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h_ﬁi‘f OLD-FASHIONED GIRL

As the clock on the stmirs ticks the minutes
away

1 sit with my pipe at the close of the day,

And in the light smoke-wroaths that softly
arise

Are numherless visions in fanciful guiss,

In sun-bonnet olden I dreamily see

Two roguish blue eyes glancing shyly at me,

The lncense arises in one lazy curl.

Enframing the faca of My Old-fashioned Girl.

1lpok onee ogain in her soft azare eyes—

Live over our meetings 'neath June's tender
skles

As we strolled side by side down some shadowy
lane.

Or skirted the acres of ripening grain,

While (£ T but harken, I hear even yet

Her fairy-like steps in a dim minuet,

And there eomes from the smoke in a delicate
whirl

The willowy form of My Old-fashioned Girl.

I hear the sweet voice that T heard years ago,

And her hand touches mine as we pass to and
fri,

When we meet for an instant in old Money
Musk.

Or I tenderly clasp it at midsummer's dusk,

And each haunting vision in fragrunt disguize

Grows fainter and fainter and Hoally dies.

Yet one face isleft me, as pure as & pearl,

The fage of my darling=—My Old-fashioned Girl.

In the sweet little miss who climbs up on Iy
knea

To “kiss grandpa good-night™ thers is some-
thing T see,

Unseen by all others, deep down in her eyos—

A something within them that half hidden lies,

She wonders, perbaps, why I hold her small
hand,

But if 1 shonld tell her, she'd not nnderstand

That grandmother yonder, beyond the smoke's
eurl,

Was once and to-day is, My Old-fashioned Girl.

-F. H. Curtiss, in Good Housekeeping.
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THE STRATAGEM.

Why Sissy Doddles Went Back on
His Girl.

“And to think,” said Henrictta
Mapes, *thut I should have been so
utterly ldiotic!”

“You eouldn't feresee the future,
child,"” said Miss Snaggs, an unfortu-
nate poor relation, who acted the part
of maid, dressmaker, and tondy in gen-
eral to Miss Mapes. “Yon seemed to
ba doing the best for yourself at the
time,"”

“Well, I thought so," sighed Hen-
rietta. I know I am a beauly, Sarah,
‘but time will fy; and Sissy had the in-
terest of a4 hundred thousand dollars,
and was perfectly correct in his dress
and deportment, and of a good old
family, and such an idiot that I could
twist him around my finger, and I aec-
eepted him; and here comes his uncle,
with a million—and a man of sixty is
not so dreadfully old—and falls in love
with me on the spot. Look at those
bot-house roses! The basket must have
cost bwenty-five dollavs; and a note
with them. Listen, Ull read it to you:

“May [ see you alone on Thursday evening?

1have a most particular question to ask—one
on which my future happiness depencds.”

“0f eourse, that means an offer of
marriage.”

“Of course,” sald Miss Snagga. “A
million! Why, I'm told that it's
nearcr two! And how you could enjoy
it! But an engagement is not a mar-
riage. Why don’t you break with Me.
Doddles and marry Mr. Crump?”’

“[ don't sea how I can, when I've
gworn so often that I adored him,”
said Honrietta. ¢But if he could only
be brought to quarrel with me, or to
chunge his own mind (he has not pot
any mind, still, I don't know how to
expross it otherwise). It's a dreadiul
thing to make an enemy out of an old
lover. He always does something
spiteful when he gets a chance. But
if he thinks he does it himself, and
fecls remorseful. you may count on
him as a friend.”

“Henrietta, I was reading the other
day about a girl who wanted to gef

_rid of a dreadful old, rich man that
her mother wanted her to marry, so
that she could marry a handsome,
young, poor man—just the reverse of
what you want, you know—and she
made him believe she was painted.
She had a complexion of cream and
roses really, but she rubbed rouge on
her handkerchief, and made him think
it came off her cheeks. Now you
might try that.”

“Why, Sarah,” cried Henvietta, "I
declare I never thought you had so
much wit. I believe T could get rid of
Sissy that way. But I might get a
pound of rouge on my handkerchief,
and he'd never think of its having
come off my cheeks unless I said so.”

“If you tell me to do so, I'll make
him believe you make up like a ballet
girl,” said Miss Snaggs.  *“There's not
much time to waste. Thisis Tuesday.
Mr. Crump wants his answer Thurs-

day. You can't live in any thing like
style on My, Doddles' income. He
spends it all on himsell now. I'll
really enjoy the deed. Shall I?”

“Oh, pray do!™ cried Henrietta.
“I'll see that you have every thing you
want after I am Mrs, Crump. You
know T'll keep my word, Sarah.”

“Very well, then. Write a note and
got Mr. Doddles to call this after-
noon, and you hide yoursell. I'll fix
it," said Miss Snaggs.

And Henrietta instantly sat down to
her desk and penned the note, which
8arah took to the post-office, stopping
at the druggist’s on the way hence for
more material for the trick she in-
tended to play on Mr. Doddles.

At four o'clock that afternoon, Miss
. Snaggs sat in the small parlor where
Henrietta usually received her suitor,
when two small boys below the win-
- dow drew attention to *‘the dude!” and
. the bell rang. Shortly ashaven head,
and eye-glass, a collar stiff as cast-
iron end upholding the chin of the
Wearer as though it were a surgical
dppliance, a pair of very full trousers,
and a slope-shouldered coat, with a
hot-house blossom in its button-hole,
& small mouth opened over too many

Yery prominent white teeth, and a
oice like that of a parrot uttered

“Beg pardon—sorvant dirocted me
~Miss Etta—not hereP Sing'lar—
'pointment—ah—unaware—"

“Oh, come in, Mr. Doddles,” said
Miss Snaggs. “Don't go away. Sit
down, and I'Il finish these things, and
take 'em up, and then she’ll come
down and see you. It won't take long
to put ‘em on, you know.”

“To put them on—eh—Dbeg pardon!”
cried Sissy Doddles, changing his eye-
glass into his.other eye, as if he
fancied the original one decelved him.
“Put them onP—beg pardon—don’t
comprehend.”

“*Just eatch hold of this while I braid
it,"” said Miss Snagps, offering Mr.
Doddles o loop at the end of a long
golden tress which had figured in pri-
vate theatrienls several years belore.
““This is her back halr; and this,"” she
said, as she took a frizette from a
bandbox, *is her front hair. That oniy
necds a pinch of the curling-irons.
Don’t be impatient, Mr. Doddles; she'll
be all the sweeter when you see her.”

“She! You don't mean Miss Henri-
etta? Those—eh—he-hee!” and he
made a curious little wicker, liko a
rabbit, “‘those don’t b'long to her; she
doesn’t wear them!”

“Indeed she docs, Mr. Doddles,” said
Miss Snaggs. I thought, of course,
she had mentioned it.”

“No, nover mentioned it,” said Mr.
Doddles.  *‘Eoh-hee-hce—never men-
tioned it."

He subsided into silence for awhile,
while Miss Snaggs took from a bowl a
large set of falso teeth—discarded by
Henrietta's  grandfather when he
bought his new set—and began to pol-
ish them carefully.

*Nice, becoming teoth,” she said,
holding them up.

“She wears those, too? inquired
Sissy Doddles, gravely.

“Oh, yes” said Miss Snaggs, I
don't believe she has ever reposed con-
fidence in you, Mr. Doddles.”

“She—she hkasn't!" gasped Sissy
Doddies. “Tee-hee-hee! I—Imust go.
'Pointment—urgenl—see a man—come
back. Best regards.”

He departed. Not long after a mes-
senger boy arrived, bringing o note,
with the Ddoddles’ coat of arms upon
the seal. Within were these words:

Owing to n want of conildenes fwhich should
exist, and does not, Mr. Sylvester Doddles
presenis his compiiments to Miss Henrletta
Mapes, jand thinks, perhaps —don't you know
—it would be best to meet no more.

“After I'm marvied I'll ask him
why, and tcll him I married Mr.
Crump out of the spite,” said Henriet-
ta. *It's always nice for a married
woman to have an admirer or two.”
Precisely at this moment Sissy Dod-
dles tumbled out of a cabinto the arms
of his uncle, who, being a stalwart
old gentleman, carvied him into the
house and up stairs before he asked
questions. Having dumped jhim inte
a large chair, he inquired:
“What's the matter, Sylvester?”
And Bissy, answered, plaintively.
“I've had a blew, unecle.”
“Where's Lthe fellow?” eried the un-
cle. “T'll trounce him!"
*It—it — hee-hee—tee-tea—he ain'™
afellow,” said Sissy. *“'It's a girl! It's
a blow to the feelings.™
“Forget her, old chap,” advised the
uncle.
“I was engaged to her,” sald Sissy.

Henrietta Mapes! "

best?” asked the unele, pointing his
gray whiskers before the glass,
“N-n-no, said Sissy.
axhibited confidence.
false.” .

She—she s

uncle. *‘Hearts go where they will.”
And he thought of his letter, and his
hot-house roses.

“It ain't her heart; it's her hair,
and her—complexion, and her teeth,"
said Sissy. Then he told his awful
tale to his uncle, who repeated:
“Dear, dear! Shocking! from time
to time. *Btill, it was a lncky eseape
for you,” he added, when Sissy
paused.

“Vewy,” said Sissy. *“Fancy "hav-
ing n wifo mostly false—vewy lucky.™
“How deceptive women are!” said
Uncle Crump, who was almost as idiot-
ie as his nephew, though of fine, im-
pressive presence.

Then he shuddered, and refrained
from calling upon Miss Henrietta
Mapes on Thursday evening, and short-
1y espoused a widow whose substantial
charms were stamped with the tokens
of reality.

Henrietta Mapes is still waiting for
an eligible offer, and frequently re-
proaches her poor cousin Snaggs.

“If it had not been for your absurd
plan, I should at least have had Sissy
Doddles,” she declares.

And Miss Snaggs knows too well
that this is true to do any thing but
weep.—Mary Kyle Dallas, in N. Y.
Ledger.

Charity Laws of France.

In France there are no public funds
for the relief of the poor, and private
charity is almost wholly relied upon.
It appears, however, that French laws
are very much opposed to private as-
sociations or individuals distributing
charitable funds, and require that this
should be done by officials. The ma-
chinery provided for the purpose are
bureaus composed of persons two-
thirds of whom are nominated by the
prefect of the district and one-third
by the communal authorities. No
person can found a charitable Institu-
tion and support it with his own money
without express authority from the
state, nor can he leave by will a sum
of money for any private individual to
distribute in charity; that duty muss
be performed by an official,—Loudon
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And she likes some other man | It Is s Much Entitled to Respectful Con.

1

“It was—oh, dear mel—it was Miss |

“She hasn't !

“Love can not be ruled,” said the |

MME. DE CASTIGLIONE.

A Favorite of Napoleon Who Was Fae
mous Throughout Europe.

The rumor which was current on the
boulevards of Paris afew days ago that
Mme. de Castiglione, the notorious
favorite of Napoleon IIL, was dead,
revives a number of recollections of
the once famous beanty.

In the year 1859 there appeared in
Paris a Count and Countess de Cas-
tiglione. They were Italians of good
family, who bore with them lettors of
introduction to the best houses in im-
perial socicty, They appeared to have
plenty of money at their disposal, took
a handsome hotel on what was then
called I'Avenuc de Imperatice, now
known as I'Avenue du DBois de Bou-
logne, and entertained in an unosten-
tatious manner. Mme. de Castigliona's
beauty soon became the talk of the
town.

Never had Paris scen such perfec-
tion in womankind. It wasimpossible
for painter or sculptor to find fault
with her features or the lines of her
figure.

She was a brunette, with a rich,
elear southern complexion. Her eyes,
of deep violet, were shaded with long
black lashes, which boulevardiers de-
clared took her half an hour every
morning to unknot. Her hair was
blue-black. Her nose was of the bold
Roman type, which is so rapidly dis-
appearing in falr Iialy. When she
opened her lnseious red lips she dis-
closed two dazzling rows of faultless
teath.

But beautlful as Mme. de Castig-
lione's face was, many thought ler
fipure even more perfect. Her arm
was o dream, and a model of her foot
is still preserved as “a thing of beau'y
and a joy forover"” among people who
live and reveled in Napoleon IIL’s
brilliant court.

The Italian beauty soon succeeded in
gaining the Emperor's favor, and the
Carbonari of Tlaly, whose eumity he
had gained through his wrestling from
Italy the fair province of Savoy.
thought it would be an easy thing for
her to inveigle him to some place
where his death could be brought
about.

While the plot was being matured,
*La Castiglione” appeared ut a fancy
ball given in honor of some foreign
royalty, and her costume shocked the
Empress Eugenle to such an extent
that she refused to recognize her and
had her removed {rom the room.

A stormy meeting between the Em-
peror and the beautiful Talian fol-
lowed; sheraved madly and threatened
his death if the insult offered her was
not atoned for. She was finally paci-
fied, the Emperor promising that the
next night, at the opera, he would
bow to her so that all Paris would
know that she still held his favor
The plan was carried out and the Em-
press immediately left the house and
shortly afterwards left France and paid
o long visit to Scotland. It is said
Queen Victo;iu.‘a pleadings ulone pre-
vented her suing for a divorce.

Meanwhile, the Carbonari had de-
cided that Napoleon's time had come,
but “La Castiglione” betrayed the plot
to the head of the police and the ar-
rest of the conspirators followed.—
Philadelphia News,
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RESPECT OLD AEE.

slderation ng Royalty.
Children should be early taught to
respect old age, taught too, that old
age is as much entitled to respectful
consideration as royalty.
Veneration is not a distinguishing
trait of tho average American youth;

~very early they begin to refer to their

parents as “the old man and the old

! woman.”

It scems to me that an old person is
entitled to respectful admiration, be-

i cause of the vast amount of experience

they have had, for one reason at laast;
for what can onc who has not lived, say
twenty years in the world, know about
it compared with one who has lived
fifty, sixty, or cighty years?

d people are ofien feeble physical-
ly and need all the help and tender,
loving care that the younger and
stronger ones can give. Children too
often forget all that their parents have
done and suffered for them, all their
watehful care, and some never realiza
how dear their parents are to them un-
til they arc taken from them forever.

We have heard women say that they
never fully appreciated their mothers
until they were keeping house for
themselves, and little children were
claiming their care. What is a more
pitiful sight than to gee an aged couple
with children who are unloving and
unthankful, and who even begrudge
their parents a home, but they will
surely receive their roward sometime.

Of course, much of the disrespact
shown by the young to the aged is due
chiefly to thoughtlessness and not hard
hearts; so we must help our children
by example as well as precept to
venerato old age; teach them that old
age is honorable and entitled to all the
loving care and consideration that we
can bestow upon it.—United Presby-
terian.
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—A North Wheeling (Va.) physi-
clan was rudely awakened from his
early morning slumbers recently, by
the terrific wringing of his door bell
and a woman's sereams of pain. ‘The
man of medicine dresssd with all
haste and admitted the woman, who
stated between her groans that some-
thing was the matter with her ear.
The physician got out his instruments,
and, upon making an examination,
found an immense bedbug gnawing at
the tympanum. A pairof tweezers soon
removed the vermin and the earre
sumed a normal condition.

A TYPICAL WITNESS.

What Mrs. Knapp Enew About an As-
sanlt and Battery Case.

There i3 no witness so dificult to
handle as the ono who insists on en-
lightening justice by giving a recital
of some purely personal matter utterly
irrelevant to the case on trial. This
style of witness is usually a female,
and the exasperated lawyers feel ten
Yyears younger when she steps down
from the witness stand.

A lady of this turn of mind was late-
ly a witness in an assault and battery
case which was tried belore Justice
Dufly in New York. She lived on the
same floor with the Pattersons, who
had indulged in a connubial fracas. It
was thought that Mrs. Knapp's testi-
mony weuld throw a flood of light on
the somewhat conflicting statements of
the other wilnesses. Mrs. Knapp,
whose jaw was tied up; curtsied to the
court, smiled at the jurors, and having
been sworn, assumed an affidavit ex-
pression of countenance, and waited
for something to turn up. It may be
mentioned incidentally that the wit-
ness' husband was in court, and seated
by the side ot the lawyer of Mr. I'at-
terson, who was being prosccuted by
Mrs. Patterson.

**Mrs. Kunapp, what do yon know
about this case?” asked the lawyer.

“I woke up off and on during the
night, and my jaw ached so that—"

Lawyer—“Never mind your jaw.
Please confine yourself tothe assault.”

“'Salt is no good. I've tried bags of
hot salt until the skin was blistered.”

“Please tell what you knew about
this difficulty.”

“Just po. Well, as I was saying,
when I got up I knew I was in fora
bad day, so1 suys to my husband—~"

“Madam,” sald the little justice,
blandly, “we would like to get ak the
root of this matter.’*

“That's just what I was dolng when
you spoke. I felt sure there was an
abscess at the root of—"

“Madam, will you please tell what
you know about Patterson striking his
wifaf"

“In a minute, your honor. I was
sitting in the kitchen holding my jaw,
and—"

Mr. Knapp (to lawyer)—“That's a
lie. "Nothing—not even the toothache
—can make her hold her jaw."”

Justice Duffy—“Keep right on,
madam, and tell what you know aboul
the row.”

*Mrs. Patterson came into the
kitchen, and she says—"

Every hody now became interested
and leaned forward to hear what was
coming.

*'Yes, she came into my kitchen, and
she suys just what your Honor said—
put salt on it.”

Justice Duffy—*Madam, Isaid noth-
ing of the kind. Your tongue seems
to be lilce one of the planets. Nothing
short of the power that started it can
stop it.”

Mr. Knapp—*Duffy has got her
down fine. She is like an old hen.
When she starts to cackling she don™t
need any help.”

Mrs. Knapp (with a scornful look at
Knapp)—*1 walked the floor for hours
and hours. Mrs. Patterson says I—"

Justice Duffy—*Well. nobody ox-

pected you to walk the coiling for |

hours. Will you answer the lawyer's
question?”

“Of course.
been doing? My husband, who is al-
ways full of fun when he isn't full of
beer, told me I had belter come and
goe you."

Justiee Duffy—*See mef”

Mrs. Knapp—*Yes, he said I oughg
to see somebody with a pull, and you
had the biggest pull in the ward.”

Lawyer—‘Madam, you can slep
down,”

Mrs., Knapp—*You don’t want ta
hear my testimony "’

Justice Duffy—''No, madam, you are
not reguired any longer.”

Mrs. Knapp—'"Well, this is a pretty
how-de-de. Here I leave the clothes
in the tub, and the Dbreakfast dishes
not washed, to come here aud tell you
what 1 konow, and I’'m snubbed this
way. It's just outragoous.”

Justice Duffly—*Call the the next
witness.”

Exit Mrs. Knapp
Texas Siftings.

Sl R

The Health of Young Wives,

S0 much depends upon a woman'a
health that I wonder young wives do
not consider it more. Let you physical
woll-being be & chief consideration.
Let nothing deter you from taking
your daily walk. Have plenty of sun-
shine admitted into your house. Spend
as much time as possible in the open
air. While generally speaking, early
rising is healthful, yet if you feel that
you ¢an not get up at the regular hour,
do not do so. Nature never mistakes,
and if she domands another hour of
slumber, you will be the gainer by
yielding. Have your meals at proper
times. If your husband is detained at
his shop beyond the regular dinner
hour, let no sentimental consideration
induce you to wait for him beyond
fifteen minutes. By adhering to this,
you will develop in him a remarkable
punctuality. Do not let trifles ruffle
your serenity. I am satisfied that
cheerfulness does more to promote
henlth than all other efforts.—Louis.
ville Courier-Journal.
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—A marine servaat on board H M.
8. Collingwood “lost” some oxalic acid,
which was discovered in the coffee of
his inaster, who, having been mnearly
poisoned himself, comapeled his servant
and the messman to take their por-
tion, with much howling and gnashing
of teeth, LS

Ain't that what Dwe !

indignantly.— |

PITH AND POINT.

—Every trade should be a fair ex-
thange of values. Otherwise it's a
trick instead of & trade.

—When we believe dat we kain’t do
snough fur er man we're mighty ap’
ter do too much fur him —Opie Read.

—The men who give the most good
advico are usually those who have
most need of that which they give
away.

~—The person that defers his charity
until he is dead. is, if a man welghs it
rightly, rather liberal of gnother
man’s than of his own.

—The cynic is a man who has failed;
the woman-hater is a man who has
been unsuccessful in love. The drama
is a mirvor of life.—John I ston.

—Going into a village at night, with
the lights gleaming on each side of
the street, in yome houses they will ba
in the basement and nowhere else.—
Beecher.

—The man who is most likely to gat
his salary ralsed is the one who al-
ready makes his present salary more
than just enough. He's worth more
for that very reason. He's forging
ahead. —Christian Union.

—Every lifa should be like the orange
tree, at one and the same time laden
with the bursting buds of purpose,
with the flagrant blossoms of right de-
sire, with the hardy fruit of werk and
with the golden globes of rich attain-
ments—Advance.

—The young man is egotistic, dog-
matic and confident, because he does
not begin to suspect how many smart
poople thers are on the globe besides
himself, how many sides there are to
several of his facts, and how hig a
world he has to conquer, anyhow.—
Texas Siftings.

—A wealthy person asked tho phl-
losopher Sadi, inderision, how it hap-
pened that men of wit wore so fre-
quently seen at the doors of the righ,
and that the rich were never scen
at the doors of the men of wit? It
is," replied Sadi, “‘because men of wit
know the value of riches; but rich men
do not know the value of wit.”

—The erown of patlence can not be
received where there has been no suf-
fering. If thou refuset to suffer, thou
refusest to be crowned; but if thou
wish to be crowned, thou must fight
manfully and suffer patiently. With-
out labor none can obtain rest, and
without contending there can be no
conquest.

—A  scnsible man does not brag,
avolds introducing the names of his
ercditable companions, omits himsell
as habitually as another man obtrudes
himself in the discourse, and is con-
tent with putting his fact or theme
simply on its ground.

—One can not always protect one-
solf from rudeness; that comes to all
the dwellers in this not wholly socially
satisfactory wqud. To be snubbed,
however, is impossible to one who
keeps the position to which he is en-
titled. He is foolish 1o accuse him-
gelf of having been pushing his way
i where he had no right by asserting
i that he has been rebulced by any body.
- If he iz capable of taking the high
|gruund that is his wherever it may
! please him to go, of course he at one
' stroke does away with the possibility
of being rebuffed by any body whom-
5OGVer.
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ALL ARE DANGEROUS,

Why Electrle-Light Wires Should Go Un-
derground Everywhere,

| The electric wire is fast becoming
ons of the greatest dangers engender-
ed in our rushing civilizatlon, Deaths

i through accidental contact with elec-
tric-light wires are alarmingly fre-

‘quent, and soon there will be an irre-
pressible uprising against the over-
head wire unless some cffective method
of insulation is discovered.

! At un inguest in New York over the
body of a man who had been literally
roasted by an electric-light wire that
he had accidentally grasped while
making some repairs on the roof of his
house, one of the officials of an electric-
light company frankly admitted that
all electric-light lines overhead are

| dangerous. Further than this he said:

“All wires are dangerous, whether
thoroughly insulated or not, and my

iaﬂvice tu people who have any desire

“{o live is to let them alone.” As the

"desire to live is general, and as it is

' not always possible to let electric-light

,wires alone, the safoty of the public

! demands that all eleetric wires be

i placed in conduits or subways where

i thers can be no poseibility of acci-

! dental contact. With the over-head

i wire, injury has resulted through

| mere induction; and in Toledo recent-

ly a young man was instantly killed by

a current of olectricity which entered

his body through a shutlter which hes

had opened out against an electric
wire.

The problem of insulation is one
that the electric-lighting companies
must grapple with all thelr energies;
for if perfect insulation can not be es-
tablished, all slectrie wires must go
under ground. —Milwaukee Wisconsin.

A Flaw in the Law.

Client (in Chicago)—I want a di-
vorce.

Lawyer—0On what grounds?

+My wile can not make good coffee.”

*] am sorry, but the law is not
broad enough for & man to get a di-
cree on mere coffee grounds”. —Time.
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—BSomebody has taken the trouble
to compute that the average comsump-
#ion of salt per adult capita in thls
country is uearly filty peunds pur
supum, : :

FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

GOING TO BED.

The birds were singing their good-night song,
The cvening sh dows ereep,

Within his cosy eradle nest
Diear baby lics asiesp;

Apd little Meg in rabe of white

15 ready soon to say *‘Good-night,”

But Dolly fafr, her waxen pet,
Ta slumber et must en,
For dollies, too. 50 wee Meg thinks,
Must sometimes sleepy grow,
And loves cach night with tender cars
For bed her darling to prepare.

"Now, Dolly, dear.' she soltly says,
“Be pood and do not cry,

And soon I'll rock you in my arms
With gentlo lullaby;

"Tis really time for yon and mo

Asleep, illie baby Hal, 1o Le.”

And soon apon her pillow white
In happy slumber 1aid,
Tntil the dng begins to peep,
Wil rest the Little maid,
And by her tander mother, too,
Lies Dolly dear the whole ni-ht through,
—Emily Glenton, in Little Feiks,

el sty .
A TRIP POSTPONED,
Tow It Happened That Iatls DId Not
Go to the City,

Mr. Foster was in the hall gathering
his letters and papers into a convenient
package as he spoke.

*Bo suro yon are ready, Katle, when
T come. I ean'ttell when it will be, but
I shall be certain to be in u burey, and
have no time for waiting; so remember,
if you want to go you must be on the
waleh.” 5

I will papa,” Katio said, positively;
“you needn’'t be afeaid. I shall got
ready this morning, and be looking out
for you all the while.”

Mr. Foster smilel on his young
daughter, kissed her,then sprang down
the piazza stairs three steps at a time,
to catch a passing ear.  He was a very
busy man, and was nearly always in a
hurry. Onthis particular day business
was calling him to the large city, which
was only thirty miles away from the
small one where he lived. Katic was
very fond of going to thoe city with her
papa, parily because she had a friend
living there who was always glad lo ses
her and did everything imaginable to
make her have a good time, and partly
because papa was such & busy man he
ravely had time to take her with him.
So when she returned her father’s kiss
and assured him for the second time
she would be sure to be ready, nobody
could have been more certain than
Katie Fostor that sho was speaking the
truth.

An hour afterward Mrs. Bennett, the
housekeeper, called out {fo her on the
piazza where she sat teasing the caf,
+1 should think you would go and get
ready, Katie. How do you know but
what your papa will eome soon?’

“I'm going in a minute,” said Katle,
*but papa will besure not to come this
morning; he ean't get away from the
office in time for a morning train.”

Ten minutes more and Irish Kate
looked out of the window and spoke
good-humoredly:

My name ls Kate, and T've more
sense than some people of that name
that I know of. Ifacertain Kate of my
ncquaintance was going to the city some
time to-day you'd see hor brushing her
hair and putting on her best-dress in a
hurry.”

Katio langhed.

*It doesn't take me so long 1o prink
as it does you, Kate,” she said; “I'll
be ready in good time; don't you bo
afraid. Papa is always later than he
has any idea he will be.”

Another hall-hour and Kalle had
renlly made her way up-stairs and laid
out the dress and ribbons she meant to
wear, and begun to brush her hair,
Then she espied tho Sunday-school
book she had been reading the alter-
noon before.

*'I declare,” she said, stopping short
in her work, "I forgot all about that
book. 1 wonder what becanme of
Norm Decker? I do hope hegot to be
somebody. 1'll just read a few pages;
there will be plenty of time to dress,
after that; papu is sure not to come be-
fore the two o'clock train. I know ns
wall as 1 want to, that we shall not get
back to-night. I'll put up my night
things in s bag and have them all ready,
and papa’s too, so he can be comlort-
able il he has to stay, but fiest I'll read
just a little bit.”

So saying she plumpei hersell on to
the white bed which Irish Kate had
made up nieely for the day, and in two
minules more was so absorbed in the
fortunes of Susie and Neitio Docker, to
gay nothing of Norm and Jerry, thatall
thought of dressing or of packing was
forgoiten. One more warning she had,
Her cousin Edna, who was a young
lady and had charge of her uncle's
house, looked in and said:  “Why,
Katie, you ought to be dressed, dear. I
heard Unclo tell you he might come at
any moment, and it is nearly lunch
Lima.“

“T'll be ready,” said Katie, dreamily;
**paja is sure to be lato,”

“But it is late already, child; the
lunch beil will ring in fifteen minutes,”

“Well, it doesn't take me filteen min-
utes to dress, and papa won't go before
tho two o'clock train, Ifeel sure. Edna,
you ought 1o read this book; it is real
exciting.”

*P'm afraid you will be excited in an-
other way before long,” was Edna's
iast warning. but she shut the door and
went on with her work.

Five, ten minules more, and a faint
tinkle of & bell about to rivg made Katio
realize that hey few minutes had beon
many, and that tbe morning was gone.
She raised hersel! slowly to a sit-
ting posture, slill with her eyes on her
book. If she could only find cut wheth-
er the General was Jerry's father she
would be content to wait for the rest

Suddenly she tarew the book from her
with such force that it landed on the

not the bell, but her father’s voice
sounding distinctly through the hall:
“Where is Katie? Tell her to come
quick, there is not a moment to lose.
1 want to estch the 1:15 train. Never
mind lunch; wo will Iuneh in town
No, the two o'clock train will not do; I
must get to the lower bank belore it
closes. lsn't Katie ready? Whereis
she?”

“Papa, I'm coming,” sounded ntremu-
lous voice. I'll be ready in five min-
utes.”

*“I'here is not five minutes to walk
daughter. 1 had just {ime to rush home
for you. I must be going this instant.
I'm sorry. daughter; but you must wait
until next time.' Good-bye!’ and Mr.
Foster was gone.

Poor Katie! Do you wonder shs
buried her head in her pillow and sob-
bed? But really, do you think any body
was to blame for her disappoiniment
but her own silly sell?-—Myra Spafford,
in Pansy.

——-

WHAT ONE DOG DID,

Grandfather's Experloence When He Was a

Roy-—-llow Tige Saved Hls Life.
It happened a good many years ago,
suid grandfather to Harry and me, as
we sat around the fire-place, one De-
cember evening, that father bought a
piece of timber, several miles from our
house, and he had some men thero
culting it One duy he wanted me lo
go and carry a message to them. I
was never afraid to go any where with
Tige, our dog. He was such n big,
strong fellow, and so brave! So wo set
off, happy as could be, both of us. The
sun wis shining when we started, but as
we reached the wood-lot the sky began
to cloud over. I dida't think any thing
about it though; I had hardly noticed
it till I had delivered my message and
turned around to go back. Then the
“boss' said to me. “I don't know,
little chap, but you'd better stay here
I puess there's a heavy snow atorm
coming, and you've got quite a piece to
0 ”

o5

0, Iain't afraid? T sald. standing
up siraight. I didn't like to be called
little chap,” and I meant to show them
that I felt big enough to take care of
myself.

*Well, you'd belter walk along live-
ly then, or you will be snowed under.
before you pget home,” the man sald,
rightly laughing at me for the airs [
had put on \

I walked off coolly as could be, to
show them I wasn't afraid; but before
I had gone far the flakes began to come
down c'osor together. 'Lige acted as if
he know what was coming, and trotted
on al a lively rate, looking back every
now and then, and whining for me to
keap up.

By and by I began to grow tired.
The wind was blowing straight against
me, the snow was blinding me so I
could not see, and all the while Tiga
was running on ghead. so fast that I
feared 1 should lose sight of him. But
he did not propose to leave me. Every
little while ho stopped nnd whined for
mo to come up.

At last I grew so tired that I could
only stumble on, and then Tige came
back wnd walked at my side, or just .n
front of me, as if anxlious to helr me.
And I was thinking, if I should stop
and rest a few moments, I would be
right. But when I tried it, Tige caught
hold of my coat and pulled me along.
T'hen I grew so sleepy I could hardly
koep on my feet. I did not feel the
cold now, and I wae ready to lie down
in the snow and go to sleep. Twice I
tried it, but each time Tige putled me up
and barked ro loud that it woke meand
I stumbled on. .
Atlust we came to n fence, and I had
not strength enough left to elimb over
it. I just rollel down in the snow and
Tige couldn’t get me to move, [ did
not know what happened next, but I
was told afterward: The fence where [
had stopped was only about a mile away
from home, and Tige at once ran there
as fastas ho could. My people wereall
looking out anxiously for me, and
father was talking of starting to meet
me, when they saw the dog coming.
They openad the door, and the minute
he saw them he began to bark and
whine, and started back. They knew
at once what he meant, and hureying
on their coats, my father and brothers
followed him as fast as they could.

I wis fast aslecp when they found
me, almost covered with snow. Tige
beran to paw off the snow and lick me,
they said, ond barked furlously as they
came up, and while they were carrying
me home, kept jumping upagainst me,
as if anxious to see me wake up.

The first thing I saw, when I did
open my eyes, was Tige's hend thrust
in between my father and mother, who
wera rubbing me on one side, whils
my brothers rubbed me on the other.

*‘Yes, old fellow, you saved him. Hs
all on your account that he is here,”
mother said, hugging his great shaggy
neck, afler Ihad told them how he
had dragged me along against my will.

You may be sure nothing wastoo
good for Tige after that. He was car-
ed for as kindly as if he had been one
of the family—which he was, to our
way of thinking—and we kept him un-
til he died of old age.—E B. Benediet,
in The Fountain.

————

— A man who lives near Morgantown,
W. Va., sces everything double. He
has been to several specinliste. but
they can not give him apy relief, and
o hag overcoms the affliction by using
only ione eye at a time. He will be
seen on the street with the green shade
over thae right ey one day, and the next
over the lelt. In this way be gives his
eyes A rest :

—1 hind rather suffer for speaking the

flour, kicked off her slippers and began
{0 button her shoes with anxious haste.

truth, than M the tiuth should suffer

§kw was thoroughly aroused. It wae | for want of my speakinz. —Jobn Pym,



