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GABPAR BECOEBBA

BY H. W. LONOFELLOW,

—

By his evening fire, the artist
Pondered o'ep his secret shame ;
Bafiled, weary, and disheartened,
Still he mused and dreamed of fame.

"T'wis an j.nnge of the Yirgin,

my cheeks, eaid, “Cousin Jennie, you |thing—too many times to forget.”

| are very welcome ™

memory, that I have taken up my pen
this morning.

Suffice it, the mountain breezes of
Meadowbrook did their work well ; and
when, in the early antomn, my mother

But it is not to tell you of that summer | way to one of curiosity.

Cora’s look of incredulity had given
“ Grandma

though 1 look across the geny years to its I Deane, won’t you tell u8 all abont it?, spectacles and wiped her eyes,
green picture in the May-land of myl.lcnuie and I will sit down on his big |ihe restis a ead story, and I musthurry

stool, and [ know by that look in Uncle
Charlie's ‘eyes he wanls to henr, 100.
Come, Jennie, let the flowers go;"” and
ly vivacious cousin established hersell
on the stool at the old lady’'s feet.

e

for the old lady had lsid down her Knit-
ting.

« No my child,” and she removed her |
b lhll

over it,
“ I don't know exactly how it happen-

ed, but that winter Lucy’s father got in- ‘n. mothers voice st niglifall, crept ll],nzlut!llll away, without one gentle s word urllhﬂ would (0 the contrary ““ﬁ“}&ﬁﬁ

to a terrible law snit with Squire Wheel- |
er. ‘There was some flaw in the title,

|uut on the hrnml front steps, and ]usmng 1ocked her cradle—poor, little mmlwrless]gomg to stop now 7 cried Corain alarm, | w:ndm;, Imr arms ahuut hls npclc whis-

pered, * I shull believe it always, unele
Charley, now 1 have hoatd that st m_s,
about farmer Keep, there is a blogsom in
the wilderness of every heart,"
It was asultey August day in the sum-
mer I passed at Meudowbrook, ‘The
|

| wind, low. and slumberous as the hosh of

through the corn, and down wmong
‘liml\u and whest fielils, that lay like

|' here that wanis “alitile help, do ye, furm-
lu_-rT" asked the old woman., * Here's a
[girl wants a place; and ag she's walked
[from the depot, T told her she might come
||m and rest  a bit afure she went up into
the village 1o try her luck. ™

' # No," shortly answered the furmer.
| “Dinner ready " And the rich man
| Rindly look for the homeless children
whom God had brought to his door.

“ Luey, Lucy, don't stay here; I'm|

“ Luey, Lucy!' How these linle
trembling tones went down, down, into

J That had tasked his utmost skill ; {came for her child, she could hardly iden-|  Grandma Deane slipped the yarn round | and people said it was plain that the old | broad, green folds about the dwelling
1, ¥ But, alns! hig fuir ideal | sify the rosy clieeked gicl that rushed in, | her little finger, and commenced :  *Lot |man must let the homestead go. |uf Furingr Keep, "There was no poem of
f '_ Vanished and escaped him still, | with her eurls dangling about her face, [ me see, it eannot be more than foriy two 3 They said too, lie'd never survive it ;| flowers written about the frant yard ; no ! and quivered as he turned his face from
. Yoo s diatant Bastesi Tiad and put up her rosy lips for a kiss, ot three years this summer, since Jus-|and better, perhaps, he never had, than | graceful, harmonizing touchies of ereeping | the Tarmer's,
. Had the precious wood been brought; I think it must have been neatly two |tin Keep came up to Farmer Reid's, to | kept it as he did. Dot one day squire ! viue or waving eurtains ahout the old red
' . .- ! . . . - " i
: l » Duy and night the anxions master months after my domestication at Aunt | let himself out for a hired boy through hor- | 1§ I\Tm-ler. to all the neighborhood's as: | homestoad ¢ and vet it had a quiet sub-
Ik At his toil untiring wrought, Myra's—lor so Lealled my mothers cous-: | vesting. tonishmert, rode over to the farm.
' L

Till discouraged and desponding
Bat he now in shadows deep,

And the day’s humiliation
Found oblivien in sleep,

When o volce eried : # Rise, O master!
*From the burning brand of oal
Shape the thovght that stirs within
thee !
And the startled artist woke.

Woke, and from the smoking embers
8éized and quenched the glaring
wood ;
And therefrom he carved an image,
And he saw that it was good.

O thou sculpter, painter, poet !
Take this lesson to thy heart ;

That is best which lieth nearest !
‘!hnpo from that lhy wark n!'nrl

311 Creellent gtmn

BLOBSOM IN THE WILDERNESS

—_—

BY VIROGINIA F. TOWNSEND,

[The following sketeh was first published
in the ¥ Ladies Repository " of Cineinnati,
more than n year ago.  We now take the 1ih.
erty of presentihg it to the readers of the
Home Magazine,]—** Eil. Home Magnzine,”

Do you ever form an estimate of thel

character of people, from the physiogno-
my of their houses, reader? 1 do. And
80 when the stage swept round the cor-
ner, I looked out eagerly, for, as the dii-
ver had told me, about ¢ ten rod up the

in—before Unele Charles Brace, her
husband’s Lrother, visited us, He wns a
minister and Cora and I anticipated the
gentleman’s advent with anything but
pleasurable emotiuns,

Our precanceived notions of the gen.
tleman's elongated visage aud solemn,
Puritanical manner, which we 'regnrdml
as necessary coneomitants of the profese
sion, soon vanished before the kindling of
his smile, and the winning gentleness of

lis manner, He was Uncle Phil's

'| youngest brother, not more than twenty

eight ab that time ; and his religion had
deepened and harmonized his fine poetie
temperament without checking the out-
flow of that under-current of humor which
spackled through his character, * Un-
ele Churlie™ was soon our companion  in
our rides and rambles, and our confidunt
in all our gielish plans,

“You don't really mean so, Uncle
Charlie " ‘and Cora’s bright face was
lified from the roses and geraniums we
were weaving into a boquer for the par-
lor mantel, “You
what you just said, that in every heat
there is some blos-
som in the human wilderness of every
goul 17 '

fountain, some

He put down his paper, and came to.
ward us. 1 haven't adoubt of it, my
little girl.  'The story I was just reading
of the hardened old man who eried be-
eause the child gave him a bunch of
marigolds’ corraburates my remark, The

¢ 'I'lve Reid's house stood a little (his
side of stony ereek, 'There's nothing left
of it now exeept the chimney, that- looks
ait, gray aud cold, from the green grass
all about it but filly years ago it was a
fine old place, with the lilacs in front, and
the hop-vines running all round the hask.
Luey was hardly three weeks old when
she lost her mother. Her [ather never
married again, and the child grew up
there in the old home, as faif and swael
as the lowers about it

* She was twning intor fifteen when
Justin eame there that summer, Ile was
a shy, strange, awkward sort of a lad,
and the neighbors all gaid, * Farmer Reid
never'd get the ealt for hi & porridge out of

him."
“ Me'd been bound out (il he was

eighteen to some man down in Maine,
and lie hadn't a relatien in the world that
lie knew on, nora suit of decent elothes,
when he came to Farmer Reid's.

¢ But for all this, Jastin proved him
sell o smart, likely boy, and the farmer,

don't really think |

who somehow never was very forchanded
fi=1 :1|t\';t}‘s Lhuugllt his wile's sudden
death hurt him—flound that Justin was a
real prize, ’

At first he was gloomy and silent
doing his work, and taking liule notice of
any body ; but he eouldn't stand it long
before Luey. I'd like o have seen the
heart that girl’s smile wouldn’t have
thawed ont.

“8he was just like a bird round the

'[her father.

““ What he did there was never cxact.
Iy known, bul in a little while it was ru-
mored that the suit was withdrawn, and

|come spring, Lucy Reid was to be mar. |

ried 10 Sullman Wheeler. And so it was.
One bright March day she went into the

old Chureh yonder and gave hereell to

him,

“ ITe was a good looking man, but not
over smarl, the neighbors whispered ; and
I always thought it was lis money more

than anything else, that kept him up.”

“ But Justin, Grandma Deane—what

became of Justin 1"

“There is a dark look about the whole
Luey was made the vietim of

mnatter,
some terrible falseliood,

homestead secmed completely o shatier
him, ...

I . -~

-
¢«L only know th'u Squire Wheeler and
liis gon were at ¢he bovom of it, and tha
Luey Reid wentto the altar believing tha

Justin Keep had been [alse to her,"
“ Dear me! how dreadful!
ever come buck?"
* Yes, the next May,
a wile two months.
her marriage.

a fit,

“But he earried her into the house, and
there they learned all. DBoth hdd been
deceived,”

# It wos o tervible scene that old fromt

I never blamed
her father, for the thought of losing the

Luey had been his
e had not heard of

She was nt home, visiting
When she met him at the
door, she fell down like one stricken with

etantial, matter of fact physiognomy, that
somehow made a home
your heart.

feeling about

I think it must have been this uncon-
seious feeling which decided the course
{of the gitl' who stood at the point where
the two roads diverged, and gazed wist
fully about her that afternoon.

She seemed very tired, and her coarse
straw-bonnet and ealico dress were cover
ed with dust.
face youn would not have forgottenit. It
could not have seen more than fifteen
summers. It was very paie; and ite
notbing but {orest-lowers drenched with
summer rains. Her eyes

which tells you always the heart beneaih
is fill of tears,

tle boy's by her side. The resemblance

Did ha! between them would have old you at

once they were brother

than a third of hers.
lurge eyes were full of tears, and the
bright eurls that erept out from his Hhat
were damp  with ITe was
hungry, mind tired, and motherless, Wha
sadder history can one tell of a litle
child ! @

“ There, Benny, cheer up.
to that old red honse there, and see what

moisture.

voad” slood the house of Philander |light that is in us can not quite becane old place singing from morning il night ; | y5p witnessed. Justin swore a terrible| we can do,  Don'tit look nice with the
White. His wife was my mother’s own | darkness; the heart that might bring forth and her blue eyes, that were like her

cousin, and I was just thirteen years old
when I went there to make my first visit
There had been some quarrel between
the families twoor three score of years
anterior to my visit; and though my
niother and Mrs. White had never par-
tieipated in this, the fend of their ances.
tors had doubtless evolved- something of
coldness between them.

Butto “cut short a long story,” for

“pen and paper gossip may be more digni-

i

_th that is lifting the edges of my pa:

fied, but not a whit better than tea-party
seandal—I had been an invalid all the
previous winter,

When the soft April days, to which'my
mother looked forward so eagerly, came,
they brought no bloom to my - cheek, no
vigor to my step. My constitution
seemed to have lost all ils recuperative
power, and the doctor said. **Send her
jnto the couniry, Mrs. May. If that
faesn't help her she is lost to you,"

i+ Just before this Mra. White had heard,
through a mutval’ friend, of my iliness,
and the very diy of the blunt physician's
J.;lqpn].um, brought a letter o my moth-
or. “For fhe sske of our old love,
Janeﬁ’ itread, ** let all that may -have
Pame between you and me, atan earlier
pime, be forgotien. The grass is spring.
Jng green on the hills of Meadowbrook,
qn! nnw—inthis lale May—is the time

r Jennie to come to uws. There ix a

mpllccy of healt foreher in the soft

.pﬂr,pl,l write,  We know. she is your

truit @ hundred fold' for the barvest of
heaven, will never yet becomesueh a des-
ert, butsome good seed might take root
therein."”

+ I don't believe ‘twould though in far-
mer Keep. Youdon't know him as well
as [ do, Uncle Charlie. He's one of the
richest men in all Meadowbropk,. worth
thousands and thousands. THe's an old
bachelor, you know, and lives in that
great red house on the road to Woodbary
you remember? Well, ho never goes to
chureh ; he never gives acent to the poor;
he never loved a human being, or did a
kind thing in all his lile. Now, don’t
you think Farmer Keep——why, Grand-
ma Daane, how do youdo 7"

The old lady, whose entrance put this
sudden period to my cousin’s earnesi
peroration, came glowly toward the rook-
ing chair Cora drew out for her. She
was the oldest person in the village.
The hair voder her cap, white as hill
side snow, had imprizoned -the sunshine
of four score and ten summers. But she
etill remained much of the physieal and
mental stamina which, with her active
temperament, had made her so vigorous
a woman for many years,

 What's: that you're saying, child,
about Farmer Keep 1" said the old lady,
with a plossantsmile, as she pinned her
Knitling sheath to her waist,

“ Why I was telling Uncle Charlie
what a cold kind of n man heis. You've
always koown ‘him, - Grandma Deane.

mother's, seemed always letting -out one
laugh as her red lips did another, I never
wondered her father doted on heras he did
and of course ; Justin wasn'tlong in the
house before she tried to muke friends
with him."”

¢ Poor fellow ! it must have seemed
very strange at first; for I don’t think
anybody had ever given him a kind word
till he came to Meado wbrogk.

“ But hie made ladders for her flower
vines to run on, and got shells for the
borders, and propped up the dahlias, and
did a thousand other things, which took
them out into the garden after supper,
and made them the best of friends.

¥ Loey had a playful, childish way
nbous her, that made her seem much
yonnger than she wns , and then she was
small of her age : so ut fificen she did |
not seem a day older than you, Cora.

“ Well, she rode on top of Justin’s hay
cart, and helped him 1o husk the corn in
the barn, and preity soon the neighbors
noliced a great change in Justin.

“ He got him a new suit of clothes,
and his face lost its old down' look ; and
after harvest farmer Reid made him an
offer to stay all winter.

“So Justin sinid, and taking Lucy’s
advice, went Lo the distriet school ; and
though he haun't any eddication before,
he went ahead of many an old scholar
that winler.

¢ Well Justin staid wilh the farmer
four years, Then he had a good offer

‘| no sympathy and giving none,

oath of vengeance ; and it was not ll
willi clasped hands and sireaming eyes,
the young wife kneeled to the only man

she ever loved, antl pleaded for the life

of her husband, that hie promised for her
sake to spare him,

“ But from the day of Justin's visit,
Lucy Wheeler was a changed woman.—
All the light and gladness of her being
seemed dead in her, and she moved
about her house, pale and quiet, with a
look of palieﬁl suffering in her once sunny
eyes, that made my heart ashe to beliold.”

% And her husband ! Did she ever tell
him what she had learned !"

“ I think not,  His [ather and Luey's
died in less than two years alter the mar-
ringe. The Squire was much less weal.
thy -than people supposed. The next

{epring, Lucy and her husband removed
wast, and somehow people lost sight of

them,"

% And Justin "' -

# You know the rest, my child, He
became n moady, unhappy man ; asking
But he

was always smart at & bargain, and in a

few years laid up cnough to buy out Dea-
con Platt's farm, when his son moved to
the south. ) ¥

“ Ever since he has added acres Lo Lis
lands, and hundreds to the banks; but,

for all thm. he's & man soured to all his

race—a man who was never known to
give a little ghild a smile, or & beggar a
crust of bread. 1 have sometimes thought

, | great trees in front 1" waidk the girl ‘in a

[ tope of assumed cheerfulness, and she
quickened her steps,

“ Yes. But Em so tired, Luey, 11
only had a big picce of bread and but.
ter !"

* Well, dear, I'll try and get you some
there. It don’t seem like begaing to ask
for it in the eauntry,”

A fgw moments later she opened the
broud back™ gate, and went up to the

kitehon door.=-Farmer Keep's houseleep.

cap, and clicck apron tied over her linsey
waolsey skitt—answered her knock,
* Do you want any help,or do you

limidly asked the gicl,

The old lady peered at her with her
dim eyes.

* No," she said.
hired men, and me,
find m place up in the yillage,"

“Thank you,

you let us come in and rest awhile 1

LIi you had looked in her |

sweet, sal beauty made yon think of

The giel's hand elasped tightly the lit- |

and sister, but|
life could not have coversd more
The litde fellow's

We'll go

er—an old woman, with a yellow white

lknow of any body round here thnt dges?”

“ There an’t but
gour of us—Firmer Keep, and the two
IU's hurvest time
just now, though, and I reckon you'll

Benny here—my little
brother's very tired, for we've walked
from the depot since ten o'clock. Can

“Sartin you ean."" The sight of the
little ehild touched the heart of the old
woman, and they went into the large,
old-fashioned Kitchen, and sat down in
the flag-bottomed chairs, while, with a
elowing cheel, the gitl cast about in her
mind for the best manner in which (o pre-

his heart was like a great desert, without | $¢nt her petition for food.

the man’s hard ‘heart! How the dead
days of his youth burst ont of their
graves and rushed through his memory
at.that low broken “Zucy ! Luey "

He wrned and looked ot the girl, not
sourly as before, but with a kind of eager
questioning interest,

* \What is your name "'

“ Lucy Wheeler, sir,”

(he nearest chair.
mother's 2"

“ Luey Reid.  She used to live in Mea.
dowbrook, and so I came here to get
work, for she told me to before she died.

At that moment the angels looked down

 And what was your

wore of that|and saw the seed that had lain for two
dgep moeist blne, that rolls out from the | snore years in the heart of Justin Keep
under edge of April clouds, and her lips,
tipe and full as meadow stawbernes, lind
that touching sorrowfulness about them

spring up, and the fower blassomed in

the Wilderness!

‘ 1le strode across the Kitclien to the be-
Ie brushed back Ler bon-

wildered ;,1:1
| net, and tured her face to the light—
He could not be mistaken.. It was the
one framed and hung up in in the darken-
!lrm:m of his soul, The blue eye of Ais
Lucy looked once more in his ogn, Al

man's fuce. Farmer Keep sat down and
took the child on his knee.

and heaved his strong chest,
the kitchen gazed on him in astonish-
ment.

“Luey's children, Lucy's children 1"
he murmered at lust, in a veice whose
tenderness was like that of & mother. |
‘ ¢@od has sent you lo me,
snke this gliall be your hwme; for her sake
I will be a father to you, ™

me: “ We are having fine times now,
rosy cheeks among the dows of Meadow-
brook.
fiappiness would’ ba complete.

has the place in my hearl next to yours,
Her disposition is as lovely ag her face,

Sabbath. He Las spared no pains or ex-

will not trast this to pen and paper.

my faith in God and in humanity!
the wretched, the sinning, the’ outcast

15 THe wiLpgrsess.

was made aware for the first time' tha
surgeons, in thejr professional capacity

afenid ;" and the little boy’s lips curlerl|

He stoggered hack and eaught hold of this is all cant. There are wany (Kinds

that moment the litle boy pushed up be-
tween them, and gzaed wistfully into the

Ie wried to
speak, but instead great sobs -came up,
The trio in

For her

Five years alierwards Cora wrote to

dear ecousin Jennie, and mamma wants to
kuow if you do not need to renew your

WUocle Charlie is with us this
summer and il you were here also my

Lucy Wheeler—you remember her—

and that issaying a great deal, for its
rare sweet beauty does me good to behold
it. * Farmer Keep scenis to worship her
and Benny, Heis achanged man now,
and goes to chureh regularly on the

pense in Lucy's eduoation, and she will
be.n most accomplivhed woman. Bhe is
here very ofien, and I have my suspi-
cions that Uncle Charlie—n'importe; 1

“ But, O, Jennie, what a lesson this
has taught me! How it has deepened

“Now, when my heart yearns over

I remember always THERE 18 A FLOWER

A QuesrioN.—A minister sojourning in [ §4
our city, in a conversation on duelling,

iy

b J
!

Dnncin‘g nnd' Ecripmu st
The N. Y. Chureliman in a recent. iy
sue, said, ** Danc¢ing, in itself} is am ‘in.
poeent reereation, and is beautiful l.l.& ]
graceful,  God is not dishonored b’&
on the co ntrary, the Psalmist says,*. Lat
them praise his name in the danee.' hd
|«o they may—all (he Puritanisnt in

Ty

ding."”

w Immupun the Southern Churchman
thus rejoins: oty N
“ Qur cotemporary quoles S-nnp;un to i
sustain dancing. We do not know  that
this is altogethor to be wondered al, whan .
g0 very wicked a person as Satan' wis {‘
guilty of the same impropriety. . Nat, .
of course, by any maanncr of means wanld .
we be 80 understood, as olassing-ourres- ©  BHI
pected contemporary with so evil an Ex- '
istience, We only allude to this, that it
may be seen how Scripture may be abtis-
ed, Here, for inglance, are cerinin: per-
sons taught o worldly amusement not at
all for  recrcation.””  Our contemporary
will bear with us when we tell him, that

I
..;!-

of cant, Theré is an Evangelical eam,
a High Church cants a Romish cant, sad
a Worldly cant. Dr. Johnson’s advice,
therefore, is to be addressed to- the
Churchman—** My dear"sir, free your
mind of eant. Ii is all eant, saying- ehil-
dren are taught to dance on ac¢count of
whe recreation. They are taught to dange
at school only that they may be able 1o
dance at balls and parties, and when they
go into company. And to advise people
to leazn to dance, that they mity miix with
the most worldly people, under circum-
stances when everything combines. to chill
all devotional fecling, where there is, the
world and nothing. else ; and l'heii“‘o
apologizo for all this by saying, that_the
Psalmist gays, * Let them praise his nme
in the dance.’ OL! Mr. Churchman,
we canuot but again think of Batan. quo-
ting Scripture to our blessed Lord, =

‘Lel them praise His name jo_the
dunce.” Bo say we. And, therefore, lot
there be no dancing whatever in whigh
the name of God is not praised, Wilh
this rule there would be an aattrq
tion of dancing, except that kind pracl.gwd
among our shaker friends, ,

Now it cannot be that we haye uﬁm
derstood our contemporary, and after all
what he means is, that we should turn
Shakers, and so conduct our religidus
services as that we may be sble to have
little dances interspersed therewith, Can
ithe that the Churchman mmd this !
Surely his well known orlhodox{
such an_interprejation. . We, therefore,
'must fall back upon our original ine
tation, and condemn our contem
with the * adage' of Seriptare for &
plying ‘the inspired record, -—Iﬂgllh
Eagle. g4

Ger A Houg, —GLt a home, l'leh or
poor, get a home, and learn to k
home and make it happy to yonr wi
childeen by your beuming  presonee ;
learn to love simple plensures,
of God's own, planting, and music ¢
own, the bird, wind water-fall,
ehall help e to stem the tide of

tion, poverty and despair, thak qomhp-

on so niany, through seorn of little v
Oh, the charms ef a home, lh :
a little neat home ; eomfort dw E r _-

a’é‘

.'l “t‘
i ;é
i

~ et

that shuns the gtlde& halls of
Live contented in your little homey“and
wait for God 10 gwa you a nobler-enes)

£3° A well known p\i wiﬁ an in
i very much aimoyed by
is always sure to'acodst Hiny' in the sty
for the purpose of telling over . ailmen
Once she met him thrundmy. 0
was in a yery greal hurry
you are qn:.ti dble,’ “said i#
‘ahul yout eyes, and show me

" She uhofﬁ. and W

ellv moving A
for some t nie, ;edw
*| 10 the infinite smysement of all §

' uemd the funn goene,

pll; and we. will be very tender of your
darling. Wil you not'trust her with us
for, a single summer 1"

And before snother week lind, passed
my tronk was packed for.  Philander
White's, Esq., Meadowdrook." _

T'looked out as T #aid, and there sat

the pleassnt white house, wil ils green
_window blinds, between the shrubbery

M\n&lumnstmu.‘ w it did a0

Anlfront and the cherry vees behind. My
the entlé voiced Woian

ﬁc?ﬁ Ak Rsired girl, who rushed | hg

Now, did'he ever do' a good thing, or
ever Tove any body in his life 1"

“ Yes; he loved onge a young girl, 1
‘remember."’

“ Farmer Keep lovld* ‘a girl once!"
repeated Corg, with a hall-contemptuous
and wholly gkeptical curl of her berry-red
lip. ¢ 8he's forgotien she. added, in an
undertone toher uncle snd me.  Grandms
Deane was elightly deal, s
 No, T haven't for i}“"‘ eifher,” P'l-
.'r. q

png:nn ' hw "I ;n-. '
id.on my lqptnaaen. and b 4 Why, Gmdmnneum. m mt

gomeéwhere in York State, and he concla-
ded to acceptit for the winter only.

& Lacy Reid was grown into a young
woman by this titme, and 4 handsomer
one, children, those dim eyes never look-
ad on.

41 don"t know how it happened, for
Luey might have had her pick of the
boys for miles around, but' somehow she
‘took to Justin, and when'be left they

"wmﬁ ngch tohe murled one y:ear from

tha time, ”

a tree o Shade or & stream to gladden it
And yet it bore a bright blossom ounce ;
and believe me obildren; for il is the
word of an old woman, who has seen nnd
known much of lhu’un}'n' ol man, it is
so always, The heart may be a great
wilderness, but in some of ils by-ways
there has grown a flower,

Cora antl 1 looked at edch other and at
Uncle Charley. Just then Aont Mira
game jn, Sho had hqag out, and had not
heard of Grandma Dean's visib, ..

Before she bad decided the master of |
the house snddenly entered the kitohen,
forit was nearly dinner time. _
alarge, musculur, broad:-chesied, sun-
burnt man, with a hard gloomy express-
ion on the face, where eixly years were
begioning to write (heir history. He
stood still with surprise, gazing on_the
new ocoupanis of the kitshen, and the
boy drew cloger Lo his sister, and the girl
threw up  timid, frightened. g
'the gloomy face, ' v

But Cora stole: o to her unele, alﬁ

“ You don't know of ﬁhbdﬁ’f “""‘

‘ - )
.' '. " ¥

always accompanied . the pmtes to the
field. He asked (and the question has an
appeatance of reason, too) wly ministers
didnotatiend in their professiotial capacity
a8 it was likely many who wonl on (he
field with serious intentions, ongwou]d
probably need the consolations of rel.nginpt

lieve, and we commend it to those win

llt"'!!

The suggestion is an original one, we be- |

wke part ' in atimismﬁ; i d;&fh o
"honqr’ \--Savannah Keg




