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A WOMAN'S SORROW.

Whe read the page with » mourntul eye;
“0, heart,” she said, “it is strange!

1 eouldl weep when I think how man's wild love

Can silently eool, and change'

I be hadu't becn such & sulf.

"l‘hhm-_:t.ashw

:

£he dropped & tear a8 she took her pen,
Vet these were the wonls she wrote:

The baby is well. Write sooa.”
She shook her haad sa she traced her name,

How soon man’s seatiments die.™
— Nadeline 8. Bridges, in Puck.
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POLLY'S BISCUIT.

And Her Choloe of a Defender In
& Pending Suit

“Polly. don’t buy your pearls to-
day.” Polly Rntherford looked up
guickly from the jeweler's case she was

ending over, and saw Mr. Mcllwaine
standing at her side.

*“Why shonldn’t I buy to-day?" she
cried. *1 have had this hundred dollars
in. gold for. almost & year, Mr. Mell-
waine, trying tomakeup my mind what
I wanted most. Now, my birthday is
almost here again; and I am afraid
grandpa will make this do for two
birthdays, if Idon't hurry and spend
TR I L

But Polly’s gay little laugh was
checked by a look of unmistakable com-
passion in the gontlemsn's eyes. The
color faded a little from her bright
young face, but she would not ask any

. questions heres in the crowded store.

= +«Youmay put them back to-day, Mr.
West,” she said tothe jeweler. *T'll
come again to-morrow.”

disappointment. I shall reserve them
for you.”

Polly left the tempting store with
Mr. Mcllwaine, and, once on the street,
turning upon him a pair of frank,
questioning eyes, which he found hard
1o answer.

Paul Mcllwaine was a friend of the
Rutherford family, but not specially of
little Polly. She was only sixieen, a
mere child to the hanl-working lawyer
of thirty, and one whom he considered
as altogether frivolons and empty. Polly
was an only daughter, living with a
widowed mother in her grandfather's
elegant house; and if she was not a
spoiled girl, it was not the fault of the
dating old ., whose idol she
had besn from her babyhood.

“What did you mean, Mr. Mcll-
waine?’ she asked, presently, finding
that the questioning look bronght no
reply. And then, seeing how embar-
rassed he seemed about answering, she
said, with a sudden fear: “‘Have you
been at grandpa’s since Ileft? Is any
thing the matter?”

“They are all well,” he said, answer-
ing the thought which he knew was in
her mind; “but something has hap-

Polly, of course, or I would not
have interfered with your purchase.”

“0, tell me, tell me!” said the girl,
in an agitated voice. “Why do yon
kecp me in suspense?”’

“What & blunderer I am!" thonght
her companion. *If I tell her out here
on the sireet, there will be ascene. But
1 am in for it now, amd if 1don’t tell
her 1 suppose there will be a scene.
That's the way with thess fine young
ladies.”

“Itis & hard thing to say to you.
Polly; but your grandfather has failed.”

“Failed,” repeated Polly, vaguely;
“you mean he has lost all his money?
Isthatall * Is that what you were
afraid to tell me?"

*That “all' means & good deal more
than you seem to understand,” said
Paul Mcllwaine, impatiently, It
means loss and disappointment and
poverty to one of the best gentlemen
in the world. It means hard work to
vour mother, who has no strength for
work; to you—""

He stopped, and Pally said quickly,

feeling the tinge of contempt in his
tone: :
*Never mind about me. Bat I see
now how bad it will be. Poor grand-
pa! Mr. Mcllwzine, does—must—will
lny:??dy else lose by grandpa's fail-
ure?

It is too soon to say positively,” he
replied, “but I think not. 1'::?;& he
has quit business in time to save his
creditors any appreciable loss.™

Poll:l;: head was up mow, and her
eyes shining. *“Dear old grandpa,”
she said, *bless his heart! Ip.‘un
ashamed that I asked the question. 1
mﬂl have known! But, oh! I'mse
much obliged to you for keeping me
from spending my hundred dollars. It
was very kind of you, very. I don’t
know how you came to find me. How
long have you known about grandpa?”

*It only came out this morning, and
took us all entirely by surprise. Rut
here we are at your door. Good-bye,
my dear. 1 I can be of service to you
in any way (be had meast to offer her

the vexed salesman, concealing his

money, but he was suddenly afraid to
speak of such a thing to the =pirited-
looking girl before him), remember the
long intimacy between our families
gives me a right to help you.”

“Thank you,” she said, shoply. It
was all she had voice for; and using

_| her latch-key, she let herself into the

house.

“Bless me!" said the young lawyer,
as he walked off; “but the girl has
pluck! It was very preity, and entirely
womanly. too, the way she thought of
others, her grandfather and the cred-
itors. Ididn't think little Polly had it
in her."

If he bad seen little Polly at this min-
ute, he might not have thought she had
%0 much in her. She had slipped noise-
lessly into the great handsome front
parlor, and dropped down on une of the
low, cushioned divans, “all in a heap.™
as the girls say. For two whole hours
she kept herself hid in the parior, no-
body knowing she was in the house;
and, in that lone, silent time, when she
heard only the tinkling little bronze

_ | clock and her own irregular breathing,

something happened to Folly, almost
like what happens to the moth when it
comes out of the cocoon. It happened
to the Polly that was hid away inside
of the Polly that everybody knew. And
who shall say that this great, startling
change of fortune was not sent fo keep
that inside Polly from being smothered
and dwarfed by the outside Polly?

When she went to find her mother
and grandfather, it was with a bright
face and steady voice.

A few days after this Polly brought
up a dainty little breakfast to her
mother, who was quite overcome by
their disaster, as was the poor old
grandfather.

“Come, mother,”” Polly said, blithely,
+] made these biscuit; and you've got
to eat two. What a good thing it was
that you had that bobby about teach-
ing me to do things! Doesn't it fitin
nicely now?"

st was a theory of your father's,"
answercid the mother, in a depressed.
tone. *I promized him, when you were
& wee baby in long clothes, that I trould
bave you taught to do evervthing that
womeA can do, and, of course,’after
his L

not following her footsteps.

In a few weeks the Rutherfords had
moved into a small down-town house,
with all the available rooms *let;" and
poor old Mr. Rutherford was trying
feebly to discharge the duties of a
small-salaried office into which his
friends had put him.

Polly’s mother seemed quite crushed
at flirst; but the girl herself was buoy-
ant with hope, as every young girl has
a right to be, no matter what her style
of living is or is not.

Thanks to Mr. Mecllwaine, she had
her hundred dollars now to invest in
an euterprise on which she had set her
heart far more than it had ever been
set on the pearls.  And along with the
hundred doilars she had also to invest
in it youth, health, good sense, & brave
spirit and a proud independence. What
else needed she for a happy and suc-
cessful life?

Her enterprise began with a visit.
basket in haund, to seven or eight of the
best city hotels, and as many of the
restaurants. To all of them she offered
a daily, weekly or tri-weekly supply of
her dainty little beaten biscuit, such as
she had learned to make down in East-
ern Virginia, from a famous old cook,
who had in slave days belonged to her
father's family. She was successful
almost up to her own expcctations, and
far bevond her mother’s; and her ela-
tion could not but infuse some hopeinto
that lady’s weak spirit.

“We must have » new name for your
biscuit, Miss,”" said one wise old res-
taurant keeper. *“What shall we call
them?"”

*Call them,” said Polly, hesitating
and laughing, *“call them the Polly-
wolly-winkum biscuit."

The Polly-wolly-winkum biscuit got
to be the fashion that winter. After
hiring one good cook at what seemed
ruinous wages, a second and third had
to be engapged; but Polly put on her
great kitchen apron, tied up her abund-
ant hair into a high knot, and spent
four hours of every day in her kitchen
hersell. No plea of other engagements,
no pretence that the cooks would do as
well without her, no tempting offer of
sleigh-rides, no fiattering invitations of
any sort, could make the little mistress
of the bakery break her rule or neglect
her work. Natarally the biscuit grew
in favor.

The last time I visited the Polly-
wolly-winkum bakery, it had moved its
quarters to a large, well-lighted kitcheo,
with a class-room attached. Yes, a
class-room; for Polly had o
teach cooking to amumber of rich
mon's daughters at a good round price
per girl. And, notto lose the chance
of doing good because she was puor,
she selected s dozen poor girls. to
whom she gave another hour a week,
without pay.

Mr. Paul McJlwaine was my cicerone
on the occasion of my visit; and, when
1 had admired and praised until the
English language was exhausted, he
said, gravely:

*Nevertbeless a suit is pending in
court against the Polly-wolly-winkum
bakery. It is charged that Miss Ruth-
srford is dishonestly withbholding from
all the young of her ae-
quaintance the thme and thought and

k.

“Thatis a dreadful charge, Polly-
winkom,” said L “What are you go-
ing to do about it?”

“I'll engage Mr. McIlwaine to defend
me,"” replied the little bakeress, run-
ning to look into an oven., Hat, some-
how, her face was red even before she
opened the oven door!—Gond Cheer.

ik s =il ot
THE SHREWD TACTICIAN.
A Plessnut Imdividusl Whese Career &s
Ever Cpward and Caward.

Frank Smoothbaw was a man of
illimitable tact. I never saw his equal.
He had that happy faculty, possessed
by few, of so greasing the ways of pub-
lic and private opinion as to launch
himself without friction into the waters
of bis personal ambition. Nobody ever
thought of replning because of Smooth-
baw’s progress as contrasted with his
own infelicity in getting ahead; for
whenever Smoothbaw got onto & new
good thing or mounted a few rungs
higher up the ladder of fame, he so
contrived it that he appeared to be act-
ing in deference to universal desire
rather thanof being governed by selfish
considerations, and by consequence the
public regarded him in tae light of a
martyr who was ever willing to lay
hold of the fat things of earth—and in-
cidentally the pay and emoluments—
solely for theicbenefit and pleasure.

Smoothbaw posseased that invaluable
gift of never forgetting & name. Says

Colman, the Younger, in praise
of one of the children of bis imagina-

tiom:
“Pour but & secret in him. and 't would glue him
Like rosin on & well-corked bottle's snout;
Had twenty devils coms with corkserews to him,
They never could have screwed the secret out.”
Substituting *name” for “wecret.”
and the lines describe Smoothbaw per-
fectly. A name oiice given to his keep-
ing was a sacred treasure to be guarded
religiously; it was like an‘inherited dis-
ense, something that he conldn’t get rid
of, an he would. Smoothbaw was never
forced Into those weak sublerfuges
which compel men when addressing
another to say *‘mister,” with a note of
interrogution and a pause after it, that
the person addressed might supply that
which was wanting, or which lead them
imto the adoption of such aliases as
“Ferguson™ or “Sniggiefuts,” or that
make them ridiculous by the use of

such_expressions as 1 say, you!” or
“Halla there!” And mever was he

heard' ta wutter the umsatisfactory ex-
cuse of mot being able to remember

% 2 | names, and never was he obliged to

point-blank what =
1 . .‘_.,_.. he b IOL RO
Wl once heard; IN¢
come to that, he never
calling a name, nor made 2 mistake in
the calling, whether he had ever heard
it or not. He apparently knew in-
tuitively the name of every one with
whom he came in contact, and hs was
sure to pronounce the name correctly
—that is to say, as its owner pro-
nounced it—with the proper inflection
and with an air of deference which
made the man his bonded slave for life,
and with a sweetness of utterance that
made the bomeliest of names sound
grand and mellifuous.

And then such a gift at hand-shak-
ing! He would seize one man’s hand
with ardor, as having discovered a
long-lost treasure, but gently withal,
and with a meekness which seemed to
say that he was aware that he was tak-
ing an unwarranted liberty, but really
the temptation is so great, you know.
And when he pressed the hand that he
had presumed to touch, he did not
squeeze it into jelly. as some dunder-
heads are fond of doing, neither did he
haudle it as if it were an unclean thing
and a slimy. His clasp was a happy
compromise between the two extremes.
The hand which he held was embraced
as something which he could not resist,
and at the same time something too
precious to handle roughly. And he
didd not retain a hand until its owner
began to feel self-conscious and awk-
ward. He released it readily, though
with apparent reluctance, and withont
any of those uncouth movements which
are hizhly appropriate to the handle of
a pump, but quite inconsistent with
personal diguity or comfort when a
human arm issubstituted for the pamp-
handle.

Then, in couversing with Smoothbaw
it was so gratifying to one’s sell-love
to have him seize upon some clumsy
remark of yours and, translating it into
clear and vigorous language, remark
deferentially, ‘*as yousay," thus giving
you the credit which clearly belonged
to himself, if he could see it—it never
oceurred to you that he did see it—and
actually succesding in making you
think that youreally had said just what
he so artlessly put into your mouth.

Smoothbaw was a ready speaker, but
he never seerned to be talking; he ap-

always to be listening. always
laughing—not abtrusively, however—
at somebody’s jokes, always directing
the conversation into paths where
others loved to meander, always giving
way to any body, every body.

And for all this, Smoothbaw’s course
was ever onward and upward. He
never showed any eagerness to get any
where or any thing. His whole end
and aim in life was to push others
ahead: but, in spite of all, be got thers
just the same, and the others got left.
—Bosion Transcripl.

—A new source of error in marine
chronometers has been discovered in
Germany. This Is the great dampness
of ses air. It canses variations Lke
those produced by changes of tempera-
ture.—N. Y. Ledger.
—vpartha,” said her father, “Will-
iam ssked me for your hand last night,
and I consented.” +“Well, pa, that's
the first bill of mine you haven't ob-

interest thoy believe to be their due.”

jocted to."'— Tskawill Advocale.
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SCIENCE AND IND'
—The home consumption
this country reached 2,97
400 pounds during the past
of over six per ccnt. :

—There is no historical in the
world better established Lthas§hat Amer-
jea was discoverad by Icelailers in the

A. D. 1001,” writes Pral Majuans-
sun, of Cambridge Univet@y in En-
gland, and he adds that thille is not a
Jearned body in Europeiithat ever
Lreathes a doubt about it

—Mr. Cisus Spreckels,-§he great
sugar-refiner, is reported togé¢ contem-
plating the experiment ot gr@wing beet-
root sugar in this country fifone of the

central Western States.
that the climate is similagy!
Germany and Austrie, whese
cultivation is a most imy

‘put during the past twelve o
180,000 tons. The Midland'$
the largest quaatity, aboul
tons. The exportof coal &
year footed up 21,283,389 gns
tle less than one-fourth of T
tion.— Public Opinion.

—A scientific journal, attempt
to prove that mankind not exert
mechanical force enough @ their own
to produce the amount of’ neaded
to raise thes necesgayy Waily to
feed themselves, states thyt “‘the me-
chanical equivalent of tical sun-

shine received npon a s :
the earth's surface In oo

—In behalf of the fustel
of Victoris, Sir Graham
quested the British gove
tribute twenty-five thousan

ward the expenses of an efipedition for
the further exploration of regions |
about the South Pole. d advance in
Antartic discovery has beefl made since
1842, when Sir James Road reached the |
highest southern latitude ever attained,

seventy-cight degrees, nine minutes |
and thirty seconds.—N. ¥. Ledger. |
—Prof. A. ‘H. Sayce, infhis address
before the British i for the {
Adrancement of Science, §aid that the |
Highland costume, now jdistinctively |
associated with Scotland, once also |
worn in Ireland and W The scien- |
tifie bearing of this fact, whenstated by |
itself, may mot be apparent, but the |
spoaker insisged that a stady of the his- |
sany prolfissse the origin

Ledger.

—A striking fact deduced from
servations recorded by the late Dr.
Parrott is the rapid of the
brain in the first half yearof life as
compared with the increase in height
and the growth of other organs. Taking |
the total growth between birth and six
years of age as 100, tne weight of the
heart increases 11.43 in girls and 11.88 |
in boys during their first six months of
life; the height increase 20.8 in girls |
and 14.4 in boys: while the weight in- |
creases 27.41 in giris and 23.51 in boys.
—dArkansaw Traveler,

—From 8,000 to 10,000 gallons of |
blood aday are used in making baut-
tons in a large factory in Bridgeport, |
near Chicago. About 100 men and
boys are employed in the factory. The |
blood must be fresh beef blood. A Mr. |
Hirsch was the first to introduce the
business, some ycars ago, and is now
immensely wealthy. Much of the blood
evaporates in the process of drying,
but the pure albumen remains. Blood
sheets are used by cloth manufacturers
for “selting” the color in calico goods.
These sheets, broken up, will make
buttons, earrings, breastpins, belt
clasps, combs and even door knobs.
There are a number of “blood” util-
izing factories in England, and a blood
1oor kuob factory in Trenton, N. J.—
N. Y. Sun.

—M: Faye, the well-known French
astronomer, has drawn attention at a
recent meeting of the French Academy
of Sciences to the apparent geological
law that the cooling of the terrvestrial
crust goes on more rapidly under the
ses than with a land surface. Hence
he argues that the crust must thicken
under oceans at a more rapid rate, and
8o give rise to a swelling up and dis-
tortion of the thinner portions of the
crust—in other worids, to the formation

of mountain chains.—Engineering.

The Weight of a Fly.

James Spencer hit on a novel way to
get at the approximate weight of a fly.
His store is greatly pestered with flies,
and he recently bronght into wse the
patent fly paper. He put out 21 of
these sheets, being 12x28 inches each,
covering a surface of 336 square inches.
In the evening, when the papers were f
filled, he took them up to destroy them

_and noticed the increased weight, and, |
struck with curiosity, be put the papers, |
with their load of dead flies, in a pair
of scales, and found that the 21 weighed
exactly seven pounds. -He then weighed
21 sheets without the fliea, and found

- ‘i-i_!!‘ hea " )

dwy. ]
much a fiy weighs,” says
“you will find that thece ig
of 20 flies to the

| recent advertisement in the Times.
| Right under a cheap pi
| ment is the offer of a lot in Br?nnwootl

| landlady)—Are you having your teeth
| filled, Mr. Dumley? Dumley (strug-

| filled and sharpened.—N. Y. Sun.

| of youthful feelings. Age is all head,

—Experiments
| monstrate that the use of tobacco de-

. selves with the weed, and are forced to |

: said papa, *'you must be more consid-

| baby. But don’t bother sumtie with

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Stealing from one poorer than our-
eelf is stealing dircetly from the Lonl.

—We hate the Indians because we
have stolen so much from them.—
Harper's Bazar.

—There is no such thing as failure.
till & man gives up.—FPomeroy's Ad-
vance
usm women who complain of
insolent saleagirls are sometimes wholly
responsible for it sll. — Mail and Ezpress.

—Many men claim to be firm in their
principles when really they are only
obstinate in their prejudices. -

—Lady (who had a sick husband)—
*Don’'t you think, doctor, that you ought
to blecd my husband#* Doctor (absent-
minded| y)—*No, madam, not until he
gets well.""—Epoch.

—Massachusetts has 97,000 widows,
and yet it has been the habit of the
Massachusetts man for years and years
to assume the privilege of telling other
people how to live.

—Editorial is bat ocae
man’s opinion, unless it reflects care-
fully studied public sentiment, when it
becomes a very forceful power.—FPome-
roy'a Advance Thoughl.

—*Mabel, I have someihing to say
that I think will astonish you.” *“What
isit, Harry?' *I am going away."
(), Harry! you dre always getting up
some nice surprise for me.""—Merchant
Traveler.

—There is a strange sarcasm in &

announce-

for sale chedp —Puck.

—Dumley (at the supper-table)—
Yes, 1 have apent most of the day at
the dentist’s. Mrs. Hendricks (the

gling with a steak)—Yes, ma'am;

—Though years bring with them wis-
dom, yet there is one lesson the aged
seldom learn, namely, the management

youth all heart; age reasons, youth is
under the dominion of bope.
—“Willle,” said a young wife, ““are
you going to take part in this tenmis
tournmwent?” *“Yes, I thought of it."
“Please don’t, Willie, for my sake.”
“Why?" +Because you might winand
it would surely get into the papers.”—

READING FOR THE YOUNG.

A LOST DOLL BABY.

My doll baby's missing
Since sarliest morn;

Sometimes I'm sorry
She ever was bofn.

T've hunted and hunted
All over the bouse,

In crannies and nooke
Too sm3ll for & mouss;

Down in the meadow
And under the trees—

Ask'd all the butterflies,
Ask'd all the bees.

‘Where s the bell-man?
Oh! what shall I do?

Get out a haad-bill?
Pray, oir, would you?

Mamma's mot worried;
For, as [ went past,

All that she said was:
“Where had you her lust?’

Doesn't she suppose -~
Thst if I knew
T'd po and get her
‘Without this ado?
—Frank H. Stawfer, in Gond Housek rping.

CARELESS LUCY.

Yome Funny Mistakes, nad One That Hed
Mo Laugh inm 3t

Lucy Lackwood was eight years old;
and I suppose you never saw a little
girl who could skip a rope or run a
race any faster than she counld, or one
who could learn her lessons any better
—when she triel There was the
trouble with Lucy; she did not always
try. She had a sad habit of “thinking
of something else” at exactly the
wrong time.

It was so in church. She meant fo
listen to the sermon, but her mind was
apt to stray away; and if any of the
family asked her afterward for the text,
it was a strange mediey they hea rd
from little Lucy. For example, Dr.
Palmer preached one morning from
the words: *“Bat whoso shall offend
one of these little ones which -believe
w Me, it were bettor for him that a
millstone were hanged abont his neck,
and that he were arownmed in the
depth of the sea.”

+Did you listen to the sermon this
morning?"' asked Jack” after dianer.

“Of course I did” =

*“Do you know the text?

“0f course I da,** answered Lauey,
feeling unusually well prepared.
“Youn must put a millstone round your
neck. and jump into the water.”

as Jack! 1cantgke care.” of coursa
Ican! 1 imind all she says | mind
beautifully. Now I wouldn't i
what she wld me sbout this ¢
not fur any thing! She told me o sat -
it down by the closet door.’ .
Ab, Lucy, a mistake airusdy! Bbe. -
told you the chamber door! o
“] remember a great deal better .
than Jack does; Jack can’t remem
eizht times nine to save hislifs—1 .
wonder if Tom covered up the apples
with the great big apple-rug? 1 think
he did." ; 3
She opeuned the closet door, the can-
div still in her hand. What a delic-
jous odor from the golden pippins!
Certainly there never were any other
hall yo nice! Yus they were covered
::vﬁlh.ng. Then what did she
with camllestic? Bhe set ib
down and huolt right in frond of i
L : soweli ;
But =

| agerly intc *he g
she focgor F

thing In the world but applas
candlestick, with the candle P wasl
as far away from ker thoughts, to'say
the least, as the moon in the skj
But the candle did not forget. .
Itis theduty of a lighted candle
1o set fire to any thing that i putin its
way; and presently, when Lucy by a
guick movement thrust her skirt right
into the flame of the candle, what
could you expect but a blaze?"

Before Lucy had selected her apples,
s work of time, the blaze was creep-
ing up the back of her dress Bhs -
know nothinz aboat it till the smell of
burning woolen reachod her nostrils, *
and at the same instant she felt a dread-
ful sensation of heat, and knew that
she was on fire!

She screamed with all her might;
“Mamma! Mamma! Fire! Fire!"

Ol how far it was down stairs tothe
perior! Could wamma hear?

ery. and flow at once to her
rejoice to say thas the flames
reached Lucy’s hair Her "'“",',

Washinglon Critic. Jack laughed very lond. wrapped her in tha *
_A,m_uwegetomtbomhn “Well, if you don’t hear with your | which was quite rais
-phthnn-i-ﬂlm.v&“ﬂ sibows! . Wit is the sense in such a | as well as the pre
will throw deadly car stoves the | ont aa thatl . .y oz | the dear child
mowmy's yeu grand results | . jou't know; 1 thanght i ww R
be anafhilsted in s e g
choly meaner and we shall gst rid of | jory thing ioa sabl.” ‘poreinted - Laey | me
the car stoves. Undon. ;
s “_Myhay. "ﬁnﬂ“'—ﬂ:

stroys the memory. It wasn't neces-
sary, however, to cross the water to
find out the fact. Tobacco users are
all the time forgetting to supply them-

depend upon charity.

—+Q. dear, those children make so
much noise that I can’t hear myself
talk?" exclaimed Aunt Harriet, as she
left the room with a slam. *“Children,"”

erate. Your aunt might have some
thing to say that yon should want to
hear. Now, if you will bo real good
I'll buy Johnnie a nice bazoo, and
Hattie a grand piano, and Tommie »
big watchman’s rattle, and I'll make a
horse-fiddle of the dining-table for the

your noise any more than you can
help.” — Springfield Union.
D —
ROMANTIC ENCOUNTER.

Hew » Bald Highwayman Was AfSscted |
by & Makion's Gush.

It was » giddy, gushing girl from |
New York, . “:h an amplitnde of bang
and a scarceness of vocabulary, which
showed at once her romaatic tenden-

cies. She was traveling in a stage
coach in one of the sparsely settled |
regions of the country. **Oh!" she said |
to her mother, *I do wonder whuﬂwrl
we are going to make this whole trip
without even the sign of an adventure.
Wouldn’t it be horrid?"’ [

Her mother informed her that she
didn't have mich common sense, but
the girl didn't seem to mind it in the
least. In the course of the next hour,
however, the coach stopped suddenly
and the muzzle of a pistol was shoved
through the door.

“Sorry to trouble you, ladies,” said
the man whose head followed the pistol, |
“but if yon've got any valibles, them's
what we want, an’ we're a little pressed
‘ur time."’

0 mamma, at last we have found |

s renl highwayman!" said the girl, with | Pl

s delighted little shriek. *“You're »
real live robbet, aren't you?"

“Well, I reckon that's what I'm
ﬂuﬁl-"

«And you tell people to hold up their
hands and say., "your money or your
life’ to them, don't you?" - ]

1] hey done so, miss. But I ain't got
no time ter talk. I'llhev ter ask—"

«How lovely! Just come right and
git here beside me.”

“Ye see, miss, 'm here on business,
an’ I'll trouble you—"

“No you won't trouble us at all. Just
come in, we won't burt you. I jusi
dote on robbers.” 4
The highwayman had dropped his
A and was beginning to look ap-

“Ilo you have to go away and rok
somebody ™' she inquired. naively. ]
hope you will not run awsy, because }
am just beginning to get acquainted
"with you. I always said I would hug
the first real robber I— :

But the stage-door slammed shut and
the highwaymas bad fled.—Merohant
Traveicr,

you must do il .yem wanted to
grod.”

One day Mrs. Lockwood, who was
not well, dispatched little Luey to a
shoe store to ask the merchant if he
would kiudly send her a pair of boots
to tryon. *Common-sense boots, num-
ber four. Do you think you can re-
member. dear?”’

Yes, indeed, Lucy was sure she could
remember *“common sense,” and so,
indeed, she did: the worl she forgot
was “boots™ When she reached the
store she looked up in the merchant’s
face and asked, in her quick way:
“Have you any common senss, sir?"’
which was certainly a strange query
from a pleasant, polite little girl to a
man five times her own age, let her
think what she might of his brains;
and it was hirdly strange that Mr.
Mead laughed, although Lucy thought
it very unkind.

She hastened then to add “boots,”™
but by that time she had en the

1 number. She thought it was eight, but

Mr. Mead advised her to rum home
nnd inquire.

Her aunt sent her onca for a brush
of camel's hair to paint with; and
when Lucy reached the art store she
called breathlessly for a *“hair-brush,”
nadding, as an after-thought: A
camel’s hair-brush, I mean.™

Why was it that the clerk looked so
amused? And wasn't it veryrude of
him to asked: *Does your father
keep wild animals, little miss?"

But she made a mistake once at
which nobody laughed—a mistake
which came near proving very serions
indeed. Oue autumn evening when
her play-fellow, brothor Jack., was

and she was feeling rather lone-
some, it suddenly occurred to her
that she wanted an appls, aud must
lave one that very minute. -

*Very well” sald her mother,

“there are plenty in the pantry.”
*Oh, but, mamma, it is a golden
ppin 1 want! one of those golden
pippins that yoa told Tom to put in
the pink chamber closet. "

Mra. Lockwook looked up trom her
sewing in some surprise. How hap-
pened Luey to know about the golden
pippins?

*May I have one, mamma?"’

“Yes, if you can wait for me to go
up stairs; but I am very buay just
now."’

*Can’t you trust me to go my own
s¢lf, mammaP Not with a lamp,
you know, but Jane will light me »
em“ -

*Will you be very sure not to earry
the candle into the closet!’

“Oh, no, indeed! Oh, yes, ndeed!
I'mean; and I'll be—oh, 50 carefull’

*Well, f you will remember'to set
the candle down by the chamber desr,
I think there will be no danger.”” .

“Yes'm, I will,” said Lucy, and
danced away joylully. She held the

sapple-rug:” but then, oh dear, mam-
ma, just think, you know—if there
hadn’t been any ‘apple-rug!’ "' —Sophis
May, in Congregationalist

A VICTORY.

A Litthe Girl Learns ow Swost Ti 1s o
Canguer That Which la Wreag.
She was a daisy little girl, with large
brown eyes and yellow halr. Sbhe lived
in a Counecticut village. Bhe hed a
darling mamma and papa, a little
brother and sister. and, what no givl
can spars, a grandfather’s home whers
she was always the center of love,
devotion and care. Sometimes the

ness, and sometimes they were ages of
misery. Now, why was there shis
t difference? I will tell you the

al days went

peared; but
wished to

candle sloft, and peered rather caw- | minute

tiowsly about the cha nber.
“Nothing to be afrsid , Mpm-
nllﬂhhﬂmwg
things mauﬂlwu:“. 1
Rossa find ow I know a8 mesh

pink
of
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