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TELLING FORTUNES.
17 toll you two fortunes, my fine little lad,
For you to accept or refuse :

The one of them good, the other one bad;
Now hear thom, and say which you choose.

I mee by my gifts within reach of my hand,
A fortune right fair to behold;

A houss and a hundred §m¢1 acres of land,
With harveast fields yellow aa gold.

1 see ldgmt orohard with boughs hanging
ow

n
With apples, russet and red;
* pon droves of cattle, some white and some
hrown,
Bus all of them aleek and well fed.

I noe droves of swallows about the barn door,
Bee the faoning mill whirling so faat;

I see them threshing wheat on the foor—
And now the bright picture has passed.

And 1 noe rising dinma'ly up in the place
Of the beaotiful house and the land,

A man with a fire-red nose on his face,
And a little hrowa jug in his hand.

Oh! if yon beheld him, my lad, you would
wish

That he were less wretched to see;
For hin Il;m;: toes they gape like the mouth of
ans
And his trousers are out at the knee,

In walking he staggers now this way, now
that,

And his eyes they stand out like bug's;
And ho wears an old coat and & battered-in

I!nlL
And I think that the fault is the jug's.
For tln:“:ext says the drunkard shall come to

poor, .
And that drowsiness olothes men in rags;
Aud he doeen't look much like a man, fulm

wure,
Who has honest hard cash in his bags.
Now, which will you have? To be thrifty

snd snug,
And be right side up with your dish,
Or go with your eyes like the eyes of & bug,
nd your shoes like the mouth of a tish *
—Alice Cary,

MAKE CHILDHOOD BWEET.

Wait not until the little hands are at rest
Ere you fill them full of lowers;

Wait not for the crowning tuborose
To make swoet the last sad hours;

But while the busy houschold band,

¥our darlings still need your guiding hand,
Oh! fill their lives \I"I'Ifl aweetness |

Wait not till the little hearta are still
For the loving look and phrase;
But while you gently chide a fault,
The deed kindly praise,
The words you would speak beside the bier,
Fall sweotor far on the living ear—
Oh ! fill their lives with sweotness !

Ah! what are kissos on clay-cold lips,
To the roay mouth wo press,

When our wee ones fly to her mother's arme,
For love's tenderest caress ?

Let never a worldly bauble keop

Your heart from the joy each day should reap,
Ciroling youug lives with awectness,

Give thanks oach morn for the sturdy boys,
Give thanks for the fairy gicls;
With a dower of wealth Eie this at home,
Would you rifle the earth for pearls ¥
Wait not for death to gem love's crown,
But daily shower life's blessing down,
Aud fill all young hearts with swectness,

Remomber the homes whero the light has fled,
Whore the rose has faded away,

And the love that glows in youthful hear!
Ol 1 cherinh it whilsyou may;

And make your homo a garden of flowers,

Whero joy shall bloom through childhood's

hours
And fill young lives with swoetn

aviemitan Mnion,

—_—
CHOICE RECIPES.

Custard Cake,—Make n cake with three
oy beaten separatoly, one vup of sugar, one
and & half cup of flour, in which mix two ten-
spoonfuls of baking powder; add four table-
spoonfuls of water, Beat well, and bake in
jelly pann.  Make o custard of quarter pint of
milk, hall teacup of sugar, one egg and & ta-
blespoonful of Hour,  Mix the Hour first with
a little milk to provent lumping.  When cool
flavor with vanilla and spread between the
layers.

Pull” Pudiding. — Measure cight tablespoon-
fuls of Jlour, put it in an earthen dish and
warn it in the oven; then stiv in one pint of

aweet milk, three well beaten egus, one toa-
spoonful of salty beat the yolka and whites
moparatoly.  Tako <ix or woven teacups and
butter them well, and 6ill about two-thirds

Fall of the mixture, Bake in a quick oven
for twenty minutes.  For the sauco have one
oup of hot water, six toblespoonfuls of sugar;
ot this comn to a boil, then add one eug, stir
eonatantly, sdd a pioce of butter the size of
an ogg, aud Havor with lewon, vanilla or nut-
meg. 11 you profer a sour savce add a table-
spoonful of vinegar,

To Remove Ink Spots.— When ink apots
ooour in dyed or printed fabrios it becomes a
yuestion whother the means employed to re-
move the ink will not remove the color as
woll. A German authority recommends the
mee of phosphate, and then covered with s
thin layer of tallow. The spot thus propared
i mext waabod thoroughly in moderately
warm water contsining sowe of the name salt.
I tho ink in not eotirely removed the rst
‘Sime the oporation is repeated,

How to Boil Rice. — Fow cooks see to know

 bow to propare this article of food properdy,
\ moa hint or two will not be out of plage here.

» -r"\“lu'u must be carofully picked over, and

snd then washed in cold water until it i free
“¥rom all the loose starch whicl. may adhere to
%, or until the water is cloar, Than dry it
1t can be put in a Bour sieve for this purpose,
In placing it over the fire, put threo pints of
waler to & cup of rice and a teaspoonful of
salt.  The water must be bailing before the
woo is added.  Boil procisely twelve minutes
and then pour off the water. Then place the
mucepan with the rice on the back part of
ke stove, whare it will be kept warm without
Tbarning for tea minutes longer, with the cover
partly removed, In this way it is not soggy,
. grain s cooked -
being cooked, lml
and the grams will
 open in their delicate tendornes,

‘d’m; @h; ¢|lf|ﬂftl]_.

HOMESIOK.
BY ANNIE V. BURNHAM,

Dolly knows what is the matter—Dolly and I
It isn’t the mumps nor the measles—oh, dear,
I ahall die !

shall I eall it?

‘spatch safe in his wallet.

egraph 'spatch in the fire— .
the telegraph wire !

thin v minute,
And she'd sing, “There's a bnp].")'
the hymn that has *Darling" in it.

ident place to stay,

nothing to do but play; .
Somehow yon forget your mothér—that is,
just the littlest bit,
Though if she were here, I don't suppose I
should mention it.

But oh! there's a difference, Dolly, when
your head is tull of pains

That ('cepting the ache that is in 'em) there's
nothin Fel’t of your brains,

Remember how nice it feels, Dolly, to have
your head patted and *‘poored.” -

Ache! Why I ache all over, and the bed is

os hard as & board.

Nurse says *'it's a sweet lovely morning." It
may be for all that I care—

There is just one spot in this great wide world
that is pretty—I wish 1 was there !

I oan see the white roses climbing all over the
low porch door, i

And the daisies and buttercups growing—I
never hall loved them before.

And mother—1st’s see ! she's standing in that
very door, no doubt—— .

She loves to look out in the morning and see
what the world is about—

In a pale-blue something-or-other—a loose

sort of a wrapper, I guess—
Anif o fow yards of 'aky had been taken to

mnke o dress,

Aud up from the pine woods yonder comes &
benutiful woody smell,

And the brecuze keeps o hinting of Mayflow-
ors—the pink arbutos-bell; )

And 1 think most likely the robbins have built

in the cherry tree, o
And by and by there'll be birdies—and I shall
not be there to seo !

Did you hear any noise, Dolly t Speak, Dolly,
ou little witeh ! .
somebody was Iaughing—or crying! I

couldn't tell which,

We've kept from erying, so far; we've choked,

but we wouldn't cry—

1've junt talked it out to you, dear; I had to,

or elee 1'd die,

But if that is you mother (and I know by
your lips that it is), )
I'll just squeeze your head off I—you think
that all I want is & kisa?

0, mother : to papa and Tom you needn't go
mention it,

But you know it was hAomesickness almost

killed your poor little Kit !
OUR LETTER BOX

The mails bring letters thick and fast for
the Circle now, They are from all parts of our
own coast, and some from the Enstern States,
The date of this issus of the Fanmes will be
the first one which carries the figures of 1882,
The new has actually come, and it will be a
great time this week for every one of our lit-
tle readors to commence this year with good
resolutions; eaoh one of you know hest what
there is in each of yews fives that needs cor-
swuetunt,  Urive down tho stake and then work
away with a will to improve on the new year,
Maybe you have not been an attentive, studi-
oun scholar, and have thought mote of having
a good time than improving the chance of ed-
neation; or it may be that you have been in
tho habit of shirking out of doing your share
of the daly dutiea you are expoctod to attend
to jor worse still, some of ourboys may be learn-
ing to smoke and chew tobacco, Commence
right off, this week, with & promise to quit,
and do faithfully every duty that is expected
of you. Be respectful to teachers, and re-
membor how fast the time is Qying, sud when
you are grown ap you will realize how good
it waa that you did amprove overy opportunity,
for when one finally goes out into the world to
fight the battle of life, there s little time, or
“lesire, Lo study, and the need of a good edu
cation will be keeuly folt,

“Then be up and doing with a heart for nll:\'
fate,

Still aching, still perishung, learn €o labor and
o wail.

There is & young man now here in Portland
who is to go to the penitentiary for aceiden-
tally shooting & young girl. Now if he Iad
been doing right, and doing his duty, he
woulil not have been in that room, and the

pintol woulid not have gone off, and he would

bo a free man to.day, now his whole life is
blighted. We wish we coulil make our boys see

the advantage of being steaightforward, up-

right and honest in their lives and conver-

sation. Often men will svem to be prosper-

ous who are dishonest, tiicky and hard deal-

ers, but time shows a puuishment often in

the next generation, when the children suffer

for the sins of the father, We knew of a
couple who did every such mean action to get
money, starved and over-worked the poor
bound girls, choated hired men, turned the
clock threo times a day to steal & fow hours'
labor from poor people. Now in their old
age, with thousands of money, both parenta
aro afraid of their lives from their two Bons,
who are drauk every day, and threaten to kill
the *‘old folks," double lock themselyes every
night in their bed vwooms for fear of
those sous, who come home intoxicated every
night of thelr lives, oursing father and mother.
1t is really easier to be upright and houest,
and how much bettor, to have it said, *“Well,
his word is as good as his bond;" “he would
take advantage of uo one.” Then if by any
misfortune one has to go to law, 8 jury will
always look favorably on the testimony of an
honeat, straight forward man. In a long life
we have been able to see the result of sharp
lealings, and overy one of that sart of
bave come to griel, at least generally losi

As i

———a T

their money, and with neither money

It's the mothering we want, Dolly, the—what
And grandpa says he has sent—he put the

7 know well enough that he dropped that tel-
If mother just kEnew, she'd come, if "twas on
She'd take my poor head, that is splitting

land,"” and

‘Course I like grandpa's house; it's the splend-
When there's all the uynl-doon to live in, and

. .
good name are poor indeed. Now, boys,
commence this year with a promise to deal
fair and speak the truth,

Two letters from Fort Sumter are the first
we open.  Katie tells how the place came to
be called by this name. It i» strange to find
it nettled first by people who come from so far
South as Fort Sumter, of war fame.

Simeon has a solid sort of a pet, a cow, that
he has milked for two years, Wearesure the
eow was never kicked, but chews her cud
contentedly while SBimoon is milking. We
have been so indignant to see how cruelly
some men treat cows. Sometimes cows will
have & sore or tender udder, then when aman
takes hold of the tender skin and jerks the
bag, of course the cow stepa about or kicks,
then the hiped kicks and beats the poor trem-
bling quadruped —which ia the “'brute " One
in apt to say “like a brute," but brutes are
kinder and better than some men,

Celin nends a letter to show that she wants
to do her shore of giving interest to the Home
Cirele column, She must tell why her home
is called ““Battle Ground."

Laura sends one from Iowa, and we judge
she has lived in Oregon before this. She
ought to beable to compare Iowa with Gregon
and tell which is the beat place.

Virgil ia well off in regard to pets and ought
to be able to tell some of their smart ways.

We are glad to hear from Soap Creek, as
not many write from there.

Josie must have been a welcome New Years
gift to her parents, and as she helps so much
has proved to be a very uscffil little girl. Be
sure to take care of Mollie, and Mollie will
take care of the rats and mice, Ducks are
said to be more profitable to raise than chick-
ens, if one has & good place for them, with »
stream of water close by, for they will lay
more eggs than hens will, so take care of those
Pekin ducks,

Alice, we hope, was pl tly disappointed
and that Santa Claus did come her way. She
must write again, and try each time to see
how much she can improve on the first, for
we think she would scon be a good letter
writer,

Lizzie is one of our regular correspondents,
and improves fast. No doubt she did have a
good time at grandpa's, Where was there
ever a girl that did not have happy
days at grandma's, 400, Not every child bas
this comfort.

Sarah has a dog named Gopher. No doubt
he will *'go-for"” the squirrels as soon as the
Spring air brings them out of their holes.
Altogether Sarah gives a lively sccount of
her doings that you all will emjoy, but must
not envy.

With a happy New Year to all.
: Avxnr Huzry.

Dixix, Or., Dec. 14, 1881,
Rditor Home Circle:

I am a little girl 8 years old, and having
read many letters from other little girls in
your paper, I thought I would write you a
fow linea. Iam going to school, and I am
reading in the Third Reader, spelling and
writing; 1 waa studying geography and
arithmetic, but gov through with them, We
have a good school of forty-nine scholara; our
teacher's name is T. T. Vincent, and he is a
fine gentloman, and we are learning fast. I
have two sisters and one brother living, I
have a dog; his name is Gopher; and also
someo fine kittens, I have four dollars, with
which I am going to buy some sheep and go
to raising them, and get some wool to make
me somo yarn to knit me some stockings to
keep my little feet warm in the cold, wet
Winter, which is now fast coming on, Well,
“hristnms will soon be here, and I will look
out for old Santa Claus, and see what he puts
inmy stockings; last year I got a doll and »
stocking full of eandy; on the Christmas Tree
all the littlo girls got something protty, There
is going to be another Christmas Treo this
year at our school house, and we don't kuow
yet what we will all get. T guess this is all 1
can think of this time. Wishing the Fanmes
and also all the little girl readors of your
paper great success, | remain,  vours truly,

Sapan Coonkvas,

Avmsviig, Or, Dee. 14, 1881,
Editor Home Cirele ;

As you were so kind as to publish my lnst
lotter, I thunght T would write another one.
I have one brother and threo sisters; we are
all going to sehool now, but our school will be
out in about two weeks, We Lave 4 spelling
schoal onee o weok; 1 like to g0 very much;
alro, Sunday school every Sunday, and meet-
iug twice n mouth at our school house, I will
tell you what [ study at school; reading,
writing, spelling, geography and arithmetic.
We_are all going over to my grandpa's to
spend Christmas; they are going to have a
Christmas tree; 1 suppose we will have & nice
time there; Ilike to go to grandpa's, as we
always have a nice time when we go therd, 1
live in the Waldo Hills; they are almost all
plowed over now and sowed in grain, and
what is sowed looks well. When 1 was out
the other day I saw strawberries in bloom;
we have not had suchcold weather here aa my
cousine told you about in their letters to the
Fanuen from lllinois; there were thres of
them wrote this time, and I was glad to hear
from them; it was as good as if they had sent
the letters to me. I will ask a question this
time; What was revived by Elisha’s bones *
T will close by wishing the Fakmxn Breat auc-
vess.  Your respectid friend,

— Lizae Hown.
Baren, Or,, Dec. 13, 1881,
Editor Home Circle:

It has been 20 long a time since I wrote to
the Fanmex, that 1 thought I would write
again, [ am alittle girl 11 years old, We
have no school now; our school out
about a month; we had a very good teacher;
weall liked her very much; I wish she would
teach next Spring; her name is Nina MoNary;
Llike to go to school very much, My little
sister is going to atay with my other sister
this Wilht.lldlhsnhuhudhhhh
almost all the time now. It is almost Christ-
mas time, and I think old Santa Clans will

.hnu;u-n.h this year. We feed our

old gobler, and are trying to get him fat for
Christmas, We shut him up in a trap, but
he got out, and mamma left him out. Mamma
read in the Fanmzr about Aunt Hetby get-
ting o turkey for Thanksgiving, I hope she
had a nige time eating it. I guess I will close,

wishing Yhe FanMeR success, Yours truly,
Avicr TowSSEND,

SivenrToy, Or., Dee. 13, 1881,
Fditor Home Circle:

I take thix opportunity of writing youa
letter, to see if I can't get my nume in the
Home Circle. 1 will tell you what Ido to
help ma; I wash dishes, chuen, sweep, make
beds, iron and take care of baby; he is four
teen months old; his name is Otis. I will be
14 years old New Year's Day. I will tell you
what pets 1 have; Ihave an old cat; he}r
name 18 Mollie, and a little calf, its name 1s
Tiny., 1 have four brothers and one sister;
she is away from home. I went to Howell's
Prairie and had a nice time, My brother
Frank caught two quails in his trap yester-
day; he has two dozen chickens and six white
Pekin ducks, I will close for this time, hop-
ing to hear from Myrtle Knight soon, Excuse
all bad writing, for I was in a burry. Good
night to all, Josie M. Cox.

Soar Creeg, Dec. 12, 1881,
Editor Home Circle:

As I have not seen many letters from this
section, I thought I wonld write a letter to
the Farsenr, I have o pet pig and a cat. My
brother Perry has a pony; its name is Lucy.
Iam going to school; my teacher's name is
Brock. My brother Henry is running a store
at Wells, Oregon, I hope my letter will not
see the scrap basket. This is all, I will
close. Yourstruly, Viroi A. CARTER.

Mavvers, Iowa, Dec, 12, 1851,
Editor Home Circle:

It has been so loug since I wrote to th
Farser, that 1 thonght I would write once
more, I am 13 yearsold to-day. 1 live in
Towa, two and a half miles from Malvern, on
a farm called Mount Pisgah. The farm used
to be 320 acres, but father has given half of it
to two children, We are alone now, just
father, ma and I live in a very large house.
Aunt Lizzie stays with ua part of the time.
Aunt Lizio lived in Oregon one year, and
boarded with Mr. Roots, near the Clackamias
paper mill, I have an uncle, John Byers, in
Oregon, I have four canary birds; one of
them is five years old. I go to school in the
Foxworthy district; I have to walk two miles
to school. 1 will close, hoping to hear from
all my school mates on Mouut Pleasant,
Oregon. Laura Brems.

Barroe Grovxp, Dee. 12, 1881,
Editor Home Circls:

As 1 have seen so many letters from the
little folks, 1 thought I would writs one, too.
I am & little girl 11 years old, and live with
my mamma on a farm about eighteen miles
from Vancouver. I am not going to schiool
now, asour school was out two wecks ago
last Friday; our teacher's name is Miss L., B.
Phillips; she taught six months. I have no
pets but ome brother. I will close for this
tima, and if my letter iz published I will try
again, Wishing the the Firmuu success, 1
remain, yours truly,

Ceria F. O'DosxeLt,

Forr Sumrer, Dec. 18, 1881,
Editor Home Circle:

I am a little boy 8 years old, and I live
at Fort Sumter, about thirty miles from
Baker City. There is snow on the ground
here about nine inches deep. I have a pet
cow, and she has heen giving milk for alnfost
three years without going dry. I have two
mares and two kittens and four little pigs. II
you can read this I will write you some more,

SmmeoN Durcax,

Forr Bumter, Deec, 11, 1881,
Editor Home Circle :

Fort Sumter, in Baker county, Oregon, is
a small mming camwp; it was settled in 1802
by a few Southern men at the time Fort Sum.
ter, South Carolins, was blockaded; hence
they called this heavily timbered spot Fort
Sumter, My sister keeps hotel; she has uot
many boardors now, Most of the little gicls
and boys talk about their pots, bug I have
none. My sistor has two little kittens and
a canary bird, 1do not have much to do now,
but when we tum onr Chfaman off T ghall
have to do wmore. There is a little girl stays
here, and we bave a great deal of fun snow
shoeing. Karie J. Giseres,

THE OLD SPINNING-WHEEL'S STORY.
A Tale for the Children.

1t was such a queer, rambling old agtio, A
delightful place to play, the children thought,
with 1ts dark corners and old-fashioned furni-
ture, its little closets, so high among the raft.
ers that Harry thought some giants must have
made them for their own convenicnce, and
others sa low and slanting and carious, with a
depth of darkness that even brave little May
never quite ventured to explore. But the fur-
niture was the most curious of all. Much of
it was very broken and forlorn, but still re-
tained an air of faded gentility; there were
old chairs and sofas, old pictures, tables that
folded up into almost unothing, a large spin-
ning-wheel, a cradle, and over all dust and
cobwebs and mildew.

But the children did not mind the cobwebs
or the dust when, on rany afternoons, they
weunt up for a frolic, and certainly little May
never heeded them when she was curled up
in the big arm chair deep in a story-book,

It waa quite late ome afternoon as she
strolled up there, and the daylight was
alveady fading, and the shadows of the furni.
ture looked grim and dark, and the big old
spinning-wheel seemed to have grown larger
and to have assumed a threatening attitude.

*You're a great humbag 1" said little May,
laughing, and giving the wheel a turn with
her hand; *‘You're always trying to scase me
when I come up in the svening. You look so
big and impertinent, and you are really

but & useless old scare.crow!”

“Ughd Ugh!" creaked the wheel, as it

not doubt if you conld speak you could tell a
more interesting story than I read in books,
Go on,"” she continued, turning it more rap-
idly, until the wheel seemed to catoh the mo-
tion and almost turned itself; “‘speak, and tell
me something about the little girls a hundred
years ago!"

“Hum ! hum 1" slowly murmured the spin-
ning-whoel ; *‘the little girls who used to
live a hundred years ago were different, in
their looka and ways, from any that you
know. No silks and fancy furbelows, fine
slippers on their feat, but gowns of good,
plain homespun, and aprons clean and neat!”

v[lear me !" said little May, ‘I wear avrons
often; so do lots of little girls,"

“Their shoes were often home made, of
Jeather stout and strong, but many a child
went barefoot throughout the whole year
long, for money was not plenty, and people
fur and near had learned to live on little, for
everything was dear. They thought but of
their country, for at that time, you know,
a cruel war was raging—a hundred years
ago."”

“Oh, yes," said little May, *“I've read all
about that in my history lessons, George
Washington lived then, and he was the Gen-
eral, and fought the British, and when the
band played *Yankee Doodle,’ all the redconts
used to run ! But hurry up and tell me about
some little girl,”  °

“Ah!  Time moves fast!" continued the
apinning-wheel. *‘It seems to me only the
other day I watched beside the farmer's
hearth his only child at play. But she could
work right bravely, and I often heard the
sound of her busy little footsteps while my
great wheel spun round., And when the
tusks were over how merry was he~ wong as
she frolicked with her kitten the garden
walks along! Sometimes would come a sol-
dier on horseback up the hill, and then the
happy face looked grave, the lightsome feet
stood still, as the messenger drew nearer nnd
paused before the door, and she knew he
brought her mother some tidings from the
war; for her father was a soldier, and his
camp was far away, nnd their hearts grew
wenry waiting for some news of him each day.
All lotters came by messengers; they had no
muils, you know, Ah! life was very differ-
ent then, a hundred yeara ago?"’

“What do you know abeut it now, old
Spinning-wheel ?” laughed little May.
here in thia dark attic you can't hear what
we're about down stairs. You don't know
anything about the postman or the mails.
But go on; you're just beginning to be inter-
asting, What was the girl's name 1"

“Oh! oh!” groaned the old wheel; ''yon

beg; my juinta are old, my back is stiff, a
eramp is in my log !
a0 many years you would not like to whirl so
very quickly round and round to pl

make mo really giddy; don't hurry me so, I s

Mercy, glad and thankful, to her little bed.
room sped, Now early in the morning, before
the night ia past, through all the aleeping
village a messenger rides fast; ‘Hol young
and old awaken! Good mewa! good news !
hurrah | Cornwallin has surrendered ! Now
ended in the war!" At open doors and win-
dows are enger faces scen, and young sod old
together come hurrying to the green, And
joyful are the greetings and loud the bells are
tung, snd praise and glad thanksgiving are
heard on every tongue, and men embrace
each other, and women weep and say, ‘Now
glory to the Lord of hosts, who makes us free
to-day!" And Meroy heurd the cheering, and,
glad within her heart, she felt in the thauka-
giving she, too, could have n part. For he
who helped our armiea to fight for libarty had
aided her that very night to set a prisoner
free. And far and wide with bonfires the
hillsides were aglow ; that was a grand
Thankagiving, a hundred years ago.”

May started. The attic had grown quite
dark; she could not even see the oldspinning-
wheel | Bhe rubbed her eyes. Had she besn
awake or asleep? What a dear, delightful,
interesting old place the attic was—Chistian
Union,
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Oregon Railway and Navigs-
tien Company,
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tle girl. Where was I? Oh, I know. Her
name? Well, let me see, ‘Twas Mercy; and
it suited well »o sweet a child aa sbe, I re-
member how some neighbors, on one cool
Autumn night, were sitting round the hearth-
stone where the fire was burning bright; and
they talked about their country, and what
they meant to do to help her in this struggle,
like loyal men and true, How one had sold
hin cattle, the beut of sll his herd, and each
gffvo of his choicest where the hearts of all
woere stirred.  And woe be to the Tory who
awred not to be free from kingly rule and tax-
ing, whoever he might be. And Mercy, from
her corner, could feel hor heart beat high,
and telt that for her country she, too, would
gladly die. The voices then prew lower, but
Mercy heard them say how the old basket
maker was put in ward that day. A quiet,
steady workman, who never spoke a word for
or against the country, but somebody had
heard, when news of some great victory a
messenger did bring, these words drop eadly
from him : *God save our gracious king ! That
certaiuly was treason; the mau must Le a spy!
and then they all decided that he must surely
die. In the morning they would hang him as
soon s it was light; and now within a neigh.
bor's barn they'd locked him for the night,
Men's hearts were stern, their decds were
Lold, no pity did they show to traitors to
their conutry & hundreds years ago. "

Ok dear 1" sighed little May, *I'taso glad
1 did not hive then. Did they really hang the
poor old basket maker? Your story is be-
coming very interesting."

“Little: Meroy, quite unnoticed, had heard
the whispered tale, her eyes were wide with
horror, hor cheeks grew very pale, What
need for euch s measure? What cause for
suchalarm? Why hang their poor old neigh-
bor, who never did them barm? Then words
that Christ had spoken came softly to her
mind: that we unto our enemies should loving
be and kind; and they who were hia children
could best their service prove by showing
their obedience in kindly deeds of love.
‘Lord Jesus,' whispered Mercy, ‘Ob, help me
now, I pray, to do what is my duty, and
please Thee if I may, For even little children
can faithful servants be; pow help me try
this evening to set my neighbor free." Soon
as the clock strock midaight, and all were
fant asleep, I saw then little Mercy forth from
her bed-room creep. Softly she stepped and
listened, then swiftly o'er the floor, white ss a
little moonbeam, she burried tothe door, The
clumsy chain unclasping, the wooden boltshe
drew, and out into the darkness so noiselesaly
she flew. Full well she knew the pathway,
with little fear or dread, she bravely hurried
forward until she reached the shed; there
hung the iron padlock, quite plainly in her
sight; she knew the husps were ruaty; with
all her main and might she tore it from its
fastenings, the door flew open wide, and to
the startled prisoner, “Run for your life !’ she
eried. ‘Theyll hang you in the morning; I've
come to set you free ! Oh, hurry, barmry, from
this town as fast as you can flee I' * Surely it
is an augel!’ he murmured, hall afraid,
:.“ dimly in the starlight, he saw the little

** ‘No, it is enly Mercy,’ she shyly whis-
pered low; one kiss upon her forehead, and
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the he turned to go; and planging in the

USE ROSE PILLS.

darkness, like an arrow off he fled, and




