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large face coarsely wrinkled, with a suspicion of a stubbl
beard on the square chin. a0t

When her tin pan was filled to her satisfaction with the
sprawiing, ery greens, and she was hobblirg stifly to-
wards her siscer on the doorstep, she saw another woman
standing before her with a basket in her hand.

“ Giood-morning, t,” she said, in a loud, strident
voioe, as she drew near. *‘I've been frylag some doughnuts,
and I brought you over some warm."

“I've been teuin’ her it was real good in her,” pipeds
Charlotte from the doorstep, with an aaxious turn of her
sighul -8s face towards the sound of her sister's footstep.

Harriet said nothing but a hoarse *‘Good-mornin’, Mis’
Simoands.” Then she took the basket in her hand,
m &l.l’ the top, selected a doughnut, and deliberately

“Tough,” said she. *‘I s'posed so. If there is anything I
'spise on thisairuh it 's a tough doughnut.”

“( Harriet!” said Cnariotte, with a frightened look.

“They air tough,” said Harriet, with a hoarse detiance,
;:ndhg :t.c_n is anything I 'spise on this airth it 's a tough

“‘no woman whose benevolence and cookery were being
thus uagratefully received only laughed. She was quite
fleshy, and had a round, rosy, determined face.

«Well Harriet,” said she, ** I am sorry they are tough, but
perhaps you had better take th-m out on a plate, and give me
my basket. You may be able to eat two or three of them if
they are wl.lfll.”

“They air tough—turrible tough,” said Harriet stubborn-
1y ; but she took the basket into vhe house and emptied it of
its contents nevertheless.

[ sappose yoar roof leaked as bad as ever in that hea
rain day before yesterday? ' said the visitor to Harriet, wi
an inqairing squint towards the mossy shingies, as she was
abous to leave with her emﬂ)ﬁ basket.

“It was turrible,” rep Harriet, with crusty acquies-
cence—** turrible, e had to set pails an’ pans everywheres,
an’ move the bed out.”

* Mr. Upton ought to fix it.”

| «There ain't auy fix to it; the old ruff ain't fit to nail new
shingles on to; the hammerin’ wouid bring the whole thing
down on our h " said Harriet gimly

“Well, I don’t know as it can be fixed, it ‘s so old. Isup-
pooo"t.ho wind comes in bad around the windows and doors

«It's like livin’ with a piece of paper, or mebbe a sieve,
‘twixt you an’the wind an’the rain,” quoth Harriet, with a
jerk of her head.

*“You ought to have a more comfortable home in your old
qo,'* said the visitor thoughufully.

*On, 1t ‘s well snouga,” oried Harriet, in quick alarm, and

" with a complete chauge of Lone; the woman's remark had

broaght an old dread over her. *‘The old house ‘Il 1ast as
long as Charlotte an’ me do. The rain ain't 80 bad, nuther is
the wiad ; there 's room onongh for us in the dry places, an’
out of the way of the doors an’ windows. Iuv’'s enough sight
better than goin’ on the town.” Her equare, deflant 0.d face
actually 100ged p sle as she uttered Lhe last words and stared
apprehensively a. the woman.

“On, I did not thiuk of your doing that,” she said hastily
and kindly. ** Weall know how you fvel about thag, Hacriet,
and not one of us newhbors will sve you aad Charloute go to
the p'gorhonsa while we've got a crust of bread to share with

you.

Harriet's face brightened. * Thank ye, Mis' Simonds,”
she said, with reluctant courtesy * 1'm much obleeged o
you an' the neighbors. I think mebbe we 'll be able to eat
some of them doughnauts if they air tough,” she added mollify-
ingly, as her caller turned down the footpath.

“‘ My, Harriet,” said Charlotte, lifting up a weakly, won-
dering, peaked old face, *what did you tell her them dough-
nuts was tough fur?”

“COharlotie, do you want everybody to look down on us,
an’ think we ain’t no account at all, just like any beggars,
‘cause they bring usin vittles?" said Harriet, with a grim
glance at her sister's meek, unconscious face.

“No, Harriet,” she whir~pered.

“Do you want to go to the poorhouse ?"

*No, Harriet.” the poor little old woman on the door-
step fairly cowered before her aggressive old sister.

“Then don't hender me agin when I tel. folks their dough-
nuts is tough an’ their pertaters is poor. If 1don't kinder
keep up an’ show some sperrit, Isnha'n't think nothing of my-
self, an’ other folks won't nuther and fust k we know
they 'll kerry us to the poorhouse. You d 'a been there before
now if it hadn’t been for me, Charlotte?" 7

Charlotte looked meekly convinced, and her sister sat
down on & chair in the doorway to sorape her dandelions.

“Did you git a good mess, Harriet?" asked Charlotte, in a
humble tone. f

‘Toler'ble.”

“They 'll be proper relishia’ with that plece of pork Mis’
Man brought in yesterday. O Lord, Harriet, it '8 a chink ! ”

Harriet sniffed.

Her sister caught with her sensitive ear the little con-
temptuous sound. ** I guess,” she said querulously, and with
more pertinacity than she had shown in the matter of the
doughnuts, **that if you was in the dark, as I am, Harriet, you
wouldn't make fun an’ turn up your nose at chinks. If you
had seen the light streamin’in allof & sudden through gome
little hole that you hadn't known of before when you set down
on the doorstep this mornin’, and the wind with the smell of
the apple blows in it came in your face, an’ when Mis' Simond~
brought them hot doughouts, an' when I thought of the pork
an’ greens jest now— O Lord, how it did shinein! An'it
does now. If you was me, Harriet, you would know there
was chinks.”

Tears began starting from the sightless eyes, and stream-
ing pititully down the pale old cheeks.

Harriet looked at her sister, and her grim face softened.

* * Why, Charlotte, hev it that thar is chinks if you want to.

Who ocaree? "

“Thar is chinks, Harriet.

' Wa'al, thar is chinks, then. If Idon't hurry, I sha'n’t

get these greens in in time for dinner.
When the two old women sat down complacently to their
meal of pork and dandelion greens in their little kitchen,
thay did not dream how destiny alowl{, and surely was intro-
ducing some new colors into their web of life, even when it
was al nost completed, and that this was one of the last meals
they would eat in their old homo for many a day. Inabouta
week from that day they were establiched in the ** 0'd Ladies’
Home"” in a neighboring city. It came about in this wise :
Mrs. Simonds, the woman who had brought the gift of hot
doughnuts, was a smart, energetic person, bent on doing good,
and she did a great deal. To be sure :he always did it in her
own way. If she chose to give hot doughnuts, she zave hot
doughnuts ; it made not the slightest ditference to her if the
recipients of her charity would inﬂnitveli have preferred
ginger cookies. Still a great many would like hot doughnuts,
and she did unquestionably a great deal of good.

She had a worthy coadjutor in the per=on of a rich and
childless elderly widow in the place. They had fairly entered
into a p.u't.nerahig in good works, with about an equal capital
on both sides, tha widow farnishing the money, and Mrs
Simonds, who had much the better head of the two, furnish-
ing the active schemes of benevalence.

The afternoon after the doughnut episode she had gone to
the widow witha new preject, ard the result was thav en-
trance fees had been P“d‘ and old Harriet and Charlotte made
sure of a comfortable home for the rest of theirlives. The
widow was hand in glove with offizers of missionary boards
and trustees of charitable institutions. There had been an un-
usual mortality among theinmates of the ** Home " this pring,
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them—proved the most so. The struggle to persuade them to
abandon their tottering old home for a betier wasa terrible
one. The widow had pleaded with mild surprise, and Mrs.
Simonds with benevolent determination; the counsel and
reverend eloquence of the minister had been called in; and
when they yielded at last it was with a sad grace for the re-
cipients of a& worthy charity. “ o

It had been hard to convince them that the Home " was
not an under another name, and their yielding at
Jength to anything short of actual force was only due prob-
ably to the plea, which was advanced most eloguently to
Harriet, that Charlotte would be so much more comfortable.

The morning they came away, Charlotte oried pitifully,
and trembied all over her little shrivelled body. Harriet did
not cry. But when her sister had passed out the low, Mns
door she turned the key in the lock, then took it out an
thrust it slyly into her pocket, shaking her head to-herself
with an air of flerce determination.

Mrs. Simonds’ husband, who was lo take them to the
depot, said to himself, with disloyal defiance of his wife's
active charity, that it was a shame, a8 he helped the two dis-

old souls into his llghn wagon, and put the poor little
box, with their homely clothes in it in behind.

Mrs. Simounds, the widow, the minister, and the gentleman
from the * Home"” whowas to take charge of them, were all
at the depot, their faces beaming with the delight of success-
fal benevolence. Butthe two J):or old women looked like two
forlorn prisoners in their midst. It was an impressive illus-
tration of the truth of the saying that *“it is more blessed to
give than to receive.” -

Well. Harriet and Charlotte Shattuck went to the o
Ladies' Home” with reluctance and distress. They stayed
two months, and then—then thoy ran away.

The * Home" was comfortable, and in some respects even
luxurious; but nothing suited those two unhappy, unreason-
able old women.

The fare was of a finer, more delicately served variety
than they had been accustomed to; those finely flavored
nou ﬂshlnﬁmnpi for which the *Home"” took great credit to
itself failed to Jlem palates used to common, coarser food.

-*0 Lord, Harriet, when I se' down to the table here there
ain’t ne ghinks,” Charlotte used to say. “If we oould hev
s0mMe outg !ngo, or some pork an’ greens, how the light would
stream >

Then they had to be more particular about their dress.
They had always been tidy enouzh but now it had to be some-
thing more; the widow, in the kindness of her heart. had
made it poeaible. and the good folks in charge of the * Home,"
5"03"’ kindness of their hearts, tried to carry out the widow's

&ns.

But nothing ocould transform these two uapolished old
women into two nice old ladies. They did not take kindly to
white lace caps and delicate neckerchiefs. They liked their
new black cashmere dresses well enough, but they felt as if
they broke a commandment when they put them on every
afternoon. They had always worn calico with long aprous at.
home, and they wanted to now ; and they wa~ted to twist up
their scanty grey locks into little knots at the back of their
heads, and go without caps, just as they always had done.

Charlotte in a dainty white cap was pitiful, but Harriet
waa both pitiful and comical. They were totally at variance
with their surroundings, and they felt it keenly. as people of
their stamp always do. No amount of kindness and attention
—and they had enough of both—sufficed to reconcile them to
their new abode. Charlotte pleaded continually with her
gister to g0 back to their old home.

0 Lord, Harriet.” she would exclaim (by the way, Cha'-
lotte's * O Lord,” whioh, as she used it, was innocent eno h.
had been heard wi h much disfavor in the * Home,"” and she,
not knowing at all why, had.been remonsirated with concern-
ing it), “let us go home. I can't stay here ro ways in this
world. Idon'tlike the vittles, an' I don’t like to wear a cap; I
want to go home and do different. The currants will be ripe,
Harriet. O Lord, thar was always a chink, thinking about
‘em. | want some of 'em; an’ the Porter apples will begetiin’
ripe. an’ we could have same apple pie. This here ain't good.:
1 want m rlasses fur sweeting. Can’'t we get back no w ys,
Harriet? It ain’t far, an’ we could walk, an’ they don't lock
u~ in, nor nothin’. I don’t want to die here; it ain’t 8o straight
up to heaven from here. O Lord. I've felt as if I was slanten-
dicular from heaven ever since I've been here, an’ it's been so
?l'tr‘:ll gﬁrk. I ain't had any chinks. I want to go home,

arrie

« We'll go to-morrow mornin’,” said Harriet finally ; we 11
pack up our things an’'go; we'll put on our old dresses, an’
we'll do up the new ones in bundles, an’ we'll jest shy out the
back waylwmorrow m&minl‘; :ll:' 'ei.ll'l i‘oi's kin find the
way. an' 1 reckon we kin git thar, t is four
Mehbe somebody will zive us a lift.” A il

And they went. With a grim humor Harriet hung the
new white lace caps with which she and Charlotte had ioen
gso pestered. one on each post at the head of the bedstead, so
they would meet the eyes of the first person who opened the
door. Then they took their bundles. stole slyly out, and were
soon on the high-road, hobbling along, holtfln each other's
h;lnda, as Jl:.l':“lm" as Ltwo gl&l mn.b:gld chuckling to them-
gelves over their escape. an e pro e astoni
would tl)‘e ?(]l t:n{n " H(zmel: %vder it. shment there

“ 0! arriet, what do you s'pose they will
caps?” cried (t)harlﬁtbe, witth lnk gl:lv-l‘nl oacklo.y e

« ] guess they 'll see as folks ain't goin’ to be made
caps qgin their will in a free kentry,” returned Hurig‘t)..‘v':;:{\
an echoing cackle, as they eped feebly and bravely along.

The ‘“Home" 8 on the very outskirts of the city
luckily for them. They would have found it a difficult under.
takin%bo traverse the crowded streets. As it was, a short
walk brought them into the free country road —free compar-
atively, for even here at ten o'clock in the mornirg there was
ctlmsldonblo travelling to and from the city on business or
pleasure.

People whom they met on the road did not sta
as curiously as might have been expested. Harri'e‘t’. %Ealsih;g:-
bristling chin high in air, and hobbled along with an appear-
?“30 o{) I t;l"‘iz wel aavu':e o{ v:hatt.’:he was about, that led folks

odou eir own first opinion that there

usugl ﬁ})ﬂl‘l‘! ;.he t‘i:io old l?votr)llnam. Wasnometliogun
till their evident feeblencss now and them occa

from one and another more particular scrutiny. whe‘:.",’ﬁ‘;‘g

had been on the road a half-hour or 0, a man in a covered

wagon drove up behind them. After he had passed them. he

poked his head around the front of the vehicle and looked

mck. Finally he stopped, and waited for them to come up to

m.

“Like a ride, ma'am!” said he, lookin i

and cgrll‘lpa:-aionmea " g at once bewildered

*“Thankee,” sai arriet, ‘“ we'd be much obl "

After the man had lifted the old womeninmgg.wngo,,
and established them on the back seat, he turned around, as
he d"‘c“‘m "IO‘:'IY along, l\lndkﬂn zed at them curiously '

“Seems to me you loock prettv feeble Ak »
said he. * Where were you going ?" to be walking far,

Harriet told him with anair of deflance.

*Why,” he exclaimed, “*it is fourteen miles out. You
could never walk itin the world. Well. 1 am going within
three miles of there, and 1 can go on a little further as well as
not. IHI:“‘ I f}nn'l see — Have you been in the city " *

1 have been visitin’ my marri i 3 Gitv " st
Hareiatonimiy, y ed darter in the city,” said

Charlotte start ed, and swallowed convulsively

Harriet had never told a deliberate falsehood before in her

life, but this s*emed to her one of the tr v !
1 S A L emendovs exigencies
L e o Yo T e e aremetny, ension
not contrive to deceive him in some way, the man might turn

directly around and carry Charlotte and her ck
** Home " and the white caps ez back ‘ta; the

X d; an' my darter didn’t want us to walk. She felt
:::lsbzlii:bout it. But ehe couldn’t help it. She's poor, and
her husband’s dead, an’ she’s got four leetle chiidren.’

Harriet recounted the hardships of her imaginary daugh.-
ter with a glibness that was astonishing. Charlotie swallowed

N ell,” said the man, “ I am zllx‘d 1 overtook you, for I
don't you would ever have rea: ed home alive.”

'About six miles from the city an open buggy paseed them
swiftly. Init were seated the matron and one of the gentle-
men in charge of the ** Home.” They never thought of lookin,
into the covered wagon—and indred one can travel in one o’
those vehicles, so popul in parts of New England, with
as much privacy as he could in his tomb. The two in the
buggy were seriously alarmed. and anxious for the safety of
the old women, who were chuckling maliclon:lg in the wagon
they soon left far behind. Harriet had watched them breath-
les'iy
wi

sely dntil the :l:lsnppumd on a curve of the road ; then she
red to Charlotte.

usApfit.t.Ie after noon the two old women crept slowly up the
footpath acroees the field to their old home.
“The clover is up to our knees, * said Harriet; an’ the
sorrel and the whiteweed ; an’ there's lots of yaller butterfiies.”
0 Lord, Harriet, thar's a chink,an’l do_believe I saw
one of them yaller butter flies go past it,” cried Charlotte,
trembling all over, and nodding her grey head violently.
Harriet stood on the old sunken doorstep aud fitted the
key, which she drew triumphantly from her pocket, in the
lock. while Charlotte stood waiting and shaking behind her.
Then thev went in. Everything was there just as they
had left.it. Charlotte sank down on & chair and began to cry.
Harriet hurried across to the window that looked out on the
rden
e ';lTho currants L:lir ripe,” said she, “‘an’ them pumpkins hev
run all over everything.”
«Q Lord, H rriet,” sobbed Charlotte. “thar is so many
chinks that they air all ruonin’ together!"”

THE QUIET HOUR.

Friendshwp.
How will sad memory point where, here and there,
Kriend after friend, by falsehood or by fate,
From him or from each other parted were,
Aud love sometimes becomes the nurse of hate!. . ..
Rather, he thinks he held not duly deau
Love, the best gift that man on man bestows,
Whi e round hi: dowaward path. recluse and drear,
He feels the chill indifferent skhadow= close.
“ W hy did I not " his spirit murmur-~ deep,
« Ay every cost of momentary pride,
Preserve the love for which in vain I weep:
Why had I wish or hope or sense beside?
0 oruel issue of some selfish thought !
0O long, long echo of some angry tone |
O fruitless lesron, mercilessly taught,
Alone to linger—and to die alone!™

The Time is Short.
Oh, my dear friends, you who are letting miser-
able misunderstandings run on from year 10 year,
meaning to clear them up some day ; you who are
keeping wretched quarrels alive because you can-
ot quite make up your mind that now is the day
to sacrifice your pride and kill them ; you who are
ing men sullenly upon the street, not speaking

to them out of some silly spite, and yet knowin
thav it would fill you with shame and remorse Lgf
vou heard that one of those men were dead to-mor-
row morning ; you who are letting your neighbor
starve till you hear that he is dying of starvation ;
or letting your friend’s heart ache for a word of
appreciation or sympathy, which you mean to give
him some day,—if you only could know and see and
feel, all of a sudden, that * the time is short,” how
it would break the spell! How you would go in-

— Houghton.

stantly and do the thing which you might never

have another chance to do.
“ Thou must endure! yet loving all the while,
Above, yet never separate from, thy kind,—
Meet every frailty with the gentlest smile,
Though to no possible depth of evil blind.”

Giving Comfort.

Ask God to increase your powers of sympathy,
to give you more quickness and depth of sympathy,
in little things as well as great. Opportunities of
doing a kindness are often lost from mere want of
thought. Half a dozen lines of kindness may bring
sunshine into the whole day of some sick person.
Think of the pleasure you might give to someone
who is much shut up, and who has fewer pleasures
than you have, by sharing with her some little
comfort or enjoyment that you have learnt to look
upon as a necessary of life—che pleasant drive, the
new book, flowers from the country, etc. Try to
put yourself in another’s place. ~Ask, * What
should I like myself if I were hard-worked or sick,
or lonely ?” Cultivate the habit of sympathy.

“ Yet sets she not her soul 80 xteadily
Above, that she forgets her ties to earth,
But her whole thought would almost seem to be
How to make glad one lowly human hearth :
For with a gentle courage she doth strive

In thought and word and feelirg o tolive
As to make earth next heaven!” —G. H.W.

Small Worries,

Nothing else but seeing God in everything will
make us loving and patient with those who annoy
and trouble us. They will be to us then only the
instruments for accomplishing His tender and wise
purposes towards us, and we shall even find our-
selves at last inwardly thanking them for the
blessings they bring us. Nothing else will com-
pletely put an end to all murmuring or rebelling
thoughts.

** Whate'er God does is well !
In patience let us wait ;
He doth Himself our burdens bear,
Hedoth for us take care,
And He, our Gnd,knows all our weary days.
Come, give Him praise.”

The subjection of the will is accomplished by
calmly resigning thyself in everything that in-
ternally or externally vexes thee, for it is thus only

there were several vacancies, and-the matter »f the admission **1shonld not have thought your daughter w T
of Harriet and Charlotte was very quickly and easilyarranged. | you start for such a walk as that.” said rhe Sy Tllli’x'}‘\?:f‘(;'. that the soul is prepared for the reception ©
But the matter which would have seemed the least difticult— | yoursister? She is blind.isn't she. She does not look ﬂ“ Y | Divine influences  Prepare the heart like clean
inducing the two old women to accept the bourty which Prov- | walk & mile.” s Lito paper, and th Yivi DAL e noat Fy it
idence, the widow, and Mrs. Simonds were ready to bestow on “*Yes, she’s my sister,” reviied Harcipt <tubbornly ; an Ch;.ri'cte ;I .I . lnP].\lYlsdom Wl"]z;n;;';‘.t on i
: ; acters to His own liking. . Molinos.
e ———— . — —___ = Sac SRS o8 e
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