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A CHILD'S DAY,

Wi v | was a liule child
5 asalnaye golden weather
My days sueiched out 3o long
%’mm nie o set of sun,
I sarg and danced, and smiled—
My light heant like a feather—
}rom morn to even song |
But the chuld's daysaze done

1 used to wake with the birdi—
The linle rds wake carly
For the sunshine leaps and fiayl
On the mother’s head and wing—
And the clouds were white as curds )
The apple-trees stood [\euiy t
1 always think of the child's days
As one unending Spring.

1 knew where all flowers grew
I uted to hie in the meadow
Ere reaping-time and mowlng-time
And cartiog home the hay.
And oh, ths skies were blug§
Oh, duifing hight and shadow !
It was another time and clime—
The Little child’s sweet day.

And in the long day's waning
The shies prow 105 and amber

And palest green and gold,
With a moon's white flame ;

And if came wind and raining,
Grey hours T don’t remember ¢
Nor how the warm year wandd cold

And deathly Autamn came,
—Spectator.

DISTINGUISHED WOMEN 1
HAVE KNOWN.
ARKA RASTAIT WEM

A WOMAN FARMER 18 the subject of
my story.  She never held 2 plow nor
swung a scythe , she never even milked
2 cow or chumed 2 pound of bulter.
She has not great ted arms or hard-
ened hands, She worked her farm
vith her brans,

She was not reared to agricultural
pursuits, her father was a judge, and
she studied Viegyl, Ceesar and Black-
stone with her brothers At the age
of cighteen she was married to the
Rev. Abner Thomas, who was much
her semor, having been ordained to
preach when she was but four years
old. The first two or three years of
her marnied life were spent in England,
winther her husband had been sent on
some special embassy for s denomina-
tion. Here she became intimately ac-
quainted  with Willam and Mary
Hownt, George Eliot, john Bright and
many other peopte distinguished in
Iterature and phidanthropy.  Retumn-
ing to America her husband filled pas-
torates in Philadelphia, Brookiyn and
Bridgeport. In these places, as every-
where, Mrs, Thomas attracted to her,
people of large brains and generous
hearts, and she was always their ac
knowledged leader.

Before s marnage Mr. Thomas
had preached at Lowell, Mass, and
the Lowell Offering was projected by
him. This paper was published by
the factory guis of Lowell, some of
whom became alterwards known in the
Iterary world. Here Lucy Larcom,
the sweet song-bird, threw her shuitle
back and forth as she wove her
thoughts i thyme and lad the foun-
dation of her fame; and it was here
that the poem, '"Hannzh Bindmng
Shoes,” was wnitten,

It was after the utter faure of het
husband’s health-and his retirement
from the mnistty that Mrs. Thomas
purchased twanty acres of land at Ta-
cony, a suburb of Philadelphia, and
became farmer and stock raiser It
was a very little farm compared with a
Western ranch, but the soil was fertile
and she set about making 1t yicld her
solid dollars.  Riding out one day she
saw a particulatly fine field of wheat.
She sought the owner and found he had
obtatnedtheseed in one ofthe far south-
western States, and that the species had
not before baen introduced in the east.
Sced was purchased for her next year's
crop, and so great was the superionty
of the grain when hacvested that she
sold one hundred and fifty bushels at
$1 6o per bushel, an advance upon
the market price of that season.  She
also disposed of fifty bushels of seed
wheat to the neighbouring farmars at
$2 a bushel, and had the satisfaction
of knowing that she had raised the
grade of wheat throughout the secuon.
She always bad a good garden, but the
vegetables raised there were entirely
for her own use.  She did not at
tempt 10 make money in a great many
httle ways, but always concentrated
her energies upon what would bring
good and sure reterns.  The only fruit
she produced for market was Bartlett
peats.

But the domamn of twenty acres was
not entitely devoted to raising wheat
and pears—it became famous as a
s ock farm.  Mrs. Thomas bred Alder
ney catle of sogood a quality that
there was a demand for her stock in
ncatly every State in the Union.  She
never sold 8 call of four weeks for less
than $50; and adult cautle brought
proportionate prices.  An ice cream
dealer in Philadelphia bought all her
cream at the door for twenty-five cents
a quart, and it yielded her $35 per
week. Her Hambletonian horses were
of the purest breed and readily brought
large prices.  Her poulry yielded an
mcome of $1,000 per year.  She never
taised mixed fowls; she kept only
light DBrahmas, which were select
eg because they were good producers,
moderate caters, and peaccable in
temper,  All her fowls were sold alive,
and never to be caten,  They were
usually disposed of in breeding trios,
at §5 jnr trio.  ‘The eggs were never
sold” fr less than $t per dezsn, and
only for haiching putposes.

Mrs, Thomas had her aplaty, and
what shic does not know about bees is
not worth telling.  She loved her hees
and could at any time handle them
with perf=ct safety, though the advent
of a nervous, itritable person in their
midst would rouse their antagonism to
the utmost. She was as careful in the
selection of her hees as of aer cows
snd horses, and on one occasion paid
$1,000 fora sgle queen bee which
she imperted from Italy.  The honey
made was of so rarc a quality that a
fine income was yiclded from it alone.

Mrs, ‘Thomas kept but one man
upon the premises; his duty was to
take care of the stock and do general
work., She found it more cconomical
to have all agricultural labor performed
by day workmen,  She supcnntended
the work herself, making frequent trps
on horseback over the little farm to
sec that all was going on properly.
she paid the usual prices for Labaug, but
treated the men so well that they al-
ways worked for her with a will and a

reference to any other employer. In

arvesttime there was a ten o'clock
lunch in the field, consisting of coffee,
lemonade, ginger cookies, biscuits and
pies. At twelve 3 sumptuous dinner
war provided under the trees in the
rear of the house, where the table was
spread with snowy linen and was made
as citractive as possible. At four
o'clock there was another spread in the
field, and if the workmen remained to
mahe a long day's work, a bountiful
supper was funished.  As aresult of
such good freding she was never
troubled toget labourers, and the men
always did their work well.

Mrs. Thomas refused $1o0,000 for
her farm last year.  She owns a hand-
some house in Lexington Avenue,
New York, and another at Fordham,
an up town locality in the aty. Last
year she rented the farm to good ad-
vantage, and she has now taken up
her petmanent residence in New York.

When women ask her if they can do
as she has donc she answers: 1
dont know. I had twenty acres of
very tich land and some money to fall
back upon. Had I been obliged to
sell my products to the first buyer be-
cause 1 needed the money, I could not
have realized as much as 1did by wait.
ing until the right customer came.”

Mrs, Thomas’s husband died some
years ago.  She has two sons, one of
whom marned a nicce of Alice and
Phebe Cary. He is a lawyer and was
a candidate for judge on the labour
ticket a year at two ago. The other
son is a physician,

This busy woman found time to
entertain many distingJished guests
in her Tacony home, Through her
father she made the acquaintance of
Mr. Lincoln long before the war, and
she was in the Presidential party on its
round-about trip to Washinglon for
the inauguration, On that occasion
Mr. Lincoln said: * Mrs. Thomas,
you are a Pennsylvanian; how does
Mr. Cameron stand in his own State ?”
“They call him honest Simon,” she
answered, “‘To have the name of
being honest is a good recommenda
tion,” said Mr. Lincoln, “and I think
I must have Simon Cameron in my
Cabinet,”  The brother of Mis.
‘Thomas was Minister of the Argentine
Republic under Mz, Liricoln,and died
while returming from lus mission,

Mrs. Thomas is now largely en-
gaged n  philanthropic  wotk.  She
was recently sent by Clara Barlon to
Williamsport and l.ock Haven to re
port to the Red Cross Society in re-
gard to the flooded districts of those
towns. She was president of Sorosis
during the last term of four years.
She has done much literary work.—
Mrs. L. Thomas, in N, C. Advecate.

HOW THEY CUT THE CLAWS
OF THE OLD DRAGON.

T wisit something could be done,”
said Willy Westcott,

S0 do L" sobbed his thinfaced,
weary mother, wiping her cyes,

The two stood at a shabby old win-
dow, side by side, watching & shabby
man crawling down the strcet toward
the satoon kept by S.mon Perry.  The
boys called him “0Old Claws.” In the
window of lus rum-shop, besides the
black bottles, there was a heap of fish-
hooks, an atticle he sold to fishermen,
and which suggested the claws of the
dragon “Dnnk* protruding in all di-
tections, and ready to fasten on any
victim.,

#VWish I was aman | I'd see mother,
if 1 couldn't shut up Old Claws, where
father goes,” exclaimed Willy,

* Wish you were,” said his mother

He was silent 2 moment.

“Mother!' he soon broke out again,
* why can’t a boy do somcthing? ‘They
say everybody has the right of petition,
Why haven't boys that right?” His
blue eyes Mashed, he threw back his
head, and in 2 manly fashion talked
away: “Why haven't boys theright of
petition? I guess we can do some-
thing if we start out for it. Now,
mother, 1 mean o lay t before our
boys' temperance society thisaftetnoon.
Not a fellow but will help, 1 know.”

The temperance soctely met 1n the
barn chamber of its president, Manning
Randall, a boy with a big head and
philanthropic face.

" Gentlemen will please come to
order, and the scerctary read the re-
port of last meeting.”

Nahura Dtown, 2 boy weating cye.
glasses, read the report, which was ap.
proved,

“ Any gentleman have any business

to bring before the meeting ? " shouted
Manning.

The society for Iack of something 1o
do had almost died, There was a
pause.  Suddenly Willy Weatcott
sprang upon his feet.  The druntard’s
son blushed and his tongue hitched,
but he spoke his picce: ¢ Mr, Peest-
dent=—couldn’t we boys—hand v 2
petition—to the selectmen—to stop
rumeselling ?”

He sat down. ‘The consciousness
that his father was a victim of the sa.
loons brought those bilushing cheeks
and that stammering tongue.

0 Prosident 1V

Every boy turned toward the speak-
er. It was Jimmy Harmon, a short
boy with black curly hair, and a lisp-
ing, but ready tongue. The boys used
to say he would surely go to Congress.
4Ny, Prethident, I go for that

Boyth ought to be heard ~Wh
thouldn’t boyth petithon? tlavent
they righth ? T thay Ieth put thith thing
through.” When he said “through,”
he screamed it out as if from the top
of a ladder.  “Everybody will be on
our thide—motht everybody. Old
Clawth won't. I thay, let uth cut hith
clawth for him.”

The society furiously applaJded.

Nahum DBrown rose. He had a
learned way of speaking.  ** Mr, Presi-
dent, I am more than cver convinced
that my friend, Mr. James Harmon,
will go to Congress.  What has been
proposed is 1n my opinion a very good
—good—thing—I mean measute. Do
1 understand that my friend, Mr. Har-
mon, makes a motion? "

1 hat ith what I mean, right off
and the thooner the better,” said
Junmy, his face redder than ever.

o1 second the motion, Mr, Presi-
dent,” said the secretary,

The big-headed president now rose
to put the mation, and then declared it
cartied.  Besides the boy that made
the motion and the one that seconded
it, there was one other boy, Willy
Westcolt, to vote uponit. So nigh
unto death had this society comel—a
fate sure to overtake ail do-nothing
bodies.
This society, though, saved itself just
in time ; and as 1t circulated its peti-
tion an cnergy was developed that
augured most hopefully for the future.
‘Fhe meetings were well attended. The
membership grew, Indeed, every
thing grows when any organization goes
to work. Muscles always shrink when
we do not use them. So the boys'
temperance suciety grew as the petition
grew. Some of the old folks wanted
to sign the petition. The girls, always
ready for good works, wished to help,
Wise heads, though, said,*'Let it bea
boys' affir,” and before the selectmen
marched as wide-awake, enthusiastic a
set of young mascuhinus as ever was
raised between the two polgs of the
earth, '
wPyt—tut 17 said Old Claws, when
he saw the boys filing into the selzct
men's room. * Those young fee-nat-
icks a-reatly gown’ to put that thing
through ? Guess I'll go over to say
a word agin'em.”

Sa the deagon [reshly sharpened his
claws and went over to the fight. Some-
body else went from the den of the old
beast. That was John Westcott,
Willy's father, He hardly knew why
he went. Perhaps he was curious;
perhaps he followed the dragun just be-
cause he was one of his vicums,

Fhe selectmen, three 1n number, oc-
cupied their usual seats, There was
Simon Stons, a man that had no con
science, There was John Knapp, who
had a conscience, but it had gone to
sleep over the rum traffic. There was
Henry Noble, whose conscience was
awake, Simon Stone called lum “a
thorn in the flesh.”

# Yes, sir; I mean to bs,) saud the
hater of the dragon,

# Mz, Chairman,” said big head-
ed Manning Randall, addressing Simon
S:one, “ we boys would like to hand in
a petiion asking you to enforce the
law and shut up the rum-shops”

#Yeth thir,” added the wurcprestible
Jimmy Harmon,

“Why, why"—stammerced Chairman
Stone.

«See bere,” snarled the voice of
somcbody entering the room. ¢ Git
out of tue way! This 1s ndikerlus 1

It was the dragon.

He snatled again ¥ Git out of the
way ! I want to git in and speak.”

As he pressed abead he angrily
shoved one of the boys aganst the
door’s sharp edge.

«Oh-h h1" moaned a voice, while a
boy's hand went up to a blecding
wound in the forchead. It was Willy
Westcott.

« Hete, here,stop that 1 commanded
a voice angrily, “Cantt you let my
boy alone? It is shameful”

It was the drunkard aroused to in-
dignation by the rum-seler’s violence,

% Yes, it is shamefult” sad Select.
man Knapp, his consaience waking up.

‘Then Selectman Noble jumped
upon his feet, and didn’t he make &
speech |

Jimmy Harmor went home with
Willy  Westcott, aud reported that
speech and the subsequent action of
the meeting to Mrs. Westcott,  ® You
—you would have enjoyed 1t, if you
had been there.  Mither Noble gave
it to them.  He thaid 1t wath thame-
ful. 'The thaloonth ought to go.
They hurt the men, They hurt the
women. ‘Thith afternoon all could
thee that the boyth were hurt, yeth,
struck down. He did not mean to
put up with it, and_he hoped they all

wouldn't putup withit.  He moved,

and then Knapp he theconded it, that
the law be enforthed, The chairman
couldn’t help himthell They were
two to on¢ you thee.  Yeth, Mith
Wetheoyt, they are going to cut old
Perry'th clawth1”

All that was attempted was accom-
plished, and more, even,

The claws of the dragon Drink were
not anly cut and the rum-shops closed,
but John Westcott said he had * got
his eyes opened, and he wouldn't be a
fool any longer” He quit his glass
forever,

So hurrah for the boys' temperance
sociely !

Down with the saloon |

Down with the dragon Diinkt Cut
his claws and take his head off tool
He will lose his head when men lose
the appetite for intoxicating beverages.
A geod way to sccurc this result is
never to start the appetite,  So, while
you petition, be sure to keep the pledge
a-moving, boys. Down with the
dragon1—Rer, E. A. Rand, in 8. S.
Times,

VENTILATING CHURCHES,

Ix a note on ventilating churches,
the sentiments of Spurgeon and Beecher
are given, Mr, Spurgeon, in a trowded
house that was hot and filthy for want
of air, and the ushers were not able to
open the windows, told them to break
out panes enough of glass to let in
God’s pure, free air, and that he would
settle the damages at the close of the
service.  'T'he wniter says that he heard
Henty Ward Beccher rebuke a people
near Boston for not better ventilating
their new town hall, in which he was
lectuning. He said: " I never knew a
tobacco-chewer so filthy as to chew
over another man's quid of tobacco,
and yet you will sit hcre and breathe
over and over again filthy air, simPly
because you do not secits vileness with
your eyes.” Not very refined, indeed,
but suited to the subject. Nothing is
more filthy, and few things are more
poisonous, than human breath in acon-
centrated form. Vet many churches
have no provision for ventilahon, We
know a Methodist church that cost
$150,000, a splendid stone edifice, that
has no merans of ventilation except by
tasing and loweting the windows and
opemng the doors.—N, Y. Christian
Advocate.

BE CHEERFUL.

A wELLkNOwN philanthropist in
New York, whose ime was given to the
help of the ctiminal and pauper ciasses,
had upon his library table a ‘Turkish
figure of a laughing donkey. “The
beast was so convulsed with merriment
that no one could look at it withouta
smile,

“Why do you keep that absurd fig.
ure there?” a friend asked him, "%t
seems to jeer at the gravest subject we
discuss.”

“ Simply to remind me that the grav-
est subject has its cheerful, laughable
side,” he answercd. **1 find it a whote-
some warning in the midst of so much
misery.”

Many an American necds to be daily
teminded in sonie way that lifc bas its
amuning, happy side.  An hour's rest,
a cheerful book, a talk with a friend,
would serve the purpose better than a
laughing donkey. We are a nervous,
anxious people, and many of us have
inherited from Puritan ancestors a
belief that amusements and mirth are
sinfutl.

A Southern woman, lately visiting
her friends in New England, exclaimed
oncday: *This is the best year of my
hfe! My husband and children are in
good hecalth, and free from financial
worry ; my sons are honourable, Chnst-
ian men ; we have many good, pleasant
friends. God has heaped blessings on
me. I am petfectly happy!”

An ominous silence followed these
words, and melancholy shakes of the
head.

© It makes me tremble to hear you,”
one of them said at last, * when I think
how soon all this may be changeu, and
that you may even be dead before
night.”

¢ And shall I not thank God while 1
am yet in the land of the living?" re-
phied her friend,

This wot'd, no matter how poor or
11l or solitary we may be, is not for any
of usaltogether avale of tears. It has s

heights, which may be chmbed by all
of uy, if we have but courage and faith.

The man who will not yield to disas-
ter and discasc, who makes the best of
his poverty, who finds something to
laugh at in alli s misfortunes, will not
only draw more fricnds to his side than
his” melancholy brother, but actually
live longer.

Colonel Sellers had found the true
philosophy of lifc when he lighted a
candle in his empty stove * 10 make be-
lieve there was a fite,” and praised the
“rare flavour” of the raw urnip and
cold water whick made his scanty meal.

The man whose religion makes him
gloomy, austere and hopeless flsifies
Christ's teaching. Who should be
happy i not the Christian? Who
should make light of the troubles of
this short hife #f not he who believes
in an un nding life of happiness at its
end?

“In everything give thanks,” cried
the Apostle, after hehad been scourged
nigh unto death; and again, having
fought with beasts at Ephesus, he calls
from his prisan-cell to the weak and
unhappy in all ages: * Rejoice in the
Lord alway ; and again 1say, Rejoice!”

— Youth's Companton.

sunshine and pleasutes, its cheerful |bed

The Children’s Corner,

THE GOLD FINCHES,

You n‘y you are sure that nothisg
Really and truly likes
An ugly.csrlcily thisle,
Covered with thorns and spikes,
And though it bears the lightesi
White seeds that ever blewm
Smoke paffs from a moonshine firew
You wish one never grew,

But watch the wild eanaries,
The finches In baight flocks,
Full-grown and fledglings together
As yellow as your locks |
They have no gloves on their Gngers,
And on thor feet no shoes,
Yet the bristling, hiiery thistle
Is the very perch they chodie,

They make a double sunlight
Wherever they stup to feed

And sing in the sveetest fashion
A song between each seed.

So P'm glad that by the wayilde
Pleaty of thistles grow,

Since the little black-winged singers
Appear to Hke them so.

—The Pansy.

- .

GRANDMA'S GOLD PIECE.

¢ PoLwry, have you done your sweep-
ing??

“ No, mamma, but I'm just going to
do it.”

“ Be quick, then, little gitl.  Don't
waste your time this beautiful morn:
ing”

“iVaste time—Q deart” groaned
Polly, as mamma, who had looked into
the room, went away with brisk steps.
#1 think it's a waste of time to sweep
or do anything in the house on such a
morning as this. I hate to sweep, and
dusting is worsc—it takes longer
What's the use of dusting all these
things? If I pulled down the curtains
the dust won't show a bit.”

Goin%to the window to try the ef-
fect of the pulling down, Polly put out
her head, and it stayed out,

1 do believe thuse seeds are com-
ing up,” she said, stretching down as
far as she could toward the border un-
der the window.

“Yes, I know they ate |
tittle bits of green.”

All the sweeping and dusting flew
out of her head as she ran out to look
more closely,

“Yes, here they are—ong, two,
three, four, five, six—more than I can
count. Herc is the phlox, and these
are the nasturtiums, and there is the
mingonette—just peeping out. O, you
fittle darlings, I know you are glad to
beup in the sunshine, instead of stay-
ing in the dark ground. Huny along,
you beautics ; just let me help you a
little.”

With careful little fingers she pressed
away the carth from some which
seemed anxious to get farther out,
crumbling the lumps of carth and pat-
ting it fovingly around them,

“ But you ate too dry—I1 must give
you some water.”

She btought the sprinkler and
watched the brightening of the tender
gteen shoots in the spatkling drops.

¢ Polly 1" called a voice.

uVer, grandma,” she answered.
#\Vhere are you?”

st Round here on the back porch,”
shouted her brother Tom,

Polly ran around, and found her
grandmother and her sister Madgc
and Tom holding a grave consulta
tion.

@ Polly, grandma’s lost the gold-
piece ! ” exclaimed Madge in a breath.
#Where 2" saud Polly, in dismay.

#“\Well, 1f she knew where, it
wouldn't be lost, would it?” sad
Tom.

oIt might,” smd Dolly, ©if it was
down in the well orin a haystack.”

*1 was going over to your Uncle
Jobn's yesterday evening,” exclamed
grandma, "to give him the money, and
when I got there it was not in my
pocket ; so I must have lost it on the
way. It was getting dusky when I
came back, so I could not look for it,
but as I went by the short cut through
the meadow and the bit of woods, no
onc has probably passed that way
since; so it may be lying somewhere
along the path, and I am sure one of
your three pairs of bright cyes would
spy it out,

 Yes, it'l} sparkle in the sunshine,”
said Madge.

" Can you all go?*” asked grandma.

“ Yes,” said Tom, * I've weeded my

I see the

#Ves,” said Madge, * I put our room
in order,”

O dear 1" said Polly, ©I haven't
swept the sitting-room. Mamma 1" she
called to her mother, who was going
down the garden path, * Can't I leave
my sweeping to go with Tom and
Madge?”

#\Where ? * asked her mother,

% 1,00k out 1" cautioned Tom in a
low voice,

" {;m over to Uncle John's.”

“ No, I told you some time ago to
get your work done, and you must not
{eave it undonc.”

“Then can’t they wait till I do it 2”
asked Polly of her grandma, tor

“ 1f we do, Uncle John will be gone
before we get there,” said Tom,

Grandma followed the two to the
gate, and as their mother got out of
hearing, said ¢

“Jf you ind the moncy, give it to
Uncle John, I explained to him that
I am giving it to you three fora reward
for not missing having a Bible rext
every moming for a whole year, and
that it is to buy the book of poems for
your mouther’s birthday. 1f you can't
find it, of coursc I must give you an-
other gold picce,”

* But, then, Uncle John wiil not be
going to the city to buy the book, and
her birthday will be past,” said Madge.

“Yes, it will be a pity if you do not
find it, for I have no more moncy to.
day,” said grandma.

“9 dear|” Polly groaned more
heavily than before, as she returned to
her neglected duties.  “Such a lovely
morning for a walk1 I wish therc
weren't any brooms in the world, or
any carpets, or tables, orbooks. When
I am a woman, and have a house of my
own, Ull never sweep,  I'il stay out of
doors all the time. 'O dearl 1 forgot
to tell Tom to sce of that little bird is
building its nest again in the alder.
bush, And Iwanted to see the fish in
the little creek.  They'll find wild flow
ers in the woods, I know. And I'd
bave told him to leave thom, so we'd
have them for mamma's birthday to-
motrow. But they'il be sure to pick
themall. It will be too bad if they
don't find the money, so we can have
the book. I know I could have found
it. I don't care i I don't sweep clean
~=I sha'n't take up the rug or move the
chairs. I wonder if grandma’ll give us
another gold piece if we Iearn texts an-
other year? Welve learned such a lot,
but there are plenty more, 1 had mine
better than ‘Tom this morning, bug it
was a shott ene.”

" Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do,
do it with all thy might,”

Polly said it almost without thinking,
then repeated it more slowly, as asense
of Its meaning came ovet her.  As her
eyes wandered about the halfswept
floor, she recalled something grandma
hadi Is}zud at breakfast-time ;

" Brnging an earnest purpose of
sl'omg our best to everything p:e do.
lrlrme smal}est thing we do may be an
offenng of service to the Lar
and faﬁhl‘uiiy done.” @l el

"1 woader if grandma would call
this sweeping a piece of faithful work.
O dear) Duty is a dreadful thing”
Polly looked at the floor i great dis-
content.  “ Dut 1t js getting so hot,
and I do hate to sweep. I wish mam-
ma didn’t think it her duty to make us
children learn to do things about the
house. Hattic DPicree never has to
sweep and dust.”

But after a few moments' thought,
the chairs were dusted and carried out
of the room, and the rug lifted and
shaken.  Then 2 half hour's patient
wotk put a very different look upon
things, and Polly was well satisfied
with it as she brought a few bhudding
Ilacs and put in a vase.

“ Now this door-mat—I didn't mean
to touch it as 1 swept the porch, but
here it goes.”

“ What's that ?”

A flash in the sunlight as she jerked
up the mat, a clink and a roll down
step after step. With a cry of joy,
Polly sprang after the shimmng thing,

*'The gold-piece}  Ch, how glad 1*
am that 1 lifted the mat.”

With a few words to grandma, she
gped across the field to Uncle John's.
When ncarly theie she met Madge and
f'om coming back with downcast
faces,

*We didn't find it,”

“I've found tt—herc ’tis,” cried
Polly, waving her hand. “It was
under the mat on the porch. Just in
the fninge. Grandma mmust have
dropped it there before she went to
Uncle John's” She was rushing on,

but Tom stopped her.

*It's too late now. Uncle John's
gone to the station.”

An cxpression of bitter disappoint-
ment came over Polly's face. No
birthday present would be waiting for
mamma,

“Q, if I had only swept my room
whenmammatoldme " — e gmerican.

Our Story.

JIM THE SAVAGE.

“No,” said Captain Bell, thought-
fully, * I don’t think jou'll find the peo-
ple here hard to manage, except Jim,
pethaps=—=Jim the savage, they call him
~and he's the stuff o' twenty sinners in
him."

The new minister looked up interest.
edly. A vision of the oniginal frequent-
ers of the magnificent forest on which
they had just entered passed through
his mind, and he asked if Jim was the
only member of histnbe in Woodside,

% Oh, he is not & redskin ! laughed
the Captain, “but he might as well be
one for ail the good he is. Such a
quarrelin’, lyin', thievin' rascal you
never laid your eyes on, Lives with
his grandmether in a cabin on the
coast, DBut as ] was a sayin' about
that new carpet,” and thc Captain,
thinking enough time had been wasted
nn Jim, toined to the more important
subject of a new carpet for the church,

But the minister did not give Jim up
so readily. He evidently had a greater
leaning towards this lost sheep than his
predecessor, for Captain Bell fel¢ called
upon to expostulate

“ Now look here, Mr. Cresby,” he
said earnestly, "{ou'rc just a startin' in
here, and don't know exactly how the
land lays, so no harm o' my givin' you
a pont or two. Nobcdy's ever been
able to make a Christian out o' Jim,
The minister afore you, Mr. Speer,
found that out, and so he thought he'd
better tuen his "tention 1o folks as were
wotth savin', and just now there's so
much for you to do "thout tryin’ to con.
vert one who says night cut plain he
wont be converted.  We ought to have

a new church, for onc thing. Mcth™
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