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THE TRADER.

Oh, dastard nation! dastard deed !

They starve liko be.sts in pen and fold !

Wiile we hoard wheat to sell for gold.

* Too uch wheatt*  Men's lives are dross !

** How shall the farmers bo saved from loss ¥
* Too much wheat** Do the figures lie?

\\ hat wondrous yiclds!  PPut the ledgers by
Too much wheat!"

Oh, summecr rain,

Aad sun, and sky, and wind from west,
F'all not. nor shine, nor blow again .
Lot ficlds be desert, famine guest
\Within our zates who hoard for gold
Milhons of bushels of wheat unsold,
With tnen and women and chuldren dead
Aud daily dying for lack of bread !
* Too much wheat!” Good God, what a word
A blasphemy in our borders heand.

~—Helen Jackson.

JOHN DORN'S 8ON.

Tho tido was out in Great South Bay,
long Island ; cast aud west, hke wavy
ficlds of groon and brown, the Bellmoro
marshes stretched away in unbrolien
loneliness to meot tho dim beauty of the
horizon. Tho wind had gone &own,
leaving tho brond bosom of the water as
still as n mirror upturned on tho level
sands. Tho sun, shining through count-
leeslenguesof haze,cnsttremulousshadows
toward tho east, and,nising up with shaded
brows to meet its rays, John Dorn, o
ohicery fisherman, stood out in silhouette
agamst the sky. l'ast mingling with
the purple and gray of tho leoward rim
of sea and sky, a lazy schiooner winged
its southward flight, and when the dusky
distanco closed upon it John Do:n and
his woather beaten old Loat alone broke
the changeloss monotony of marsh and
meadow. Left high and dry by the re.
ceding tide, the old boat lay bolt upright
in tho soft mud, as taut and trim as
though moored in ber moss-grown berth
at Bollmoro landing. Her sails hung
limp and motiouless agaust lher mast,
and about hor shining deck a brown hair-
cd lutle gul romped and laughed
childish glee.

It was unspeakably lonely out on the |eduess stooped down =and iwprinted
wido-reaching marshes, but as honest | upon his daughter’s wavy hair a forgiving
John Dorn shaded his oyos with his: kiss. Henooforth the innocent little girl

rough brown haund and gazed seaward bo,

gayly whistled atunothat he had learned
up in tho little white-stecplod meeting-
houso in Bellmore village. It did not
soom lonely or dreary out there, for to

him i was home. Tho biue sky abovo!

him ard the dimplug shallows bofore
him spoke only of home; the marshes
had been lns playground tn youth, and

Lnowu ag tlw hulo gardon baok of lus
own modoat coltage nmong a clump of
distant troes. Even thongh tho marshos
hiad not beon as familiar as tho stubby
fingers on his weather-beaton hands, and
had tho sky been black with clouds and
driving raio, John Dora would havo been
just s hiappy and freo from care, for up
in the little Liouso among tho trees a son
hiad heon born to bless his approachicg
old age. A daughbter ho had already,
and another slopt beneath the sen grass
in bis gardon, but until this day a 'son
had beon denied him,

It would not bo fair to say that John
Dorn had grumbled at fate when grave
middle lifo camo and saw no sons in his
family, but somewhore down in the
depths of his stout heart ho argued that,
although girls wore good enough in their
way, and perhiaps wero necessitios in an
all wiso schemo, yet only a boy could
stand his trick at the wheei or reef the
wmainsail in a gale of wind. John Dorn
wanted some one to bear him company in
his silent pilgrimages to the fishing
grounds and the oystor beds, aud in turn
to guide the old sloop out to sea when le
himself should in the course of time Do
kept ashom by tho accnmulated. rheuma.
tism of many yoars of active lifo. And
50, on this eoft Summer day, when a
little, mewling red headed son had taken
possession of the household, John Dorn
lifted up his honest soul in thanksgiving,
and wont away {o his work in tho marshes
ns blithely as though bhis wedding day
was not a score of years bohiad bim in
the dead but unforgotton past.

The world was bright and fair to Jobn
Dora that day, for in tho future ho saw
his son, strong, sturdy-limbed and ruddy,
steering with heavy hand the laboring
vesso), pulling morrily the weary oar, and
on the Sabbath day trudging manfully to
churoh with a swarm of rosy children.
Johin Dorn smiled and hummed a solemn
hymn. and in tho hoight of his cootent.

' should not bo denicd tho love which dis-

, appointment had withheld for so leng a
tumo. As ho guided his sloop through
tho serpontino channel leading out to the
lbay his heart became as wator, and in
! the ennobling influénce of that focling ho
scomed to loso his sunburn and his

, wrinkles and to grow young again.
Quickoned by tho breath of awakened

cawa back, and in tho mirage that suge
how loomed up above tho bluo surface of
tho bay ho w his sou, and incidentally
himseclf, crownod with all tho hounors tha
o grateful, respecting local comuuniy
could bestow. Unquestioniug assuuption
of tho probability, or even the possibility,
of futuro social or politioal proforment for
his son was proof positivo that nu such
distinction was likely to bo accorded lum,
the argument in tho matlter Lemg,
offcot, that nothing but tho most dis
lhicartoning of uativo plodders could coms

of such a combination of dullness and |8

unrcasoning hope. Had John Doms
ambition taken definito form aud sought
by such means as lay within the namox
circle of tho lifo along shore to carvoe out
the way to the coming man's cnnoble
ment thero might havo boen grounds for
Liopo, but at its best John Dorn's ambi-
tion was as formless as tho night, and as
discouraging as his wifo's inferiority.
Clams were plentiful that day, and
John Dorn’s broad, flat feot churned
thewm out of the thick mud with wore
than usual rapidity and ease. Againand
again the wicker basket returned to the
waiting boat, piled high with captured
shells, until, when tho tide ceascd to run
out and the.western. sun dipped angrily
toward the bazy west, John Dorn drew
his brown arm aoross his heated brow
and said that hoahaddoneonough. Smling
contentedly at the slespy little girl, ke
said he would go home with the ner
tide. To go home? To whom? To
the baby; to hisson! Perhaps by this
timeo his wife, remembering previous con- -
vorsations on tho subject, had named
him. And would he answer to the plain,
old-fashioned name * John 9 Perhaps
so. It was old-fashioned, no doubt, fo
have the paternal namo descond through
many generations, but it was a good,
honest way, and to one honest, plodding
womau in the little house amoug the
treos it would give deep satisfaction.
Waiting for his boat to float, Joba
Dorn spattered the advancing tide wer
rily with his bare feet and played hide
and-go-soek with big little girl. All re
sontmont over the birth of a daughter
had vanished now, and the father was
happy and proud in having both daughter
and son. It madoe things cven, he
thought, and who could tell what the
fature would bring ? Then, as he steod
there aimlessly awinging his foot to snd
fro in the cool water, an idea seomed to

tho meadows bohind him wore as well |love, tho vague ambition of carly life|enter into and take possession of Lis




