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the road-bed flew spitefully in our 
faces, and the wind blew so hard we 

could scarcely breathe. 

NAT URES CURE AND THE . DOC-| bonnet, who was always at the door |you, at any rate, madame, and you 

TOR. of the meeting in‘the Ornano station. | shall decide whether the secretshould 

Mrs. Rogers lay Eas Bed, Mrs. Dalton passed her with a f riend- | be kept. Little Fifine’s mother was 

Bandaged and blistered from foot to head, ly smile, as Fifine led the way to her | the daughter of a government o
fficial| O, how 

= andnged ( Ko sony Soin head to toe, godmother’ bed. in Bayeux. She was a pretty girl, words com 

1 oper ad the blinds; the day was bright, 

Aud Nature gave Mis. Rogers light. 

Icoper od the window; the day was fair, 

And Nature Zave Mrs Rogers air. 

Bottles and blisters, powders and pills, 

Catnip, and boneset. syrup and quills; 

Drugs and medicines high and low, 

1 threw them as far as I could throw. 

Deacon Rogers he came to me: 
“Wifeis a comin’ round,’ said he. 

“ Your wife*”’ said I, * had Nature's care 

And a remedies—light, and water and 

S 

All the yo tors beyond a doubt, 
Couldri’t have cured Mrs. Rogers with- 

out.” 
The deacon smiled, and bowed his head; 

“Then your bill is nothing,” he said; wide hall, a child was sitting up. 

Teaver siday? you, docter; good-day! right, her arms outstretched, her 

If ever I doctor that woman again, 
I'll give her some medicine made by men. 

Kerial, 

FIFINE. 

— 

BY LOUISE SEYMOUR HOUGHTON. 

CHAP. XVII.—IN THE LARIBOISIERE. 

Fifine sat upon the fioor of the 

platform at Mrs. Dalton’s feet, watch- 

ing the movements of the lady’s hands 

upon the melodeon keys, and some- 

times touching the fine, soft folds of 

her black dress. It was her favorite 

place in the Sabbath school, whence 

she was often sent upon little help- 

ful errands about the room, and where 

she exchanged many a bright glance 

and smile with Ernest, as he went 

and came between his mother and the 

loor. Fifine and Ernest seldom spoke 

io each other, but neither had ever 

lost the interest in the other that had 

sprung up at that first meeting, 

which now seemed so long ago. 

The school had been dismissed, the 

children were all gone, and Ernest 

was busy in putting things in order 

about the room, but Fifine had not 
moved. She looked so wistfully into 

Mrs. Dalton’s face, as she played soft- 
ly upon the little instrument, that the 
lady’s attention was aroused, and 
ceasing to play, she laid her hand 
upon the child’s uncovered head, say- 
ing, “What is it, my little one ? Did 

you wish to ask me anything?” 

Fifine made more than one attempt 

before she mustered courage to speak 
and tien her words were so low that 
Mrs. Dalton needed to bend over her 
till the two faces almost met. 

“Marraine wants me to ask you to 
take mc for your little girl,” whisper- 

ed Fifine, not daring to look into the 

eyes which were 80 near her own. 
“Where is Marraine?” = asked 

Mrs. Dalton, surpressing all appear- 

ance of the surprise she could net 

but feel. 
“Marraine is very ill ; she is in the 

Lariboisiére,” answered Fifine. 

Mrs. Dalton took the little girl upon 
her lap. “Tell me all about it, she|™ 

said. “Have po no nat no 

papa?” iv ua FA 
“No, madame. 1 never had any- 

body but Marraine and Father Tou- 
ton, and now Father Touton is dead, 

and Marraine is in the Lariboisiere, 
and she wants me to live with you 
and be your little girl.” 

“But I am going away very soon 
my child,” replied Mrs. Dalton. 
“My home is along way off, in Am- 

erica, and I expect to go therein a 
few weeks. Marraine would net like 
you to go where she could net see 
you.” 
“Madame Legras told us that you 

were going to America, Madame,” 
replied Fifine; “and Marraine said 
she should like to have me to go to 
America, because she bas heard that 

the Americans all love the Lord Je 
sus, and serve him, and she wants me | to 
to serve him too.” 1: 

There were tears in Mrs. Dalton’s 
eyes, yet she “I will go with 

you to see your, godmother, my| 
child,” she said “Ernest can find his | Mrs. 

“way tiows'slove; sod we will go pm: 

Vv 

Mrs. Dalton remembered quite well 

that she had seen her in the meetings 

with little Fifine. 

exchanged half a dozen words, when 

a ery sounded down the long, quiet 

hospital ward, ¢ Fifine! O Fifine, is 

it thou ?” 

eyes shining, her cheeke burning red: 

fear, till the child cried again, 

Fifine, have you forgotten me?” 

Then, with the one word, ¢“ Marie! 

she flew across the ward. 

the bedside, soothing and. hushing 

| lay-obediently still, with closed eyes 

Marraine was bolstered up in bed, 

ery clean and neat, with her hair 

moothed carefully under her cap, 

They had barely 

In the oppesite bed, across the 

Fifine stood rooted to the spot with 
“ 0 
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One of the nurses was already at 

the excited child ; but the clasp of 

Fifine’s arms about her neck was of 

more avail than all the nurses’ whis- 

pered admonitions. She sank back 

upon her pillow, holding Fifine’s face 

with both her little burning hands. 

“QO Fifine, how glad I am!’ she] 

whispered, with panting breath. 

«“ But you must not talk,” said the 

nurse; “ your little friend will come 

to you another day. Now you have 

fatigued yourself witk so much ex- 

citement, it will not do for you to 

say one word. The little girl will sit 

beside you quietly while you sleep 

will you not madamoiselle? ” 

Fifine promised readily, and Marie 

opening them now and then to gaze 

delightedly upon the dear face of the 

only friend the poor little waif had 

ever known. By degrees her hot hold 

upon Fifine’s hand relaxed her breath: 

came more regularly, and little Marie 

slept. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Dalton was en- 

gaged in earnest conversation with 
mother Toutea. 
“Do you raslly wish to. part. with 

your little girl?” asked the Ameri- 
can lady, after the old woman had 
told her enough to show that Fifine 
was her-only tie to this world. 
« Must T not leave her soon, mad- 

ame” asked mother Touton, sadly. 
«Jt will be hard, indeed, to part with 
her one day before the time, but that 
is nothing. If only I could know her 
safe with those who would teach her 
to love and serve and serve the Lord 

Jesus! Ihave always taken great 
pains with my salvation, madame, but 

it has all been a mistake. I want the 
little one te learn the right way.” 
“The right way is to love our Lord 

Jesus, to trust in him for our salva- 

tion. “You have learned this, dear 

madame?” 
«1 do'not think I understand ex- 

actly, though I know now that our 
Lord loves us, and is not angry with 
us, as | once thought. And I know 
that good works and pilgrimages are 
of no avail, though I once trusted te 
them, Now I have nothing to trust 
to. ” 

- Believe on the Lod Jesus Christ 
and tho shalt be saved,” repeated 
Mrs. Dalton, 

Madame Legras read me those 
very words,” replied the old woman, 
“and they gave me rest, though Ido 
not quite understand them. Bat, 
madame, my little Fifine. I want 
her to learn the right way from. the 
first. “She is with good’ people, “and 
who understand quite well, but they 
are very poor, and my little one | is) 
obli to go into the streets ‘alone, 

and sing, hat she may earn 

but very wayward. 

not careful of her, as they should 

have been ; 

to endure a frown on her pretty face, 

and they let her go about te the fairs 

like any peasant girl. When the time 

came for her to betrothed, they want- 

ed to engage her to a rich old rentier 

| a dangerous ride. On we flew, gath- 

And they were 

they loved her too- well 

(person of independant property); 

very rich he was, and very old. It 

would have been a good match for 

her, but she would not censent. She 

nad more spirit than most girls, and 

she had been badly brought up, else 

she would never have dared to tell 

her mother what she did.” 

To be Continued. 

A RACE WITH A LOCOMOTIVE. 

“Boys,” said father, “can’t you take 
Mr. Fenton’s slegh home this’ morn- 
ing as yeu go to school?” 
Of course, we could take it, just as 

well as not. John was seventeen and 
I nineteen, hale and hearty; and the 
long sleigh with three seats and heavy 
swan-necks in front, was soon at the 
door. ‘The dinner basket and books 
were placed therein, and each took 
bis place at the pole for a brisk run 

along the icy road. 
“Let me say one word, boys, be- 

fore you go,” said father. “Don’t 
utdertake to ride down hill. It’s icy 
and its dangerous.” 

“All right,” we replied as we 
started on a run. 
The half mile that intervened be- 

tween our place and the school house 
was soon passed. A pumber of girls 
and boys were running about the yard 
as we came up. 
“Hurrah for a sleigh ride—a gen- 

uine old fashioned good eme!” I 
shouted, as we halted before the door 
“Come, boys and girls, get in. Load 
up, and go down to Mr. Fenton's with 
us. We'll have a glorious time, ‘and 
can all get back before ‘school . com- 
mences: Come.” 

In less than five minutes the long 
sleigh was filled with a laughing, 
merry orowd, dnd we were! ready to 
start. Billy Smith stood up in front 
to hold the pole, and two of the large 
boys took their places on the sides to 
steer. Herb Martin stepped behind 
and pushed the sleigh two or three 
rods as fast as he could run, and then 

leaped aboard. We were fairly under 
way. Before we had got ten rods, I 
began to see that we had undertaken 

ering speed fastér and faster with 
every rod we passed over, until the 
keen air blew in our faces, and the 
trees and fences seemed to dash past 
us at an amazing speed. ‘We had not 
taken into consideration the iey road, 
and the weight of the load that was 
propelling the smooth steel sleigh 
shoes with almost irresistable power. 

The road extended along ‘a: steep 
hillside in a southwest direction for 
half a mile or more, when it crossed 
the railroad, near (he foot of the. des: 
cent. In aymoment the shrill shriek 
of the locomotive rang pe in 
our’ears. It was the up 
sounding its approach to the © gp 
Neck and neck we flew le i 
with the great puffing mo 
It was a wild race for life; phony we 

{ditingh. te It Tang : 

| ber living. T éannot die in peace | 
while my tile por is exposed to such | 

«She is a 

Bir 
living 

gly in our 

now,and pi 

through on 

and with 

moment. 
think ; an 
and the cr 
The sle 

with a sud 

valves, as 

hot breath 

fore him; 

tation, on 

trembling, 

hats, and 

near the 

with mental anguish ! 
of home and eternity passed vividly 

The girls clasped each other’s hands, 

breath tremblingly awaited the dread 

just ahead of the'cow-chatcher, and 

and upward. There was a frightful 
clanging and hissing around us, and 
a deafening scream from the steam 

swept in our faces as we dashed be- 

in the shape of a long and deep inden- 

The girls uttered a wild shriek of 
despair, and two of them fainted. 

Billy Smith sank down, pale and 

and shook as though their almost 
palsied limbs were struck with death- 

ly weakness. 
It was all over, however. 

won the race ; we were at the bottom 

of the hill, 
engineer and fireman swung their 

fluttered at the car windows as they 
dashed past us; but we were too 
much frightened and excited w) re- 
turn the congratulation. 
“We returned to the school Hoyss 

ten minptes late. The teacher had 
heard the story. of our narrow escape, 
but he did not mention it to us then. 
Father forgave us when he heard 

of it, but 1t was the last of our riding 
down hill ; 
I cannot witness ‘the:sport anywhere 

my fearful experience, when so many 

of us passed through such a narrow 
escape from’ a death 80 horrible.— 
Golden Days. } 

forcibly did father’s kind 
e back to our recollection 
erceour disobedient hearts 

Thoughts 

r minds in quick succession. 

staring eyes and bated 

A moment only we had to 

d we were at the crossing, 
isis was at hand. 
igh struck the iron rails 

den shock leaped forward 

we leaped the track. The 
of the fiery monster fairly 

and he even left his mark, 

the rear of the sleigh box. 

and the steersmen tottered 

We had’ 

and we were safe.. The 

a score of handkerchiefs 

and from that day to this 

railway - without recalling 

papa had 

for a day. 

little girl 

sick ) pil 
At first 
and j just, 

them three or four limes, 
{- “ We haven't prin — fre roar 
since the day before le terday, gpd 
now my papa has hurt’ “his han 

met the train at the ho Mani hewrd pres 
earthly power could save us. a ave oe oh at iE 

The engineer saw us, and promptly | tear-stained. fa then flew, like | 
sounded the davger gt p and | a frightened bird, vo fas dear mam. | 

ma’s side. 

WHAT MAMIE DID. 

BY RUTH ARGYLE. 

Little Caro was very poor. 
‘to work hard for so many 

mouths to eat. Sometimes they had 
just bread for days; not one bit of 
butter ; and once in a while they had. 
had no ‘brdad at all, nothing to eat 

one would help them, and they would’ 
have enough. Now, there, was a 

poor Caro. Her name was Mamie. 
One day she saw Care and her broth- 
er Willie out on the porch, erying, 
4 J said she, “may I go out 
to our fence, and ask them what they 
are crying for? 
_ Her mamma was willing. Se Mi 
mie ran to. the feuee sud called, 
“ What are - 123 tat ? Are you 

ground ; but, when Mamie hd wi 

+ | he can’t work, My mamma, ai we| 
shall all starve now.” i 

ee 

——— 

Her 

And then, perhaps, some) 

who lived next door to | 

| 

afraid 0 tell, 
ng. down on the rk) 

I | 

“ Mam: Oh! 
ad gi jot A, Hos wa 

der to find out what was SE 
ery, why then all the poor children 

‘I might have been without food ut] 

til they were ill, and their papa and 
mamma would have been heart-brok: | 
en. 
much trouble this one dear thought- 
ful little Mamie saved a whole family. 

When you see a little boy or girl ery- 
ing, try to find out some way in 
which to help, and you will be able 
to do a great deal of good while ‘you 
live. Advocate and Guardian. 

ed hurriedly into a bookstore in An- 
nasburg and said to the man serving 
al the counter, * Please, Sir, T ‘want | 

a beautiful place where he takes care 
of his children, and I want to go there, | 

Ah, there is no telling from how 

DIXEY’S SIX CENTS. 
——— 

A short time ago a little girl walk. 

a book that’s got ¢ Suffer little child- 
ren to come unto me,’ in it: and how 
much is it, sir ? and Iam in a great 
hurry. ” 

The shopman tent down Asa dust- 
ed his spectacles“ And suppose I 
havn't the book you want, what then, 
my dear.” ; 
“ Q sir, I shall be sorry, I want it 

80!” and the little voice trembled 'at 
there being a chance of disappoint-|, 
ment. 

2 took. the thin 
tomer in his own. | 

“ Will you be very sad without the 
book ? and hi are you in “such a 
Burry,” addy 
“ Well, sin, yo 

school one when Mrs West, 

who takes care of me, was away, and 

teacher read about the Good ‘Shep 
here who said those words,and; about 

I am so tired of being where there is 
no one to care for a little girl like mé, 

only Mrs, West, whe says I ht bet- 
ter be. ad than alive? 
“Bat why are you in sucha bu 
My cough is getting so bad 'n 

sir, and I want to know all about 1 
before I die ; it would be so, strange 
to see him and not know him. Be-. 
sides, if Mrs. West knew 1 was here || 
she'd ‘take the - six cents I,ve sayed| 
raining messages to bay bed “book 
with’; in Sher, to get serv 
ed. » 

+ The bookseller wiped: his glasses | 
very vigorously this time and lifting 
a book off the shelf, he said o “pil 

find the words you want,my. little 1,45 
come and listen,” bo Then he RE 
words of the loving Saviour—(Luke 

plasg_children— d told her how 

«Oh, bow lovely I” ‘was’ the half 
breathless exclamation othe yon, of 
little. buyer. | 
+ % And hosays « Com". TIL. 806 
him. “How long do you think it may 
be, sir, before I can see him ?'* ae 
“Not. long, perhaps,” said  the| 

shopkeeper, turning away his. head | 
“You shall keep the six cents, and | 
come every day, while I read to you|and 
some mare out of this book.” ”** 
Thanking him'the small child hee: 

10-MOrrow, - ‘and maoy 

18:16) get yoiur bibles and find the | 

‘morning ; then he ¢ame 
the kitchen where mamma yy, § 
ing Bridget. 
“O mother, I ‘want some) 

eat now; fd seme luncheon Fi 
We've got a holiday, and ye 
going chestnuting— the whole 
of us,” he said. 

“How's ' Maggie?” askeq 
Willis of the washerwoman, , 
put up the desired luncheon, 

“She’ 

gain so fast as she would ish 
get out some of these nice ap ’ 
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them. 

low. ‘Where ‘on’ 
The voice ke t whispering: 

good chance. 
if you ean’t. stand 1 
There was the bag. Now wei 

{ decide whether to 80 ‘chestnnting 
get old 
ride. | 

day.” 

broke 
nothing “in ‘the worruld would d 
ore good, and Rikon: 
she sobbed out. 
“Inasmuch,” whispered 

as she 

‘mon 

‘be try 

Hig 
| give yon lots of money and 
sew cloaks and gowns. 
ren because I'm 
big enough, mamma. ~ “ But I 

| yoarwhias T-can des! «T can hi 
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} Ae ded il El 

What isha my dear?” 
Bet’ tothe 

| school. - 

JeLr 

33] wi 

.| passed, but the rr ‘etime {ren 

ss pti 
, un : 

so| the wi gb 011) Yi 1% 

RE was to ares 

ia Soot 
As 1 don’ iy Fo by id 

« Dixey’s dead ! Fre) 
mt 

ve mon 
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and rushed up stairs after bi 
nut bag. There on the table | 
diary, open at his “rezurlutions’ 
last words canght lis eye: 
have a chance.” Just then Mn, 
ovan’s words | flashed back 
mind, and’ the thotgh? came 
of How the sick girls dul eyes 
brighten at the prospect of s th 
joyment as he was promis: ng i : 
for that afternoon, ; 
“1 wonder, he said, 

fellow to-do. it,”? he, said to hi 
then bent his energies ‘to findi 
‘bag’; but the: voice pier. 
“If yoti were sick and poor i in 

would like to get aut for a nice 

would laugh to see a fellow taking 
to ride ; 

lose if I. don’t! go chestnuting 

| down stairs three 
i “Say, Mrs. Donovan; 

w, | eve Maggie wold like to ride 
me this afternoon T drive ma 

{very often, so you ‘needn’ tbe 
to -" Ray and: ir real nice 0 

Mrs Difbobih 

prise for a moment, and then 

| 

Jak 
“Ruzzolzed, that Pll try bene 

“Why, Vs sodxing’ il 
Sai hi fw 

1 pope go for the" 
ried away. ; Tomorrow amy wei diy 

PL 
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s better, ma’am; buts} 

orbs swallowed the gin 

“Aft 
: ‘Blt nobody would - 

ittle street, think how 

hesitated. How the | 

and just think of the f 

It’s too much to ask of 4 
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kigsed him tenderly, 
wrote.in his diary at 1 

d awhile, cause Te 
good if I did have a ch 
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