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on Saturday night before Christma. Bee, and the bulk of arith gratified amnaement. It waa a «tient meal ; the 
the work feU to Rob, but the anticipation of hia holiday fanner made no mention of Ma good fortune, and did not 
helped him wonderfully. On Chriatmaa morning he me even thank Rob for hia faithful aervice. Presently he 

“ Look aharp them, Rob, don t put no «peeked applet early and fed and milked by lantern light. It waa a cold, pnahed hit plate aride and roee stiffly, 
with the aound ones,” Farmer Frisby cautioned, picking cri4> morning ; the aura twinkled frostily in the bright- “ Rob," he aald, "mother an’ me haa been talkin’ 
up the round, rosy apples that just rolled out of Rob’t en'n* *“*• ‘“d lhe vcr>' ,ir «emed fraught with about makin’ you a present, aeein' aa you aet auch store 
hand Chriatmaa cheer ; the prospect of the «even mile «lk to by Chriatmaa, an’ we’ll have to hurry up about it,”

“tt’aa real pity about them apples ; they're aa fine a town waa delightful when he thought of the whole long, nodding to the clock which pointed doee upon the mid- 
let a* you could with foiÇ an’ the highest offer I got waa free day before him. night hour. “It’s rather too bulky to bring into the
ten cent, a bushel over to Clayton, hauHn’ an' all. The Mr Ргі»ьУ met him th« kitchen door and took the house, ad you'll have to come outside." 
market'» chuck full, an' there ain't no call for fruit I've milk paila from hia aching arms. " You'll have to help Haled the way to the barnyard, Rob and Mrs. Friaby 
a great mind to turn the whole lot into vinegar." “<*ber with the work before you go," he said coolly ; following silently. " What’, in there it yourn," he aald

"Couldn't you ship them East ?" Rob asked. " *•’•«•* • Mitch in her side an' ain't able to do much pointing to the door of a newly painted stall.
"Could if we had a combine and leased a whole car. liftin'." Rob opened the doee and looked in curiously, to* saw

Twould coat me more than I'd make to freight them Mra. Friaby protested warmly but her husband inaiat- only Rocket nibbling daintily at Ms late supper. "You 
alone. Countin' up the coat of barvestin,' aortin,' and Rob’s help while he went about his work aa uaual, don’t mean Rocket ?" he gasped hxawdulcmety.
workin’ into vinegar. I won't make a dollar on them, “d Rob’, heart waa full of hard thought., and he very •• just ao," the farmer enewered, " I know yon will 
They’re the finest crop in Ваасоше county. It's a reel nearly hated Mr. Friaby for his injustice In spoiling the him right I"

one holiday which he had ao honestly earned.
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Rob answered never a word, but stared at the costly 
It was nine o'clock when Mr.. Frisby sent him to hi. gift in nnepeakeble delight, dimly conscious of the two 

room to dress and be was so bitterly angry and die- expectant faces in the doorway.
“Well, en' what of that ?" demanded Friaby. appelated that he had lost all hi. pleasurable enthusiasm ■< It'» no use trying to thenk you," he summered et
“Motbing much, only I .'pose people are looking for- ™ the holiday ; hot on second thought he knew that Mr. lam. " I can't do it. I’d rather have Rocket then any- 

want to the holiday." FrUby would find some work for him to do if he sUyed thing else to the whole world."
"Christum, don't make no difference out here," he et home, ao he decided to go at all events. He set out in “ I'm gtod of ft," mid Peter FrUby cheerfully ; • 1 

eeewered grimly. "We don't have no time for foolishness, gloomy silence, hut Mr. FrUby'• voice stopped him at the think I’d a tittle rather yon’d have him than
gstfc.

" You can take Rocket, aeein* as you've been delayed 
soma,” he said grudgingly. " I've saddled him ready

pity.’*
"Soon be Christmas," Rob ventured after a long, in

dustrious silence.
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else I know of.*’—Our Young People.I ean tell you."
Rob's face expressed surprise and disappointment.
"Don't you celebrate at all ?” he aaked in dismay.

fool ranchers spend their money ahootin' И you."
turkeys down to Be scorns, or some other such foolishness. *<*’• Mger vanished like magic, and hia eye. shone
Rube an* Smily goes home to their families an’ we have with Plearn,re. Rocket waa a beautiful spirited black 
to do double duty, that’, all the Christmas for us. You P°»y with whom ha had made friend, by many kind tittle 
needn’t figger on frolickin' out here," he added grimly : ettamtlooe to the way of apple, and dainty tidbiu. He 
"ChrUtmea or no Christmas, it's all we can do to get wMonled joyfully aa Rob led him out into the keen, 
things straightened out by time spring work begins, froaty air.
Sooner you get such fool notions out of your heed the " Be real careful of him, Rob," the fermer cautioned, 
better for you." ” I'd aa aoon anything happened to me aa to Rocket"

Rob's tinea avemed to have fallen in pretty hard places Rocket feirly flew along the smooth, hard road with 
atom he left the orphanage He had started out full of head erect and nostrils quivering with delight. Rob's 
joyoea anticipation of the free life in the greet West, spirits roee with the fine, heelthy enthusiasm of youth 
only to meet the hard reality of farm life, which waa all “d by the time he reached Bucorne hia resentment had

ha expected Rob Intake personal interest in farm affair. tiorixd up at the water-tank a gentleman stepped to the 
sad work unremittingly in return for his board »nd platform and called to the elation master, " How'a your

had apple crop.thi* year, Ramson ?"
" Pretty fair.”
" Got any Baldwins ?"
" Hot one. Sold out the other day at fifteen cent* a
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How to Keep from Swearing.“Oh,
Over end over men here aaked : “How can I keep 

from swearing ?" says Mr. Moody, end then goes on with 
the answer and the illustration ;

1 will tell you. If God puts hia love into your heart, 
you will have no desire to curse him. If you have much 
regard tor God, you will no more think of curling him 
than you would think of speaking lightly or disparagingly 
of a mother whom you love. But the-naturel man la at 
enmity with God, and hie utter contempt far Me tow. 
When that tow to written on Me heart, them will be no 
trouble to ofaeyiag It.

When 1 wee ont weet about thirty years ago, 1 waa 
day to the open sir, when • man drove up

.

preaching
in a fine turn-out, and after listening a tittle while to 
what 1
steed, end Many he went. I 
again hut the nest night he oame hack, and he kept un 
coming regularly night after sight.

•ayisg, he put the whip to hia fine-looking
God Thai 
of the divisclothes aed oat dollar a month. The other 

cariais hour, of etrady work, while Rob was called upon 
et all hours, from dawn till dark ; he milked, did chorea 
about the bouse, split fence rails, fed the stock, and after 
supper busked corn and sorted apples and potatoes until bushel ; hard to keep this cold weather, you know."

" That's too bed. I want five hundred bushels by

I noticed that Me fprxheed Itched—you bava noticed
people who keep putting their hands to their forehead» ?
—he didn’t want any one to aae Mm ah adding tears—of Mr. Jaco 

" Marry Q 
A few do 

block. W
"Come 

a merry Cl

hedtimr. On Sundays he fed stock, drew water, and 
helped Mrs. Friaby about the house until dinner, after tomorrow morning, for an Eastern houae. I’ll pay forty 
which he wiped the diahee, dressed end drove to church, cento a bushel for such apples aa you sold Turner tost 
atx mtiea acroaa the prairie And ao the day. poised fell your. Couldn’t get them far me in time, could you ?" 
to work, eed to crown it ell he waa to have no Chriatmaa 
hah day.

The next morning at breakfast table Mr. Fftoby said

courte sot I It to not e mealy thing to shed tears In a 
religious meeting, of course !

After the meeting 1 aald to e gentlemen : " Who ia 
who drive up hero every night ? Ia he Inter-that•* Only wish I could."

Forty cents a bushel for fire hundred buaheto ! There 
a fine chance for Fishy. Rob knew It would mean 

, "Rob. I'm figgariu' on takin' in the weet corner lot for the torn of Ma holiday for they would here to work till 
pasture next year ; the drove', gallin' too big for the midnight to eort end pack them. He felt eehamed of 
tittle pasture. It’s got to he all fenced by Flaw Yaer’a, Ma selfish impulse, that made him hedtete between 
and you ex' xte'a got to split the rails. Ruhe and Bmlly 'a pleasure and plain duty and made haste to Improve the th< 
gel all they cm do about the farm from now till spring opportunity.
I’ve figgared out the whole thing, an' it leavta ne juat " Farmer Friaby can let you have that amount of sound 

y-five relia a dev apiece from now till New Year's, apples," be mid courteously.
not totin' e day."

That gave Rob e bright idea He could do a day's stint " Yea air.”
at add timaa and to that way get off on Chriatmaa day, at "Cm 1 trust you ?"

" Oh, he's ell right," the station master put in good-

estod ?” "Interested! I should think not! You
should have heard the way he talked about you today." 
" Well," I mid, “thet toe rfgu bel. interested."

If ao ma ever haa anything to my égalait you, yuur 
Christianity isn't worth much. Man «aid Of the Master, 
" He has a devil," and Jeans aald that If they had called 

aI the honee Brelaebnb, how much more them
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of Me household.
I caked where this men lived, but my friend told me 

not to go to aae Mm, tor he would only curse me. I mid, 
" It tehee Oodj to curve a man ; man can only bring 
coma on hia own head." ,1 found out where he lived, 
end went to

I ” He can? By tomorrow morning?”

him. He wee the wealthiest man within 
a hundred miles a# that place, «ed had a wife and set eu

"Mr. Friaby, would you mind if I split rails three naturedly. ” Priaby*a as tight aa a drum, but straight aa beautiful children. Juat aa I got to Ilia gate I saw him 
■rnaUght eight* to make ep for a day off on Christmas ?* ' a ramrod, and he’ll do the square thing every time. He'll coming out of the door. 1 stepped up to him and pvid :
he ached hopefully. be gtod of the chance." ,. тьц j, Mr ----- - j believe ?" He mid. " Yea, air ;

"What do you want to loaf about a whole day for ?” " Very well then. Five hundred bushels of sound that la err name " Then he straightened uo and asked
Mr. Friaby demanded testily. Baldwins to go by the seven-thirty train tomorrow morn- « What do yob want?"

"I'd like to go to town that day, for a change.”
"Aa* get in with them turkey ahootin' roughs, like as

stove disc

woman V 
hands foil 
•cram thi 

" Be w« 
note of ch 
pastor? 
houae, wl

her.”tog. " Well," l ajtid, " I would like to aak you a question,
" I'll remember," Rob answered. He watched the if you won’t be angry." 

net ! No, air ; I’m responsible for your conduct while train pull onto! the station, then turned Rocket’s hand “ Well, whet la it? "
howeward end urged him into a brisk gait. ■' I am told that God has blamed you above ell men to

Fermer Frisby as him coming and met him et the this part of the country ; that he haa given you wealth,
a beautiful Christian wife, and seven lovely children

girls tnov 
" {onto 

clergym* 
Son* day 
then she 

The till 
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S3dark

•t you're here.”
no harm,” Mrs. Frisby put in soothingly. 

"ІИ1 be sorter lonely for Rob, aeein' he’s been used to 
makin’ somethin' of the day. You'd promise not to go 
about the targets, wouldn't you, Rob?”

” Yea. ma'i

"I don't
gate in open-mouthed wonder.

“ I’ve come beck to help get the apples ready for sale Г do not know If ft it true, but I hear that all he gets In
by tomorrow,” he said. “ Mr. Crosby wants five ban- return is cursing and blasphemy.” He said, "Come in ;

" Rob answered gratefully. dred bushels at forty cents a bushel, to send off on the come in." I went in. " Now,” he mid, " what you
"I'm surprised at you, Emily, fosterin' the boy’s seven-thirty train.” aald out there is true. If any man hes a fine wife I am

foolieh notion !” Peter Fishy said severely. " Big boy " Well, I declare ! If that don't beat time !” he the man, and I have a lovely family of children, and God 
like him ! At his age I didn't go whinin' about tor exclaimed in genuine delight. "I didn’t expect to sell hakbeen good to me. But do yon know, we had cotn-
hotidaya ; I worked straight through the year an' made them apples at all. « pany here the other night, End I earned tty wife at the
my little pile too. If it hadn’t been for another man’s They fell to work immediately, with a right good will ; table; shif t did dot know it till after the company had 
villainy I'd teen a rich man. Rob ain't got no call to and presently Mrs. Frisby brought their dinner out and goto* Ï never feU so mean and contemptible in my life

lent a hand while they made a hasty meal. The short s« when tty wife told me of it She mid she wanted the 
Mrs. Frisby plead so well in Rob's behalf that her winter afternoon passed swiftly and darknem fell, still floor to ffy open and let her down out of her mat If I

husband gave his grudging consent. He made it as bard the work went on steadily. By eleven o’clock the last have tried once, 1 have tried a hundred times to stop
as possible for Rob by keeping him at work early and buahtt was safely stored for the early delivery. It waa a swearing. Yon preachers don't know anything about 
late, but there was almost three weeks* grace and the very tired boy that ml down to a generous Christmas it." ' ' ^

Mrs. Frisby piled his plate with all the good Yes,’’Isxid, “Ikkow all about it; I hâve been a 
•he had prepared and watched them disappear drummer."
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held off altogether, so he managed to split the re
quired rails in good time. The farm hands went home
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things nothin' t


