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CHRISTMAS CAROL. deep voice; “only you were strewing | here and see what he says!” 2 CHRISTMAS MORNING. if you will wait a minute I will walk as | ctowned with noble triumphs. As &
A TMAS hetsp 4l 5 Sollawetgau s L | "“But he's goue-—Mr, Ambrose, I MEAN. | &) pekings in the Kitehew, hung up in & row; | 1or 88 Field’s with you. I must have a | reads of the splendid it
i A R Rosie ventured ome wild glance. A |'e’s gone, and I shall never see him | ggpiq Gians has filled them—yes, from top to | little Canton flannel for baby, and it is [ men of renown, lofty idels sweep throug™ |
I handsome, bronzed, bearded face bent ! Oh, dear, if 1 were dead?” toe; cheapest there. If you arc not ashamed | his brain and his soul stirs with activ
In the beak mid-winter ' above her. . ; And all night long, while the Ghrist- | Purple, gold and crimson, paint the falling | of my gloves,” she added., drawing on an

Frosty wind made moar;
Earth stood hard as iron,
Water like a stone;
Bpow had fallen; sDOW on EN0OW,
Snow on SNOW,
In the bleak mid-winter
Long ago.
iL.
Our God, heaven cannot hold Him
Nor earth sustain,

Heaven and earth shall flee away
When he comes to reign;

‘“Let me go home,” she faltered, tremb-
ling like a frightened bird, *‘home to
Aunt Eunice.”

“As soon as you please, my dear Rase;
but don’t forget you belong to me now.
The fates willed it, you see.”’ 3

“QOh, let me go home,” cried Rosie, in
sore afright.

“Come along; I will escort yeu to the
gate.” ;

And her strange companion drew her

her 1i “T wish I were dead!’’
At last the Christmas m

good will toward men.”
ened chamber.

mas stars rose and went down, she tossed
upon her bed. that cry upon ery upon

ing dawned.
and from steeple to steeple ramg that
sweet old song, “Peace on eartn, and

Aunt Eunice stole sottly into the dark-

“Rosie, it is Christmas morning, and
Ben has come. You’ll get up and’ sce

EDOW—
On Christmas Day, 20 early in the morning.

Earnest little whispers from the cory bed;
Busy little footateps pattering overhead;
Down the stairs they wandzr to the sweet
music wed—
On Clristmas Day, so early in the morning.

Dolls md'dmms and trumpets, what a sight
see!
Whips and tops and tea sets—one for youn and

me—
Bleomiag in the corner, such a Christmas
tree—

exceedingly frayed pair, “I am; but my
kids arc my light ones of last summer,
and these are al! my second best. I will
hide them under my shawl. Nothing
like neceasity, dear, for a teacher.”

Lois listencd, and on her mental
tablets two items of shoes and gloves
promptly found a place.

“Will it trouble you too much, Lois,
to just call at my washwoman’s, aud tell
her she need not come next week. The

purpose to platt banners of glory whe
others waved : then ‘in grand victon
And who shall condemn these revelling
of the fancy, or soarings of the willt A
they not better te ‘chensh than bas
toughts, selfish aims, and unholyi mag

inings? The former are iar a5 above them———

latter as the eagle, who soars in the fac
of the sum, oo the cat that, wsth elf
wing, beats the air only - when darkne
setting,

Hind Sithin B d led her along |him, my dear? children Wil be At 3 Ml As_mogntain su::;mits aeﬂ%ct '{he glor
within his arm and led her along Hitwmon Day, Iy in th fae ar at home, and with their | opening day, so do high -ideals im
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“The Lord God Almighty— Rosie’s heart beat her so she could not | face white and sorrow-worn. Wee, soft, fairy footateps outside in the hall, | Mintee lane.” beter for the young man to puton th
Jesus Christ, get her breath, The instant they reached | Aunt Eunice robed her in hér pretty | Then the words of baby musically fall — Lois agreed, and walked on.
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Enough for Him from Cherubim]

the gate, she broke away from him.
“What | you won’t even stop to say
good-bye! No matter, we shall soon

crimson dress with dainty

Jaces at the “G&i‘nsto kiss my papa, first one of them all!”

throat aud sleeves; then she orusked back
the rippling yellow curls, and fastened

hristmas Day, so early in the morning.

A HOLIDAY LESSON.

¢ X At the
number she inquired for Mrs. Tarish,and
was directed to a rear basement. 'There
she found a poorly-turnished room, two

harness ot lite with open brow and sunr’
heart, than to gc forth with suspiciou
tread and crawling gait. To look ou

7 < J upon the world with vision clear an:
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Enough for Him whom Angels
Fall down before
The ox snd ass and camel

from me; and in token of my claim you
shall wear this.”
A heavy gold chain flashed over her

speak to Ben.”

Aunt Eunice led her down the stairs
and to the door of the old sitting room.

noon. The leaden cleuds hung low with
their promise of a speedy snowstorm.

ed-looking woman dressing one still
younger.
*Mrs. White will not need you next

raze with prejudiced eyes and revenge
ul spirit. High places are won throug
heroic deeds, and crowns sparkle th

——
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STREWING HEMP SEEDS.
A Christmas Story.

“Coming next weeki”

“Yes, Rosie, he’ll be here for the New
Year, it nothing happens.””

Rosie tossed her yellow ringlets, and
put up her red lips in a childish pout.

" «] ghall hate him, aunt Eunice. I'm
sure I shall. The simple fact that I am
betrothed to him, willy-nilly, would set
my heart against him if he were. a Prince
amosg men.”

“He is a Prince among men, my dear,
and yow'll be sure to like him,” replied
Aunt Eunice, tiuietly.

“T tell you I’m sure not to like him,”
insistsd Rose. ‘Poor a made & great
mistake; he should have left me free.”

“It would have been wiser, perhaps;
but your father had looked upon Ben as
a son 80 many years, and felt sure of his
making a good husband—-""

“An old poke twice my age,”’ pouted

Rosie.
, %Oh, no, not quite so old as that. But
wait until you have seen him. Never
cross a bridge till you come to it, Rosie.
Ben won’t be here for a week yet. When
he 18 here, and you have seen him, if you
really dislike him I dare say he’ll not
compel you to become his wife.”

“But I premised poor papa on his
death-bed, too, and & promise to the
dying is sacred.”

Pretty Rosie was no kith or kin to
Aunt Eunice, only an adopted -child,
cherished and loved for her dead father's
sake, and Ben was Aunt Eunice’s only
sor, & Calcutta agent, who had not seen
his native land for years, and who had
last parted from his promised bride
when she was a little miss in pinafores.

But after his old frivnd s death, and
Rosie's promise to become his wife
whenever he saw fit to come home and
claim her, Ben had sent home a hand-
some ring, and Rosie wore it on her

retty finger. And now he was coming
in a week.

“Don’'t fret, Rosie. Wait until Ben 15
here and you have seen him.” .

“Seeing him won’t make me change
my mind,”’ retorted the willful girl. “I
have him in my mind’s eye now—a poky
old fogy, just like Mi. Sykes, the parson.
Qh, dear!" :

«] trust the case will not be quite ao
bad as that, Rosie. But what are you
going to do with all those hemp seeds,
my dear—feed the pigeonsi”

“Feed the pigeons, indeed!” cried
Rosie, transferrng the seeds to her

t. “Why, auntie. I'm going down
te Hazel Hollow to try my fortune, All
the girls are doing 1t. Jemnie Burr
strewed hemp one dark evening,a month
orso ago, and the handsomest young
man came tollowing her, and now she's
engaged to him.”

Aunt Eunice laughed,and crossing the
room, drew the girl’s head to her breast
and kissed her tenderly.

“You're a good child, Rosie, only & bit
wayward, and I trust you may be very
happy, dear, whether you ever marry
Ben or not. There, run along, and strew
vour hemp seeds if you must, and hurry

the blazing wood fire she examined the
locket that hung from the heavy chain.

“Well,” she said, looking at -the pic-
tured face it contained, a merry twinkle
lighting her eyes, “*the face is & very nice
one!
hemp-sowing, after all, Rosie!”’

"Cﬂ;, ther§ is something,Aunt’Eunice,”
panted Rosie. “Didn’t I tell you that
Jenny Burr’s engaged to the man who
followed her{”’

“8o you did, pet. Well, it it must be
1t can’t be helped. You’ {1 have to mar-
ry this handsome stranger, and let poor
Ben and your promise go!” %

Rosie flushed charmingly as she
a glance at the pictured face, but ¥he
tears rose to her eyes. !

“No, I could never do Sast,’" she saill.
“T could never break my, ise to poor
papa.”’

Rosie was in a flutter of intense ex-
citement. On the Sunday morning fol-
lowing her adventure, when she took her
accustomed place in Aunt Eunice’s pew,
who should she see sitting opposite but
the original of the picture in her locket,
the hero of her hemp-seed charm?

#Ok, Aunt Eunice, look, there he is!’,
gasped Rosie, her heart in her mouth.

“So I see, my dear,”” said the old
lady, quietly; and, after service, when
the stranger came up and introduced
himself as Mr. Ambrose, she gave him a
cordial invitation to accompany them
home to dinmer,

Home with them he went, and Rosie
was like one in a dream.

“Was ever a man so handsom?, so
distinguished-looking, so noble?” she
burst forth when he was gone. “Oh,
Aunt Eunice, if poor papa had left me
free?” !

“Wait,my diear: When BLn gets home
he’'ll see some way out of the trouble.
Ben always was a clever boy.”

And Rosie waited, and learned, in the
mean time, that sweetest of all life's
lessons, the lesson of first love.

It was Christmas Eve. The old sitting
room was hung with holly and mistletoe,
the wide fire-place piled with huge yule
logs, and out’in the great roomy kitchen
Aunt Eunice was elbow deep in cakes
and mince pies and plum puddings,mak-
ing ready to give her son a substantial
welcome.

“Poor Ben, he'll like my good thingla,
I’m sure,’’ she said, asshe trimmed the
crust of  pie. “He always was fond of
something mnice to eat, and he's been
living on bird’s nests and puppies and
fried mice in the heathen country for so
many years, he'll enjoy Christmas at
home I know. Here, Rosie, child, run
to the shed, and fetch your apron full of
chips, this oven must be a leetle hotter.
Hurry, do!”’

Rosie hurried out, but a half
hour went by before she returmed. At
the garden gate she met her hero—her
stranger lover—and Aunt Eunice and
her oven were alike forgotten.

“Come here, Rosie,” he called, “I
want to speak te you.” :

Rosie went to his side with burning
cheeks and downcast eyes. :

a “l’ve come to say good-bye, Rosie,"”he
said, looking down upon her with ten-
der, dark eyes. “I am going away for a
little while. You'll not forget me while

in honor of the Christmas morn.

for this blessed Christmas.”

tears.

They Met and Parted.

commit any crime.

by the neck, slam gou aronod and
you out of the yar

See?”

Whll, here I go.”

wide open, and a six-foot husba

dusgust, and separated forever.
An Elephant’s Gratitude.

where 2 menagerie has been paying

fully placed ber
evein

ly seizing the doctor

he put it en, the bells clanged out again

“Peace on earth and good will toward
men,” saxd Aunt Eunice, softly, as she
threw open the sutters to'let the sunshine
ere must be something in your| in.
“Ah! my children, let us be grateful

And Rosie, resting her bright head on
Ben’s arm, burst into a flood of happy

. “Now then,” says tramp No.1 to No.2
as they turned into Montcalm street
from Woodward avenue the other day,
“here is the game: you walk down the
street and ring the bell of some heuse.
When the lady answers, yon tell her
that you haven’t had anything to eat for
three days. Ifshe says she don’t care,
tell her you are desperate and ready to
If she starts to slam
the door on you, hold it open with your
toot and roll eyes anb look savage. I'll
arrive just about then,and I'll take you
pitch
. I'm the lady's pro-
tector and the hero of the rour, you see,
I'll be very modest clrw oft, but I'll tell
her I’'m a stranger and need a quarter te
buy food. 8he’ll hand it over, and I’
join you around the corner and divibe.

“Magnificent!” replied No. 2. “You
ought to be in the United States Senate!

He passed down the street and select-
ed a house, and the programme was
carefully followed out until he reached
the goint where he'said he was d- sperate,
At that instant the hall door wai: t?d
shot
out with his right hand anp knocked
No.2 clear otf the lower step. No. 1 was
just rushing in, and six footer thougte
he might as well kill two Birds with one
stone, so he gave him one on the jaw,
and when tired of walking eround on
their prostrate bodies he flung them ov e
the fence. The tramps limped down to
the corner, looked at each other in deep

A stéry comes from Tenbury, Enzland

visit, which illustrates the well-known
charscter of the elephant for humane
feelings in a remarkable degree. Among
the amimais was a fine female elephant,
called Lizzie, which was attacked with
a violent fit of colic, and;suffered iutense-
ly. A local chemist whose success as
an animal doctor is well known, treated
Lizzie, and saved the animal's life. Sab-
sequently, on passing the chemist's shop,
the elephant immediately recognized her
benefactor, who was standing at the door
of the shop, and going, to him, grace-
trunk in his hand.
The chemist visited the exhipition in the
, and met with an umexpected
reception from his former patient. Gent-
with  her
trunk, the elephant encircled him with
it to the terror of the audience, who ex- g
cted to see him crushed to death, but|§

1zzie had no such intention, and atter
thus having demonstrated her gratitude
by acts more eloquent than words, she

cents. Enrugh, though, I suppose, as
long as we're only boarding-house
keepers.”

“’m sure I'm very thankful for the
boarders to keep,”" suid Mrs. Canfield.

“0, I’'m not complaining as long as
it helps papa, but I'm not any more
thankful to Lucy Waters for saying it,”
was the quick reply.

“ Let me see,” said her
not you give Lucy one of y
last year?”

“1 guess I did, one of my best—it cost
twelve dollars. I shouldn't have Leen
such a silly, but I heard her say thpt Jen-
nie Fen always gave her the nicest things
of any girl, and I was determined to
outdo her for once.”

“You gave Jenme something, too,
didn’t youf”

“0 yes; I gave her that beautiful scene
of Lake Como.””

“And Mabel Joyce, what did you give
her—something, I believe?’’

“Yes, that inkstand modeled after a
group from the antique; dnd I paid nine
dollars for that Etruscan vase I gave
Aunt Kate, and that was broken before
New Year's. What a waste?”

“And were the others more neces-
sary?”’ asked Mra. Canfeld.

“No; I heard Lucy said thatonly made
%‘ wenty-first and second vases that she

ned; and 1 overheard Jennie say her

room was so fullof pictures already she
did nut know what to do unless she put
some in the attic. It was scant thanks I
gained in any case, and Lois looked up
from the stool she had taken into her
mother’s face, with the glimmer of a
smile breaking through the clouds.
* Mrs. Canfield smiled also. Well, now,
dear, as you have tiied your plan of giv-
ing expensive luxuries and found no
great satisfaction in it, suppose you try
a new one, and use your small store this
time in giving only useful things to those
needing them, and see which gives the
greater satisfaction.”

“But mamma, it always seems as
though at Christmas time one was a lit-
tle justified in spending money extrava-
gantly,” argued Lois.”

“And uselessly?” queried Mrs. Can-
field.

‘“But are pretty things uscless, then?”
&1 asked the girl.

“By no means, dear, though it is a
question whether one element of true
beauty must not also be utility: but one
will not stop to go into metaphysics to-
mght, for, after all,every question in life
centers in one point: What is my duty
in this matter? Perhaps God saw we
were not faithful stewards, and so took
away our abundance. We know now
what it is to be reaily in need of things.
I believe I heard some complaints from
you about cold feet before Aunt Maggie's
ten-dollar gift enabled you to purchase
new shoes, did not I?”’

“] am afraid you did,” answered Lois,
slowly. Then she sat in quiet thought
until the closing of the outer door told
her that supper preparations must be
hastened, when she sprang up, and,drop-

ing a kiss softly on her mother's

r, “did
ents

1

forenead that told how the words were
working, went abeut her duties.

In the days that came close upon this
one there were many nours of quiet

little at Christmas;’ 'and she hurried
away fo consult others wiser than herself
in that line of wardrobe.

Those were busy days that {fol-
lowed and very happy oncs to Lois. She
went out sht;})ping in & new line, and
and was perferfectly eurprised to find
how many more bundles five dollars
wouid purchase when it was invested in
calicocs and flannels and ten-cent toys,
than when she went, as » year before, to
the shops of art and the antiques,

And then on Christmas day, what a
succession of pleasures, from the thanks
of Cousin Agnes tor her pretty tur trim-
med street gloves, and of Mrs. Tarish for
the plain, warm clothes for baby, to those
ot her own papa for an outside door-mat,
the lack of which had been quite a trial
to him, and her mamma for warm arti-
cles, for her’s being quite too tar gone
for use. ;

“It-bas really been the happiest day of
my life,” said Lois that evening.

“And yet you have only had ‘thanks’
for your presents,’ answered mamma.

“Indeed, I had forgotten that,’’ said
Lois, laughing. ¢I feel as rich as can
be. I guess tnen, atter all, real things of
need and real thanks are what go togeth-
er and give satistactien. Any way, I am
s0 satisfled that every year I live I’l! try
to practice on my new lesson.—N. ¥,
Witness.

Lacrosse.

In St. Niclolas we find an article de-
scribing lacrosse, the Indian pastime
which has become the national gamo of
canaaa and which 18 every year becom-
ing more popular. The mugazinist says:
Lacrosse is played on a level, grassy field
like a baseball ground. The things used
in & game are a rubber ball, abcut cight
inches in circumference, four light poles
or flag-statfs, each about six feet long,
and a bat or*‘crosse” tor each player. The
field for a bwys’ game should be about one
hundred and thirty yards long, and about
forty yards wide. The four poles are in
pairs, and should have flags at the top in
colors; say, two in blue, and two in white,
The two poles of a pair are set up in the

round about six feet apart, the white

ags at one end of the field and the blue
at the other, the two “colors’ being about
one hundred and twenty yards apart.
Thesge form the goals, and the players
shonid wear some kind of cap or uniform
in the same colors as the goals, say, half
the players in white caps or shirts, and
half in blue. The poles and flags can be
gmde ataglt])me, the bats cost about one

ollar each, and any good rubber spon
ball may be used. 4 g

The game isled by two captains se-
lected from all the boys, and, to decide
disputes, tbere may be also two umpires.
Each captain, beginning with the eldest,
takes turns in selecting his team from all
the boys, each choosing twelve, making
twenty-gix in the game. The two cap-
tains do not play, and have no bats;their
duty is to start the game, to look after
their sides, to watch the ball, and tell
their own players what to do. The um-
pires merely look on from the edge of
the field, onz near each goal. The senior
captain places his men in this order; first
ene in front ot the ovposite goal, second

which strayed in May, & year intc
the house of a lady 1n that{:lty :.%% wert
captured: °

The lady, & friend of birds, resolvec
to try the experiment of domesticating
the little creatures, although she wa:
aware that such attempts ended ususlly
in the death of the birds.
suitable cage s she selected a large
candy jar, and fixed a perch inside. Ir
the bottomn she placed a boquet of flow-
ers, and covered the apen end with gauze.
The flowers were renewed every day. The
convolvulus, tropxolum, honeysuckle
and other flowers with a long calyx were
selected. A lttle honey was droppec
into every blossom.

The birds began to sip the swest fog
on the first day, humming above the flow-
er cups, darting their tongues in anc
out among them swift as lightning.
They also snapped at ‘little insects and
devoured them. After some weeks they
were given some honey thinned with

their low perch and lapped the ‘honey
with their tongues, like a dog drinking
water.

In a short tume the birds were so tame
that the gauze that confined them was
removed, and they flew aboul the room
whiie their glass palace was cleaned and
furnished with fresh flowers and honey

but a8 sonn as this pperation was finished™

they flew into the glass again, and began
eating the honey. If the lady took anaj
atter dioner, they perched themselves
upon her forehead, and enjoyed theix
siesta there. They hummed about the
room for hours, balting for 1ust upon the
finger of their friend, and dressing their
feathers. For a change they would fiy
again to the honey, but after a moment

ary taste away they would go, flying
sbout their friend. Towards evening
they sought their perch’in their glass
palace, and sang quick fiute notes in the
finest pianissimo. They occasionally
snapped at small insects, but their chigt
food was honey, and later strong sugal
water, since the honey thinned with
water often settled to the bottom of the
dish. They thrived finely on the sugar-
water, too. As the weather became
warm in June, the gauze covering was
entirely removed from their glass palace
and the little creatures were given the
range of the whole reom, but their food
was always placed in their old dwelling.

The tiny birds were not at all timor-
ous, even at first; they did not flutter
about anxious when their fiowers were
removed and fresh ones brought. Their
eyes said plainly: “We know you are
good to us.” They thankfully appre-
ciated the care of their protector, and,
aithough they mamfested no uneasiness
when strangers were in the room, they
could not be induced to perch upon any
anybody’s finger but tha: of their tender
keeper. :

At the end of September one of them
began to be ailing, and a few days after
was fourd dead upen the floor. The
other pined from hour to hour, and when

approached it too succumbed to the un-
triendly climate and to its plainly mani.
fested homesickness.

She had nc_____ |

water, 1n & small dish. They sat upor______

the cooler nights at the end of October ——

Washington I l g on Mary of Scot-

and.

StsNy SipE, June 12, 1857.
My DEan 8S1k: T am infinitely obliged '
to you for the copy of your life of “Mary,
Queen of Scots,’’ which you have had the -
kindness te send me. I have read it with
intense though painful intercst: indeed.
when I had once commenced I could not
lay down it down until I had finished it,
whieh I did late last evening. You have
faithfally and conscientiously accom- =ete———r
plished & generous undertaking, the
vindication of the memory of one of the
ioveliest, but most uafortunate of woman
who, after suffering ever ywrong and out-
rage while living, has been basely vilified
in bistory. You have ably cleared up

back to supper.”
. J Rosie threw on her shawl and scarlet
hoed, and ran away, like the silly child
/ she was.
{ The sun was quite down when she
/ reached Hazel Hollow, and the shadows | mond.

lay dark and thick in the wild glen.| «No, Mr. Ambrose, you can't put it on
Rosie was not the bravest little woman | yy finger.”

in the world, and her heart gave a great | “Why not, Rosie? I mean it for an

throb of fear as she walked on under the engagement ring. I love you, Rose, and

whispering willows. you belong to me, you know, by virtue
At the edge ot the hollow she felt sore- | of the hemp-seed charm. Rosie, you

ly tempted to turn round and run back | care for me just a little, don’t you?’

to Aunt Eunice's cheery fireside, but &| «, care for you a great deal, Mr. Am-

thought of Jenny Burr’s success urged | broge; but I cannot wear yourring. You
her on. She drew out & handful of the see that glumsy, old (hing on my fincer?’

magic seed and started across the glen. | Well, that and my promise bind me" to
“Hemp seeds I strew, hemp seeds I sow; another. Please go away!” .
Let my true love follow me and mow.” She broke down utterly, and began t
She repeated the charmed couplet in a | sob like a child.

Iittle, quavering voice, strewing her| “But if you love me, Rose—" began

seeds right and and left. She was half | her lover.

across the gloomy Hollow betore she| “Whether I do or not, it is all the

could muster courage to look back. | same. Itell you I'm plighted to another,
‘When she did glance over her shoulder | and I'll break my heart sosner than I'll

! ne, Rosie?” released the doctor from her embrace,
! n]'}{E;eeﬁmde Nno ANSWer. and proceeded with her appointed task.
“And you'll wear this for my sake? That elephant seemed te possess alhn:]her
Let me put it on your finger, Rosie?” | Sense of gratitude than some peaple do.
But Rosie put aside the sparkling dia-

one a short distance in aavance of him,
a thard still turther in advance, and a
tourth at the center of the tield. At the |
home goal he also places one man, a few
vards 1 advance of the flags,
The remaining layers are
placed at the sides of the third and
fourth boys. Then the other captain
does the same thing, and the field is
filled by the twenty-four playersin pairs,
except two on each side. Thus, the two
sides are distributed over the entire field.
The rules of the game say there must be
no kicking nor puliing to get at the ball,
.nor must it be once touched by the
hands. The game is to start the ball
from the center, and to throw it between

the blue flags. Fach side tries its best | .o o Fite dark powts of her story, on

to defend 1t8 own color, and to get the 3 Fomi : :
ball into the enemy’s’ goal. A player Fhlch malignity had succecded in cast- __—_

may pick the ball up on his crosse, or l:gn; sgfﬁf‘f,e :‘;dofhai:e, phowix dehier (s
catch it on the fly, or the rebound, and It‘y £ e PLty. & ¢

be may, if hecan, run with it on the | 1toreeu oo call up before its. froah and
e o throw it iuto the godl;” unbiased tribunal the historical questions

thinking on the girl’'s part. She was
trying to define tne useful things and
just where they should go;for until these
last few months Lois’ acquaintance with
real needs had not been very great.

“).0is,” said her other, one day, “‘did
you give cousin Agnes any presents last
year?”

“No, mother. I am ashamed to say
I didn’t; but I knew you and psapa did.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Canfield, with & lit-
tle sigh, ‘‘she will have to keep that in
mind, for we have decided, papa and I.
that so long as we have a debt unpaid

A California inventor has made a
machine for pressing and drying potatoes
.80 that they will keep for years, pre-
serving their natural fiavor. No chemicals
are used in the operation of curing,every-
thing being done by a simple machine
capable of pressing 600 bushels of pota-
toes in 24 hours. The machine not only
presses the potatoes, but lays them on &
:{31 ]él:,:nmﬁvtz: %Tpﬁur? ':hg;u::: it would not be just in us to make any
put into a drying apparatus, where they presents this year, not even t‘o you, Lois. -
remain for two hours, then they are| “Yes, mamma, you needn’t mind me,
ground into coarss meal resembling '“““'9;“? Leis, bravely, “I've had

racked ri i enough.”
cm:fe;l m't“?:: E;s f‘::l;f;:f g:;ft tl;x “A day or two atter, Lois called in at
rought a profit. The average price | Cousin Agnes’s, a small house where
of [potatoes in San Francisco 1s sbout 25 | Weans were very limited and children
cents a bushel. Dried, they brought in | Were not at least below six.

i s “Drismas comes next week, tuzen,”
Eogiand 45 Auillings & itidsed welgat shouted little Max, catching holdof her

burst from her lips. Not far | break i5e.” ok ot the rata.of S1.50 & husel Spr Broet || & e Ideals. ge?ﬁ’%daﬁ:?};tﬁéﬂ?fﬁe g 8
shn.rg cry burst from her lips. Not far | break my promise. This paration . 3 : 5 ; ;
;eh'n hgr came a tall, mgil figure, “Thengggod-bye, little Rose!” 1;:;“’3;,18 for !:;rmgpr:nd hhippil:; “T guess it won’t matter much to them, | Loity aims are better than low-bred | death aud time had seemed to set a seal.
with somethiag which looked like & ver-| He kissed her hand and turmed down | Jroe quantities. It is said that there | POOT things,” said his mammas, in an|desire. High purposes create heroic | Such an office you have honmestly and ——
itable scythe in his hand. Rosie shrieked, aside, ‘“‘every cent does count so this

E: mﬁ alope?:ffut::u&i:;ﬁhndoz year. An .ora;l’lge aplece will have to
San Francisco, especially adapted to| SOt UONCT, " said th
potato growing. The fogs and mist fIOn; you}:‘ vg:;t a y-horse,’” sal e
the ocean supply sufficient moisture, and- . 3 ¢
the soil yields bountitully. The only| ‘‘Nonsense, you need shoes more;

deeds. Nob1lity ot soul is not an - acci.
dent of birth, btt an expression of true
manhood. In this life of endless toil and
daily round, ideals play an ‘important
part. It is ttue they are the creaturas of
the brein, but they often indez the heart

the garden path. Rosie fled back-te the
kitchen, sobg)' fit to break her heart.
“My dear}jdid you fetch the chips!”
asked Aunt ice.
“Qh, auntie, don’t; my heart’s broken.
1 wish I were dead!” cried Rosie, bury-
ing her fece in the cushions of the corner

stared an instant and then sank down on
the damp ground, scattering her precious
seeds as she fell. i

She awoke to consciousness somc time
after with a full moon shining in her
eyes, and a pair of masculine arms sup-

impartially executed in regard to poor
Mary and ner persecuters, and I am mis-
taken if the world does not pronounce
you a “righteous judge."

In the meantime I shall look with
great interest for the volume of Mary’s

. Il soon be on the ground. The|and controlindividualac.ion. Teedream [ letters, etc., with. which you promise to
, ushio problem fore has been where to|YOU . L : ; 2 VALK
ting her head. arm-chair, and bursting into & very storm prod  Seientific American. | W8y they do walk out of their shoes is | to be noble, generous and manly, fires | follow up the biography. e
P iObs where am 11 What has hap- | of weeping. LS g marketthe product _Seientific Ameriéa- | Greadtul to contemplate.” , - | the heart of theschool boy and throwsa | Very truly, my deur sir, your obliged
pened!" she cried out in dismay, as al‘:e Aunt Eunice smiled with infinite con-| SeveEnTy different species of vegeta-| “J want copper-toes, any way,” put in | witc _romance overhis expanding | friend, X
struggled to her feet, tent as she crimped her pie. | bles, with over 400 varieties, are grown | Mary. : : . | yeams. Life to hin, asit rolls onward is WasHINGTOR IRVING.
“Nothing has happened,’” replied a ait till Ben gets | in the gardens of the United States. “You ought to have iron ones. Lois,

&‘Don’t cry, Rosie. to be filled with ‘chivairous deeds and

Dorarp McLEgD, Esq.




