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said John,
blaze,

“That's a famous fire,”
drawing nearer the generous
“makes me think of old times.”

“It ought to,” said Daniel; “that hick-
ory is from the big tree by the old swim-
ming hole, The bank washed out under
it time of the freshet, and I had to cut
it down. I hated the worst way to see
it go. Remember when you went up after
the flying squirrels and got hiwched on
a etub?”

“And you cut me loose with your jack-
knife and spoiled my new britcues. well,
well; don’t seem so long ago. How's
that Jersey yearling couiing out Mmade
up your mind to sell heri”

“Come out and see her,” said Daniel,
suddenly; and, Lighting the lautern, the
two men weut out, This would be John
Brewster's chance to accowplish Lie er-
rand, but no words cawe to huu, aund,
presently, they stood togetlher in the big,
dusty barn. Daniel set the lantern down
and faced his neignbor. His voice wus
harsher thau usual but steady with a
sort of deeperate determination,

“I s'puse you cowe over about that
note, Jonu, 1'd thought Lo huave gone w0
see you, but someuow 1 cou.dn’t seem
to bring my mind to it last vear nor
this. l've done my best, Joun, but &
hain't been jiuspered. ‘Lhings seewn tu
80 againse e, 1 can't pay it sud L cwr't
Pay tue inirest, sud you lusy us well
lureciose Oue Liwe as anvlber. l've got
my wind made up Lo it and 1 don't seewm
W care much. Siuce Lucy died, and Lo
—weut off, things don’t seews Lo wisiier,
anyhow. We tuought there'd be Alce
to work for, but Loc Laudis says she
oun’'t Live but a year or two, aud sbhe's
going to be—she ain’ right in her spine.
Beewus as though we couwidn’t have it so,
bui you have w iake what's eent. 1 told
kunce we was bound to have oue mwre
old-tashioned Chrisuwas, with a big fire,
aud the room trimwed up the way Lucy
used to fix it, and the baby sbhould have
the handsomest preseut 1 could tind.
Lunice discouraged wmy getting the doll,
bui L guess it Lucy kuows she ll uuder-
stand. when 1 lovk at that lule iuno-
cent creelur and think what's belore her
1 should like to give her the worid. 1
sold Jersey to get the money—I'd a sold
myself—"

“Shoh, Dan’ll” interrupted John, in
a most unnatural voice. ‘“‘Don’t you oe
upset by Loc Landis. He's an old
crosker, anyhow, aud 'way behiud the
times. we'll have Harding down to see

. the baby. And don't you worry about
that note. 1 hain't needed the money.
I was—l came over partly to speak to
you about it"”

“There's no chance of me paying next
year than last. You've been forbearing
with me, John, bug it may as well cowe
one time as another, and I don't mind
you having the farm—just you fix it some
way 50's Eunice and me can etay on a
sépell. I don't know as mother could
quite stand being turned out of her
home—"

“What do I want of your farm, Dan'l
Btrong, with the best farm in all Essex
county of my own, and nobody on the
face of the earth to leave it to when
Haonah and me are done with it? I
declare, you kind of put me out of pa-
tience, Dan'l. You better come back
to the house and see how the folks are
getiing on.”

Daniel Strong turned to stroke the nose
of the colt that eniffed inquisitively to-
ward the lantern, and improved the op-
portunity to draw his sleeve across his
eyes.

“I guess I be kind of upset,” he admit-
ted. “Eunice saw that old land shark,
Rufus Dow, walking crost the intervals
the other day and looking about, as if
he was sort of a traveler tuggin’' along,
'bout ready to give up, and the wolves
follering close as they dared, ready to
jump on him the minute he stumbled.
I #'pose he keeps track of every mort

gage in the county—smells 'em out as
a crow does carrion.”

Inside the house everything was brignt
and peaceful. The baby was asleep in
her green bower, with her doll cuddled
close on the pillow; KEunice and Hun-
nah sat by the hearth in sympathizing
talk, and on the table stood a dish -of
apples and a bowl of nute—white, thin-
soelled hickory nuts, such as two sturdy
boys had olien tramped miles to gataer
in the gray light ot a frusty wmornwg.
Newer troubles were quite forgoiten as
the gray haired men, comrades still, re-
called old wewmories of tar-off days or
discuvsed whe mysteries of clover and tur-
n'ps and a succession of crops., And so
the Dours slipped by aud the clock gave
warning of 1 loleuation pieseuiy to
strike uiue, belore Joun brewsier and
Haunah roce w0 go. John drew on his
juiens and then Wok them off, aud
drew wo papers Lrom his pockets.

“Lhere's your note, Dau l, sud there's
the lwworigage. 1 waul W0 ke you a
Curisuuas present of tuewmn aud you'll
lake & Lig load off Iy wind.”

“But, John,” stamuuered Daule] Strong,
“1—l cau't—"

“Well, 1 can,” said John. And step-
piug quickly 1o the hearth he tosced tuem
AU Wy very lieari ol the lre, Lual luade
short work of devouriug wiew. Dauiel
dropped down by the tabie sud hid lus
face in his hanas, buy Hauush went
straight te kunice aud put her arwms
about bog,

“My dear,” she said, “my dear!” and
kiseed her on both cheeks,

John Brewster and Hannah went home
through the woods almost in sileuce; but
as Haonah uutied her hood she luoked
at her husband with love and pride in
her eyes and said in her quiet fashion:

“L think, John, thee has had a lead-
ing."”

John Browster laughed and patted the
little woman on the shoulder as he re-
sponded ;

“I guess I have, Hannah, I suspect
I've had 'em ever since I married thee.”
—Epworth Herald, -

Do not hurry;
Do not worry;
Grip your purpose and be true.
Days must measure,
God's own pleasure
When this truth is plain to you.

Then be steady,
Alwaye ready,
Never murmur, do your part;
Light each duty
With the beauty
Of a wholesome, happy heart.

BOBBIE'S QUESTION.

The echolars were standing in two little
TOWS;
The sun through the window shone
bright,
While soft little airs on the tips of their
toes
Came tripping with April delight.
And Bobby looked up as they gently
went by:
They'd told him a tale of the spring,
And talked of the clouds in the happy
blue sky,
And all that the summer would bring.

He heard not the voice of the teacher
at all;
His thoughts had gone out with the

sun,
He stood with the others, his back to
the wall,
Abeorbed till the lesson was done.
“Now ask me some questions,”
teacher had eried,
“Just any that chance to occur.”
Bobby's fingers went up, and he solemn-
ly sighed:
“How long till the holidays, sirl"

the
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EATING HIS WAY.

Freddie despised the multiplication-
tabe. It made you ache ali over w0 say
your tab.es. And you couldu’'s remem
ber.

Mamma got up and went out of
the room. When she came back, she
had a glass jur of tiny coulored .andies.
Sue was openiug it, aud pouring out a
spiend.d ueap on tue tabiecioth,

“Now,” eaiu she, brigutiy, “.ere are
five utl.e cunuy duw .n & row. nere
are eigut rows. How mauy candy do.si”’

CHudy, | prompuy,

“Ye.. Now make seven times five and
four imes five anu tue rest. When you
have wmude the whoie tub.e, leurn it
Waen you have learned it, eat iul”

“unl”’

It wus the most eplendid way to le.tn
your tab.es. Kredwe weul to work wath
4 wiu, and, when tue .eac.er (Luat is,
Waiie) said, “School's out,” he had
learneu hus tive tubie. He didn’y eat it
Ll a.ter school,

Tue uexi day th:y went back and re-
viewed the two tuoie, and the next day
alter the turces, und tue nexi day afier
tuat the 1ous.

Une day tue uext-door twins’' te.cher
Was Ineking their motuer a cal. Fred-
die was waking oue on the next-aovor
twius.

“Lon’t you go to school, little boyf”
the leacuer asked him,

“Ob, yes w,' pouiesy.

“Ou, you uot weu, [ suppose you
think the mutipi.aton-tube is per-
fecly weadiui, wol” sue usked, sunil-
1ugiy.

“Lu, no'm,” esgerly. “I'm very fond
of mune,”

“luueed | How far along are yout”

“I've owy eaten us far as seven times
seven ye,” sa.d Freddie. And he went
Lowe, woudeiing wuy the uexi-dour
twine' teacler had opened her eyes so
wide.

PHILOSOPHICAL TOMMY.

Did you ever hear about himi Grand-
a once knew just such a little phitvso-
pher, and he was the biggesi Litiie pailo-
sopaer 1 ever kuew. I do uot taink he
ever cried; 1 never saw hum ery. If
his sisier found her tulips rooted up by
her pet puppy, and cried aud cried—
as live giris will—Tommy was sure to
come around the coruer whistling and
say: “what makes you cry? Can you
ery a tulipt Do you think that every
sob makeg & root or a blossomi? Here!
let's try to right them.”

So he picks up the poor flowers, puts
their roots into the ground again, whist-
ling all the time, and wakes the bed
look smooth and fresh, and takes her off
1 nunt hens' nests in the barn. Neith-
er did he do any differeutly in his own
troubles, Une day his great kite enap-
ped the string and Hew away, far out
of sight. Tommy stood still a moment,
and then turned around to come home,
whistling a werry tune,

“way, Tomumy,” said I, “are you not
sorry to lose that kite”

‘‘Yes, but what's the use! I can't
take more than a minute to feel bad.
‘Sorry’ will not bring the kite back,
and 1 want to make another.”

Just so when he broke his leg.

“Poor Tommy!" cried his sister, “‘you
can't play any mo-orel”

“I'm not poor, either. You ery for
me; I don’t have to do it for myself,
and I'll have more time to whistle, Be-
sides, when I get well I shall beat every °
boy in school on the multiplication table,
for I say it over and over again till it
makes me 6leepy every time my leg
aches.”

1f many people were more like Tomu.ay
they would have fewer troubles and
would throw more sunsiine into this worid.
We must cry, sometimes, but try aad
be as brave as possible.—Christian Work.

Work is only done well when it is
done with a will.—Ruskin.




