Well Served.

BY BALLY CAMPIELL

Geandiwother and Janet Holt were slone together in the
sitting oom,s .

“1 bate the days wheo you wrd !mm and apother  go
away and leave e to take care' of things, " seid Jatet
“Everything slways gros weong. | wish ol PTow  wai
-':;:no-.'»ill be,” suid grandmother, but she did sot try
to contradict the rtatement that things went wrong whes
Janet was Jeft in charge, »s Javet hall exp cled thal she
'ﬁ':'o my best,” said Janet, with & touch of injurad peide
in ber voice. *V'm the oldest and | have the respousibi'ity
1 can’t Iet the children pull the house down or kill thew
selves. 1've got to keep them alive wntil you get hack, snd
it takes all my wits to accomplish it. 11 feelings snd tein
pers get burt in the process, | can’t help it.  And they do,
always; mother is sure (o find all those that aren’t Hghting

werping. o

Junet lnughed, but she did not do it With her whole
beart. ;

*Do you remember,”’ asked grandmother, suddenly, “what
you told me about that nice culd lunch that you gave us,
the other day 7"

“No,” shid Janet, slowly, trying to think. “1 ve forgotten.
Did | say anything in particalar ?”

“You said that it was not so much of a Junch, really, for
every one of the dishes was very simple; and then you said,
Mt ali depends upon how things are served.””

“Ind 17 asked Janet, rather blankly. She wondered
what granimother meant.

1 thought at the time how (we it was of so many tigngs
tuensdes lunches.”

Janet began to understand.

As you say,” grandmother went on, “you are the oldest
and wust take the care of things. You feel rrsponuble‘
Put you are not much the oldest, you know, and it is hard
for the others to feel obliged to obey you. [ bardly think,
| were you, that | would make it a matter of authority,
usiess 1 were driven to it.  Serve your decisions with a vice

*Hittle gurnish of tact and (nod lellumhlp. and see whether
Ahings will vot go better.”

*Well, | suppose | might try it," said Janct, with the re-
vigned air of one who corsidered herself unfairly censured
T'hen she changed the subject.

But Janet was sensible, and, more than that, she wished
to do right,  So, though she was inclived to resent grand-
mother's gently spoken appeal, the more she thought about

i, the more she saw the situation as it was.

“*Maybe 1 do order to much,” she confessed, at last. May-
be | shoulda't like it any better than they do, if | were the
children. Anyway, | promised grandmother to try peace
measures, and | will.”

Next mornmg, while Janet was dressing, she was busily

lanning “the days campaign,” as she called it. “Hf we can
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“Frita is off my mind now for hours, il not for the whole

duy. It woanie oony and simple—and sensible; too. But
what's the matter indoons

Very loud aind very angry volom were heard from the bay
window i the dinimg room,  Polly and Prue, the twins,
appranching & stati ol collison.  Vormerly on sach goca-
wlomn Janel had eflered arbitrnteon, bul the twins were too
moduen themeelves bo Biave vk patience with that method
of maders times

Taday L0 oller gingesboesd,”
s bantened to the soene of condiot.  Thea, sisading in the
doorwny. the prociaimmd shoud | There are twn nioe, hot,
sy, pully gingen duben jout i of the oven.  Polly may
have s wined Prae miny hivve the other just as soon as (bey
make wp. | poas onbes sely W0 son combatents

The twins did ot inderstand the last word, but they un-
dastaod clearly what wet belors.  They looked at each
ot 16 doubt. ot Best o then & tiny twinkle showed in
Prue's syes and o funny Hitle dimple came in Polly's cheek.

They got the glngerheead and began to lay plams for a
manster banquet, to which ail the dolls on both sides of the
bay window wers cordinlly fnvited

When Frank and Joe came in at dinoer time and found
Frite absent at the wreck they were inounsolable. Jaoet
was very sympathetic.

“But Prive is the vldest,” she said, and you know father
dida’tlike it when he w nt o the last wreck. Perhaps it
will not all be gone to-morrow, and you can see it then.”

They recoganized that she was right, and they must not
g0, but they were very sulky and cross over it, and relieved
their feelings at last by begianing to tease the little girls.

1 believe everything's going to be spoiled, after all,” said
Janet to hersell. “What shall I do with them ? My own
temper is weakening ; | am but waiting for the last straw.
The day must be saved at once or end in storm.”

“Boys,” she said suddenly, “I know you want to see the
wreck dreadfully, and I wish you could. I'd like to go to
it myself, but we can’t. So let's bandage up our woes to-
gether and play croquet and try to forget that life is a
desert.”

This was a generous offer from Janet; she hated croquet.
Her small brothers knew' it and realized that her sympdihy
was real. Half ashamed of themselves, they left off {otmenting
the twins, and after playing their favorite game for an bour
very gallantly gave Janet an honorable discharge. When
evening came bringing with it the absent members of the
household, Mrs. Holt's first question, but rather anxiously,
was, “Well, daughter, how has everything gone?”

“Beautifully, mother dear,” answered Janet, blithely. “The
gates of the Temple of Janus have been closed all day. They
did get on a crack once or twice, but it didn't last.”

Mrs. Holt laughed and patted her cheek, with a look of
relief which gave Janeta feeling half of pleasure, half of

in.
p“"Poor mother, she was afraid to come home,’ she thought.
“I am so glad I took grundmotlm s advice.”

r« lhnq‘l without at least, one general bloody engag
ment aud lots of guerrilla worefare between whiles, why,
then a full account ought to be typewritten and laid upin
the archives.”

She laughed and afterwards grew grave.

“Is everything written, I wonder, always, and laid vp in
the books that are to be opened ?"

She did not answer the question. Sheslipped down on
her knees by her bed and prayed her mornirg prayers, with
a petition in them for “belp to make that day better than the
other days had been."

For about an hour after the heads of the house had gone,
things went smoothly. Then Fritz came running in, ex-
claiming, *There'’s been a big freight wreck ; nobody kill-
ed, but lots of stuff scattered everywhere and trains smashed
up. it's Jown the rond a mile beyond Scot's Crossing.
I'm going on my wheel to see it.”

Janet was on the point of saying, “You are not going to

do anything of thesart.  You know father told you oughta't
to have gone to the last one by yourself.” But she remem-
bered in time and said insiead : *Do you think father would
like you to go alone ? Can't you get some of the men to
Atake you with them 2"
" Fritz bad been bristling with arguments when he came
in. He was going. 1 don't care what she says ;" but then
be had not counted on her saying anything like this. It
took him right off his guard and made hirc hesitate.

*Look,” said Janet, who was now staring down the road
with her hand over her eyes to keep the sun out of them.
“lsn't that Mr. Harper's team ? Run, stop him and see
whether he isn't going to the wreck Maybe be has an empty
seat.”

Fritz uddod toward the gate without another word,
Janet saw the reins pulled id and the big horses came toa
vandstill. A moment later Fritz was clambering over the
wheel, and off they went in a cloud of dust, with a parting
wave of a cop in Janet's direction.

The older “thklothehmwnh a breath

of relief.

“Grandmother,” she said in the course of the evening,
making moral 'lnnsha and oil dressing 1s a very time con-
‘suming occupation. 1 left undone a lot of things I meant
to do today and worked hard, and all | have to show for it
is simply that we didn't scratch and hght, ‘as is our nature
i

“That is a great deal, I should say,”
mother.

“Yes'm; but it left out every stitch on my pew shirt waist
and most of the reading which I contemplated. ‘A heart
at leisure from itself to soothe and sympathize’ is like the
rest of the leuure classes—it (nku a immense amount of
keeping up-" :

“£0 it does, child," said grandmother, solemnly. “It takes

better keeping than you or [ can give it.”
. Janet was silent a moment. Then she laid het fresh young
face against the wrinkled old one. “It makes the dear
people who have it,” she said, “‘very lovely and pleasant in
their life, as | have reason to know-—which is better than
any other ‘recommendation,’ ] guess in all this wide world.”
~Ex.

The Stray-Sunbeam Gatherers,

BY WILLIAMETTA A. PRESTON,

“Let’s gather up the sunbeams,” said Effie Lloyd, as she
worked among her flowers,

“You'd better, they get so dreadfully scattered. Some
folks has more'n their share, like your posies there, and
some don't get any.”

Effie looked up in surprise. She had thought she was all
alone, but there stood an old woman in a rusty black gown
and boanet, with a large bundle in her arms. Her face was
scarred and wrinkled, but she had a kindly smile,

“Won't you sit down here in the shade and rest?” asked
Effie, politely pulling forward a garden chair. Then she
ran into the house, returning in a minute with a glass of
%‘{ creamy milk. “May'be you'd like that," she .id,

idly. : gt

responded grand-

she said 1o herself, ws .

“Thank you kindly,” said the old woman, drinking it
eagerly. ““That’s a stray sunbosm thatyou found and gave
me. Do you ses what | mean? [ haven't tasted food today.”

“Come in, and mamma will give you Jots," said Effie,
cagerly.

“In & minute, dearle, | want to tell you about the sun-
bewms.  When I was a little girl, mother used to tell me
that anything | wanted and couldn't have was & sunbeam
gone astray. 8o whenever ode strayed from me, | was 1o
hunt up one for somebody else, and perhaps somebody
would find mive and bring it back to me. 1t made it lots
sasier 1o bear disaprointments to think that they were only
siray sunb ams, and all my lile I've done the lirtle | could
to send buck those I've seen going astray. Now you look
Hke & veritable sunshine gatherer, and when | heard you
sing “Gather up the sunbeams,” | thought of mother and
the stray ones. Now 1'll go and see your mother. 1 used
to know her years ago.”

Effie had a new thought. It took shape presently, when
Sadie Bell came over to play with her,

“Sadie lets have a new society.”

“What kind 1" asked Sadie eagrerly.

“Let's be sunshine gatherers.” And Effie told her friend
what the old woman had said. “Let's gather up the stray
_sunbeams, and give them to somebody in the shadow."

That was a new idea, and Sadie agreed at once.

“Will it be just you and I or shall we ask the rest of the
girls to join us ? ' she asked.

“Let's have Helen and May and Gracie,that will be ﬁw of
us, Wewon't tell anybody what were doingeither. Then
they'll be surprised.”

“Oh!" a secret society. Goodie | goodie |” and Sadie ran
off after the other girls and then and there the sunbeam
gatherers were organized.

The rule of the society was for each member to find one
sunbeam a day and set it straight.

“There's Mrs Norcross,—her little Arthur just died. We
could take her flowers.” said Helen, “They used to have
such lovely ones when they lived on the hill aod now she
hasn't any garden at all.”

‘And there's little blind Joe.
added

“And Grannie Lang likes us to come in, and hold her
yarn, and listen while she talks,” gaid May.

And little Francie could go out every day if we'd push
her wheeled chair.”

Finally the pastor began to notice that the little girls
were very busy, so he asked Effie about it one day. He was
pleased and asked if they were working together.

So Effie told him of the old woman's stray sunbeams and
how they had become sunbeam gatherers.

“But there are so many gone astray that we can’t begin
to set them strught she said.

“I know her,” said the pastor. “She has had a hard life,
but she is always looking for sunbeams, as she said. Now
let's see if we can’t find more sunshine gatherers,

That night at prayer meeting he told his people about
the sunshine gatherers and how there were too many got e
astray for them to look after all, and he asked for volun-
teers to help in the work.

Eagerly all responded. It didn't require organized work
it wouldn't interfere with the other societies. It was just
individual work, just gathering up the stray sunbeams.,
But what a difference it makes in many livest—Sunday
School Times.

We could read to him,”

Princess Brigitta’s Prize.

On the day that the Princess Brigitta's prize was to be
awarded, little Cordula went to school with a sad heart.
She had so often wanted to win that prize. Sibylla and
Franze and Helene and all the other girls had been work-
ing on their bits of embroidery and fine stitching these
many weeks ; but poor little Cordula had been forced to
cook the food and brush the rooms and keep the baby happy,
because the good mother had been ill. The pretty piece to
the little girl who could begun was lying, with only the
few daiuty stitches in it, just as she had left it when the
mother's strength had given out,

The Beautiful Princess Brigitia was a fine nesdle-woman,
and she had offered the prize of a goldpiecetoth. the
little girl who could present the best specimen of her own
needle-work. Now the day had come on which the wwk
was to be exhibited and the prize awarded ;

Each little girl brought forth her work when she was call-
ed and laid it on a small table beside the princess, When
Cordula’s turn, there were tears in her blue eyes, as :he
told he reason of her empty hands.

“‘But. dear child," replied the princess, “thou sayest that
the mother is better, Hntthouhad no time, then, 'ﬁr
some little piece of

“Indeed, lhnnoﬂ“thlbﬂhﬂdm -mqtly. Now.
ttu-wduvilm- to cook Ihnh.dhnmi
foc




