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man from what he had been a week ago;
his old. bouyancy and heartiness had
arted from him and his appetite had
decreased alarmingly. So she lay with
aching thoughts, feeling very wretched
and helpless. e
In the dawn Peter arose and, deemi
her to be still asleep, dressed hi
in silence. - Presently he procured paper
‘and pencil and seated himself at .the
kitehen table. Now and then a half-
stified gr escaped him..
Later he came to the bedside, humbled
quhhopelan. . “It’s ower big a job for
he despairingly. “It bates me
. . . . Can ye no’ help me,

“Oh ”Poter, I eould never mak’ a

sp%

. “Try” he implored. “I dinna want to

firont ye on Friday, t. I dinna
want to affront masel’—nor yet _ the

. mepnister. Try, wumman, try! "Though
-1 was angry-last nicht, I seen that ye
kent mair aboot it nor me. Try!”

She shook her head. :

“But try,” he persisted. “Ye've a’ the
da.!, when I'm at ma wark, to be tryin’;
an’ at nicht we’ll try again together.”

She shook her head again; but this

time, without looking at him, she mur-

m - o

- “Weel, I'll try, Peter.”

7 * * L ] - -

Mr. McBean had work at a distance
that day, and did not as usual, come
home at noon. On his return in- the

8 he found his wife in a flurried
state, and, for the first time for many
irs, the evening meal not prepared.

the soap that
saves work
is this:—

“Pm vexed to be sae late,” she said
apologetically. “But Ill ha’e. the tea
ready in twa-three meenutes.” :

“Is onything wrang?” he inquired.

“Oh, na, na! There’s naething wrang,”
she answered, and let a plate fall on the
stone floor, where it was smashed to
fragments. “Oh, me!” she ecried, b
never done that afore.” :

“Ye've been . thinkin’ ower hard aboo

the speech,” he remarked with a rueful

grin, as he helped her to collect the

ruins.

“Oh, dinna fash yersel’ aboot yer
speech, Peter,” she said. “I've got it
done for ye.”

“What ?”

“At ony rate, I—I had a try at it. Ma
han’writin’s awfu’ bad.”

“Let’s see it, wife,” he eagerly cried.

“Ye maun get yer tea first.”

“Never heed the tea. Let’s see ma
speech.” e Yo AR i i

But she was firm. It was not until
the meal was over, the dishes washed,
and the kitchen tidied, that she'let him
have the sheets of foolscap. .

He read them over with a critical air
while she regarded him uneasily.

“Tt’s no’ bad,” he observed at last. “I
didna think ye was that clever, wife.
I think maybe I'll be able to pit this
into shape. The chief fau’t is that ye
dinna say enough aboot the meenister.
T’ll need to butter him up a bit.”

.. “Oh, but, Peter,” she said nervously,
“d’ye think he wud like that? He’s an
awfu’ modest man, ye ken. Ye wudna
like to be buttered up yersel’ afore a’

the congregation.”

does

“That’s true; but it’s the correc’ thin
to butter up meepisters at socia
therin’s. * Still, the speech ye've made,
rget, is no’ sae bad, an’ I'll mak’ the
best I can .0’ it.” ;
Once more Mr. McBean fell to with
his pencik: He soon found, however, that
he could make little improvement on the
original manuscript, and finally content-
ed himself with copying it out and spell-
ing a few of the words differently. ;
That night he slept soundly, but his
wife was restless, and the following day
she complained of her old enemy, rheu-
matism. Mr. McBean had to go to the
presentation gathering alone.

» * * » %

He returned swelling with importance,
glowing with satisfaction.

“Weel, Peter, hoo did ye get on b ied
Marget asked unsteadily. ) o
-“Splendid, ' jist splendid! I was re-
ceivin’ compliments for the rest o’ the
evenin’. Maister Drummond—him that
gi'ed the five pound—said it was the
natest speech ever he heard.”

“Did the meenister seem pleased?”

“Deed, ay! An’ nae wonder! The ap-
plause was tremendous, as they say in
the papers.” ;
. Mrs. McBean gave a sigh of relief.

“An’” continaed her husband jauntily,
“T've been requested to deliver a speech
at the Oddfellows’
month——"

Promise me yell never, never mak’
janither- speech:” et
“Hoots, wife!
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that's the warst. Dve confidence in
masel’ noo, - I could:'face jony’ audience
in the world.” ¢ f

Then he saw that she was very serious.
But even then he would not give the
promise desired. If” folk enjoyed. his
speech-making, why should he refuse to .
pleasure them? . . :
By the morning, however, his enthusi- :
asm had cooled considerably. o S
“Efter a’” he remarked, casually, at -
breakfast, “I think I’ll gi’e -up the
speechifyin’, Marget. I—Ill rest on my
laurels, as the sayin’ i8.” . -~ - | T
She could scarce speak for thankful-.
ness, but she managed to say: “Is that
a promise, Peter? Ye see, I—I'm gettin’
ower auld for the—the excitement.”
“Havers!” ‘he said, laughing. “But
it’s a promise @’ the same.” ;
After he had gone to his work she sat
awhile by the hearth—an unusual pro-
ceeding for her in the daytime." But the'
reaction had been a severe one. ‘
Rousing herself at last, she rose and"
from a drawer, which she unlocked, took’
a folded paper. She opened it, and’
glanced over: the: lines ‘of 'small, clear’
writing. ' Then_she placéd it on the fire’
and- watched 'it’ burn.” * 3 ‘e
- . “Qh,” she sighed; “he’s a kind man, the’

}meehiste‘r'; but, tl‘m;ugh dt‘was to save
‘mia life; I could never‘ask him to write
;anither-spgech for Peter.”" p
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of -one /of S the wrggs‘t‘aﬁﬁpols in Lon*
don asked 'mie ahout'a . case in which"
he was rgreatly -interested: A certain
boy had beenbrought“ipsin his school.
This boy had been the head boy, and
the most brilliant scholar of his time

He had carried off every prize and dis-
tinction within his reach.: On: leaving
school he readily obtained & situation

having a good position-:and. a large
stipend. ‘All went well until he fell“a
prey to strong drink. Soon his . pros-
pects became utterly wrecked. He had
to give up his position and go home,
wrecked in reputation, fortune -and in
health. He went home to his father,
a clergyman in the country, who was,
so affected by his son’s wreck’ that he
utterly broke down, and I have heard
since, died broken-hearted. And this
young fellow, the .brilliant boy of - &
large school in London, is now, I«was
going to say, a beggar on: the streets:
of London, begging from his old school*
mates, but it is worse than that; h¥
is now—when he ought to be in the
prime of his vigour and manhood—#&
pauper in St. Pancras Workhouse, anté
was brought. before the magistrate by’
the guardians, who considered that hg
ought to be able to earn his own living.
Surely it is the wisest and safest:
course to educate our children early in
habits of self-control.—Rev. N. Dawes.
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Mr. Herbert Spencer once drew a vety.
neat distinction between billiards as an
amusement and as an occupation. Drop-
ping in at his club, he met a young friend,
who invited him to play a game. 1hé.
philosopher led off and left the balls in-a
good position ‘for his opponent, who
dexterously ran out, not allowing his com=
panion another shot. Then the young
expert naturally looked at Mr. S
for the customary compliment.
remarked the vanquished player, “a cer
tain proficiency in such a sport as this.is
a sign of a good education of the eye,
nerve, the hand; but the mastership ©
billiards which you have exhibited coul
have been acquired only by an ill-spent
youth!”
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