
Sadie’s Conquest. 

Bara Vagina] du Bois, in the “Christian Intelligencer.”) 

It wis a strange and mysterious loaking box that the 

eapressign elt the door that moming, addressed in a 

clear, dni hand to Mis Sadie Allen, No. 4 Township 

| Ane Ihete s & quarter to pay on it, madam,” the ex 

presscian said as he han ted her his oficial book 

1 hope its wordt quark,” said Sadie, laughingly, ag 

the disor closed and the family gathered. about the box 

wonde ng what id ¢ nta'n 3 

Fil soon show you, said Walter, who was the family 

mechanic vu a asions Wait till | get my tool chest 

od 111 limve the lid off in less than no time 

he box « 

showld lave en nailed so securely,” said Bess 

paratively light do not see why it 

Perhaps 

is Bed with green che, Sadie, or rxilway bonds 
a My hopes are not varing very high,” answered Sadie 

although her looks belied her words 
“Well, here it Sis, said Walter a moment later, 

wand tes 4 letter; if I'm not mistaken it's Aunt Jane's 

crabbed handwriting 

Oh, Walt hus 

want you to forget that however forbidding Aunt Jane may 

said Mrs. Allen, sternly, “1 do not 

seem 10 vou, vet still she is your father's eldest sister, and 

was once young like yoursell.” 
“She lorgets it now, laughed Walter 

I'hey gathered about her eager'y as 

But what does she 

have to say Sadie 

she read 

Rk y dear Sadie 

is your bir-hday, and send you a little gift upon condit- 

sons. | remember you were not particulary industrious 

when | visited your home last winter, and spent most of 

your time over books, come of which I did not approve. 

I'he hands need to be trained as well ss the intellect de- 

velop=d This great ball of yarn 1 want you to work ap 

into a winter shaw! for my ‘own use, and when it is finish- 

ed 1 shall reward vou as 1 see fit. Aslam very suscept- 

ible to climgtic changes, 1 shall want the shawl finished by 

Sepsem! er With regards, 

I happen to remember that to-morrow 

# “Your Aunt Jane 
Whilter laughed and whistled a’most in one breath, and 

Bess's face was full of suppressed mirth as she took the great 

ball in ber hands 

“If it were only a prettier shade of yarn, said Sadie. 

“What color would you call it, mother 2" 
“Ihab, 1 think 

sure, | never saw anything like it before.” 

* she said smiling, ‘although Iam not 

“It makes me t ink of the near approach of a funeral,” 

said Walter 7 

Sadie looked at her mother and then at the great ball of 

sav. Sis, are going to work it up 

vara 11 the first time | ever remember Aunt Jane making 

a request of me, and “| dare not refuse her even if | would.” 

Theo meeting her mother's eves. she hastily added: “Do 

you musunderstan! me, little mother. | mean that every 

stitch shod! be ‘woven w th love and good wishes.” 

But | thought you wanted all your spare time this 

summer prepare for college,” said Bess. Sadie weighed 
the ba ar fy in her hands before she answered: “Well 

yes, | did but'then ita is doubtful if I can go, father may 
pot be able to send me 

Id» ot see why she need impose this task on Sadie,” 

said Wilte 
It wis S.die that answered now, and as she did so there 

wis a new Light her eyes as she spoke. “Father was 

s i nye bout Aunt Jane only last evening,” she 

) how tenderly they love each other. He 

1 ’ ¢ was not always as she is now, a great sor- 

row nto hier Life, land instead of living above it, she 
yield lepiresang influences 

Thue Le of old times, do it, said Walter as he 

put away nd gathered up his cap 

It» ¢ how slowly the ball lessened in size, 

b \ jespair, and worked at her task with such 

p fren gave her a loving kiss and futher a 

sl One Jay father gathered up the ball 
fr ere 11 had rolled, and where Carratunk, 

the | gora kitten, had been playing a game 
with «t g near the end dear; can y u finish it to- 

da | hit this evening, and to-morrow when 

you g 1 vill please deliver it for me.” 

At te t ving, as they were gathered about 

the Library gave an exclaimation which caused 
them all 1, ) her dvection 

‘Is finished,” she sa'd, * and here at the very heart of 

the ball is’ another letter from Aunt Jane." 

“Let's hear 11," said Walter; folding his hands and smil- 

ing grimly Ihere's nothing like one of Aunt Jane's let- 

teis to cheer one up 

“My dear Sadie: Open this little envelope, it contains 
your reward” 

“It's a Jock of her hair, | know,” said Dess. 

“Hush; ch ldren,” said father. “Wait until she sees.” 

Sadie gasped, then held out toward her father a tiny slip 

of paper 

MESSENGER AND V . 
~ 

& & The Story Page. » « 

“It's a check for a thousand dollars,” said father, “to de 

fray college expenses. My dear sister, may God bless her 

Sadie's voice was beyond control, but tears of" joy were 

falling upon the shawl 

‘How can | ever thank her,” she finally said 

Iam glad," said father, “that this labor was one of love 

and not of duty alone. If we would only show thought 

and tenderness for the eccentricities of others, we wi iid 

often find that however much the vy differ 

they usually have a warn to the 

. m > 

Too Late 
The old farmer died sudde ¢ I GO 

bis only son, received the tele t K 

but go 10 the farm for the t 

even that, for the judge wa 

and every hour was wort 

As he sat wih bent head i « \ 

which lumbered through the far L t keep the 

details of his cases out of his md 

He had never given his father al tache nd the d 

man died full of years and virtue i sh f nl 

ripe.” The phrase pleas~d 

“1 wish to tell you Gd the doctor gravely, that 

your father's thoughts wer 1 of w He was ill but an 

hour, but his cry was for John! Jol easimgly 

“If I could have been with his 1 the Ie 

“He was greatly disappointed that you missed y 

yearly visit last spring. Your visits weie the events of his 

life," said the doctor 

“Last spring ? Oh, yes; | took my far ily then to Cali- 

fornia 
« your return, “I 1 rged him 

but he would not go 
“No he never felt at home in the 

The judge remembered that he had not aske { his father 

indfather’s to come down. Ted was ashame 

wide collars, and Jessie, who wa usician, s@wled 

when she was asked to sing the "I" hymn” every 

aud had ceas d night The judge humore 

to ask his father into his louse 
The farmhouse was in order and scrupulously clean, but 

its bareness gave a chill. to the judge, whose own home 

was luxurious. The old deaf servant sat grim and tearless 

by the side of the coffin 
pe “Martha was faithfu whisper doctor, “but she's 

deaf. His life was very solitary. The neighbors are young. 

He belonged to another gener tion 
He reverently uncover d the collin, and then with Martha 

went out and closed the door I'he 

the dead. 
Strangely enough, his thought was still of the bareness 

ws alone with 

of the room. Those hacked wooden chairs weré there when 

he was a boy. It would have b en so easv for him to have 

made the home comfortable to have hung some pictures 

on the wall! How his father had delightéd in his engrav- 

ings and pored over them 
Looking now into the kind old face, with the white hair 

ething in it which he lying motionless on it, he found sor 

had never ‘taken time to notice—a sagacity, a fine nature 

and sensitive. He was the friend, the comrade, he needed 

so often! He had left him with deaf old Martha for his 

sole companion. 

There hung upon the wall the 
man with an eager, strong face, looking proudly at a 

chubby boy on his knee. The judge saw the strength in 

the face. 

itograph of a- young 

“My father should have played a high part in life," he 

thought. 
“There is more promise in his face than in mine "” 

In the desk was a bundle of old account books with re- 

cords of years of hard drudgery on the farm; of working 

winter and summer and often late at night, to pay John's 

school bills and to send him to Harvard. One patch of 

ground after another was sold while he waited for practice, 
to give him clothes and luxuries which other young men in 

town had, untikbut a meagre portion of the farm w s left 
John Gilroy suddenly closed the book. “And rhis is the 

end!" he said. “The boy for whom he lived and worked 
won fortune and position-—and how did he reppy him?" 

The man knelt on the bare floor and shed bitter tears on 

the quiet old face. “O father! father!” he cried. But there 

was no smile on the quiet face 

Companion. 

He was too late.—Youth's 

© 
© a 

Jamie's Serenade. 
“Mamma, what are serenades ?" asked Jamie 
“It’s a song,” said mamma. “But why do you want to 

know ?"' 

“A song !” said Jamie. “Why, I heard Uncle Jim say 

that he went out to give a serenade on Tuesday night. 1 

thought it was something to gir e some one.” 
“Why you give them a song, you see. When you are 

very fond of some one, you go at night and sing a song 
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under her windows. That is to show the person that you 

love her.” 

Must you do it at night 

Yes, | think so 

But s'pose your mother won't let you sit up late at 

night, or § pose you fall asleep and can’t wake yourself up 

Oh, the people that give serenades do it secretly, and 

they commonly have no trouble in keeping awake at 

nights 

vid Jamie, as if he were perfectly enlightened 

ul { the matter 

mamma forgot all about the matter, but Jamie 

pondered long and earnestly 
I'wo nights later grandma was just settling herself for 

first nap, when she heard a sound that made her raise 

her might sed head from her p llow in haste 

Father, that's Jamie," she exclaimed 

Jamie was in dreamland an hour ago, 

| boyish voice arose on the night air 

“My kitty has gone from her basket, 
My kitty has gone up a tree; 

Oh, who will go up in the bran hes 
And bring back my kitty to me 

Bri-ing back, oh, bri-ing back 
Oh, bring back my kitty to me to me’ 

Jimie Carrol, what do you mean? Come right in out 

of that damp night-air.” 
“Wait till | finish my song, grandma,” said an aggrieved 

voice. “You oughtn't interrupt it, ‘cause it's a serenade.” 

“Does your mother know you're here 

Serenades are secret 
said grandpa, witha 

“Of course not 

“Let the boy finish his song, 

chuckle . 

“Have you got all your clothes on?" demanded grandma. 

“Why. of cqurse.” 
“Well, put this scarf around your neck and finish your 

song. Then come to the kitchen door and 1 will give you 

some refreshments.” 
“Oh, do you get refreshments for serenade: 

“Yes, indecd | Now hurry.” 

The shrill refrain was taken up again and the music 

finished in double-quick time. When he finisted he found 

grandma at the door waiting for him with a plate of the 

little chocolate cakes that Jamie thought were the very 

best things in the world to eat. Grandpa was there, too, 

and when the refreshments were disposed of, he escorted 

the small serenader heme. 

“Good-by, dear,” said grandma. “I enjoyed your music 

very much.” 

Bat mamma collapsed with a string of incoherent ex- 

clamations when she opened the door to the runaway 

“Why didn't you tell me about it ?" she demanded 
“Why, mamma, you said yourself that they were secret. 

And I love grandma best after you and I wanted to sur- 

prise her. She liked it very much and I had refreshments 

and lots of fun.’ 

“But you'll tell me about it next time, won't'you? Be- 

cause people can always tell secrets to their mother 

“All right,” said Jamie, I will "—Christian Standard. 

The Little Boy Who Fished. 
The littl boy lived a long, long time ago. He went to 

school in a rough log school house, and sat on a high 

board bench, without any back to lean against. And the 

bench was so very high that his small fee* could not touch 

the floor. And, too, he had no desk on which his teacher 

could put pretty pictures and bright blocks and sticks for 

him to play with. He never sang pretty motion songs nor 

marched to sweet music. 

So this little bay used to get very tired sitting still and 
doing nothing but swing his feet, hour after hour. Once 

in the forenoon and once in the afternoon he went out on 

the floor and stood by his teacher, and learned his A. B. 

€'s, ard how to spell “a-b ab.” 

Don't you suppose he often thought of the shady woods 

where the birds were singing and the squirrels scampering 

about ? or of the silvery little brook that ran through the 

meadow in which the tiny minnows were darting around ? 
One day, while he was twisting about on his high seat, 

he spied a little gray mouse peeping out from a hole in the 

floor in the corner near him. He almost laughed out loud. 

Then he quietly pulled a piece of line -out of his pocket, 

and tied on a bitof cheese from his dinner-basket. Then 

he threw the line out as far as he could towar.l the 

mousie’s door in the old floor 

It was not long before the teacher saw him. “Jimmy,” 

said she, “what are you doing ?" 

“Fishing, ma'am,” the little Jimmy answered, frightened. 

“What are you fishing for ? 

“For a mouse, ma'am.” 
The children all laughed; but the little Jimmy didn't 

for he saw that the teacher Inoked very sober. 
“Very well,” she said. “I will give you just five n inutes 

to catch that mouse. Ifyou dou’t get him in that time, I'll 
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