1(1 iciiow llic val-

ue of Russian money in New York, i'oi- he

still had a little stoek of rubles which he

had hi'ouuhl with him fi'om his old home.
The Mennonil(s are. ahnost without ex-

eoption. well-to-do poo])ie. What is the

mystei'ious eonncction Ix'tween the doe-

trine of non-i'(>sistanee and worldly ])ros-

pei'ity ! Wiiy do they always <;'oto;i'ethei" i

After a while Brolher Peters asked us

to fro home with him, and see his hou.se,

wliicli was hut a few yards away from the

threshin<^--tloor. It was l)uilt of log's,

plastered with clay, and thatched Avitli

straw. The chimney was a square liole

in the roof. The inside of the house was
rough, but comfortable, or at least it mig'ht

be made .so. The floor was made of clay.

Peters was particular to im])r(>ss upon us

that the house was not linished; lie had
bou<i'ht the shell, as it stood, from another
man, and he pointed out Avith admirable
pride how he i)roposed to Avail olt' a (lafit-

zinnncr here and a Spciscziniwcr there.

The central jjoint of the establishment was
the great oven, which answered at once
for imrposes of cooking the food aiul

warming the rooms. All improvements
in the place the old man intended to make

with his own
- handsat his WiU'k-

bench, which oc-

cupied one side of

the living-room.
The.se people on
the prairies under-

stand what Jioiise-

iiKikiiHj means

very much better than the dwellers in cit-

ies can possibly inidei'stand it. We dabbl(>

in the reliiiements of decoi'ative art, and
fret i>ur.selves because a coh)r does not
harmonize or a line is out t)f symmetry.
It is. after all, only a (piestion of what
kind of veneer we shall use to cover the

frame-work of life. The men and women
of the frontier touch the solid facts of ex-

istence. They have to face the ])roblem

—

(jireii. (I prairie and a pile of hiinber,

how to make a house i

As we sat there in that rude room talk-

ing with the old Russian, putHng away
([uietly at a ))ipe of the peace-making In-

dian weed, we seemed to have entered
quite into the circle of his domestic life.

In one corner of tlie room sat the- old

HauHfrau c(md)ing her scanty locks.

The eldest daughter was very busy with
some household work, while the litth^

grandchild played on the iloor beside the

work-bench. In the middle of the room
was the dinner table; ])resently three or

four girls came in from their work, and
we were cordially asked to sit down with
them to their Veaperbrod of black bread,

mehms. and coffee. When we went away
the old man invoked many blessings on
us, and we promised to send him a coi)y

of Harper's Magazine. Here's a givet-

ing to you. Peters. May you have
jSelnreiiisgliiek

!

It was a dull rainy evening when we
bade farewell to Pendnna, and Avere fer-

ried across the shallow muddy riA'^er to

St. Vincent. I sui)pose it is called the

Red River because the Avater is of a

whity-brown color. At the raihvay sta-

tion confusion reigned. A lai'ge party of
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