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It Was Sunday morning; Iy
peuce of..God was; broodmn ove Plenamb
River:.: Tlmothy, Rags,,, a.nd ;
playmg décorously ii the. orchar
“was hitched to:an, apple-mee in e
syard, andstood’ thero semnely with her oyes
‘half closed, dFeaming of “cats past arid.oats
- to come.
¢ from’: the mosquxto-nettmrr door, cl'x'ld -in
Sunday, best+; and tlis;children qpproached
nearey, that bhey mightshare in the excxte-_'
“ment of tho departure for-»** meeting.”
Gay clamored to go, but Was pacified by the
gift of a rag-doll that Samantha* had made
for her the evenmgbefore It was a mon-
strosity, but Gay dipped it mstantly in the
" alembic of her 1mmrmatxon, and it became
a_beautiful, responsive little “daughter,
which ghe cla.sped close in her arms, and on
which she showered the tenderest tokeixs
of maternal affection.

- Miss Vilda handed Timothya little green-
paper-covered hook, before sho climbed in-
to the bucrgy “ That's a catechism,” she
said 3 “and if you'll be a good boy and
learn the first six pages, and say 'em to me
this afternoon, Samantha 'l give youa top

that you can spin on week d'\.ys

“ What is a catechism ?’ asked ’[’unothy,
us ho took the book.

“Tt's a_Sunday-school lesson,”

* Oh, then I can learn. it, said ’I‘nnothy,
br 1ghhenmg ¢TI le.xrned threo for Miss
Dora,in the cxty

s Well T'm thankful to hearthat you've
had some spmtunl advantages ; now, stay
vight here in the orchard till Jabe comes ;
and don’ t sct the house afire,” she 'xdded
- us Samantha took tho reins and raised them
for the mighty slap on Maria’s back which
was’ necessary to wake her from her Sun-
day slumber. . .

“Why should. I want to set ‘the house

afive ¥’ Timothy asked \\'ondemwr]y

C % Well, T don’t know s you “would Wwant
to, but I Lhouvhb you might ;,eb to playin’
‘with matches, thoucrh T've hid ’em all.”

‘* Play with matches I” exclaimed Timo-
thy, in wide-eyed astonishinent that a
mateh could appeal to anybody as a desire-
able plaything., **Ol,.no, thank you; I
shouldn’t have thought of it,

“T don’ t know as we ought to have left
‘em alone,” said Miss Vilda, looking back,
as Sumantha urged the mnderate Maria.
over the road, ‘‘though I don’t know ex-
actly what bhey could do

‘* Except run away,” said Samantha re-
flectively.

“T wish to the Jand they wou]d ! It
would be the ensiest way-out of a trouble-
some matter., Every day that goes by will
make it harder for us to decide what to do
with 'em’; for you can’t do by those you
know the same as if thcy were strangers.”’

There was & long main street running
through the village “horth and south, To-
ward the north’ it led through a sweet-
scented wood, where the grass tufts grew
in verdant stnps along the little-travelled:
voad, It had been a-damp morning, and,
though now the sun was shining brllh.mtly,
the spiders’ webs'still covered the fields:
gossamer [aces of moist, spunsilver, through
which shone the pink and lilac of the.mea-
dow grasses, The wood wns a_quiet place,
and more than-oncé, Miss Vilda and Sa-

mantha had discussed ‘matters there which
they would never- Imve men&xoned ab the
White Farm,

‘Moria went nmb‘hng n.Iong serenely
through the arcade of trees, where tho sun
went wandering sofbly\, ‘“as'with his hands
before his .eyes ;” overhéad, the vast blue
canopy of heaven, and under ‘the trees the
soft brown leaf carpet, ¢ woven by a thou.
sand autumns. .

-1 don’t know but I could glOW to like
the baby in time,”" ‘'said. Vxldn, ‘ though
it’'s my opinion she’s.goin’ to be dr e'mdful
troublesome ; but T'ni more'n half afraid of |
the boy., Evely time he looks at me with

: those searchin, eyes of his; I mistrust he's

mething :about Marthy,—all |

fiis giving niosuch a turn

mé" to-the door.’

? “He'd be awful handy round the house,
. thou«h Vlldy ; that is, 1E he is handy,—

be, but he tnlks queer,
This momm ho was pullin’ the husks oﬁ‘ a
bmby ear o' corn that Jabe brought in, 'n’

the ]mpplcsb of all the veg'tables.’
you talk !
that way ¥ ¢ Wl)y because,’ s
hidden it away 50 safe, thh nll that shinin’
silk round it first,
wrapped outside o’ the silk. I guess it's
God’s fav’rite veg'table ; don’t you, 8’ man-
thy! ™s'e
pictures l.tsb mnrht
on top some o’ thc uty meetin’-houses, ’s

hes his 6wn way o’ managin’ things.
ain’t all eallated to hoe pertaters nor yob
to write poetry verses.
dif'rénce in folks’s there is in anybody.
Now I can talxe care of a dairy as well as
the next one,
to complain o' my butter ;
that lady in New Yorl Stmtu that used to
make flowers 'n’ fruit’'n’ graven 1marfes oub
o’ her churnin’s.
piece she carried to the Centennial? Now,
no sech doin's’s that ever come into my
head.
twventy years;
‘remember w hen my old butter stamp
cracked, n' ¥ couldn’t geb another with an
ear'o’ cornon it 'n’ hed to take one with a
beebive, -why,
couldn’t bear to look my butter 'n the eye !
But that woman would liave had a new
picter on her balls every day, I shouldu’t
wonder | (For massy s sake, Maria, don't
stan’ stock still 'n’ let the flies eat yer up )
No, 1 tell yer, it takes all kinds o’ folks to
make ‘a world.
read poetry.” It'sso dull, it makes me feel

"mhm “Avay: w1th Terr tlmb Mnrbhy hed
4 Yes,” ‘said Miss Vildy,

**Wall, yes, mebbé ; 'n’ thenatmin mebbe
ain’t: - There ain’t- 106 reason” why the

devxl should own all the han’somo fices 1
tunesome Jauglis; 't T~ kilgiv of. It doos
seem g;lf beauty was tumblo misleadin’;

n’ I’ve‘ben glad sometnnes the Lord didn’t

| resk: none of it on me; for I was behmd the |-
: door whensraod | looks was give out, 'n
'wﬂ]m’ ' own up to it but, all the same, T
liko{lo-sec putty faces roun’ me, 'n’ I guess
Miss Vilda and’ Szﬁna.nhhv; jssued when;the Lord sets his mind on it -He can
make' goodness i
tably i the same body.
to that, hombly folks ain’t allers as good 's
sthey: mlght be, i’ no comfort to unybody 8
eyes, nuther.”

““*You think the boy s all right in the
"uppel story, do you ?” He' s a’'strange kind
of a child, to my thinkin’.’

n’ I'm

1’ beauty git along comf’-
When yer come

“T ain b 80 sure bud he s smarber n we
n’ no mistake.

e ‘S'manthy, I think the corn must be
How.
Cyyhat makes you think
s’ ’e, *Gud has

g I;
'n' then the soft leaves
And when I _was showin’ him

' he see the crosses

*They have two sticks gn 'most all the

chuxches, don’t they, S'manthy? I s'pose
that’s ene stick for God,-and the other for
the peoples.’
member Seth Pcnuell 0 Butterbown, how
queer he was when he was & boy? We
thought he'd never be wuth lis salt.
used to stan’ in the front winder 'n’ twirl
the curtin tossel for hours to a time.
don’t you know it come out last year that
he'd wmte a reg ‘lar book, with covers on
it ' all,
colume for wntm poetry verses fox' thb
papers 7' &

Well, now, don't you re-

He
And

n’ that he got five dollirs a

*¢Oh, well, ifyou mean tlmt ” s'ud Vlldd.

ar "umentnmvely “ T don't el writin’
pocbry any greab test of smartness,.
ain’t been big a fool in this village for years-
but could do somethin’ in the writin’ line.

I guess it-ain’t any great trick, if you have
a mind to put yourself down fo it.
part, I've always despised to see a great,
hulkin' man, that could handle & hoe or a
pitehfork, sit down and twirl a pen-stall.”

There

For my

I giless the Lord
“T

* Well, Iain bso sure.
Theles as much

0’ nobody was ever hearn
but there was

You've hearn tell o that

I've wenbon makin’' round balls for
'n’ massy on us, don’t I

I was that homesick I

Now, I :couldn’t never

’s if- I'd been trottin’ all day in the sun'!

But there’s folks that can stan’ it, or they
wouldn't keep on turnin’ of it out. - The
children are nice children enoutrh, but
have they gotany folks anywhere, "n’ what.
kind of folks, 'n’ whele’d they come from,
zmyhow that's what we've zot to find out,

n" I guess it "1l be consxd’able of a chore | %
: “ I don’t. know but you're right. I

thoughb some of sendm Jabe. to the clty
toimorrow.’

“Jabe? Well, I s'pose he d be back by
‘nother spring ; but who’d we geb ter shovel

us out this winteér, séein*as there iin’t more.

‘n threo men in the whale village 7' Aqnt

th(y sn.ys twenty- yem engagements 'y

’

g gumly antl I;
'guess ‘it's the devﬂ’s own Swny. =P

gl d,xf le be They’d W’ never come m,

' I bo]d hel,,lf ‘there’d ever been: an. extry

man”in these pnrts, ‘but thero never

If -you got holt o' ono: by, good-luck, you

had' ter keep holt, if 't-was: two years_or
bwenty-two, or go without..
too proud” ter go without ; now I've got.
more: sence, thanks be !

’l’

anythin’ wuth knowin’,
liketheprospect of it very much. .

after my property therd once in a while,
Deary me ! it seems as if we werenb ever
going to have any more peace.”

"¢ Mebbe we ain’t,” said Smnmltha‘ as’
they wound up tho meeting-house hill ;
“but ain’t we hed ’bout enough peace for
one spell ¢ If peace was the besf; thing we
could get in this world, we mmht as well
be them old cows by the side o’ the road
there. Thero ain’t nothin’so peaceful as a
cow, when you come to that !” :

The two women went into- the church
more perplexed in mind than they - would
have, cared to confess. During the long
prayer (the minister could tallc to God ab
much greater length than he could talk
about Him), Miss Vilda prayed that the
Lord would provide thetwo little wanderers
with some more suitableabiding-place than
the White Farm ; and that, failing this, he
would inform his servant whether *here

was anything unchristian in sending them

to a comfortable public asylum. She then
reminded Heaven that she had made the
Foreign Missionary Society her residuary

']errn.heo (a deed that established her claim

to bemfr a zealous member of the fold), so
that she could: scarcely be blamed for not
wishing to take two orphan children into
her peaceful home.

Well, it is no great wonder that so faulty
a prayer did not bring the wished-for light
at onge ;. but the mlmsterum angels, who
had.the f‘xtherless little ones in their care,
did not allow Miss Vilda's mind *o rest
quietly. Just as the congregation settled
itself after the hymn, and the palm-leaf
fans  began. to sway in-the air, a.swallow,
flew in~througli the 6pen window ; and,
after fluttering to and fro -over the pqult
hid itself in a dark corner, unnoticed by all
save the small boys of the congregation, to
whom it was, of course, a pricelcss boon.
But Miss Vilda could not keep her wander-
ing thoughts on the sermon any more than
if she had been asmall boy. She was any-
thing bub superstitions ; but she had seen
that swallow, or some of its ancestors, be-
fore. . . . It had flown into the church
on the very Sunday of her mother’s death.

" They had left her sitting in the high-
backed rocker by the wmdow the gle’xt
family Bible and her spectacles on the little
light-stand beside her, When they
returned from church, they had found their
mother sitting as they left her, with a smile
on her face, but silent and lifeless. . . .
And through the glass of the spectacles,
as they lay on the printed page, Vilda read
the words, **For a bird of the air shall
carry the voice, and that which hath wings
shall tell the matter ;" had read them
wonderingly, and marked the place with
reverentfingers. . . . The swallow flew in
again, vezus afterward. . . . She counld
not remember the day orthe month, but
she could never forget the summer, for it
was the last bright one of her life, the lnst
that pretty Martha ever spent at the White
Farm. . Andnow here wasthe swallow
again, . “Tor a bird of the air shall
carry the 101ce, and that which hath wings
ghall tell the matter.” Miss Vilda looked
on the book and tried to follow the hymn ;
but passages of ‘Seripture flocked into her
head in place of good Dr. Watts’s verses,
and when the little melodeon played the
interludes she could only hear : —*

“Yen, the sparrow hath found her an
house and the swallow a nest where she
may lay- her young. even Thy altms, 0
Lord of hosts, my King and my God.’

“As 4 bird that wandereth from her
nest, 50 is a man that wuudereth from lus

In.ce

- ** The foxes hayve holes nnd the birds-of
the air have nests;.but the Son of man h'tth
no(, where to lay his head.” -

* And then the text f&ll on her bewxldered
ears, and roused her from one reverie té
plunge her in another, - It was chosen, as

.

‘it clmnced from the First Eplstle of Txm- :

»othy, chapter firat;:

I used ter: be‘

Why don’t. you:
go:ito the 'city yourself, Vildy? -Jube
Slocum ain't got sprawl enough t;o find out ‘

“T ‘supposo I could go, thouvh T don’t}
Ihiven't]'
been there for years, but I'd oufrhlz to look |

end of the

SuThnt:menns’ the ~’Mlssxonnry Sacigty,”
said Miss Vildato herconsmence, do rgegdl
buh she knew- bett The pAts '

‘Mmessnge ; but for the _pmenﬁ shio “did Mot *

lend the hemmg ear
heart ’ PO
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A PFANUT HUNT o

A pleasanb and’ easily ana.n“ed-evenmg
entertainment, saitable for w1nte1 or sum-
mer, is- pxepured in this way. -

I‘usb, pub in order. tho room in’ whlch'-
-you intend to entertain your guests, as .my
change in the "position of the furniture s
undesirable after *‘* the party” is ready:
It is a good plan to remove any fragile
articles of bric-a-bric or furniture that muy
be within easy reach of tho ‘‘hunters.”
Get a good supply of peanuts, according
to the size of the room (md the number of
your guests, -

Count the ‘peanuts and recmd tho num-
ber. Then let them be hidden in every
imaginable, but particularly in every un-
imaginable, place, Rxercise all your in-
genuity, and remember that wits just‘as
bright as yours are to find what you have
concealed, Sometunes, however, it hap-
pens that o very conspicuous place is the
Inst to be searched.

Now prepare as many little baskets, or
receptacles of some sort, asyou are t6 havo
guests.  The little ‘‘cat baskets” are very
good for this purpose, bus boxes orlarger
baskefs will serve as well. Alittle decora-
tion of some sort enhances the pleasuro of
the seekers, and at the close of the evening:
the baskets may be given as souyenirs,
The small baskets may be prettily grouped -
in a large basket, and both may be tied
with ribbons.

If the company isInrge,. the pluyers may
be asked to ¢ hunt in couples,” and the -
baskets may. be arranged to match each
other, -

When the hunt be«rms, thase who have

- placed*ths nuts are to act as umpires, in -

case there should be any question as to the:
first finders, and they must also notide
whether all the.niuts have been found, and-
so determine the’end of the game. .

Sometimes a single nut is dipped in ink
or'dyed red, and hidden away very securely
and the person who finds-this partienlar
red or black nut is the winner of the game,
Bub generally the prize is given to the
person or the couple whose basKet shows
the greatest number of nuts,

The game is usually prolonged until the
hostess finds by actual count thatall the
nuts have been brought in ; but there is a
record of one game that might never-have
ended if the company had waitéd until the *
red nut was found. That same 1ed nut, ;
by the way, has been perched in % 2 con-*
'spicuous place in the parlor for sevelél
weeks, and no one has yet 'hscovered its
resting-place.

Prizes may be arranged for this as for
any other game.— Youth's Compenion.”

'—~—~—.._.v._..’

DROPPED STITCHES. .

With the dimples all playing at hideand at seek .
In the little round chin, and- each soft hmo
check,

A bonny, wee maiden sat knitting away,

Forgetfnl of dolly, of books, and of play.

* Do you ever drop stitches, my girlio? asked I.
‘Oh, lots of 'em!” was the confiding reply,

‘ But grandma takes up all my stitches for me,

And so I don’t worry about ‘em, you sco !”

I wonder when wo who are busy cach day

With the hundreds of duties that fall in our way,

Will cease to grow anxious, and worry. and fre$

O'er the stitchesave drop ! and try.to forget

That One who is wiser and stronger than we, -

Our overy hard struggle and error can sc, |

And for love of lus duldron, with pnt;x(.nw s0
rare

Takcs up the dropped scxtches, and hghtcns czu.h
care, i

Dear Futher, tho woxk we m-e bxdden to do, .

Is oftcntunos hard,. amd ill- done, it is m'uc H

And t,1y as we will; t.hexo are- faults every day,

And tronbles ind cures Wwe ean not,put away,

'.l‘nke up ‘the dropped stltches, dcm: I‘uther,

T and'so ¢

"J.‘o worL W 1Lh new coumge again wo can g'o

) MARYD BR.(NL. '
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