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JOHN'S STORY,

The Deceits and Horrors of a
Gambling Establishment.

“Well, would you like to hear my
sdventure in New Orleans?" John
Bright leaned his elbow on the arm of
the ved plush chair in which he sat,
with a thoughtlful look in his dark-blue
e_\u‘i.

*Why, yves, of course.™

“By all means.™

Eugene Carthon and his sister looked
eagerly at the bandsome blonde in
front of them.

They had been talking about the
New Orleans Exposition which all had
visited the winter before, aud naturaliy
their conversation had drifted into per-
sonal reminiscences and criticisms on
the ways and manners of the people of
that beautiful Southern ecity,

“INd you really have an adventure?”
asked Nell, eyving him questioningly
from under her long dark lashes. They
had intended to meet in the Crescont
City, but through some misunderstand-
ing the Carthon family had missnd
bim.  Nell had always felt s little ag-
grieved over this, just as if John had
really been to blame in the matter, and
an  allusion

South broaght back that wague feeling |

of disappointment which had mingled

itself with all her enjoyments while |

there.

Not that she cared any thing for
John Bright.  Oh, no: not even to her-
self did she ever admit that, Bat then
he was Engone'sanost intimate friend,
and he was such a bright, companion-
ahle fellow, how eould she help liking
him a little? —*just for Eugenc's sake,
yoit hnow.'"  She sincercly belioved
thut it was her love for her brother
that made hor so solicitous always for
his friend’s comfort and so anxious to
make him always feel at home and
thoroughly welcome in ber father's
bouse,

And if women will decvive themselves
so ingeniously in these little matters no
ope can blame them. The reality
sevmis all the prettier when they sur-
prise themselvos into the admission one
day that brotherly love is not such a
powerful motor after all.

“Well, go on with your story,” said
Eungene, lighting a cigarette, with his
sister's permission, and pufling away
expectantly, <]l be getting drowsy,
preseutly. if vou don’t wake me up
with your thrilling episode. '

“Well”" —John  twirled his  blonde
mustache reflectively, ignoring  the
last romark—*f was walking down
Canal street one afternoon, when it
h-:.ﬂl 1o rain—""

“Remarkable! when it was in the
TNy scason,”’ interrupted  Eugene,
who seemed deu-mlnm, not to be Jed
into thinking his friend had met with
any extraordinary adventure.

S‘Eagene, do hush!™ Nell said, im- |
poringly: but John did not seem to
mind his friend’s guizing in the least. |

“As I said, 1 was walking down
Canal street, when it began to rain,
ot vielently, but enough to make a
Wan feel nncomtortable and the feath-
™ on & woman's bonnet limp.  Fort-
Wnately 1 had an umbrella, which of
Course limmediately raised. Just as |
€ %o a young lady eame out of one of
e large dry-goods stores bebind me,
e stood irresolute for & moment as
though nonplussed by the rain, yetan
*ident muL!-! ¥ possessing her to reach

* Car.

“Instantly I found myself in a
Frange dilemma.  What should [ do?
T‘-i*'h!‘ Was a young lady, delicate and

beautiful, richly attired in garments
*ich the rain would certainly dam-
2% without the slightest protection
fom the elements; while I not three
£ot distant, was possessed of an um-

lla large emough to shelter two. It
**med like & picce of impertinence,
on the impulse of the moment I

Mistered all my gallantry, aud, step-
{;"E forward, offered to escort her to

" Car,
STo my surprise. and | must say
Peasure, she accepted gratefully, and
¥ walked to the next corner to meet i
1" car. I poted then the extreme

Viiness of her beauty, which was of

Pare erenle type, and the marvel-
s finish of her toilet, which showed in
:" richness of coloring the Southern

‘P'-""- 1 conld not censure her for her
cotion in exposing herself to the

“astrons effeets of the rain.*’

At this 'hnﬂun- Nell, curled up on

:“'-'ml of the sofa with her Kensing-

" in her lap, looked very grave. She

Ui not quite approve of handsome

h“'l" strangers offering umbrellas 1o

hown ladies. It might have been

.v“‘t'unm loveliness' of the ervole

e which made the offense so honious

eyes, but she would have been

bad you suggested such »

ben wo reached the corner therr |
;h.lm car.” John continued.  “Being
h:lmlum‘ time, there was alw

of less delay, When the car did

o their sojourn in the |

| resolving that I would exert my

o be % sameo. Um-h-ﬂ we
walked on, the young lady by t
imperceptible guidance directing our
footsteps. Wo walked along the Rue
Royal, quite into the hesrt the old
French town, the young lady nearcely
seeming aware of the fuct that we had
truversed so many I was too
delighted with ber bright conversation
und naivete to wish to undeceive her,
and so we walked along until she
stopped suddenly in front of one of
those gloomy French houses, so dreary
In exterior appearance, but often besu-
tiful and gay within, A high wall sur-
rounded the dwelling, surmounted by
nails driven in w0 that the poluts pro-
jected upward, & sure safeguwnd
ngainst marsuders. As usual, s high
balcony graced the front of the house.
From the gate—a massive iron-barred
one—a stone pave led up to the old-
fashioned door.

* I feel very grateful,’ she sald, lift-
ing her big eyes to mine with a shadow
of timidity in their depths which made
them all tin- lovlier; *and," she hesitated
a little, * I know my father would wish
to thank you also, if—f — '

**If you only knew whom to thank,’
I ndded, with a conscious shame at m
own lsck of courtesy.
know what deviltry romEled me to
the netion, but m.wu]’ of handing her
my own card | gave her one of Frank
Smith’s, a young fellow rooming with
me ut the St Charles, & drummer for
a lurge hat firm in Detroit.  His name
graced the card in full, and also *Tre-
woine & Leoman,” the name of the firm
he was connected with, It was a fool-
| ish thing to do, vet I never expected to
see the young lady again, and I sup-
pose it oceurred to me that it would be
a good joke on Smith.

“Tomy great astonishment she ree-
ognized the first name.

““You must ecome in and see my
father,” she said ‘Mr. Tremoine is
an old friend of ours, sod he will be so
- d-IiFhu-d to soe you.'

“Into what kind of a serape had |
fullun myslf? Ideclined as courteous-
¥ as possible, and tried to hasten
awayv; but just then an old gentleman
appeared at the door, in answer to our
ring at the gate, for, as you remem-
ber, in New Orleans most of the bells
are on the front gate.

“In a few words the young lady ex-
plained the situation. With » true
Southern hospitality he invited me to
| enter, thanking me in most voluble
terms for my Kindness to his daugh-
ter. Seeing I would offend by not ae-
cepting their invitation, 1 au-.p#ed in
with them. As usual in these French
houses, the hall led into & little barren-
{ looking court. From this, however,
we entered into an apartment that
| was elegantly furnished.

Now, 1 don't

| A servant took my umbrella and
hat, and the old gentleman pushed for-
ward & handsome easy-chair for me,

to apologize, but Moasicur De
‘hartre stopped me.

* ‘My dear sir,’ he said, cordially,
‘You can not go oul in such a storm. |
will not permit it. My home is |
We have ample mnm“‘:
main with us to-night.’

“1 hesitated & moment; the rain
beating on the window-pane scemed
dismal enough. Besides, | was in a

rt of the city with which [ was un-
amiliar. I might lose my wav and
wander about t narrow strests for
bours: and then blood-cardling tales
came back to me of strangers wﬁa hand
been robbed and half murdered in those
dark thoroughfares, I had a valusble
walch and chain and quite a sum of
money ahout me, which | would not
care to lose. I confess the idea of
venturing out into that pitiless storm,
in the heart of the high-walled, myste-
rious French town, unprotected by a
weapon of any sort, rather dismayed
me. Yet I remembered that 1 had
made srrangements to leave the city in
the morning, and I intimated as much
to Monsieur De Chartre.

* “That will not incommode us at all,
he said, politely. 1 will leave word
with one of the servants 1o unlatch the

¥ | door and gate at five o'clock. You can

rise then and leave the house at yvour
leasure. It you desire a cup of coffee
ac?u--u will have it ready for you.'

“I thanked him sincerely. [ could
not feel grateful enough for such a
warm and cordial hospitality. It is
true indeed that these Southerners have
the Kindest and most hospitable hearts
in the world. An old and valued friend
of the family could searcely have been
treated more Kindly than I, a complete
strangrer, save for the slight stamp of
genuineness which * Tremoine & Lee-
man * gave me in this most elegant and
beautiful howe, every part of which
betokened the wealth and position of
the owner.

“*A few moments later Jacques came
to show me to my room. /With a linF-
ering $lunce I bade the young lady
good-night. It seemed Lo me that her
beautiful eyes were filled with a shad-
ow of regret for our brief acquaintance,
Her father followed me to the court
without, after giving me several mes-
sages for Mr, Tremoine and other
friends in Detroit, all of which I prom-
isod to carry faithfully. Then with a
courtly good-night he intrusted me to
the care of the waiting African attend-
ant.

“My apartment was handsomely fur.
nished, in keeping with the rest of the
house. It wns apparently a back room
conneeting with one in front of the
house by heavy folding doors across
which a rich erimson portiere fell.

“Jacques brought me a pitcher of
fresh water and some elean towels, and
then, mumbling something in his unin-
telligible crude French, bowed himself
out.

“l examined the room ecarefully,

seating himsolf near me. The young
lady tﬁup;w:\n-d. reappearing in a lit-
tle while in a charming dinner-<dress of |
garnet satin,

sudden turn affairs had taken, and the |
teteen-tete with the gentieman, whose
name I sscertained to be De Chartre,
was not embarrassing. for he asked me
& soore of questions about Detroit and
the people there, all of which I, never
having been in that city, was obliged
o answer at random, or from vague
renuniscences of what Smith had told
me casually.

“l tried in vain to turn the subject,
and had almost given myself up to des-
perate libbing when & chanced to per-
ceive that s piano was behind me,
During a momentary luil in the conver-
sation, in which De Chartre was prob.
ably trying to reconcile my rambling
information with his own knowledge |
and conjectures, I turned 1o the young
lady, requesting some music.

“To my reliet she consented imme-
diately, thus saving her father from
any farther surprises in the way of |
chaotic guessing on my part. She san
and played guite prettily, and I foun
myself even more prepossessed than |
had been at first.

“After she had played several songs
I arose to go, but as 1 did so dinner
was announced, and [ was urgently
invited by them both to remuin. Again
I saw that to refuse would be to offend,
so, in order to preserve Smith's reputs-
tion from further damage, I accepted,
“nis

locked all the doors except the folding
one¢, which I found fastened on the
other side, and went to sleep thinking

ol cantias T was o Tt Haed by thé | what a capital joke this was on Smith,

who was undoubtedly reposing beauti-
fully in room 105, at the St. Charles,
unconscious of the strange escapade |
had gotten him into. 1 resolved to
write to the young lady as soon as |
left the city, informing her of my little
deception and introducing the original
Smith, whom I was quite sure wounld
fall head over ears in love with her m
sight. FPoor Smith, I was just mapping
out his future most beautifully, when
Morpheus seized me and carried me off
into dreamland.

“About midnight I was awakened by
a sight noise in the room. I listened,
but all was as still as death. Appar-
ently the whole household had fallen
into slumber. 1 sttributed the sound
to my own imagination, and was about
to compose myself to slumber, when a
cold chill erept over me. | was sensi-
ble of a near presence, room wias
intensely dark and I could see nothing,
Neither could my faculties, which were
now thoroughly acute, perceive the
slightest movement or sound. Yet my
blood ran cold with the premonition of
evil. I could feel a cold sweat break-
ing out all over me—the chill erept to
the very roots of my hair.

“With a sudden bound I from
the bed.  The matches were on a table
near. Istruck one and looked around,
half expecting to see some uncanny

1o the uwtmost in being entertaining,
You see, | wanted them to speak a
good word for Smith if ever they
should chance to communicate with
this Tremoine, whom 1 heartily wished
at the bottom of the sea.

“The dinner was served . good
style, and quite enjoyed by Smith, who
wis sometimes rather dilatory in re
sponding to his name, but who man-
eged to keep the upper hand in the
conversation, not allowing the old gen- |
tleman a single gap in which to insert |
his inquiries about Detroit and the Tre-
maines,

“After dinner we adjourned to the
parlor—that is, the yvoung lady and
myself —the old gentleman going off
for a smoke, in which I declined to
join him.

“The rain which had been mild at|
first, now turned into a raging torrent,
It heat savagely against the windows,
and the wind swept mournfully through
the court.  Now and then it crept un-
der the doors and into the room, bring-
ing a faint scent of the umnfo-bluom:
that were being swept fromftheir stems
on the bending trees without.  But the
inclemency of the weather outside only
made the comfort and brightness of the |
apartment seem more perfeet.

“With sach & charming hostess the
moments sped swiftly. | beeame more
and more enthralled with her dark eyes
and her gracious manners, so typical
of the grace which has made the creole |
women eolebrated. Besides, the novelty ’
of the situation made it scem tenfold |
more attractive. 1 began to tmmblei
vaguely for Smith’'s peace of mind. It
would be superhuman for a man to re-
sist the fascination of the lovely ereole.
I don't kmow to what length 1 might
have committed mysell, had not the
door opened and Monsieur De Chartre
once more appeared upon the scene.
As it waa, | think he surprised me say-
ing some foolishly tender things to his
daughtoer.

“l looked at my watch. A ftush of
shame crept over me, It was past ten

'““ilmnmdullhumnu

‘elock. 1 felt that I had infringed on
othhwihl.i:y extended to me. [ be

shape l“ﬂ out of the gloom and attack
me; but the room was empty. 1 Jit the
lamp and examined the apartment
carefully, but all was as secure as when
1 retire

**With an impatient condemnation of
my weakness I went to bed again,
leaving the lamp burning Jow. As |
am no believer in haunted houses and
my digestion is unusually good, 1 soon
sank into a deep slumber.

**About two hours later, however, 1
was again awakened by that mysterious
sensation.  Again the cold chills, be-
tokening some evil unknown presenee,
crept over me. A terrible presentiment
took possession of me. 1 dared not
move for a second. My knees trem-
bled, the cold drops of moisture stood
on my brow. What could it be—this
awful presence that seemed to lay cold
fingers upon me in the darkness and
wake me from my nler? I lay there
shivering as though chilled by some
sctual, icy touch for a moment, then
my bealthy, vigorous physique reas-
serted itsell. I was no coward even to
mysell. 1 rose stealthily and crept to
the llig'ht. turning the full blaze on sud-
denly.

“A change in the room startled me.
The heavy portiere was thrown aside,
the folding-doors stood wide open.
Resolved to penetrate this mystery, 1
stepped into the other room,

“A eory of horror escaped me as I
did s0. | stood in the mididle of the
floor, petritied, the very blood freezing
in my veins, There on the bed lay a
man with his throat gashed from ear
to ear, the red blood oozing slowly
upon the white ecounterpane and the
rich carpet beneath, is wide eyes
were upturned to the celling, his white
face transfixed with the death agouy.

“Fora second I stood there an if
frozen to the spot, my senses reeling,
my hands clinched in & sudden agony
of mortal terror; then like a flash of
lightning the truth swept over me. A
terrible erime had been committed.
The ibility was to be laid on
me. In the morning the police would
come to arrest me, What vestige of
power would I have to disprove it?

“With a sudden, quick energy born

|
1
1
- i

han
down the stairway.

“When I reached the door beyond
the court | shrank back in dismay. 1
had forgotten it would be locked and
barred. | entered the apartment where
I had been entertained the night before,
hoping to find a window unbolted.
To my umTrha I heard voices and por-
ceived a light emannting from the
room adjoining. The door between
was slightly sjur. 1 walked breath-
lessly ncross the room and peeped
through the crevice,

*Horrors of horrors! What did [see
there? The fine, courtly old gentle-
man of the night before seated at a
furo table, surrounded by a motley
crowd, and my fine voung lady, the
brilliant, sweet-voiced enchantress of
the dinner table, dealing out faro
blanks opposite!

“It was enough. 1 turned awap,
realizing that I was in New Orleans |
had gotien into one of the woarst dens
of the French eity, and the beautifu!
ercole was probably one of the notor
lous charactors I had so often read of.

“No wonder my blood ran coid.
What if I could not escape? These
were desperate charneters, with whom
I could not cope. The outlook was
terrifying,

“I triedl each window cautionsly.
They all resisted my efforts to raise
them; all but the last —t yielded =»
little. I struggled mighk::e. with the
strength of despair.  In doing so my
hand touched a spring which I had not
perceived before. In an instant the
window was pushed up noisclessly and
with a stealthy bound 1 leaped
through, landing unhurt on the ground
a few feet below,

“But what to do next? There was
that wall, surrounded by its rows of
sharp nails, It would have been mad-
ness to have attempted to scale it. The

ate was barred and fastened with a

eavy chain, 1 could not cry out for
assistance: that would have meant cer
tain death from those desperate, dark-
browed men at the faro tablee. What
should 1 do? Again the cold drops of
moisture dampened my temple. Iwas
frantic. What should I do?™

John stopped in his narrative and Jit
the cigarette Eugene had banded him a
little while before,

“What did you do?’ Eugens was
impatient of the delay. He leaned for.
ward anxiously., His own ecigaretw
had gone out.  He had forgotten it in
his absorbing interest,

*Yes, what did you do?" Nell re-
peated  the question with a terrible
anxiety in her brown eyes. Her Ken-
sington lay unheeded on the floor, her
elbows rested on her knees, one hand
supporting her dimpled, eager face.
Her breath came short and fast,  She
awaited the sequel with sympathizing,
anxious eyes,

“Why''—John gave an energetic
pufl at his cigarette—*J awaoke,"

Eugene sank back in his chair and
Nell collapsed physically and mentally,
picking up her work with a disgusted
air.

“Sold, by Jove!” exclaimed Eugene,
after a pause, looking admiringly st
his friend.  *It is the best sell of the
season.’

“Oh, you horrible wreteh!" cried
Nell, when ¢he recovered her breath;
and so it was all a dream?”

“Yes,”' answered John, coldly, *1
awoke in room 105, at the St. Charles,
with Smith asking me if [ mistook him

| for a brick wall or a lamppost, that |

was pounding him so vigorously.”

Nell did not scem to care much for
the sell s0 long us the beautiful creole
had proved a myth. The story had
awnkened her consciousness a little,
and she seemed a little shyer of John
for several days afterwards. But I am
happy to say that she was a sensible
girl, and when John asked her if she
only loved him for ““Eugene's sake,"
she answendd, candidly *No.”" “Thus
came the sequel to *John's Story."" —
New Orleans Témes-Democral,

MEDICAL QUACKS,
The Latest Dodge for Robbiug a Long-
Suffering Publie.

It is now the latest dodge of medieal
quacks who impose upon the credulity
of the unsuspecting, to advertise their
nostrums under the head of some so-
called company. Perhaps the charla-

the so-called “*Company™’ is spread all
over his circulars, pamphlets, ete. A
subscriber sends us a circular letter,
which he has received from one of

packed in a plain box.” But before
the medicine is forwarded, the patient
Is asked to answer the following,
among a great variety of other ques-
tions propounded in the circular letter:
What is your age? (Just as if ladies
generally were going to answer that
question?)

Is your partner healthy?

Have you worked hard?

From what do you suffer most?

How is your sight?

What is vour height?

What is your weight?

Is your tongue coated, and if so
what eolor?

Are your Dbrothers and
healthy?

Do you ever have dizzy, faint or
blind spells®

Is your hearing good?

After being bombarded with these
and forty-four other similar questions,
the unfortunate who may receive this
circalar letter, Is finally P'lnmply asked
to tell the “Company’ this, to-wit:
“Do you feel dhoournﬁed. lr!omny and
melancholy at “thaoes?™ after run-
ning his eye down the long list of dis-
cases of numerous kinds enumerated
in this circular letter, the recipient
don’t feel ‘‘discouraged, gloomy and
melancholy,” he must have a Ly
good constitution and is not easily dis-
composed. —American Agricuwliurist,
— O P
—Wyou% e kings have pur-
chased 67, acres in Hillsboro and
Mauatee Counties, Fla., for a ocattle

sisters

tan's name does not appear at all, but |

2 OUR YOUNG READERS, |deve 8o maid: 1 sus. T st ¥
FOR OUR YOUNG READERS, | dove._Sue said: ~1 can't, 1 can’s, ¥

THE SICK DOLLY.

“GOING-TO."

Ress Murray's Ten Minutes' Ezperionce
in Sometime.

“Sometime's  come!
Somctime's come!"’

“Sowetime! What do you mean?
Where are you, any way? and who's
speaking to me? I don't see any one,”
and Rose Murray rubbed her eyes,
shrugged her shoulders, and pinched
her hand a little, just to find out if she
were awake, or if she were dreaming.
She wasn't dreaming, that she knew;
for the same voice, with no apparent
owner, kept on talking. And such
queer things it said in that unpleasant
way!

“Sometime! That's next door o in-
a-minute, a cluose weighbor to after-
awhile and going-to-do it. Pretty-soon,
to-morrow, one-of-these-days—they can
all be found together. And you don't
know where sometime is? Well, 1
never heard any girl of your age talk
more about it. But come along; you'll
soon find out where it is."

*“Come ulong! Where? How can I

anywhere with only a voice?"”

**How did you go to Paris last week,
and to that strange party the other
night, where the girls all wore their
schoul dresses, and the boys forgot to
stand by themselves on one side of the
room?"’

“Those places! 1 didn’t go to either
of those. | was only dreaming then.
But I s not asleep now—am 17" and
Kose squeczed her left-hand little tin-
ger very bard, and rubbed the heel of
ber foot earefully on the sensitive side
of her right foot. *“No, I'm not asleep.
Where are you going to take me?"

“Never mind, just come,” replied
the voice; and added, as Rose moved
slowly in the direction from which it
camwe: “Now you're in Sometime, and
1 hope you'll enjoy yourself. I'll come
back for you one of these days—one of
these days,” and the voice died away

Hurry ap!

as it repeated these words in & mali-
clous tone.
“What a queer dream I've had,”

thought Rose; “this is my own room,
and it's almost dinner-time by the
clock. I'd better go and make the
dessert I wld mother | would after
awhile."

“No, no! Me first! Me first!"" called
out voices all around her—some close
by her, some far away, some loud,
some so faint that she could just cateh
the words—but so many! The room
was full of them, and each one be-
longed to something. The loudest of
all came from the bra at her feet,
which had fallen frow her lap as she
looked over the last St Nicholas, say-
ing: “I'll do that old problem in a
couple of minutes.”

The problem spoke now: *“You
can t get away, you must do me first.”

“Very well,"" suswered Rose; “'you're
a great bother o me, but 1'll soon set-
tle you;"" and she took a pencil from
the table in preparation for hard work.

*No, no! Give me back to my own-
er. You said you would in an bour or
:no. when you borrowed me this morn-
El want to be sewed up,” demand-
ed a great rent in her dress.  **You
promised to do me sometime, and it's
sometime now.™

“Put me in order, then.," came
from the work-basket.

“Find me fint," eried out the
thimble from—where?

Poor Rose looked around despair-
ingly. It was her own room, truly,
but it was so full of voices, so crowded

these “Companies,” which cures all | throug
disenses mu':kind is heir to, and for- | What should she do? Books wanted

wards medicines “prepared with the ! to be returned to their owners, the
greatest care for each case, securcly | BeWspaper must be read to her grand-

with things that ought to be done,
and so many more were pushing in
h the doors and windows!

mother, pictures must be hung
straight, the table drawer must be put
in order, even the dust on the furni-
ture insisted that it should be taken off
immediately.
Where should she
they must; and she went to work in
good earnest, trying to
the voices nearest her. t what was
the use? for every thing done, a dozen
o;h'l?sdm:ddui 4 k alli
she made lon t ealling to
her; and, worstg;fn .ﬁ'l? .

y little, still | ¥

1
"

An' I wa twy 1o koep you hear bell?" and
Vi P (e ouched her shoulder.
Nl‘;‘:xﬂmdr Rose mh:"' opened her and
g A e b g Do and ringing the bell in her eam.
PR /oy S ] funny you when you're saleep!™
$. 4084 pusitice on, Iwu.kl “] almost thought you were
Bowew B bleed, N.‘hm' l ll.||l"u-”
BRNrebes a pasn-—gp put. They wondered, st dinner that eves-
An’ I nimos’ owied. ing, why Rose looked so solemn; and
Mamma dewr, what would I do w hen dessert-timo came, and her mother
o  WiorBoby dodl wsked: “Rose, dear, did you forget
Now v'e's wokened up, 1 nk, " something verv like team
“Dolly, tm wite hare, filled her eyes as she snswered; and
An I'll wock 0o In my arms, bot

can conguer the
do-it is is to attend (o each
as it comes, and not to wait for & con-
venient season.—L. B. Day, in 8. A
Times,
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DOING HIS BEST.

How Luke Varsum Berved His Couniry
by Shoeing Colonel Warner's Horse.
It may scem at first sight as if the

boy mentioned in this incident, which

is given by Edward Everett Hale in his

Boys' Heroes, did nothing either heroic

or remarkable; but it is a illus

tration of the value of doing one's best:

There was a boy whom we will name
Luke Varnum. was fifteen years
old, and he was lame of his left foot.
%?, whﬂ; every other bo i:d Number

ve, and every man, old a A
shouldered hhr,lirulock and muvim
to join General Stark and go and fight
the Hessians at Bennin ‘Luke was
left at home. He lim out and held
the stirrup for Licutenant Chittenden
to mount, and then he had to stay st
home with the babies and the women.
The men had been gone an hour and a
half when three men galloped up on
horseback. And Luke went down to
the rails to see who were. *“‘Is
there nobody here?"’ said one of them.

“Yes,” said Luke, *I am here."

**1 see that,”” said the first man,
Iunghiui. “What I mean is, is there
nobody here can sel a shoeP™'

*I think 1 can,” said Luke. “I often
tend fire for Jonas. 1 can blow a bel-
lows, and I can hold & horse's foot
Any way, I will start up the fire."

S0 Luke went into the forge and
took down the tinder-box and struck a
light. He built the fire, and hunted
up half a dozen nails which Jonas had
left unintentionally, and he had even
made two more w a fourth horse.
man came slowly down on a walk.
“What luck,' said he, **to find a forge

with the fire lighted!™

“We found one,” sald Marvin,
;'wilh & boy who knew how to light
L..

And the other speaker threw himself
off the horse meanwhile. And Luke
pared the hoof of the dainty creature,
and measured the shoe, was $o0
big for her. He heated it white, and
bent it closer, to the proper size. *It
'i;e‘po-r fit," be said, “butit will

0. -
rider, " Bu sbe I very teader footel

er.  “But very le
and I do not dare trust her five miles
unshod."

And for pride's sake, the first two
nails Luke drove were those he had
made himself. And when the shoe
was fast, he said: ‘glell Jonas that |
r;:t up the forge—and put on the

Ml’

“We will tell him,"” said the Colonel,
huhing. and he rode on.

t one of the other horsemen tar
ried a minute, and said: “Boy, no ten
men who left you to-day have served
{‘(_mrcouatry as you have. It isColonel

Arner.

When I read in the big books of his
tory how Colonel Warner led up his
regiment just in time to save the day
at Bennington, I am apt to think of
Luke Varnum. When I read that that
day decided the battle at de-
termined that America should be inde-

dent, 1 think of Luke Varnum.
hen I go to see monuments erected
in memory of Colonel Warner and
General Stark, and even poor old Bur
goyne, I think of Luke Varnum and
others like him. And then sometimes
I wonder whether every man and boy of
us who bravely and truly does the very
best thing he knows how to do does
not have future of the world rest.

ing oa him.—Congregationalist.

HARD ON MOSE.

He Wishes te Insult & Dellaquent Dobter
snd Glves Himasll Away.

Mose Schaumburg was as mad as a

P Be done [moist hen one day last week. Ina
voice that quivered with rage, he said
t some of | to his clerk, lke Silverstone:

“Sit down dot desk at, and write a

letter vat I dictates dot Jake Oppen-
por. Promlsss |, e et Wiite:

‘I have written to
on. Who has not snswered dot led-

voices in her heart remjnded her of | der? Jake Oppenheimer, Who hash

her broken promise to amuse the baby
while her mother took a nap before
dinner, of the visit she had meant to
make a sick friend, of the little quar-

I dunned dime and n? Jake
penheimer. Who h.n‘:l baid no lu(::

shuns to dose duns? Jake
heimer.’

Have you got dot down, Mr.

rel she had been goi:' to make right Silverstone?'’

with her cousin, the bundle of
warm clothes she had promised to give

Tommy Brown, the washer-woman's | scoundrel?

son, nru the winter.

Rose been called a little pro-
crastinator Jong before she knew what
the big word meant; and only last

week one of her best friends writ- | clusion of Mose's letter read:
the letter: *My | Yo a low scoundrel

But now what | burg." —Tezas Siflings.

ten to her, and begun
dear Going-to-do-it!"
was 0 be done? something must. She
never could do all those thi It

as if every thi

had promised to do und had forgotten

to do, since the time she was five yuars | never had an
ing against | H old

old, was here now,
her, and c?ing to her with tormenti
volces: “It's sometime now, Kose.
Rose! it's sometimo."

“1 have dot down."
“Den conglude: ‘Whe vas s low
ave you got dot down?"*
I bave dot down."
*“Den give dot letier to me so I puts
name to it."'

clerk did so, and hence the con-

“Whe

ng she had mean y
ha t]ia the business in
to do and didn't do, every thing she | ghere is *no mon South Africa, sa

What did she doP Well, what aay | lection Ithnotauhndti:. bird. —

other fifteen-year-old girl would have

Bl
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