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, folks of Millville were proud of over
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ALICE.

How hﬂumlu was her prespence with us
How kind she was in 8!l her words and ways.

Her life was like the purest atmosphers
of eyesn quil,cloudiess days.

And alkthings iovely wers heloved of her,
The f;‘ilr; giad world of towers, and feld

and tree;

I've seen her gaze, like some rapt worshiper,
U'pon the moonlit sky or sunset sea.

There hlrjthe sea! “Twas] there she dwalt
awhibe
_Wiu: kindred hearts, w.th music, mirth and

hooks.
Her l.mr; tad never space for frowna. Her
smile
Wae heautiful with “sunshine of sweet
inoks.™

And she is gone! not ever any more
May mortals know her bright companion-

ship:
Nm_‘ carthiy mourning shall agsin restore
Light 1o her eye or language 1o her Lips.

Ay, she iz gone! The cvening light shall
=hine.
'nw-.-une-s. repeal their murmurs on the
ore,
But she who watched the summer day's de-
cling
With us may never look or listen more.
Dear Al ce! though beyond of »
Thy vver-genial spirit may ha::g::r

1~ i
It can not be that 'tzou ari gone so far

Thou shult not yet be loved and love thine
own.

- lom Cowrier,

“WILD BECKY.”

How She Improved Herself and
Her Friends.

If thers is one thing that the eountry

and al:we the new organ in their
“meetin’-houszc™ it was the Millville
Boarding S~hool, which capped the
very hizhest pinnacle of their village.
& light set upon a hill, which shedits
literary radiance over the whole place.
Cynthia Adams waf the only day-
scholar, but she was the squire's
daughter, and it was a matter of course
that her schooling should be something
bevond that of the rest of the village
girls.

Une day, as the scholars were hang-
ing over the school-yard fence, or, sit-
ting in groups on the steps, waiting
for the school-bell to ring, they heard
a man with a lusty pair of lungs shout-
ing **Gee-haw, git up thar!” in a voice
;qliznd that it threatsned to shake the

i

*“That is one of old miller’s whi
I dobelieve,” launghed t‘._!ulhin. “He's
a farmer about here with a roaring
woice. Such a queer fellow as he is,
to be sure. [ wish you girls could see
him.™

I wish I might!" answered fun-lov-
ing Millie King.

*Does he live far from here?”

*His house is way downby the edge
of the town, beyond the pine wood;
the{vull the place “Biscuit City.""

“Why? Because they have so many
biscuit there?” asked s dozen voices
at once.

Cynthis shook her head.

“1 guess it is because they don't
have them,” sha sad; *‘perhaps the:
wish they did, and so call it that. All
really know about it is that there does
not seem to be any one there to cook
much, anyway; for Farmer Miller lives
alone with his granddaughter, a girl
about our age.”

“Couldn’t she make biscuit?’ per-
sisted Millie, unwilling to g.ve up the
;—'Idﬂ that they abounded in uit

ity.

“Becky! I'd like to see any thing
decent that Wild Becky counld make.
No one in the village will have any
thing to do with her, for she’s such a

wild, harom-scarum thing. and so
green, too, that 'd mistake her for
grass, just as likely as not.”"

Cynthis sto abruptly, for the
*Gee-haw’ soundéd nearer every
moment, and now a pair of oxen came
lumbering over the of the hill,

followed by a rickety haycart, at the
en! of which was poised a bare-headed
young person in s cloud of dust. Her
ample bonnet swung from the top of
one of the poles which formed the sides
of the cart, evidently for the purpose
of proving to the pasers-by that she
possessed the article, though she did
not choose to wear it. She looked up
at it rather wistfully, however, as her
champion, Farmer Miller, with thunder-
ing exclamations, drove the cart up to
the school-house gate.

'_‘I'ile out, Becky," he roared, *and
we'll soom fix it up with 'em here.
Don't be skeered, gal. Be you the
schoolmarm?”

The question was addressed to Miss
Peters, the principal. who, at this
juncture, came politel

*1 haven't much learnin’ mysell,
ma'am,” he continued, *but I'm bound
that my gal, here, shall have as a
ehm:ﬂ“B:che rest of 'em. She's =

L ky is, only a trifle wild-
ike, and needs utuin"a bit. I'ma
better hand at settlin’ bills than lively
voung creatures like thia one; so
m:;lh u:d to one I'll tend to t'other,”’
and handing the poor over, tum-
bling her b%mnel al'ters‘:lar. he was
half-way down the hill before Wild
Becky had made up her mind whether
she would be settled or not.

It was very di standing
::er:hwith all the girls staring at her,

¢ thought: and. glanci shyly out
from under her ]05‘ h:hgn. h{ryayu
rested gladly on the familiar features
of the squire’s da T.

_“How do, Cynthia?" she said, nod-
dingin such a civil way that it sur-
pri=ed herself.

Cynthia looked blankly

a lady of her, ann, ratner than d'sap-
point the kind soul who had done so
much for her, Wild Becky made
a desperate effort to plime herself
down that morning into a civilized girl
and mingle with her fellow-baings.

It was harder even than she had im-
agmml, The close school-room almost
stifled her, while the duli tonou

i | the 1

before which they stopped! Beck:
didn’t try to hide any part ol it, but
made them weleom » to the whole, and
to the great barn, too, with its number-
less hiding-places, initiating them at
ones into the most approved way of
sliding Jdown hay-mows and riding on
the barn doors.  She took them scross
to the stream, with the

ham of voices had such a stupeflying
effect that before she had been seated
long her head droppesd on her desk and
she fell asleep. She was wakened by
something tickling her nose: putting
her hand up quickly a great bouncing
butterfly fluttered through her fingers
and ahot up into the air. Now, this
wias a plavmate Wild Baeky never
could resist: without half realizin
where she was, she burst into a louﬁ
laugh, and was making a dive for it,
when, recollecting herself, she slid
down again into her seat, with the
painful consciousness that all eyes were
upon her. The pair that territied her
most were those upon the platform—not
Miss Peters’ eves, but those of another
teacher who had come into the room
during Becky’s nap.

*Where did yon come from?" asked
the woman, sharply, for she was indig-
nant at the interruption of her elasa.

“Bisenit City, ma'm,” was the
prompi reply.

+*A land productive of biscuits and
rude girls.”” returned the teacher. face-
tiusly, at which the other scholars,
particularly the older omes,, laughed
moss obligingly.

*Unless yon can command yourself
you had better return there at once,”
she continued.

Wild Becky did not nesd much nrg-
ing on that seore. As quickly as pos-
sible she sprang from her seai. and,
vaulting throngh the open window,
swungz herself down to the ground as
neatly as a boy could have done it,
for she was in great wrath. So off she
trotted, never looking behind her until
she bronght up at the kitchen door.

Through the opening she could ses her
grandfather bending over the big brick
oven.

“Sakes alive! School ain’t out yet,
be it?”" he asked, lifting himself up to
get a good view ofthe clock.

Becky flung herself down on the

sle| d poured forth her injuries,
winding up with a declaration of inde-
ndenece.
«I'll never go again, never. You will
not ask it of me, will you, grandfa-
ther 2

“Not if you're set agin’ it,"" said the
old man, with a sigh, a8 he passed into
the buttery and brought out a heaping
dish of pancakes.
“[ thought as how yoa'd come home
hungry, and so I made a lot of 'em.”
Bocky had a weakness for pancakes,
and was quite toucned with the atten-
tion. She moved a chair nearer them
and tried to eat, but somehow they
seemed to stick in her throat. The idea
that her grandfather was sorely disap-
pointed made them hard to swallow.
“What makes you care sa much
shout my being a lady?" she said, at
length, laying down her knife and fork,
and looking fixedly at him.
f“'I'lm farmer wiped his glasses care-
lly.
“I don know,"” he answered;
sp'r’aps it’s "cause your mother would
have Yi‘kcd it; she used to take to
*learnin’ and to gentle ways, and grand
folks, nat'rally as horses take to hay.
I wanted you to be like her; but laws
me! 'taint in natur's you could be that
kind any more than a hen could be a
gosling. It don’t matter.”
*Yes it does, grandfather;’ and
Becky, jumping up, weund her arms
around his peck, and shed a tear or
two on the back of his old waistcoat.
«Jt isn't that I'm so against the
learning,”” she continued; *“it's the
folks I can't stand.”

“Well, soms of "em’s rather tryin’,”
answered the farmer, “*but there's one
werful queer thing in human natur’.
you feel ag’in a man, do a favor for
him, an’ you're sure to like him better.
There’s "Squire Adams—I used to hate
him like fury; but since I've been in
the habit of lending him my yoke of
oxen, I've the betier on it.’

“Well, grandpa, I'll go to school
just one day longer to lend "em to his
daughter. Such fixed up city girls
haven't the slightest ideaof how to
have a time. 1might bring them
down here and show them how it is
done.™

So, to the s
following day Wild

hool. The 1

rise of everybody, the
Becky appeared at
s all langhed as
she came tearing in, and making a
queer little bob, which did duty as a
courtesy, begged to be forgivena for
yesterday's misdoings.

Perhaps Miss Peters knew by instinct
what a penance this was to the child,
or itmay b: that. in spite of her prim
little way, she had a real sympathy for
Becky, and dhaprnwd of the offen-
sive My of her assistant. At all
events, the matter was lightly treated,
and the “wild girl” was soon estab-
lished in her seat.

At recess the girls paired off two by
two, but no one spoke to her.

*Dear, dear,” t the child;
“nobody isn't nobody here unless they
are a couple, and [ ain’t.”

When the afternoon session broke up
that day s hayeart, with two big work-
horses, stood drawn up before the

fashionable establishment. The bottom
of the cart was strewen thickly with
fragrant hay. while old Farmer iller,
in his shirt-sleeves, held the reina.
Cynthia Adams was one of the last to
leave the school-room. Who ecan de-
seribe her astonishment when, twgn
E:‘i?ing the yard, she lselmld“eh |b‘l’
ky standing upon a horse-block an
m! inviting those city girls to
“hitch om.” ost -of the scholars
looked ashorrified as Cynthia expected,
but Millie King and four or five other
jolly souls tum! in for the fun of it.
E’nm Miller shouted to Miss Peters
that he'd
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they held on to the 3
filling the way with their merry shouts
w.udbythﬁ-ﬂnyhd
woods mumnupiv
G s e o
ing.

but | with wedding invitations. —Good House-

little grove beside it, and there they
fished for trout: not that they caught
enourh to boast of. for only the most
venturesome of lishes would bite in
that uproar of voices. When they got
tired of that sport they chased the colts
in the orchard and hunted out the
squirrels, with whom Becky earried on
such a dro!l make-believe conversation
that the girls, as they said, *‘almost
died of [sughing.” The sun was get-
ting low and the grass was all purple
with shadows when she brought out a
table and said that they would have
their supper under the shade of » great
butternut tree.

*This is the time they'll laugh.'
thought Becky: “but let 'em. Icouldn’t
Zet up a gentes] tea t0 save my life,
and i shan’t try.”

And sure enough—the girls did
laugh. To see such great platters of
smoking hot sweet corn, such huge
pitchers of creamy milk, such stacks
of freshly pickled berries, was enough
to make any hungry girl laugh, and in
a way very pleasant to hear. Then
foliowed a shukedown on the smooth
floor of the barn, accomplished by the
aid of Farmer Miller, who whistled the
tune of *Over the Hills and Far Away™
from the corn-bin. It wasn’t until the
voung moon shone out clear and silvery
that the young girls found themselves
in the hayeart riding briskly forward
to the school.

«] believe I never had such & da
time in my life before.” eried Millie.
as she saw, with st, the outline of
the building through the trees.

+Xor I, nor I, nor 1, was heard in
aAnswer.

Farmer Miller recognized one of the
voices, and blessed it in his heart. It
was Wild Becky's. As the others leit
them she crawled over to her gramd-
father’s side and laid her hand, warm
from the grateful grasp of the schoal-
zirls, on his arm.

This started a better state of things
with Becky. She n to truly like
the girls. then she loved one or two.
dearly in true schoolgirl fashion; and
to be worthy of their love she tried to
improve her manners. Next came
ambition in her studies, and, as under
it all lay a deep affection for the good
grandfather, sﬁa came out at the end
of the year one of the brightest, hap-
prest girls in the school.

There were outbreaks of mischief
how and then. As the old man roared
to the teacher one dav, *She couldn’t
be tamed all at once;” but this little

irl had st last found the golden key.

nd 5o, in brightening the lives of the
unhappy, and in making sunshine for
all, Becky became, in time, a lady in
every sense of that misused term.—
Chicage Tribunc.
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THE OLD PARLOR.

Ficture of a BEoom Which Will s Recog-
nized by Many Gray-Bsards.

It is generally somewhat detached
from the remuisder of the house,
hall dividing it from the sitting-room.
The blinds and windows are tlightly
shut and the dark shades pulled down,
and as you pause in the door-way the
atmosphere chills even in midsummer,
and the dim light through which you
see the ghostly folds of the lace cur-
tains makes you feel that you are en-
tering a solemn place. Here you will
find a Brussels carpet on whose dark
ground are strewn roses and pinks
modeled after those which might have
furnished fragrance to the inhabitants
of Brobdignag. There are a sofa and
chairs of hair-cloth which have not yet
acquired the individuality which even
furniture gains from being set in fami-
lies, but look just as little at home as
they did in the rooms of the dealer in
the neighboring city. There is a tabie
with marble top, reminding one of a
grave-stone, whereon is a lamp with
sparkli:E J’endanu. get on a dainty
mat of shaded green. and a few books
placed at proper angles.

On one of the wails is a hair wreath,
“made by Emmeline.”’ Opposite hangs
a portrait of a ladv with a face which
reminds one of Martha Washin
Her plump throat is encircled ﬁ a
strine of gold beads, which now are
treasured in a bureau drawer of the
spare chamber as a precious heirloom.
As a companion piece to this is the por-
trait of a gaunt, stern-looking man,
who holds a tuning-fork to the ear of a
sixteen-year-old boy. in an outlandish
costume. Neither from the expression
or the position of either can one deter-
mine whether the elder isinclined to
amuse or inflict al punishment,
but the family tradition explains that
the vision of childish innocénce is an
early pictureof the master of the house;
that the elderly couple are his parents,
he being a child of their old age, that
the worthy gentleman was a singing
master of much loeal repute, and that
this was » happy thought of the artist
to su. t his favorite pursuits. The
lines were evidently not traced by a
pupil of Sir Joshua Keynolds or Gilbert
Staart: the eves are ncver detected in
following you ahout the room; they are,
nevertheless, very interesting.

On another side is a group of a hall
dozen family photographs in round gilt
frames, and between the windows &
long mirror with frame much too mass-
ive for the low ceiling above it. On
the mantel are a pair of ancient silver
candlesticks, each lmlding‘a pair of
wax candles. When the r used to
be Iiﬁtﬂl at once, the younger mem-
bers looked on with feelings akin to

mg;rd s
a Presidential illomination. ides,
there m vase :h dried ba:i: 'S
picce ore, agift cap anda ot
made of sawed butternut shells, heaped

those with which they now
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—Electro-plating with silver upon !

et ada o/ g:d:lnlﬂui
the process !
of all kinds, u:hlrit:: mnhra_llal.j
canes, carving knives, ete.—Ghicage

that matter, and hated her kind. As
she joined the crowd into
the school-house she why
she had ever consented to be t
to school. The old wild life per-
fectly contented her. To rell
,mbout for hours wnder the wide-
or to chase the brook asit gu
W“lﬂmmu&
of she had al
Bat the was her
.$aken it into his dear aid hoad to maky
= \ -~

Such p queer, homely house as it was

Inler Uceusn !

A BLIGHTED HOPE.

A Leng-Contemplated Gloriows Spree
Which Did Not Take Finse.

During the war, Colonel Ken. T. Du-
val, a prominent lawyer of Fort Smith,
and Captain Joe Bishop. a farmer of
Carroll County, Ark., were so inti-
mately associated in & convivial way
they were almost inseparably intoxi-
cated. Bishop had a peculiar knack of
getting whisky and Duval had a peculiar
knack of drinking it. Ia this accom-
plishment, however, he could claim no
superiority over Bishop, a gentleman
who, regardless of his theological
name, conld introduce drought iato a
jug witn the suddenness of an unex-
pected climax. Bishop was an engima
to many of his brother cificers. Some-
times when Generals and Colonels,
with that intensified thirst brought
about by a total lack of moral restraint,
were praying in vain for whisky, the
mysterious Hishop would dive down
into a pile of shucks or burrow into a
stack of fodder and come out with a
bottle, the contents of which, in de-
licious secreey, he always ghared with
the capacions Duval.

When the war closed, Bishop, witha
jug in one hand, alighted on his feet.
He and Duval went into a dense pine
thick=t and as Gibbou, in speaking of
the early leaders of the church would
say. “amusad themselves at their leis-
gre.”” Duval went back o his law
practice in Fort Smith and Bishop re-
turned to hia farm in ('arroll County.
The fences were destroyed and the
fields were overgrown with bushes. bul
with the vigor of a determine:d man he
went to work. One day, three years
later, he thus addressed his wife:

“We are now in first-rate fix. The
farm was never in better condition and
1don't think we ever hmd as much
money a8 we've got now, so I have
been thinking of a little trip.  All the
time I was working and delving in the
hot sun there was an idea uppermost
in my mind. and that was the hope
that zome day I should be able to go to
Fort Smith and have one more drunk
with Ben Duval. Now, yon meedn't
say a word. [ haven't touched a drop
in three years anl now 1 elaim the
privilege of one more war-time drunk
with Ben. Won't waller around, you
understand. Just want to get on a
gentlemanly drunk and sit around and

=Well,” Mrs. Bishop replied, *‘youn
may go."

“Enough said.”

Joe mounted his horse, and after
riling one hundred and eighty miles
he arrived at Fort Smith. After some
inquiry. he found Duval's office. He
lingered at the door before entering,
and then, ing hiz feelings. he
went in and secing his old friend, busy
with a pile of papers. asked:

+Is this Colonel Ben T. Duval's of-
fice?"

The Colonel, not recognizing Joe,
whose face was covered with a heavy
beard, replied:

“Yes, sir. Have a seat.”

Joe sat down, and, after a few mo-
ments, during which t:me the Colonel
continned to mumble over his papers,
asked:

**Is Colonel Duval in?"

*] am Colonel Duval.”

«Wall, Ben, don’t you know me?"

*My gracious alive!” exclaimed Du-
val, springing from his seat and gras)-
ing his friend's hand. *“Why, my deat
feliow, I am delighted to see you.™

*{j0 ahead with your work, Ben
Don’'t let me interrupt you."

«] am about done for to-day."”

“Well, then, let's walk down the
street.”’

As they were walking along. Joe
sald:. *Let’s T) some where
they keep good liquor and talk over
old times.”

“Let us cross here,” said Duval.

They eatered a saloon.  “What are
you roing to have, Ben?™”

“Well, Joe, yon see, 1 have stopped
drinking. Bartender, make me a lem-
onade.’

-+A what?"" Joe gasped.

“Lemonade.”

“Bartender,” said Joe,
about four fingers straight.”

Joe's countenance had undergone a
change. His enthusiasm was ne,
and as he leaned against the bar, while
the bartender was making the lemon-
ade, he thought of the hot corn rows
through which he had toiled, and,
deeply aftected, he wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow. When they had
drunk and gone out on the street,
Duval. noticing the change in his
friend’s manner, asked:

sJoe, what's the matter with you?"’

“Nothing.™"

«Well. which way are you going?”’

« Round here where I left my
horse.™

“Bring him around to my place.
You must remember, my dear friend,
that youn are my guest as long as you
are in this town.”

When they reached the place where
the horse had been left, as Joe was
preparing 1o mount, Duval said:

“What are you going to do?"’

“(ioing home.""

“What, going home? Why, Joe, tell
me what is the matter with you."

Joe, with one foot in the stirrup,
turned and said: “Ben T. Duval, you
ain't fitten—ain’t fitten to associate with
man nor beast. Lemonade ™

He mounted his horse and rode back

“I"ll take

to Carroll County —Arkansaw Trav.| ¢,

eler.
Little Johnny's Wish.

“Papa, I wish you would help me
transiste my Latin cxercises,” said
Johnny Fizzletop.

+I can't do it, my son.”

“Didn’t your parents make you learn
Latin when you were a boy?"

«No, Tommmy, they did not make me do

learn Latin.”

*What 1 ts you must have
had. I wish mine were that way." —
Texas Siftings.

D e E—
—+Excnse me, dearest,” he said,
ﬁise-ntan;g\ing himself. Then stalked
to the edge of the verands, and fiercely
demanded: “Boy, what are you lurk.
ing about the l‘:unl te !e‘r at this
time o n;ght."—“ ofnin’  papers,

#ir."—N.

THE INDUSTRIAL WORLD.

—VYirginia raises annually some 1,
300,006 bushels of peanuts.

—The Providence (R. 1.) locomotive
shops employ 1,300 men, against 5% a
year ago.

—Eight women took their seals as
delegates in the Knizhts of Labor con-
vention at Richmond, Va.

.—A company with a_capital of #1.-
000,000 has been formed in Baldwin
County, Ala, for the purpose of man-
ufacturing artificlal stone pottery.

—The reports of the General Secre-
tary of the Knights of Labor, read at
the convention in Richmond, show
that the membership of the Knights of
Labor in good standing is 1,300.000.

—Nearly one-half (forty-four per
cent.) of the wool of the world is pro-
duced in Europe  Great Britain, as a
manufacturing center of wool, requires
three times as much as that country
produces.

—The present cost of operating the
ral!rnmlapn! the country withm‘mm
puwer is, in round numbers, $502,000,-
000 per annum, but to carry on the
same amount of work with men and
horses would cost the country $11,308,-
500,00K). — Christian at Work.

—The following statistics will show
the wagnitude of tha poultry business
in 1882; the cash value of the principal
farm products were as follows:

Dairy products.

—The stock business in Colorado is
reported to be in a depressed condi-
tion owing ‘to the losses occasioned
the severe weather of last winter. Une
feature is the almost entire failure of
the calf crop. This with the low price
of beef catile, makes a bad stats ol
things. and large numbers of stockmen
of limited means will be obliged to sell
out.

—American inquisitiveness and in-
genuit ited, have produced thread
made from the blossom of the common
milkweed, which has the consistency
and tenacity of imported flax or linen
thread, and is prodaced at & much less
cost. The fibre is long, easily carded,
and may be readily adapted to spin-
ning upon an ordinary flax spinner. It
has the smoothness and lustre of silk,
rendering it valuable for sewing ma-
:.I;line }::“e. l.hThe weed ismaommon

roughout this country, grows
profusely at the Soulht.ry'l'lm material
costs nothing for cultivation, and the
gathering is as cheaply done as thato!
cotton. — Foslon Budget.

—Stone that is quarried one day and
built into a wall the next dagl.ﬂ isin &

en state and unfit for durability. It
is atits weakest point of endurance
either of pressure or of atmosphericin-
fluences. Its pores are open and ready
to absorb not only moisture, but all the
gaseons and disfiguring influences
which tend to its destruction. Every
stonemason knows that to get s polishe:l
surface on a stone the same must have
Iain for some time out of the
and exposed to the dryiﬁ influences
of the sun and weather. is is a suffi-
cient hint to the builder to see to il
that the stone of which he would rear
a pell'manenl stmctuu! must be thor-
onghly seasoned before it is placed in 3
wjllf-— Chicago Herald.
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PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS,

—Some men are born and grow
smaller every daylof their lives.—Chi-
cago Journal.

—A balky horse and s man *‘who

teaching us the value of patience.— Fall
River Adcance.

—The most indiferent person to the
price of eoal is the hired young lady of
all work.—N. Y. Journal.

—The aeason is over, thank heaven,
| when the weak young man at the picnic

puts on a girl's hat and tries to be
funny.—Puck.

—Some women never fully value a
| husband until he has been killed in an
| accident and they sce a chance to re-
| zover damages.— The Judge.

—There are six ts in the British
House of Lords. It is sus that
they were selected under the belief
that their new positions would prevent
them from writing poetry. — Norristown
Herald.

—A book has recently made its ap-
pearance in Boston with the title of
*Zohar.” Tt makes a clerk look real
angry to have = lady rush in and re-
mark: *“Young man, do you keep ‘Zo-
bar.” "—Yonkers Stalesman.

—Algernon—Ya-as, deah boy, I've
been desperwately ill; don’t you know
—dmﬂunmhll{. Fuller—Indeed; what
was the tirnn !F lll!lgermin—l had the
b-bwain fever. Fuller (skeptically)—
D, what are you giving m?-—&ulg?tr.

—**Coming out at the little end of the
horn™ is all right. It is the thought of
never coming out at all that worries
the young girl who is looking over the
fence of th intotheglnfm;ufn
siety.—N. (). Picayune.

—l‘iltled:hrﬁl—ﬂmm when does
my birth come? Dash n
ni-lnw—Nezt week, pel. l"‘%oy:nolﬁ
will 1 he?"” “Why! gracious me! Can
it be possible? You will be nire years
old, jns! think of it.”" “Well, I'll think
ofit.”” *‘No, no, I mean don’t think of
it.""— Chirago Tribune.

—*You say that Robinson is a smart
man?’ *Yes, he is s fellow of
Ipl business attainments.” *““How

o vou know that? He's not in an
business, and neverhasbeen.” “That's
all right. Iknow he isa good busi-
ness man, because five his
father died and left him =a fortune of
$75,000, and he’s got over half of it
left.” —N. Y. Sun.

of the house—So,

maj i edhpn o oo By g
g ?r:d —Yis, mum.
of the house--What is the trouble?

the work too hard for you? Hndx:—
No. mum; [ kin not complain t
that. Lady of the bouse—Isn’t the
the pay satisfactory? Bridget—Yis,
mum. Lady of the house—What, then,
is the troubleP Yer see,
mum, Oime = brunetter. an’ thet
kitchen, mum, was fitted for & blonde.

I'll ot stay, mum, an’ try com-
mion. mum, day an’ -Ia—ﬂ

knows it all”" arc the best means of | T,

FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

TRULY BRAVE.

Adveniare of & Youth Whe Exew Whes
te Kisk Mis Lite.

On board the ship Luminary we had
two boys, differing much from each
other in character. Walter Brewer,
the captain’s son, was an active fellow,
but very heedless and rash. We used
to think that he must resemble that
“Jittle Jack,” of the ballad, who
climed to the main-truck of **Old lron-
sides.”” There was nothing he loved
better than to perform some dangerous
and unnecessary feat. On the other
hand, Arthur Clifford, son of good
widow Clifford, in the little seaport
where the ship belonged, although mo
less active than Walter, waa always
careful of his own safety, and took no
risks where duty did not call him. He
would not pass from one mast to an-
other on a stay, as his compani
would sometimes do, but -mﬁ':ﬂ:
to the shrouds in the regular manner.

Walter often challenged him to do
some rilous th and would
thou, tgﬁy accuse of coward-
ico when he refused, as he invariably
did, where there was no necessary

ﬁwm:’u-mwﬁ !

widow's son did a piece ol work,
either on deck or aloft, it was dome
thoroughly, which wss more than
could be said of Walter’s tasks.
Arthur did not like the imputation
of cowardice, but he told me one day

by | that be could not see the need of doing

foolish things just to show that he was
brave. I felt sure that he had more
lmemra,gethmhi:unﬂm’u
shipmate, though I littla i
the ising manner in whi
fact was to be demonstrated.
We were lying hmd&em‘y
harbors on the west side of Vancouver's
Island, when the captain allowed us
an all-day’s run on The coast
is here very mountsinouns, so that we
found rock hundreds of feet high, with
E:rzubnnchingol’inllldimction.
some places we climbed to such a
height, that, al

our ship was &
long distance off,

bad the appear-

ance of being close under our feet. | ping

Premth:ﬂ; :u:;‘attenﬂml was attracted
sight of two h eaglea,
:gn came W mtg:"'i& ma-
jestic sweeps, u loud cries, like
those of the common wk. Some
one su, that they probably had
nnesgcm“a;h;um'ﬂi:hm boys
were instan inspi a

desire to find it. An eagle’s t;::

would certainly be a curiosity, whether | fall.

containing egygs or young.

*Oh, you woukln‘.}‘o &w it, Art;
you wouldn’t dare to! Walter.
“You'd be afraid of the old binds.
Just let me get a sight of it.  I'll show
you how togo up to an eagle’s nest!"

Arthur made some careless reply,
hl.n.:fhhg good-naturedly as he did so,

they both commenced hunting for
the eyrie. For some time we could
hear them shouting to each
they ﬂrursned search.
seemed at length to have
widely among the cliffs,
while we heard nothing from
We now discovered that,
only one couple, there were two
of the eagies, and this see
the reason that the boys did
together. There might be two
Supposing that the youngsters w
soon return, we did not pay much at-
tention to their absence, until startled
by what scemed a of di
eagles tl lves were m-
ing. but their shrill notes could not
quite drown the human voice that ap-
peared to be calling out in pain or

“It’s that Walt!” said ome of our
men. “He's gotinto some trouble—
broken some of his limbs, likely
enough—and the old man will blame
us for it. There, hear that?”

“Help, help!™ cried the voice. *‘I'm
burt. Comequieck, or I shall be killed!
0Oh. dear, what shall I do?”

It was plain that the sufferer could

L]

]

When we did get & view of h

ril of his position really terrified

¢ was at a height of some three
dred feet above the
jazged face of a el
this his feet and legs a
wedged, while with his
éeare‘r-.lely to a small

“{)h, oh, oh!"" he &
sicht of us. “Get me
place. Get me down from
can't move, and the eagles
me!”

the huge were
his head, snapping their fierce beaks,
and making & with their wi
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where you are.”
«Oh, " answered Walk
“One of them just knocked my
!?‘l! Hurry up, Art—oh. come
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s,
lads got & number of blows. Wal-
after all, had no broken bones, he

| ened, and their besks and talons

surprise to sce that, instead of falling
like a stone, he was merely sinking
slowly. There was a i
of wings sbout

call their **hooked hands,
had caused him to lose his balance and

Would their hold continue? Would
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