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N O TH, E R' E"SSiEG
TIMOTHY"S QUEST -pickin' up chil nayin'fr, f n' xhat tn.out hin theb eihies, n' t y,.chapter firt esfifth Nvto

nu. ;but 'Byou say, he ain' so't ki as hey be. They'd 'a' never conie in, d of lfominidnent is charity out;ofl
oosthe baby t fiit sight. Sliegotà häg ine Ë1d her if thee'd ever been an extäy a pure hat

winnii 'with ber tiat Marthy'he 1", miàn in these parts, but there never was. ' Thatean h lbc Msäi6nry Séiety,
Yës, "said Miss Vildagriinly ;2' andl I If y lu goiot o' ono by good-luckl i t sail Miss Vildato leroince, doggelyAVulagqe.abbth < guess it's the deil's own way." J had' ter keep holt, if 't was two yearso butshe knowr tter The larson;tho text

N.TWll, yjes, mebbe ;o'n thenagain mel be twenty-two or go without., used ter be -or was t (the ird had birdught tho"NOM!i'HE ÈNT or mrRY ÇC Db tENT as ' int. There ai't- no reason why the too proud ter go without; now I've got message; but for the moment slio did not
lo dv t shòulwn all he han o fc more sence, thanks bo 1 Why don'b you ]end the hearinfear à r-th inderstandingwas Sundaÿ n and tl vr. Ib dOS go to the city yourself, Vildy? Jabe heart.

pcace of Godwas brooding overaPleasint seem 'a 4if beauty vas turrible muisleadin' Slocum ain't got spraw'l enough to flnd out > To -be cont inued.j
River, Timothy; lRags,, aïid ýGay ere 'M'vý;en lad sometiies the Lord didii't anythin' wuth kno win'."
playing décorously ii the orhaîd Marài reBk norue of it on me ; for I was behind the - Iuppose I could go, though I cln't
ivas hitched tio an apple-treo in the sid doö whJentood looks was givo out, 'n' I'm like~theprospect of itvery iucli. . Ilhven't A PEN 1UT HUNT 1.
yard, iandstood thora serenelYwiiffhl e yes w.iIl1n' 't own up to iti but, ail the same, I been there for years, but I'd ouglit to look
half clo'ed, diea i of cats past and oats liklo sec putty faces rui' me, 'n' I guess after My property there once il a while. A pleasant añd easily arrangedevening
te come. Miss Vilda and Sdnianth îisued wheithe Lord sets lis mind on it -He can Deary me 1 it seems as if wo weren't ever entertainient, suitable for winter or sim-
front the mosquito-ntting 'door, clad in makJgoodness 'ii' beauty git aIong conf'. goiig to have any more peace." mer, is prepared in this way:
Sundaÿy,,bit; and tliëàchildrei approa*hed tably ini the sane body. When yer cone "Mobbe we ain't," said Samantha, as First, put in order tho roomn.ii which

earer, that they miglishare in.th ie-te that, honibly folks ain't allers as good 's they wound up the meeting-libue hill ; you intend te entertain your guests, as aiy
ment of tie departire 1 for ' ieeti l " .theyimight be, 'n' ne comfort te anybody's " but ain't we lied 'bout enougi peace for change In the position of the furniture is
Gay clamored te go, but *asplacifiecl yb th eyes nuther." one spell ? If pence was the best thing we undesirable after " the arty" is ready.

oft of a rag-d6ll than Samantha lad made " You think the boy's ail riglt in the could get in this world, wo might as Vell It 1s a good plan te remeve any fragile
for lier the eveningbefoi.e. It was a moi- upper story, do you ?" He's a~strange kind be then old cows by the side o' the road articles of bric-a-brac or furniture hat mnay
strosity, bub Gay dipped it instantjy in the of a child, te my thinkin'.' there. There ain't nothin'so peaceful as a bo within easy reali of the "lunters."
alembie ofher imagination, *and it became "I ain't sa -sure but he's smarter 'n we cow, when you coie te that l" . Get a good supply of peanuts, according
a beautiful, responsive littie daugliter, be, but lie talks queer, 'n' no istake. The two women went into the church to the size of the roont and the number of
which shte clasped close in lier arms, and on This mornin' lie vas pullin' the husks off a more perplexed in mind than they vould your guests.
which she shio.wered the tenderest tokens bàby car o' corn that Jabe brought in, 'n' have, cared te confess. During the long Count thë peanuts and record tho nunt-
of maternal affection. s''o 'S'manthy, I think the cora niust be prayer (the ininister could talk to God at ber. Then let then be iiddenî in every

Miss Vilda handedTinothya little green- the iappiest of ail the veg'tables.' How muci greater length tlian le could talk imaginable, but particularly in every un-
paper-covered book, before site climbed in. yon talk !' s' 1; ' vlat Miakes yeu think about I-Him), Miss Vilda prayed that the intaginable, place. Exercise ail your iu-
to the buggy. "That's a catechism," sie that ay?' 'WIhybecause,'s''e, 'God has Lord would provide thetwo littlcw'anderers genuity, and renember that wits justas
said; "and if you'll be a good boy and hidden it away so safe, with ail that shinin' with some more suitableabiding-place than bright as yours are to find what yo have
learn the* first six pages, and say 'em te nie silk round it first, 'i' thon the soft leaves dit White Farni ; and that, failing titis, le concealed. Sonetimes, however, it hap-
this afternoon, Samantha 'Il givo you a top wrapped outsido o' the silk. I guess it's would informa lis servant whether there pens that a very conspicuous place is the
that yeu can spin on week days." God's fav'rite veg'table ; don'tyou, S'man- was anything unchristian in sending then last ta be searcied.

SWiat is a cateciiism?" asked Timothy, thy ?'s 'c. And whien I w'as showin' him te a comfortablo public asylunt. Sie thteln Now prepare as many little baskets, or
as lie took the book. pictures Last night, 'n' ho sec te crosses reminded Heaven that she had made bhe receptacles of seme sort, asyou are to have

" It's a Sunday-school lesson." . on top sonie o' the city mcetin'-iouses, 's Foreign Missionary Society lier residuary guests. The little " cnt baskets" are verv
"Oh, tienI cain. learnt it, said Timothy, 'a, 'They have two sticks en 'most ail the legatee (a 'leed that establisied lier claini good for tiis purpose, but boxes or'larger-

brigltening.; '' I learned three for Miss churches, don't they, S'imanthyi I s'pose te beintg a zealous member of the fold), so baskets will serve as well. A little decora-
Dora, in the city." . that's one stick for God, -and the other for that she could'scarcely be blaned for not tion of some sortenlances the pleasuro of

" Well, l'mi thankful to Iearthat you've the peoples.' Well, noir, don't you re- vishing ta tale bwo orphat children ilnto the seekers, and at the close of the evenîing-
had Sote spiritual advanti1ges ; tnow, stay mentber Seth Pennîell, o' Buttertownt, how lier peaceful home. . the baskets may be given as souvenirs.
right here in the orchard bill Jabe comes; queer h.e .as when he was a boy? We Well, ibis no great wonder that so faulty The snall baskets may be prettily grouped
and doi't st the house afire," sie added, thougit he'd never be wutlh his salt. He a prayer did net bring the wisied-for liglht i. larg basket, and bo
as Samantha took tha reins and raised thent used ta stanl' in the front winder 'en' twirl at once ;. but the ministeriig angels, who
for the iniglhty slap on. Maria's back vhich the curtin tossel for hours ta a time. And iad the fatherless little ales in thelir care, If te companti is large, tc players nany
was necessary ta wake lier fron lier Sun- don't you know it conte out last year that did net allow Miss Vilda's mind 'o rest baskets ha arrauged te theaciday slunber. ie'd wrote a reg'lar book, with covers on quietly. Just as the congregation settled otser.

'Why should I iant ta set the huse lb 'nt' ail, 'n' that he got five dollars a itself after te hyn, and te palm-leaf ote
afire 1" Timothy asked wonderingly. colume for wvritil' poetry verses for bte fans began te sway inbthe air,-a swallowL When the iµnt beg tse t 1 s'awio have

"WlIdot know's you~.Woud papers1" flaew in-tlirduEi th&âjmeaiîiindoW û andI,7plcedihutàare to actas um e
to, but I thout n you miht get to layin' "Oi, well, if -you mean thnt," said Vilda after fluttering te and fro -over the pulpit, castiere should le auy question as tothte
with matches, thougl I've hid 'ent al." argumentatively, "t I don't call writin' hid itf in ea dark corner, unnoticed by al notic

Play with matches !" exclained Timo- poectry any great test of smartness.. There save the sniall boys of tie àongregation, tu wedthernall theiuts have been found, and
thy, itt widec-eyed astonishinent itat a ain't been big a foal in this village for years wlion it was, of course, a priceless bac. so deternune the end of the game.
match could appeal te anybody as a desire- but could do somethin' in the writin' line. But Miss Vilda could not keep ler wantder- Sometines a single nut is dipped lik
able plaything. " Oh, no, thank you ; I I guess it ain't any great trick, if ye have ing thoughîts on the sermon attv more than or dyed red, and hidden away very securely
siouldn't lave thouglt of it. a mind to put yourself down te it. For my if ste iid beean asmall boy. Site was a n- and the person who fínds this particular

"I don't know as ie ouglt to have left part, I've always despised te sec a great, thing but superstitions ; but sit had seenred or black nut is the mhn er of the game.le h(l ec"But gen oral]>' bte' prize is givea te bte'nt alone," said Miss Vilda, looking back, liulkii' l'lan, that could liandle a hoe or a that swallow, or soute of its ancestors, b-u
as Saimanttha urged the niderate Maria. pitcifork, sit down and twirl à pen-stalk." fore. . . . l had flowi into the churcht persan or the couple whose baslet shows
over the rond, "thught I clon't know ex- " Well, I aitn'tso sure. I gùess the Lord oi the very Sunday of lier mother's death. the greatest number of nuts.
actly lhat they could dô." lies his öwnt iay o' managiln' things. Wu . . . They had left lier sibting in the iight- The gante is usually prolonged until the

"Except run airay," said Samantha re- il cal'ated te loe pertabers no c y tbcked rocker by te indow, te grent Iostess finds by actual count that ail the
0- ui'b nuis litre;tjc toa bro00î lutaer lie lut blet-e rose ay th vidwte

flectively. t te write poetry verses. Tlere's as mucli family Bible and ier spectacles oi the little nuts have been brought in ; but there is a
I ivish ta the land they wold i It di'rence in fiolk s ithere is in anybody. liglt-stand besio her. . . W en record of one gam e that migit nevershave

wvould be the ensiest iray out of a trouble- Noir I can bake cae cf a daity as weou ns returned from church, bthe had foudthe ended if the Company had waitéd until t, «
somte matter. Every day that goes by iill the next one, 'ut' unobody iras ever hearn mother sitting as they left ler, with a smile ed ut was oun Th e r a nui,
make ib harder for us to decide ihat te de te complain o' aiy butter ; but thero ias on ier face, but silent and lifeless. . . . - r thway, hlasc ben perched m aor con-r
witlh 'em'; for you can'h do by those you that lady in Now York State that used te And througi the glass of the spectacles, spicuous place i bhe parier for serlknow the samne as if they.wvere stréangérs." utake flowers 'ut'fruit'n' graven images out as tey lay on te printed page, Vilda rend weeks, and uto one lias yet Iiscovered its-aven imý resigpaeThtere was a lonig main street running o' lier churnin's. Yoîu'vee larn tell o' that the words, "'For a bird of the air shall stig-place.
througit the village north and south, To- piece sie carried to bte Centennial ? Now, carry the voice, and ttat hirc habt ings Pizes iay be arranged for ttis ns fer
ward the northib led through a sweet- uin sec doinî's 's that ever comte into mny shall tell the t matter ;" had read then any other gane.-- Youcth's Comupanu-io.
scented wrood, irhere the grass tufts grev bead. I've wenon nakin'round balls for wonîderingly, and iarked the place with,
in verdanît strips along the littlo-travelled twenty years ; 'n' massy on tus, don't I reverentfingers. . . . The swallow flew in
road. It iad been a-dainpm pornîing, and, remember when niy old butter stamp again, years afterward. . . . Site could DROPPED STITCHES.
thought nowr the sua wras sliuing brilliantly, cracked, 'ut' I couldn't get anothhïr wrib an not rem;ember the day or the itonth, but .li the diutiples ail pinyig at bide and at Boc
the spiders' Webs still, covered the fields : ear o' cent on it 'ut' lied to take one with a sle could noer forget the summer, for it i th Utih e round chian, and- ca d safi ittle
gossamerlaces of moist, spunsilver, through beehive, why, I was thîat homesick I iras the last briglht one of her life, the last ctto ua
whtich shone the pink and lilac of the.meu- couldn't bear to look my butter 'u the eye 1 that pretty Martha ever spent at the White A bonny, iwee naiden sat knitting away,dow grasses. The wood was a quiet place, But that woman *would have ltad a neiw Farni. . . . Andnow here as te swiillow Forgtfinil of dolly, of bocks, and of play.
and more than once. Miss Vilda and Sa- picter on her balls every day, I shouldn't again. . . I. "For a bird of bite air shall "Do you evr drop stitceos, my girlio ?" asked .mantha lad discussed matters there which wonlder 1 (For massy's sake, Maria, don't carry the voice, and that iwhmich hath inimtgs 'oh, lots of 'em!" was Lhe coniflding repuly,
they wrould never' have menitioned at the stan' stock still 'en' let the flies oat yer up 1) shall tell the matter." Miss Vilda looked "iBut grandma takes up alil my stitclies for nie,
White Fuî-at.m . No, I tell yer, it takes ail kinds o' folks ta on the book a2d tried bo follow the hym ; And so I don't iworry about'en, yout se !"

Maria went .ambling along serenely make !'a irorld. Noiw, I couldn't nover but Passages of Scripturo flocked into lier
through te arcade of trees, whre the sui read Ioëtrý. It's se dull, it makes me feel ead in place of good Dr. Watts's verses, Witt t e on ndreds e dua-rus t eat dayll in aur îay
went wandering softly, " as witi his lands 's if I'd been trottin' ail day in the sui ! and wlhci the little ielodeon played te Wil cose te gredo atious, d tai y annd fret
before his eyes ;" overhéad, the vast biue But there's folks that can stan' it, or they interludes she could only hear: - o'er the stitclh sire drap and try to forgeccanopy of heaven, and under the trees the wrouldn't keep on turimin' of it out. The "Yen, the sparror haith found her an That One wlo is wiser and stranger than we,soft brownru leaf aipet, woven by a thou- children are nice children enougli, but lieuse and bte swallov a nesb whero she Our evcry iard struggle and errer nu sec,sand autumns. have they gotany folks anyihere, 'n' iwhat. inay lay hier young. even Thy altars, 0 And for love of his luîldrenu, withu patience so

- I don't knor but I could-growr te like kind of folks, 'n' where'd they conte front, Lord of hosts, my King and My Gad." rure
the baby ii tine," said.Vilda, "blthotgih anylow: that's what we've got to find out, "As a bird that wranîdereti fron lier Takes up the dropped stitcles, and lightens cachib's my opinion she's goi' te e dreadful 'a' I guess it'llbe consid'ale cf a chore !" nest, se is a imian that wandereth fron his care.
troublesone ; but-l Iî more'n half afraid of " I doi't knowr but you're right. I place." - D u r i 1 . ode
the boy. Every timte hue Iooks at e witi tbought sote. of seidin' Jabe .to the City "Thefoxes have hies and the birds of Ds -Fthertes ork é, we ae toddt
those searchiti oyes of his, I mistrust hte's tonîorrow." -the air have niests,. but the Son of man habis t-nts rd,.aill-doe ,it is true;
goin' b sy.msiething about Marthy,-all "Jabe ? Well, I s'pose ie'd be back by not iiere te lay htis ieai." a r Ad troubles ànà cnt-es lis netput awuy.
an- accounofIha givimg nie such a turnu 'nother spring ; but îrhîo'd yve get ter shovel And then the text felI ait lier bewildered Taklce up tei dr pp'd the, dear Father,wheton came 0the dont-.' us out this winter, sëein'as thera intî't mioee ears, and roused lier froin one reverie bo edu

"He'd beawful handy round the lieuse, 'u three men in the wliala villagi A'unt plutnge lier in another. lb was cioseni, aS Ta iork.ritlt ncv ournage again we can go.though, Vildy; that is, if hie is iandy,- Hlity says twenty-year engagements 's it chanted, from te First Episte cf T m- MAr D. BRINE
_ ___ __ _ _ _ _ __ed i-Vth is EiteofTn
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