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LAY OF THE ORANGE PEEL.

1 lie supine In the soft sunshine,
Where the peaple come and go;

1 strive to wear an Innocont alr,
Boeaoss T am bumbie and Jow;

But when the heel - f the proud T foel,
Which would crush me into the stone,

Al, woeful hour, T evolve the power
That Keeloy never hus shown.

My plaee I hold on the pavement cold,
Anil never move out of my trocks,
But 1 spurn the feet of tho indisereet,

And land ‘em upon their backs.
The motive mule beside me's » fool,
hough a dozen feet he might claim.
1 may look sick, but I'm mighty sliok,
And am loaded all the same.

1 floor the strong us they pranoe along,
1n all their princely style,

Ono touch of & toe wnd awWay thoy g0,
They imagine a half agnile;

1 feel so good when T shock & dude
That I chuckle at my luck,

While he thinks outright it i dynamile,
Or swoars he was lightning struock,

1 bid bewars 1o the man without care,
Who goes with mind on his gains,
And the poet oft talees a flight aloft—
Though he comes down for his puins,
1 was alwagrs known to hold my own,
Bul folks I Jot go you soa,
And there's plenty of fun ‘neath the smmmer
sum. :
When they toboggun on me,

Could they utilize the powear that les
ir ma they eould move the earth,
They would laugh at steam us a by-gone dream,
And value mo at my worth.
Still I lie supine in the sofl sunshine,
And the people think me asleep,
But the cantious heel from the orange peel
Will & eourteous distanoe koep.
— . W, Belluw. in Dalroit Free Press.

A MODEL MILLIONAIRE.

The Story of an Old Beggsars
Wedding Present.

Unless one is wealthy there is no
good in being a charming fellow.
Romanee is the privilege of the rich,
not the profession of the unemployed.
The poor should be practical and
prosaie. It is hetter to have a per-
maneil income than to be fascinating.
These are the geeat truths of modern
life which Hughie Erskine never
realized. Poor Hughie! Intellectual-
1y, we must admit, he was not of much
importancs. He never said either a
brilliant or an ill-natured thing in his
life. But then he was wonderfully
good-looking, with his crisp brown
hair, his clear-cut profile, and his gray
eyes  He was as popular with men as
he was with women, and he had every
accomplishment except that of making
money. His father had bequeathed
him his eavalry sword and s “History
of the Peninsular war' in fifteen
volumes. Hughie hung the first over
his looking-gluss, put the second on a

shelf between “Ruff"s Guide” and
“Baily’'s Magazine,” nand lived on
two hundred a year that an

old aunt allowed him. He had tried
every thing. He had gone on the
Stock Exchamze for six months; but
what wnsa butterfly to do among bulls
and bears? He had been a tea mer-
chant for a little longer, but. had soon

tired of Pekoe and Souchong. Then
he had tried selling dry shorry. That
did not snswer. Ultimately he be-

came nothing, a delightfal, ineffectual
young man, with a perfect profile and
no profession.

To make matters worse, he was in
love. The girl he loved was Laura
Merton, the danghter of a retired
Colonel who had lost his temper and
his digestion in India, and had never
fonnd either of them again. Laura
adored him, and he was ready to kiss
her shoestrings. They were the hand-
somest couple in London, and had not
a penny-picce among them. The
Colonel was very fond of Hughie, but
would not hear of any engagement.

‘“Come to me, my boy, when you
have got £10,000 of your own, and we
will see about it,”* he used to say; and
Hughie looked very glum on those
days, and had to go to Laura for con-
solation.

One morning, as he was on his way
to Holland Park. where the Mertons
lived, he dropped in to ses a great
friend of his, Alan Trevor. Trevor was
npainter.  Indeed. few people escape
that nowaday= But he was also an
artist, and artists are rather rare. Per-
sonally, he was a strange, rough fel-
low, with a freckled face and red hair
However, when he took up the brush
he was a real master, and his pietures
were eagerly sought after.  He had
been very much attracted by Hughie,
at first, it must be acknowledged, en-
tively on account of his good looks
“The only people a painter should
know,” he used to say, “are people
who are bete and beautiful, people who
are an artistic pleazure to look at and
an intellectual repose to talkto. Dan-
dies and darlings rule the world!"
However, after he got to know Hughie
better, he liked him quite xs much for
his bright, buoyant spirits and his
generouns, reckless nature, and had
given him the permanent enéree to his
studio.

When Hughie came in he found
Trevor putting the finishing touches to
a wonderful life-size picture of a beg-
gar man. The beggar himsell was
standing on a raised platform in a
corner of the studio. He was a wizened
old man, with a face like a wrinkled
parchment, and a most piteons ox-
pression. Over his shoulders was flung
a conrse brown cloak: all tears and tat-
ters; his thick boots were patched and
cobbled, and with one hand he leaned
on a rough stick, while with the other
he held out his battered hat for alms.

“What an amazing modell” whis-
pered Hughie, as he shook hands with
his friend.

*An amazing model?’ shouted Tre-
vor at the top of his voice; “I should
think so! Such beggars as he are not
to be met with every day. A trouwvasile,

mon cher; n living Velasquez! My
stars! what an etching Rewbrandt

would have made of kimi"

“Poor old chap!” said Hughie, “how
miserable he look=! But I suppose, to
you painters, his faco is his fortune?"

“Cyrtainly,” replied Trevor; ‘‘yvou
don’t want a beggar to look happy, do
you?"

“How much does a model get for sit-
ting?" asked Hughie, as he found him-
self a comfortable seat on a divan.

“A shilling an hour.”

“And how much do you geot for your
picture, Alan?"

0, for this I get a thousand.™

“Pounds?"" .

*“Guinens.  Puinters, poets and
physicians always get guineas. ™

“Well, I think the model should
have a percentage,” said Hughie,
laughing; “they work quite as hard
ns you do.”

“Nonsense, nonsense! Why, look
at the trouble of laying on the paint
alone, and standing all day long at
one'seasel! It's all very well, Haghie,
for you to talk, but I assure you that
there are moments when art ap-
proaches the dignity of manual labor.

But yon musin't chatter; I'm very
busy. Smoke a cigarvette, and keep
quiot."

After some time the servant ecame
in, and told Trevor that the frame-
mnker wanted to speak to him.

“Don’t run away, Hughie,” he said,
as he went out. I will be back in a
moment. "

The old beggzar man took advantage
of Trevor's absence to rest for a
moment on & wooden bench that was
behind him. He looked so forlorn
and wratched that Hughie could not
help pitying him, and he felt in his
pockets to see what money he had
All he could find was a sovereign
and some coppers. “Poor old fellow,’
he thought to himself, *he wants it
more than 1 de, but it means no han-
soms for a fortnight,” and he walked
across the stndio amd slipped the
sovereien into the beggar's hand.

The old man started, and a faint
smile flitted across his witherad lips.
“Thank yon, sir,"’ he said in a toreign
nccent.

Then Trevor arrived, and Huoghie
took his leave, blushing a little at
what he had done. He spent the day
with Laura, got a charming scolding
for his extravagence, and had to walk
home.

That night he strolled into the Palette
Club about eleven o'clock, and found
Trevor sitting by himself in the smok-
ing-room drinking hock and seltzer.

“Waell, Alan, did you get the picture
finished all vight?”’ he said, as he lit
his cigarette.

“Finished and framed, my boy!"'
answered Trevor; “and, by and by,
you have made a conquest. That old
model you saw is quite devotad to you
I had to tell him all about you—who
you are, where you live. what your in-
come is, what prospects yon
have—"'

“My dear Alan,”* ecried Hughie, *I
shall probably find him waiting for me
when I go home. Bat of course you
are only joking. Poor old beggar! 1
wish I ecould do something for him. 1
think it is dreadful that any one should
be g0 miserable. I have got heaps of
old clothes at home—do you think he
would care for any of them? Why,
his rags were falling to bits.™

“But he looks splendid in them,"
said Trevor. *1 wouldn't paint him
in a frock coat for anything. What
you call rags I call romance. What
seems poverty to yon is picturesque-
nessto me. However, I'll tell him of
your offer."*

“Alan,”" said Hughie, seriously,
“'woui painters are a heartless lot.""

=An artist’s heart is his head." re-
plied Trevor; “and besides, our busi-
ness is to realizge the world as we see
it, not to reform it as we know it. 4
chacun son metier. And now tell me
how Laura is. The old model was
quite interested in her."

*“You don't mean to say you talked
to him about her?" said Hughie.

“Certainly I did. He knows all
about the relentless colonel, the lovely
damsel, and the £10,000."

“You told that old beggar all my
private affairs?"’ eried Hughie, look-
ing very red nnd angry.

“My dear boy,"" said Trevor, smil-
ing, “that old beggar, as you call him,
is one of the richest men in Europe.
Ha could buy all London to-morrow
without overdrawing his acconnt. He
bas a house in every capital, dines off
gold plates, and can prevent Russia
going to war when he chooses.™

“What on earth do you mean?’ ex-
claimed Hughie.

“What I say,” said Trevor, “The
old man you saw to-day was Baron
Hausberg. He is a great friend of
mine, buys all my pictures and that
sort of thing, and gave me o commis-
sion a month agoe to paint him as a
beroar. Que voulezvons? La faniaisie
d'un millionnaire!  And T must say he
made a magnificent fizure in his rags,
or perhaps [ should say in my rags;
they are an old suit I got in Spain.”

“Baron Hausberg!" cried Hughie.
“Good heavens! Igave him a sover-
eign!"” and he sank into an armchair
the picture of dismay.

*“Gave him a sovercign!” shouted
Trevor, and he burst into a roar of
laughter. *My dear boy, vou'll never
sea it agnin.  Son affuire c'est ['argent
des aulres.”

“I think you wmight have told me,
Alan,” said Haghie, sulkily, *‘and not
jet me make such a fool of mysell.”

“Well, to begin with, Huoghie," said
Trevor, *5it never entered my mind
thut you went about distributing alms
in that reckless way. I can under-
stand your kissing a pretty model, but
your giving a sovercign to an ugly ons
—by Jove, nol Besides, the fact is
that I veally was uot sl homo to-aay to

any one; and when wvou came in 1
didn’t know whether Hausberg would
like his name mentioned. Yon know
he wasn't in full dress."

*What a duffer he must think me!
said Hughie.

“Notat all. Ho was in the highest
spirits aftar youleft: kept chuckling to
himself aud rubbing his old wrinkled
hands together. I counldn’t make out
why he was so interested to know all
about you; bat Isee it all now. He'll
invest your sovereign for you, Hughie,
pay you the interest every six months,
and have a capital story to tell after
dinper.”

“I am an unlocky devil,™ growled
Hughie. *The best thing [ ean dois
to go to bod; and, my dear Alan, you
mustn't tell any one. I shouldn’t dare
to show my face in the Row."

“Nonsense! It reflecis the highest
eredit on your philanthropic spirit,
Huoghie, and don’t run away. Have
another cigarette, and you ean talk
about Laura as much as vou like."

However, Hughie wouldn't stop, but
walked home, feeling very unhappy,
and leaving Alan Trevor in fits of
langhter,

The next morning, as he was al
breakfast, the servant brought him up
a card. on which wns written, “Mon-
sienr Gustave Naudin, de la part de ML
le Baron Hausbergz” I suppose ho
has come for anapology, ' said Hughie
to himsell; and he told the servant to
show the visitor up.

An old gentleman with gold gpecta-
cles and gray hair came into the room,
and said, in a slight French necent:
“Have I the honor of addressing Mou-
sieur Hugh Erskine?"

Hughie bowed.

*] have come from Baron Haus-
berz,” he continued. *The Baron—"'

“I beg, siv that you will offer him
my sincere apologies,” said Hughie.

“The Baron,”" said the old gentle-
man, with a smile, “has commissionad
me to bring you this leiter;”" and he
handed Hughie a sealed envelope.

On the outsile was written: *A
wedding present to Hugh Erskine and
Laura Morton, from an old beggar,"
and inside was a check for £10,000.

When they were married Alan
Trevor was the” best man, and the
Baron made aspeech at the wedding
breakfast.

“Millionaire models,” sail Alan,
sare rare enough; but, by Jove, model
millionaires are raver stilll"'—London

World.
o
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STEREOTYPE PLATES.

The Varlous Modern Processes Employed
in Thelr Manufacture.

The stercotyping proeess is very
simple, The type beingset, corrected,
made into pnges and fixed in a frame,
is laid upon the stone or hard table
used, face upward. A little fine oil is
brushed over it, tc prevent the papier
mnche from adhering to the faeo of
the type. This papier mache, which
is used for making the matrix or mold.
is formed by pasting npon a sheet of
tough brown paper several sheots of
tissue paper and a sheot of soft, ab-
sorbent white paper. It is made in
sheets, and usually to make n matrix

of the desired thickness several
sheets nre usad. It is kept moist
for use, and lightly covered with

pulverized French chalk when laid
upon the face of the type. Then it is
beaten with a stiff brosh to force the
soft paper into all the interstices of the
type Other sheets of the prepared
paper are added to secure the desired
thickness, the whole then is covered
with & woolen blanket and put inlo s
press, the bed of which is moderately
heated and the press serewed down.
The heat soon dries the matrix, which
when taken out of the press s a stiff
card showing a perfect reversed im-
pression of the types. A mold of
metal is then taken from the matrix,
in which the exact face of the types is
veproduced for printing. Stereotype
metal is softer than ordinary type
metal, and is made of a mixture of
lead, antimony, and tin or bismuth.
One of the best formulm is said to be
lead, nine parts; antimony, two parts;
bismuth, one part. When™the plate is

to bo run on a rotary
press, it is east in a box which
is curved inside, so that the form

of the plate will fit the eylinder of the
press, when complete. This is the
method of steveotyping plates in large
newspaper offices, and an entire large
plate can be made in a quarter of an
hour, or even less time The papier
mache process was first used in France
in 1848, and a few years later was put
to use in New York. The quickvess
and cheapness of the process has
brought it into general use, but for fine
book work the plaster process is still
employed as giving s more perfect re-
sult. This process was invented shout
1731, nnd was used altogether until the
invention of the papier mache method.
By it the matrices are made of plaster-
of-Paris, which is a slower and more
costly way than making them of paper
pulp, prodnces a finer and cleaner
plate when finished. —Uhicago Infer-
Ooean.

—Minks—*Beats all what people
these women are abont business. 1
gave my wife 85 this morning to go
shopping, and all she had to show for
it at noon was a couple of pairs of
stockings.”  Jinks—*Yes, that's the
way it goes. I've been there. By the
way, these are mighty good cignrs,
Minks.”" Minks—*They ought to be;

cost me #12 a hundred.” —Omaha
World.
- —
—Some electric-light wires were

broken by a gale of wind at Augusta,
Ga., & few days ago, and falling in
the street gave severe shocks to people
who happened to touch thenw

A FAITHFUL ENGINEER.

flow He Protectod the Property of the
Company That Employed Him.

A few years ago the rolling stock of
the Wabash road was in a bad state of
repair, and all train men were instruct-
ed to exercise the utmost cantion in or-
der to prevent accidents. I was a
passenger one day by a frain ranning
from Indiana to Springfield, Ill. Not
far from the Illinois capital the train
ran for two or three miles with ag-
gravuting slowness barely moving,
and at length came to a halt. 1
was one of the dozen passengers who
got off to ascertain the causo of the
delay.

“Locomotive broke down?" T in-
quired of the engineer, who sat in the
cab with his hand on the throitle,

“No; I gness not," was the reply.

“Bad track along here?”

*“Not very. No wuss than other
places.™

“Are you out of coal, or water, or
any thing?”

“Not's I knows on."

«Then, why in thunder don't you
go nhead? We passengers have seen
enongh of the seenery about here.”

“Look a-lere, stranger, be you run-
nin' this ingine. or me? I guess 1
know my business. D'yo see that mule
on the track up ahead thar, with his
tail this way? I've been follerin® that
mule for two mile. Ha's stopped now
to git some bottle-flies off hisself, an’
we can’t go on till he géts through.”

“But why don’t you drive ahead snd
seare or knock him off the track?”

“Looky hers, stranger, be you run-
nin' this ingine, or me? Iguess I
know my business, My orders is to
exercise all possible caution in ron-
nin’ trains on account o' the lives o
the passengers, an' to protect the prop-
erty of the comp'ny; an' I'm goin’ to
do it if it takes all summer. Strang-
er, youdon't know that mule as well
as 1 do, or you wouldn't talk about
searin’ or knockin' him off the track.
If I wasto rin down ag'in® him and
disturb his meditations 'bont the
meanness of bottle-flies, he'd np an’
kick this ingine all to smithereens. I
vou'll be a little patient, I'll get you
into Springfield some time afore
morning; but, if we go to foolin’® with
that mule, we shan't git there till next
week.™’

“But," says I, *if—"

“Hi, there!” yelled the engineer;
ssyon'd better git abroad. The mule
is comin' this way, an’ I'm goin' to
back up."—Drake's Travelers’ Maga-
Tine.

WILLIAM PENN'S TABLE.

The Interesting Plece of Furniture Owned
by n PennsylvanialDoctor.

Dr. J. H. Hepburn, of Reimershurg,
Pa., has a table which was once the
property of William Penn. The table
and four chairs that mafched it were
presented to Willinm Bradford. the
pioneer printer and publisher of this
country. They were saeredly kept in
the Bradford family until 1820, when
they fell into the possession of the
third William Bradford, a printer in
New York City. He set no value on
ancient furniture, and stored it in his
garret. Among his apprentices was
an Irish boy named Barney McGowan.
His parents were very poor, and
at one time were forced to part with
such secant furpniture as they had
to pay the rent. Young Barney men-
tioned this circumstance to his em-
ployer one day, and Bradford had the

Penn chairs and table brought
from the garret and gave them
to MceGowan with the re-

mark: *“These things once belonged
to William Penn, and my father and
grandfather prized them highly. But
I have no liking for such rubbish, and
if they will relieve the distress of your
family, you are welcome to them.”' A
few years ago the MeGowans moved to
Gloucester, N. J. There lived there at
that time J. H. Hepburn, owner of
whal was once a celebrated ecollection
of curios in Philadelphia known as
Grott’s Museum. To Hopburn the
McGownns beeame  indebred for
rent, and in other ways, to the amount
of thirty dollars. They eould not
pay, but offered Hepburn the Penn
table in liquidation of his claim. He
investigated the history of the furni-
ture and found that it was genuine. He
took the table and caneecled the debt.
The four chairs were no longer in pos-
session of the MeGowans, and it is not
known what became of them. Hep-
burn was the father of Dr. Hepburn,
the present owner of the ancient table.
The table is of solid walhut and has
two folding leaves. Itis oval in shape.
There are two drawers, one in each
end. The table is four feet and seven
inches long and five fect wide when the
leaves are raised. It is very heavy
and solidly built, with no attempt at
ornamentation. An offer of five hon-
dred dollars was refused for it.—Balti-
more American. &

A Woeful i'!_lstory.

Two friends are walking along the
street. One of them, pointing to a
house, says:

“There's & beautiful place, but it's
enough to make 8 man sad to look at
i.”

“Why so?"

“On account of its history; for, de-
#pite its calm and serene surroundings,
it was bnilt upon the groans, tears,
wailings and blood of widows, or-
phans, old men and struggling wom-
en-‘l

“Yon don't say so
a railroad monopolist?”

*“Oh, no; by a dentist.”" —drkansaw
Traveler.

Was it built by

—Waoad steeped in a solution of cop-
peras becomes harder and more jnde-
siructible,

PITH AND POINT.

—Sometimes it is extremely hard to
tell whera frankness ends and impu-
denco begins.— Chicago Ledger.

—Fdueation is a good thing when it
does not directly unfit a man for work-
ing for o living.— N 0. Picayune,

—TFruitless is sorrow for having done
amiss if it issue not in the resolution
to do so no more.—Bishop Horne.

—If some men knew as much as
they talked there wounldn't be any sale
for the encyelopedia. —Somerville Jowr-
nal,

—A doctor says “onions are about
the best nerve remedy known." It re-
quires a good deal of nerve for a so-
viety girl to eat them.

—Our chief want in life is somebody
who shall make us do what we can.
This is the service of a friend. —Emer-
207

—Blobson—*Don't you think Simp-
Kins is a very bright younz man?"’
Dumpéey—**Well—yes; he wonld be if
his cheek was polished." —Burlinglon
Free Press.

—Thare are lots of men in this world
who are born to rule, but the other fel-
lows are such a pack of ignoramuses
that they can't be made to realize it
—Merchant Traveler.

—A great and good mind only ean
properly value and really comprehend
the mental and moral excellence of a
great and good mind.— Youth,

—In all things thronghout the world
the men who look for the erooked will
sco the erooked, and the men who look
for the straight can seo the straight. —
Ruskin. ’

—*“What is n masked ball?' asked
an old gentleman from the eountry, of
his niece, who was both a beanty and
a wit. *A masked ball is a charitable
institution for the benefit of ladies of
homely features,"" she replied.

—What They May Find.—

Coquettes who refuse to discover
True love, and misiaad with a ruse,

Who will pot from the heart choose a lover,
May find there's no lover to choose,

— Tezas Siftings.

—*How does it happen that there
are so many old maids among the school
tenchers?™ asked a rveporter of a
tencher the other day. “Because
school teachers are, as a rule. women
of sense: and no woman will give upa
£60 position for a $10 man,” was the
veply. — Cartersnille (Ga.) Courant.

- -

CHESTNUTS AND RATS.

An Important Classificstion Prepared for
Young Lady Readers.

For the benefit of a young lady read-
er the @lobe furnishes the following
classificution of *“rata’ and *chest-
nuts.*’

CHESTNUTS.

1. An old story, which, thongh not
heard for years, has been common
property at some time in the world's
history.

2. A new story, so far as cirenlation
is concerned, but which has been heard
before.

& Repetition of the same idea or
phrase, as when your bost follow rises
for the twentiath time during the even-
ing and says:  “Well, I must be go-
ing,"" just for the sake of gelting you
to ask him to stay.

4 Old Old saws. Cold
vietuals left over from a former meal.
Last year’s suit. Colds  Conghs
Squenking doors. Waak coffee.  Dried
applo pie. Hard doughnuts. Baked
beans.

SOTS,

RATS.

1. The fellow who asks when your
next birthday comes, for he wants to
make you a present.

2. The girl who gave a party and did
not invite vou, becanse she *didn’t
know you were in town."

3. The fellow who wants to take youn
out to ride, but all the horses are ecn-
gagoed.

4. The brenkfast bell in the middle
of n nap. Rain beating on the roof the
morning your new dress is to be
finished. A letter from home that does
nat contain money. A walk to the
post-ofiice to find a note from an aged
aunt when you expected one from
“Ned." Tight shoes. A hole in yoar
stocking. Buttons off. A bad fit.
Pimples. Can't do as you want to.—
Boslon (obe.

GIVE IT A TRIAL

Carbolie Acid ns o Nevor-Failing Safe-
gunrd Aguinst Insects.

Many people do not know how casily
they can protect themselves and their
children against the bites of gnats and
other insects. Weak carbolic acid
sponged on the skin and hair, and in
cases the clothing, will drive away the
whole tribe. A great many children
and not a few adults are tormented
throughout the whole snmmer by min-
ute enemics. We know persons who

are afraid of picnics and even of
their own gardens on this ae-
count. Clothing fis an imperfect

protection, for we have seen a child
whosa fool and ankle had been stung
through the stocking so seriously that
for days she could not wear a leather
shoe. All this can be averted aecord-
ing to our experionce, and that we be-
lieve of many others, by carbolic acid
judiciously used. The safest plan is
to kecp a satorated solution of the
acid. The s=olution can not eontain
more than six or seven per ecent., and
it may be added to water until the Iat-
ter smells strongly. This may readily,
and with perfect safety, be applied
with a sponge. We have no doubt
that horses and cattle could be pro-
teeted in the snme way from the flies,
which sometimes nearly madden them,
and it even seems possible that that
terribile scourge, the African Tselse
fiy. might be kept off in the same man-
pen—London Lancek

READING FOR THE YOUNG.
A GOOD-FOR-NOTHING LAD.

Thers was once s lad who really hated
Whataver he had to da,

Bo, idis-hearted, away he started
To roam the wide world through.

With hands {n his pockets, whistie, whistle,
He strolied through field and town,

And was somotimes fod on good white hread,
And sometimas fed on brown.

The wood-thrnsh when she saw him eoming
Stralghtway beoame distressod,

Fearing that he inthe white-thorn tree
Would fingd ber hiflden nest.

The little rod squirrel whisked and scampered
Upin the topmost limb;

And thy erow when he saw oalled out: “Caw!

Cawl

I'll keep my eyeon him ™

The bees worked blithely about the clover:
And on their way to school

Went children, singing, and gully beinging
Ot flowerstheirhands full

Creatures active, busy and happy
He saw at overy hand:

Andhe was the only idle and lonely
One in all the land.,

He mused: “Why should the thrush and
ulrrel
Dread even 4 sight of me®
And why does the crow gaze ot me so
From the top of his high tree?
Though of work I tired, and It was hatefal,
Yet this i quite as bad;
For no one cares where goes, how fares,
A good-for-nothing lad ™
—Mrs. Clars Doty Batea, in Our Lillls Ones,

HE WOULON'T HEAR.

How Robin Was Taacht to Always Comae
the First Tims Ho Was Called.

Robin was the dearest, sweetest, best
little laddie that ever lived. At least,
grandpa and grandma, Aunt Nell,
Sister Grace amd Cousin Lou said so
on an average of a dozen iimes every
day, and mamma was not inclined to
dispute them.

Oceasionally, however, there were
times when the aforpsaid Robin was
not quite so dear and swget and good
as usunlk

There was a grent deal to be done at
Robin's hounss, and even ha was ex-
pected to help some. To be sure,
there was not much that he conld do,
but he could “take steps,” as mamma
called it, and run errands.

You would naturally think that he
would ba glud to do as much as that
for his dear, loving, hard-worked
mother, wouldn't you? Baot I am sorry
to say that, though Robin would trot
from morming till night about his play
or on his own errands, he had a very
great aversion to taking steps for any
one else.

It made his mother feel very badly
indeed.

“fean not hear to think that my
little Robin is selfish,' she said to
papn, “but it eertainly looks like it
He isn't really willing to do any thing
for any body but himself.”

*Wa shall have to tench him a les
son in some way,”" said papa

The next morning Robin was out in
the wood-shed with E ldie Burt, play-
ing “Daniel in the lion’s den.” An
empty coal-bin was the den, and Bruno
was the lion.

Mamma was in the kitchen, baking,
and through the open door every now
and then came fragrant whiffs that
would have bezuiled Robin in, only
for the fear of being drafted into serv-
ive.

wOh, dear!”” exclaimed mamma, as
she was slirring her spiee cake (Robin
was extremely fond of spice cake, by
the way)—‘wh, dear! my raising
aren't picked over, and I haven't a
minnte to spare.’’

«Call Robin to do it,"" said papa,
who happened to be in the Kitchen
just then. *He ean do it well enough,
and as he will consume as muck of
the pake as any one, he had better
lend a hand towurd the making.™

Robin, who heard every woril of the
conversation, lookel at Eddie in dis-
may.

“You ent and run somewhero quick,
and then you won't hear her if she
does call, and Til ron home o few
minutes,” whispered Eddie from the
den.

Half a minute Iater Eddie might
have been seen slipping over the
fence, and Robin whisked np the
stairs into the little shed chamber.

“Rebin"* ealled mamma, coming to
the k.tehen door.

But no Robin answered.

“Nob-in!" she ealled, again and
arain.

I'here wns no response.

Then papa came out

«Robert!"* he said, with a very de-
cided ring to his voice

But there was no saswer to this call,
either, n¢ Robin wus at that moment
cronched upon tha floor, with both
fingers in his ears and an old blanket
pulled tightly over his head.

Papn's face was very grave. He
knew perfectly well that Robin had
been there but & moment ago, and he
had a shrewd snspicion as to the canse
of his sndden disuppearance.

He counld not have gotten out of the
door without being seen; therefore, he
must be up stairs, ’

Papa went to the fool of the stairs,

“Robin!” he called, very distinetly
and clearly—so clearly that that
young gentleman was almost afraid
that he heard him, in spite of his pre-
cautions.

However, as ha was not in the habit
of answering the lirst time, even
under ordinary eircumstances, he did
not think it best torespond now;, under
theso rather extraondinary ones.

“[ guess I'll have to answer next
time, though," he thought, *if I think
I hear.”™

But papa did not call again; instead,
he went qiifekiy up the stairs, and tarn-
ing the key, which was on the outside,
went back agnin.

Robin's head came out from under
his blanket and hLis fingors fram out
bis ¢ars in & twiukiiug.

There was no mistaking the fact—he
was a prisoner.

But what could he do?

Somehow, Robin felt quite sure in
his guilty little heart that papa knew
he was there, and why, and had locked
him in purposely.

“Mauy be he will come and lot me out
pretty soon,” he said, going over by
the door and listening.

But though he could hear them going
back and forth, there was no sign of
any one's coming to his reseune.

Oh, dear, how very tiresome it was
up there! Hoe began to be very hun-
gry, too. It must be most dinner-time,
and that thought encouraged him—
they would let him ount then. surely.

So he waited with what patience he
could, and presently, after what
seemed to him hours and hours, the
dinner-bell rang. He sprang up and
stood waiting, but no one came. Could
it be that they had forgotten bim. or
did they mean to make him stay al-
ways?

He heard his mother come out to the
door, and he ealled to her; but she did
not answer. He never knew her not
to answer his call before. He hesrd
his father eome in, and he called
again and again to him, but no an-
sWor came.

He gave up at last, and throwing
himself down upon the floor, cried as
if his heart would break.

“They're just horrid, and Iwon't
love them any more, merer. May be
I'll starve to death up here—I'm some
starved now—and then I guess they'll
be sorry.*?

“¥ou are the one that ought to be
sorry, and you know It too. You see
now how nmice it i=not to be an-
swered, don’t you?' whispered Con-
science, pretty sharply.

It was a very uncemfortable way of
looking at the matter, but in his heart
Robin knew it was so. and he began to
feel sorry and ashamed.

A «f wish I had answered mamma, I
“-“

Half an hour, and then an hour,
went by, but never in all his Httla Jife
had Robin known suchlong hours.

“[ want to ses my mother,” he
sobbed.

Just then he heard her step.

“Mamma—oh, mamma!"" he called,
springing to the door. *Please let me
out? I'm so awful sorry, and I want
to see you sol""

Well, youn would have thought that
he had been gone for months, to have
seen him hug and kiss his mother; and*
truth to toll, mamma was just abont
as glad to see him.

“] don't believe I'll aver be s=o
naughty again,"” he said, kissing mam-
ma for the twentieth time. *Tll come
the very first time you call me, slways
—yon see if I don't."

And I think he always did. If ever
be was tempted to linger, one thought
of those long. dreary hours, when no one
answered his call, hastened his steps
in s wonderful manner. —Kale 8. Gales,
in Golden Days.

- —

LEND A HAND.
“True Politeness Consistr of Kindly Acts
Kindly Do ."

If everybody would “jend a hand™
when to do it would not require him
to go out of his own way, the world
would be much happier; and if all
were ready to make even slight saeri-
fices, should we not think Heaven had
begun  below? *Whosoever will be
chief among you, let him be your ser-
vant," Jesus told His disciples, and
that has been true throughout the
world’s history. The truly great men
whose memory is kept green are those
who have given faithful service and
even their lives to mankind. As
some one has well said. “Itis one of
the beantiful compensations of this
Iife’” that no one can sincerely try to
help another without helping himself.™

There are many practical little ways
whereby young people and children
can aid and comfort others,

Money and great deeds are not
slways necessary; it is but a little
thing that makes or mars our happi-
ness.

It is a groat help to the tired mother
to have the hats and mittens, balls and
skates, putin their places

It is o help to father, when he bas
come home with a headache, to give
him a quiet house; not to have doors
slammed all around, or s whistling
boy come in and ran up stairs

Watch your friends dizeover
their tastes, see what there is that
would add to their happiness that you
cun supply.

When yon go to the woods bring
wild flowers to thoss who can not go
themselves.  Tell grandmother about
the hirds and plants you saw; she
may have s story about the very one
that interested vou most.

Lectures and councerts may be re
ported to those who counld not go; this
practice will more than repay you by
giving care in observation and power
of description.

At school seek out new scholars and
strangers and try to make them feel at
home. If n schoolmate has trouble
with some study, without seeming to
display yourself, try to make it plainer.

Try especially to help those you dis-
like or who have tried to injure you;
nine times out of ten, after doing a
person a favor, you will like him bet-
ter. We may learn something from
every one, and ss wo help others they
will as surely help us, though we may
not always know just how. This,
however, should not enter into our
thoughts before doing & kindness; but
simply remember that *true politeness
consists of kindly acts kindly dofia,"
and beresdy to “lend a hand.”' —4NRg
Barrows, in Christian Uniom




