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d eit the ecekeùIng sensation of plung-
ing dorn into the chute. But lie resisted
tie terrible feeling of faintness that at first
assailed him, and as tie log went daehing
down the trough crawled forward on hià
belly tili his "ead liung over th fforward
end of the timber, clutclied the rougl bark
and waited.

In les- than a minute's time-though it
seeméd to -hlm an age - he increasing

elocity of the log brought the glimmer
of the little red cap within his limited
range of vision. A minute more, and ho
?was close upon it. Now for all his
strength and 'skill an.d courage! Stretch-
1 ng out both hands, he clutched the little
figure, and, unmindful of his own great
peril, raised It and fluùg it with a convulsive,
effort over the edge of the chute. The effort
almost threw -him frolm the log, but by a
quick motion he saved himself, and clung,
gasping, to the rough edges of bark. Then,
cautiously raising himself to his knees,
blinded.now by the terriflc speed of the log,
and scarcely able to catch hie breath in the
ierce rush of air, he gave a mighty sideward
spring, raising and throwing himself out-
ward on his arms, as one who vaults a
fonce. 'He feit that .he hâd cleared the
edge of the. chute, aid knew that he was
falling. But there consciousness was blot-
ted out, and he knew n.more until dug out
of the snow, -twenty minutes later, by the
sturdy arms of Baptiste.

You save my boy! you save my boy !
cried the big woodsman, with tears pour-
lng down his cheeks, as Benny's eyelids
trembled and opened fora. -moment te the
blue sky and the blessed sense -of life and
safety. 'O t'ank God! tank God My
boy safe, an' you safe too. It was wonder-
fui, wonderfult!

'I would have died for you or little Calixte,
Baptiste murmured the -boy. 'I am not
brave always. It ws'oniy love that made
me so'

'OnIy love ?' cried the big, rough Ca-
nadian, for once in his life rising to the
level of a philosopher. 'You have love, you
have 'everyt'ing!

'Five Minutes to Five.
Tlaze, mOm, cani you lond us a bit of

sugar ? Mother will git some when'she's
done her work to-night.'

Mrs. Hil lookted ip from her writing in a
tired, half-dazed way. She was doing some
troublesome bookkeeping and striving to
amuso a pretty, three-year-old child sitting
at ber feet, playing hide-and-seek in the
folds of lier scit. It was hai-d workc, these
school accounts, even with no distractlng
calls upon her Ïttention; but it seemed lim-
pcssibie te gain any. headway with 'lttle
Jim perp2tually shaking her elbow and call-
-ing lier to look, just when she thought the
error discovered in .old Mr. Hazle's accouant.

'Yes, Katty; come In, Jim, Jim, yeu dear
little torment, lot mamma write!

'Plaze, ca.n't Miss Ellen feelih the -bit of
sugar widout troublin' of you, mem?' asked
Katty, dropping on her knees that littie Jim
might climb on her back.

'Ellen l going te a meeting of :churcl
workerm,' replied Mrs. Hill with a sigh, as
she filled the sugar-bowl.

lof course you are going,. Katty. We will
ý'have a-splendid time,' quickly added Ellen,

who Was mending a glove, altogether undis.-
turbed by the baby or school accounts

'Sure the. mother le nigh crazy wid w-ork,
Miss Ellen, an' can ill spare' me, though I'd
oik to go. Do you think ltll be clane done

Yid at five minutes to five?' -

'Oh, I'm sure of it, and ail our. Sunday- -

school class will be there; besides, Mrs.
Brent likes a crowd.'

Jn will be lonésome like widout you -

the darlin't ! Th-ink yë, mem, fur the
sugar'; and, despite baby's cry of disappoint-
ment- Katty ran off down the lane; home.

'Ellcn, do.amuse thé bby I Must nake
Up my accounts ti' evening. Thé school il
our living, and Mr. zle sends folir -chi-
dren, comehwo I can't get his account- right.
Two English grammars and a copybook for
May;, no, tliat makes a dollar too much.
But I did get the books,. they are on my
bill'-

'Mamma play wif baby; Ellie no p'ay wif

The soft baby arms stole around mamma's
neck, the ui-ly head nestled on mamma's
shouider.

'I really' can't 'amuse him when I have ta
dress for the meeting,' Ellen said- in a re-
monstranttone. 'The baby le big enough ta
take caro0f himself; he is getting spoiled?

Ellen, the baby can no more take care of
himseof than you couid at his age,' lidig-
nantly retorted lier mother; 'besides, I don't
see how I .caa sparé you. Mr. Hazle is my,
best patron, .and he. will neyer forgive an
overcharge.'

'Oh, mammal'-Ellen cried out, 'it Is almost
unchristian of you te want me to mis the
meetig just for little Jin, hbn I have pro-
-mised tô be backt early, too.'
- 'Well, well, r suppose you must go!' Mrs.
iii sald with a patient, troubled smle;- 'but

don't forget that I depend upon you ta be
here by five minutes te five.'

Ellen made no reply. She was particular-
ly anxious te attend this meeting. Several
strangers weuld be there-Vassar girls, who
diessed well, and were to stay four weeks
with Mrs. Brent. She never thoight of baby
Jim, lonesome and companionlees, only.com-
forted by mama's.hand .stealing down ta
stroke his curls-peor little Jim! A sweet-
lovable- malden, pretty and smiling, was
Ellen, when she çame downstairs in lier new
blue muelin and white hat.. Mrs. Hill glane-
ed up from er school accounts:and the elu-
sive error in the Hazie bil.

* -'You lok very nice, my dear; butT wisl-
oncu were not going. Don't forget; fve min-

utes to five,' she relterated; be here without
failI -

- 'I won't fail; you may be sure o!fthat,'
Ellen assured ber, as she shut the -gate.

* The pleasantý breeze and lazy whir of the
beetles seemed so delightful that slie really
wished her. mother was not so hard-worked,
and that little Jim had someone to play.with
him. -Thon she thought of Katty,'and turn-
ed down the lane leading te the ugly cabin
close te -the railway, where the Brien family
lived. She felt great satisfaction In thini-
Ing how pleased Mrs. Brent would be when,
in ber beautifùl blue -mulin dress, she tri-

umphantly convoied Katty, arrayed In her
faded calice, Into the handsome drawing-
room.

Katty answered lier knock from the top of
the back-yard fence. Social observances

-'

were altogether unique with Katty, She re-
ceived her guests infor-mally wherever she
might be, on a cinder pile, or in the pigpen,
or on the fénce scaring robins away froim
the cherries with the fiourish of au old
apron as at present.

'Sure I can't go, Miss Ellen. It's -noice to
go, but I'm after stayin' at home this time,
I amn,' she said, tying the old apron over her
head to ward off the sun.

'But, Katty, I've come for you te walk up
with me,' magnanimously insisted Ellen ;
'you belong to, our class in Sunday-school,
and this le such important Christian work.
We are te try and buy a library for a smali
Sunday-school just started out ai the moun-
tains, where the people never had a church.
You must do yoùr part. It ls very wrong
ôf you to sta at homo.'

'I ani noetsayin' it isnt, Miss Ellen-shu!
shu! there, /fou vilyan'; this was to an iii-
mnnnei-ed bird taking advantage of the pres-
ence of a visitor te snatch ii ripe cherry- -
T'I'd be glad enough'to' go. It's a dale noicer
than "stoppin' at home, wi. Mrs. Brent so
pleasant-spoken and-a grand cup ofûtay into
thebargain, but I'm not sure of gettin' home
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