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CHAPTER L

THE OLD BROCK E"v‘oME

Minister of Education, ¥'d cast it out entirely,”
said Martha, disdainfully,. e threw her grammar on
the sofa, drew a broad pink ribbon from her pocket
and began arranging a gay bow. .

“Oh, we must all have grammar, the Brocks all had;
and we'll never grow up to be ladies if we use ungram-
matical language,” returned the sensible Eva, as she
placed the last wiped apple in the pan to roast for tea.

“I admire good language  as much as.any one, but
" it’s like climbing the stair of a towering monument to
" gain it by learning this book. Besides it’s unreason- = - §

able, for if ke is a pro—noun because it stands mstea(L
of amoun, why isn’t did a pro—verb, because it stands ‘
in place of a verb in this example ? < Who churned ?
I did’ If I've got tolearn grammar, I'll write adecent
-~ one for myself, then I can understand it. I've learned
~ the vocabulary at the back of that old Third Book so

DON'T see any sense 13 gravimar, -If I were .

nt



10 THE/BROCK FAMILY.

well, that I think that ought to do insﬁead,” as she
placed the finished bow at her throat and walked to

_the looking-glass to study the effect.

Myrtle smiled at Martha’s vanity, and carelessly
chimed in: “ Wait till I pop into that class, I'll~give

-~ Mr. Rogers a peach, so he’ll let me . slide when I miss.”

“H-m! T'd like to see yoi come that game over his
lordship, he’d peach you,” and turning towards Eva,
Martha continued :

- “Now listen to my fine flowing language from that
old Third -Book, say ‘ The Vision of Mirza’—here’s the
VOcabulary ‘vision, that which appears to be seen in
one’s sleep; oriental, eastern; manuscripts, written
documents ; translated, changed from one language
into another ; meditation, thought; melodious, sweet;
soliloquy, a talking to one’s self ; prodigious, great ;

- scvmitar, a sword with a curved blade” Now, ready-
- whip-cut-go, ‘ In my vision last night I saw a maiden

supporting an oriental candlestick which_bore several

—lightéd-eandles-by-thelight of which she traffsla,ted the

\.

'proalglous manuseript. At this point sh@swvaved a .

shining scimitar over her head, began a soliloquy in a
melodious tone, and then settled down into a peaceful
meditation.” How does that suit your fa,stidious taste,

— Miss Eva ?”

“ Eloquent! most eloquent! You mlght almost a.spn'e

‘to Mr. Rogers’ situation and twelve hundred a year,’

replied Eva. “But you did use grammar in that
speech ; if you learned it no other way, you learned it
unconsciously from papa and mamma, for you speak
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very much as they do. If mamma said worser, you
would say worser. So you see we ought to be thank-
ful for the good parents we have. If they were pagans,
we’d be the same until taught a different belief.”

“But,” said Mrs. Brock, who had entered unperceived,
in time to hear Eva’s last speech, “I'm afraid you do
not divide your attention equally among your studies,
-for you took ninety per cent. in literature last examina-
tion, while your deficiency in arithmetic caused your
failure,” and she began to stitch away at a button-hole
in Martha’s new dress. S~

“Ilove literature,” expostulated Martha, with enthu-
siasm. “Hear me say canto II., beginning at XXII,
please,” as she passed the book to her mother

~ Mrs. Brock patiently took it, remarking :
“I scarcely need any aid to my memory, for I've

heard you so often, I think'I know the poems almost

as well as youdo. We had none of this nonsens;e when
I was a girl, we had tolearn the catechism and Psalms.
Very Well begin.”

Then Martha began to recite from‘Slr Walter Scott s

,wrltlﬂcrs .

““Bome feelings are to mortals given
With less of earth in them than heavep :
And if thére be a human tear

From passion’s dross refined and clear, -

S A tear so limpid and so meek -

It would not'stain an angel’s cheek, .
‘Tis that which pious fathers shed .
Upon a duteous daug{er’s head ! "

Mond
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At this she paused.in her recitation, and mockingly
patted Eva on the head, repeating “ A duteous daugh-
ter,” then proceeded with,

‘“ And as the Douglas to his breast
His darling Ellen closely—" @

“Where did you get that gaudy bow Martha ?2”
interrupted her mother, anxiously.

“I forgot to tell you. I found an old purse going .
to school this morning—" -

“Was the purse walking or driving to school ?”
inquired Myrtle.

“You think you're smart now, don’t you? Spell
phthisie,” and turning to her mother, said, “but wasn’t
Ilucky? It had four ten-cent pieces and a five in it.
At first I thought I'd made my fortune and needn’t go
to school any more; but after I came to my senses, I
concluded it wouldn’t quite support my gray hairs in
sufficient dignity to satisfy the pride of my aristocratic
Grandmother. Brock, were she to take a peep at me
from the past, so I sorrowfully gave up the brilliant
vision of future grandeur and continued on my Way to
school.”

“You should have tried to find an owner for it, my
dear Martha.” ,

- “So I did, mamma, but couldn’t. I ran and caught
up to a man with a load of grain, but he hadn’t lost it.
Then I thought I'd give it to Mr. Rogers, but then it

" occurred to me he’d ask the scholars, and as none of_
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them come up the hill to the country but us, he’d only
put it in his desk.”

“Do you know, mamma, I don’t care about tattling,
but I was really ashamed of Martha this morning ;
she started shopping. As I saw she was going to be
late, I went on to school, and it was precisely five
minutes after ten when she came in. At recess, she
showed me just thirty-nine 'samples of ribbon from no
less than ten stores.”

“Martha ! Martha! when will you learn to quit
these shopping expeditions ?”

- “I don’t know, dear mamma;” and she folded her
arms, arched her brows, and vainly curled her lip; «if
ever I get rich, and buy numerous silk dresses and
pearl necklaces, I may get satisfaction ; but you don’t
know the real pleasure I enjoy in looking at the pretty
goods in the stores. See these pretty samples,” as she
emptied the contents of her pocket into her mother’s
apron, and tried to extricate the samples from the
tangled crochet thread and needle, a half-eaten apple,
some plum stones, pencils, and other miscellaneous
articles.

“This blue cloth is only sixty cents and double-
fold, purple velvet only seventy-five cents. Wouldn’t
it make me a lovely dress, trimmed with deep bead
trimming ?”

“I think you have inherited this trait of character
—your love of beads and other finery—from your

grandmother’s sister, Aunt Becket,” remarked her’

mother, with a laugh, while she  glanced smmﬁca.ntly
at the other girls.

A I



14 THE BROCK FAMILY.

“ Mamma, sell a cheese and gét me a dress from this
purple piece; please do. I have the buttons, thread,
lining, and everything but just the dress, the velvet I
mean. Won't—",

“Nonsense!” interrupted Eva, in a womanly way,
“ you've nothing to correspond with it, and you'd just
beg for new boots, purple kids and a feather, so you
are happier as you are.  Besides, the cheese has to go
to make up money for the taxes and the interest.”

Not appreciating Eva’s remarks, Martha tossed a
parcel of almonds in her mother’s laf), saying:

“Please divide them I forgot to give tflem wto you
before.”

..“My dear Martha, I wish you would think less
about finery, and feel more contented in the sphere in
which God has §laced you. It grieves your dear
father and me, to think we are not in a position to get
you better clothes; but you see how hard he has to

.- work to keep you:as comfortable as your are. I fear

we shall not have him very long, for he is getting
frail, though he never speaks of himself. Please
repeat the Tenth Commandment.”

“Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s house, thou
shalt not covet thy neighbor’s wife, nor anything—"

“Well, do you think it is any worse to break one
commandment fhan another?”

“No, I s’pose not; but what's the good of putting
beautiful things in the world and setting us beside
them, without a cent to buy anything, and then call it

w1cked if we send our eyes after them even when ‘We‘
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do manage to keep our fingers at home, I'd like to
know?’ she said, half in anger, and forgetting her fine,
flowing language. .

“Hush! then bear in mind you are stealing in your
- heart when you cevet those goods.”

“T'll try and be good, mamma, and be a comfort to -

you and papa yet; maybe I'll teach school some time
and get a high salary, or keep a great herd of cattle in
the west and .be worth millions; then youlll see iny
name in print for being the wealthiest cattle-owner on
the continent. Then, won’t I buy you everything—a
lovely mansion, a silk velvet jacket glistening with
bugles; pa, a seal overcoat and gold-rimmed spectacles ;
and Myrtle, a string of pearls. But, I suppose I must
curb my pride, put a bridle on it, and rein it in this
way,” as she threw two yards of crochet lace over
Eva’s head and pulled her off to the pantry, it being
‘now time for them to set the table.

“ But,” said the thoughtful Eva, as smmd out
the plates, “ the chief object of a teacher ought to be
to train souls for heaven, not to obtain riches. I do
wish I could find one heathen girl to teach.”

“Hear, hear ! I'm afraid you'll not live long ; you're
too good for your age. I think the chief object of a

teacher should be to teach boys not to endorse notes. -

_ There’s another cup wanted ; scrape the dough out of
""that and see if it -won’t brmg ou down to a level

~{Wlth the rest of your family,” and she claspJed her~

arms about Eva’s waist, waltzed, her around the Lfook—
stove, jerking off the damper spilling the contents of

Ll i S e
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“opens, lived Mr. Brock and his family. He was about

- ing- continually, he did not look like one destmed to -
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the teapot on the floor, and tearing"a. yard of braid
from the skirt of her own dress.

While these two are busy preparing tea, we will
take the opportunity of giving our young friends a

description of the family.
On a beautiful farm adjoining the town of Brad-
wardine, in Western Ontario, in 188-, when our story

forty-five years of age, with his black hair prematurely
sprinkled with white. Not being verystrong, and work-

hve out the allotted period of: three score years.and ™

ten. He was patient and serious, and’ very fond - of o 3

" his family and his home. K

Mrs. Brock had not the quiet seriousness Whlch char-
acterized her husband, but was cheerful and sensitive.
She cherished in her heart great hopes for the future
of her daughters. .

Maggie, the eldest daughter closely resembling her
mother in appearance, was then some miles away,
engaged in tedching school.

Next in years was Frank, the only son, a brown-
eyed boy of sixteen years. He was a great pet,
slightly spoiled, but deprived of a good education, be-

cause he was his father’s chief help. He thought his

father’s character perfect, and in every respect tried to
follow his example.

After him came the twms Ma.rtha. and Eva, who
were now fifteen. Martha was. tal and’ w1llowy

. in figure, but hvely in disposition and often the rmg-

lea.der in mlschlef AT

-




THE OLD BROCK HOME. 17
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Eva was chubby and rosy, and the personification of ‘
good-nature. She was always ready to assist any one, ;
and to restore peace in the many domestice bronls inci-
dental to young and ardent spirits. oy
“Then two white stones in the cemetery mark the, ST
gravesof as many little boys. '
Last, but in her own opinion, at any rate, not least

in 1mportance came Myrtle, a. loveh child of _eight : r
summers. -~ IR '
Bes/lde% these there was little Mlchael ‘Carrol, an b

~odd-Tooking - Irish orphan, whom Mr. Brock had o t
“adopted.

Their farmn was situated at the foot of a mountain,
from which several gurgling streams of . purest spring
water danced and foamed on their way to join the
river. Between the vine-clad -house and the street
flourished the great orchard which produced a variety
of choice frmt One tree in this ‘orchard was very
crooked—a freak of nature—the deformity of which
Myrtle attributed to the handlcra.ft of Martha, who,
when innocent, was often lblamed Then there was
always a good garden, which produced, among other
things, luscious melons<and strawbeiries; these, on
many occasions, tempted the: prowling town boys to-
break one or two of the commandments. But there : W
was a shadow over this farm, It wasnot a eloud that .. '
would break over it and leave it richer than before,

“but a dark cloud of debt which kept the father care-
worn and ill at ease.meeting the interest. Owing to

thas ﬁ'obt Mavehaq wardrobe 1nc1uded nnlv comfort-
"2

s

S



e N

A

4

T NS N

18 THE BROCK FAMILY.

able, plain clothes. This mortgage Mr. Brock had
inherited with the farm from his father, who, through

~ kindness, endorsed a note, reaching up into the thou-

sands, for an old schoolmate. The ungrateful- man
absconded, and the benevolent old gentleman was
obliged to mort«raoe the homestead to pay the debt.
Grandfather Brock did not long survive this reverse.

‘The present Mr. Brock, with the increasing expense of -
his family, and inferior crops, had been unable to.

reduce the pringipal.

Tea being now announced, the family sat down in the.
plain but cosy dining-room, where the bright lamp
reflected equally bright faces. They reverently bowed
their heads while their father fervently asked God to
bestow His blessing upon them. The evening meal
consisted of good bread and butter, cheese, and baked

‘apples with cream and sugar.

-~ After an interval of silence, in th,e» course of the:
meal, Mr. Brock suddenly said : ,

«T believe this North-West prame 1% ‘tauch bett?’r
than is generally supposed.”

“Yes?” mqulred Mrs. Brock, “ but T feei we are- far
enough north now.”

“'I have just been reading a letter in the Timés from
a farmer who went out there some four years ago, and
he and his two boys now own two sections of land,
free from all encumbrance. Now, you know, that is
two square miles. Each of the three men homesteaded
one hundred and sixty and pre-empted one hundred
and sixty, making nine hundred and sixty acres; and

AEAYT PN Y TRTT
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THE OLD BROCK HOME. 19

besxdes thls he boucrht three . hundred and twenty
acres.”

“Far-away bxrds have fine feathers,” demurred Mrs.
Brock.

“That’s all very true, my dear, but this letter appears
to be quite plausible. He has a hundred head of
cattle, fifty sheep, and a number of horses. Insummer
_ the pasture is better in quality than any we have ever
seen, while there is almost no limit to its extent. The
hay for winter only costs the labor of cutting and
stacking. Then wheat, he writes, produces forty
bushgls to the acre, and other grain accordingly, while
for potatoeq it is an Trishman’s paradise.”

“Faith, an’ if it'l] grow peraties widout rent, what
- fur do they grow whate at all, at all ?” eried Mike.

‘So far,” continued Mr. Brock, “he has had no
rouble in finding a ready market for all his produce.

hat do you say to our emigrating ?” and he cast an-

amused glance at his wife, knowing her opinion on
the subject too well to require a verbal answer.
Then Martha, whe had no idea they would ever

% emigrate, took up-the subject by saying at random :

“I suppose we could get that mugh land if we went
there, and we could take all our stock. Now, suppos-
ing we sold the wheat off twelve hundred and eighty
acres at a dollar a bushel, that would be forty times
twelve hundred and eighty; nought’s nought, four
nought’s nought, four eights—ﬁfty-one thousand two
hundred dollars. Oh, my! Just fancy! Why, by
R good management we’d soon be rich as Creesus, and be

' happy
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“But there might.be H Solon,. and a Cyrus,” said
Eva. . - L ' L
. “We'd be millionears then,” suggested Myrtle.

“ ABd pray what would you do with a million ears? -+
String them with diamonds? But we could invite
the President and his wife from Washington, the Prince
of Wales and his wife, and the old Sultan of Turkey,
you know, he’d give us presents of carriages with

_ golden spokes and diamond hubs in the wheels. We'd.

entertain them in first-class style, something _like the
Earl of Leicester entertained Queen Elizabeth, only
we’'d behave ourselves rather better than he didand be

benefited by the Tatest improvements, such as electrlc -

light and spring mattresses.”

« Now,” said Mrs. Brock, “I don’t mmd receiving a
‘visit from respectable people like" the President a.nd
the English royal family ; but when you.come to the
Sultan, I cannot-lower my family to such a-degree as .
to be on vmtmg terms with him, even should we
become ric

“Then,” contmued Martha, « they mmht invite us to
wvisit them. Of course, we would not go so far as
‘Turkey. Butit would bé grand to spend six weeksat
Washington, in the White House.” -

Speculation monopolized the conversatlon ‘until the

~ femily rose from the table. -
, After tea, their mother seated herself in the familiar
" old rocking-chair with her mending. Mgyrtle placed a 8

plate of grapes and apples on the table, and Mr. Brock %
read aloud from “ Half- Houre With the Best Authors v E £

one g\ ""’T’""‘"‘T‘B"""’fr“r
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| - 4with "so much expression that he could not fail to
fascinate the most inattentive listener.

Before retiring, Eva took her. place at the organ,
while they all joined in singing their favorite hymns.
‘Mrs. Brock’s voice always rang out clearly in Toplady’s
“Rock of Ages” When they were all seated, the
father took the well-worn Bible on his knees, and
opened it where the faded green ribbon marked the

place. He read a chapter, and kindly advised his"

family to attend to the one thing needful, trying to
impress upon théirs minds the text, “ But lay up for
_yourselves treasures in heaven, where neither moth
nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break
throuo'h -nor steal.” Then followed the earnest petmon
in which he placed his family and himself in his

Father’s care, and, making a special plea for his absent

daughter, he finished with the Lord’s Prayer.

The girl{ wished the others “ Good-night ”; Frank

wished pleasant dreams, and soon they were all enjoy-
-ing sweet sleep. '

It seemed to the children a very short time until

#° they heard their father calling :
! -« Come, girls; come, Fra.nk come, come.”

Eva turned over for a httle more sleep, but Martha

sprang out of bed and tugged away at the other girls,
threw a pillow at the head of one, a seribbling-book
at the other, until they decided there was not much
‘@ comfort while she was teasing. So it-was not long

& until all three took their pails-to help milk the twenty-
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22 THE BROCK FAMiLY

five cows, that dld S0 much towards supportmﬂ the

Brock family;
As they rfilked away, one girl sang, another repeated’
a proposition in geometry, while Myrtle talked to the

- ~ow that she was milking, and imagined  she received

comforting answers.© While the_girls were laughing
over the vat, and the last pail of foaming milk. was
~ tipped into the great strainer, their mother, wearing a
clean collar and apron, opened the factory door and
“smilingly said : :
“Please come to breakfa.st girls.”
“Yes, yes, dear mamma.” .
.When Mr. Brock was opening the -Bible for famlly
worshlp after breakfast, Martha whispered- to her
mother, as she glanced at the clock : .
“ Mamma, I’'m afraid we shall be late for school; I
wish papa wouldn’t bother reading this morning.” - :
“ Hush, dear,! God’s Word will speed rather than
retard you.”
There was a .general commotlon in preparing for
school after prayer.
‘Eva asked, “ What'll I get for our dmner, mamma ?”
Myrtle shouted, “ Where’s my pink hair-ribbon 2”
“I saw it rJ?nd Kitty’s neck, with a bell on it,”
replied Eva. -
Martha tossed books combs and hats promiscuously
about as she called out : :
“Who saw two stray leaves of - the Lady of the
Lake?’ and picking up some~tmy, twisted paper, she,.

. 3
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with a forlorn look, continued :"“ There, now, if that
ain’t too bad! Eva’s just used thém for curl papers
for those dandy bangs. Papa said we'd be taking a
leaf from the family Bible to curl our hair with, next
thing, and sure enough Eva’s got those dear leaves
twisted up, with her brown threads holding them tight,”
as she began 'plckmcr off the odd hairs and strmghten-
ing out the leaves of her favorite book. *Guess I'll*
make a little curl of the hmr _and. take it to your

favored Walter as a keepsake, he can put in hls
locket.”

said she was sorry. Just then, Mike op'ened‘ the front
door and shgmted.:’ ~ -

A Poide ! a roide to school ! yous’ll all gita r01de

there’s an ommbus comm aroun’ Jardons corner,
shure.”

machine.”

" «TFaith, if it can handle the %blllela(rh lmke owld
Rogers{ T'll wait till it goes by.”

“We're off, now, mamma; enjoy yourself,” said
Myrtle, a and her eyes beamed with the satisfaction that-

day to herself. 1

- their way to school, havmg their pockets well rounded
out from the products of the orchard ; and Mrs. Brock

returned alone to her work.

Eva, feeling guilty and desiring to keep the peace, -

“ Nonsense,” responded Eva “that’s a threshing-

her” worried- mother would at least ha,ve the best of tHe ‘

Fifteen minutes after - elght found the children on

in the rocking-chair, thinking and resting before she
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24 THE BROCK FAMILY.

- ‘ “Now,” she mused, “they are away for the day;

-they’re a great trial in one respect, but I would almost

! " rather lose my own life than suffer the loss of even

. the most troublesome of them. Well, to-morrow’s
Saturday, and I promised them that they all might go-

. up to their grandpa’s for nuts, so I must lengthen
Myrtle’s check -dress. She grows out of her clothes
very fast.” ‘ ‘




"CHAPTER IL

- A VISIT TO GRANDPA’S HOME.

INE o’clock the following morning found all the
young Brocks dressed for a visit to Grandpa
Gladstone’s pleasant country home. They expected
to gather nuts in company with their Boston cousins,
Oscar and Emma, who were then spending a few
weeks at their. grandpa’s farm. = Frank drove the
prancing horses up to the gate amid the usual con-
fusion on'such an important ocecasion.
“Eva,” said Frank, * bring out my other hat and
coat please, I can’t Jeave these horses.”

“Yes,” returned Eva, laughing over her shoulder as’

she turned towards the house, “I hope you’ll get a
wife with ten hands, for'you’ve been used to'that many
waiting on-you, and if you settle down with only two
you'll be disappointéd in your lady-love.”
“I'm glad you have such a’fine day, children,” re-
marked their . father, as he smiled over the gate under
"the great maple trees, and almost wished he were again
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26 * THE BROCK FAMILY.

a boy, that he might ]om them in their youthful
pleasure.

“ Good-bye, papa!” “Good-bye, mamma!” “Good-
bye, all!” rang through the air, as the impatient horses
pawed and tossed their heads wildly from side to side.-
As the words *“ Mind the horses” reached Frank’s ears,
away they went at a lively pace down the shaded lane

" to the gate at the road.

‘Myrtle, beaming with delight, jumped out and
opened the gate, once more climbed into the carriage,
and on they drove down the steep hill, over the bridge
by the mill, up the other long sloping hill, and past the
Bay Horse Hotel, where Mike’s poor father had spent
his wages and his life.

“ Well, here we/are,” and they turned in at the

- white gate under the shade of the willows. The two

little city cousins popped up from behind the hedge,
shouting :

« Hel]o there !”

“Hello, yourself ! ” was promptly returned.

“ Good for you. I always thought you country folks

_behind the times, but you seem to have been alive this

morning.”

Then they clambered in; and a happier load never
came laughing and singing up their grandpa’s pretty
lane to the old stone house among the trees.

“ Good morning, grandpa.”

“ Well, children, glad to see you.”

The children sprang out, and the little Brocks went

to greet their dear little old grandma.
. N 7

AN T g g




A VISIT TO GRANDPA'S HOME. - 27

“ Mamma sent her love and this lace cap to you,and -

papa weighed these two pippins, one is nineteen pounds
“ Qunces,” corrected Eva.

“ Maybe it was ounces, and the other twenty, and
he wants to know if you can beat ‘that,” and Myrtle
looked inquiringly at her sisters to see if she had
delivered her parcels and messages correctly.

The cap, after being tried on and admired, was
placed for safety in the lower drawer of the old wal-

nut bureau and locked up, and the two apples were

put on the sideboard beside the silver.

Their grandpa was feeding what he called his royal
family—the large flock of hens, turkeys and geese.
The children laughed heartily as Oscar stooped downs
and mimicked, almost to perfection, the old gobbler
strutting proudly about. Grandpa laughed and talked
to the fowl as if they understood him as they followed
him about the lane and barnyard. )

As the procession of grandchildren started away to
the woods, the old gentleman jokingly remarked :

“I must have a tenth of the nuts you gather, for
toll.” .

“I'm sure you'll get that and more, too,” replied one.

*“You’ll get none of mine, you and your old straw
hat,” muttered Oscar. )

This shocked the young Brocks so much that Eva
said, “ He is our dear old grandfather and should be
treated with respect. He does not want the nuts, but
is childish. You know he’ll be eighty the tenth of

- May.” o
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28 THE BROCK FAMILY.

“You go along vnt,h your wmmltather and the tenth
of May. If he had treated you as he did me, you
wouldn’t stick up so for him.” i

“Why, that’s something new !  What'’s happened
you, poor fellow ?”

“ Oh, nothing, only the old man’s so crusty, I can’t
do anything to please him. I'came out to the country

for a lark, you know ; and yesterday when we were

swinging on the gate, all of a sudden smash it went.
Then he sent us ﬂymnr into the house, saying, ¢ You're
bad children, I'll take you to the station first market
day, mark my word.’

“Next thing, I was shooting at a target I set up
against the horse stable, and he told me I shouldn’t
shoot there, for fear I'd kill the horses. What do you
think I wanted to kill the horses for? They don’t

amount to a row of pins, any way. If he’d see some

of our Boston horses he’d get his eyes open. However,
I did'nt pay any“attention to him, but fired away.
And what do you b’lieve he said next? ‘Get off this

farm in fifteen minutes’ As the farm was his'n I'said,-

‘Farewell, Elder Gladstone,’” but I only whispered it,
for there’s a good deal of force in the toe of the old
man’s boot ; it would ‘almost land me on the station
platform, a.nd save me walking that humbuggin’ six
miles. By the way, I don’t see what tempts people
to get away out here in the mud, so far from the
station. I went in to bundle up my dry goods, and
tell Emma, when grandma took my part for once; so
he agreed to let me stay till I could get a ride to the
station.”
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A VISIT TO GRANDPA S HOME. 29

“ Well, Oscar, it’s too bad th’at;'you and grandpa are
not getting along better, but- you should be patient

with him. Hell not live much longer, and we’ll.-_;pe‘

= sorry after he’s gone for being unkind to him,” said
Frank. :

“ Come, young justice, you needn’t side in with him,

~ for he thinks as little of youas he does of “me, and
that’s precious little, mind, I'tell- you ; for every time
T'm here he shows me the big F you scratched on the
end of the piano when you was a youngster.”

“I know I'm as bad as the next one. and don’t
deserve his kindness, but I'm always trying to improve.
Let’s wait till the girls get even, and race from here to

_that stone at the foot of the hill.”

“ All right, hurry up, girls.”

“Toes to the mark, ready ; one, two, three, go.”

Away the half-dozen went. One after another fell

behind ; Myrtle tripped and fell, raised a ¢loud of dust, -

and sprang up with a scratched nose. : :

Oscar tossed his basket in the air and shouted, “M
innings.” . :

On they chatted, and sang, and skipped, and saun-
-tered, and quarrelled, until they reached the wood, and
began to gather nuts. The wood was delightful on
that lovely Indian summer day, with its bed of red,
yellow and brown leaves, rustling beneath their feet,
angd the cunning little squirrels scampering off to their
nes%s, bearing hickory nuts for their winter food.

“Now, girls,” said Oscai:, as he begdn the ascent of a
butternut tree, “ Frank and I'll knock the nuts -down,
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30 THE BROCK FAMILY.

you can gather them up in a pile, and we’ll divide
them afterwards. Will that do, Frank ? .

“Oh, yes,” answered Frank, while he thought, “It
might be safer to make a settled bargain at the
beginning, to prevent a quarrel in the division,” but
he did not mention it, as he feared it would offend
Oscar.

They showered down nuts like hail, and the girls
gathered away until they had a great pile on the red-
and-yellow carpet of leaves. Then they sat down to
rest and chat after their hard work. They threw nuts
at one another, compared their brown stained hands,
and built pyramids of nuts. While-the others chatted

_away, Eva slipped around to her coarse cousin Oscar,

sat down beside him, and said, as she raised her mild,
pleading eyes to his:

“Oscar, I'm sorry you and grandpa are not on better
terms. He’s so old that your next visit here may be
to his funeral, and it would be too late to make up.

_ Besides, your mother will feel sad when she hears of

it, so please ma.ke it up when we go back, and he’ll be
proud of you.” :

“I'm not so soft as you country glrls are; he has
offended me, and I can’t get over it.”

“Yes, but it’s all about a trifle, and it was your
place to obey hlmumy dear cousin: You know God
says, ‘Have peace one with another’ When we go
back, just meet the dear old man owytside alone, and
tell him you are sorry gou disobeyed him. It will
make you and him happy, and set the rest of us at our

&
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ease. You know if a stranger spoke a word against
you he’d stand up bravely for you; he even likes you Ok
now, for all your little disagreements. Won't you, f
Oscar ?” ' . _

“You are quite a little preacher, but I suppose for ~
the sake of peace and quietness I had better apologize, ;
though #’s not in my veins to knuckle down.” :

“I'm - afraid we'll be keeping dinner waiting, for
grandma is preparing an extra superfine one, and she
said it-would be ready at two,” remarked Emma. 1

«Oh, if that's the case, I'm her man,” said Oscar, 7
rising to his feet, followed by the others. ‘ g

“Here’s Uncle Fred, according to agreement; we’ll
throw our bags on his load of wood and start off.”

Soon they were all trudging homeward, feeling tired
and hungry, altifough the forenoon had been extremely
enjoyable. ‘ '

Then they began to talk about the division of the
nuts, Oscar claiming more than half, which none but
Martha disputed. She did not value the nuts, but she
did strongly object to Oscar’s domineering ways. The
two shot back and forth some stinging epithets; before
Frank and Eva succeeded in convincing Martha that
peace was preferable to nuts or even gold. So Oscar
took the lion’s share; but though the Brocks did not
care for the nuts, they afterwards thought that even
relations should not neglect to make a definite agree-
ment as to division in a case of this kind. ‘

- Upon reaching” the house, the welcome sound. of - o
grandma’s voice was heard, saying : “ Now, children,
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32‘ THE BROCK FAMILY.

you must be hungry; come to your dinner!” a sum-
mons which was obeyed with alacrity, and the keen
appetites of youth and health sosn made such inroads
on the fat goose and plum pudding as to threaten total
destruction of those dainties and fnlly satisfy the hos-
pitable anxiety of their good old grandmother. After
dinner, when Mr. Gladstone entered the library, Osear
shyly followed him, taking his powder, shot and caps
along. Closmrr the door behind him, he said :,

“ Grandpa, | l\now I ought to mind you; it’s hard to
keep straight, but I'm going te try this time, so here’s

By amn nition. If you lock it up for me I cannot
‘get.it, even if I .do take a netion: for it.” ,

His grandfather had only time to give him a friendly
clap on the shoulder, befor(; he bounced out of the
room. He slammed the door after him in his-usual
rough way, which -left the old gentleman saying to
himself : '

"“That boy will have the last door off its hinges.
My own ten. children never broke a hinge in the house
vet, and it's a funny thing if that boy is to come: here
and ruin things.”

Eva, suspecting that Oscar had. sought and obtamed
pardon, gave-him a friendly smile, as much as to say,
“Now you are approaching the right road.”

Soon the old people and girls went into the parlor
to rest and talk. - Their grandma seated herself in the
rocking-chair which Oscar’s mother had given her last
Christmas. Their grandpa took the arm-chair, while -
the children all crowded on to the large, old-fashioned
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" A VISIT TO GRANDPA'S HOME. 33

haircloth sofa. Emma took one of the cushions on
her lap to make more room, and as she glanced at it,
inquired :

“ Grandma, is this the cushion mamma worked ?”

“Yes, she worked it shortly before her marriage,
and I well remember how happy she was in planning
and making her wedding dresses that summer! One
day she thought she would be married in blue, another
day pink, and so on. I almost fancy now I hear her
merry laugh and her sweet; songs ringing through the
house, and she was pretty, too, with rosy Qheeks and
golden curls. The neighbors called her Gladstone’s
beauty.” - ' o

“ You must have something to remind you of all the
the family,” remarked Eva. .

“I believe we have,” and the old lady glanced
thoughtfully about the room. “Those two oil paint-
ings your Aunt Catharine did when she was at Miss
McAuley’s academy. Aunt Frances did those three
drawings the summer she taught school. Uncle Fred
painted that picture with the man shaded so curningly
in the clouds, and Uncle George made the picket fence

college course.” .

“I remember that well,” interrupted their _grand-
father. “Professor Peters wrote to me at that very
time, stating that George would be an.ornament to the
ministry. How proud I felt as I carried the letter out
to him! There are not many men as good as your

-Uncle George; he has spent his life, so far, trying to

serve his Maker

enclosing the garden just after he had ﬁmshed his -
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34 - THE BROCK FAMILY. .’

-« A great many queer thmcrs must hme happcned
while your large family was growing up.” ‘

“Yes, many indeed,” returned their mam]mother '

with a sigh, and she raised her spectacles, wiped her
eyes, and began: “It seems to me almost like yester-
day, that, one’ Sunday morning (it was sacrament Sun-
day, too, and we were particularly anxious to be early
at church), I dressed Freddie first, and told him to sit
down untibwe were ready—"

“Grandma ! Grandpa ! Oscar’s kllled e mterrupted
Frank, as he threw open the door. - All rushed out
in astateof great excitement; and as they approached
the old well, with its wooden curb, long sweep, chain
and bucket, they became terror-stricken on beholding
Oscar motionless on the ground, near the long end of
the sweep.” Emma’s wrlef was uncontrollab}e as she
cried :

“He’s dead ! he’s dead !” )

His forehead and wrists were gently bathed with

cold water, and®hll were much relieved when his eye-

lids slightly moved, and a few indistinct words were
muttered. Shortly after he hecame conscious, and
they carried him, writhing in pain, into the house, and
laid him carefully on a sofa, to await the doctor’s
arrival.

Upon examination, he iound that his arm was
broken and his shoulder dislocated;, besides which he
had received internal injuries so serious as to cause
the doctor to give them little hope of his reco'veryi

When the excitement had somewhat subsided, Mrs.
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happened.  After some hesitation, Fred reluctantly
answered: '

“I was drawing water at the well for the horses
when the boys came up to me. Oscar was boasting

son could never have lived'in Boston, or he wouldn’t
have fallen oft the sweep like a baby. And he said he
“could mount the idle end of it and go as high as the
roof of the carriage bouse, spring right over on to the
roof and wave his red handkerchief from the ridge.
Frank told him that it would take a smarter man than
he was to come that game, when Oscar said, ‘I'll show
you how it’s done,” and jumped astride the end of the
wsweep with an air of superiority. I told him, several

water, I lowered the bucket into the well. He held
on bravely until he was about as high as the roof, when

- his body began to sway from side to side, and before I

could thmk, Master Osear was on the ground, while

splashing into the water.”

Fred was despatched to send a message regarding
the accident to Oscar’s parents, while the frightened
~young Brocks were hurried, home to acquaint their

parents of the sad termination of the long-lonked-for
holiday.

7

Gladstone asked the other boys how the accident had -

about his dexterity, and remarl\ed\that the minister’s -

- times, to get off, hut in vain, and as I had to get more . .

his end of the sweep ﬁew away up and sent the bucket, :
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. CHAPTER III
J . ' CHRISTMAS.

HE balmy days of autumn had passed away, and
the birds that had twittered and sung so mer-

rily in the tree-tops, had flown to the sunny south,

and all nature had undergone a change. The gloomy-

looking ground was covered with the sparkling snow,

the merry tinkle of sleigh-bells had been welcomed,

and laughing boys and girls were eagerly looking

forward to Christmas and its accompaniments.

‘ _ Preparations for the holidays had not been neglected

l - at the Brock home. The house had been cleaned from

-

cellar to garret, Maggie’s former room put in order,and

brlghtened up- w1th new lace curtains; and evergreens .

e were gracefully festooned about them and the pictures,
while a choice geranium bloomed invitingly on a
Cobe small table. The turkey was ready to roast, and a
’ ‘great cupboard was packed with various kinds of
- pastry. Besides, the cellar-bins wgre full of the pro-

.- H

duets of the farm. =
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CHRISTMAS. 37 o 2

On Christmas-éve, while fes was waiting Mr.’
Brock’s return—for he had gone to bring Maggie, the
young teacher, home on a visit—-Myrtle exclaimed' in
delight : .
“I wonder what Maggie'll give me! TI'd like a
doll that could cry. I’d have it dressed ma.ormfymg in
pink silk.”

“ Magnifying ? you mean magnificently,” corrected - o
Eva. ' : S

“I wonder now if you can’t cry'enough yourself,
without craving assistance ? Who's. going to dress
. your doll? And where is your pink dress coming

from, ppdy, madam ?” inquired Martha, fearing Myrtle
was Yishing for her own pretty piece of silk.

'!u Lo
i S € 8

1 was thmkmtr mebby you'd dress it, you're so e
ha.n“dy, replied Myrtle, meekly; and casting a sly -
glance at Eva, she proceeded, “and if it’s a very pretty 4
doll, mebby you’d lend me that pink silk in your work- I
box, till you get little, like me, again,-and want it.” E

“You ‘were, eh! and how did you know which of .-

my boxes it was in, I'd like to know. - Besides, you'd
better wait . till you get your doll, for. she may give
you’a grammar, or she may not give you anything,”
rémonstrated the tantalizing Martha ; “but I'd like
about a ton of bldek bugles to trim my new cloth
dress.” , :

“What cloth dress ?” inquired two or three.in a
surprlsed tone.

“The one mamma’s going to get me when she sells
the cheese.”

N




38 THE BROCK FAMILY.

~ “A likely story, if she vets one for you shell get
- . one for me, too,” said Eva, dubiously.
' ' ~ “And me too,” said Myrtle, as she jumped up and
frisked about the room. She accidentally whirled
against Martha, and sent a saucer of small beads from
her lap to seek shelter in the crevices of the rag carpet.
Although Martha felt a little annoyed at the damper
cast on her cloth dress prospect, she could have
recovered from that if her beads had not been scat-
i tered over the floor, but such a combination of calami-.
o ties proved too much for her. So before she stooped

to gather them up, she gave Myrtle a box on the ear
which sent the poor girl crying to a corner. Mrs.
Brock was much grieved, and promptly escorted the
offending daughter to the kitchen, where she bade her
remain until her father’s arrival. - o

The girls were busy gathering up the beads, when
the quarrel was ended by the sound of bells at the
door, and the prospect of once more seeing Maggie.

Theére never was a more welcome visitor, and there -
never was a girl more pleased to be home to rest and
receive consolation than Maggie was, after her year’s
experience as a teacher, She was kissed by each one
alternately excepting Myrtle, who kept her turn up
all through the performance. Then she drew her to
the sofa, unbuttoned her overshoes, an(l practised lady’s
maid in general.

; " Mr Brock remarked, as he laurrhed drew his chair
nearer to the fire, and rubbed his hands in his usual
happy way :

“So there’s no place like home, Mag, O‘le, eh?’

T TN T T ATy 7""“’"



CHRISTMAS. 39

“One nced only to live among strangers a year, to
find that out ; if we were not in debt, I would never
teach another day, but stay at home and help you and
mother.” g

“ My dear, )ou know it was neither your mother’s
wish nor mine that you should leave us.”

After tea, Myrtle slipped up beside her sister, whom
she now .looked upon as being a very wise woman,
handed her the slate and pencil, and asked her to give
her a question to work-in arithmetic.

“You must notice her improvement in arithmetic,
for the thought of showing you how much she had
learned has prompted her all through the last term,”
said Mrs. Brock, considerately. ‘

Maggie, at her mother’s request, played and sang
some pretty tunes, and her father was delighted with
his favorite.

“THE SONG FOR ME.”

¢“On a winter night when the fire was bright, and the door was
barred on care,
_ Tasked the maiden I prize so well, what she would sing to me
there ; \
She warbled a song of ¢ La Belle France,’ and a song of Ita.ly,
Her voice fell clear on my loving ear, but they were not the
songs for me. -

“Their accents hung on her witching tongue, as I listen’d
dreamily on,
. And I fancied 1 roved in distant climes, where she was the
flower and the sun.
Then she sang a strain from lordly Spain, and a lay of Germany,
Butat last she sang me ¢ Home, Sweet Home,’ and that was the
song for me.’

i
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While the musie occupied the attention of the older
members of the family, Myrtle, whose patience
regarding the parcels had become exhausted, began to
investigate a certain mysterious looking bundle in
hope of discovering the presence of a doll, After
feeling the outside of the paper wrapper with -little
satisfaction, she ventured to tear a' tiny hole, and was ‘
peeping and picking away at a fold of flannel, when
Mike, stealing up to her from behind the stove, alarmed
her by saying in a low tone :

“Av ye plase, Miss Myrtle, look an’ see av ye can’t
cotch soight of a knoife, faix.”

“QGo away, Mike. What do you think a knife would
be doing here among the dolls ?”

“ Arrah, it’s jokin’ ye are, more sorrow to poor Mike,
sure.” '

Before Myrtle could find anything resembling a doll,
however, she was caught at her sly work and hurried,
off to bed.

It was at last quite late, and not without considera-
ble stratagem on the part of Maggie and Mrs. Brock
that they were left alone down stairs. They remained -
quiet until they thought the others were asleep, when
they began the work often attributed to the generosity
and ingenuity of Santa Claus. They brought in and
made stationary a graceful balsam tree, which had
been previously cut and hidden by Mr. Brock. When
the parcels which he and Maggie had brought were
opened, they displayed a number of bags made of gay
colored tissue paper, for holding the sweetmeats, books
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bound in bright colors, two jack-knives, a box of chess-

" . men, some pretty ribbons, fur caps, tigs, and candies

in many novel and attractive forms. They worked
happily away, dressing the branches and giving to the
tree an appearance intended to thrill the hearts of the
youthful sleepers.

Martha, having a suspicion that the Christmas par-
cels were being opened, could not sleep; so she crept
softly to an unused stove-pipe hole in the hall, above
the parlor, and triumphantly viewed the progress of
the work below. She eagerly watched the ribbons and
caps as they were being placed upon the tree, and
wondered which of them were intended for herself.
At last, unable to control herself further, she, still
unnoticed, watched her opportunity and picked the

tlag from the top of the tree, and adroitly hung in its

place her mother’s white night-cap.

After the workers had finished they stepped back
to admire the tree, when to Mrs. Brock’s surprise she
missed the carefully embroidered red flag, and raising
her eyes still higher, caught sight of a glistening eye
~ staring through the hole. Instantly guessing to whom
the aforesmd eye belonged, she called out:

“Off to bed with you, Martha, this minute.”

Martha silently obeyed, while Mrs. Brock and Maggie
felt that the .secrecy of ‘their preparations had been
somewhat interfered with.

When they had locked the room containing the tree
and had gone upstairs, Martha appeared to be sound
asleep.
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42 THE BROCK FAMILY.

Long before daylight the ensuing morning, “ Merry
Christmas:” resounded on all sides. Several of the
children had made excursions downstairs, and returned
sadly disappointed ; and such soliloquies as these were
muttered :

“Bad luck to poor Mike!” and,

“I wonder if Santa Claus has forgotten where we
live.” '

When they were assembled around the fire after
breakfast, Mr. Brock said:

- “We should not spend this our Christmas-day
merely in feasting and gaiety, but we should offer up
our grateful praise to God for the gift of His Son.”
He then read a part of that loving chapter, St. Luke ii.,
and when he came to the words, “ For unto you is born
this day in the city of David a_Saviour, which is
Christ the Lord,” and “Glory to God in the highest,
and on earth peace, good-will toward men,” he could
scargely control his voice,'he felt 5o glad and thankful.
He again seemed to be overcome with joy while read-
ing Simeon’s song, “ Lord, now lettest Thou thy ser-
vant depart in peace, according to Thy word: for
mine eyes have seen Thy salvation, which Thou hast
prepared before the face ot all people ; a light to lighten
the Gentiles, and the glory of Thy people Israel.”
Then the sweet voices of the family blended in that
grand hymn :
¢ Hark ! the herald-angels sing,

¢ Glory to the new-born King,

Peace on earth and mercy mild ;

God ard sinners reconciled.’
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Joyful, all ye nations rise,

Join the triumph of the skies ;
With angelic hosts proclaim,
¢Christ is born in Bethlehem !’
Hark, the herald-angels sing,

¢ Glory to the new-born King.’”

After singing, they all repaired to the parlor, and a.

happier family was seldom seen, as each received a
share of the gifts from the bountiful tree. Mike was
delighted, for he happened to be given a knife, but no
dolls-were to be seen. However, Myrtle received the
chessmen and a handsomely-bound Bible, as well as
some sweetmeats.

When Mrs. Brock went to the kitchen to attend to
the roasting turkey, Myrtle left the others enjoying
themselves in the parlor, and hastening to her mother’s
side, whispered :

“Mamma, I wanted a doll so much, and I cannot
understand this book,” as she laughed amidst her tears.

“Well, my dear,” and her mother sat down and
placed her arm around her, “I think Maggie acted
very wisely in the selection of the presents; she
“thought she would have you remember your Creator
in the days of your youth. We are all placed here to
be tried, and if we spend the time here profitably, we
' shall be taken up to heaven—a place so much better
than this, that ‘ Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard,
neither have entered into the heart of man, the things
which God hath prepared for them that love Him.’
By reading this Bible, and by asking God to help you,
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you may be led to trust in Jesus, and to go to heaven
when you-die. We are not placed in this world to
enjoy ourselves, or to lay up gold, but life on earth is
merely a short term of “trial for our real life, which is
to come. Remember, dear, we shall only spend about
seventy years on the earth at the best, and after the
death of the body, there are more than millions of

‘years——a.ll eternity—to be spent either in heaven orin

hell, according to the way we live here. Think over
it, Myrtle.”

. “I guess Maggie knew best. T’ll read it and try to
be good ; but I would like a doll.” Her mother gently
stroked her hair, and then returned to her work.

Mr. and Mrs. Fraine, a feeble couple, who were very
poor, lived across the road from Mr. Brock’s. Think-
ing of them, Myrtle said :

“ Mamma, may Eva and I take some of our Christ-
mas dinner over to Mr. Frame’s, just to make them
joyful, you know ?”

“I, too, was thinking of them, and wondering if it
was not too stormy for you to go- ?

“This is not stormy ; we’ll enjoy going,” remarked
Eva, who had also followed her mother.

“Very well;” and Mrs. Brock moved briskly about
filling the basket, while the girls were putting on their

:"jackets and caps. They took the basket between
-them, and started away laughing and singing. As

they walked down the lane by the side of the orchard,
Myrtle asked:
“ Aren’t you afraid they 11 be oﬁ'ended 2 :
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“Oh, no. If they should, we would take the dinner
back, and hold a picnic over it ourselves. Poor things,
it will remind them of better times. Wouldn't it
be nice if we were able to take Christmas dinners to
all poor people 2”

“ Yes; if anything turns up that I gét rich, I'll give
lots and lots of presents. First, I'll give presents to
every one who was ever good-to me, then I'll hunt up

the poor people, and give them flour and dolls, flannel

and dolls, and lots of cherry preserves and dolls.”

“Here we are, I wonder what they’ll say,” said Eva;
then she knocked gently at the door that opened into
their humble kitchen.

“Come in,” came softly from within.

“Merry Christmas, Mr. Frame! Merry Christmas,
Mrs. Frame!”

“You are welcome, my dears. I see you are brimmin’
over with life and health, may you never lose your
rosy cheeks,” said the frail old woman, who was tak-
- ing out of the oven a few baked potatoes, which,
together with salt and ‘¢oarse bread, were to compose
their Christmas dinner. - B

“ See some of our presents remarked Myrtle “you
may read them to-day, if you like.”

Meantime Eva was placing the contents of the bas-
ket on the table. There was a nice roast chicken,
some fried parsnips, plum-pudding and sauce, coffee,
cream and sugar.

“ Oh, dear, oh, dear! this is like old times ; it seems
like a dream. You are two kind little girls. May
the Lord reward you, for I never can.”
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“That’s nothing, but don’t thank us; ’twas mamma

.gave them.”

While the surprised old people were beginning their
"dinner, the girls slipped away, Eva thinking :

“ They Would enjoy themselves better alone, talklnw
of former Christmas dinners”i And also having due
consideration for their own good dmner awaiting them
at home.

“I'd never let our father and mother be poor like.
that, as long as I could work for them myself. Would
you ?” inquired Myrtle.

“No. There is much more pleasure in giving them
. the dinner than in eating it. Christ must have been
“happy all the time, when He did so inuch good. He
cured sick people, made blind people see, and ra,lsed the
dead. Although He was despised by some, He must

"have been praised all the time by others.”. And while

they tramped through the snow, facing the wind, Eva
continued : ' '

“ Myrtle, I intend to try and make my life as much
like Christ’s as I can, because I love Him ever so much,
and then it is such happiness to be doing good.”

“That won’t be hard for you to do I guess you
were born good.”

«No, I wasn’t. I am often very bad. But when I
see mamma and papa so troubled and care-worn, I try

" to bear my own small troubles as quietly as I can, to

help them a little.”
When they entered the house, their father smiled, -
and said : . ‘

—~ BRI PR e e




CHRISTMAS. . 47

“ My little snow-birds, we are waiting for you to
join.us in our own good Christmas dinner.”
- During the afternoon, when the girls were alone in
the parlor, the younger ones gave Maggie a minute
account of the day they spent at their grandpa’s last
autumn. Maggie listencd attentively, especially to the
various versions of the accident that befell Oscar.
When they had finished, she assured them that she

was glad that he bad recovered -and had been able to

return home.

“ Well, Maggie,” inquired Eva, how did you comé

to change your, boarding place ?” -

- «Ob, yes, Padded Mvrtle as she and Maggie were
making a cat’s cradle with a cord, “ tell us some funny
stories about that queer Mrs. McFadden who built the
church.‘ _You must know lots of funny tales.”

“ Well, such a thing as making a change had never
occurred to me. Although Mrs. McFadden is peculiar
and doniineering, and I was much disappointed in not
having any pleasant companions, I had all I bargained
for—board and lodgings. But the¢ day grandpa

‘brought his crgan for my use, Mrs. McFadden, guess-

ing that the organ was for me, met him at the gate,

and asked if he had intended- that wicked machine to

come into her house. So when he had told her that it
was for me, she shook her fists deﬁantly and said
hotly : . '

““Ye're no’ gang to defile my hoos wi’ sic a smfu
thing. What do you think oor minister, Mr. Hall
bimsel’, would say to see that kist o’-whistles in this
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sacred hoos? And shaking her head, she added with

-~ emphasis, ‘ Nae, nae, nae! awaw wi’ it.. But if ye like

>3

to gang in yersel’, I'll mak’ ye a cup o’ tea.

“I hope grandpa had more independence than to
enter her house,” interrupted Martha, indignantly.

“Well, Martha,” resumed Maggie, “it was scarcely
a matter of independence, but rather of convenience
and tact. So he pocketed any disagreeable feelings
he might have entertained on the subject, and accepted
the invitation. You see, we were obliged to make
some arrangement about the organ, and we knew it
would be better to remain friendly with Mrs. McFad-
den, as she is the trustee-ess of the section.”

“ Trustee-ess,” exclaimed Myrtle. “I thought a
woman had to be a man to be a trustee.”

Maggie smiled, as she explained:

“You see, Mrs. McFadden was really not elected a
trustee, but she has taken upon herself the powers of
one. Well, where was I? Yes, Mrs. McFadden is
wealthier than any of her neighbors, and as she has -
not given her son any property, he and his family live
with his mother. So he was elected a trustee, and ‘he
acts in school matters according to her judgment
rather than his - own. Then the other two trustees,
being rather poor, are often under obligations to Mrs.
McFadden, so they also vote as she wishes. And
what’s more, all the school meetings, except the annual
one, are held in Mrs. McFadden’s house, and she is
present and gives her opinion gratuitously. Now, you
see, it was important that I should not fall into disfayor

. with her ladyship.

I Y e PRZMG




CHRISTMAS. 49

“ However, as the organ could not be allowed to
remain outside, and as Mrs. MéFadden was determined
that it should not enter her house, something had to
be done. Mrs. Cameron had upon one occasion asked
me to board with them, so we concluded that I had
better accept her offer. By using a good deal of tact
I parted with Mrs. McFadden on quite friendly terms.
As her house is the nearest to the school-house, she

gave me a very pressing inwitation to remain over -

night with her in disagreeable weather.

*“Some time after, just as I was opening my dry lunch
at noon, Mrs. McFadden’s little bashful™ grandson,
Donald Jacob, came up to my desk and, hanging his
head, jerked out:

- “*Granny says you must come over.’

“Instantly such suspicious queries as these flashed
in quick procession through my worried brain, I
wonder if the scholars have lately” been in her
orchard?’  Have I punished any juveniles by the name
of McFadden?’ or ‘Has a cheuper teacher applied for my
position ? However, I ventured to ask, * What for,
Donald Jacob ? and took the precaution to stoop down
for the answer, so that the child need not sound aloud
any of my real or imaginary shortcomings. I might
have saved my trouble, for I caught the answer:

“¢Killed a sheep.””

“Did she mean that you had killed her sheep t I
wonder what she thought you d kill it for? T'd have
sued her for definition of character, as Myrtle says.”

“ No, no, no; I'll soon explain.”
1
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“ Hurry up, then, for I want the business cleared up
Sy’ stematlcally

“ Well,” said Maggie, “ we left oﬂ' at ¢ killed a sheep.’
I felt relieved, for I knew I was yet in favor with the .
lady of the land, so I laid aside my cold dinner, and
hurried away to the scene of feasting. It is needless
to tell you that I enjoyed a sumptuous dinner, includ-
ing roast lamb. Mrs. McFadden was more friendly
than usual, and after dinner she even asked me into
the parlor, and directing my attention to a handsome
new piano, asked what I thought of that. She spoke
in a hesitating manner, as if her conscience was telling
her she ought not to have objected to the presence of
my organ.’ ,

“Oh, oh, oh ! interrupted Martha, “ I'd have Watched *
my chance, and gently bathed the wires, that are so
liable to rust, even if I had been obliged to moisten
my handkerchief with tears to accomplish a revenge.”

“Oh, Martha ! that would have been.very wicked.
She explained to me that she had lately been visiting
the minister and his- bride, and that she had been
shocked at seeing a mew piano in their house. She
felt like telling Mr. Hall ‘never to put a fit into my
hoos’ again, but concluded that she had better not
offend so good a man. She told him that she would

" have had a piano of her own long ago, only that she

was afraid he’d think it a very ‘sinfu’ machine’ Her |
prejudice was somewhat overcome when she heard

¢Old Hundred ’ and ‘ Kilmarnock ’ sung to the music

of the piano, which really did not sound so profane as
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she had expected. She thinks so” much of Mr. Hall
that his words and actions are a law to her, so the
next time she went to town she brought home that
valuable piano.”

“And who plays it ?” inquired Martha with sar-
casm. v

“No one, excepting Mrs. Hall, has ever yet sounded
a note on it; for she will not allow her owr grand-

daughter to enter the parlor, much less touch the.

piano.
“ Well, what do you think ? she asked me to come

back again and board with them. But I excused my- .

self, thanked her, and hastened away tomy pupils.”

“ She must have plenty of gold,” suggested Eva.

"~ “And brass, too, I should say,” Martha managed to
sandwich in. ‘

“Yes, she is rich. Why, last spring, a minister at a
distance assisted in the dedication of her church. She
Jearned that he had no horse, so she drove him to
‘town, and ‘hought him a new horse, harness and bnggy.
But she is so eross to her wgrandchildren in the
kitchen that, in my estimation, her mumhcent acts
lose much of their charm.”

“A new horse,” repeated Myrtle, “that would be a
tiny colt: the harness would have'to grow, too. But
I'm in earnest now; did she go right into a stable,
wearing the black silk dress you have told us about
and buy the horse 27

“I don’t know about that part of it, Myrtle, but I
know she paid the money, which is a very important

part.”

.
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“I wonder,” exclmmed Eva, «if she would send me
] : as 4 missionary to China.”

! “T wonder,” echoed Martha, “if she wouldn’t give
me money to search for the North Pole. Tell another
: . story, please.”

A “ This incident happened before 1 left Mrs. McFad-
. den’s. When I had been dispensing knowledge for about
: ' ~a month, and was beginning to overcome any timidity
a . T had cherished regarding my audacity in presuming
:  to be a teacher,”—at this point Myrtle, looking disap-
-~ poipted, whispered in Martha’s ear:

. * <~ don’t know what she is telling us. Won’t you

~ ask her to say it in English ?”

“ Mrs. Cameron,” resumed Maggie, “fearing I was
home-sick, and wishing to introduce me to a few select
young people, told me that she intended to’invite

" about a dozén to tea the following Tuesday. She
gave me, as well as Mr. McFadden and his wife, a

significant smile that her brother, a shrewd young
city lawyer, and Colonel Benton, who had lately inher-
ited forty thousand dollars, were to be there; there-
fore she wished e to look my prettiest. Of course, I

appear as well as I can.’
The last few words were rendered almost maudlble

exclaiming : _
“Oh, oh, oh! Maggie’s got a beau! If he is not
perfection itself, forty thousand ought to till up any

pressing invitation to be present. She told me with a. .

did not care for the o'entlemen but I always try to

by Myrtle and Martha clapping their hands, and
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glaring deficiencies. Just think, she can send all of
us round the world on a pleasure trip.”

“When you marry him,” cried Myrtle, “ won’t- you
buy me a car-load of dolls?”

“ Be patient, until you hear how it ended, girls.”

“Why,” inquired Martha, “you weren't so foolish
as to refuse both of them, were you?” :

“ Why, you weren’t wishing her to marry both at
once,” cried Myrtle.

“1 spent the money which I had intended to apply
on my board account, in buying a pair of fine boots, a
lovely pale blue ribbon for my throat, and some deli-
cate lace.. The evening before the party 1 tried on

my best dress with the new ribbon and lace. . Mrs. A

McFadden (the dear old lady) tald me 1 might have
some of her pretty fuchsias to wear. On Tuesday,

wishing my front hair to be well-curled in the even-

ing, 1 left it in papers, and went to school with it
ingeniously covered with a large bow.”

“How 1 wish I had been in your place,” interrupted
Martha.
- “I would willingly have exchanged sltna.tlons with
you that day,” said Maggie.

“Pro—ceed then,” urged Martha. “Did the gentle-
men not notice you, or propose 2 ” ) .

“Well, I have noticed that when I am prospering
and everything is satisfactory, some great calamity
scatters my conceit to the winds. During the fore-
noon, one boy, Harry, who had continually afforded
me much annoyance, became still more provoking.

-
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He began by prompting innocent boys to mischievous
tricks, and laughing in derision when they were cor-
rected. s Then he and his seatmate repeatedly asked
and obtained permission to get a drink, so I told them
they were not to get another drink until noon. He
laughed and walked defiantly to the pail, and after
drinking, poured a cupful of water into another boy’s
pocket. I called him up to my desk, and as 1 took a
strap to punish him, he gave another sneering laugh,
and muttered that I could not hurt him with that
‘thing.””

“ Why,” exclaimed Martha, angrily, “ I'd have spent
the whole of my salary paying a big boy to keep him
performing involuntary somersaults all the way to his
father’s house.” o

“I became aroused, though I did not lose control of -
myself, so I picked up a piece of, slate-frame and
administered three slaps on each of his hands. I
intended to hurt him sufficiently to conquer his bravado
spirit, but am sure he was not injured in the least.
Indeed, he laughed again. Before noon I noticed him
running pins under the skin of the palms of his hands
and tearing it up. I forbade him continuing this, and

" thought no more of the occurrence then.

“ When school opened in the afternoon my gentle-
man was'in high spirits, whispering loudly about his.
father, and occasionally raising himself up to steal a

' gladce through the window. 1 did not dread his

father, for the only time I had met him he had told
me to whip Harry when necessary, and that he also
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would whip him when he camne home. But about two
o'clock I saw a horse and rider approaching the school-
house. The man, who was*Harry’s father, alighted
and tied his horse. Unannounced, he strode into the
rédom and up to my desk, shouting:

“<I am going to have you arrested you have nearly
killed my boy.’ :

“About eighty inquisitive eyes and ears were on the
alert for any scene that would afford diversion to their
monotonous lives. Territied as I was at the angry
man, I observed that the ‘ nearly killed ’ boy wore the
same defiant smile, and that he was scattering winks
and nods, which could easily be interpreted into ‘ Now
I'm bringing her to time’ I summoned sufficient

~courage to ask upon what he founded his threat.
He ﬁercely replied that any ‘girl who would give
seventy- nine strokes with a piece of board to a chlld
‘was not safe to be at large.

“I repeated in astonishment, ‘Seventy-nme 2 and "A
piece  of board? At this, the eyes of the bad boy
dropped and he bent down, apparently to pick up a
book. I told him that I had given Harry only six
slaps. He mocked me and showed me the boy’s hands
where the skin of the palms was all torn in several
places. I 1n>ta.ntly explained that he tore the skin
himself with pins. ’

“«You're clever at invention, he said; ‘I'll give you

credit for that much, any way, but you’ll have to pay .

a fine or-go to gaol. I believe in punishing children,
~ but there is a hmlt to all things, as you'll find to your
sorrow.” —x
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" «T had bheen watching for an opportuﬁity to ask him
to step out to the porch, for I did not care about the

children hearing all his threats and charges, but not

until now did I find the chance or the courage. When
I politely asked him to step out of the room, he scolded
and stamped in a rude manner to the door; and as I

stepped out to try to convince him of the truth, I

placed the school in charge of a monitor.”
I s’pose they held a circus inside!” said Myrtle.
“In the midst of his abuse and the annoyance of the
restless children within, I thought—Isn’t it strange in
our wak®eful hours we never cease thinking? Some-
times I have tried not to, but still I would think.—

- Well, T thought of the fine and my money expended

on unnecessaries, to wear a few hours at an entertain-
ment. Entertainment, indeed! how I spurned the
thought of so trifling an event, in such trouble. Then

" the image of my father’s face—more sorrowful than I

had ever seen it—arose vividly before me. I wondered

‘if I had lost my senses and really had given the boy

seventy-nine slaps, and my head began to swim. All
this time the man was pouring forth his angry com-
plaints. I think the fresh air must have sustained me,

“for I answered him calmly, ‘I only gave him Six
slaps,’ and I proposed bringing a girl out to corroborate
my statement. But he objected on the ground that I .

would have my favorites, who would uphold me in the
falsehood. I then called Harry out, and asked him
how ‘many slaps I had given him. His face grew
crimson, and he faltered out, ‘ forty.’
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“At this his father shook his tist at him, and
exclaimed, ‘ Forty ! Didn’t you tell me seventy-nine ?
I'll take you in hand, and thrash the forty out of you,
you rascal.’ -

“He at last went away much in the same state he
had come, threatening to have me tined, and calling
out that bis boy had never been conquered at home,
and that it was a funny thing for me to attempt it.

“ The magistrate was no other than Mr. Cameron.
and what effect would iny lace and ribbon have, follow-
ing in the wake of such a-reputation as that angry
man would give me. - 4

“I had no time for reflection, for in opposition to the
angry expressions of the man I had heard the con-
tinual noise of falling bencheg and loud voices in the

school-room. Ijwas tWice" m%errupted by pupxls peep- ..+

ing out, under-the pretext of reporting some ‘Tischief
to me, but really to ascertain if I were being sufficiently
humiliated, and to hear some news which they might
retail to their friends inside. '

“ Upon entering, the children began to resume their
work, but I could scarcely get a breath, owing to the
presence of the fumes of cayenne pepper and brim-
-stone. In expressing my displeasure at so much
coughing, I was interrupted by sundry coughing spells
on my own account. I missed my chair, but number-
less little tell-tale fingers immediately directed my
attention t6 the ceiling, from which it was suspended.
Upon inquiring for the perpetrators of the deed I

found that they were the notorious Harry and his seat-
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mate. These culprits not being visible, I concluded that

“they had found a means of egress through ‘a window.

«[ felt very much like going home. Indeed, if papa
had driven up with the cutter then, I should not have
hesitated in going home with him for good
more, I should have preferred driving to Kamschatka.”

“ Wouldn't you have waited for a boat?” inquired
Myrtle, who had lately been learning to “ bound” the

- continents.

“ Perhaps Behring Strmt would have irozen over to

" oblige me in much the same way as novelists bridge

over difficulties for their characters. Howecver, there

_ was no means of escape. I dreaded going home to face

my °‘trustee-ess,’ so I dragyed out the remainder of the
afternoorf in misery, taking care that the wormwood
of my heart should not be depicted upon my counte-
nance.

* “ When all was seemingly in order we were startled
by a sound apparently proceeding from the attic,
which very much resembled the lamentations of a
lately orphaned calf. Thisbarnyard music, being away
beyond my control, was interspersed with frequent
whistles and-the singing of ‘ Yankee Doodle’ until school
closed. To be sure, this was highly entertaining to the

'children below.

“ When I reached home, Mrs. McFadden sympathized
Wlth we, and said that that man had been the -annoy-
ance of every teacher, and that Mr. Cameron would
not impose a fine upon me without satisfactoryevidence ;
and even if he did, she would lend me the necessary
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»

- money rather than see me go to gaol. She thought it
right to whip a boy almost at any timne, for if he was
not coming out of mischief, he was going into it. All
this was very kind of her.”

“Kind to the boys ?” asked Myrtle.

“ No, no, to me. But it only added fuel to the fire
in my bosom. To think of my heing fined or going
to gaol! I, who had taken the highest certificate ever
merited in our county.

“Well, 1 adjourned to my room, and cried with the
vehemence of a dozen abused school-teachers, and won-
- dered why I had ever been born.”

“Poor Maggie,” cried Martha, “you have been cruelly
treated. Ca.tch me be-a teacher, to be a target and
fired at by every ill-tempered person. [Ill have a
cattle ranch out west, or wash dishes even, yes, wash

dishes until I am superannuated on a pension of one

dollar ninety-seven and a half cents. But wasn't
your pretty face all distorted for the evening ?”

“ The evening! There was no evening for me. A
note came from Mrs. Cameron, stating that I should
not mind any °‘little’ school trouble, but be sure to
come, as she had invited the others on my account.
Mr. and Mrs. McFadden exerted themselves to persuade,
nay, to compel me to accompany them to Mrs. Cam-
eron’s. But all was in vain, my heart was torn.and
heavy, even if my face had not been red and swollen,
my eyes bloodshot, and my bosom heavmg great, un-
controllable sighs. |

“The next mornmg the three trustees metat school,
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and suspended Harry during my enwarrement there,
and severely threatened his seat-mate w1th like ‘treat-
. ment if he failed to improve. Since that I have the -
.respect and perfect control of the school.”

“Why,” inquired Myrtle, “didn’t you arrest that bad
man for making you lose a forty-thousand:dollar hus-
band and all my dolls ?” —

Martha stole out, and returned with tears in her
eyes, a jar of strawberry jam in one hand, and a half-

_ loaf of fruit-cake in the other. She handed the deli-
cacies to Maggie, while she said, “ We’ll make up for it
while you are home; so, eat these.- When I make
my fortune I'll remember those trustees in my will ;
see if I don’t.”

“Why not divide your fortune with them Whl]e they
are living ?” inquired Myrtle.

The faces of Eva and Myrtle, which-had lengthened
considerably during the recital of this story, suddenly
brightened, for the girls laughed-immoderately at
Ma.ggle s bountiful repast and drew up to partlclpate
in it.

At the close of her stories, Maggie, in drawing her
handkerchief from her pocket, accidentally dropped a
much-worn newspaper clipping. With the owner’s
permission and with a caution not to sever the worn
" paper, Martha read it aloud. The piece was entitled :
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“THE SCHOOL{I‘EACHER'S SOLILOQUY.":
BY A SCHOOL-MA’AM.

““To teach or not to teach, that is the question ;
Whether it is better in the school to suffer

" The noise_and bother of four dozen youngsters,
Or to take up arms against a sea of troubles,
And, by marrying, end them ? To love—to marry—
No more ; and by marrying say we end -
The heartache, and the thousand petty troubles
That teachers are heir to. ’Tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wished. To love—to marry ;
To marry ! perchance to be miserable ; aye, there's the rub:
For in that state of wedlock what troubles may come,
When we have shuffled off this happy girlhood,
Must give us pause ; there's the respect

" That makes teaching of so long life ;
For who would bear the anxieties of examinations,
The scorn of Model-schpol _teachers, the carelessness of i

trustees, . . M

The weariness of mind and body, the criticism of inspectors, o
The insolence of children, and the care o rg
That patient teachers with unworthy pupils take, <
When they themselves might their quietus make :
By simply marrying? Who would all this bear, Lo
And grunt and sweat under a weary life, v
But that the dread of misery after marriage,
That untried state, unto which if you once enter
You can never return, puzzles the girls,
And makes them rather bear the ills they have
Than fly to others that they know not of?
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“Well,” said Eva, “ there’s a bright side to teachir{g,
although we may not always be able to see it.”

]




CHAPTER 1IV.
MARTHA MAKES DUMPLINGS AND GETS A NEW DRESS.

HE next morning, Mr. Brock said that he was
going to town, and asked if Mrs. Brock and

the girls would like to go with him. After some con-
sultation, Mrs Brock decided to go and to take Maggie

.and Eva, the former saying she had some money burn-

ing a bhole in her pocket. Mrs. Brock said :

« It will be no treat for Martha to go to town, for
she goes ‘shopping " nearly every day on her way to
school, even if she has no money.”

Maggie promised to bring Martha and Myrtle some-
thing that would please them. So Maggie said to
Martha : ' :

“ What would you like me to-bring.you ?”

“You needn’t bother about me, my wants are of no
consequence,” she replied, half in mischief; “but if you
should get me anything, I want to trim a very pretty
hat that T have. T'd like a yard of ribbon and a few
black bugles, if they’ll not cost too much. T’ll show it
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to you;” and she bounded upstairs for the hat, ‘which
had already been the cause of much anxiety. She
thought, “ Now this is’ my chance for my dress, but
then Maggie is so liberal with her money that I must
not impose upon her.”

While she was upstairs, Mrs. Brock said to Maggie :

“Never mind her hat, I'll try and get it trimmed
hefore spring. We have had more laughing and ery-
ing over that hat than you could imagine. It was an
old felt one of yours, and one day she asked if she
might have it. I consented, thinking she was going
to wear it about the garden, to save her school hat;
but shortly after that, she told me that she was in
trouble. She had secretly taken her hat to be made
over and had not the thirty cents to pay forit. I
would have given her the money, but I did not think
the hat was worth it, and she would only want more

money to buy trimming. However, she made a bar- .

gain with your papa, and gathered apples for the thlrty
cents.”

 Mrs. Brock had just finished her story when Martha
returned, with the much-talked-of hat ]auntlly balanced

~on her head.

Maggie admired it, and decided that it must be

trlmmed
“See,” said Martha, “if it J\lst had abouf three loops
here,” as she pointed to the spot “and a few bugles

dangling from the edge of the rim, it would be a real
little beauty. >

“ Well, I'll Jook round and get some httle thing for
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64 THE BROCK FAMILY.

it, dearie,” said Maggie, as she imprinted a kiss on the
brow of this delighted sister; “ but you musn’t make
an idol of the hat.”

“Do you think you can get dinner, girls 2 It will
be about one o’clock when we return.”

“Yes, mamma,” replied Martha, “ I'll have a chance
to make dumplings. I'innearly always at school when
you have them. If I am at home, I never have
enough, so I'll make them in the boiler.”

Her mother started out to the sleigh, laughmo' and
thinking that she was only joking.

As it had been Maggie’s wish to have Eva’s photo-

~graph taken during the holidays, Mrs. Brock had

decided that they had better avail themselves of the
present opportunity. So while Maggie- was arranging
Eva’s hair in the quiet dressing-room ad30m1n0 the -
art gallery, Eva remarked :

“I am decked in borrowed plumes all ready for
flight. I have mamma’s prettiest frill, Myrtle’s bair
ribbon, and Martha’s beads. I got them all free,
excepting the beads, and to get them I had to promise
to do her share of dlshwa.shmg for the next two
weeks.” .

«] am afraid your beads are dearly borrowed ”
replied Maggie. When their business at the artist’s
was finished, the girls proceeded to a dry goods store.

The salesman insisted upon showing them his fine
stock of charming plaid.dress goods. Maggie told him
that she did not wish to purchase any, but he, with all
the perseverance often attributed to his class, still
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perslsted not in selling (as he remarked), but only in
showing the goods. Shé fancied one piece of pretty
green plaid, of excellent quality, and thought:

“ A dress from this would «€harm poor Martha, but
T'm afraid I cannot afford it just now.” They passed
on to the millinery department to get something pretty
for the troublesome hat. Maggie bought some bright
‘shaded ribbon, together with a graceful feather. f They
then slowly and reluctantly left the store. While
walking along, the thought of the green plaid and of
Martha's smiling face dlbturbtd \Ia,ggle s peace of
mind, and she said :

_“T'll get this dress for her, and then she can go to .

church again ; maybe the sermons will drive away some
of her love of finery. Eva,if you'won't expect one,
too, I'll practise a.little self-denial, and take Martha a
dress.”

Eva replied, <1 wxsh you would get it, she will

leave off teasing mamma, for one thing. She i~ actually
turning poor mamma’s hair gray, with her constant
“wishing for dresses. You ‘see my best dress is not
much soiled yet.”
“You are a dear, good «nr]
They returned and boucrht the green dress, then met

their parents, and the four drove home together.

4

, Maorgle tol*her parents of the presents, and ﬁmshed

by saying : el
“ Please don’t tell Martha wha.t I got, as I intend to
have some fun with her about them:”

5

Martha met the party at the door, and swilingly said:

1
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“ Come in, ladies, and take off your things, the dump-
lings are ready, and I'm delighted to be favored with

~a visit from you.”

Upon sitting down to dinner, Mrs. Brock exclaimed:
~“Martha, did you forget to set the meat and vege-
tables on the table, dear ?” ‘

“Oh, no, not at all, at all; we have apple-dumplings
with cream and sugar for dinner, and I wish you to
enjoy yourselves. I know you have a keen abpetite
after your drive.”

It was now quijte apparent that the dumplings were
a tangible reality, for there was a large one steaming
on each plate, besides more in a platter and two vege-
table dishes. -

Myrtle was so overcome with laughter, that she was
obliged to run to the kitchen to relieve her feelings.
Martha remarked, “I am happy for once, as I see my
way clear to a feast of dumplings.”

Mr. Brock smiled, and glanced significantly across the
table at his wife. She had been trying to refrain from
laughing, but the comical expression of his face was
too much for her self-command. Myrtle felt she was
at liberty to return when she heard her mother laugh-
ing, and she came back to the dining‘room to partici-
pate in the mirth occasioned by Martha’s idea of what
constituted a first-rate dinner. '

They enjoyed the dinner very well, notwithstanding

& slightly burnt flavor, and an occaslonal brown spot

caused by a lump of soda.
“Now, my friends, I hope you are enjoying your
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dinner ; there are plenty more dumplings,” exclaimed
Martha, when her mother, from curiosity, peeped into
the kitchen. She returned laughing again, and
exclaimed : “

“ She HAs actually made dumplings in the b:nler and
it isstill a quarter full.”

Then, in a pitiful tone, Myrtle said :

“Mamma, she kept me peeling apples for nearly two
houre

Mr. Brock at first felt-much annoyed with Martha's
conduct, and was about to send her up to her room for
punishment, when the recollection of one of his own
boyish holiday pranks flashed across his mind. This,
together with the thought of the cold lynch his chil-

N

dren usually ate in the dusty school-rooms, softened his

~Tesolution, in” so much that he decided to allow her to
have her own way upon this occasion, and then to for-
bid any more of such behaviour. After dinner, Maggie
gave Myrtle a pair of slippers, and Marth:\f small
paper bag, containing the ribbon. '
When Martha saw the ribbon, %he was delighted, and
exclaimed :
“This.is lovely, you shouldn’t have spent so much
money on me. It is exactly like one of my samples I
admire.” -

Then she skipped round the table to Maggie, and by'

. way of showing her grateful affection, g gave her a vigor-
ous shake. ‘ ‘

After a little whispering, pleading with: her mother,

she quietly left the room; but soon returned and
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f j placed a glass of preserved pears in Maggie’s hand.

Then the feather was produced, which evoked further

paniment of more dainties from the happy Martha.
At last Maggie gave her the dress, but this was too 1
much for the kind-héarted, lively girl. She threw her-

self down upon the sofa near ber father, and cried, .
; while between the sobs were heard the exclamations:
Ty «T don’t deserve it! I'm too bad for it! but I'll try
o and be good like lma. now that I can go to church | d
again.’ '

Her father gently" stroked her hair as he whlspered
“I am afraid you think too much of finery.”

During the remainder of the vacation, Martha
waited upon Maggie very attentively, anticipating
nearly all her wishes.
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CHAPTER V.

THE BROCKS RESOLVE TO MOVE WESTWARD.

NE pleasant day, shortly after Christmas, the
gentleman who held the mortgage on'the Brock

farm was expected to call for the interest, which was
awaiting him. Mr. and Mrs. Brock had spent some
time that morning discussing the probability of ever
being able to pay the principal. It was quite evident
that it would takc many years, even under the most
favorable circumstances, to do this. Mr. Brock once
more referred to his old idea of emigrating to the
North-West, and descanted on the great improvement
which must follow upon settlement in that golden land.
He spoke so enthusiastically that even Mrs Brock,
much as she disliked the thought of leaving their old

home, began to think that Mr. Brock’s plan was, after

all, the best thing for them.. She reluetantly con-
sented that Mr. Brock might try to negotiate with the
-~agent, with the object of selling him the farm: By
this means Mr. Brock might free himself from debt,
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—and rteceive sufficient cash to establish a new home.
During that afternoon the unwelcome visitor arrned ]
and was closeted with Mr. Brock for more than an Ty
hour. At length Mrs. Brock, who had been anxiously
awaiting the close of the interview, heard the visitor
take hix departure, and hurried into the dining-room

I to hear what arrangement had been arrived at.

) 3 “Well, my dear,” said Mr. Brock, “it has come at

last. Thinking it the best course open to me, I pro-

posed what we had talked about so often—to give him’

a the farm,” and he sighed deeply, “ on condition that

‘s he should pay us fifteen hundred dollars. I feel sorry

to do it, but though we lose the farm, we, at the same

time, free ourselves from the great cloud that has been

lowering over our heads so many years.”

> “It’s no more than we had expected,” replied Mrs. ’

Brock, “and we’ll have to make the best of it. I presume

[ you'll tatk about prairie homesteading more than ever, '

) now that we have no home. But I have made up my k

2 mind that I will not oppose your wish. The children

& have beerr longer at school than I had hoped for, so I
will yield to whatever you decide upon.”

“I don’t see anything else we can do to -advantage.
The nioney wouldn’t go far here, but if we got a free
homestead ‘in the North-West, it would give"us a
tolerably good start.”

“I suppose so, but I amn afraid of the Indians; and

o then the grasshoppers might come, and we should not
gain anything.” .

“Those Indians are all right when they are honor-
ably dealt with.”
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“Well, well; we will just calculate upon going to
the North-West prairie,” replied Mrs. Brock, reluc-
tantly.

“ When'll we need to give up possession ?” inquired
Frank.

“ Not later than May.”
“It’'s too bad that we have to leave such a com-
fortable home, where ourf;.gra.ndfather lived; and to

leave all the nice girls at school, too,” said Martha, in

an indignant tone. *“What a shame for grandpa to
endorse that note! I believe boys ought not to be
taught writing. We shall not leave this place! Il
teach, and my salary, together with Maggie’s, will
keep all of us, while Frank can go to college.”

‘But Eva was sorry for her parents, though she felt
the blow as keenly as the others, and thought she

would help them to bear up and build their hopes on .

higher things, so she remarked.ss

“Perhaps God saw that we”were too comfortable
here, to set our hearts upon things above. When we go
to a new farm, among strangers, it may make us look
to Jesus, for the happy home He has gone to prepare.
We'll'go to our prairie home as happy as can be, and
if it should prove to be very unpleasant, we’ll make

- believe we are travelling through the desert to the

land of Canaan.. Perhaps by breaking the ties that
bind us to this ‘beloved home, some of us may be led
to think more of our home in heaven.”

“There’s our little Goody again, and I believe she
is right,” said Frank ; “ we can make a pretty good
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_ start, and by being economical we may be better off in
a few years than we ever were.”
“I suppose we'll have to go,” interposed  Martha ;
“but I don’t know what Eva means at all, for I've
* read and heard that the settlers out west cheat, swear,
break the Sal;bath, an‘d have hardly any churches or
. ministers, 'so I think we may be wor~e off instead of
better.” . . ‘

“No, no,” said Eva, « we'll have the Bible, and we’ll
have papa—he's as good as a minister. Even if the
people are not very good, we’ll try and improve them,
both by setting an example, with God’s help, and by
teaching the Bible to as many as we can. D've just
now thought of a plan,” and she clapped her hands for
Joy. “I am going to try and teach an Indian girl,
and start her on the path to heaven. Then she could
teach her people. She might be the means, through
the Lord, of saving the souls of many poor Indians.”
She turned to Martha, and continued, “ You may help
by giving me your beads for prizes” _ .

~“That’s all very well for you to calculate upon, after
all my hard work getting them. But you won’t send
4 - my beads prancing on horseback all over the prairie,
" associating with tomahawks and rifles. Besides, you'd
only be encouraging a great tribe to come in the night
and burn our shanty.

“Sure, it’s me father’s son Yhat shall shtand fernent
them and presarve the illigant shanty,” said Mike.

“What do you think about it, papa?” inquired. -
Martha, ignoring Mike’s remark. .

T g ko rogm opon
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« Eva’s idea is, no doubt, a grand one. If we spent
the remainder of our lives in teaching and helping
one of those degraded people to become a child of God,
we should be doing well. The Bible say<: ‘Let him
know that he which converteth the sinner from the
error of his way, shall save a soul from death, and
shall hide a multitude of sins.’”

Martha dared not reply. She knew Eva was right;
but she felt it very trying to leave so many kind
friends, and to take her pretty hat and stylish green
dress away to a shanty to wear in the presence of
Indians, or to leave folded in a trunk to be moth-eaten
However, she subdued her feelings and inquired :

“How are you going. to catch your squaw, w1th a
lasso or with a Wmchester A

“T know you are making fun of me; but, seriously,
it will be a most glorious work to teach those poor
Indians the truths of Christianity. Papa will help
me. If we could settle near. an Indian reserve it
would make it easier. - 1I’d get papa to go to the re-

serve, and, perhaps, the Indian agent would select a.

bright girl, about fifteen, who would be likely to per-
severe in her lessons. She could come to our house,

or, as you say, shanty, every day, where I'd teach her .
and aim to make her an excellent Sunday-school

teacher for her own people.. I might learn her lan-
‘guage, and afterwards teach more Indxans
At this Frank gallantly. sprang to his feet and
offered his arm to Eva, saying:
“I’ll be your champion; come along, httle missionary.
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74 THE BROCK FAMILY.

You'll have the n;oney I got for my colt to assist you
in your Indian work. All aboard for the prairie,” as .
he and Eva closed the door behind them.

They seated themselves in the cutter behind the
colt which Frank had lately beén training, and drove
off, while the \Iarge feathery snowflakes bespangled
their clothing with designs such as man in all his
boasted skill might try in vain to copy. As Eva held
her sleeve up to her brother, she €xclaimed in rapture,
“ Frank, are not these flakes lovely ? They show God’s
power; see that star, this diamond, and here is one
like a cross. How are the snowflakes formed ?”

“From what little I've read, and what papa has
told me, when the temperature reaches 32° or lower,
the moisture in the air freezes, and falls in these
beautiful flakes.” '

“Isn’t it wonderful 2” .

““Now, I'm going to surprise you by telling you
that each of these flakes is composed of hundreds of
most beautiful crystals. They are chiefly stars hav-
“ having six points, but there are also many other
_ patterns.” , T

“If all the people in the world tried, they couldn’t
make one snowflake or one flower, and yet it is nothing
for God to make millions of them. Are we not well -
off to have a God who is able and willing to do so
much for us? But look at this odd one, Frank. Who
has ever counted the number of forms?” inquired
Eva, who in her enthusiasm f'orgot to wait for an
answer to her former question.
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«I think papa told me once that Scoresby ‘and
Glaisher made the discovery. They are not all flat,
some are three-sided prismatic crystals, and some

pyramids. The flakes in one snow-storm are generally
alike.”

“It’s so funny. I suppose, when we go to our new

home on the Manitoba prairie, we'll find, the snow a
great deal deeper, because it is nearer the North Pole,”
said Eva, again.

“ Not necessarily so, for the farther north we go the
keener the frost is. As the temperature sinks below
32° the flakes become smaller. Some flakes are only
the fourteenth part of an inch across, while some are
as much as an inch.”

."After Frank and Eva went out drii'ing, Martha, who
felt herself a full-grown woman since she had gone to
church in her new dress, said :

“ It’s perfectly ridiculous the way Eva goeson about

her Indian girl; we’ll have to put a stop to it, for I .

believe the child is in earnest. She will disgrace the
whole family, bringing Indians around.”

“It does seem rather a wild notion,” replied her -
mother ; “but if we prevented her in her efforts to -

convert one person, it would be wrong. Indians have
souls the same as we have. I think, however, she
could find enough to.do among white girls.”

e We’ll have a busy time, the rest of the winter, in
prepa.nncr to go to our new home. There is little or
no fruit, I believe, on the prairie; therefore we must

ta,ke as much preserved and dried fruit with us as we
D ca.n.
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“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that. What'll we do
without apples and cherries and everything ?” inquired
Martha. . '

“ We'll just use more vegetables; and-if we have good
crops we can buy canned and, perhaps, imported fresh
fruit.  We will try to dry all those apples in the cel-

lar; and there are some fine pumpkins, too, which
your father intended for the cows; we'll dry some of
them to take along, for pies.”

The work of the evening, however, banished unneces-
sary conversation, it being Saturday ; for it was a rule.
with Mr. Brock to avoid Sunday labor as much as pos-

~sible. Mike was brushing boots, the others paring and

dressing a boiled ham, sewing buttons on buttonless
articles, while outside the axe was doing double duty,
as if to announce that the morrow would be the Sab-
"bath and a day of rest.

After the work and tea were over, the children
finished the preparation of their Sunday-school lesson
by mutual questions and answers, until they con-
sidered themselves proficient in it; then they formed
themselves into a class to be reviewed by their father.
Mr. Brock could already see a slight improvement in
Martha, since she had received her new clothes and
had again attended church and the Bible-class.

For some mysterious reason, Martha’s clothing- usu--
ally became soiled so much sooner than Eva’s, that the
former was occasionally obliged to absent herself from
church. But on this Sunday morning there was no
occasion for this, so the Brock house was closed and

1t
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the whole family, with unruffled temper and with
smiling faces, drove away to the house of God. Now
they pass a group of children, in gay attire, hurrying,
too, on their way to church; and again, a shabbily-
dressed old man, Bible in hand, limping along, pro-
bably to be seated near the door, where he would be
able to hear but little of the sermon. They fill their
comnfortable pew, and the children listen more or less
attentively. The grand organ, under the delicate and
practised touch of the organist, sends forth strains that
appeal to the finer feelings of all, even.those who were

in other respects apparently most callous. Then at .

- home favorite delicacies, sweet music and kind words,
" make the Sabbath a day to be remembered and looked
forward to with pleasure.
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 CHAPTER VI

MARTHA AND EVA MEET WITH TRIALS AT SCHOOL.

HE next evenin]g, Mr. and Mrs. Brock advised

their children to improve their time at school, as

this might be the last opportunity fer study they

would ha.ve Frank had been spared to attend school
also, since they had resolved to move westward.

They all went quietly to their lessons, excepting
Martha, who noisily-grumbled :

“You can’t expeet me to study in all this contusnon
for Eva is often practising her music, papa rea.dmg out
loud, and Frank either whistling or tormentmcr the
cat ; so there!”

“ Well,” returned her patient mother, “ we'll try and
find another lamp, and let you sit upstairs after tea
every evening, to give you a good chance. I wish you
to learn all you can, for though we hope-to prosper,
our future is uncertain ; and it may be necessary for
you to support yourselves in case of reverses.”
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After some difficulty in fitting an odd burner on an
odd lamp, and cutting a piece of wick from that of the
dining-room lamp, Martha was cosily ensconced in a
well-cushioned arm-chair. Her mother left her to
work ont wonders in grammar and algebra.

The others progressed more rapidly, for Martha was
the most clamorous one in the family.

Half-an-hour afterwards her mother stepped softly

into Martha’s new study, and what should meet her

inquiring .caze but ribbons red, ribbons green, ribbons .

yellow, washed and unwashed, beads, wire and sundry
old hat shapes, with the giddy Martha seated in the
midst, surveying them with admiration. She was

sewing away at a bow for the hat, and did -not hear -

the approach of her mother until the door opened,

when. she hastily swept the millinery into a large

basket standing near. Her mother, in a tone of injured
surprise, asked :

“Is this the way you are deceiving &s, after allowing
you to come here alone ?”-

“ Oh, mamma,” she stammered in embarrassment, “ I
did study quite awhile,and I just thought I'd make up
a travelling hat to wear when moving to Manitoba ;
you see, my g ood one might get shabby wearing it a

. whole week.”

“Yes, yes, but - you did not need quietness to trim a
hat, and if you are going to work at millinery awhile

every evening all winter you had better remain home

from school and assist me with the housework. It is
with the greatest self-denial that I spare you at all:”
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“Oh, well, I suppose I'll have to study hard. I wish
I could be good like Eva, but the bad is in me, and in
spite of all I can do it comes to the surface. 1 don’t
_ want to go to school; I'd much rather cook.”

Upon Mrs. Brock’s return to the dining-room, Myrtle
inquired : “ Mamma, will Maggie go with us when we
move ?”

“My dear, your papa and I have been thinking the
matter over, and decided to leave well enough alone.

She has a good situation, is comfortable, and grand-
" father will look after her. If we like our new home
and can procure a situation near us for her, she may
then come. I am very sorry to part with her, but feel
it will be for the best.” .

“Well, that's too bad, poor Maggie will cry when
she hears it, and Martha will scold,” said Myrtle with
tears in her eyes.

A% intermission the following da.y, Eva sald to
Martha :

“I'm afraid you may be kept in after four to-mght
as you spent considerable time at your crochet lace in
school-hours, under cover of the desk. Let me help
you with your lessons ?”

With an indignant toss of the head she replied :

“T don’t think I could know Y history and htera-
ture any better.” /
~ “Yes, butvwalt until the statics come, and we'll see.”

“No danger. What would you say if you reached
home ten minutes behind me, MISS Perfection ?”

-1 only wished to help you
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True to Eva's prediction,-Martha was sentenced to
solve three difficult problems in statics after school
was dismissed. But when all had departed save the
few offenders, the teacher, being only human and

therefore subject to human weakness, began to be-

moved by visions of his chubby three-year-old swing-
ing on the front gate, straining her bright little eyes
for the first peep at her papa turning the corner, and
perhaps his wife watching from the window ; in addi-
tion to these attractions might be enuinerated the

comfortable warm room, and an excellent tea which he

knew to be awaiting. These gentle influences increas-
ing every minute in their effect so far overcame his

sense of ]ustlce that he ultimately relented, and the -

exasperated pupils were soon slamming the doors and
stamnping on the stairs as noisily as they, dared, without
affording exactly sufficient proof that their conduct
was prompted by any ill-feeling.

‘When Martha reached the sidewalk she seanned the
street for her sisters, and to make the situation more

unpleasant, she caught a glimpse of:them in a buggy

driving homeward. In Martha’s haste the thought of
_the oft-forbidden railroad track with its narrow bridge
across the surging waters, tempted her to take that

short cut to her father’s back.door. She could see no .

train, and soon her nimble feet were carrying her along
the piank footway, forty feet above the deep, treacher-
ous stream, while she prided herself with the expecta-

tion of reaching home almost as soon as Eva. A skirill ’

whistle and the roar of an approaching train, how ever,
6
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sent through Martha an indescribable thrill, and as she
looked behind and saw the train, she nearly fell through
the skeleton bridge. It was a terrible moment. At
first, she thought she would lie flat down at the side
of the track and thus escape, but frightened at this
. idea, she carefully crept out upon the projecting end
“of a stick of timber, where she had only about fifteen
inches square to rest upon. With her feet swinging
below in the awful space, and her arms hugging
another timber with the tenacity of despair, she
thought : _ :

" “This is all F can do, and my only chance is to keep
cool and hold fast. What if the engine should shoot
out steam while passing !”

The steaming and snorting train came up to her,
with trainmen and some passengers stretching their
necks to catch a view of the terrified girl. The watch-
ful engineer, who had taken in the situation as soon as
he rounded the curve, whistled “down brakes,” and
reversed the engine, fearing that the girl would be
run over. ~ As the train slacked up he-called to
her: .

“Come here, and I'll take you across.”

On looking up, Martha recognized in him an old

. acquaintance.. He took her in the cab and started’
again, relieved at the fortunate termination of what a
few moments before had threatened to be a serious
disaster, but provoked that the mischievous girl had
caused him so much delay. He felt that he should
take her to the next station, which was ten miles dis-
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tant, but upon referring to his watch, slacked up and
handed her off as they crossed her father's back lane.

During all this time the girl was scarcely herself, as
she had not recovered from her fright, and she feared
the anger of her parents.

She ran breathlessly into the house, and related her
marvellous escape to her mother, who listened intently
with a grateful heart, but who was anndyed that her

daughter had disobeyed her in walking along the rail- .

road track.

Shortly after this the other girls came in at the -

front door, and Myrtle said : - ) ‘
~ “Is supper ready ?  Needn't wait for Martha, she’s
kept in again. I ’spect she won't be home for—"
. -She was interrupted by Martha entering the room,
having her sleeves rolled up, preparatory to making
biscuits for tea. The two girls could scarcely believe
their eyes, upon beholding this apparition, for had they
_ not left Martha pondering over her slate at school ?
But it was a slight check to Myrtle’s tale:bearing.
Martha, however, felt that she had done wrong, and
for once in her life did not attempt to defend herself.
During the last two years at school, Eva had shared
her desk with'Miriam Harkness, the pampered daugh-
ter of a wealthy merchant, whose influential position
as a school trustee caused the teacher, Mr. Rogers,
probably as a matter of policy, to show Miriam no

small amount of favor. The strong friendship which -

had continued so long between these two girls, at once
so different in disposition and circumstances, had

[
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created not a little comment on the part of many of
the other scholars. B
For some time previous to Miriam’s entrance ‘to the
High School, her father had promised, as she was
naturally rather dull, that he would give her a hand-
some present if she succeeded in passing the entrance
examination. After close attention to her studies, in
which she received considerable assistance from Eva,
she at last succeeded in passing the examination, and
in winning the prize, which was nothing less than a
necklace and locket set in diamonds. 'When her father
clasped it around her neck, he told her that as she had
earned it at school, he intended her to wear the prize,
every day. More than once Eva had held this costly
jewel in her hand and admired the brilliant lustre of
the diamonds, as she swung it swiftly back and forth.
Little did these girls dream that it would bring any-
thing but pleasure to its.owner and admirers,
" One day in April, as the girls sat together in school,

Miriam was playing with this article of adornment, °

when the teacher, noticing her inattention to her les-
sons, sent her to a distant seat for a half-hour.

She, fearing he would sentence the jewel to tempo-
rary imprisonment among other miscellaneous, forbid-
den articles that annoyed him, placed it stealthily

Tbehind a book in a corner of her own half of the desk,
before going to her newly allotted place. During the
time of Miriam’s punishment, Eva had been up to her
class, thereby leaving the jewel unprotected. Miriam,
upon receiving permission to return, failed to find the
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necklace and locket in her desk, and inquired of Eva,
who had also returned: It

“ Where’s my necklace ?”

““T've not seen it since you had it,” Eva replied.

Miriam took her books out, and made a thorough 1
but futile search : then Eva assisted her, but with the
same unsatisfactory result.

At this Miriam laughingly inquired :

“You're teasing me. Havent you got it in your

~pocket 2"

“ No, Miriam,” was the reply.

Then Miriam, losing all patience in her desperation,
exclaimed quite angrily, and in'a tone above the usual
whisper :

- “1 believe you have it. Indeed, you must have it.” 2
Eva made no reply, but her pale face and quivering '
lip showed how deeply Miriam’s suspicions had
" wounded her.
Mr. Rogers, being disturbed by the loud rema.rks of
Miriam, qald . .
“ Miriam, were you speaking to'me 2" - A=
“No, sir, but Eva Brock has stolen my dxamond
- locket and chain.”
Had a flash of lightning struck the roof, it could not
have caused greater astonishment than did this unwar-
. rantable accusation. Eva was looked upon as the most
strictly honorable pupil in the school, and her exem-
plary conduct had been publicly referred to, time and
again, by her teachers. Not another pupil entertained
a thought of believing it, not even the teacher, who, in

. _
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deference to Miriam, began the investigation with the
appearance of belief. And, to speak metaphorically,
the other indignant pupils looked daggers at Miriam.

But he, once more weighing the importance of ‘Mr.
Harkness’ influence, gave a petulant jerk or two to
his vest, and said :

“ Eva Brock, I'm astonished. Come here.”

Poor Eva was thorougldy bewildered, the hot blood
mounting to her forehead chased away the former

.deathly paleness, her great brown eyes tlashed, and
when she stood erect to comply, feeling all eyes fixed
upon her, she feared she should drop to the floor. But
she felt relieved by the imagination that the tloor was
gradually rising up before, behind. and on each side of
her, not only supporting her, but it seemed to be sail-
ing away with her beyond school-room criticisms into
space indefinite. In this half-unconsgious state, she
sank into her seat and rested her head upon her folded
arms on the desk. But this was only for an instant,. -
for she was aroused by the command :

“Do you hear me? Come to the front this minute.”

She sprang up as if electrified, and walkel at once to
the platform, biting her ];pzf‘ﬁ to keep back the hasty
words that seemed pressing for. utterance.’

“ It looks rather suspigious to see you hesitating in
this manner. Ha’nd/n{é the necklace without further
delay.” :

“1 have not got/it, Mr. Rogers. Nor have I had it
to-day.”

“ Miriam, be so kind as to step this wa.y and tell me
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what reason you have for thinking that Eva has your
jewellery.”

“I left it in my desk and told. Eva to watch it in
my absence,” said Miriam, inventing a reply that she
thought would justify her charge; “and Mary. Ann
Downy said she saw her putting it in her pocket,
besides she has always fancied-it.”

“Oh, such—." and Eva suddenly checked herself.
~ “Mary Ann Downy to the front.”

* When Mary Ann, who always avoided meeting the
glance of another, advanced to the edge of the plat-
form, Miriam cast a scornful glance at her and moved
away, as Mr. Rogers asked this repulsive-looking girl
if she bad seen the jewel in Eva’s possession. With
her eyes fixed upon the floor she hesitatingly replied :

« Please, sir, I saw her put it in her pocket and take
it out three or four times, and I forget sure if it was
taking of it out or putting of it in her pocket the last
time or no, sir.”

* “Where is it now, then ” mquu'ed the teacher,
unable to understand her last-remark. :

“Eva had it the last time I saw it,” replied Mary
Ann, not without showing some signs of nervousness, -
which might be attributed to her sorrow.for being -
.compelled to inform on a girl whom she, in common——~—

with the others, respected and loved. e
Next Mr. Rogers commanded : N \“‘“

“Take yourseat, Mdry Ann.” | Feeling in’ Justice to
Miriam and his own salary, fhat he should not appear
to regard Eva's word, thokgh he himself really"
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believed it, he turned to Eva, whose eyes calmly and
unswervingly met his, and demanded : .

.“To save further trouble, give me the trinket at
once.”

“I can mve you no other answer ; I have not had it
to-day, sir.”

“There is some mystery about this. Place the con-
tents of your pocket on the table.” . '

She replied, * There is nothing in my pocket but

what is my own, and I do not feel justified in thus
humiliating myself.” :

The attention of the school being arrested by ‘so
unusual an occurrence, silence reigned-supreme. Then,
as the teacher’s rage increased, he stamped his foot,
excitedly ran his ﬁnaers through his hair, and actually
shouted : - _

“You must have it. Empty your pocket this minute
or leave the room, I say.’

Eva, trained to obedience,. placed on the desk the
contents of her- pocket, which comprised some pencils,
an apple, an ink eraser, a handkerchief, and a letter
which Miriam had written her; during her temporary
absence from'school. Had he taken the trouble to
read the flattering missive (which temptation he may
not have resisted) he would ha.ve been enhghtened in
th;s style

“GERANIUM GARDEN,
“ BRADWARDINE ONT.,
~ “2nd April, 18—

“My VERY DEAR EVA ,—Thank you for your kind
letter, which c]wered me up, whlle Qhut iniwith this
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sore throat. You see, I am trying toreward you by
answering immediately. I am just as well pleased
that I missed that horrid exam., in fact my throat
might not have been so sore had it not been a pretty
try ing time at school. As the examination is aver my
throat feels extremely better, so I'll be back Monday
to try the temper of Mr. Rogers again. I donot know
how such a dear, good girl as you are can remain in favor
‘with such an mqulsltlon as he. Thate him. Doesn’t he
look princely in his fashionable coat ? I wish he had
engaged me totrim it. It would be somewhat after
this fashion: The buttons in front would be large
Scotch thistles, those on the sleeves bitter acurns,
those on the back burdock: blossoms, while there would

be a wreath around the edge of dandelions and g00: "
grass, and a bouquet of thorns under the \Iapoleo:%\_/,'

* chin: I think if this would not satisfy his fastidious
taste, as well as Bespeak his character, we might give
him up as beyond all reason. Now, my dearest Eva, I
must close, though I.am ashamed. of m¥ letter.

" “Your loving fuend while life Iasts,

“ MiriaM HARKNESs,”
Now that Eya had obeyed her teacher, she felt

utterly dlﬂbea,rtened and in aninjured yet dignified -

manner, turned and walked to her seat, where she
- dragged out the weary moments untxl school was
dismissed.

The annoyed teacher said to Miriam® ‘

“Take your seat for the present, but this mafter
must be investigated, and she will be punished.as she
deserves.” \Then turning with seeming, unconcern, to’
the school, he said :

“Attention to your-books, all—a.ttent.lon—ahem i
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But the écholars, having the management of their
eyes, ears and tongues under the control of their own
individual wills, and feeling the presence of rebellion.
in the air, théy looked. about for the instrument of
ebullition. This proved to be no other than the
loquacious Martha. She stood erect at her desk, and
looking unflinchingly into the flashing eyes of Mr.
Rogers, began with feeling and emphasis, and with
her books packed ready for flight.

Mr. Rogers was too much astonished to speak, for he
did not utter a word until Martha had finished her
harangue. ’

“ Mr. Rogers, E¥a has been treated most shamefully
by you. You have represented her to the pupils—
who believe hep/innocent all the same—as a thief.
Because Miriam'’s father is. a trustee and a rich man,
you pretend to believe anything she tells you. But
Eva never stole that or any other thing in her life.
You’ll be sorry for this day’s conduct, for Eva shall be
proved innocent.” (A whirlwind of applause.)

"Martha, having somewhat expended her wra.th
picked up her books, walked' deliberately to Eva, and
in & loud whisper, said :

“I'm leaving school, Eva, but you are doing right to
st.ay until school is dismissed. I'll wait in town for
you,” and she, for the last time, walked defiantly out of

”  the room. Mr. Rogers would before this have ordered

her out, had not the silent sympathy cast upon her by
" admiring eyes, and the fear that Martha’s speech con-
tained too much truth, humbled him to such a degree
tha.t he only muttered : :
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“Impudent girl. Attention to your work.”
. A short time before school was dismissed Mr. Rogers
caught a glimpse ‘of a caricature in the possession of a
girl celebrated for her dexterity in drawing. He took
possession of the slate, upon which was depicted a

hardened looking man, much resembling himself, even .

to the few bristling hairs on the upper lip, which con-
stituted, in his own opinion, a moustache. The figure lay
crushed under the expansive foot of a giantess, who
held in her hand a balance, and had written upon her
brow the word “ Justice.” ,

He doomed the artist to temporary punishment, and
during the remainder of the afternoon he exercised his
~ tactics to the best of his ability, in keeping the school
in tolerable subjection.

After Eva and Martha had reached home and related
to their parents an account of the missing ornament,
" Eva cried, “ I did not take the necklace, but people will
think I did. We are just going to move away, too,
which will make it look suspicious. Papa, will a
policeman come here to-night?” and she glanced

nervously at the window, as if expectlng that terrifying -

“official to come.
Though this news was a great shock to her parents,
her father calmly replied: .
“No, no, Eva. I feel you ‘are innocent. 1 have
never known you to tell a falsehood or to take the

least trifle that did not belong to you. It would not

be well for the one who might authorize a policeman
~ to come here for you. I shall endeavor to investigate
", this affair before I go to bed.” '
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) Mike, under the pretext of keeping away any police- -
man who might intrude upon the premises in Mr.
Brock’s absence, took his stand on a gate-post, and
uttered extravagant ‘threats, causing a smile to pass
over even Eva’s troubled face. S ‘

Mr. Brock drove away to town, spent some time in
tinding Mr. Rogers’ rooms, and then learned that he.
was not at. home. He next went to the residence of
Mr. Harkness, and was informed by a servant that he
and Mr. Rogers had walked out together a short time
before. He then proceeded to see the Chairman of the
Board of School Trustees; but alas! upon looking
towards the corner where he had left his horse, Mr.
Brock found ke was missing. His thoughts were now
directed into,,,fmother ‘channel. He was comforted in
his haste Zlong the street by being repeatedly told
what he already knew too well—that his horse had
broken loose and run away. The tired man in his
homeward course was somewhat retarded by picking
up in various places his whip, robe and ‘buggy cushion. -
The truant horse and buggy had arrived home before -
him, little the worse for the adventure. C

In the evening, Mrs. Brock, knowing that idleness e
was not apt to lighten a heavy heart, gave Eva some
sewing to do.. As Eva sat lamenting her situation,

" the text, “ For whom the Lord loveth He‘chas_teneth,”
came to her mind. She was somewhat comforted by
" the assurance, that earthly trouble was by no means a
i sign that her Lord also had’ forsaken her, and she
~~thought that the reproach upon her name might pnove
to be a blessing in dlsguxse
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“After the girls went to bed, Eva imagined herself
at church, with the people staring at her; then she
thought that her future neighbors in Manitoba would
hear that she was a thief. She wondered how her
mother and father would bear it, if she should be im-
prisoned. With these: unpleasant thoughty she cried

" herself to sleep. In the night she awoke Martha by
clinching her arm and frantically shrieking: “ He has
arrested me. Look at the hapdeaffs !

Martha succeeded in dispelling her midnight alarm,
and Eva, after prolonged meditation, resolved hence-
forth to mention her trouble as seldom as possible ;
not being a cheerful subject to inflict upon the other

. members of the family. The school course -of these
_two girls was thus abruptly closed, for Mr. and Mrs.
Brock ﬂelt so keenly for them, that they were allowed
to remain at home.

‘Miriam walked home bearing even a sadder heart -

than Eva did, for the former feared_she had been”

~ guilty of breaking the ninth commandment. But in
the first desperate moment she had thought, “Eva .
must have taken it.” After having once accused her, - ..
she was too proud to re}zract always expecting the
lost article would be immediately fouqd when she
might renew her friendship with Eva. But her wrath

- increasing with the charge made by another girl, and |
with the surrounding excitement, she allowed Eva to
go home without giving her one word of anything -

. but distrust. Upon reaching home she kept the loss -

- o
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"of her necklace a secret from her parents. In the

evening, however, Mr. Rogers visited her father to
_discuss the subject. Mr. Harkness was indeed sorry,
but was too prudent to take any criminal proceeding
without sufficient evidence to enable him to win the
suit. : S ce '

Mr. Brock again went to see Mr. Rogers, but as he
acted very obstinately, and the trustees supported him,
Mr. Brock received no satisfaction. .

Therefore, the incident was, for the present at least;
allowed to lie dormant, except in the active minds of
those most-interested. )




CHAPTER VIL
WESTWARD.

ﬁE eventful. time when the Brocks were ~to

‘remdve from their delightful home at last
arrived.  Mrs, Brock’s love for the place had been:

- - almost unfathomable since the day her husband proudly

proclaimed her its mistress. ~ Little did any of them
think how bare, in comparison with this, their next

~home would ‘be; or how different this home was fifty

years before, when Grandfather Brock, axe in hand,
-first claimed as his own’ thls forest-covered soil. The
members of the family were ‘strangely silent on this

. -the last day they were to spend in their old homé,

“never so much appreciated’ as now ; but little expres-
sion of these thoughts was uttered, perhaps owing to

a choking forlorn feeling, which unsummoned made /
its tempora.ry abode Wxthm thé heart, or lest the -

_sentiment expressed should ‘bnng to another’s eye the
" unwelcome tear. The ¢lear brook, whlch had«reﬂected




PR

96 THE BROCK FAMILY.

their faces as they, having left their shoes and stock-
ings on the brink, paddled in the cool waters; the
choice flowering and fruit-bearing shrubs which had
been gathered, proudly planted hid tenderly cared for;
the ornamental fences, almost unknown on the wild
prairfe; and the orchard, where many a swing had
girdled the fruit-ladén limbs—these were all to be left
behind to strangers.
This afternoon Mike had been sent in haste w1th ‘a
message to Mr. Gladstone. But he, regardless of the
'me%sage directed his steps townward. When he left”
the gate at the road, he knelt down and crept on'the
grass for some little distance, with the object of escap-.
ing the observation of .Mr. Brock and his family ; but
. Johnny Thompson—a nemhbor bov—suddenly Jumped
over the fence beside him, saying: .
“ Halloo, Mike! You needn’t be hiding from me.
What’s the matter ¢
Mike was surprised, and felt that he was suspected
of his attempt to run away, but with seeming indiffer-.
ence to the charge, he drew on his memory sufﬁc1entlv
. torelate a thrllhno' story of a buffalo hunt, and thus
. diverted Johnnys thoughts from the channel he
_feared they had been begimiing to run.in. They .
talked and played until Johnny felt disposed to go .
home. After waiting uneasily until he was out of
‘sicht, Mike moved slowly along, and’ on reaching a
clump of raspberry bishes in a fence corner, drew out
from under the bushes a bundle containing his Jest -
clothes, and proceeded less stealthily,-as he was now




o

WESTWARD. , 97

descending a small hill, which xflade it impossiblé for
those on the old farin to see him. After looking -
- backward, and satlsfymg himself that he was unob- . .
served, his mind became moderately composed, and he S
- began to- speculate upon his anticipated new life. . > '
Though sorry to leave Mr. Brock’s family, who had e
treated him with extreme kindness and consideration, ' .

~ - he felt life dull with them, and had accepted an offer , - B
~ to join a theatrical troupe then playing in Bradwardine. o ¥
He now longed for the hour of midnight, when he ‘ '

- expected to meet them at’the ra,llwa) station. and
take the train for Montreal Then he recalled the
words of praise and lool\ of admiration thé manager
had bestowed upon.. him one afterncon, on his way
from school, when he sang and performed some ath- ’
letic exercises at a street corner.  He thought of the
long rides he would have on the train, of the immense
fortune he hoped to make, of the.thousands of dollars
he would send to” Mr. Brock, of the fine clothes he S
would wear, and the fame he would merit. But he Pl
failed to look on the dark side of that toilsome life. '
Upon reaching town, he pawned his clothes for a trifle, R
and proceeded to spend the intervening hours until ‘
midnight in some secluded spot. But it did not prove -
to be what he had anticipated, for he was there seen -
by a man who knew him and-afterwards informed Mr.
Brock. He immediately stole away to more remote
parts until after 11 o’clock, when he crépt stealthily and
hun%ry enough to the s tion, and sat down to await ..
the arrival of his new mastex and the depa.rture of
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‘the train. He now shuddered %% the thought of* going

away among strangers, but was ashamed to return to

‘the kind Brock family. However, Mike was destined
never to. become an actor: for, as he did not return
when expected, and as the message he bore was impor- -

tant, Frank was despatched ; and, upon reaching his
grandfather’s house, he learned that Mike had not

been there. Meanwhile the discovery that 1‘1is, best
clothes were missingpincreased the surprise of those at

home. Mr. Brock hastened to town, and found that
he had sold his elothes. This was sufficient reason for

_bim to employ the chief of police for 4he recovery of

the truant boy. Telegrams, descriptive of Mike, were
sent to all the neighboring towns.

During the course of his search Mr. Brock was con-
fronted by Mike’s aunt, who. when sufficiently sober,
went out washing, and who gave Mr. Brock ccnsider-
able abuse beeause Mike was missing. .

“Why didn’t ye watch the child betther,” she said,
“and not let him git lost? Yere not givin’ the by no

eddycatlon for I axed him the other day the popylation -

o’ Tipperary, and he didn’t know where it was itself;
sure; his own native birthplace. His own blessed
mother when she was a-dyin’ sure she rolled up thim
- purty blue eyes'o’ hers, and she said to me, says she,

as she looked in me own honest - -eyes, ‘ Kathleen, take .

care o’ me by, and I vowed, sir, wid ‘tears in me eyes,
I would see him safe through this worrold, even if he
had to travel many a rocky road. -And now he’s
_after bem lost, more sorrow to—" and as Mr. Brock
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moved away she drew a black bottle from under her °

arm and took a draught of its contents.

Among, other researches, Mr. Brock had made two
futile visits to the railway station, but he thought as
it was approaching midnight, that he would go there
once more. He ‘had little g¢xpectation of finding the
boy, but on entering the quiet room, he found Mike
sitting on a hard form looking very lonely and nervous.
When he beheld Mr: Brock so close to him he huno' his
head with shame. All Mr. Brock’s interrogations were
met with “Nothin’,” “ No place,” and “ Dunno;” but as

Mr. Brock was leading away his charrro he notlced -

what he supposed to be a theatrical party entering
the station, and as Mike was in the habit of reciting.
and acting, and talking about theatres, he ‘concluded
that in a few minutesimore Mike would have been

away on the train with the troupe. Mr. Brock gave.

the boy a sound lecturing, and at last gave him his |

choice to remain with him of to go among strangers.
But to all this Mike only cried and muttered a desire
to remain in his adopted home.”

The others were in bed when they reached h"o‘me,‘

and they had only a short time to rest before begtnning

“their fatighing journey. They had been very busy

sorting, packing and: preparing for their long trip and.
. their new home. They had never moved before,
therefore it proved a very trying time to the elder,
though amusing enough to the younger, membera of
. the family, )

) Very early next morning, Martha alarmed the tu'ed
' gleepl_ng inmates of the house by shouting: -

—
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« All aboard for Manitoba! Frank, Eva, Myrtle,
Mike!”

“ What time is it ?” 1nqu1red one. But Mike was

. too much ashamed to reply.
" “Clock’s packed, but it’s time you were up Come,
rouse yourselves. 1 fancy 1 hear the_train whistling
now,” as she sprinkled water on the faces of her
sleepy sisters.

After breakfast, their father did not neglect family
worship, but fervently asked God to be with them
during their-journey. One after the other, wearied
and worn, dropped off to sleep again, and awoke to find -
‘the bright sun well up in the hea\ ens.

After a great deal of bustle and hurry_and lost
“temper; they found themselves at length seated in
a comfortable car, anxiously trying to remember if -
* they had left any household valuables behind them. -
.Martha was all life and mirth, while. Eva Was ‘think-

“We might easily be all killed if only a twitch-
man or an engineer failed the least in his duty. What .
“faithful, reliable -men there are in the world! How
muéh. people “are dependent upon each other:” and -
then, in the midst of all the clanking and whistling
~and chatting, with motionless lips, she offered up a
silent prayer to her God, putting her whole trust in
Him to take them all safely to their new home. She-
felt relieved after thus casting her burden on the -
Lord, and smiled and chatted away quite merrily. .

Mr. Brock had decided to sail across Georgian Bay”
and Lake Superior, as he w ished lns iannl\ to enjoy

I
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the scenery of’Sault Ste. Marie. = As they were to sail

‘early next morning, they wereto go aboard the boat

in the evening. During their passage on the boat Eva

kept a diary, in which we find the following deserip-

tion of their trip across the lake :
- “Friday, 5th May,7 a.m.—Iam ready for breakfast.
The boat is rocking gently and . the sun is shining

gloriously on the Jecp blue waves, There was a, tre-

mendous noise all night, made by men loading the boat.

_ «I have been readlnrr the chapter about the storm
at sea, when Jesus was asleep, and how He afterwards -

calmed the wind and the waves. I,,ha.ve asked Him
to make them calin for us, too. -
“Evening.—We had ‘nicely begun brea <fast- tlhis
mommg when a lady took very sea-bxck and hurtied
away ‘to her statcroom, leavi ing two little children
alone, in danger of ialling down stairs, so I helped them

- get their breakfa.st and took care of them until their

mother again appeared on the scene. She felt very

grateful to me. .
* “We called at a harbor, and several town. people
came aboard our grand steamer, and admired it. - While

. coming out of the hrarbor our boat stuck fast several

" times on sandbars, and we were pulled off by a little

tug. _Some were afraid the engme would break, 1t.

- :worked so hard. . &

. “There-is a tablé in the cabin whlch is heaped with ’
.goods for sale, books, maps, photgaraphs, dally papers,
“as well as oranges, lemons. maple sugar, ete.

_6th Ma#. —I went to bed at 9 p.m. Ma.rtha slept in
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" a berth high up, while Myrtle and I had the one under
.. hers. Martha was afraid that she would roll out, if
- the sea became rough. Papa and mamima were in an

adjoining stateroom. We were all atraid to bleep on

the water, and ‘Martha intended to wake up several

‘times through the night, to look after the boat, but by
n.—""""some slip she never woke until daylight, and was sur-

' prised-that the captain had managed very well without
her. We passed an island about 6.30 a.m. Next we
passed a steamer towing two vessels. '

“All the singers among the cabin passengers gathered

around the piano, and we had a pleasant time singing.
“Between 11 and 12 o’clock, we came among hun-
dreds of islands of different sizes. ~ As we entered the
~Ste. Marie River, we took a pilot aboard, to guide us
through the channel. He Was a-tall, gray-haired old
Indlan, wearing ‘goggles. I asked the wmate if they '
stopped only to take that old man on, when he told
me that he was a pilot. Then I felt ashamed of my-
“self again, for although his face was brown in eolor
“and scarred, his hair long and tangled, all vur lives
were going to be entrusted+to him for the next six or
seven hours. -He was educated, spoke our language,
and was very famlhar with the rocks and shallow
places for about sixty miles along that dangerous part

. o€ our journey. His skill and falthtulness made rne
feel more and more the neglect of so many tribes of
Indians, and I made up- my .mind more firmly than
ever to try to teach, and be the means, by God’s power
of converting at 1ea.st , one Indian girl.

" ERCR R M *'*!P"A"ﬁ mm
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“Mrs.. Long’s baby fell out of bed while we were at
dinner, and as ythat lady had much trouble with her
children, I took care of the baby during the meal. °
Thls kept me a little longer from seeing the grand
scenety, but I found _I,ha,dwnot missed so very-much of -
it; and it made me happier to let her enjoy her meal,
than to see ever so many grand sights. L

«I almost beliéve I'm a little pet on the boat, for after
I went on decli the captain told me that if I wished
I mlght come up a flight of steps above the deck,
where he and/'the pilot were, that I might get & better
view. I waé delighted, but did not know whether

. mamma Would like me to go. However, when I R
glanced tow‘ards her she nodded, and T sprang up the - g
steps. The captain seated me in his large easy chair,
and even gave me his powerful glass. Th~e pilot stood
beside me, watching very earnestly, and nearly every
minute he called out his directions.. We seemed to be

- in‘great danger of striking rocks. The- deep passage
was narrow, our boat long, and we required to make _
frequent turns between. the islands, while there was
not much deep water for that purpose. Some of the
islands had piled upon them huge pleces of ice and -
snow. The captain pointed to a barren lookmo' spot
on the shore, and said : o . -

“‘About eighty ‘years ago some sailors were wrecked, -

_ and they were obliged to remain there all wmter W?x
call it the sailors’ encampment.” ... -

“Large islands formed the background of the scene

- while smaller ones st8od out near us.  Some of then}

(
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-ere not larger than a table, some about the size of a
garden, and others we could not measure with the eye.
“The boat kept turning every few minutes; the strip of
water looked wide enough, but the deep channel was
narrow. :

“There were a few poor-looking bulldlnas dotted
along the shore. Sometimes we saw no outlet ahead
of us, but after w1nd1ng among islands, our way always
became clear again, and when we. looked back, we
-could scarcely see the passage through which we had
come, as the land appeared to close up behind us. ‘

« All the land just here seemed to slope gently to the
water’s edge ; the timber was chiefly balsam, and there
were a few Indians, some log-houses and a church to
be seen. In some places, huge rocks lined the shore.
The passage had been buoyed, the rocks taken out,

- and the channel dredged. We entered a beautiful
large sheet of water, dotted with tiny islands and
boats. "~ .- .. oy

“Whei we came to the bouxgda.ry between the Umted
States and ‘Canada, the sailof§’ decked-our ‘boat thh'
flags,-which. floated gaily in the breeze.

“In dangerous places, there were signboards set low
on the ground, to guide the boats in turning. The
trusty pilot guided-us safely through, received his pay,
and left us. Next we entered & canal, to avoid the
rapids. = ‘

~ “Sunday, 7th May —I awoke thls mornmg Jjust at
daylight, as the boat was starting up the canal ; then
we entered a passage’ Whlch led us-dut into the deep

~¥ .
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. water of grand old Lake Superior. The surface of
the water was like a sea of glass, with the sunbeams ‘1
“dancing delightfully upon it. o !
- “As it was Sunday, papa wished us to try and keep
it,as well as we could. So I gathered six dear little
‘children of about four and. five years old into our
staterooni, and had a little Sunday-school in my own
way. They could not read a hymn—even if they
could have read, we had no books—so we sang what
we knew by turn. [ began with, ‘Pull for the shore,
sailor” A boy, after considerable coaxing, sang :

Ty v R

TR
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‘¢ “Dare is a 'appy 'and, -
Fah, fah away,
Wha taints in dowy tand, .
Bite, bite us day ;. v
Oh, how dey petely ting, o
Worthy is a Saviour ting, ‘
Loud et us payses wmg, C i
Pays, pays fo’ way.’ l ’/'

“This enceuran-e‘&'ihofé of them,and a brllhant little
girl snapped her fingers and said :
~ “‘Let me, it'’s my sburﬁ’ and regardless of the little
,boys unfinished hymn, she sta.rted up ‘ Little brown
jug, at-a pretty lively speed. I told the little girl
that it was God’s day, and that as she could sing so
well, she might sing something- about Jesus after the
little boy had ﬁmshed S
“<Oh, yes, she said, and” betran with, «Jesus lqves
me, dis I know.” After they had all sung théir ‘ very
bestest,, I told them about Jesus being born in a
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stable, and that He grew in favor with God and man.
That we were all wicked, and could not take the sin
away ourselves, but that Jesus died to take away the
sins of all those who love Him, and let Him do it; then
we will try to be good like Jesus. 1f we lay our sins
- on Jesus, we will go to that lovely place—heaven.
Then I told them that heaven is a beautiful place,
where people are always happy, we shall have every
thing we wish, and that there is nothing bad there. I
asked themif they would like to go to heaven. Some
of them lisped, ‘Yes’ while one five- year—old Gul
looked doubtful, and asked :

““Will there be weasels in heaven?’ :

“I scarcely knew what to say, but at last, answered:
‘I don’t think there will” This appeared to console
her, for she finished with : '

““Well, if you are sure there’s no weasels there, I'd
like to go, ‘cause the weasels bited and killed seven of
my’s hens.’ - ’

“ The other five children were listening very intently
to the weasel discusﬁfon,_with ten searching eyes fixed
upon the girl’s face. They grew very free and chatty,
and asked me questions about heaven that I was not
able to answer, such as:

“¢Will my mamma and papa go wiff me ?’

““Will there be horses there ?’

‘“I asked them if they prayed to God. One a.nswered
‘Me don’t, me say payers to mamma..! So I told one
boy to pray to God, and he lisped :

~

“¢Now I lay me down to s’ eep,
“Ittle Bo-peep, 'ost her s’eep,’

~
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“I put the httle manny right, and told him that he
had mixed two verses, that ‘Bo -peep’ was not for
Sunday, while ‘Now I lay me’ was for all days; and
when he had done, another repeated ‘Gentle Jesus.’

«I told them that God listened to their prayers, and

was pleased to have them ask Him for what was good ‘

for them. He would give them what they asked for,
if it would be for the best

~ «T asked them all to kneef down with me beside the
bed. After the Lord’s prayer, I asked God to be with
us in crossing the water, to make us good, and at last
to take us all to heaven, for Jesus’ sake.

“ I believe this hour was the happiest in my life.

They were innocent, believed every word I said, were
not jealous of me, and had no hatred, but only love, in
* their- young hearts. I believe I did wish they were
little Indian children, because most civilized pcople, in
North America, hear about Christ from their parents
and the Bible ; while most of the Indians cannot read,
and many of their parents do not know about Jesus.

“ When we again entered the cabin, we found a large
circle of passengers at the piano singing.

“ My pupils scampered about in different du‘ectlons
while I joined the band of singers.

“ Monday, 8th May. —About 6.30 a.m., we sailed into .

Port Arthur, the situation of which is grand and piec-
turesque in the extreme. There are some odd-look-

ing islands in the bay, one resembling a man lying on-

his back ; there are also some bold promontories and
quite hlgh mounta.ln peaks, while the beautiful Kam-
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inistiquia River winds its course down to the lake
not far from the Port. This river has a grand fall
not far from its mouth. We went ashore and walked
about the town; even the bank was a log building.
We saw some agates and amethysts from neighboring
mines.
“A number of visitors came aboard here again to
admire our splendid boat. =
“ A newly married couple embarked with us from
Port Arthur, and amused us very much by their osten-
- tatious dress and manner. Martha, who makes a
hobby of Latin roots, says that ‘Honeymoon means a
sweet time for lunatics” Now, I am convinced that

she is not far astray, and that the moon must surely -

have struck this couple. ,

“The bridesmaid and groomsman came aboard. also,
under the pretence of saying ¢ Good-bye’ to their
friends, hut evidently to show themselves. They all

wore white kid gloves, while the ladies wore white

bonnets and veils, garnet dresses and gold necklaces.
Dear me! I do wonder where 'Miriam’s necklace
can be.

“The crroomsman had a violin, and the quartette
spentsome time in dancingand singing—even one of the
ladies played on' the violin.

“"A negro servant who had brought into the cabin a -

pitcher of water, seemed to have caught the infection.
For in passing out he stealthily .popped behind the

open door, and thinking to outshine the pa.rty dn

da.ncmg, adrmtly went through some scientific steps
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and rattled a pair of bones with the cleverness peculiar
to his race, rolling his eyes and drawing the most
comical faces ; the whole performance being reflected
life-size in the large tell-tale glass opposite, much to
‘the amusement of the other passengers.
“ Mike, prompted outside by the promise of an orange -
“from the steward; and ha,vmor a high opinion of his
athletic skill, began to turn a series of somersaults,
which: comxeeﬁced at the cabin door and were stopped
soméfrbat a.bruptly by his coming mto colhswn with
the bride.

_ “The spectators smiled a.nd exchanged ‘amused

glances. - If the wedding party could- have seen the

whole picture as it” appeared in that comprehensive
. glass, they would, I think, have felt rather foolish.

“ Martha vowed, that if she ever were so foolish as to

marry, she would dress in black,and be escorted solely
by herself on her wedding trip. - —

“ After awhile the captain happening near, in his
" genial way entered into conversation with them, when
the bride tittered and laughed, and uncovering a band-
box lifted out a small story of the bride-cake, gave
him a piece ‘ tc dream on,” and tittered again.
. . “Then recollecting themselves, the assistant pair be-
.~ gan their prolonged adieux, which were in keeplng -
with the rest of their exhibition. e -
-“As we sailed out at 1 p.m., we passed ‘a party.of ~
> men yklncr at ;,he silver mines. Then we took to
déep water, and saw nothing more of interest to-day. - -
Wednesday, 10th—During the twenty-four Kours
— : bpo- - -
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previous to our arrival a.t Duluth we were detained
. by a dense fog, which was followed by a storm of wind
and rain. med to the dangerous rocks surrounding
the port; the ¢aptain kept the boat b in-deep water until,
‘it cleared up. The fog whistle sounded almost con-
stantly for several houvs/ “The'boat rocked very much,
but I was not ﬂ‘lo'htened——knowmo that our boat was
strong and well bmlt—untll I listened to a group of
passengers, who were talking about the danger of our .
_situation: « =
“ One remarked, ‘We'll be safe enough if we can land
her before the coal runs out, but if we have to take to
life-boats, we'll have little hope, for they wonld “sSon ™
- be swamped in such a raging sea.’ -
- “*And, said another, ‘they say the’ compasses. are
not working correctly on this iron boat, and that the
captain does not know where we are in the fog and
storm.’
“I began to feel cold chills creep up my back, and I
glanced hurrledlv around for my brother and sisters.
~But another person composed me a little by saying:
“¢We have masts-and can do Wxthout coa] 1f that is
b all the troublé’
“ My hopes were raised, only to be shﬁttered the
_next minute, for a man gruffly replied :
“‘What good will your masts do, I'd l]ke to know,
without the sails, for they are not aboard ?’ '
“I offered up to God a quiet, short; trustful prayer,
for T Telt He was the All- powerful Captain.- T felt
- less anxiods and nervous afte;',fhls

-
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“Several of the passengers were sick; and unable to . §
leave their rooms. Mike, noticing the bounties on the |

table almost untouched, remarked to me, ‘It’s a quare S
thing if T couldn’t larn to be a captain, I'd thave a '
do7en males to meself on stormy days, spruce- apples L
(meaning pine-apples), and all.’ , .-
A «As the boat was. tossed by the billows, the chairs’ -

“were knocked over,’ “and the dishes raftled and were
broken. .

“ At last; /we saw land in the dlstance thl% cheered us_ -
so much;, “that we began to admire rather than to fear
ma,nd dashing of the hu ge white-capped waves.

"« About this time, word came up from beloyv,t,ha.t a
woman was there whose baby had just died of measles,
while her other children were ill with the same. The
captain told the mother that he would keep the baby oo
aboard, and see it buried at Duluth. /"

« A Fiftle tug came out to tow a distressed steamer ’
into port, and the raging waves washed over. it until
at times we could only see the top of the smoke-stack.
And again, when we lost sight of it, we thought it had
sunk, but it always reappea.re'd/ at last it led the large
schooner through the rough sea to the wharf.

“We hurried through a terrific. thurider-shower to
the railway statior, and entered a car crowded with-
all sorts of men and very, very few women.

“We rode close to the St. Louis River for some miles, /
sometimes half-way:down its grand banks, sometimes

. crossing bridges which seemed to be hung in the air;
7T while ‘at our side, away down, dashed the foaming -
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- yellow water over the great black rock#ottom. The.

jolting of the car prevents me ffom writing, and T'll

lay. aside my diary.”

Owing to the great number of emigrants traveilmg
at that time, Mr. Brock and his family had a tiresome
night, for the car was so crowded that they could not
stretch their limbs or change their position. They
spent the night nodding and trying with little advan-
tage to release their feet from the confused mass of
baskets, valises, umbrellas and bundles. In the morn-

“ing they ate their breakfast from a basket containing

3

chicken pies, and many other good things, that Grand-
mother Gladstone had packed.

At last the wearied travellers were left, unknowmg .

and unknown, st Buffalo Horn Station, Manitoba.
All around them was the usual hurry and bustle in
searching for trunks that were perhaps only.held .in
shape by cords, while socks and-coats peeped out, as if
to spy out the-land. In all directions the sound of the
busy hammer was heard.

This town was mainly composed of tents pltched on
the ‘prairie; one being occupied by a family, a cook

. 'stove and a piano; another filled with agricultural =
“implements: a third with dry goods for sale. Frame

buildings appeared to be too expensive for some,
while others found a tent a more convenient place of
abode, until they had chosen a building site er farm,
as the case may be. There were no sidewalks yet,

- and men' thronged the streets in crowds; many of-

them reading manuseripts, while frequently the words
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"« Land office,” “ Section,” “ Homestead,” and “ Lot,” fell
in irregular cadence upon the ear. - :

It was almost useless to inquire of a pedestrlan for
a respectable hotel, for the reply generally came,
“Don’t know, I'm a stranger here,” and “J uét'landed.”

There were Indians and squaws standing about
- wrapped in their blankets that hot day, watching and
wondering at the intrusion of their white brethren.

The next morning found the, Brock family, except-
ing Frank, somewhat rested, and driving in their new

green lumber waggon along an irregular fenceless trail .

. across the quiet, wild prairie.

“ Oh, see there! Is that a funeral coming; papa?”
exclaimed Myrtle, who was glad to see any one on
the motionless prairie.

“I should not wonder if thats a band of Indians;
now is your chance, girls, have a good swht’ sald
their father, quite pleased to see these dusky abo-
rigines in their native land. :

“Do please turn round and  drivé back to town,
papa, until they pass,” and “ We'll be killed,” were
some of the exclamations amidst the rumblmcr ot the
waggon.

At last they met the procession of natives, Whose
ferocious appea.ra.nce terrified Mr. Brock’s fair youncr
passengers.

Leading the  procession was a tall ba.re-headed
Indian, attended by three dogs. His body was envel-
oped in a gray blanket. His hair hung in two long

plaits_dowp his back, while his feet were clad in
s : .
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embroidered moccasins. He did not appear to notice

Mr. Brock ard his family.
Next came an ox, drawing a conveyance formed of

two poles, resemblma rude buggy shafts, with the rear

ends crossed, tied at the crossing and dragging on the
ground. The part between the ox ahd the crossing
of the poles was laden with gray-colored tent-cloth
and bundles, while a squaw, w1th a pa,poose on her
‘back, walked and drove the ox.

A pony followed, wearing on its neck a strlp of red
flannel, from which a bell dangled, and drawing a cart,
the wheels of which were - remarkably large. 'In this
cart were soiled bundles,some poles, and an Indian
wearing a scarlet blanket, and carrying, with an air of
great dignity, a new blue’ silk parasol. Another squaw

. and three colts walked be'ﬂde this cart R

Mr. Brock remarked : v

“This shows the absence of the Bible ; it af)p‘ears to

be- cu%tomary among most savage natlons to treat'their
women as beasts of burden
“ Look at that young squaw in the fourth cart, I

believe she would make a scholar,” Eva said; “papa, -

do stop, and ask them if they would lét me teach her.”
* Never. mind, we shall have other opportumtles
nearer home.” :

“ What’s this next performancei” mqulred Martha,

as she saw severa,l horses and a few men. at work ina
hollow.

“I fancy these péople have got fast in one of those ’

* sloughs we have heard about. »
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< « I hope we'll get through it all right.”

" Eight horses “were pullmﬂ at a load of telegraph
'poles the wag@on wheels ha,vmvr stuck fast in the soft
mud. ) -

- . “There are more of '}"our pets, Eva,” said Myrtle, as

. -, - 3

they drove past a number of Indians sleeping on the
ground, surrounded by seven carts.. “See that little

- codcrer ; Jump out and give him a klss ‘He won’t bité
< you” | " :
<. “I think there 0u<rht to be more housea than there

are; and those we do see, seem to-be almost as small
‘as a little bed-room at houae, said Martha, in a disap-
pointed tone. :
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“They are small,” replied her father, consohnuly,
“but it is better to build a small one and keep out of

* debt, than to incur expenses beyonh one’s means, to

build a large one. After they get a crop or two of
good wheat you’ll see the fine houses.”

“If we could get a dollar a bushel for those lov ely
flowers we pass by, we could put up_a nice housa
exclaimed Myrtle, in delight.

“I am afraid it'll end in an ice house,* said \la,rtha

“I hope Frank will \get the cattle through those
sloughs without any dlﬂicultv -

“I think -we ought to be pretty near our place b_y
this time, said Mrs. Brock, in a wearied tone.

“Yes, we cafinot be far trom it now ; T'll drive up

to this shanty and i inquire :” and he turned thé horses™"

heads off the trail.

“Sure it’s an illigant counthery wid no (rates tor nent. .

the houses.” remarked Mike.-

Before Mr. Brock had time te alight, the (loor
opened, and, a bachelor appearéd; bearing asmoking
skillet in one hand, and a fork in the other ]

“ Will you be so kind as to direct me to section six

—a ‘homestead I have latelv taken mq’uired Mr. |

Brock. :

“I-beg your pawdon sir, \but ah—awh, I was 1ot
expecting to meet ladies. Pézwdon _me, please, Tntil I
put this bacon inside,” and the much- -abashed~young’

‘man disappeared behind the- convenient door of his

single-roomed abode.

As he.did not return lmmedlately, Martﬁi’whm--
- pered: .

v 7
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“ He said he.was going to put the bacon inside‘:," he

. might have invited ue to share it, mstead of leaving us
out here, with nothing-but the savory odor to satlsfy :

our hunger.”

By the tune the girls had recovered themselves, the h

embarrassed gentleman reappeared, giving the finishing
“jerks” to the once white ‘linen cpat, for which he

had been searching behind the door; and which in all-

probablhty his mother had-given him clean and trlosz
“the prevmus summer, when he departed from “ Merry
England ™ to make his home 10 the Far West.
“Did - wou sa.y sectxon six 2”7 mqulred the bachelor.__
113 '&* 3.

“ Ah, yes. You are Mr. Brock I presume ? I- am

pleased to meet you as new neighbors.” ,
“ Fetlings are mutual " returned the traveller.
“1 feel assured you all have_an appetlte for your

“dinner. I—ah—I will do my utmost in my present

humble position to entertain you, if you will Gonde-
" scend to dine with ‘us,” and ‘the gentleman glanced
_nervously about him, at the unwashed porndcre pot

. and hash-kettle adorning both sides of the door-steps.

« “Thank you very much, but I think we will drive

'~ alongyin order to get things unloaded and set up-this’

afternoon,” said Murs. Brock pbhtely —«Well be

pleased to have you wslt us Whenever er you | find 1t con- .

venient.” ~- -
“What do you thlnk of theJeountry 7 mterrogated
Mr. Brock.

“Well, it’s a rare /country; 1f the gox”ern(n' did not

. .n-
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send me an occasiénal remittance I could not live '
here. You are going! Well, just cross the slough,;#

(=T N
and when you reach the brow of the hill- -you'll see

“your new frame-house to the left. Good- bve ladies ;

good-bye, sir,” and he raised his tattered. straw hat, as
he bowed with the air of a Chesterfield.

Before they reached their house that appeared to be °

so near, Mr. Brock’s waggon became fast in a slough."
A kind man passing along rendered him valuable
assistance, and sent them on their way rejoicing at -
their escape from the too friendly embrace of the mud.
A drive of a few minutes brought them to the door of
their own new liouse, and all were glad that their
journey was now ended. . ’

As Mr. Brock drove awdy, their new acquaintance,
after watching them out of sight, returned to the
house, which was shared with him by a friend named
Mr. Long, as their farms were adjoining. More than
once these two lonely young men had speculated on
the probability of the surrounding country being

‘settled up with whole families, in whose homes they

might occasionally spend an evening enjoying 'musie,
literature and chess, not to mention the pleasure of a’

properly prepared tea..

As. Mr. Bradshaw re- entered hls shanty” and con-
fronted- his* housekeeping partner, who was busily
engag\efi in cleaning their pine table by the ingenious

process of planing off the soiled surface of the wood -

and hammering down the nails at the corners, the
former remarked :

‘
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«This is a piece of luck. We’re going to have some
neighbors at last, and ladies in the family, -too.”
“I hope,” returned Mr. Long, “they’ll be friendly,

and not slight a fellow when his linen fails to attain

perfection. I wonder, now, how it would do to send
it by mail to a good laundry in the metropolis.”

“Now you have it,” replied Mr. Bradshaw. « Wg’ll ) '

gather up our linen ‘and mail it. We could send it
to-morrow morning, and receive it back in a fortnight.
I wonder what-they thought of my get-up?- I must
have madé a decided ‘impression. I left my best coat
Vhat have you done with it, eh 2”

“I'am sure /can’t tell you. But wait; I believe it
was your ‘coat I had for a pillow-last night.”

“1f you weren't so well armed with your plane and
hamther, T'd feel inclined to annihilate you. If I
could have laid my hand upon it, I should have jumped
into Mr. Brock’s -waggon, and assisted him in setting
up his furniture upon reaching his house.”

“We miglit go yet,” suggested Mr. Long, as he sur-
veyed his handsome but. nevlected face in the cracked
glass. “Just throw the saddles on the bronchos we've
been breaking, and by crossing that- plowing we can
be there in txme yet. Ill put those vegetables in a bag,

."and take them along.”

Soon the two adventurers were guiding their unwill-
ing steeds towa.rds the new residence of Mr Brock.
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ELL, we are here at last,” remarked Mr. Brock,

and as he tried to shake off his fatigue and

be cheerful, he clapped and rubbed his hands in his

old familiar wa,y < Now, girls, fly around and try to

make your mamma, as comfortable as possible, while I
attend to the horses and unload the goods.”

" Mr. Brock had sent sufficient: money to a reliable

friend for the erection of a small house, and for put- .

ting in fifteen acres of wheat on. an adjoining farm
which he had rented.

The house was a frame one, -and consisted of ‘a ) sit-
ting-room and kitchen on the ground floor, three small
bedrooms upstairs, and a good cellar underneath. It
was neat-looking, being lined with. planed lumber.
On entering, they noticed how beautifully clean the
ﬂoors wete ; they were surprised at thfs at the time,

ey soon afterwards learned that it had been
v Iunta.nly done by some neighboring bachelors, who

-7
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had heard of the prospective arrival of the young

ladies, and perhaps hoped to cultivate their good

graces. While waiting for their father, the girls
. persuaded their mother to walk through the house
with them. When Murs. Brock and the girls returned
to the kitchen, they were agreeably surprised to see
“two stalwart young men—once of whom they readily
recognized as the proprietor of the shanty and bacon
late13 referred to—carrying in their cook-stove. Mrs.
Brock smiled and was about toqcpe,ak, when Mr. Long,
who happened to be nearest to her, said, as he offered
" his coarse hand in a hesitating manner:

/

“You are Mrs. Brock, I suppose. We are pleasedc

~ to meet you; there are very few women round here.
My name is Long, Dick Long, but not so long as this
fellow happens to have. This is Mr. Arthur Welling-

ton Dudley Bradshaw, but for short we call him the.

Duke.”

" “Iam very glad to find we are among friends so

soon,” returned ‘Mys. Brock, as she cordially shook
hands with the second young man, and referred to his
assistance in directing them. '

“ Can you tell me where the stove feet are ?”

“ They were put inside of the stove.”

“ Here they are. Now, Mike, you 'slip in the feet,

while we hold it up, and we ll have a ﬁre before your
father comes in, I assure you.”

And certainly, there was a crackling fire by the tlme
- Mr. Brock entered. A pile of vegeta.bles, consisting
of beautiful, clean potatoes, parsnips and turnips, were
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) lying on the floor. . With reference to the vegetables,
.one of the young men remarked:

“ We thought you would have no potatoes along, so
we brought these over, and two or three, bra__ce of
ducks for your dinner.”" et

“Oh,” “Thank you,” and “How kind,” résoun‘déd
from different parts of the room.

“We have some baker’s bread and cheese in the
waggon,” said Mrs. Brock, “ and we intended to make
a cup of tea; but I feel so hungry, and these ducks
and vegetables look so tempting that I believe we’ll
cook a real good dinner, girls.”

“If you have a pail handy, Mrs.—ah—oh—What is
your name again ?—yes, Mrs. Brock, I will get some
water,” said Mr. Long. “We should have roasted the
ducks at our ‘dig-out,” only we didn’t know 1f you'd
like them cooked by us fellows, I assure you.”  And
Judging from the artificially dark color of that gentle-
mén’s wrists, Mrs. Brock was as well pleased that they
had not cooked them. :

* “Did I understand you to say there are no other

~women in the neighborhood ?” inquired Mrs Brock,

when they were seated at dinner.
© “Well, I did not exactly mean that; there is Mrs.

Turner, on the next section,” replied MrBradshaw ;
“but, poor woman, I fear her days are numbered.

She is in bed most of the time, but makes an effort
now and again to attend to the children and do a little
cooking and washing. Then she goes to bed worse -

\ ,

_than ever.”
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«Poor thing!” said Mrs. Brock in a tone of mingled
pity and surprise. “And is t,here no oné-to nurse her
and do the work 27~ - -

“Oh, no, I assure you,’ ’ said Mr Lona « There are
very few women, and where there is one, she O'Lneralfy

" has her hands full at home.” = - -
“Could her husband not have hired a nurse in town?”"~

“I don’t know ; maybe he could, but it would cost
so much. He has done what he .could for her, but a
man isn’t so handy about a sick person, I assure you.
He got no seeding in at all, just helping around the
house.” ‘

“I presume they had a doctor ?”

“He went for a doctor once,” said Mr. Bradshaw.
“He said she had consumption, needed great care; and, .

in fact, gave him little encouragement. He charged
thirty dollars, as he had come twenty-five miles, when
the water was high and before there were any bridges.

So they never sent for him again. They were obliged -

to sell their cow to pay the doctor and I believe they

~ can't afford to benefit further by his advice.  You see, .
she caught cold living in a tent before they built their

house.”

“ What distress!” exclaimed Mrs. Brock ; “some of -

.you girls had better go down, as soon as you feel a
~_ little rested, and see the poor woman.”

“Yes, Martha and I'll go this very afternoon, when
we get the load unpacked and things settled up a little
like home, for mamma,” replied Eva.

“You are good girls, now,and I know you are tired,
too ; but you have good health " S
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“ Look, mamma!” exclaimed Myrtle, as she sprang
into the house, showing her hat filled with lowers and
also a large bunch in the other hand, “the ground is
_covered with them, I could scarcely keep from step-

" ping on them, but they are nearly all alike.” And

she, unheeding her mother’s reply, wonderéd, as she
picked"the petals from a flower, where heaven was,
and how God had time to scatter so many of these
charming flowers over the ground, besides attending

\ %o the wants of people. Then she wished that When

she went to heaven she would be allowed to make
some of the tlowers. She would paint pictures ot
ladies on white lily leaves, and make a beautiful bot-
quet grow on her mother’s bosom, and she éven thought
that she would_make a bunch of- thistles grow under
Mr. Rogers’ chin, for accusing Eva of theft.

“They are lovely. We noticed them as we drove
along this morninz. Is there a name for them2”
acldressmfr Mr. Bradshaw.

“The settlers call them crocuses, replled tha Jentle-
man. “This is nothing ; after awhile the pfairie will

be covered with a great variety. = The cattle actually

feast on flowers and tender_grass in their boundl‘e'ss
pasture field. Mr. Brock, if you wish, we’ll unload
the waggon for you before we go”; and, suiting the
action to the word, their willing hands soon carried
everything from it to the house. '
e girlsf"sojnewhat refreshed after theu‘ hearty
dmner unp d and arranged the things which were
&/ Next they all took a walk out to view
the surroundings of their new home.
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“Why,” remarked Eva, “ we are not so badly off for

neighbors ; look at all those houses around.”

~“Yes: but, Miss Brock, they are a long way off)”
replied Mr. Long. “Owing to the state of the air,and
the level tract of courtry, buildings appear™much
nearer than they actually are. That house straight
over that httle bluff is fifteen miles off.”

“1 should not take it to be over two miles away.
Are we near any Indians here?” inquired Eva,
anxlously "%;‘ A : -

“I am sorry to inform you,” said Mr. Bradshaw,
“that we are _)ust bordering on their reserve; but
they are-quite barmless and honest, they are afraid of
the police. There are some of theéir tents near-that
prairie fire” - .

*« Bva is not afraid of them,” said Mr. Brock ; “but
she wishes to teach an Indian girl.”

~ «I would nét undertake ‘it-:  They are not tit to
come within a rod of a white person. You see the end
of a white- washed log-house up there?” said Mr. Long.

“« Yes,” said Mrs. Brock.

_“There are some girls there—the -only young

women for six miles round. The preaching is at their
. house, four miles off, every two weeks. -I believe it is

next Sunday, at three o’clock, and Sunday- school is
every Sunday.” :

“T'am glad we are within reaeh of Christian services.
I presume Jou glways avail )ourselves of the oppor-
tunity ?” mqulred Mrs. Brock.

“Oh, yes,” resumed Mr. Long, we are rough- ]ookln(r
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“response to their knock ; and upon entering the girls

I

126 " THE BROCK FAMILY.
about here but we like to hear a sermon. It reminds
us of home.” But turning towards his companion, he
concluded, “T can’t often persuade the Duke here to
accompany me; he  says there is no object in his going,
witilé there is no pipe-organ and surpliced choir.”

Then as the twins, Martha and Eva, started away
to visit the sick woman, Mrs. Brock called after them :-

“ Be sure to be home before dark”

“ Yes, deaf mamma,” said Eva, w1th a loving smﬂe
while M:i‘rtha whlspered .

“I wonder what she takes us for ?”

« Hush ¥’

“ Really, Eva, I 'don’t fancy thls JOb In place of
ladies calling on us, we are starting off, first thing, to

wait upon other péople. Very likely therell be a pile
“of dirty dishes to wash, and some dlrty, sticky children

han«rmfr around, too.”

“Oh, well, cheer up, my darling Martha ; look at
that lovely flower. smiling at you from the dlrty
ground; too.”

“1t’s all very well for yeu to sermonize, but look at

" the shadow that very flower ca,sts on the same orround ”

argued Martha.

-« If we can’t stand being ‘in this poor woman’s house
for an hour or'two, think how trying it must be for
her tq lie helplessly by and look at work undone.”

By the time they reached the door they ha.d large

" bouquets of flowers.

A faint voice from thhm ‘said, “ Come in,” in

e
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 beheld the mest forlorn sight they had ever witnessed.

There was only one room in the house; the walls of it

not being white-washed, showed the dark, bark-covered
logs. The sun struggled to throw a light upon the
scene through one small finger-stained window. The
fire was out, and two or three dirty pots almost
_covered the rusty stove. There -was a home-made,
cross-legged table, laden with the dirty dishes predicted
by Martha. The only seats in the house were a worn

.high chair, in which the baby was tied, and- in which _

it had apparently cried itself to sleep, and a long,
low box, covered with a piece of old carpet. In one
corner’was a wash-tub half-full of clothes ready to be
rinsed. ' :

Upon -the straw bed lay the unfortunate woman.

© She smiled, then lobked ashamed, as she pointed to a “

. seat, coughed, and reached across the béd for the baby’s
soiled apron to use as'a handkerchlef

The girls walked to the bedside and shook hands
with her Eva telling her who they were, and that they

had come to see what they could do for her. They

-showed her the glass of red-currant jelly they had

‘brouorhf, and which had been placed in the basket by
. their grandmother, but not opened on the trlp to the
- North-West. - -

“T am much obliged to you, ’ she sa,ld in-a low voice,
“but it is too dirty a place for you, in your clean dresses.
, Oh, I am so ashamed !” and she turned her face to the
~ wall, and cried like a child.

“Never mmd my dear friend, it is all right, and we

.
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. are glad we found_you out. We shall try to put thm(rs

to rlcrhts a little,” replied Eva, trying to smile through

her sympathetlc tears. The only picture that adorned
the wall was the photograph of a large brick store,
_bearing the name of ‘the -owner of this-log hut: "Eva

could not help contrasting the former circumstances of

- this poor woman with her present situation.

“Oh,” the poor woman sobbed, “I have the kindest

~mother and father that ever hved They are at home -

away in the east ; and if they . only knew, they’d come
and take me home and cure me. “But I a ashamed

to have them find-us so poor. I am ashamed, ashamed,” .

but after a fit of coughing she continued : “I think
we'll have plenty of money after ‘we thresh this fall,
and then we’ll send for them.” . -
«Poor thing!” Eva thouwht “ she is not able to stand
a journey home; while her thoughtful husband has

not let her know that he failed to get in his crop in

consequence of her illness.”
“ Ask the Lord to make - you better ” Eva faltered ;
she could have said this to children without hesitation,

~ but felt rather young to ta,lk so to a woman. But she

thouoht
“I may be the onlv one who will have a chance to

- speak to.her of Jesus.”

- “Yes,” she answered, “1 am trustmtr in Jesus, and
He is all the hope I'have. Would you kindly look
round the end of the house, and see if the other
two children are near. I am afraid theyll wander
away.” :
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While the girls were out, Martha said :
.“Come on home, Eva, I can’t stand this.”

“No, no, Martha, you may go if you wish, as mamma

~ma.y be lonesome and tired, but I'll remain and do
what I can’

. So Martha shpped away home, tee]m(r a little selfish,
_while Eva re-entered the shanty, leading a child by
each-hand. She washed them and combed their hair,
then put on a large apron which she found, and went
to work. She built a fire, made a cup of tea.and
some toast; these, together with some currant jelly,
she took to Mrs. Turner, whom she had previously
bolstered up in bed. She really enjoyed the meal,
and looked much brighter afterwards. While she
was enjoying the jelly, which was something she
had. not tasted since she left her mother's home,
Eva hurried and rinsed the clothes, hung them
on the line, washed the dishes, gave 'the children
some supper, read a chapter of God’s Word to her
sick neighbor, and sang that sweet hymn by Sarah

Adams, “Nearer, my God, to *Thee.” As the sun

was disappearing beyond the western horizon, leav-
ing the beautiful red and golden sky above it,
- as a sign that it would be fair on the morrow,
Eva hurried away, promising that her mother
would come and see her . the next day, if she
were sufficiently rested. The grateful pressure of

Mrs. Turner's attenuated hand afforded Eva much °

happiness, but added to this was the approval of God,
who said :
9 _ - )
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“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least
of these My brethren, ye have done it unto Me.”

As she closed the door gently after her, she noticed
her father approaching the house. He turned and
walked home with her, listening meanwhile to Eva’s
pitiful tale of their new neighbor. .

“My good little girly, 211; is rather sad to. ha.ve
children like you see so much suffering and distress,
but we must look after this family.”

Before they retired Mr. Brock, as in his old home, .
conducted family worship, only, if possible, in a more
dependent spirit, committing his family and himself
into God’s care, and not forgetting to ask God to care
for and watch over .the sick neighbor and her house-

hold. God seemed to be nearer to thém all, when they
- were in a new country among strangers, and s0 far .

away from their old friends and relatives.’
They all slept soundly through this thelr first nighton
their prairie farm, and awoke in the morning réfreshed’

and ready to begin work. There was not’ much to be
. done inside, as the vgoods were nearly all at the
. _ station, and the house needed very little cleaning;

accordmorly they went to gardening and potato. plant-‘»‘
ing, as it was time the seed was in.

Mrs Brock visited Eva’s patient, did What she
could for her, left her more cheerful and comfortable,
and brought the pretty, plump, dirty baby home,
much to the delight of Myrtle and Mike. They took
much pleasure in drawing it about the garden in thelr
little express waggon.
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After the little thing was washed, fed, fondled,
rolled in a shawl and sound asleep, its clothes were
also washed, dried in the pure prairie wind, and
ironed ready for it when ‘it should awake from its
peaceful slumber, the next morning.

Eva and her mother visited Mrs. Turner nearly
every day, and did all they possibly could for her. It
was wonderful how bright the patient’s eyes grew,
and how the hollows under them and in her cheeks
disappeared. She continued to imnprove, though slowly,
until she was able to walk out in the lovely warm air

among the wild flowers. Her cough still lingered, but

it was less distressing. '
At length Mrs. Turner’s mother, a refined, well-
dressed lady, arrived-from her eastern home.
" One evening, as she walked home with Mrs. Brock,
“to see her baby grandchild for the first time, she
asked Mrs. Brock’s opinion in regard to the safety of
- taking her daughter home with her for a month or
two. : :
“T believe,” suggested Mrs. Brock, “that if she were
able to stand the -journey, she would 'improi'e more
“rapidly at your *home; for she would be under the
care of a good doctor, be relieved of the charge of the
house and children, her appetite would be improved
by the change of food and air, while the sight of old,
familiar faces and cheerful company would cause her,
in a measure, to forget her own troubles.”
“You are right, my friend. = I shall lose no time in
preparing clothing for her and the children, and in
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134 THE BROCK FAMILY.

giving her every opportunity to gain strength. Do
you know if there is a dressmaker in the neighboring
“town 2" g : )

“I don’t expect there is; at any rate, dressmaking
would come expensive here. Just bring the goods
over to our place, the sewing machine is in good order,
and the girls and I will help you make them up.” ’

“You are very kind. I really do not know how to
sufficiently express my heartfelt gratitude; for my
- only daughter might have died in need but for your
v timcfy attention. I am sorry to trouble you further,
but as I see no altetnative, I shall be glad to accept
your generous offer.”

Then followed a busy weck at Mr. Brock’s, which
pleased the girls, for they were -#l helping to make
pretty new clothes (Mrs. Turner’s mother having
liberally provided - the material) for the sick woman
and her "children. Myrtle insisted. upon making all
the baby’s clothes; which she did with remarkable
neatness,” and with only a little a.sslita.nce from her
experienced mother. .

At length the day of . their departure arrived, and
Mrs. Brock Eva and Myrtle all went over to assist
Mrs. Turner, her mother, and children, in preparing to
start. The children looked quite pretty-in their new
dresses, and even their mother appeared to look better
in her well- fitting new suit.

With many  thanks and kind “Good- byes” Mr.

Turner drove them bnskly away to ca.tch the daily
train. .
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A few weeks later Mr. Brock’s family were delighted
to receive a friend]y letter, informing them of the im-
provement in Mrs. Turner’s health ; while a rich dress
~ for Mrs. Brock accompanied the letter.

The attention which Eva had paid to her patient
did not divert her thoughts from her old plan of
securing and training an Indian girl; on the contrary,
her quiet walks back and forth were productive of
thought and speculation, which generally settled on
that momentous question. She had made various
plans as to the manner in which she would induce an
Indian girl to come to her for lessons. She had also
looked years into the future at the harvest she hoped
to be reaped from the little she might be able to sow.

“Now,” she thought, as_she tried to place her foot
where it would not crush a flower, “if I can only
- teach a young Indian girl sufficiently to enable her to
‘read the Bible and to qndei‘stand me, I'll have advanced
well in my work. T’ll tell her.about Jesus and heaven,
and teach her to pray to God;.-klf I could get her to
love God and to rest her sins on Jesus, I would be
happy! happy! happy! because if I did no more, this
squaw would teach her friends, and perhaps open a
Sunday-school. If at the end of two generations
there should be ten Christian Indians, as the result of
my teaching that squaw, it would be enough ; and as
¢ their works do follow them, the number might con-
tinue to increase, until away in the future the whole
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tribe might be Christianized. Of course, asf Martha

says, they are not noted for cleanliness, but t,hat fact - -

leaves more room for improvement.” !

“Papa,” said Eva. one evening as they were reqtmw
in the twilight, “ when can you help me to get my
Indian girl ?”

“I am pretty busy yet, but I'll soon ha.ve a day to -

spare, if all's well, and then we'll sce what can be done.”
“Eva, my dear,” pleaded her anxious mother, “I
was in hopes you had abandoned that foolish idea.
The Indians are treacherous, and may steal you away
from us,-and that would be the end of it.” °
“Oh, no, my dear,” said Mr. Brock, laughingly,

“they would never attempt anything of the kind ; for,

they are aware of our telegraphic system;~that the
mounted police are scattered over. the land, and that
consoqlmtl§ they would be taken prisoners in a short
time, if they a.ttempted such a thmg

“Motbher, if you'll only give in, I'll promise that I’ 1l

“never go near ‘any other Indians than the girl I teach,

without either papa or Frank, and that I will take
your advice in all I do in this matter. Christ told His
disciples to teach all nations, and we are so near this
tribe in heathen darkness! See how many good men
were martyrs for Christ,” and Eva threw her arms

" lovingly about her mother’s neck, and almost smothered

her with kisses. -

“Will you? Will you now, mamma ?” she said,
while her brown eyes sparkled with love and eager-
ness.
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“Very woll 'l leave it to _your father; but well
a.lwn\ s feel anxious about you.'

“You see in one way it would be easy to teach
them, because the Bible would be new to them ; while
some Christian children get tired of it before they
understand it, or feel the need of it.. Even if I never
suceeeded in teaching her to read, if I taught her to
sew a button on-her dress, it weuld be doing good ; for
that would teach her that our ways are better than

theirs in one respect. And knowing that might lend

her to believe that we are in advance of thewm in other

ways. So she would be ready to believe the story of -

Jesus when any Christian told it to her.”

“You are foolish to bother your head about them,”
said Martha. .
“T'll see you through with it,” came from Frank.

‘The sudden light of the lamp which Myrtle carried
in and placed on the organ, was a silent intimation for
less Indian talk and more music. They gathered
about the organ and sang until the prairie might
have wondered—if it could—what great.change had

taken place, for instead of the trampling and lowing"

of the buffalo, there was the sweet music of girlish

voices. The organ, table, and indeed every available -

place, was decorated with prairie flowers. The hopes
of ‘this family were as bright as the flowers, even

though parents and children alike missed old fnendx

and associations. -
On Sunday they all went several . mlles to church
and Sunday-school, which. were conducted in a farmf
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house. The house consisted of two log apartments,

whitewashed without as well as within, while before
the door was a large flower-bed which, so far, showed
no signs of competing with the surrounding prairie.
The floor was carpeted with hooked mats, the walls
were embellished by brackets hung .with lambrequins
made of brown duck and red yarn embroidery, a
number of books on home-made shelves, and some
frameless pictures held in their places by pins. These
plain attempts at decoration gave the family an
appearance of importance in the eyes of their less for-
tunate neighbors. Everything about the house was
scrupulously clean. The Sunday dresses of the girls
were made of blue-and-white striped cotton shirting,
trimmed with pretty, white crochet edging.

Eva expected the sermon to be in keeping with the
appearance of the houses, but she was agreeably sur-
prised to hear a grand, searchmcr discourse. It caused
her to think that t,houoh all else changed, God remained
the same.

The congregation was chiefly composed of young
men, whose ages ranged from about seventeen to thirty.

After the service the minister’s beautiful and accom-"*

plished wife offered each of the strangers her hand,

. and spoke cheering and kindly words to them..

‘The Sunday-school consisted of a single class, con-

ducted by one man, and comprising pupils of both
“sexes and all ages. The teacher was not inferior to

the minister in earnestness, and he showed a thorough
acquamtance with, and appreclatlon of his subject.

N
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After the school was dismissed, he told Mr. Brock that
he would be pleased if one of his family would take
charge of the younger pupils, as their number was
increasing. Mr. Brock replied that he thought Eva
would undertake the charge, and do the best she
could. Accordingly she was installed a Sabbath-school
teacher, and she earnestly endeavored to discharge her
duty in a conscientious and painstaking manner.

The next day, Myrtle came running in much excited,
saying: ' "

“Mamma, here are Indians. - Where’s papa? Let’s
hide.” As sLe said this she, prompted partly by fright

and partly by mischief, opened the trap-door and

hurried half way down the cellar steps, leaving the
door slightly ajar to admit of her peeping out and
watching proceedings. Martha, thinking the door

was closed, and expecting Myrtle to grow tired in her -

seclusion and soon come up, drew a chair quickly over
the door and seated herself thereon. But alas! the
_tips of poor Myrtle’s fingers. were pinched when the
door was tightly closed. - As she was too much alarmed
to scream, knowing the Indians to be near, she pressed
the injured members to her bosom and rocked. herself
back and forth in agony. As the pain grew less
severe, the .cellar seemed less dark, and her eyes fell
upon the jars of fruit; so sheé treated herself to some
preserved pears to ease the pain and occupy her time.

It was not until the departure of the visitors that
Martha allowed Myrtle to escape from her hiding-
place; and it was not until a fortnight had passed

’
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34 - that her ﬁhgers were quite healed. However, one = . |
£ day in Martha’s  absence, Myrtle thought she would .

i

" get even” with her ; so she put on Martha’s best dress,
and jumped on a horse and rode slowly about for
some’ time, then she allowed the horse to go, -and
E promenaded up and down the'road, looking over her
1 shoulder ‘meanwhile, at the skirt.trailing in the dust.
) ~ Then, feeling that she had had her revenge, the
4 ;. naughty little ‘girl, with a satisfied air, put the drese
' : away. '
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CH APTER IX.
INDIANS.

A NUMBER of Indians had temporarily pitched
their tents on the outskirts of Buffalo Horn, and
all da.y} the dusky aborigines were walking and stand-
ing.about the town: and noticing closely very many
strange articles and customs of _thé new residents.
Among these natives was a young squaw, of about
fifteen, accompanied by her mother. The younger,

‘when her pretty red-and-blue shawl slipped down -
from her head, revealed rather an intelligent counte-_

nance. . Her dark eyes wore a mischievous expression;
her teeth might have been envied by ‘many a city

belle; her nose, though a trifle broad and flat, was

rather “well form®d; the rosy hue of her cheeks

_struggled not unsuccessfully to peep through the

brown; while her bead-strung hair fell in tangled
locks over her shoulders and face. Several strings of

large yellow and black beads adorned her neck ; but,
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like the greatly abused peacock, she was so much
‘absorbed in the decoration 6f the upper part of her
body, that she had quite forgotten that the only cover-
ing of her feet was one of mud. They had trudged
along from one back-door to another, trying to sell
their prairie-chickens. At length, a kind-hearted and
curious lady bought the birds, and invited the squaws
into her kitchen to have some dinner. The shy, awk-

~ward pair edged their way in and seated themselves

at the table, while the lady placed some substantial
food before them. They ate it with apparent relish.
The hostess pointed from the elder to the younger of

~ her guests, saying, as she raised her eyebrows inquir-

ingly : pe

“ Papoose ? Papoose ?”

The elder one laughed and nodded an acknowledtr-
ment. The.lady contmued to ask quéstions and make
signs, but the trouble was so much greater than the
information obtained, that she soon tired of it. The
visitors sidled their way to the door, where they stood.

. for some time, seeming rather reluctant about taking’
‘their departure. Finally they stepped outside on to

the first step and sat down. Their hostess, who had
now appeased their hunger, satisfied her own curiosity,
and grown tired of her tardy guests, quietly closed the
door and turned the key. ' Quite ignoring this action,
they sat until they themselves felt like movirg, when
they deliberately arose, grunted, and stole away.
Now that they had disposed of their produce and

had obtained some money, they began an inspection of
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‘some goods exhibited at the store doors and windows.
They occasionally entered a store and asked the price
of articles which they fancied. Sometimes they picked
up an article new to them, examined it, talked and
laughed heartily, replaced it, and moved quietly along.
They again entered a store,”examined several orna-

ments, and finally settled upon a brass braecelet, the .

_price of which was seventy-five cents, as the merchant
succeeded after some difficulty in making them under-
stand. They reluctantly replaced it, walked out and
discussed the subject, then re-entered and bought the
bracelet. The young squaw placed it -on her wrist,
when they again admired it. They at last relieved
this merchant of their presence, entered a grocery and
bought twenty-five cents worth of flour, passed out
and entered an alley, and stood erect with their backs
against the wall of a machine shop. After leaning
here to their hearts’ content, they moved through to

the back of the buildings, gathered up some tm cans, '

which still bore the colored portraits of their former
contents, to the great admiration of their new proprie-
tors; picked up some broken crockery, examined it,
and threw it down again. They then saw a cast-off
board that would bé very useful to them, and after
talking about the ownership of it, glanced suspiciously
up at the windows, picked it up, and started for their

tent with more agility than they had before displayed

that day.
'They reached thelr tents as the sun bade good-bye
to the golden-lined clouds that illumined the western

3
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sky. After they had buiit a fire in the centre of their
tent, and dug their favorite roots, they broiled some
fish, squatted unceremoniously on the ground, and ate
.8 _their evening meal. Then they threw their wearied,
‘ bodies on a rude pallet and slept soundly. They spent
the next day very much in the same manner, and
: again visited the lady who had given them their
b : dinner. This lady’s fervor having somewhat moder-
kT : ated, she only treated them ‘to a piece of bread, with-
" * out allowing them to enter. They were still less
fortunate on their next visit, as the lady’s husband
met them, ordered them gruflly away, and set his dog
at them. They then hastened away to their tent to
make preparations for the.coming pow-wow.

Mr. Drury, a prosperous farmer some distance from
~§i: _ Buffalp Horn, became much interested in the Indians.
He upon one occasion remarked to a neighbor that he
had often tried to describe their appearance and man-
-ners in letters to friends in Ontario, b'ut felt that he
had failed. The reply came:

““Why not treat them to a feast at Butfalo Horn,
& o and have them photoomphed 27

N ¥ This idea pleased . Mr. Drury, so after making
14 " inquiries from several who were informed on the sub-
g ject of a pow-wow, he provided nine hundred and

sixty pounds of pork, and one hundred and fifty foaves
of bread, basing his calculations as to quantity upon
what information he was able to obtain concerning the
' _number of Indians in the reserve, and the average
capacity of a red man’s appetite. He also engaged an
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artist to photograph the Indians at different times dur-
ing the ceremony. '

The news-of this powW-wow ‘was circulated among
the whites and Indians’ with equal rapidity. btrao—

gling Indians were gathered in, and white people for '
some distance around made prepEra.tlons for a trip to

town, with the double object in view of doing thelr
trading and seeing the pow-wow.

Mr. Brock’s children heard of the corﬁmg event w1th ‘

great delight.
“Will you take all of us, papa?’ mqmted Myrtle.
“I should like to go and take you all, if we are not
too busy.” - -~
.“Im glad,” “T'll wear my pmk muslin,” “Sure’n
if they've any trouble gittin’ thro' wid the dinner,
Tl help them to eat it,” were a few of the children’s

- remarks.

But Mrs. Brock, who had always dreaded these sav-

" ages, even before she reaclied this country, said:

“1 think you had better all stay at home. I'll pre-

. pare an extra dinner and five the children a holiday

athome. I am afraid that the Indians while in a body,
armed and excited, may dash in among us and do some
mischief.” S

But Mr. Brock, who was as anxious to see the pow-
wow as his youngest child, said good- humoredly,
“ Nonsense, we will all go, to be sure. We may never
again have so good an opportunity ; so you had better

make up your minds to go. The day _n‘gedn’t-be lost, -
- as I have a good many matters to attend to in town,

and you will all be the better for some recreatlon
10 . :
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Mrs. Brock reluctantly consented to go, and to take
the children.

- On the morning of the ;ndian feast, Mr. Brock and

his family started away early, but when they arrived

on the scene, a large body of white people were eagerly

watching for the commencement of the.performance.

A huge sugar kettle was boiling over a fire. This
“kettle was full of -soup, thick with chopped onions,

turnips, carrots, potatoes and cabbage, and was tended

- by a big Indian, smeared with paint and decked with

feathers and bells. It wasnot long until a great num-
ber of basins were filled from the contents of the kettle
and distributed among the Indians. They began to

~ eat the soup, which, was a great treat to them. These

hungry beings laughed and talked about it, and
received a seco.‘d followed by a third, fourth, and
some as much as a fifth allowance, after which they

attacked the pork with equal avidity. At length they .

. prepared for the dance which was to follow. . The faces
of the Indians were painted red and other colors, while

- their long tangled hair was strung with beads, and

some further embellished with a feather standing erect
from ‘the crown of the head. Some of them wore
gay ornaments embroidered with many-colored beads.
A few favored individdals carried resplendent red silk
parasols, while the fingers of not a few of them were
encircled with brass rings.

A large drum was placed on the ground, then a

number of Indians squatted around it, beating in a
steady monotonous way, while the whole party repeated

Ll e e e .
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* such syllables as “Tum, tum,” in a dreary, chanting

tone.
Outside of this centre were dancers, one of whom

had strings of bells around his ankles, and up the out-

side seams of his leggings. Some of their faces wore
most hideous expressions.
As Martha leaned forward to speak to her mamma,

" who, with Mr. Brock occupled the front seat of the

waggon, she said :
« Do you notice there are scarcely any middle-aged

oor elderly people in the crowd of white settlers? Isn t

that strange ?
“Yes, your father was just now dlrectmv my atten-

“tion to a number of ladies, who, he thinks, are newly

married. They are nearly all richly dressed. I sup-

- pose when they were married they started right away

to make their home in this new land. I sincerely hope
they may always be as happy as they are now. Why!
there’s the very bride who was on the boat.”

“And see,” said Mr. Brock; “that band of envious
looking youths, evidently bachelors. There .are three,

six, nine,; there, they are scattering; but I believe :

there are fifty of them.”
« Ma.mma. " said. Myrt.le “Isaw one tall lady with
gray hair.”

- “Where, my pet 2” inquired her m&ther who ]onged
for the companionship of a graver and more mature
mind than she had yet been able to meet with among
her new ‘acquaintances, who were mostly of an age
which still retained some of the manners and customs
of giddy youth. ' ‘

T R ey W Sh
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“Yes, I see now, and I believe she is looking at us.
She is coming this way. . 1 wonder if we ever saw her
at home/ She looks liv ely and contented. Do you see
her laughing and talking with that young couple? I
believe that couple are married, and neither of them
looks to be over eighteen. See, they hold each other

by the hand like school-children.”

“Here she is. I do wonder who she can be ?”
“Are you not Mrs. Brock ?” the stranger inquired,
as she offered her hand. “My husband said he did
not think it was you; so I said I' would find out, and
that a hearty hand-shake wouldn’t hurt any one out
here.” A .
“Yes, that's my name. We also have been won-
dering who you were. Have we never before met 2” -
«“No, we've not; but I've heard of you "My nameis
Drury. Your second cousin married' my husband’s
niece; so I suppose in Manitoba we may almost count
ourselves sisters... I think we were not more than

/ »
twelve miles from you at home.

“T am much pleased to meet you, Mrs. Drury.”

“To be sure,” exclaimed Mr. Brock, offering his
hand; “I remember hearing of you, and I met your
niece upon one occasion. You see, we could not keep
track of all our relatives at home, while we should go
a long way to visit even- a chance a.cqua.mt.ance
here.”

Mrs. Drury gave her new friends a cordial invita-

‘tion to spend a few days with them, holding out as an

extra inducement, the prospect of a campmg-out and
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fishing expedition on the shore of the charming lake,
"amid the wild and picturesque scenery in the hills
near which their home was situated.

A general movement among the Indians now at-
tracted their attention, and they were not long in
discovering that the beginning of the photographic
operations was the cause of considerable excitement
and consternation among the primitive children of the
prairie, the greater number of whom had never seen a
camera, and were consequently made very uneasy by
the mysterious and apparently threatening pantomime
performed by the artist as he adjusted his lenses and

. prepared to take the picture.

Here a chief might be seen <rathermw his men, pre- -

paring for defence, ev1dently under the impression
that he and his brave comrades had been allured hither
by the treacheroits whites, only to be mown down in
masses by some pewly invented species of cannon,
possessing infinite destructive powers.

There a terrified party of squaws bearing their

papooses away from the scene of anticipated carnage.

Confusion reigned supreme for several minutes,

causing a little panic among the more timid of the
whites, who feared reprlsals on the part of the
frightened Indians.

While Mr. Drury and the interpreter were occupled
_in soothing the excited imaginations and calming the
- fears of the natives nearest to them, a venerable
warrior, who had won great distinction among the
brethren of his tribe by his indomitable courage and

—ﬂ"—'\
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cunning, stole round behind the knot of spectators
assembled by the instrument, and with a face expres-
sive of fierce determination mingled with awe, seemed
to have formed the tremendous resolve of destroying
the dreaded apparatus and saving his people from

what he feared might be total a.nmhxlatlon Fortun- i

ately for the property of the photovraphet and Mr.
Drury’s much-desired pictures of Iridians, he was de-
tected in time to frustrate his designs; and the inter-
preter with some difficulty soothed his apprehensions,

and endeavored to explain the use of the camera. The

old chief was thoroughly puzzled, and his curiosity
aroused by such a wonderful invention; and on bein
promised one of the photographs, quickly went around
among his brethren and restored order.

Durmw this interval of disturbance a variety of
emotions animated the occupants of the waggon, and
Mrs. Brock in a tremulous voice pleaded :

“Do please drive away home ; the poor things, not

" understanding the photographic apparatus, may kill

»

us;” while Myrtle cried, “ Yes, do, papa; the very next
pow-wow I go to, I'm going to stay at home.”

But Mr. Brock, who had not the least intention of
losing the sight of the closing scenes, and had no
apprehension of serious results, remained perfectly
unmoved by these appeals, and replied :

“ There is no danger. Try and be calm, and. enjoy
the day. You may never again have the privilege of
a sight like this. See those two squaws hiding behind
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“ Sure enough, papa,” said Myrtle, “ we couldn’t see
another sight like this if we were killed now.”

“Yes, and look, here is a squaw climbing into the
back of ‘our waggon,” said Martha. *“It's too bad that
we can’t tell her she is safe.” ‘

So, by way of explanation, Eva offered her hand to
the terror-stricken woman, and by friendly gestures
tried to reassure her. '

“Now they have them ‘af}most reconciled. This

brave,” pointing to one conspicuously ornamented, “is

anxiously waiting to bave his image imprinted upon

‘paper. Surely, Mike Il be photographed among them

if he remains there much longer.” P

“Look,” said Myrtle, who was again enjoying the
novelty, “ that little one will be taken with his mouth -
wide open and a bone in his hand.” —_

Martha, who had considerable pride regarding her
family, and who considered Mike a firm member of it,
left the waggon and went to bring him away, fearing
his photograph would be taken with the Indians. But
Mike, not feelmrr the least dlssatlsﬁed with his posi-
tion, replied :.

“Now, Martha, ye'd betther be afther kapin’ back
yersel’, or ye's'll be taken.” )

“There,” said Mr. Brock, during Martha'’s a.bsence,
“he has one taken, and this young one is still pluming
herself for the event. .I presume she expects the
operation to be somewhat lengthy. I'll not be sur-
prised if Martha and Mike both appear in the picture.”

“ Do you think so ?” excla.lmed Mrs rock,. with a

shudder.
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After a favored few had seen the negative, there
was no difficulty in persuading any -of them to.stand
individually ; "and, to' Mr. Drury’s great delight, the
artist succeeded in obtaining a large number of differ- -
ent views and portraits.

“Well,” said Mr. Brock, “I purpose purchasing a
number of those pictures for our eastern friends, as
well as for ourselves.” - ;

The crowd began to dxsperse Martha had again
seated herself in the waggon, and the Brocks repaired
to a store to make them purchases previous to their
return home. o

The whole party of Indians prepared to .return.
Now also among them the Brocks noticed the intelli-

gent-looking young squaw whom they had met on

their first arrival.  This was the same one who- had
bought the bracelet, as previously described, and who
was called Winona. They took their tents dqwn, put .
them -and their contents on the carts, and quietly
began their progress back to the reserve.

The procession. consisted of nineteen conveyances ;
chiefly large carts, each drawn by a pony or an ox.

-Besides these, there were a number of colts and dogs,

the former being ornamented with bells and ribbons
or other trifles. - There were old gray-haired Indians,
papooses, and others in the prime of life, travelling
homeward. :

Their, reserve was a tract of good land, set apart by

" the Goverpment' as their own' property and home,
~ where a few of them tilled the soil to a limited extent,
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and built small log-houses, though the majonty of
them occupied tents.

The novel scenes and sensational incidents at the
pow-wow made a lasting impression upon the minds
of our new settlers; and for several days afterwards

the children kept up the excitement by describing thef

most comical Tooking Indians whom they had espe-
cially noticed. In due time, these diversions began to
.. lose their freshness, and their interest in the coming
visit to Mr. Drury’s increased in proportion; for Mr.
and Mrs. Drury had called upon them on their way
home, the day after they had met in town. They
insisted upon a visit from the whole family, even
appointing a day for them to go; Mrs: Drury’s daugh-
ters having seldom met a young girl during their life

on the homestead being an extra plea on the part of

Mrs. Drury to induce Eva and Martha to go.

After considerable planning, it was decided that Mr.
Brock, Martha and Frank should comprise the party ;
leaving Mrs. Brock, with the other two girls and Mike,
to keep house. Mrs. Brock dreaded the drive, and

insisted upon Mr. Brock going, as she perceived by the °

twinkle of his eye when talking about it, that he
would highly enjoy the visit. The appointed day at

last came, and the trio drove away in a buckboard,

with the continual breeze playing pranks with ‘the
hats, as well as invigorating” their possessors. They
had thirteen miles to go. Bllu the high-spirited horse,
which, under Frank’s extra care and generous feeding,
‘had recently developed an alarming fondness for rapxd
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motion, tossed his head, expanded his nostrils, as he
snuffed. the fresh breeze, wildly shook his mane, and
finally, clinching the bit between his teeth, started on
his own account for an exhilarating’ gallbp, regardless
of the frail vehicle which he mercilessly whirled along
behind him, over mound and hollow, through scrub.and
ravine. The eccupants found their time fully occupied
in holding on with both hands to the buckboard as
it bounded along, and swung from side to side. At
length their equine tormentor, having to a certain
extent satisfied hi insane desire to anmhllate space,
and having exhausted his surplus ‘stock of breath and
energy, slackened his speed, and consented to return
to the trail and finish the j journey in a rational manner.
After thus traversing. about half the distance, the

" trail led them, to their great delight, through a tract

of thickly wooded land: As they wound round a
curve in this shaded place, they beheld a graceful
deer, which bounded away into a thicket. Still they

-~ travelled onward, out on the open country again; now

for a short distance chasing a fox, again passing a
badger, while the saucy little gophers sat erect as if
holding all humanity in derision. At length they

saw, at the foot of a range of k loaf-shaped hills, a

handsome, massive house, which, indeed, might be

* called a mansion, between two beautiful poplar groves.

They were soon seated in this grand home, where
the attention of Mr. Drury and his family seemed to
be devoted to the entertainment of their guests.
When the scorching heat of the mid-day sun began to
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abate, Frank  and Charlie Drury led four plump
bronchos up to the gate—for the house and garden of

this farmer were enclosed by an ornamental iron fence.

Upon two of these ponies were firmly buckled side-
saddles; while Martha, in a borrowed riding habit,
and Alice Drury swept the gravel walk with their
dark blue skirts. = .

Upon starting, all four allowed their ponies to walk,
on account of Martha’s inexperience, until she began
to have some confidence, when she attempted to per-
suade her pony to strike a canter. But it unfor-
tunately reached that undesirable gait, a trot, which

caused Martha’s confidence to desert her. Happily, -

though it was a trying moment for Martha, Frank
gave her pony a cut, which brought it to a canter, and
then she rode along over the fenceless prairie in per-

fect composure, accompanied by the others. They -
rested a short tjme in the shade of some trees, when ~
- Martha collected her scattered senses, readjusted and

settled her hat firmly upon her head preparatory to

another equestrian effort. Then summing up her

courage, she gave her steed a cut with the whip, a
mode of treatment which apparently afforded him
little pleasure, and settled -any remaining doubt he
may have had in his mind as to the necessity for

_ carrying about such a bouncing bundle of humanity.
~ With a most creditable display of agility he leapt

about three feet into the air—all his feet leaving the
ground at the same moment—then bounded wildly
forward, and landed Martha upon the ground, con-
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siderably shaken, but unhurt. After some persuasion,

- she'was induced to mount again, and the pony, seem-

ingly satisfied with this demonstration of superiority,
cantered quickly along with the rest of the party.
They rode out to see the herd of about two hundred
head of cattle, some sheep and horses, tended by one
of Mr. Brury’s sons, who. rode a good pony and
was a.ccompamed by a dog. Then they went around
Mr. Drurys six hundred acres of growing grain.
Lastly, they visited a cool spring bursting out from
among the roots of a clump of bus:hes, until the music

_ of the evening bands of mosquitoes, accompanied by

their frequent biting, drove both horses and riders to
seek protection in the smoke, which was already
spreading its volumes near the house for.the benefit -

of the cattle.

The evening passed pleasantly along: with music,
accounts of the experiences of pioneers, and plans for
the coming camping expedition.

~Tni the morning the procession to the camping-ground
was headed by the two girls on horseback, followed by

Mr. and Mrs. Drury, Alice,and Mr. Brock in a carriage ;
" while in the rear were Frank and Charlie, driving-the

waggon loaded with tents, fishing tackle, some ham-
mocks, and provisions. : :
The spot selected by our friends was close to the
shores of a charming lake, et like a sparkling gem in
thef bosom of the surrounding hills, whose verdant
sides;-in some places thickly covered with woods and .
in othrers brilliantly carpeted with rich grass and all

. 7
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kinds of prairie flowers, sloped down almost to the.

water’s edge.

Martha found the Misses Drury very pleasant com-
panions, they having compléted their education under
the care of excellent teachers, ‘and nature having
endowed them with ability and amiable dispositions.

- They fished, and not unsuccessfully, sailed about -in
the boats, gathered flowers, and counted the different
varieties, until tired of these pursuits, they mounted

" their ponies and galloped about the untenanted

land. :

When it was time to prepare dinner, they fried ﬁsh,
made tea on the little camp-stove, and brought pickles,

- apricots, roast fowl and pies from the various' baskets, A
“then laughed and joked while dining in the large tent.
Then they climbed hill-tops to see the finest views,

gathered shells, listened to the birds, and watched the
little gophers as they stole into the tent to pick up
crumbs. . - ‘

. Towards evening the party, wearied with their
exertions, stayed to rest in a glade of romantic loveli-
ness. The sun was touching the line of the western

“horizon, and all nature seemed to be lulled in a sweet -

repose. The cool green grass and sweet flowers, the

stately trees, the calm beadtgy of the lake, and the. A
serenity ofétheir surroundings,afforded a sense of peace

and ease which seemed to arrest the step of the

wanderers and dispose them to idleness and reverie. -

With mutual congratulations upon their good fortune
in finding this haven of rest, they sat down under the

N
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trees,and gave i;hemselw}es up to the délightful influence

~ of the scenery. Ere many minutes had elapsed, how-

ever, they were recalled to a recollection of this world’s
troubles by the attack of a numberless host of enter-
prising mosquitoes,: whose vigorous bites were so

.annoying as to drive them to their tents.

They spent an hour preparing for the night, and
before the gentlemen repaired to their own tent they
were urged by the {imid ladies to chain a favorite dog
to their tent door. : '

After two days of this delightful life they retarned
to Mr. Drury’s house, and the following day Mr.
Brock and his family returned home.

-
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'@ CHAPTER X.

MISSIONARY WORK BEGINS.

“ ELL, Eva,” said Mr. Brock, as he ecame in

tired, “I have news for you to-day. The
barley is finished, and I had a chat with the Indian
agent as, he passed on his way to this reserve.” ,

“Oh, I.am glad,” said Eva. “ And what did hesay?
Is he an Indian, too ?” '

“ One question at a time, if you please. He said a
~ good deal, and is not an Indian, but a white gentleman.
Strange to say, his father and my father lived within
a stone’s throw of each other when they were young.
He was accompanied by an Indian half-breed, who' is

his interpreter, and who speaks a number of Indian

dialects. They had a fine span of horses, and indeed
a complete outfit, in the shape of a tent, robes, stoves
~and provisions. They live well, these government
officials, having their expenses paid, and a good
salary.”
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“But did you say anything to them about teaching
a girl ?” inquired the impatient Eva.

“Yes, I told him we had newly arrived, and that I

" had a daughter who had set her heart upon teaching
at least one Indian girl what she could of the Bible.

" <Oh, indeed, the agent replied, ‘a noble resolve” I
asked him if he, could aid us in selecting and per-
suading a young girl to come to you for daily lessons.
He replied that he would be only too glad to assist us,
but that they were a strange, shy tribe, who were
hard to persuade. He further said that he would see
what could be done to-nig}]t, and that, if convenient, 1

. might drive over to the reserve in the morning, and
bring you along, as the girl might take more kindly to
you than to a man.” .

“So we are really to go in the morning, are we ?”

“I think it will be our best plan. If we leave at
ten o’clock we can be back for dinner.”:

The following morning, Eva and her father started
for the reserve; the former taking a basket containing
some choice pastry, a picture-book belonging to Mike,
and a red cotton handkerchief, for the future pupil.

.“What a lovely.drive we are enjoying straight
across the prairie, no dust and all these pretty flowers!
It will not be far for her to walk, will it, father 2”

“ “No; I should say not more than a mile.”

Upon reaching the reservation, the agent, true to his
word, met thei:n, and told them that he had talked with
several Indians, and the parents all seemed averse to

" anything of the kind; that there was one girl, of

" N .
P .
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about fifteen years, who was, if anything, less shy than . -

the others. She appeared to be remarkably intelli-

gent, and some other Indlans described her as' the ]

smartest one of the tribe.

“ Do you not think her parents could be persuaded
to allow her to come 2”

“There is only her mother, and she does not appear

- to appreciate your offer. Kindly walk this way, and

we will try and get a peep at her. You had better
propose to buy some fish or a basket from them replied
the agent.

When they reached the tent the mother and
daughter were picking ducks outside, and while they

- were addressing the former the latter slipped intq the

tent out of sight. Eva, however, had a sufficient view
of her face to be able to recognize her as the girl whose
intelligent look had attracted her attention when they
met the procession of Indians, on their journey to the

Brock homestead, and whom she ha.d la.t.ely noticed at .

the close of the pow-wow. :
Mr. Brock held two twenty-ﬁve cent pieces towards

- the mother, and said, “ Basket, basket ?2”
She shook her head and was turning away, when he

again inquired, “ Fish, fish ?”

She then procured for him a half- dozen nice fish

and was again retreating, when Eva tapped her on the

" shoulder, and . gave her a cake. This ple?s'&l the -

squaw. Eva held up the open basket and pomted into
the tent. The mother laughed, and went in to try to
induce her daughter to come, but returned alone,

e cxinigprt 1
T

——

e

B

g ey

s g | W FT S TRE e W

PP

it



A KRB, o T Simbiin *%j‘tf“%h& :M”’ i

SETIT T T e T R

AL NI NI ] . ...

164 THE BROCK FAMILY.

shaking her head. Then Eva stepped to the entrance
and held the handkerchief towards the shy maiden,
who at last became tempted to accept the gifts.« Eva

- took her hand, led her to the old squaw, and pointed

towards the Brock home, but the mother persisted in.
shaking her head. -

After spending some time a.ppa.rently in vain, the
agent thus addressed Mr. Brock and Eva :

-“You had better not push the matter any further
to-day, but as I think the presents will have impressed
them favorably, I will try what I can do while I
remain, and on my return will drive in’ a.nd let you
know how I have succeeded . ’

“Very well ; thank you.” .

They bade the agent. Good-bye and did not
neglect shaking ha.nds with the two squaws; which

act of courtesy t.he Indians regard as a great mark of
condescension and friendship on: the part of white

people. In due time the agent returned, and told them

- that, after considerable persuasion, the mother promised

that the young squaw might come for two lessons on
trial, if she—the mother—were permitted to ac¢com-
pany her. The agent gave Eva and her father much
valuable advice in regard to teaching and managing

.the pupil. Then, promising to call occasionally; that
" he,might learn how she succeeded, he drove away,

lea,vmo' the family in quite a state of excitement.
Some of them were teasing Eva about her objection-

" - able pupil, whilelothers were pla.nmng to help her.

Mrs. Brock had pla.ced some worn articles upon the

e e —— —
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table for mending, and Eva noticed a parasol among
them. Upon opening it, she-exclaimed : -
“ What’s happened your parasol, mamma ?”
-“Why, it had been packed so that it touched the

side of the trunk, and the rubbing on the journey has

worn those holes in it. I was wondering how I could

- mend it for the summer.”
“It is too shabby for -you,” and Eva glanced slyly.

at Martha, “ you had better let me have it.”
“If it's too shabby for me, it'is for you, also.”
“Try me with it, please.”

“I believe I cannot do anythmg with 1t so you may .

as well have it,” said her mother; at last.
Eva walked triumphantly to Martha, carrying the

‘worn parasol over her head.

“ Martha, dear,” she began, in a persuasive way, “ we
are succeeding very well in my missionary work ; now,

youare a good milliner, and have heaps of gay treasures

in the shape of ribbons, beads and feathers ; will you
please mend these holes in the parasol, a.q,d ‘put some

'b_noht bows, beads and tassels on it ? Then I'll give

~

it to my squaw the first time she comes, to entice her
back aga.m

The praise pleased the vain Martha, who loved Eva
dearly; so she laughed merrily, took the parasol a.nd
ran upstairs, saying; as she left the room:

“T'll soon show you a sample of my millinery.”

“Yes,” shouted Mike, “your mdl'mgr'z/ will plase
Injins betther nor foin ladies, faith.’

She at last returned with the parasol, which caused
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a geﬁera.l 'ls.ugh. _It had .a. red woollen tassel attached
to the top, a greén bow here, a yellow one there, some
large, bright-colored beads dotted promiscuously over

. the silk, while a peacock feather arose from the top,

and waved gracefully over the parasol like a Bombay
palm-tree over a Parsee palace. \

_“Martha’ has. opened her heart as well as her -
treasury,” said Frank. .

“Thank you,” cried Eva “I believe that will capti-
vate her.” , '

“I wonder if this Indian agent would not get
Martha a government situation as milliner to the
Indians ?” exclaimed Frank, again, ‘

Here, Mike, recognizing the red tassel, tried to
snatch it off, saying : : L

“Bad luck to yes, I was goin’ to hev that tossel
sewed on me cap agin, sure.” o '

After Eva had looked in vain for the arrival of her
pupil for a few days, she began to lose hope of her
coming. T - .

However, one day, when she and Martha were .
engaged in washing, Myrtle; who was usually on the
alert, bounded into the house, saying: :

“ Here are your squaws, Eva.” )

The poor girl bltished, grew excited, and said :

“ Mamma, what shall I do? You help me will you,
please 2” St RIS

“Very well, compose yourself.”

When the squaws reached the -door, the elder one
held up. a basket and asked, in broken English, for
some butter. ST A
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Mrs. Brock accepted the basket and gave her some,
while Eva bade them to be seated, and gave them a
piece of bread and meat. Then, with a great effort to
control her impulse to laugh, she produced the gaudy
para.sol and walked a few times across the floor, carry-
ing it over her head®

“Well,” exclaimed Martha, laughingly, “you are a
comical looking missionary ; you had better put vour
sleeves down and take off your wet apron.”

The squaws did not understand Martha’s remarks

but they also laughed heartily. After a sufficient dis-

play of the parasol, Eva presented it to Winona. She

accepted it, nodded her thanks and laughed again, and '
the strangers then conversed for some time in Indian.

The pleasure thm afforded Winona led Eva to believe
that she-was winning the friendship of her girl. .

Mrs. Brock kindly remarked :

“T’ll lead them to the sitting-room door, and you
slipin and play a tune for them on the organ.”

This encouragement from her mother pleased Eva
" quite as much as the tune pleased the squaws. :

Eva next produced an atlas, and commenced to show
the maps to Winona. The girl looked at them attén-
tively for a short time, then api)arently thinking there
was a trap in connection with the book, walked s:lently
out, followed by her mother.

“ What shall I do now, mamma ?”

“I do not know how to advise you, I am sure If
_they were any relation to me I might know; as it is,
it might be as well to let them alone. You have
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168 THE BROCK FAMILY.

treated them well this time, so I think they will return.

_ If she understood English you might ask her to come
~ back to-morrow, but under the circumstances you may

save your trouble.” With this unsatisfactory reply, Mrs.
Brock sat down, perfectly dlscouraged with the Indians.
“Very well, let us return to our work. -Why do

- you make fun of them, my dear mamma?” sald Eva, in

perplexity. '
“I don’t make fun of them, they are all right in

their place. But I cannot help laughing at the idea

of you trying to do anything with them while they
are so ignorant and dirty.”

«1 intend to try and persuade her to wash herself
the next time she comes.”

“ Not in our wash-basin, I hope,” cried Martha.

“Oh, no. Tl give_her a piece of soap, if mamma
will allow me, and M to a pond. After she
practises washing herself, perhaps I may prevail upon

- her to wash her clothes regularly.”

“You have your hands full, I fear. If you would
take my advice, you would give up the idea and set
your mind on improving yourself, gardening and other
things,” advised her mother.

In about two hours, no less than thn'teen natives:
visited the house, bearing fish, baskets and ducks, and "
all trying to trade their produce for parasols; the men,
being, if possible, even m(rre desirous of ptocuring them -
than the squaws.

Mrs. Brock shook her head and said, “No more
parasols,”. in vain; for they remained about appar-
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ently expectirg a number of specimens of that
_fashionable article to sprout from the ground, in
the same manner as its model, the mushroom. Eva,

not to be daunted, showed a book to Winona, and said-

“Book,” ther. looked at her pupil hoping to hear the
word repea.ted but she only laughed, glanced at her
companions, and turned her back Eva next showed
her a bouquet of flowers, and said “ Flowers,” apparently

“with as little success as before. The persevering
young teacher then led her to the sitting-room door,

sat down to the organ, played and sang a hymn very

slowly, then motioned to Winona to Jjoin her in smgmg,

and began a line slowly.
Finally, Eva persuaded her to approach the instfu-

ment and press a key, but when the sound followed,

she gave one bound, accompanied by a wild shriek, and
in this unceremonious manner betook hérself to her

* comrades, who had seated themselves upon the grass:

-and to whom she related her escape from a mysterious
chest wherein resided a spirit with white teeth and
many voices.

‘Mrs. Brock, feelmg rather unsafe, had previously

signalled to her husband, who was at work some dis- -

tance from the house. He walked leisurely home,
shook hands: thh two or. three of the Indians, and

aughed, to which they responded with the usual grin,
no§w1thstandmg their disappointment regarding the. -
. parasols. Mr. Brock o'ood~natured1? entered the house ;
~and, after some time, the dusky travellers gathered up
© their bundles and sﬂent}y took their departure
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170 THE BROCK FAMILY.

-“My prophecy is being fulfilled, “va,” remarked
-Martha ; “they will come in the night some time, and

there’s no telling what mischief they may do. I
believe I'll sleep in the daytime, and keep watch at
night,.in order to give thealarm, if necessary.
“There’s no success without troubie,” said Mr.
Brock, consolingly ; for Eva.s eyes filled with tears,
while she thought: :
“I don’t mmd it ‘myself, but mamma and Martha

* don't like all this annoyance.”

Although Mike took pleasure-in boastmg of his

bravery, he was found. trembling with fear under a -

bed, waiting until .the Indians Wént away.
When Mr. Brock unlocked the door quite early the
next morning, he stood face to face with Winona, who

‘held her parasol closely over her head with one hand,

while she drew her warm blanket about her with the
other. ' :
“Halloo!” came from the proprletor of the house,
then ‘a grunt and a laugh canfe in response.

“Come in,” and he pomted to a chair.

She walked in and seated herself, still holding her

- parasol above her.

“Eva, Eva,” ca.lled her father “you have a v131tor,
jump up and see.”
“There, there,” cried Martha, “I knew you'd get

- sick and tired of your task. What will you take and
~ sell out your interest in the tribe 2”

“I'may as well get up,” said Eva, ignoring Martha’s

query ; “but ske"m"lg'ht have waited until after break--
- fast.” :

N
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After Eva had given Winona some eclementary
instruction, the latter began to éxamine the silk of her
newly-gotten parasol, and then strippéd it all from
the skeleton, which she committed to the fire. She

Squaw AND PAPOOSE.

: : - S
then carefully doubled the silk and tied it over her
head, smiling meanwhile with a look of satisfaction.
Eva looked disappointed, and gently shook her head, .
but Winona did not seem to care. However, Eva
thought she would endeavor to teach her to be more
cleanly, and with some trouble succeeded in persuad-
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172 THE BROCK FAMILY.

ing her pupil to accompany her to a convenient pond,
where she hoped she would wash herself. She took
the soap from Eva, made a hideous face, pushed her
thumb through it, crushed it out of shape and threw

- _ it into the centre of the pond, and then walked slowly

away towards the reserve.

However, she came along quxte happy Jll%t at break- .
fast-time the following morning. She brought a piece -
of birch-bark, on which she had written, by means of
berry juice, several small words similar to those Eva
had taught her on the slate the previous day. Her
quiet' appearance, together with her work, gave new
courage- to the deJected teacher, and she began her
task afresh. For some time after this the pupil came
with fair regularity, conducted herself tolerably well,
with the exceptlon of a few outbreaks, and began to
learn with & readiness that would have been a credlt
to her white sisters.

One rainy day, when the girls were lonely and

_ unoccupied, Myrtle said:

“ Let’s all write to Maggie.”
“ Dear child, mamma wrote to her only a few da)s

_ ago,” replied Martha.

“ That’s nothing, she is always g alad to hear from us;
besides, mamma wntes about "different things from
what we do. So, come on, girls. I guess papa ’ll give
us a stamp.” .

“All right, get the paper and envelopes, and we'll
have a juvenile be( at letter-writing, and send a great
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The letters ran- aé follow :

“DEAR MaGGIE,—Us girls are havin'a bee ritin’ to
you, and I want to tell you the most. Some weighs
we like this continent better than America. But some
ways we don’t. Papa bought a lot of ruberb and it
~ was far bigger than we yous to have in our garden
with the plcket fence which we made pies of. We

don’t have so many pies here as we did at home, but -

we have more flowers, they are not so pretty as the
_roses and tulips at home, for they are not double, but
there are ten times more of them, and we don’t have
to weed them. There are no little girls to play with
near us, but I saw 4 at church one Sunday, they
looked at me and laughed and I ]aughed at them, so
I guess we are relationed now. One day Martha
was sittin’ knittin’ and I put wild roses in her
hair, until you couldn’t see hair, and it looked like a
hood made of roses. She looked real purty, and I
warnted her to put on her green dress, but she wanted
to save it? Every night and morning when papa
- prays he says, and ° bless our absent one, guide and
guard her thoughts, words and actions, unite 2 her to us
again if it is Thy w11| and at last take her to heaven.’
You see he said it %) often that I know it off by heart,’
and sometimes when he. is prayin’ it mamma wipes
‘her eyes with her apron, and it get intagious, and we
all wipe them, I have a.garden “of my own and you
ought to see the great big radishes in it, as tender as
anything, and their was a ‘few strawberries but they
are hard to pick after our great big ones in the garden.
Oh, Maggie ! we have n'reat circuses here, and-free too,
with Eva and a squaw glrl she is learning to be good ;
poor Eva cries and tries her best, and the squaw, cuts
up wonderful. One day Eva was givin’ her words to

spell before a visitor, and a little gopher (a gopher is .
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174 - THE BROCK FAMILY.

like a squirrel) came along and sat strate up on the
door-step. Winona through her slate and sprang at the
gopher. It got the start and she chaised it, and we
lost sight of her and thought she had gone home.
But after Eva got nicely settled at work in she popped
with her skin turned wrong side out on a peace of stiff
bark. Only she dose learn like fun, she can sing ‘Jesus,
Lover of my Soul,” all through. But Eva says she
don’t know whatit means yet. its quit different hear,
no trees, no cherries, little wee houses, nc fences, but
as I conformed you preveously before their are flowers.
I wish they would make pies, and Frank is measuring
the wheat every day, and thinks it is grand. T wish
I could stretch my arms down to your house and hug
and kiss you to pieces? o

“Yours reverently with love,

"~ “Miss MYRTLE BRoCK.”

«PRIVATE.

« MY DEARLY BELOVED MAGGIE,—We three girls
have decided to send you a budget of letters to cheer
your drooping’ spirits, and to give you some general

information regarding the vast prairie, its products, - -

appearance, and inhabitants (as they say in the -

geography). Our farm is beautifully situated on a

gentle slope facing our market-town, which is several
miles distant, and where our minister, Mr. West,
resides. You will be amused swhen I tell you that
Eva is trying to"tame and Christianize a young squaw.
Sometimes she seems to succeed a little, when all at
once the wild girl flies off, and plays some awful trick
on her.  But Eva perseveres, and the squaw is tempo-

. rarily reclaimed. Sometimes our house is literally -

surroinded with Indians, while at other times the

-
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pupil comes alone. Conﬁdentla.lly, I think Eva. is going
a little wrong in her mind on- the-subject; the grea.t.
change of country and climate may c-ertainly have lent
its assistance. Fortunately there is an asylum in this
part of the country, though you know I would be the
last one to wish her there. I was reading a work
treating on the -different kinds of monomania, and I
am almost convinced that she must be suffering from
that disease of the mind. I hinted as much to Eva
one day, to which she replied, ‘You are a bead-and-
feather monomaniac’ However, I hope she will
" recover before it grows serious. The dress you gave
me is the prettiest I have seen out here, some girls
admire it exceedingly. I lent it to one girl to wear to

a wedding. Mamma is sometimes very homesick, and -

I think papa feels so, too, but he says nothing about it,
though he often draws a long sigh. Ifeel that I ought

to try and do better. Don’t you know, I am going to

ask Eva to tell me exactly the 'way she trustsin Jesus,
so I can be as good as she is. ‘We call our house
- Balmoral Castle ; and many little log bachelor halls
have high soumhng names, such as Folsom -Mansion
and Naworth Castle. I wish you could step into our
tidy little house, and take tea with us. We girls do

the housework, and mamma only superintends and -

does some sewing.
“ Believe me, your lovmg sister,
“ MARTHA.”

-

“ DEAR MAGGIE,—I scarcely know what to write to

you, for the other girls have written first, and they
would not let me-read their letters, therefore I may
write much the same as they. We study almost as
hard as ever, and papa teaches us in the evening. - We
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ible legsons, and we practise our voecal and
Inusic. Frank now sings bass very well,
and he can read a new tune right offt. We do not let
mother work much, and sometimes when father is very
busy we help him a little. I think it no more than
right, when he is busy. I believe I am pursuing a

" "worthy course in teaching a young Indian girl; sheis

really learning very well. 1 should like to see her
converted, and also pass the teachers’ examination.
She could teach the Indians in her reserve, and she
might~lead several of them to Jesus. Papa.thinks I
am succeelling very well in the matter, while mamma
does not say much about it now.” When I lie awake

" at night sometimes I cannot help but plan about

building ‘a little school-house in the reserve. I may
write you a little begging letter if my plan meets
with success. . I suppose grandpa often drives over for
you, and entertains you. Give my love to all of .
grandpa’s, and keep enough for yourself.

“Your affectionate sister,
“EvAa BROCK.”

" Each girl read “her letter - to h_er mother, when
Martha sealed them in one large envelope, and gave it
to their father to post when convenient.




CHAPTER XI.

THE BLIZZARD.

| 3

. ' PERIOD of several months has elapsed since the

events chronicled in the preceding chapter. The
Brocks had passed through the.usual vicissitudés of
doubt and hope respecting their crop of wheat as the
season went on from June and July, with heavy rains
and warm sunshine, which produced a luxuriant growth
of both grain and vegetables, until the eritical time—
the Aurrust full moon—had been safely passed w1tl;out
the slight, though ruinous, frost which then occasion-
ally occurs on the North-West prairie, and does so
much harm to gra.m more especially wheat.
Then came a joyous harvest-time, when every man
worked with all his strength from sunrise to sunset,

with the happy Lnowledge that the toil necessitated ~

by such a plentiful harvest meant many hours of com-
fort during the coming wmter and a promise of
future ease and independence, if followed up with

prudence and perseverance.
12
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The gram was stacked and threshed, after whlch
the elevators and stations were daily surrounded by
numbers of farmers bringing in loads of the choicest
grain. Then the winter’s provisions were laid up,
primitive benches and stools, which had until now
done duty instead of chairs, replaced by comfortable
furniture, and even some skates, hand-sleighs, books
and Christmas turkeys brought home, and the faces of
the people wore a contented smile of prosperity.

Mr. Brock’s crop was good but small, owing to its
being their first year in the place. They never before
saw finer flaky loaves of bread than those made of the
flour produced from their first crop of Manitoba wheat.
The money realized from the sale of their surplus
grain sufficed to buy all necessaries for the winter,
paid their portion to the minister, and bought a little
lumber (which was very dear) to make a garden fence
and to repair the buildings. :

They them settled down out of debt for a qulet
winter, tendmu the horses and cattle, reading, ' and

-sleigh-ridi‘ng" when the weather was mild enough to
make outdocr excursions pleasant. -

One bright day in November Mr. Brock, accompanied
by the busy Myrblg, was inspecting the buildings with
a view to putting them in order for winter. i

“Won’t you need more lumber than that to build

* the new stables 2 said Myrtle, pointing to the httle

pile.. ,
“I could use conSIderably more, but I see e the nelgh-
bors do without sfone or frame stables, so I will try
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their way, as they say they are warmer than fra.me
‘buildings.”
“That’s a good thlnar How do they manage ?”
“They use the young poplar trees which grow in
the bluffs on the prairie. With these they make a _
framework, which they bank up all around with earth h k
and roof over with straw at the time the grain is : i
threshed.” - B i
“It’'s'so dreary now, when there- are no flowers to )
gather ; I would like to learn to play chess. - Will you
have time to teach me to-night, please, papa? Iknow - 4
the men, and I'll coax Frank to make a board,” pleaded . -
Myrtle. -
“T’ll see, my girl, perhaps 1 shall ” ‘
“ Goodie, good !” and Myrtle jumped strawht up and
down and clapped her hands. '
* As-November and December wore alonor the men
. were teaming grain to market, putting bmldmgs in’
repair and bankmg earth arognd the house, even us
hlo'h as the windows, while inside the knlmngmdlesr
' tmd sewing foachine were making tolerably fair
speed in preparation for the severe frost of a northern
winter. :
" The young people had many a oay time slelgh -riding
behind & span of dogs, skating, and even snowballing,
until, as the weather. grew severe, the snow became so .
~ dry'and powdery that it could not be converted into &
those favorite missiles of childhood. Mike newgr was l
‘bappier than when harnessing and driving the dogs.
. Whenever a letter from Ontario was rea.d Evanever
failed to remark :
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“There is no word of Miriam’s necklace being found
yet.” :

Winona still came every day. She had now learned
to attend near a fixed time, and gave her teacher less
trouble than formerly. . ‘

One day a note came from a neighbor five miles
away, who had settled on his farm soon after Mr.
Brock came to the Pr#vince. This neighbor had
formerly lived near Mr. Brock’s uncle, and he had even .

- seen some of that uncle’s family. The note ran thus:

“MR. AND MRs. BROCK. .

“ DEAR FRIENDS,—Mrs. Daniels concurs with me in
cordially inviting you and your children to take din-
ner with us on 28th December. - There are so few.
families here, that, to make amends, we should try and
be very soclable :

“Yours fa.lthfully,

“G. DANIELS.” | .

‘When Mr. Brock read this in presence of his family;,
‘the poor, lonesome children sprang to their feet and
clapped their hands with such vigorous manifestations
of pleasure and enjoyment, that their mother ex-
claimed : ~

“You make my head ache.”

This reduced them to order, and they resumed theu"
work, but kept asking, “ May I go ?” “Can I go, too?”
while Myrtle in earnest sympathy ventured to say :

“Mamma, if you was going to school and got a
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headache, and pick up a stone and spit on it, and put
it down in the same place, the pain will go away. Try
it” . . v
This remark caused a smile to hover around the
mouth of the amused mother, which caused Myrtle to
remonstrate.

““*You needn’t laugh, I did it once,and it cured me. -
I never thought ‘we should have another Christmas-
time after comifig out here, since we've no grand- |

father or relations, or turkeys, only the wild ones
we can’t catch,” and Myrtle clapped her mother’s
round shoulders, until that worthy lady’s spectacles
- fell on her lap upon the balls of grey and red yarn.
- Tl tell you, how well settle it,” remarked Mrs.
Brock, “if it is agreeable to -your father.”

“Oh, yes, returned the loving husband ; who often
said yes to has wife’s suggestions, whether he heard
them or not:

“We'll take Myrtle and Eva, because their two
girls are about the same age,-and ‘also because I am
“afraid to have Eva out of my sight on account of the
Indians. . Then we’ll prepare a good holiday dinner
- for those who remain at home.” :

Several again expressed their ‘delight, more’ gently, .

however, this time, and eJaculated “(Good!” “Hurrah
for our side!”  “All right!”

The morning of the 28th came, clear and brwht with = '

the thermometer at about 23° below zero.
- “My dear,” said Mr. Brock, when he came into break-
fast, laughing and rubbm«r his- hands as ﬂsua.l “how
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does this Manitoba weather suit you ? Isit more than
you expected 2"

" “Well, you and Frank have the worst of it, but as
for me I have seldomn felt cold, for I do not go out on
bad days and the house is always warm. It is almost
insufferable.”

“It is e\eeedmnly cold, but there is no wind, 50 it is
not so searching.”
“I suppose it is too cold for our visit to-da)

- “Well, I don’t know that it is, you-see it often goes
down to 40°, so we may as well get acclimated,” as he
smiled-and g]anced at Frank, while bending over the
stove thawing the icicles from his~heavy mouatache
and beard ,

“1 shall leave it to you, you will suﬂ'er more on

~ account of being|the driver; “so perhaps we had better

wait for a mild day :
“I shall be rather sorry to have their turkey
neglected.”

« Faith and it’s afther starvin’ me father’s son would -

be, when he'd roide so far freezing for his dmner, he
could git 4t home fernent the foire, sure,” muttered
‘Mike, as he scraped the frost from the thickly coated
window- -pane.

“For my part,” said Mrs. Brock, “T am not counting ‘

-on a turkey.- I think they will have a very good
prairie dinnér if they have a roast of nice fresh pork.
or a few prairie chickens, as people have not yet got
into the way of raising turkeys hefe. I see you feel ~
inclined to go, so I'll not object. Theére’s no_ da.norer of

a bhzza.rd or of bemcr lost, is there ?”
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“No, no. These tales we have read about blizzards
and people being lost were exaggerated, while those
who were lost must have been intoxicated. Wrap up
well, we'll drwe qmck]y, and be there in forty
minutes.”

“ Good ! good again!” came from the expectant chil-.

dren.

Shortly after one oclock the Brocks were cosily
seated about the large stove in Mr. Daniels’ parlor,
which was the only room on the ground floor of the
little log-house ; above the parlor were the tiny bed-
rooms, separated from each other by screens covered
with various pretty and amusing pictures; while
underground were the warm kitchen'and cellar.

* Mrs. Daniels had been organist in a leading city
church in the east, while her worthy husband was
leader of the choir, consequently the .Brocks enjoyed

_ .a musical treat. Mr. “Daniels was very well informed,
. and entertained Mr. Breck much better than he

expected. The little girls brought out some of ‘the
Christmas presents they had recelved from their

“relatives at a distance. These presents consisted of &
box of raisins from California, some pretty handker- ,

chiefs, a fur cape, and some fruit.
By the time they were thoroughly warmed Mrs.

Daniels came bustlmg up the narrow stairway, #nd
‘invited thein down to ‘dinner. In that neat little

cellar kltcﬂen was set ‘as sumptuous a repast as they

* had ever partaken of in the east. The linen was
faultless, while there were served in a.graceful manner -
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184 THE BROCK FAMILY.

turkeys, cranberry sauce, vegetables of many kinds,
pickles, pies, fruit-cake; an excellent plum-pudding, and

. fruitin variety. = “ Now, guess who made this pudding,”

said the friendly hostess,-when her tmests had. en_)oyed
the dinner remarkably well.

“Perhaps Miss Julia,” as Mrs. Brock cast a glance of
approval upon Mrs. Daniels’ elder daughter.

“Now it is your turn, Mr Brock, as Mrs. Bmck has
failed.” : :

“I should say Mr. Damels since it is made by some
unexpected personage.”

“ Well, it was made by my dear old mother away in
Ontario.”

“ It is really deljcious,” remarked Mrs. Brock. “You
may be sure loying thoughts are thoroughly beaten
into the pudding.” -

‘After the girls had gone aw ay to look at some
pictures, Mr. Daniels remarked :

“Is this the daughter of whose perseverance in
squaw-taming I hear so much ?”

- «I presume so; Eva has been trying her hand and
head at it since we came, and the dark girl is taking
quite a notion to it also.”

“The mlnlster Mr. West, was round here the other
day, and was telling me that she is learning even
faster than the whites, and that Eva shows promise of
being a:noble woman. Her experiment has created

_much interest among the -white settlers.. - ‘Encourage

her by all means.- If we all practised the same! self-
denial, and tried to do some good among these poor
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savages, it would not only benefit the'm but make for
us more safe and peaceable neighbors.” . his

Meanwhile, ﬁle girls were enjoying a talk of their’ i
own. ) . - - ’ t

“I got some news the other day, but it was to be a’ » .
great secret,” said Julia. “ However, as we like you, I'll 4

tell you, if you promise not to say anything about it. -
Ida German is going to have a birth-day party next :
week, and intends to ask Martha, and Myrtle, and us.” ie
~ “Isshe? I hopeit will be a mild da}, rephed the ‘ I
unsuspecting Eva. | "
"« Yes, but is it not mean, shes not rfomg to invite
“you,Eva 27 T
“Oh, I don’t care,” replied Eva, trying toaappear

, -
indifferent ; “but likely she forgot about me.’ =

- “No, she didn’t, either ; she said her mother wouldnt ' ;
let her associate with a girl who didn’t hold he head ’ ‘&

above Indians.” =

"~ “Isthat all? Very well. But I don’t think other‘ o,

will let Martha-or Myrtle go. I den’t associate with- g
Winona for the.sake of her company, but to try and .r_

improve her. I think it is no harm to go with people-
if the object is to make them or/myself better ; but if
it were only for amusement I would not go wiph her
at all, because our tastes differ;” and though Eva could
not help feeling the slight, she trled to bamsh the -
_ thought from: her mind.
So the chat went on from one topic to another until
the sinking sun, guarded by a rainbow-hued sun-dog
“at each side, warned them of the approach of evening,
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186 ‘ THE .BROCK FAMILY..

. and their five miles’ drive, with no fence to keep them

on the trail, should the horses deem it right to turn -
their backs to the wind, which ‘had arisen. - :Seeing
this indication of an approachmﬂ storm, the kind host
and hostess made all haste to speed their guests.

They started at a good pace, facing the wind, which,
as it came and went in fitful gusts, seemed to take up
the -loose ‘snow in its light-embrace, gently carry it in
many a spiral turn, and then violentl y hurl the shining -
crystals in all direction® - *

“ Why,” said Eva, “it is getting dark, and the sun is
not yet out of sight; it.is not snowing, either, but
drifting furiously. - Shall we reach home by dark 2”

« We]l I think we shall; we shall need all the time,
though.” -

Soon the flakes whirled about them so thlckly
that Mr. Brock stood up to see the trail ahead of the

horses.

“If we were once across the brldrre noht here, we
could scarcely get off the trail, even }f it were dark.”
These words appeared to have been addressed to the

-wind, for the others had abandoned the seats and

covered their heads with the fur robes. But he could |,
not find the bridge, which ‘was, on ordinary occa.smns
within=sight of Mr Daniels’ house. He could scarce}y

see the horses though he leaned over the dashboard.

“This is something uncommon,” he said. *“I believe

- wehad better return to Mr. Daniels’ before our track

is blown over,” He jumped duﬁ and turned the horses,
and in turning about, lost his bearings, and could not

vy
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<~ find the track he had left not a minute before, so
" rapidly does the snow drift over the prairie. The .V‘
women, seeing that Mr. Brock apptared to be some- ~ -
what at a loss anxxously inquired if he had missed
the way ; and he, unwilling to believe that he could so
quickly go a.stra.y, replled in a bewildered manner :

“No, I am not lost: it must be Mr. Daniels’ house
. that’s Jost.”

After considerablé effort to find the trail, the West
or any other guide, he reluctantly admitted, as he
raised the corner of the robe: :

“My dear, I am afraid we are out for the night.”

“Do you\;;’l}rrk so ?” Mrs. Brock anxiously 1nqu1red
as she dash¥ the robe aside, and, in hef-exeitement,

“attempted to'spring out into the snow.

< Be calm now, keep your places, and cover up. ith ;

the robe: if you get your ‘feet in the snow you will E4

) feel the cold much more,” as he O'ently and with pre-. ..

. sence of mind pushed them together again in the sleigh. .
Then he left the horses standing _and tramped ba.ck R

-~ 7 and forward in the snow in search of the trail, so easy . '~ ii
to lose, yetso difficult to find. Eva_thought, thbugh . };

she said nothing: ° - : s

“It’s so long until daylight here in the winter, and &

0 cold in the mo'ht that I fear we shall hardly live ‘3

- through it. We were foolish to leave home, at all. - | -

Mike was more sensible than we were.. Frank and
Martha will be out searching for us, and perhaps they
- will be lost,” and her mind grew confused: But in
a her ‘belplessness she asked her" heavenly Father to be
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- took the box off the sleigh. and,-dragging it to the drift,

. “Are you not coming in too, father 27 mqu1red
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with them and keep them in s‘afety ‘throughout the
night. -

After Mr. Brock had done all in-his power to find
the-trail, and to determine the points of the compass,
he sét about mahna his wife and daughter as com-

His first proceedmrr was to tie
one end of a long piece of binding twine, which hap-
penied to be'in his pocket, to the slewh and ‘the other

" end to his wrist ; then as there ‘were no bluffs near, he ~ ™ -

walked around in search of a drift of snow, which he
succeeded in finding. He dug a hole in the drift until

he nearly reached the surface of the ground, leaving .

the walls as high as the depth of the snow would
perm‘it He spread one fur robe on the floor of the
impromptu hut, turning the _edges _of the robe up o

N against the walls, then escorted his wife and daughter

from the sleigh and seated them on the soft fur sur-
rounded on three sides by firmly packed- snow, threw

_the" other robe over thelr heads, carefully exeluding

the air as far as possible ; then, with great exertion,

placed it upside down over their heads, thus formmga .
moderately sheltered place for such a night.”

Eva. :
“No, no, dear ;1 :must look after the horses and keep

‘you awake. T’ll be all right, don't fear. -I.am asking

our Lord to keep us;’ and he closed  the Tittle aperture
he had made to look in at his nestlmcs He_ turned

. away amld the earnest plea.dmtrs of all to enter the/
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hut and save himself. He threw the blankets on the
horses, unhitched themn and, making the sleigh the
_centre and the twine the radius of a circle, drove them
round and round the sleigh, thus keeping awake and
his blood in circulation. He occasionally visited the
snow hut,” when.he was eagerly entreated by the
~affectionate inmates td remain under cover, and to

"+~ allow them to take a turn at watching. Mr. Brock,

|

however, persisted-in being sentinel himself, though
his hands and feet became. e\:tremely cold; the others
however, did not suffer much.

The weary hours of the night dragged themselves
slowly along, and at last; yes, at last! it began, slowly,
tdo, to grow less dark in the east.

. The storm -had subsided, and at daybreak Mr.
Daniels’ house and the bridge appeared quite near.

" They drove home through some drifts to their little

C the exhausted party t.o bed .=

. “warm house, which was as highly appreciated Iby'-the

belated travellers as even the original Balmoral Castle
could have been. The weary Martha met them with,
“Did you meet Frank ? Let me help you in; I have
the stove red-hot.” ' :

She-gave them hot-ginger tea and delicate food,
- then slipped away to the stable with the horses, as

Mike had not arisen, and hastened back again to assist
After sunrise Frank came home, hawnv spent part
of the night with aneighbor, who advnsed him' not to
make matters worse by lesing himself. o Rl
%en the*ta,mlly, “somewhat- rested a.nd’ retre:shed
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190 _FHE BROCK FAMILY.

assembled in the afternoon, Mr. Brock conducted
family worship, and thanked God more heartily than
he had ever done before, for their deliverance from
death. L E

None gf the wanderers were much the worse, save
Mr. Brock, whose nose, cheeks, fingers and toes were
more-or less frozen. . '

Martha and Myrtle received an invitation to Ida-
German’s party, which, it is needless to say, was not

-~ ~accepted. .
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Cr CHAPTER XII.

MR. AND MRS. WEST VISIT THE BROCKS, AND MR. AND
MRS, BROCK VISIT A DYING 'sQUAw'

HE wmter ‘had now farr]y set in, and Mr. Brock,
‘ who had suffered from a severe.cold on his

lungs since that terrible night on the prairie, was
advised by the doctor and his anxious family to remain

in the house, ‘except on very mild days. He devoted

_ himself moré to the training of his ‘children, and
encouraging Eva in her teaching.

“Now, Eva,” he remarked one day, when she and
her mother were sewing beside him, “it mmht be wel
for you to assist Wmona to commit a portion of Serip- _
ture to memory every day, in case she should ever be
deprived of her Bible, or in case of sickness, when
het memory could recall.the verses to comfort her in
times of trial.”

“You dear, blessed father, you !” and Eva. threw ‘her
arms about his n&%@“l think you are t6o good for
this world. If any 'good ever comes from teaching
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Winona, it will be owing to your help and encourage-
ment. I should like to see her educated so that she
could teach her own people. If she continues to learn
as well as she has done, it will not be long until she
will be able to give some instruction to others of her
tribe. Tl take the list of studies for teachers, and..
drill her on those very subjects and the Bible. I shall
.= also try to teach her instrumental music as well as

\vocal she may find that useful in winning her people.”

“T believe you are going to succeed, my daughter,”

said her mother; « though, I must confess, I had little
hope of it at first. The girl is not so repulsive now;
she has learned more cleanly habits, combs her hair,
and has ‘discarded her blanket in favor of more civi-
lized attire. Poor thing, her jacket is thin; T'll go
this ininute and gather up some. clothes to give her the
next time she comes.” Eva smiled her thanks and

5 ’ worked away. .
. While Mrs. Brock was upstalrs bells were heard
e .- approaching the door, and the clergyman and his wife
entered the room, and received.a hearty welcome.
Shortly after this, Mrs. Brock returned, bringing a
quantity of warm_clothing, not too much worn to be
remade for the use of Winona. She cordially saluted
her guests, and seeing Mrs. West’s inquiring gaze
towards the clothing, explained that the miscellaneous
assortment was to serve as an addition to Winona’s

D wardrobe. |
- . “Oh, how kind!” returned Mrs West. “Get me a
: needle, girls, and I'll help your mother. No, no, don’t

lay them away.” o
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“ How is Winona progressing, Mr. Brock ?’ inquited
Mr. West, who was quite enthuuastxc over the work
Eva had undertaken; he had even assisted her to
coliect money, and promlsed a good sum of his own
meagre salary for the erection of a school-house in the
reserve, where’ Winona might, in the near future,
impart her newly acquired knowledge to the Andian
children. -

“She is steadily improving. If Eva notices' her
interest flagging, she searches for some little present,
which always gives her new courage. Eva even goes
so far in her imagination sometimes, as ‘to prepare a
programme for a public opening, should the- school-
house ever be built.”

“Her. mind might be employed in a Tless worthy

way. Indeed, should the- imaginary echool house
become a tangible reality—which there is no reason to -

doubt—and if it would please you, I shall invite some
other’ mlmsters and bring owr church choir fto the
opening.”

Eva listened attentlvely, and bashfully expressed
her thanks. Her father also thanked him, and said :

“We shall certainly remind you of your promlse
:should we so far succeed.” .

Mrs. West then asked :.

“Can your pupil sing ?”

“ Oh, yes, Mrs. West, she sings two hymns correctly,”

‘replied Eva.

“ Well I would have her smg at the entertammeﬁt
"~ too.

”
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Then the comersa.tlon drifted away to the subject
of settlers’ hardships, and Mrs. Brock said:
“ We have been much annoyed by our cattle orettmg

~ at the grain, as we have no fences.”

“I expect you have your hardships, too, but I think
we have had our share; though I try to think of our -
trials only with the object of lessening my affection
for this- world.”

Mrs. Brock’s sympathetie, inquiring look and remark,
“I hope your trials are light,” encouraged Mrs. West
to proceed.

“Well, Mr. West, the baby and I drove thu'ty miles

* ‘the last day of our journey, when moving to Buffalo
- Horn." The day was wet, he was not as.wéll as usual, '
_ the baby fretful, and the last ten miles the rain fell

heavily ; but we tried to cheer eaéh -other with the
hope that we should receive'a warm welcome when
we reached our new_friends-and -place of abode. At

“last we arrived dt the town, Just at dark, all wet and -

hungry, but no oné noticed us. , Mr. West made some
inquiries;about a house, and about members of our

" ¢hurch, but the little town being new, people knew

very little about one another. He succeeded in find-

ing a wealthy leading member of_our church, who

said that we would have trouble in pi’ocuting a house,
or even a room, owing to the great tide of immigra-
tion, but that he would try and find the key of the

' church for us. ~ After an unsuccessful search for the

" key, we went ‘alone in the dark, climbed through a
window, and lay down in our wet clothes on the floor.”.
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«I wish I had been there, T would have given you
our warm, soft bed in a hurry,” interrupted the kind-
hearted hostess; “I wonder you. were not all serlously
ill, after such exposure.”

“ There was an hotel,” continued Mrs. West, “ but it
Wasr full. In the morning my husband rented one
room at a distance from ,the village. He resolved to

- build a little- house behind the church, for rent was

high; so he began digging the cellar, thmkmcrxthat

DOD7O

- some ot our members would assist. But no one seemed
_ to notice. him while he laboriously persevered in a task
~which his delicate health made doubly hard ; but it

was a case of necessity. .I knew that it- was too much

for him, and s0 I took the baby, sat him on a board
beside us, and helped himto dig. I am pretty strong,
and must say,” as she cast a sly glance at her husband, -
~ “that I believe I accomplished as much as he.” :
- “Did no one become ashamed and take your place?”

“ Not one. They stopped, looked at us, smiled in

dérision, and walked away. My husband bought lum- -

ber, we-put up’ the frame of our little kitehen and
pantry, worked together until we had ‘the building

" enclosed, then we moved into our own. house. Mr:

West was so ill and exhausted from exposure and
‘overwork, that he was confined to his bed for a week.
‘After he sufficiently recovered, we proceeded at our

" leisure-to complete boarding the inside of the house.

“It was not until we appeared at church, somewhat

- respectable lookmg, that’ we were welcomé'a ta the -

place 4

'
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196-. THE BROCK FAMILY.

“T do feel sincerely sorry for you,” said Mrs. Brock,
whose eyes were blind with sympathetic tears.

“ Oh, never mind, we are comfortable now, and -

‘happy in spreading the Gospel.” . ‘

After dinner, Mr. and Mrs. West were pleased to see
Winona coming. When she was introduced- to the
visitors, she acknowledged the introduction more by a
broad smile. than by the almost imperceptible stiff

. bow. Before she went away, they prevailed upon her
- to sing her two hymns, which she dld WLth credit to
herself and her teacher.

~ Mr. and Mrs. West took their depa.rt.ure in txme to o

reach their home at Buffalo Horn before dark, and left
Eva much encouraged i in her missionary work.

A little after sunrise the next morning, Frank _
‘hurried in, calling, “ Come and see the mirage, mamma ;
it is the finest we have yet seen. It has played
pranks with all the buildings round and has set the
Indian tents down qulte close to us’

“ Faith, Miss Ava, if you woult-be afther spakm to
Winona, and appintin’ her lesson . now, she could step

. .over here in less than no time.” -
~ . “Ob,” exclaimed Myrtle, “the granary looks lower
and broader, and that house is in full view, for all we )
never can see even the roof of it atother times. How
do Ilook,Frank ? Hasn't the mirage stretched me up
tall and slim, like a lady 2” S
~“T never before ndticed that wood to the west.

" “Why, those trees are twenty miles, and those nver‘

banks resembling mountains are fifteen miles dlstant

‘l’

— - L e

1t is a grand sight, but it will likely soon disappear.” -~ |
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Winona had been tellmfr Eva about a squaw named - A
Wheata in the reserve, who was very ill; Mrs. Brock -~ %, 4
had frequently sent her little delicacies, and upon one . -

- occasion she sent a.warm quilt. One morning, when *"
~ the snow was nearly all gone, Winona said :

“Poor squa.w going die, she ask Eva go sée her.”

- Eva said to her mother: &
“ Couldn’t you ‘and papa go, and Wmona will intgr--
pret for you?” - .
, So/one raw morning, Mr and Mrs Brock droveover
' “to the reserve, and went to the cold, miserable tent; .. :
where. the’ squaw, ‘lay shivering on a bed composed of . S
loose straw upon which was spread a buffalo robe, her
only covering being a _quilt, amidst” the patchwork of -
which~ Mrs. Brock noticed pieces.of familiar dresses. -
She was ‘sufferings and looked thin and wild, with her
iron-gray hair tossed. upon the buffalo ‘skin; but she
smiled when told who her. guests were. Wmona. could:
- not yet speak very, good Enghsh but,she could make
herself . understood -though  she spoke slowly, even
: rently «6 think, and making- up for
. her scanty supply of lanouarre by numerous gestures.
e Mr. Brock asked the sick one—Wmona interpret-
T 1ng ) - . _ . ‘
« Are you a ovood squaw 27 - ~
“No, me ba.d squaw ;- Winona say all bad ” o
Do you know how to have the bad taken gway 2o
" She turned a.way her- face, and moaned “ Poor sguaw
die bad, bad.” - :

“ Jesus was, pumshed for our sms la‘y your trouble
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upon Him, and He will make you happy.” She looked

a little relieved, but could not understand very well.
With a piteous moan, she called, “ Eva, Eva.” Shehad )
never seen Eva, but felt she was her friend by hearing
Winona tell about her, and by the marked improve-
ment in Winona herself.

She pointed to a pair of new moccasins hanging up
in the tent, and asked that they should be brought to
her. Upon her request being complied with she -
handed them to Mrs. Brock, saying, “ Eva, Eva”
Then she told Winona to tell them that the moccasins

an to come to her. She had the idea
' % possessed some supernatural po;Wer and

could cure her.

After Mr. and Mrs. Brock had done what they could
for her, they told her that they would soon bring Eva,
and came away. Eva was delighted with the pretty
moceasins, covered with roses of brlorht colored _bea.ds

“ Mother, I don’t like to be pa.ld to go and see the
sick woman.” _

“We did not care a.bout taking them from her for
the same reason, and because she might sell them for
food or medlclne but it would have hurt her feelmas
very much it we had refused them. Well take care
that she has plenty to eat, by sendmg something Wxth
Winona every day.” .
~ “Mamma,” said Myrtle, “do squa.ws have feelmﬂs !
you said hurt her feelings.”

" “Yes dear, they have feehngs, and any one who is-
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" kind to them will be kindly remembered not only by
that one, but by many or all the tribe; while if their
_feelings are injured, they will remember it, and perhaps
have revenge on the offender many a year after-
__wards.” : .
" “Then,” said_Myrtle, laughing, “I expect Eva will
.be kindly remembered by them. See, they have already
begun ; and maybe they will give hera robe of gopher
skins, one of badger skins, a jacket of mink, and a
bunch of feathers from the tails of wild turkeys.”

iy s ey
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. THE PRAIRIE FIRE AND A LETTER FROM OSCAR.;

HE following day, Mr. Brock drove Eva over to

see Wheata, and on the way he told her what

to say. She did not need an interpreter, for she had

learned to speak Winona's language well enough to

converse a little. The squaw was much pleased to see
Eva, and to hear her speak in her own language.

Eva gently told-her the loving story of our Sav10ur
and His work on earth, and_ how He suffered on the
cross for our sips, betrgmg her to pray to Him to take
her sins away.

Wheata asked feebly : “What is pray ?”

“Let me pray for you,” said Eva, kneeling rever-
ently; and in a few simple words commended the poor

~ creature to themercy of our Lord, with a touching
-. petition that she might be brought to see the light.
The squaw was evidently impressed by Eva’s earnest-
ness and air ‘of devotion, but seemed. to be vacillating
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between hope and doubt. After a pause of a fe\x;
moments, she abruptly turned her head away, saying:

““The great Lord will not make me good ; for I've )

been bad too long.”

- Eva explained to her that all can be saved even
the most wicked, both Indians and white people, by
believing in Jesus. She seemed to grasp the truth,
for Winona had also been telling her what she could,

during the winter, of the wonderful Saviour. Mr. -

Brock prayed for her in his own language. When
they arose she‘pbirited upward, and said : '

“ Jesus loves me.’

They bade her “ Good- bve and came away.

After they had driven a short distance, Eva asked:

“ What smoke is that to the north ?2”

«I had not noticed that “before. | I believe it must
be a prairie fire; we had none Jast fall, consequently
the prairie is covered.with dry, heavy grass, ready to
-. make a tremendous. conflagration. Fortunately our

buildings are in the centre of the ploughed land, so -

they are quite safe.” .

"“See it blazing up those bushes ! It would look
pretty at night.” _ :

« A grand sight it would be. - I wonder if Mr. Ger-
man’s bu1ld1ncrs are protected from the fire! The

wind is driving it right towards his house, It has"

started very suddenly. I believe we had better drive
over and see; possibly they have not noticed it,” as he
turned his horse in the direction of Mr. Germa.n s
house.

Nepmarmperrere s o e 3L
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Mr. German had purchased this property from Mr.
Arthur W. D. Bradshaw, and built a new house on it;
while that young Englishman had taken his great
herds to a larger farm farther west.

« People should be punished for starting these fires.”

“They would pay pretty dearly for it, if they were
caught setting them out, as there is a heavy fine.”

“ What makes people start a fire 2” ~

“Oh, different reasons. In the fall they often
plough two rows around stacks and buildings, leaving
about a rod of grass between the furrows, then they
"burn between the ploughing, ma.kmor a good fire-
guard ; but sometimes the fire, getting beyond control,

_--~xuns in all directions over the prairie. Some men

~when lighting their pipes, thoughtlessly throw burning
matches on the dry grass. Farmers, too, often burn
straw-stacks to get them out of the way, and allow

the fire to spread.” .
« Everythmor is quiet about the house; maybe they

are away.”

“I should not wonder. They have not a foot of
ploughing, by way of protection to the buildings; I
wonder they can be so careless. The. fire will be"
here in twenty minutes. We will not drive ta the
house, but out on this ploughed field, where we will
unhitch the horse and tie him to the back of the
. buckboard, so that he will be safe if the fire does

come up. You run to the house, now, and rouse them .

out, if there is any one at home.”
Eva followed the trail as fast as her feet could ca.rry A
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her, knocked loudly thce and on receiving no.response,
opened the door and walked in. The kitchen was
unoccupied, but she found two children' (one two
years old and the other nine) asleep in the bedroom.
-“Tommy, Tommy”’ she. called, as she gave hlm a
- good shake.
" He-sat up, Tubbed his eyes, and said, sleepliy
« Dp xouwva.nt Julia 2 . She won’t play with you i
Where are your father and mother 2” 3
“They te all gone to Buffalo Horn.” g
Eva took the children outside with her, telling the o
boy to remain there and take care of his sister. then
met her father near the house. ¢
“ Papa, they are/a.way to town, and these children .
were asleep on- “the bedroom carpet. They might
have been burnt to death.” ¢ o .
{ “ Where are your oxen and plough sonny ?” ) T
“ Guess the oxen is in the stable.” I
“ Eva, get some tubs or boilers filled with water and Gt
two bags,-or some tloths; and as soon as T plough a )
piece, set a tub down at the furrow, so that youcan . .
wet the cloths and extinguish the fire, if it leaps over
o “at any place. Put the tubs in their places while
¢»  empty;” and he went as fast as his age would permi '
to the stable, hitched the oxen to the- ploucrh and was .
soon turning a furrow around the house and -out—"
- .- buildings. Lo
/”';}'i Ehégreat c;ouds of dark smoke were rol]mg along
—~~the sky, towards them, while the vast prairie was le Ieft
- ‘blsickened behind. Then, as he Wa.tched the fire, he 7
- | ’thought L b v Lo
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«It is. coming very fa;;xt and if I don’t get this
ploughing done shortly, I must turn, the cattle and

sheep away from the stable.” ~
Soon he so far completed ‘his_work, that - it would

help him, at least, to save the buildings, unless at the
corner nearest the fire, where the furrows ran round
the edge of a willow-bordered pond.  He could not

" drive the plough through the roots of these bushes ;

therefore it would be necessary to closely watch this

corner.
To his great dismay, he then for ‘the first tlme per:’

ceived another fire stealmg insidiously towards thed, -

from behind some rlsmo' ground, on the farthér side’of )

the farm.
Hastily telling Eva to bring her wet cloths’ and

accompany him, he rushed away to meet_this new
enemy, and, if possible, check its dreaded advance..
.The smoke was almost suffocating, but Eva bravely
kept her place inside of the furrows, ready to wipe
out every little ‘blaze that jumped the fire-guards.
Her vigilance and activity were taxed to the utmost,
to combat the devouring flames, which the fire-break
only partially arrested in their destructive course.

A mere spark, if unnoticed, would in a few moments
kindle such a blaze that the property, which they
were taking so much pains to .save, would .inevitably
be reduced to a pile of smoking ruins; the straw and
hay-stacks close to the bulldmgs mcreasmcr the danger

~ & hundredfold.
After some mmutes “of i ntense anx1ety, they were

- —
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relieved to see that the fire had fhere burnt itself ui)

to the ploughing; another side of_ the premises was"

sufficiently protected by a wide trail running at right
angles to the guard which they had so gallantly
defended.

They were thus enabled to devote all their attentxon

to the quarter in which lay their weakest point.” The -
conflagration. was here beginping to assume serious . -

proportions, the fire having made some headway

., among the willow bushes; and a furious wind which

/seemed ‘to urge on_ the angry flames. in tbexr wild -

was/lﬁowmg from that dlrectlon towards the - house

career. The scrub blazed and crackled, and the fiery
element shot up its forked tongues, as if seekmrr more
food for its raging appetite, and lea.pmcr for very joy
at the havoc it was causing. There was no time for
talking. Eva helf)ed her father awhlle then she
thouoﬁt

* “The fire is inside the guard, and the house cannot

" possibly be saved, I must see that the children are safeg”

and with that she ran away. in “search of them, and
found the boy, but not the little one. With a throb-
bing heart and nearly wild with exciterhent, she at
last found the little thing sitting orr-the floor upstairs,
nibbling at a cake. She picked her up, and running

. with.her to the block of plodghing, said to the boy : -

“ Now, watch your little sister ; don’t let her away
from here, or she may be burnt.”
Then she hurried back to her father, who had not

‘ relag(ed his efforts for a moment
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« Well, Eva,” he said, wiping the black smoke, ashes -

‘and-perspiration from his brow, “it is mastering us;

but we will not give up.  TIll .plough nearer to the
buildings, and you follow me with a switch, and put
out any fire that crosses this ploughing.” They worked
in silence far some time, only to see that_the stealthy
fire had crept up to a pile of straw, balely thirty feet
from the hay-stack, which leaned against the stable. .
At this sight, poor, tired Eva said: :

7 «The house cannot be sa.ved now; I'll run and carry

out a.nythma of value I can.”
“No, no,” said her father, “ although that straw-stack.

-t8 on fire, Ill plough between it and the stable, and
you smother any burnmg straws that may fall within

_ your reach.”

“With unabated vigor, they continued to fight the
relentless foe, while Eva sent up many a short unut-
tered prayer to her Fa.ther 1n heaven, to quench the
flames.

The burning straws were carried over their heads -
by the wind towards the stable, only to blacken and
fall at the verge of the hay, and Eva thought:

“God i is putting out those straws in answer to my-
prayers.”

- They worked here in the heat until the rlsk from
" the burning stack was somewhat reduced, and then
they. turned their attention to the .remaining side.

" The fire was some distance away from here, so Mr.

Brock put a match . to the grass outside of the fire-
* guard, and taking care that it did not jump the break- -~
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ing, watched until the prairie was all burnt round the

-outside of the o'uard

o« Everythmo is safe but the hay. I wish Mr. Ger-

man would come home and relieve us. Of course, the .

straw-stack is burnt down; but there will be fire

smouldering in the ashes all night, which a gust. of

wind might carry to the stable.” .
“You are tired, father. What time is it, please?”
“Just half-past six, and it was three when we

‘reached this house. But it was lucky we drove in, or

they would certainly have lost their buildings.”
. “Yes, and the children, too, for they were asleep.”
- “You are right there. Well, we had better take
them home with us.” o
“There’s a team now, coming at full speed ORI <
“Yes, that’s their team. * I'll get the horse, and we
will be ready to start upon their arrival.”
“T’ll bring the children back to the house.”
When Mr. German reached the house, he coolly said :
“I thought by the smoke awhile ago, that the
buildings were going, but they ;re all right.”.
“They are all -right now,” returned Mr Brock, so
tired that he was scarcely able to step into the buck-

“board ; “ but they were nearly on fire several times.”
“J am much obh«red to you. - I'll doas much for you.

some day.”

“ Good-night.”"

“ Good-night.”

Mr. Brock and Eva drove away home, without even
being asked in, to wash the ashes from their faces.

P s
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« I am very hungry,” said Eva, “ our tea will be over,
and I can scarcely wait until the tea-kettle boils.

" Papa, whip up the horse, he has had a rest. I am -
afraid you will be the worse for this. Mr. German

* did not appear to be very grateful for our work.” ,
“ Oh, T'll be all right. Your mother will soon treat

us to a good supper and clean clothes.”
“See, I have burnt two hqles in this “good dl‘eSS'

g ~ although I had it pinned up.’
. o “That’s nothm(r compared with what- they mlght
S _ have lost.”
T That evening Frank received the followmrr letter
E— - from Boston: . st

L

Ea “DEAR Coz. FRANK ——The rest are oft to chureh,
- ' . and the time hangs heavy on a fellow’s hands, so I
' ’ Jjust got thmkmg of you; for we have spent weeks ~.
together, not so awful duall either, considering the
place. I cut myself short of a visit at your place that -
“time I was such a fraud:as to let go_that old sweep.
Now the trouble was, I-was preparing to spring to the
- roof and entirely forgot the importance of sticking fo .
my seat. = I eould do it-now all right, though-Fm not - .
just as supple as I was before thrat sma.shmcr up. By -
the way, that doctor of yours wasn’t such a greeny
after all—think we’ll have to get him over in the States;
you have no need of such good men in Canada. ‘Well, -
 my chum—Jim Osborne—and I have been planning a
*  trip to the coast next summer. We #6'by San Fran---
sisco, and come back by .your little one-horse C. ..
- . P. R, and may take a run-up t0 see you. How
[N far are you from Calgary? I was thinking we'd
get off there, and take in a round-up, and possibly buy .
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T out two or three ranches and set up busmess on our O
" awn account. So, if you would just drive over to S
Calé'ary and meet us, we could’ have a jolly time up S
with you. I-was just looking at some tine revbdlvers
‘and bowje-knives down town, yesterday, and think a
fellow would be safe enough with two or three of each.
We intend fetching down torty or fifty buffalo, a score-
or two deet, and some bears. "I s’pose you don’t bother
much with G:uch small game as ducks and chickens.
They say it's a fine country/for horseback riding, so
- we can do some tall fencing on your ranche. . I guess
" . people felt prefty blue when they got up that morning -
in harvest, and fotind their wheat lying frozen flat on -
the ground. I hope you are all well and prospering.

4 - “Yours, of sweep notoriety, A
o - : “ OSCAR.” T

"“H’m,” came from Mr. Brock, “I'm afraid that

young man is not going to be a credit to his parents.”

“ Dear me!” cried Martha, “ one- “horse C. P- R.indeed. =~ . "
I wonder he didn’t say he was about buying it out,
and putting it in his pocket. I wonder how he’ll get
money to take such a trip. Henever keepsa s1tuat10n
more than a few months at a time.” C
~ «Sur'n if he got ‘that owld i injine in his pocket that :
puIled us ap here he'd foroet about the swape busmess SR :
in a huiry,” said Mike. . - = o

« What amuses me,” said Frank, “is that someg people
who have not been here, think it is only a day’s drive
~ from Wmmpeg to the. Rockies. Perhaps they have _
the idea that we are so near:the north pele that we Lh

. are all Crowded together. AncLhow be boasts! if he = -
R V't . , ‘




R T

:
i

210 © THE BROCK FAMILY:

- really were rich he would not recognize us ds cousins

at all. And where are his fences ? I suppose helll

- order us to drive the deer and buffalo up for him to

~ fire-at. But he’ll never come, thourrh I wish he would
What a number of letters we get out here!” .
The following morning Winona told Mrs. Brock that
Wheata had passed away a few hours before, and that
she had talked-about Jesus and 'happiness “as long as
they could understand- her, and . she appeared to be
resigned to depart. :
“How. little,” remarked Mrs. Brock, thogghffully,

- “the wealthy know what hardships patt of humamty

endures.”




CHAPTER XIV.

 DEATH. N

[~HE songs of robins fluttering merrily from spray
to spray and bush to bush, the frequent flight of
wild ducks from- pond to pond, the racing and scamper-

“%ing of the cunning and mischievous little gophers, -
together with the warm weather and the coming of.

April crocuses, were sufficient inducement for Myrtle,

as well as the waiting. farmer, to spend less time*.

~indoors and more in the warm sunshine. ‘

Mr: Brock and Frank had broken and backsét a
large.portion of their homestead the previous summaer,
and they thus found themselves in a posmon to sow a
very large crop in good season.

Their prospects thh regard to.a bountlful harvest -

“were very encouraging ; but Mr. -Brock; the 1ov1nv,"

Christian husband and father, was not enjoying goocz
health. Frank, with some assistance, managed to ge
the whole of the prepared ground sown, and in a

month’s time the crop was looking well. But the "
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_family could not fully appreciate the appearance of
the growing grain, for the sympathy and fears which -
his state caused. Then the cold which he had caught
the night of the blizzard had, with much nursing and
care, almost left him, but the -heat, caused by the
: , exertion he underwent while fighting the prairie fire ' |
N » at Mr. German’s, followed by a. chill, brought on an
- attack of inflammation of the lungs, which, in its turn, -
left him weak and suffering from a chronic cough.
. : : However, the pure fresh air and bright sky, together
i ~  with the unabated care which his family contiraed to
give him, assisted in strengthening him ; and all hoped
Wld yet regain perfect health. )
ily” felt' sad, yet they emoved his
beloved compamonshlp more than ever before.  He .

) m “and_occasionally assisted

the mrls with their lessons: ———

_,' ~

E When the weather was favorable, and a horbe at
St liberty- he,-frequ.em drove_over the prairie, accom-
‘ ' ﬁamed by one of his—

H K - roses and brilliant tiger hhes‘d'mbm& he_tall’ y
o grass, gave him a feelmw of happmess - He retiarked——--
t6 Martha upon one occasion, when they were admiring
the surrounding landscape after a refreshing shower
S O \“When God sends these charming flowers, and sets such
~grand and beautiful rainbows in the sky to cheer
sinners here, what must it be like in heaven, where .-
there is no sin! I would not wish for a more magnifi-
cent highway to the oate of heaven than that rrlonous .
ra.mbow
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When walking alone, he occasionally sauntered as
. far-as the Indian reserve ; where he talked and
motioned to any Indians whom he met. He told those
_ who understood a little Enghsh about God and the
blessed Saviour, while they in turn gave him roots
v and herbs, which they said would cure his cough.
Winona continued to improve in her lessons and
conduct, while ske loved her Sa.vmm with unwavering
steadfastness. :
Mr. Brock gave her a short Blble lesson every day
after Eva had finished, and she could repeat a number
« of verses, and also explain the meaning of many.
One day when Winona had left a little pail full of
arge, juicy\ raspberries for Eva, Martha said :
“Mamma, shall'I throw these out? Those dirty
. Indians have picked them, and I do not think we could
relish*them.”
“No, my dear girl, they are so searce that none but
the Indlans find many The look te

m__,‘_*She V\a.sﬁés Therself c carefully for shé télls we S0 ;

«1 beg a thousand pardons of your ladyshlp * How-
ever, it will not dosany harm to give them a rinse in
cold water.”

" The children- had heard so much'of the Indian’

W A & e

" “besides, she looks as if she did.” i

language since Eva bewm—trle‘a' T it, that their con-
versation, when alone, had in it a frequent sprinkling
of that strange tongue, which afforded them not a little
amusement. ‘
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“Father,” said Frank, one day in August, “don’t
you think we had better buy a self-binder? The,
agent told us that we need not pay more than tep’
dollars down, while our great crop of wheat will leave
us abundance after the balance is paid. The wheat
requires to be cut immediately on becoming ripe, and

- all the neighbors will be using their own machines ab-
_the time we shall wish to hire one, consequently I am

- afraid our crop may suffer.”

 “That’s all very well, my son ; but on the other hand,
if anything happens to our wheat we shall have no

~ way of paying for the binder.”

be ready to cut in ten days, and shofild be worth
twelve hundred dollars,/

“ Better be on the safe side.” -
- This conversation led Mrs. Brock to remark :

“I don’t see how anything can happ? for it will

“The last day we were in town the merchants were

in high spirits in regard to the prospects of the farmers.
Two or three of them were very anxious to cell me
more gaods, saying that they would wait for their

————money until we threshed. I thought that my mind

would be easier and the pleasure greater if I waited
and bought with the cash. Sol i;ha.nked them kindly,
but decided to run no risks.”

“Very wise, very wise, indeed, my dear”

“It is all very well to be cautious now,” said Martha,
—<“but-when the threshing is over I am expecting to
make up for last year. 1 think T ought to get two
‘new dresses, a pair of overshoes and a set of furs I
‘have worked hard this summes, haven’t I, mother ?”
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“Yes, you deserve all those things, and we'll try
to get them for you.” » S~

A look of satisfaction was visible on Martha’s coun-
tenance, as she went to work with renewed energy.

But one night, shortly after this conversation, when
-all were sleeping peacefully and some dreaming
pleasant dreams, there came a slight, indeed; a very
slight, frost. It was scarcely felt by the cattle that
‘were contentedly resting in the light of the full moon,
but the wheat, the main dependence of the Mahitoba

farmer, was blighted, though Mr. Brock was not aware . .
of it for some days subsequent to the frost. There .

were to be no new dresses and furs that year; and it

would require the strictest economy to furnish the -
table through the -approaching winter and long

spring.
Startling reports were flying through the neighbor-

hood to the effect that the wheat crop had been in-

jured by the recent frost.

Mr. Brock carefully and frequently examined hi"si,.."
- wheat, but it was not until several days had elipsed

“that he detected tiny wrinkles in the coating of - the
grain, and a slight change in the color; while to a
. casual observer it retained its former p"romising ap-
pearance.

“ Mother,” said Frank, -one day, as they were admlr-
ing the -brightly blooming convolvuli and fragrant
mignonette which the frost had' not injured, “the
- threshers gave me their account. It will take all of

the salable wheat to pay it. I don’t like to give it -

e T
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to father, as our prospects are so dark it may- worry
him,” and ke handed her the account.
“The future appears discouraging, but we must be:
cheerful for his sake,” - T
“There’s one good thing,” remarked Frank, trying
to look at the bright side, “we have feed for our
; horses and cattle, and no rent or interest to pay.
f o “Yes, but I am afraid,” replied his mother, “ we
Co- may be obliged to sell one of the cows to procure
necessaries before another harvest, and the other cow
will not furnish the table with butter.”
That evening, while Eva was preparing the tea, she T
thoughtlessly remarked to her mother :
“We'll need more tea, the next day you go to town.”
“I don’t know where the money is to come from;
the coal oil is nearly done, and there’s only another
baking of flour. I had been trying to make things
spin out until we sold the wheat, but you see there’ll
‘be nothing over the threshing bill. I suppose we
should not complain but it is very trying.” _
- “ New prairie farms are quite bare, mother. There
is no fruit, or even wood, to sell. Our prospects have
changed so suddenly that we have scarcely become
acquainted with our situation. But don’t fret, we
will all help in some way. If we had a school here,
and I were not too young, I believe I could teach.”
“You are kind, Martha, but you see you used two
- ifs. There’s one thing we should be thankful for—

- 'we aré nat in debt.”
During the few weeks that the farmly, or indeed,
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the whole community, was realizing the situation, Mr.
‘Brock’s cough -was not improving, and he wore a
slightly sad appearance, but said little regarding the
sca.rcxt,y of money. One day, however, he remarked
. “We should be contented, for the Lord ‘giveth all,

even the atmosphere we breathe, and He can withhold”~

more than He has done. If we have not the 'whea,t"

we expected, we have many blessmors for which we
should be thanktul ?

“Oh, yes,” replied Frank, “ I'll get plenty ot wood to
keep'a roaring fire; we have our own pork, and I'll
see that we do not want for any necessary. We'll put
in a large crop next spring, which may be good ; then
we'll know how to enjoy it. Eh, Myrtle?” .

- The poor boy, stimulated with the hope of a rich - o

harvest, and with the hope of the returning health of
. his father, had almost done the- work ot two men
during the past summrer.”

One morning, when the work was over, Eva took

her geometry upstairs to study, but she could not fix
her mind upon the meaning of that thirteenth pro-
position, book II., and whlle she was repeating the
words :

“In every triangle, the square on the side subtend-
ing either of the acute angles, is less than the squares
on the sides containing tha,t angle by twice the

rectangle,” etc., the sound of her father’s distressing

cough caused her mind to wander away after the fol-
lowing strain:.
“ Papa’s cough is growing worse mstead of better, -
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218 ' THE BROCK FAMILY.

' and there are deep dark lines under his eyes! I am

afraid he will néver be better. Poor papa ! put under
the cold frozen ground, away here in a strange land,
where the savages have been buried for ages past. He
may suffer, too, a great deal before he goes. I wish I
coild help him. He will fret about leaving us among
strangers, who are bt like our uncles and aunts and
cousins, and the neighbors who were his old school-

ki m;ttes at home. Then he will be anxious, about our

future livelihood ; as he has discovered that wheat is -
uncertain here, and he knows that Frank is young
and inexperienced, though he works hard. What
should we do, if anything happened to him! Mother
would give up. She would seldom smile, and how
could we get along without hex engouraging smile!

+She:is the most cheerful one among us. The sadness -
“of her countenance would cast a gloom over our house-

hold.
«But I am wasfing my time. I am neither learning
#or working. T could teach school, if I were older. I
wish I could get a situation as governess. Again, no
family near us can afford to pay orfe; besides, I wish .
.to be at home to wait.upon papa,-and to learn to_be
good while he is with us. If we had yarn, I would
knit mittens and socks for sale, but we need all that .
mamma brought with her. -
~ “Now, I have thought of it! Mrs. McFadden
taught me to plait straw hats, when I was. visiting
there one time. We have a great stack of. poor,
unthreshed wheat. I shall go now and prepare a -
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quantity of that straw, before the cold weather sets in.
Martha and I can plait'every odd minute, and have a
great many to sell by spring. The money thus
obtained will buy delicacies for papa, groceries, and,
perhaps, some spring clothing.”

She went quietly downstairs, slyly induced Martha
to accompany:her, on the way made her plan know
to her sister,and won her approval of it. They placed

_ the bright lgng straws evenly together, cut oﬁM i
heads, and bound them into sheaves again. A ¢ !

they had woi'ked some time, Martha remarked:

« They may need us, Eva. We had better leave our

straw until the dinner work is over, we have con-
/1derable ready to bring in now.”

“Very well, let's go to the house. Do you think we
can keep the straw in the granary until we need it ?”
asked Eva. .

“Yes, that’s the very place for it. It's an ill wind f
that blows no good, for if the granary had been full of

- wheat, there would have been no room for the straw,”
- and Martha laughed as though she had solved a
problem.

“ That’s poor logic,” returned Eva ; « 1f the granary
had been full, we should not have used the straw.”

“I believe you are right ; but every one knows that

. my mmd is sha,llow, so there is not much expected
from me." .,

When they aqmetly entered the house, their father
remarked: v

« You look very rosy and bright after your exercise
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in the freshlair, but I thought you were upstairs at
_your lessons. Where were you ?”

"o They, wiere obliged to reveal their secret, to which
" he replied :

“I am sorry you are doing thls If 1 were well, I
could earn sufficient, some way. It may all be for the

. best. “The work you propose is honest, though you

will expend much-labor and receive very little remu-

. neration. T think I am a little better to-day.” The ’
wish to’ be at work had deceltfully prompted this

thought. A
“But,” inquired Myrtle, thourrhtfully, w w1ll you not

"be ashamed to sell them in spring ?”

-*“ No,” returned Martha, &emdedly, “1 shall be proud
of them; and if Eva and Frank are ashamed, Il drive
to town with a whole sleigh-load, and the merchants
ought to think that I nade the best of a bad crop, by -
using the straw when the heads are no good. Besides,

. we did not steal the straw, we raised it on our own

good “soil—so 'there, and she gave her head a few
.decided nods, as if to settle the question. '
“Eva,” inquired Myrtle, “ why do yo lléld Martha

~ dome down to hat-making, while you ean teach music?”

“Kindly tell me where I can tind ‘a pupil, Miss
Myrtle,” said’ Eva. “I have thought that all over;
there are only two or three children for miles around
whose parents could afford to pay for the tuition, a,nd

~ they have no instruments.” .

Myrtle did not feel like belncr oﬁtw1tte& so she pro—
‘posed . . : .
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« Let them do w1thout practlsm or practise on the
knives and forks stuck in the seam at the side of the
table. They could give them the names of the keys
and learn to be nice deﬁment players.”

Time had wornsslowly along, the snow brouo'ht good

~ sleighing, while many a morning in early winter every
blade of grass, every twig, and even the unassuming-
. clothes- lme were decora.ted with beautiful feathery '
" moss-like hoar frost, qulte two inches in depth.. The -
bright sunshine caused’every one of these frost-clad -

objects to sparkle as if set with numberless diamonds.
But, as” time glides away, so. certainly does the table
require replenishing ; and the frost and snow, though
S0 beautiful,{being of no intrinsic value, Mr. Brock had
some time since been obliged to sell one of his horses,
as the least indispensable commodlty he possessed in
order to'procure necessaries. -

g istmas came once more. . The dmner was almost
as bountiful as on former occasions; if anything, it
was more. tastily prepared, for Mrs. Brock and the
children had previously struggled; and saved, and

-Worked in order to cheer Mr. Brock, and to afford all

at least one more bright Christmas-day. _
The conversation at dinner was. lively, and all

_seemed to enjoy themselves. Mr. Brock tried particu- »
larly to be cheerful on this occasion. The effort
,wearied him a little, and he soon after retired to his

Warm room to lie do/wn
When Mrs.' Brock noticed that Myrtle Glso had
dlsappeared she sighed and drew a letter from her

ik

- f
PR WO L

B T



- 222- THE BROCK FAMILY.

- bosom, and said : “Tt is too bad to burden your “young -
hearts with trouble and sorrow, thls day above all” -

others, but my own heart is aching,” and she wiped

. ‘away a tear. “It relieves me to talk to you. I

received a letter from Maggie when in tewn yesterday,
and I eould not show it to your father, for different
reasons ; it is the first time that I have ever kept a
secret from him. In the first place, Maooie séems to
have the idea that your father is even worse than he
is; therefore, it would discourage him to read it. She
has enclosed ﬁfty-ﬁve dollars .and some change in

_ stamps, which T believe I should lay away in case of

any unforeseen occurrence. Your father "—here her

- voice faltered—* is not improving, and the doctor does

not give very encouraging replies to my questions; -
therefore, we shiould be prepared for the worst. Eva,

. you may read the letter out, but not so that he can
'_ hear it. I have not the heart to read it again.”

Then Eva, bedan in a faltermfr voice :

« My DEAR. MOTHER -—I thouorht it better to address

 this letter to you, and it will not be necessary for you

to show it to father. When I received your last, I was

. very much surprised, for you had never rentioned in
* & previous one that there was anything serious ailing

“dear papa. And you formerly stated that your whea.t

.was a grand-crop, and would soon be ripe. I really do

not know how to write about father, as you thought
the warm spring weather would restore him to health.
On'the other hand, a young man remained here over
night lately, and, upon being questioned by Mr.

;Cameron he stated that he had been out to Mamtoba '
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and was now returnmg, that he had spent a few days

- with one of your neighbors.” He said that pupa was

dying of consumptlon when he left. It is almost
intolerable to think that I:am away here, and com-
fortable, too, while you are in such trouble ; but I hope
the young man was mistaken. I at tirst determined
to take the train for home the next morning, to help
you and to see poor papa once more; but, after some
consideration, I concluded that I had better remain at
my post, because it would take the most of the money

I have to go, while I should not have sufficient to . .
bring me back. I should probably lose my situation, .

and be an expense to you. I thought that if I did

not go I'could send you the money; and remain in a~

position to assist you in the future. I enclose a draft

for fifty-five dollars, which I hope you will receive

before Christmas. I wish you would permit me to tell

grandpa the extent of your wheat failure, as he might

send you some assistance. It is almost impossible for
me to go to school and teach all day while thinking so
much about papa. There is only one comfort about it,
and that is the greatest consolation of all: that he is

.a good man, trusting in the Saviour, and that our loss

will be his gain. T hope he will not suffer much in
his illness. After I am in bed I think about you, and
how good and kind papa always was, and of the happy

vacation I spent at home two years ago. Then I cry-

myse]f to sleep and dream of him. But God knows
what is good for us, and we must be resigned. Try
and bear up under your sorrow, dear mamma. 1

should Iike one of the girls to send me word very ..

often how he is. 1 always try to live as papa taught
me; ‘and if—oh! if I should never see him again ‘in
this world, I will try to meet him in heaven.
“My love to you all.
“Your lovma daughter,
““ MAGGIE.”
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Eva paused more than once to wipe away the tears
which dimmed her eyes; and as she finished reading,
all four were weeping. A cough and a footstep in
Mr. Brock’s room aroused them. -The mother dried
her eyes and tried to smile, while ‘the younaer ones
passed quietly out-doors.

The bracing air cheered them up a little, and" the}
felt somewhat relieved of their sorrow. It was cold
standing “about until their eyes lost their red, swollen
appearance, so they went tobocmamno to warm them-
-selves.

When they returned their tather was 51tt1ncr in the’
rocking-chair, egting some grapes which a nelghbor

 had broucrht to him. .Hls cheeks were flushed, he

"looked happy, and smiled upon his children, as he said .
“I am glad tosee-you enjoy. yourselves in this frosty
climate;” and as he turned to Frank, he asked:
« How are the horses and cows domcr A | haﬁve not
seen them for some time.” .

“Very well; they are warm, and I gave them an -
~ extra dinner.”

«Please pass the Bible to me, Frank I will read
what is told us about the happy home in heaven,-so

~that you may all learn to set your minds upon secur-

ing an entrance there.”
Whlie he read the 21st cha.pterof Révelat;on his
fa.ce wore a bright and enraptu bured look and his voice

indicated a- joyful heart.
When he reached the fourth verse “And God shall

“wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall -
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a

- be no more death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither
shall there be any more pain: for the former things
are passed away,” he repeated it. He also repeated

- the following :

“And the building of the walls of it s f Jjasper;
and the city was pure gold like unto clear glass. -

“And I saw no temple therein: for the Lord God
Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it,

“And the city had no need of the sun, neither of

" the moon, to shine in it; for the glory of God did
lighten it, and the Lamb is the light theteof ” Then
he remarked :

“My eough troubles me more ‘when I read thoucrh I
love to give you these precious truths. Please sing
that comforting hymn, °Art thou Weary, art ‘thou
languid.’”

Eva sat down to the organ, her brothers and sisters
O’a,thered round her, and ;mngled their young voices in
the hymn, trying to hide their trouble. -

. Their feelings led them to sing it with more expres-
sion than many a trained city choir does. Their father
enjoyed it, and they all felt comforted. ‘

When _they left the organ, he drgw Myrtle to him—

his family was becoming more precious—and said,

tenderly : “My baby Myrtle, try to remember this

Christmas, dear.”. Myrtle felt there was a shadow
fa.llmg upon them, though . she’ could not comprehend
it, as she whlspered ’ : :

“Yes, papa.” J
~ He gently pressed her tiny hand in hlS ﬁne but- ﬁ'hm

one, and said : L ‘
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«“Jesus loves you. Never forget to read your Bible,
little pet.” A few days after Christmas, Mr. Brock
was sitting in the midst of his family (as soon as their
work was over they repaired to his side, feeling that
it was profitable to be there), when he asked :

“Eva, was Winona here yesterday ?” She’looked at
her mother inquiringly, for Mrs. Brock and the chil-
dren thought that Winona’s lessons should be dispensed

~ with during his illness. It had been difficult to per-

suade her to take a short vacation. She came repeat-

edly after Eva had. given her the last lesson, and stooi,’;/_

book in hand, leaning against the house, in the fros

until some one noticed her. They always invited her
in-to the fire, when she would inguire for Mr. Brock,
and go away. So, when questioned by her father, Eva

replied :
“No, papa.”
“Do you think she is ill 2”
“No, I think she is quite well. She is becoming a
. very sensible woman, dear,” said Mrs. Brock, anxious
that her absence should not annoy him.
“But,” he per51sted “was she here the day before ?”
“No, papa.” .
~ “When was she here last ?2” , '
“She has not had a lesson for a week ; her lessons
are of little consequence for awhile. We decided to
_give all our attention to you.” C C
“ Her lessons will not disturb me, and they are very
. important, more so than you imagine. I may give
you an idea of the vast work to be done among them,
as I have been reading lately about the Indians.
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“There are some hundreds of tribes of American
. Indians, and they differ from each other very much.
The Mexicans and Peruvians were highly civilized, for
they were rich, "built magnificent houses, and were
familiar with séveral of the arts and sciences, particu-
larly astronomy. They worshipped the sun. According
" to the authority of Dr. Brown, there are about one
hundred and ten thousand Indians in North America.”

“ Are there many of these civilized ?” asked Eva.

“ A large number of tribes are sufficiently civilized
to live by agriculture, and among these are some men
and women who are intelligent, polished, and highly
educated.”

«I ewonder if there ‘are any in this part of the
country who have won any distinction.”

"“Not -long since, Mr. West was telling me of an
Indian minister whom he had the pleasure of meeting.
He had passed all the necessary examinations with-
credit, and was very zealous in his work among his
degraded brethren. This worthy man sang a hymn in
his native language to an assembly of other ministers.”

“ This account of them is very encouraging for me, -

and I believe our brightest expectations of Winona’s
future will yet be realized. I shall do my best with
her, papa.”

“That is right; if I should not be with you, I wish

you to persist in having a suitable building erected in .

the reserve, wherein Winona may teach the children
of her own tribe. It seems almost impossible for a
young girl like you to carry on this work ; but Frank
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228 THE BROCUK _ FAMILY.

is becoming a man, and he will take my place in this
as well as in other respects. Will you not, Frank 2”

In a tremulous voice he answered :

“Yes, father.”

“But to continue, advise her to pursue her studies,
especially her Bible, with unremitting zeal. And
encourage her, by every effort in your power, to
seminate her knowledge among her people. Above
all, do not fail to ask God to-be your leader.”

“Yes, father, I will make it my study to spread the
Gospel among these Indians ;” and Eva placed her hand
in her father’s, whlle the tears coursed down her
cheeks.

When Mrs. Brock and Eva were busy in the kitchen
one afternoon, Frank entered,” having a tiny, white
frozen spot on his nose, and another on his cheek
while he carried an empty flour-sack under his arm

“Let me rub your cheek with snow before you go
to the fire, Frank.”

“Is it nipped ? My back was to the wind, and I.
- came so fast that I thouoht I was all right. There,

that will do. Thank you.”
“Faith,” said Mike, “it’s cowld here but you don’t

fale it.” .
“So you were unsuccessful,” said his mother, in a

disappointed tone.
“Yes ; but never mind, I shall get some ﬁour yet,”

to-night.”
“What did they.say ? . Were tﬁey out of it 27
“No; Mr. German coolly said, ‘ Flour is mnoney these

IR E1]

times, I can’t be lending, or selling it on credit.

/
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" “What did you tell him ?” inquired Mrs. Brock.
“Well, I told him what you said, that considering
father’s state, you did not care about my leaving the

house long enough to go to town, especially in this
cold snap, and that we would pay him as soon as we -

got a bag. And I also told him that we had a draft
which we could not get cashed untll we went to
Buffalo Horn.”

“That’s too bad, after the way poor papa worked in

_ the fire to save his bulldmgs and children. Never
~mind, when I finish ‘this knitting we'll receive the pay

for it, and this, with the money Martha earned, will
buy a whole bag instead of & half, as you intended.
Perhaps we can send to town with some one passing,”
said Eva.

- At this juncture Mike muffled himself up; and

Begged Mrs. Brock to allow him to goto town for some

flour; and it was with no, little persuasion that she

convinced him that the weather was too severe. ;

“What a giddy girl I was two years ago Christrhas,”

said Martha, to whom trouble was bringing thought-
fulness, “when I thought the possession. of a new
dress the height of happiness. Now I think it is not

good for us to be too comfortable in this world; we
might never be willing to leave it. But I po Wlsh we

had a bag of flour and a few apples for father.”
There was at this juncture a knock at the door, and
a neighbor entered, inquiring : : '
"“ And how is Mr. Brock to-day ?”
“Very weak, but rather easier, thank you.”
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230 THE BROCK FAMILY.

“I am glad to hear he is not suffering so much. It
has been bad weather for some days, so that you could
not go to town. I thought I'd run in and see if you
wanted to send for anything,as I am on my wa.y
there.”

“Oh, thank you! If you would bring us half a bag
of flour, you would oblige us very muc )

“Now, you never mind sending for that I kept
plenty of ‘wheat last fall to do two years, so if Frank
goes over now he can get a couple of bags of flour,
and you can give me some wheat next fall. 5

“We shall not forget your kindness” said Mrs.
Brock ; “now I wish you would bring usa dozen apples,
- if you can keep them from freezing.”
~ “Yes, yes. Let me know when I come back what I
can do~ for you,” as he put his head in at the door
again.

The children were delighted that they were to have
such a supply, and Mrs. Brock said:

“Ske that, now; we have good neighbors. We will
do what we can for his wife and family in the way of
knitting and sewing.” .

« Mother said Eva, I think a kind neighbor must
have let Shakespeare have a bag of flour when he was
in need, and it prompted him to write :

| “4¢The friends thou hast, and the‘lr a.doptloﬁ triéd,
Grapple them to thy soul With hooks of steel.’”

“That kmd nelghbor lived in owld Irela,nd sure,”
said Mike.
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“I wish such kind-hearted people as this man would
. have a fortune left them; they would do so much
good in the world.” ’

“I should like to see them get along better than

they are doing, but wealth often.changes the dispo-
sition,” returned Mrs. Brock.

While Martha was s1tt1n0' be51de her father’s bed
that day, he said:

“1 should like to see Maggie once more, but there is
not time now. I wish you would get some paper, and
write for me. I will tell you what to say.”

“Yes, papa; I shall put it in your own words.”

When she was ready, her father said :

“ Write : A

« My DEAR DAUGHTER MAGGIE —1I have been wish-

ing to see you lately, but must be satisfied by writing :

to : you. My lungs have been troubling me for some
time.- Not long ago the .doctor pronounced it con-
sumptlon Still I hoped that the warm weather might
improve my health, but on his last visit, he gave me
no hope. I have suffered very little. T expect to go
to Heaven, because I am trusting in the Lord Jesus
Christ. +I wish you to meet me in Heaven. Be kind
.to each other. . Read your Bible and obey it, and do

not set your heart upon this world. Do not fret about -

me, I am ready to go Remember what I have told
you L T
- “Your LoviNG FATHER.”

Ma.rtha wrote this letter whlle her eyes were- dlm-

with tears, and she thoufrht
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«I will place my treasure in Heaven, so that I can
face death as bravely as papa.”

When the friendly neighbor called on his way home,
he unbuttoned his great buffalo coat, then an under
one, and gathered from the different pockets some
beautiful rosy apples, quite untouched by the.searching
frost, saying, as he did so:

“T will warm myself thoroughly and go in to see.
Mr. Brock, if it will not disturb him.”

“He will be glad to see you,” replied Mrs. Brock.

" “How 'do you feel to-night, Mr. Brock ?” he ten-
derly inquired.

“I am easy, thank you, but it will nat be long now.”

“I am very sotry.” 7

“No, there’s no occasion for sorrow, there’s no sorrow
there -1 believe you are trustmg in the Saviour, my
friend.”

“Yes, I am happy to say that I am trying to walk
in the footsteps of our Lord Jesus. I shall come back -
in the morning. Good-night, my friend.” A

“Good-bye, and thank you very much for your
kindness.”

Mr. Brock had been thankful, patient and con-
siderate through his prolonged illness, thereby setting
an exa.mple long to be remembered by those associated
w1th him. -

- When this neighbor parted with Frank, he said :
~ “Come for us 1f he grows weaker, and I and some
of the other neighbors will arrange to assist you for a

few days.” -




DEATH. 233

The coarse exterior of this man, like that of the
‘pine-apple, was no index to what was within. He
then drove away, only to return before breakfast the
following morning. '

For the last week, when bedtime came, Mike insisted
upon remaining up all night with Mr. Brock ; and the
night before he died, Mike was found at three o’clock
in the morning, sound asleep, stretchied on the floor
close up to the outside of Mr. Brock’s door, holding an
apple which he had hoped to give to his foster-parent.
Frank carried the affectionate boy; undisturbed, avi"ay
to bed. _

Mr. Brock was now rapidly sinking. He took short
sleeps, and frequently awoke as if to give a charge to
one of the family, and would then doze off again.

At one time he said to Frank :

“See that you drive your mother to church regu-
~ larly; she is not able to walk.” Another time, in a

wandering manper : Treat Mike well,” and “ Sow your
wheat early.”

- After another sleep, he said, with deep earnestness :

“It is hard to .part-with you all, but meet me in.

Heaven.” -

He gave his hand to each of his family in_solemn
farewell. After this he lay quiet, except to motion for
his parched lips to be moistened a few ‘times.

At last he passed calmly away, leaving a grief-
stricken family.

It was a sad, sad house.
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234 THE BROCK FAMILY.

‘¢ And silent stood his children by,
Hushing their very breaeh,» .
Before the solemn sanctity
Of thought o’ersweeping death ;
Silent—yet did not each young breast
With love and reverence melt ?
“Oh'! blest be those (loved ones)—and blest

That home where God is felt.”
—Hemans.

: P
Kind neighbors did all that could be dene, and he"
was laid in the "grave by friends, far from his native
land, and then God spread His mantle of snow over the
ground as an emblem of the purity of the redeemed.

..
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BRIGHTER DAYS. .

CCUPA:TION seldom fails to ease afflicted mlnds

So tlle work which the providing of the neces-
saries of- life pressed- upon ‘the Brock children lent its
assistance to cheer ‘their desponding hearts. ‘

The girls had made remarkable progress at hat-

‘making, and were now preparing the hats for sale.

While they worked away they counted and valued

their produce, and made numberless memoranda of the
good thmcrs they wished tq’ purchase Once Myrtle

said:
“Let me make another memorandum, please. A bag
of flour, some canned tomatoes to plea.se mamma, tea

- and_ sugar, sugarsticks; oatmeal I s’pose, a dress for -

mamma, and some garden seeds, and ‘a side-saddle.”
“We must try to have a good garden this summer,”

said Martha, who had taken charge of the house for -
some time, as her mother had lost her "int_e'rest n
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housekeeping, and, indeed, in almost everythinrr of
late.

“Yes, though we shall ‘miss papa, he alwa.ys helped
in the garden. But he is better off. We should
remember his wish, and try to meet him in Heaven.”

Frank began seeding again, but he was alone. - The
crocuses bloomed as gaily, the birds sang as sweetly,
and the sun shone as brightly as they did the summer
before, and the weight upon the afflicted hearts was
wearing gradually away.

-Winona continued to improve, she spoke well, sang
and played several hymng, and was preparing to teach™
in autumn, when it wasnﬁoped there would be a new
school-house.

The summer passed uneventfully Maggie sent
what money she could, the garden produced its share
of early vegetables, berries were abundant, and thus
the Brocks were comfortable until the grain ripened..
There was no early frost this yéar, and Frank had a
large crop of choice wheat. : S

Then Eva thought:

“T begin to see the prospect of our Indian school-
house, as people all over the land are alrea.dy looking
brighter.”

" One day, Mr. West the pastor called to say:

"«T have kept in remembrance the promise I made in
reference to the Indian school-house ; this envelope
contains a few subscriptions, Miss Eva. ;" and he handed
it to her, and drove away.

It contamed a handsome sum,-collected by Mr West,
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_ together with his own contribution. She placed this

treasure in her mother’s care, and remarked :

“I do not feel worthy of this work. God must have
put it into the hearts of these people to give so liberally
to such a good cause.”

A few days later when ]'Sra.nk was coming from

town the girls met him, as they often did, a short dis-
tance from the house.

“Well, Frank, getting back ? Get any letters?”

inquired Myrtle. Mail-day, with its letters from old
friends, is welcomed by many of the settlers with a
half-holiday and a Sunday dress, as if a letter could
see with the eyes of the writer.

“ None for you, Myrtle, but a revlstered one for Eva,
which must contain something Wonderful S

They all watched eacrer]y, as she opened her first

‘money-letter

-“QOh, see here! a hundred-dollar cheque for the
Indian school-house.. This is more than encouraging.
I presume the gentleman imagines I am a real grown-
up woman. Hear what he says:

“ Miss Eva Brocg.

 “MapamM,—Pardon me for taking the liberty *to
address you. . Your worthy minister and ' other
responsible persons have informed me of your noble
work in educating an Indian girl, and of your
efforts to establish a school on -the reserve. The

friendly feeling of these Indians towards the white
_settlers, to which the education of this girl may lead,

interests me in a financial as Well asina phxlanthroplc

-
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manner. I possess considerable land bordering on the
reserve, which I can neither sell nor rent, owing to its
proximity to the Indians. Thanking you for perse-
vering so bravely, I enclose a cheque “for one hundred

“dollars (3100) to ajd in building the school-house.

“Yours faithfully,
“J. BICKLE.”

“I am becoming alarmed, Frank ; people think me
better than I am. What if weé lose some of this
money ! I shall at most require the dictionary to
translate his letter. Let me see, philos, a friend, an-
thropos, a man ; now I have it—a friend of man.”

«T, too, feel very responsible about this; Eva,” said

~ Frank, “for father asked me to take his place in the -

erection of this bulldmtr and we must act as consci-
entiously as he would have done. Mamma said that:
she would give you twenty dollars when we sell the
wheat ; and here is a letter from Maggie, in ‘which she
also promises you twenty dollars, owing to the interést -
papa had taken in the matter. We will talk it over
with mamma and Mr. West, and try to "have it com-

“pleted before the cold weather sets in.”

Winona was. delighted at the prospect of having a
new school-house for her work. The incentive led her
to double the length of her lessons, and to learn more
thoroucrhly '

The minister examined her, and pronounced her a
suitable candidate for church membership, which assur-
ance afforded Mrs. Brock and her family, as well as
the minister, much cause for thankfulness.
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In the course of a few weeks there were two school-
houses being built, one of which was for the white
children, in the Brock nexcrhborhood

A teacher was required for the latter; Eva, who

had creditably passed the late teachers’ examination,

put in an-application, and was accepted at a reasonable
salary. She owed this appointment much to the influ-

ence of Mr. Turner, who stated that a young lady who -

practised so much self-denial in good causes could not
fail to exert herself for the benefit of the pupils.
“Eva,” said Martha earnestly, after they had retired

one night, “ I have been thinking seriously about my .

state ever since papa’s death. I wish to be good like
you and papa, and othergood Christians; but I only
seem to come up to the brink, and cannot cross over.”

“My dear, Martha, I ‘'am glad to find you anxious

. about your soul ; but you cannot be oood alone. Ask~

God to-lead you to Jesus.”

“I have asked Him,” she replied, “and I believe
that Jesus died for sinners, but I cannot exactly take
Him to myself, for I am so w1cked I fear I should

commit a.sin after I had-accepted Him. It issoeasy

‘to sin even when I am struggling against it. There
are different kinds of sin, too, for if we do anything
that God has forbidden, it is a sin of commission ; if
we leave anything undone that we ought to have done,
‘like not loving God, not reading the Bible and pray- -
ing to God, not doing good to other people’s bodies
and souls, it is a sin of omission. ~Even if. we live so
that others think we are not sinning, we are apt to
sig-by THINKING that whlch is evil” '

~
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“ But, dear Martha, Jesus did not die to take away
our sins up to the time that we accept Him, and then
leave us to struggle through the future alone. He
took them away for our whole lives, after we accept
Him, as well as before that change. Christ does no-
thing by halves. The Bible says, But if we walk in
the light, as He is in the light, we have fellowship one

" with another, and the blood of Jesus Christ His Son

cleanseth us from «ll sin’  Not part of sin, but all sin.
And ‘Repent ye, therefore, and be converted, that your
sins may be blotted out.’” Here again, it does not say
part of your sins, it says your sins, and that means

‘all of them.”

“ That was my trouble all the time; you have, thrown

the light upon it. But surely it would not be nght to
- go on sinning after acceptlncr Jesus ?”

“Not to let sim reign,” said Eva, “but I think we

cannot keep altogether free from sin in this world, for

“If we say that we have no sin, we deceive ourselves,

and the truth is not in us’ God’s power and our love
for Jesus remove the desire to sin, and prevent us

from sinning wilfully. The lonoer we try the less

will sin have dominion over us.

“I see it clearly ngw, dear Eva. 1 do lay all my

sins on Jesus. He alone is the foundation of my hope.
Is it not too bad that He suffered for us when He had
not a sin of His own? It seems to me, now, as if I
had wished for a ticket to heaven; I knew Jesus was

‘the only one who could give one, so I asked Him to

give me a ticket, because I knew He loved me. - He
did so, and now that I have it I am extremely happy.”
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Then Eva prayed that God would keep her dear

sister firm in her trust of the Saviour, and thanked .

God for bringing Martha to Him.

Now that prospects were brlo'htemncr Mrs. Brock‘

advised Maggie to join them. A number of schools
were ‘being established throughout the country, and
she thouaht Maggie would have no trouble in procur-
ing a situation.

The day upon which she was expected had a,rrlved
and great were the preparations.to welcome her.

“I see a speck on the trail about three miles away,
‘cause its near that big bluff, and I'm going to watch
and see if it is not Frank and Maggie,” exclaimed
Myrtle. S

“Very likely,” returned Mrs. Brock ; “ Martha, you
had better put the kettle on.”

Myrtle continued to watch, until at last the horses
turned in towards the house, “and their own Maggie

. ‘was with them once more. -
There were naturally a few tears shed at first; for

her presence brought thoughts of the absent father to

their minds. After Maggie was cosily seated in her
mother’s rocking-chair, she said :
«1 was not expecting so many changes. . Martha is
- really a woman ; of course, Eva is taller, while Myrtle
will soon be as tall. as I, and I see that I must present
Frank with a razor.”
““ Yes, Martha is a woman, and a good woman, too.

She has taken my plaece as housekeeper, and is
16
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economical, neat, and an excellent cook,” remarked
Mrs. Brock,’as she smiled complacently upon her.
“That'’s a good report, Martha, but how do you get
along cooking without fruit #” inquired Maggie.
“The merchants are importing carloads of apples

this fall, and selling them quite cheap; besides, we -

gathered a great many cranberries, Saskatoon berries
and black currants last summer,” said Martha.

" Meanwhile Myrtle stole quietly into the:cellar, and
brought two fine apples for Maggie, saying to her

mother “ May I get Maggie a taste of Saskatoon ber-

ries, they’re so funny ?2”

« Martha has tea nearly ready, and she’ll have some -
~ on the table,” said her mother. “I am afraid you may

not care for them, Maggie. And how did you leave
grandma and-grandpa ?”

“They have not changed much, while the farm
remains the same, unless you might notice the fence
leaning a trifle, and the absence of one of the balm-of-
gilead trees, which was shattered by lightning.”

“ Which one ?” inquired-the mother.

“ The one nearest the lilac hedge.”

“T guess I would notice it.. We were married under
that very tree, and a great party there was in that

shady, fragrant yard.” I fancy I can see them all, as-

if it were yesterday;” and she leaned back in her

- chair, preparatory to a long’talk about those happy,

bygone days, regardless of the keen appetites of her
children. “Your papa was young, handsome and

_ gallant. The same minister married your grandma

’ —_———
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- and grandpa more than twenty years before. Jemima
Hastings looked beautiful in white that day; poor
thing. She's had her own hardships, too. Her hus-
band was killed. They were driving home from the
city, and on the side of the mountain the harness gave
way ; they were all thrown out; he was killed, and
she was left with a broken arm. After that their
.only boy died of scarlet fever.”

“Yes, mamma, I was visiting her a short tlme ago ;

she sent for mre because you were her old school-
mate.”

“How well 1 should'enjoy a visit there, too! We

could sympathize with each other mow.”
“ Well, as I was saying, mamma, they are very com-
- fortable, and she was telling me about you finding a
watch.” . :
~ “To be sure!”
“She said that you came up to play with her, a.nd-
_ you went to the field together to pick: green peas.
- While picking away she said that she heard a watch

ticking. You wore a low-necked dress, and you

slipped your hand in your bosom and drew out a large
silver watch, which you had found on your way.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Brock, impatient to finish the tale,
"“and I gave it to grandpa. He sent for the owner,
who drove up in a covered buggy. He asked your
grandpa if I'might go with him as far as the store. I
was lifted into the shining carriage and we drove
away. There I sat happier than a queen, though I
wore a pink sun-bonnet and was barefooted. " knew
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by the twinkle of grandpa’s eye that I was safe. He
led me into the store, looked at some dress-goods, and
asked me which I preferred. "I chose a red piece, and
it was not long until I was running along homeward,
hugging it in my arms. But I am forgetting. . Come

" to tea, please,” said Mrs. Brock, reminded of the fact; . -

ag she noticed Frank eating a piece of -hot biscuit,

“and Myrtle pointing pathetically to her mouth.

As Mrs. Brock poured out the tea, she remarked:
“Jemima’s mother-in-law lived w1th her. Is she-
still living 2” ’
> “Yes, she is ninety-one, and very forgetful Mrs.
Brown told her who I was, and when she shook hands
with me she sat down beside me, still holding my hand,
as she plied me with questions, some of which were:
‘Was your father Hughy Brock 2’ < Was your mother
Maggie Gladstone?” Then she said, ¢ Well, I knew
your father, they called him Dandy’ She put on her
spectacles and looked my face over until I blushed
crimson, then she said, ¢ Your eyes are like your grand-
mother Brock’s, but she had a better nose than you

A ha.ve Shé continued to hold my hand, and after a

few minutes said to Mrs. Brown, in a squeaking, tremu-’
lous voice, ‘ Jemima, who did you say this girl is?’
a.nd every time she was told she shook my hand
agam .
| Then ﬁmshmcr her Sa.skatoon berries, she smiled and
88.1117 ’ - i
“The bernes are sweet and dehclous
- “T am glad you like them,” said her mother, as. she
raised her handkerchief to her eyes.
: i

-
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- The next morning, while enjoying their breakfast,

Frank said:

*“Mamma, jf you and Maggie put on your things, I
will drive you to any place you wish.”
7 “That will be delightful,” returned Maggie.

“Very well,” said Mrs. Brock, “ we might take her
to see your-father’s grave, then go on and. visit' Mr.
and Mrs. West. I have not yet spent an hour-at their
place. Myrtle, please cut the prettiest flowers in the
window, put them-in a tumbler of water, and I will
. set them on-papa’s grave.”

4 -~ A short drive brought them to the churchyard As

she stood for the hrst time at her father's grave,

B Maggie thought of her pleasant visits at home, how
her father often brought her a newly-fallen harvest .
apple; some choice heads of wheat to admire, and how -
he sorted his illustrated papers to show her his favor-
_ite pictures. Then she thought of his earnest Bible

, lessons, and his sorrow when any of them did wrong.
Her mind even wandered away back to her very young
days, when he brought them a toy duck that quacked,
and how he arose in the night when they coughed in
their sleep, to cover them a.nd slip a little liquorice into
their gaping mouths. At last she thought of -him
happy in Heaven, where Jesus as well as her father,
had invited her to. go.  All remained silent but
thoughtful.  When they turned to come away, Frank
said: ' o

-“There was a noble young man drowned inla pond

not far away ; his body lies here, and this case of wax.

>

S~
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flowers wags sent across the ocean, by his s0’ri’6wing
mother, to be placed upon his grave.”

The drive in the refreshing wind over the wide-
spread prairie cheered them again. The view was -
extensive, as shortly after thev left, home they could
see the town of Buffalo Horn. = «

“ Here,” remarked Mrs. Brock, as they ,d‘rd,ye over
the dry, stony bed of a deep ravine, “is; where we
‘stuck’ when we were moving out. This hollow was
nearly full of muddy water, and the horses plunged
in it, until I feared they never would come out alive.
The waggon sank in the mud when we were near the
edge. ‘After part of the load was removed we climbed
over the dash-board and thus reached the muddy
ground. Your father tried again to start the poor
horses, but they walked out w1th only the tongue amd
the front wheels.” ’

“You had _great trouble and how did you rea.ch
home?”

“A rough lookmrr man, dressed in duck, drove along
- at the time; he spoke friendly, lent us his waggon,
helped your fa.ther to.load it up, and‘pulled our broken
- one out of the slough. Maggie, in. former days, I
thought that only broadcloth proved the gentleman ;
I have since learned that.the heart makes the gentle-
man, and that such a heart is-as often found under
soiled duck as under broadcloth.” The last words
were spoken as they reached their destination. "

M. and Mrs. West received them. warmly.

“T wish you had brought Eva, too,” said Mrs, West,

I~
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in a disappointed tone, “we think there is no one
like her. How is Winona progressing ?2” -

- “Eva expected to give her a lesson, and so6 was
unable to accompany us, thank you. Winona is doing
very well. Indeed, she studies harder and learns
faster than our girls did ; it may be because leammg
is a novelty to her,” returned Mrs. Brock.

<Mr. West and Frank now entered, and the former,_

addressing his wife, said:
“ What do you think these kind-hearted people ha,ve
brought us ?”

“ 1 am sure I could not guess; they should not go to
the trouble of bringing anything.”

“ Well,-they have brought us no less than a bag of

the best flour, a ham, a turkey, a bag of potatoes, one

of turnips, besides paying the ba.lance of their yearly
- subscription.”

«T am thankful. Mrs. Brock, “you are too kind.

They are very acceptable, for I whispered to Mr. West
when I saw you drive up, that there was only half a
" loaf, and neither flour nor money in the house. I was
nervously waiting until Mr. West borrowed a little

ﬂour'to make a pan of biscuits. Thank,you, very

muc

“ No no, it is only a trifle; we have abundance this
year,” replied Mrs. Brock. .

Then Mr. West sat down with hlS guests and began

“to speak of-what was upperthost in his mind, the new . _

“church near Mrs. Brock s,

“ Are you aware, some two years ago, the\fa.rmers
16* .
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- and a part of the town congregation subseribed enough
to build- a neat, little frame church, but as adverse
times followed, we deemed it wise to wait until people
became able to pay what they had promised ? It is
gratifying to state that several have already paid their
subscription since they threshed. I am happy to say
that we may let the contract and have-the church
built and ready to use before Christmas.”

“That is very encouraging,” replied Mrs. Brock,
“we will do what we can, too, of course. Meeting for
service in a private house gives the family con31derable

s#trouble, while people feel more at ease in a church.”

“The settlement will have a better appearance with
three new buildings,” said Maggie. P

“Yes,” said Mrs, West, who entered the room, having
“her sleeves rolled up, and a sprinkling of flour on her
dress. “How do you like the appearance of the prairie,
Miss Brock ?”

“Tt is a great change’; I miss the large, old trees
L ' shadmo‘ the houses, but I beheve there are a,dva.ntacres
S T _ " which compensate

“Yes, I suppose so; it is very healthy, and cool
during summer nights, land free or cheap, and very
few snakes or caterpillars. Still T felt very home-

_ sick at first.”

. “I have been quite fortunate in securing speaken

and singers for the;openmcr of Eva’s. Indian school. A

K : professor from one of our leading. colleges wrot: e
that he was going farther west, and would make it

convenient to spend a day here to attend the opening,
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while the other resident ministers of the town will
give short addresses ; and an Indian minister, who is
stationed about ninety miles north, has volunteered to

address his brethren: Our choir is practising a few
anthems and choruses, which, with Winona’s singing, .

will make up a full programme.”

“You have been untiring in your eﬁ’orts to make it

a success.” -
«1 have arrived in time for all the openings,”
remarked Maggie. “I was amused and pleased when

driving in; we met an old gray-haired Indian and

squaw drlvmg along in a new buggy. They had a
good pony, and every available place in their buggy
was filled with parcels.”

“Yes, there was one at the elevator yesterda.y with
a load of good wheat,” said Mr. Wést.

“ While I think of it, Miss Brock, the trustees of a
school some four miles south of your place were
inquiring about a teacher, and I took the liberty to

give them your address; they may visit you this

week.” o

“You are very kind,” returned Maggie, with an
appearance of relief. . “I could have a pony, and ride
from home to that school in the summer, and come
home once a week and spend Sunday in the winter.”

After they reached home, Maggie was much sur-
prlsed at the progress Winona had made in the study
of musie.

“Why!” said Ma.orcrle to her mother, “I had no
idea she could sing so. well and she speaks almost as
plainly as we do.” ‘

e e i e e o
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CONCLUSION.

IME had glided smoothly along, and it. was
Christmas-eve.
Frank had just returned with Maagle from her new
- . school, four miles distant. She had had the good for-
C R - tune to find a home in a refined and pleasant family,
o : Who were considerate of her comfort, and afforded her -
L3 _ -mstructlve and amusing companionship, inasmuch as
g ‘ they had lived in Indla. and the British Isles,. and in
' _their changes.of residence from country. to country '
had travelled around the world, and had acquired an
intimate knowledge of the habits of many strange . . .
~ people. Therefore, Maggie was ‘being continually
DS ‘ enlightened upon the various forms of worship and- - *
) customs of the inhabitants, the improvements and
) pqcuhantles of the different countries, many of the-
stories being illustrated by the p¥oduction of some
curiosity or relic. The weather had been chariing,
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and her pupils the most confiding, studious and affec-
tionate children she had ever known.
~ Eva, also, had been now for some weeks installed in
her new situation, and had become familiar with the
names and the dispositions of her dozen pupils, and
w1th som¥’of the requirements of a teacher.

She was amused at recess one -day by two little
girls trying to excel each other in boasting of their
old homes and luxuries, enumerating the various com-

forts they had left behind, each enlarging upon the

former grandeur of her family, and calling to her aid
all her powers of memory, with some invention, in
order to eclipse the magnificent statements of her
rival. Thelast words of the conversa.tlon which rea.ched
Eva’s ears were :

- “And- we "had a dpstpan, too, and mammy says, if

. we was goin’ to move again, she would bring it along.”

There were again pleasant anticipations about the
coming Christmas vacation, arid once more the Brock
famlly were happily united under the roof of their
beloved home. Mrs. Brock was cheerful and contented,
and all the children were enjoying perfeet health. The
fact that Martha and Frank also were active members .
and workers in their ]ftt‘le church was very coshfort-.

" ing te the widowed mother; who found the greatest

consolation for her sad loss, in watchmg in her children
the results of their father’s teaching.
One morning during the. Chnstma.s Vaca.tlon Eva :

drew a long breath. as she awoke, v;gqrously rubbed -

her eyes, and said to Martha:

v
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«T do wish that necklace could be found.”
“ Why,” exclaimed. Martha, “ what's putting that in
" your head so early in the morning 2 I wouldn’t bother
my head about it.”

- “F-can’t help thinking about it almost contmua.lly ;o
but I was dreaming about it last night. I thought I
had been tried for tbeft, found guilty, and imprisoned.

"Iread a long. account of the trial in an illustrated
paper, and saw a picture of my own face peering
through a heavy iron gratmg Then I fancied I saw
that necklace fixed in the air over my head, and I put
my handspp_ to take it: Just as my fingers touched
it it began gently to rise. It kept gradually floating
upward, and I after it, but it was always just beyond
my reach. Wasn't it a foolish dream? Well, after
we got beyond the earth’s atmosphere we went as
swift as lightning towards the sun, and I was terrified
at the thought that I should soon strike the sun. At
last the necklace stretched itself,. enc1rcled the ﬁery
ball and pa.ssed on—" :

« Excuse me, mterrupted Martha, “but where dld
it pass on to?”

“That’s s just what I'd like to know but I had no
time to think, for I came _thump ’against the sun, and
awoke right here in our own good home Oh, I'm so
thankful I'm here !”

“Of course,” replied Ma.rtha, “T'm glad too. It
would be rather inconvenient visiting you away there.
But you might have remained long enough to.petition
his sunship to lengthen our summer a trifle.”
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Eva kept thinking of her dream all the forenoon,
and wondering if there was to be more trouble about
the loss of the jewel.

Just as dinner was over a nelghbor called with the
week’s mail. One letter addressed in a strange hand
to Mrs. Brock caused some surprise, and it was passed
from one to another for examination before it was
opened. One deciphered the word Bradwardine on
the envelope, and wondered if some gentleman friend
of Maggie's had written to ask their mother for the
hand of that young lady. But no two agreed either
as to the writer or to the contents of the letter. At
last some one was moved to suggest that the best

thing, under the circumstances, would be to open and
" read it. When Mrs. Brock, prompted by thl‘l rational
sugnestlon ‘tore open the envelope, what was the
astonishment of the group upon finding a draft for
eight thousand dollars. The young people celebrated
this important event with a series of exclamations,
whistles and shouts, and Myrtle pranced around t,he
room’ in delight. .
“Eight thousand,” repeated Frank; “it must be
. eighty dollars. Look again.’
“Who can it be ftom ? Why isit sent?” mquxred
Eva, and Martha said :
o« Perhaps Grandpa Brock’s old schoolmate, who got.
him to endorse that tremendous note, has found a’
piece of conscience, and sent this money to us.”
“ But why should that be posted at Bradwardine ?”
“ Why, when he came there to pay it and‘found we
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had removed, it would be very natural for him to drop
it in that post-office.”

However, Mrs. Brock: quspcndc(l their conversation
by reading :

“ BRADWARDINE, ONT., ‘
“Dee. 18th, 18—, -

o Buffalo Horn, Man.
“DEAR MADAM,—It is with deep humiliation that we -

- think of our past trecatment of your daughter Eva.

On a recent visit to Kingston we saw our daughterq
missing necklace on a strange lady, and upon inves-
tigation found that the girl Ma.rv Ann Downy (who-
also, we belicve, accused Eva of the theft) had, for a

‘ trlﬂe, sold it in that city. We, after some trouble

recovered the jewel, though the sight of it only pains
us. We both humbly wish to be pardoned by her and
yourself, and should you ever feel the need of a friend
we shall be most ha.ppy to render you any service in
our power. In justice to your daughter we have had
gubhshed in the last paper (a copy of which will be

warded to you) an.apology for the false accusation.
As our ears have not been closed to the report of Miss
Eva’s missionary work, we have decided to humbly
offer the enclosed draft for eight thousand dollars to
Miss Eva, to be used as she thinks best i in the advance-
ment of her Indian work.

- “Your obedient servants,
o “ WALLACE and MARIA HARKNESS.”

“ Eight ‘thousand dollars,” exclaimed Mrs. Brdck ;.
“I'wonder if there’s not some mistake about it. I
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feel as if I'd like to go and tell your father of the good
fortune accompanying your inissionary work. We
must not delay t hanking Mr. and Mrs. Harkness.”
“Oh, mamma,” said Martha “ perhaps papa knew it
before we did.” But how could Mr. Harkness spare so
‘much? He must have been tremendously rich. I
wonder how Miriam liked his sending all this money !”
Eva seemed to be so much overcome with astonish-

ment and joy that she remained silent for a time, while
Mike said :

“TI'll lave it to Frank, if it wasn’t worth more nor - ‘

“eight thousand dollars to be blamed for stalin’ all thxs
time ?” ‘

“«“ Well,” replied Frank, “it is satisfactory to have a
" written clearance of the charge, but any one who knew

about it must have felt satisfied that Eva was not

guilty. It never troubled me; but I think Miriam was

a little hasty in her charge. But what will you do
“'with the money ?”

«1 really don’t know yet:’ we'll talk 1t over. If we
could invest it at ten per cent. it would bring in eight
‘hundred dollars a year, which would do more than pay
Winona’s salary and ‘keep the school in excellent run- -
ning order. Isn’t it great? I had been always afraid
Winona would not get enough pay to keep her as a .
teacher, but now there’s no danger. It must have been
God that put it into Mr. Harkness’ heart to send it. I
ani very thankful. Now I can sleep soundly without -
being haunted with that necklace.”.

They now began to recover from their state of ex-
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citement sufficiently to notice the newspapers. The
Bradwardine weekly paper, which Mrs. Brock contin-
ued to take, lent its holiday attire to announce to the
jealous, the gossiping, the sympathetic part of the
“public, the fact that an heiress—Miriam Harkness—
had clandestinely married and eloped with her*father’s
~ coachman, and that that father had followed and over-
taken them in Rochester, where he endeavored, though
‘in vain, to persuade his truant daughter to return with
him. He then vowed that she should never inherit
his wealth, and returned alone. .

“Yes,” said Mike, sharply, tha.t.s the raison he’s so
liberal wid his money, eh ?” . o

This mterestlng article was further commented upon
at the Brock fireside. One member sympathized with
the father, another with the mother, another with the
daughter, and Mike remarked:

+Faith,it’s for the cowtchman hisself I’'m afther wipin’
me eyes,” as he drew his coat-sleeve in -idle mimicry
across his merry-eyes.

But Eva felt truly sorry that Miriam had married
one whom her parents could not take into their family,
and whom Miriam herself might afterwards despise.

With Mr. West’s assistance, the money (excepting
two hundred’dollars, which was to be immediately ex-
pended upon Winona and more school equipments)
was safely invested so as to produce an annuity of
seven hundred doliars. . Two hundred of this was to
pay the teacher, and the remainder to pay for im-
_provements and necessaries -about- the school-house,
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and for clothing for some of the pupils. Eva now felt
relieved of a great responsibility.

The very next day after Eva’s good news reached .
her, when the girls were busily engaged at some
painting in the sitting-room, a man with weather-beaten
face, and wearing a thin, worn overcoat, a soiled felt
hat, artd having no muffler or overshoes, knocked at
the kitchen door, and asked of Mrs. Brock, who was
alone, if she would give him some dinner. He was

sorry- he could not pay, for it fiow, but he said he
would send them the money in the course of a week,
and, upon -being invited- in and kipdly treated, he
“related’a tale of disappointment. He had bought a
*farm some twenty miles distant, madd one payment on
it, built a shanty, and spent the remainder of his money
in buying a good span of harses and awaggon. He
afterwards went farther west to look for a homestead, .
leaving his property-in charge of a neighbor ; but upon
returning, he found that the nelghbor had suddenly
gone, and taken his, the speaker’s, team and waggon
to parts unknown. Left thus without a team, and not’
having the necessary -money to make the second pay-
ment on his farm,the stranger became discouraged,
" and was now on his way to Winnipeg, where he hoped
to find employment. The dlstreésed ‘man;-who had
walked twenty miles that day, facing a euttirg wind;
' was now beginning to grow warm, and to enjoy the
- well-cushioned chair in which Mrs. Brock had seated
him. She placed some slices of roast t.urkey in some

butter to fry, a mince pie in the oven, an‘d‘ then called
. j\v"/
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Eva to go to the_cellar for her. When Eva entered
the kitchen, she and Mr. Rogers—for it was no other
than he—at once recognized each other, and showed
slight signs of agitation. Eva recovering herself first,
cordla.lly saluted him, but he reached for his hat, and -
said, as he rose to go, that he feared he‘was giving -
them too much trouble. Mrs\Brock did not yet know
his name, but Eva, with genuine sympathy, hurriedly
told him that she was now a teacher, and had her
report to “make out” for the school, and-that she
would like him to explain to her a certain part of it.
Upon being asked by one of his former pupils for this
trifling assistance, he again: sat down hoping to see
the_paper promptly produced, but Eva and her mother
"soon produced & good hot Christmas dinner. Mr.
Rogers was, of course, obliged to partake of it, but he.
- did not really enjoy it as well as an utter stranger

would have done. However, he gave Eva what infor- - L

mation she desired regarding the report (which, by
the way, Maggie could have done equally well), and
aggin prepared to go. But Mrs. Brock, fearing he
would be overcome with fatigue and cold lent him a
buffalo-coat, and sufficient money to pay his fare from
Buffalo Horn to Winnipeg, and despatched Frank with
the horse and sleigh to take hiin to the former place.
Mr. Rogers tried to dissuade them from showing him
so much kindness, but failing in this, he expressed
himself as being deeply grateful, and, without looking
in their faces, bade Mrs. Brock and Eva “ Good-bye.”
The women felt the happier for having warmed and
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" cheered the poor man on his cold journey, and though
the recovery of the jewel was uppermost in Eva’s
mind, it was, of course, never mentioned.

The Indian school-houseswas opened with no little.
ceremony. All the invited speakers and singers were
present, and acquitted themselves in a manner pleasing
and profitable to the audience, which was chiefly com-
posed of the white settlers. Winona was the centre
of attraction, as she appeared in her new brown cloth
dress, made by her own hands. Martha had practised
a little self-denial and given the materials for this
drgss, having previously taught her to be handy with
the.needle. She wore a plain white linen collar, with.

knop of pink ribbon at her throat, and her hair neatly
coiled upon her head.- She, with great presence of
mind, and in a most creditable manner; played and

sang that good old hymn begmnmg, “ From Green-
]ands icy mountains.” :

After the other addresses were delxvered the chair-
man called upon the chief, whereupon he arose, walked
boldly to the platform, and in what he considered a.

- dignified manner, expressed his views ‘by means of a.n’
interpreter. "

‘He thanked the whlte brethren for the mterest
they had taken in the welfare of the poor Indians, for
building so good a school-house, and also for being

) present to witness - the marked -improvement in

Winona. He enlarged upon the benefits which his

tribe would derive from the instructions Winona was

prepared to give them, and expressed great admiration
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~ for the accomplishments and useful knowledge so
kindly imparted to her by Eva. He stated that he
intended asking Migs Eva to give his children a lesson.
every Saturday, and that there was a large number of
childrgn in the reserve waiting for Wmona. to open
her school, which he was glad would be done the
following day. He also dwelt upon the goodness of

Mrs. Brock and Martha, who had taught her to cook -

and sew. As a mark of apprematlon and gratitude .
on the part of himself and his tribe for Eva’s gentle
perseverance and care in the training of their sister
Winona, he begged her to accept a handaome pony,
noted for its speed and docility. The meeting then
_dissolved, and the old chief went out and led the pony
up to the door, already saddled and equipped, and
respectfully placed the bridle in Eva’s hand. She, in
a few well-selected  words, thanked the chief in his

~ own language, when they all dispersed to their several .

~ homes, feeling that the meeting had been very satis-
factory to them all.

‘On New Year’s morning, when Mrs. Brock took her
place at the head of the table, she found a present °
from Maggie and Eva, consisting of their savings for
the last few weeks. She smiled, and with thanks, |
returned the money, stating that they should keep it -
for their own use, as she ha.d deposited in the bank
five hundred dollers for themselves, and two hundred
for Mike, since the .sale of the whea.t and that she
was quite free from debt. - .

. That evening, as they were seated: around the glow-
~ mg fire in the twﬂlght Myrtle said :

-y,
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“Let’s all make a wish.”

“ What would Myrtle like to have now ?” mqmred
Maggie.

“TI'd like a skipping-rope and some long dresses.”

“I wish,” said Frank, “ that I may never find myself'
" in debt; and that iy mother may never receive an
unkind word.”

“I wish, " followed Eva, “that all fheathens may
shortly become Christians.” _
‘Then Martha said, “I wish for health and. strenath.
to perform my household duties; may I be able to

: cook both in regard to quantity and quality, so as to -

minister o the physical needs of this'family, and
satisfy their particularly. vigorous appetites; may I
be endowed with the habits of cleanliness and neatness
to keep all things in the house in a fit and sanitary
state, and have the same always ready and present-
-able for visitors, and those who ‘call for food and rest.”

“I wish,” concluded Mrs. Brock, “that we may
meet an unbroken famlly in heaven.”

A THE END.



