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The Curse of Empty Hands.

At dawn the call was heard,
And busy reapers stirred
Along the highway Isading to the wheat,
“Wilt ¥eep with us?” they sad, 7 L
I emilclt and shook my head.
“Distusb me not,” said [, My dreams are
sweet.”
I ot with folded :ar;d..d' ,

d eaw acrossihe lands ¢
Aél‘he?ui:inz harvest shining on the hill;
,In‘;‘card the reﬂ)‘cu sl&z

eir congs of harvesting,

And thought to go, but dreamed and waited
still.
The day ot last-was done,
And homeward one, by one,
The reapers went,well laden as they passed;
Their'a was no misspent day,
Ne lon s hours dreamed away
1a sioth, that turns to sting tho soul at laet.
A reaper lingered near.
#* cried he. “Idle here?
o are the sheaves your hands have
bhonnd 7
"“Alas!” T made reply.
“1 fet the day pass by
“Until toolate tr work. T dreamedthe hours
8“’3_"-"
“On, foclish onr.‘!"hhc‘:\ulg.
And sadly shool his head,
*The d{caml-c soul is in tho way of death.

The karyest soon is o'er,

Rouse up 2ad dream no more!
Act, lu‘; the summer fudeth like a breath,
“What if the mnster came
To-night, and called your name,
. Asking how many sheaves your hands had
made?
If st the Lord’s commands
You showed hut empty hands,
. Coundemned, vour dreaming soul would
stand dismayed.”
Filled with strange tecror then,
Lec chance come not again,
‘I sought the wh:at ficlds while the others

slent,
“Porhaps ere break of day,”
The Lord will come this way,”
A voice kept saying, till, with fear, I wept.
Through ol the long, still night,
Amonyg the wheat ficlds white,
.~ I reaped and bound the sheaves of yellow
w .. grain. i
I dared not pausc to rest,
Buch fear pozsessed my breast,
8o for my dreams I paid the price In pain,
But when the morning broke
And résted reapers woke, : X
My hcagc leaped up as sunrise kissed the
lands,
For came he soon or late
'The lord of the . state
Would find me bearing not the curse of
empty bands.

A THANKFUL THANKSGIVING.

PARTI.
ON THE HILLA.
“But, Harry, you surely do not thick

| Harry took his mother's face. between

his hands. >

This is what I think, you most precious
of all mothers. There is no game in the
woods; there 13 nothing, or next to noth-
ing, to eat here in the house. Hector
knows the first as well as I; and you the
rest; =0 we mike & very respectable ma-

jority, you see.” :
me cglled, litted

¢ his huge se}f from the 'floor’ and came

¢4 4 gver to join:in'the conwersation.: If you

o e pyille Wikd geesssail

will add together ali the best dogs you

#aw or heard of, and -then multiply
gvy';ﬁ"d,' you have Hector 1o the life.

It wasgoing to be an early winter,

. even for,Upper . Highlands. The leaves

"'sald’d0, 'as they tumbled and or:stleg
ough the iong gullies of the wood ; an
g i “M.M&e'gﬂocked

. w séieouthwand inlongy waveing: lnee, look
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baiaqe tiought of them pefoge.”. . 7
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ing 1ik¥ black, crooked arrows, hizh up
in the sky. But, surest of all, the child.
ren in the valley said so, as they bun-
*"dled off to school, trying to think of les-
sons which, somehow or other.‘ wo\x]ldn't
$ eysang,hut would ghaageinto skates
ﬁ! slé’gd t?::grg they ktew'it.’ Back on
the bills, where Harry and his mother
lived, winter was surely coming. ‘The
bleak wind whistled about the littie
house and roared down the large chim-

.gave ;plenty of
{ ;'gcf !’tzg]gg‘getoux!y
shook dowr, so that the ﬁrf_p zce w:.s ul(i
rearing,with. of warmth an
T e ool M barce.  Th it
tle farm had refused to do its share, and
the harvest had been emall, ,iht;iieedl. In
~the wood - wher: ne always
e T ey 1t had fatled,
and thelittle househald wgs sorely pressed;
, «Thefa.is.no helpifor it.my boy,” sai
his mother. You must go to the village
for assistance.”

Lty “Not to begt” ;11 ¢

D44 1% No, do. . Nof; Go;U'e‘g?’ .m“!"fred‘gz

mother, cheerfully. “Bat, see here.”™
Harry tgok ip dis hend the little white
box: /Tudte u:&m fpiok lay a pair
of tiny diamond ear-ringa. The seiting
of goid was old and dingy, butthe stones

- sparkled briliisatly. as.eyee:

e
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= “I botwht those, Harry, When quite a
young girl, and womder I've pever

.--fuﬁd .gou_gHall not think of them
now, darling. Why will you not let me
to.tha.wil and.get. wark? Hector
le?ﬁlsfiy-wimou. 4ad-every night I
will come back.”
“No, Harry, no.
at night, and I

Bagk” the kil
cou’.ﬂg ¢¢ fou' Away. There must
y
surely be éame in the forest,my boy; aad
i

in thi g
Yittle ‘anprafitale schbon « W
from the village below. Why, all the
amociations ofthese eartings  have been
s tearful, B cried before I got them, and
1 c&ieq a,f%erwgrd.tg thiak how, foclish I
ba d alhlod ? A8

been.

WSS RSy gl ¢AlKed far into'the night.
1 GWith tédtirde oftel the ‘brinpmg ™ of

. W,
o "htv%'_a
" .ﬂ" mg‘»‘ﬂ;’-.
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wood for the morning’s fire, 2nd the rath-4

er. v, pgecaution of locking the
TR A

bet'y the matler, Hector? Want to

Tife dog" wis standing with hia fore
paws upco the latch, snuffing at the crack.

FRen g
S i

.| snow, that now whirled into the ropm.
D,

& i ieblutiat with 0

Y"v:a.'

You counldn’t come].

nHimeiwe will bidfy over the ]

¢ supplies

. i VR . . .%bgutg"- o~
little racidg Lefore turning in }_'or‘_Lb “0h!’ yes,
a

AN 0 Bk

Harry openoﬂ the door. Whew! They
had been'so busy talking thattheyhadn’t’
noticed the rising wind nor suso.cted the

““Mother,” said Harry, with his atm on
her' ‘shoulder—“Mother, the snow “has
come.”

C.Yes'"

That was all they saic. It wasn'ta
question of enow-balling and coasting

with them, - It meant a bitter struggle
ngainst'mvérty-uthis coming of the snow
bef( re its time. But, whatever the others
thought of it, Hector was as jolly as a
scheolboy. A whistle brought him back
to the house. His shaggy coat was cov-
ered.

“Perhaps, Harry, its only another flur-
r'.” .

" “Flurries don’t take three days to gath-
er, dear; and when they do come the
soow isn't like this.”

He rubbed his hand across Heetor's
back, and the fine, dry snow tioated out
as light as wool. Next morning the
storm was still raging. All day long it
snowed, bzating up against the low doors
and windows. Now the fence is up to
its neck in the drifts, and nowthere is no
trace of the rails. Hour after hovr the
biting wind whistled around the cottage.
Inch by inch the snow crept up itsside—
high above the record of any former year
—and the _ong afternoon were on.

“Mother, I'm going to the valley.”

“Not to night, Harry; not to-night.
Wait! See, we have plenty.” -

It was a loving motaer’s “plenty.”
Ecough for one, and that one not herself.

For the first time 8 nce early morning
they opened the door. A solid bank of
snow fell half across the floor; and out-
side; as the storm luiled, could be seen
over the tree tops the broken, trackless
waste, stretching far down to the valley
below. ;

“See, my boy. It would be impossi-
o)1 P A v = :

“With starvation behind, mem have
risked more.” '

“A man pever risked more than you
wouid do, were you to risk your life on
tbe hill to-night.”

He knew her meaning. He knew that
his life to her meant i everything in this
world.  He ciosed the door. There by
the tire 1ay Hector, slecping with one eye
and with the other watching his master.

“Mother, T have it,” suddenly cried
Harry, as his eye fell upon the aog.
“You have two lives at your disposal, you
see-——mine and Hector’s. Let your maj
esty decide! Come here, sir, and stand
up for review!’ .

Harry was jubilant. While he would
have to follow the beaten' path, the dog
could take advantage of  every wind-
swept 1ledge and foothold. He could
carry a message to the village below;
and, with Harry's game-pouch about his
neck, could bring food enough to last
four days--plenty at least, for the pres-
ent need.

“Could you make h'm understand?”

“Make him him understand |” repeated
Harry. “Do you hear her, old fellow?
She wants to kuow— But look here.*”

Drawing the table to the window, he
put a chair upon it, and at the command
the dog sprang up.

“Hector, the village is down there.
No, you can't see it now, because the
snow is blowing agaiu; so you needn't
try. But the village is there. Isn’t it,old
hoy?”

Hector sneezed.

- “All right!" Now, you're’ to go--wait
a minute—to go down . there, and come

back again.”
Harry went to the cupboard, and, tak-
ing & bit of bread, he held it before the
og's nose.
“This is what you're to bripg home.
you gee, in this.”
He took the bread, put it in the pouch,

back again. You understand? Cowme|way to school and_all

(.} ]

she was counting stitches, that she dida't
84y agything,' . 00 4
| “Wwall, pnpu.-you.“know,'.-yon f;‘kno‘J—
day after to-morrow will be 'Thanksgiy-
ing;: ani—~and—Joe, ne says ha.is. gomng
to take his skates to bed, and" T want to'
kuow, now, please, papa, if I can take
‘Clear the Track’ to bed with me this
night{”

Papalooked perfectly astonished.

“Day after to-morrow will be Thanks-
giving, and you want to take ‘Clear the

Itack to bed with you to-night, just
bécause it is to be.” g yoou '

“No,” said DBessie, “it isn’t that; but
don’t you know Thanksgiving isone good
thing and *Clear the Track’ i3 another,
and when two good things come together
it's eve. so much more fun than just only
ose, you see,” ‘

Now, what do you think? “Clear the
Track ' wasn't a doll, or a pussy cat, or a
steam-enoine; buat, if you'll believe me, it
was nothing more or lezs than a new sled,
with a cushioned seat and two longzswang’
necks curling wp in front. Now, you
don't wonaer, I suppose, that papa opensd
his eyes so very wide when Bessiec wantcd
to take “*Clear the Track” to bed with
her.

“Why don't yon say  eomething,
mammai” said Dassie. “Why don’t you
say you never in atl your life saw such a
good little girl asT was when I prunded
my fioger, you know—or—or something.”

For once, howcver, Bessie's ally failed
her.

“But I tell you what, Puss,” said papa,
“You shall tic *Clear the Track’ tu the
bedpost, and I'm sure he’ll not get away
before morning.”

Of course, with both papa and 'mamma
against her, Bessie bad to give up; al-
though she told Joe afterward that she
could just as weli have slept between the
runners as not.

As bed-time drew near Joe and Bessie
never felt less sleepy in their lives. Joe
had been caught with his skates buckled
on, walking over the dining-room tloor
“Just to try his ankles,” he said (although
{ don't see why he should have been so
happy, when the snow that was coming
would surely spoil his fun); and Bessie
sat on “Clear the Track” all the evening,
telling her largest doll the greatest stories
of what was going to happen on the mor-
row. It was nine o'clock. Joe was
sound asleep, with Lis skates under the
pillow; and DBessie, with ‘“Clear the
Track” tied tight to the trundle-bed, still
clagping in her plump little hand. the
iroa neck of one of the swans,was dream-
ing of a coast so long that it looked at
that time as if it would last until morn-
ng.
g'At ten o’clock there was wind and cold
enough, but still no snow; and the
village went to bed—the chiidren to
dr.am of skates and sleds, and the older
ones to wonder where the money was
coming from to buy them.

But the next morning! There was no
doubt about it then, for the snow was
whirling past the windows at a tremend-
ous rate. ) ,
““What do you think about school te-
dav, mother?"” asked papa.

Breakfast had been eaten and the clock
hands were slowly moving around toward
starting time.

*“No school to-day, I think,” said mam-
ma, looking out at the drifting snow and
the leaden sky overhead.

“Oh! mamma,” and Bessie sat down on
“Clear the Track” and came very near
crying.

“1 was going to drag Bessie all the
the way home

again,) said. Joe, with a very deep groan;
“and now you've .spoilt it all”
And he put his head agiinst the corner
of the mantelpiece and wouldn’t be com-~
forted.

“[t doesn't seem to me,” said papa, *'as
if we could have a heavv storm at ‘this

took it out again, placed it back in“the Ftime2-onlythe 27thof November:: Don’t

cupboard, and the lesson was learn

_Around 'the dog's neck they strapped t

pouch, ind in it they sent the message for

assistance. An annonymous mésage it

was, for a little money would pey for it,

sng a little money was, just what they
ad.

Truely, it was a sad parting. They
watched the dog flounder through the
drifts, across the clearing; saw him get
a foothold on the ledge by the great pine
trec and spring out of sight. As the
night fell they saw the clouds drift away
e up, and the Wills
g light. -

“-Give us this day our daily bread.’
Do you never doubt, little mother$”

vavever for an instant.”
e~ No moradd I. ‘Good-nighfhnd pleas-
panUAremnsy{a _ ib qlosu v

PART IL
i), papaodo yai think I
o, & . Jyau think it's going to
eniow (" g:ui.-look’ed..t‘ppcslingly into
her father’s face,

“Suppose, Puss, that I should ray

;Y?‘?“ ¢ g :

b %dol 1 thés (T'a  giwe’ you mdst all my
candy,” replied Bessie, holding up what
once might have been candy, but what
now 1ooked. like a very sticky sliptugs
hand.

“ And if I should say ‘No't”?

“Then,” sgid Beasie. “It does seem
to me as if ;never could speak to you
again.” ' g

Papa Went to'the winfow. Outside it
was nearly @ari; bat he could sce, easily
‘cnough, that'it was- going to snow, aad
presty soon, tov.

'Ll take the canay,” szid papa, “ for
Leag‘Yea!".  \ ... [adals)

Bessie ciimbed upon her papa’s '%4&?
and, putting her head down on his arm,
she said:

"4 Papa, T*want to sk yvea & favor, but
‘it'e sucirw'bliz one Pm afraid you’ll just
say ‘no’the first thing.”

“Does mamma knoow what it is all

5ol sir." 8he'knows, truly and
‘m':estli.l “Don’f yoti, mam¥ar” =
““Math 'only'lm‘w: adad I think therd

JER B g O o

Bessie was on tho window-seat in a
moment.

“Pooh!" she said with a very wise look.
*There's blue sky enough to make a
Dutchman’s jacket.

““Where?" asked mamma.

Bessie looked again.

“Well, I don’t seeit now; out it's there,
really and truly.”

. “WilLyou promise fo come home at
npo!v if t}'m | qw;kebps%bﬂ?’ Ml
*40h!“yos,* ‘théy promised''over snd
over again, and Joe, Bessie, and *“Clear
the Track™ were soon ready to start.

“Keep in the road! Don't go aéross’
the fields!” called mamma out of the
window. '

Two kisses were thrown back. with the
answer, “All right. Good-bye.”
The school-hause was a lon

h b distance
y; for,''as the' “village "wasa’t rich
enough to have a school all to itself, the
next village had joined with them
in supporting one, which was built, half
way, and the children' had nearly & mile
to walk.

“Oh, why dia 1 let those childrea go?”
said mwsmma to herself, the minuts

e wore -out ofy |
ﬁ‘&{a‘l ﬁr‘tgmnesﬁu disappbared from the
sky and the wind whistied around the
house, rattling the blinds and whirling
the snow this way and that into every
crevice and corner it-could find.

“Why did I do it?" she repeated a
hundred times that morning, asthe hours
went on and the storm went sweeping by,
At cleven o'clock she could stand it no

ger. Calling. Jams, the 1mgid, she

d her Moce to tAdYatore and
M ber o’ ®nd fortBio and
Joe without delay. : :

It took poor Jane five mizutes justta
go from the side door to the gate, and
half an hour to reach the store. The dyifl
across the road ran from fence, o féicd,
and even the teams were suuggfing along
an ipeh at.a time. .

“Say ‘I will go at once,’” gaid bpapa.
A neighbor was passing in & sleigh, aqd
thiey agreed td push on togcther,

Laadte

was some other reason than, just because

How it did snow! As on the hills, €0 in

yard. < The they are—wet, hungry and nearly frozen,

1l
} 3

the valiey. Th;o:qsdsl m ahsooti‘:i
passable, The horse’ plan and reared
ag'the ll,\l'gh suow-dyifts drose bofore him
:td‘ the blinding ‘storm dashed into his
ane, o . ) \

“They cbuldn’t'rli'l:'va gone further than
the halt-way house, any way,” said the
neighbor, trying to keep papa's courage
up. The half-way house was where a lit-
tle old woman lived all alone, and sold
apples and candy to-thq children as they
passed on their‘'way’to School.

The horse struggled on.

“Blees ye, sir, the childers i3 gone back
two hours ago, ach wid a stick o’ caady,
so smilin’ and bappy,” said the little old
woman. Shure, they didn’t go on at all.”

It was then past two o'clock, and two
hours more it took them to travel that
snort distance back again. Avnd when
they reach.d home the horse was helpless.

“Well, mamma,” cried papa, cheerfully,
making believe he wasn't nearly wild
with anxiety, “are the children up-stairs
or plaving in the barn®”

White and trembling, mamma auswers:
“What! Haven't you 'brought them?”
And Mamma vives up then, while Jane
and papa lift her upon the lounge, trying
to bring back the light into her eyes once
mor .

» * * * ® viie

By five o'clock brave, strong men were
vut with heavy ox-teams. But the women
shook their heads. Iight hours out in
the storm, and nothing but wce bits of
children, too. And they take their own
habies into their arms and think: “What
if they should be out in the snow!” And
not a few brave the storm te go aud com-
fort the poor mamma whose children arc
really lost to her.

“Blow! blow! blow! But overhcad the
air is clearing. A shout goes up as a star
peeps out through the clouds snd the
storm is over. The voices of the men, as
they break into parties snd leave the
10ad to the right and to ghe left, are heard
in every direction. And the moon comes
out, just as we saw it on the hills,

Six,seven o'clock!  What a hopeless
task it seems! Any drift might cover
them, and willing hands might pass them
by without a sign.

Still they work on, wandering far out
over tho fields, stopping at a farm-house
door here and there, gaining helpers
everywhere. The snow still drifts with
the wind; but the search never flags.

iTark! Was ita shout! No. Listen
again.

“Bow, WOW, WOW !"*

Creeping slowly through the snow, lift-
ing one paw wearily after another, comes
a dog No one seems to know him, and
around his neck is swung a hunter's
pouch.

Did I say no one knows 'him? That
was a mistske. We know him well;
don't we? His name is !z ector and he left
the little house on the hill hours ago.
The deg is lifted upon one of the ox-
sleds. Itseemsto give him new lifeto
hear a hum=an voice once more, and he
tries to spring up and iick the face of
the man who  pats his shaggy
sides. Then he is'down once more in
the snow, whining and barking furiously
“Hullo!” cried the ‘cheery voice of one of
the men. “What have we here? A shot
pouch,as I live!” he cried, working at
the string that bound it.

Bure enough, and stranger still, in the
pouch mone¢y and a request for food. The
little message from nowhere was eagerly
paseed from hand to hand.

“I know the dog.” said one, who just
came up. *I've met him hunting on the
bills yonder.  He belongs to the young
fellow who lives with his mother in the
old Barnes' House.”

“Who are they?” asked a dozen at
once,

“Don’'t know. They came from the
other side ¢f the mountain. QOunly been
there since summer.”

Lcok at thedog! No longer drooping
and weary, he ‘springsa back and fortn
from sled to sled, whining and crouching
at the feet of the men.

“What is 1t, my dog? We can't goup
the mountain to-night; but you shall have
your fill and a full pouch to carry home,
my brave old fellow!” . :

So the ‘men ‘say; but Hector does not
mind, Leaping through the snow, he
looks back, whines, aad neurly speaks.
What a pity he caonot! ‘

Suddenly = man shouts: *Can it be
the children?” !

Can it bet ' Is there any doubt of it?
See how the dog amswers! Tumbling,
bourding, barking joyously, and the
sleds move creaking on. Through:the
drifts, out of the road, over fences, slow-
ly go the crowd of men, the oxen and
all. Now to the left. What great domes
are those far out in the ficld 'by the
‘woods? There are two of them, and on
the -windward side .the snow has been
swept away. .There we ace plaia enough.
They are haystacks, and where the, hay
has been pulled away in as large armfuls
as poor littie Joe could take—there, in
the little hay-house which he had made,
“where Hector'pokes his great black nose,
and where papa stoops and enters— there

butsafe! = And a shout goes up, which is
cafried back fo the lingering searchers,
back to the farm houses. and over the
fields to the listening ones at home. Safe
from all the dangers cf that terrible day!
Safe once more in loving arms-on papa’s
breast! ’ * 3
i '.. ¢ * * * * L] L 3
.. How they kept Thapksgiving the next
day at Upper Highlands!™ What! Sore
ono in the narrow circle of ‘their little
cownship actually wauting food.” i
+ 8othey questioned, ard this is the way
they;answered, | At early day-break on
that Thanksgiving Jmorning. the sleds and
oxen went eut again. "Off towird ‘the
fiitls they Swuhg ‘along! Up,  ap, as far
as the oxen cotld' go, then on*fdot as best |
they < touid :up to the:old Barnes
housey , Apd they wouldo'f Jisten for a
moent to any snswer but ;;;yq.‘" S
uch s laughing time'as they had com-

jolly ride across ﬂ‘x_a interval and up the
the long street! And manv were the

kisses old Hector got right on his bj
black rose, is he rushed into this ya
and that, barking for.the people to 1 ok

out and see his dear master and mist
who were coming down tospend Thanks.
giving with them.

And the dinner they had at Bessie's
home! Notin the dining-room; for, al.
though the warm gunshing ot the Indian-
summer—which hdd beén® btipdled up in
the hay-stack to which they had wander-
ed in the blinding storm—had kept the
children safe, yet the doctor wouldn’t let
‘thein go down-stairs, even for a Thanks-
giving dinner, and so there was a table
upstairs, where the children lay in their
low beds, just about big enough for
mamma and papa and Harry and his
mother. But they were 8o crowded that
taey had to put the plum pudding on the
bureau. ;

Bat, after all. Hector was thq hero,
and bore his honors modestly, as all
heroes should. He would sit at thefoot, of
Joe's bed and told his paws, and wait
patiently with a delicious piece of turkey
on his nose, until Joe counted three; and
then he would go over to Bessie's bed,
and once I saw her give him a piece of
white meat with cranberry sauce all over
it.

It certainly was the thankfalest
Thanksgiving you ever knew in all your
life. 1t was a thankfulness th:t didn’t.
end when the turkey and plum-pudding
werc eaten and when the sun went down
that day, for in the spring a rond was
opencd up the mountain-side and the lit-
tle houre on the hill was no longer lonely.

Hecter 18 lyving in his own fawmilliar
corner, and Harry with  his arm resting
on bis mother’s shoulder, is looking down
into the valley, which once had seemed
so far away.

“Hector, old boy, wasn’t that just'a glo-
rious snow-storm. after all?” :

Hector sneezed his acquiescence.—G
M. 8. Hortor in N. Y. Indepedent.

Survivors of the Alamo.

New Orleans Pluyuno.' \ .
A venerable Mexicen®’ namea Reigido

Guerro, residing in San Antonio, applied
last week for a pensicn from the Btate of
Texas, on the ground that he is the only
male survivor of the Alamo massacre, of
those who were in the building when it
was captured by Santa Anna's troops and
the heroic defenders put to the sword. It
has always been believed 1 Texas--and

weheard the tragic story of the Alamo
by men who lost relatives there, and who
helped to defeat Santa Avna afterward
at San Jacinto—that there was no male
in the fortress escaped death except a
doctor, and he was wounded. Quite a
number of Mexicaus, a tew of them men
of prominence, residing in Texas when
her war of independence commenced,
joined the Texans and fouht with them.
A few of these brave men still live in
Western Texas. The Navarro, Meaunchaea,
Mexia and other familes of nete were
among these patriots, and their descend

an's are now in or near Sun Antonia and
held in great esteem. Itis possible that
a few Mexican volunteers were in the
Alamo during its memorable siage. This
would account for Guerro's presence
within the bloodstained walls. He states
in his pension application that “with
five other men he attempted to gain the
room occupied by the women, and in do-
ing 8o the other four were killed. 'When
be gained the apartment he induced the
women to s¢crete him beneath the bed-
ding and sit upon it when the captors
effected an entrance. After they had
madé the capture of the place, he waited
an hour on the spot where he was con-
cealed, and then passed out unobgerved
and hid himself in a house to whigh the
women had fled and taken refuge.”

: Women and Home,

- There is a bundle of delight bound up

in the sweet word home. The word is
tyical of comfort, love, sympathy, and all
other qualities that constitute the delights
of social life. Were the every-day enjoy-
ments of many of our intelligent and af-
fectionate :families faithfally portrayed,
they would exceed, in moral heroism,
interest, and romence, most of the pro-
ductions of the pen of fiction. The so-
cial well-being of society rests on our
home, and what are the foundation stones
of our homes but woman’s care and de-
votion,

A good mother is worth an army ot
acquaintances, and a true hearted, noble-
minded sister is more precious than the
‘‘dear five hundred friends.”

Those who have playcd around the
same door-step, basked in the same
mother’s smile, in whose veins the same
blood flows, are bound by a sacred tie
that can never be hroken. Distances
may seperate, quarrels may occur, but
those who have a capacity to love any
thing must have at times a bubbling up
of fond recollections and a yearing after
the joys of by-gone days. Every woman
hed a mission on earth. There 18 “some-
thing to do” for every one—a household
to-put in order, a child.toattend to, some
class of unfortunate, degraded, or home-
less humanity to befriend. That soul is
poor indeed that leaves the world' with-
out heving exerted an influence that will
be felt for good after she has passed
aANRY. » o .

A little fellow, at whose home hene had
been kept but a few, weeks, visited a
neighbor's to find a playmate, when he
was'informed that his 'youag friend was
‘suftering from sthe chicken-pox. The
lady of the house, in tones of curiosit
and solicitude, asked the little fellow 1f

ey had the q?:cken-pox over at his

ouse. “No,” 'feplied the yodngster
gravely, “we Haven’t had” odr Lu long
enough yet.” vrlaey
“

A
Loxvosi, Nov. 32 —Patliationt will meet

ing down to the sleds, and then such [a

comber Gth. A




