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TO OU FI BABY.

There hio 1es in rogal state

Poeeping In at ohildhood's gate,
Opening wide his neuro vyes,

Full of wonder and surpriso;

Though the tonderest, swoetest thing,
Youhe reigus o vory king—

Clad In garments of tho best

Ho will talke his royal rest!

Boftest lawn, and richest lack
Flutters round his dlmpled faoe,
Drapes his white and baby arm—
Not o fly must do Lim harm,

Not o willful foot must trosd
Hoavily sbout his bod;

Not & whisper—scaree o broath;
Lot tho house bo still aa denth,

Ho is up! Our embryo king;

GOt iy ruttle—got LS ring;

Do hiw vidding, father, molher,
Aunt apd unole, slster, brothor;
Lot him fecd, our youthful Heetor
On the richest, swestost nootar,
Lot him not o moment waft,

All s wants antioipato,

When "our baby" grows n man-—-
Reallze It i you opsn—
Ho will pay ud more than double
For our dally eare and trouble;
"‘Muy be noti" n voles unkind
Whispers radely, Noever mind;
IKiss our darling In his nost—
Lot us hope, and for the best,
=Mra. M. A Kidder, in N. Y. Woelly,

THE RUSSET APPLES

How They Hnlnod to Hnd Addy
Whalters' Trials.

A late March twilight, with o bitter
frost In tho alr; the new moon just
dipping its golden horn bohind the
maplo swamp In the west, and the
ground sounding erlsply under foot. We
had just come in from foddoring tho ont.
tlo—"we" sounds rather singularly
when you refloct that It meant Kitty
and I, two girls of sevonteen and nine-
teon; but you see there wasn't any ono
elso to dole  I'ather had been bodeid-
don ovor since that last attack of par-
alyals, and we coald afford to hire no
ono to take his place about the farm.

“I don’t pity them gals,” Nelghbor
Dyson sald.  *“Thoy might sell the
horse and cow."

Nelghbor Dyson had generously of-
forod us something leas than ball price
for them, thinking, no doubt, that we
would ba thunkful to jump at the
chance. But Kitty and I, aftor taking
the matter into gonsldoration, thanked
him, und deolined polltely.

“Wo couldn’t keep houso without old
Mooley, could we, Addy?" sald my sis-
tor. “Thera nre 50 many nloe dishes we
ean maka for poor father, if wo have
plenty of good, rleh milk and cropm,
And the butter fhat we should have to
buy at Neighbor Dyson's ecity priees
would go far to counterbulanee” the
money wo should get for Mooloy."

“And as for the horse,” said I, “ho
onts but o Hittle; and how on earth eonla
wo get arcund the countey, even (o the
post-ofilen, sitch weather as this, i1 1t
wasn't for old Dobbin, that wo have had
evor slnee 1 ean temember.”

So It happened that on this speclal
March ovening wa had just come in
from attending to the wants of our live
stock,

I was In great spivits, playing with
pussy, who came to meet us with her
plumy tail orect; hut Kitty leanod sadly
sgainst the wooden mantel and looked
into the fire with mournful eyes.

“Kitty,"” oried I, at last, “what does
make you so dull®”

*To-morrow is the & of March,” sald
ahe, gravely.

“What of that?' I domanded.

“Don't you roemember? The inter-
est on the mortgage comoes due to-mors
row.'"

So It doos,” said I, my radiant face
fulling fastor than the thermometer on
a freezing day. “Thirty-five dollars!
And wo have nothing to pay it with ex-
copt the fiftoen dollars Laurs Osgood
paid for the old melodeon.”

“Porhaps Willis Avery would walt,”
suggosted Kitty.

I drow myself up, slightly,

“I don't choose to ask bim to walt,"
sald 1

Now, it happened that Willls Avery,
who held tho worigage on our homoe-
stoad, was the gon of o neighbor and an
old playfellow wund boy-beau of my
own, who had gone to the prosperous
youny city a few miies north of a8 and
commenced business on his own ageount,
snd I had o partioular aversion to ask-
ing ald or helpof him Inany way. 1
might bo poor, butl was also proud, and
Kitty was quite sympathetic enough to
understand me,

““But, thon, what are we to do?” said
Kitry.

1 sav down on the hearth rug, with [

my chin In my hands, and stared earn-
estly at tho big orackling black log.
Pussy cropt away and unestled down in
the cornor, as if she knew by instinot
that there was a change of temperature,

“*Look here, Kitty,” sald 1, suddenly. |
"Those russet applos!”

“Waoll?™

“Wo can sell thom. There are oight
barrols at the loast Elght barrels at
two dollars and fifty cents a barrol—""

My doar Addy, no one will buy them
wt one-fifth the yrice. Apples are a
frag In the markot”

*Here, I grant you, but notin the
olty.. 1 will tako them to Mapleton and
soll them.”

“You will, Addy?

“And why not? Squire Dyson would
charge at least twenly per cent com-
misslon, and make a favor of it at that
1 can't afford eithor the price or the
patronage.  Don't say any thing about
It to father. He would oniy fret and
raise objections.  What must bo done,
must bo, and 1 am the girl to do L™

“But, Addy, how? All this seems so |
perfeotly wild and visionaey to me.”

"Well, It neodn't; for, believe mo,
it's the most practical thing in the
world. All we have to do !5 to sort
the apples out in barrels, nice and
sound—1 can easily do it by lantern
light to-night—and to-morrow morning
we'll rise early, harness old Dobbin to
the lumber-wagon—"'

“Rut how are we to ot the heavy bar
rels up into the wagon "
eried I, laughing. *Can't
I put the barrels up iato the wagon
while thoy're empty, and f1l them at
my laigure? And I'll have them sold
at Mapleton before you've got the pork
mad eablags boil Sng for dinner."

"But where will you ge?" asked Kitty,

“Goosiol

“Oh! I know lots ul' places. [ went
onee to town with Obediah Fairwoather,
when he sold o lot of chesses. I've
protty good idoa of tho locallty of the
commission stores, I can tell you."

“After all, Addy," hesitated my con-
servative little slster, “{t isn't a wom-
an's work."

“Why isu't it, I should liko to know,
so long a8 a woman can do it At all
events, a woman must pay hor debts; so
it you'll hurry up the tea I'll be off to
the barn."

*And what shall we tell papa?”

"Ohl he'll think I've gone to singing-
school with the Dyson glirels, and I dom's
think it's a Chelstian duty to undeceive
him," answered L

But notwithstanding the brave face I
put upon affairs, my hoart quivered a
littlo the next day as I drove off toward
Mapleton, with the scarlot stain of sun-
riso dyeing all tho cast, and my own
cheeks fMlushed with the keen morning
atr.

But it wasn't so bad, after all. With
pardonablo ogotism, I supposed that
every one would bestaring nt me; but
on the contrary, a young woman selling
apples might bo the commonest sight in
the world, so little comment or surprise
did it apparently excite. Mr. Holloway,
of the firm of Holloway Drothers, pro-
duce and commission merchants, didn't
want any apples 1 spoedily learned.

“Just bought a shiploand from Al-
bany,” said he, a8 carelessly s if ship-
loads of apples wore as common a pur-
chaso ns ton cents' worth of tape. And
1 drove on, beginning to leel Infinitest-
mally small.

Mr. Lovejoy could give me one dollar
o barrel. “Apples wasn't worth no
more at this season of the year!" And
I whipped old Dobbin up, determined to
carry them home again, sconer than sell
at that price.

At tho next place whoere I stopped a
pleasant-looking, middle-aged mancame
out and eritically oxamined my apples

Do they Liold out like this all the
way down?" he askedl.

“I'll warrant them,”
lesgsly.

“flow muech?" he asled.

“Two dollars and a half a barrel.”

e reflectod.

“It's n good pries,” said he, as if he
were talking o his own vest buttons;
“but then they look like good apples,
and we've a tolerably largo Western
order to fill.  I'll see what my pariner
thinls"

He went back Into the gloomy depths
of his store, and I, happening to glance
up, saw the words painted in black lot-
tors over the deor: *““Hull & Avery.”

Ky firat impulse was to deive on and
leayo the ehancs of a bargain Lehind
me; my next to sitstill and awalt my
fote as Providence dealt it out to me
And prosently out came Willls Avery
himsell,

“I think we will take your load if—
whyl" broaking short off, “its Addy
Walters!"

1 colored gearlet.

“Yes," 50’ 1 I, as composedly as possi
ble, “Good norning, Mr, Avery, Ishall
bo obliged to you it yon will examine
the fruit as speedlly as possible, as Iam
ina hurry.”

“Oh, certalnly.,” Ile looked ns if o
nipping frost had ehilled his enthusi-
asm in tho bud, and I secrotly exultod
within myself,

Mr. ull bought the load of apples,
and said if I had any more at the samo
prico—and of the same quality, hoe cau-
tlously added—he would ba happy to
take them. Willls Avery touched his
hat, and | drove away ns loftily as
Queen Boadicea in hor charlot of old.

- L - L L] - -

sald I, care-

“Just §i5, counting in the melodeon
money," cried Kittie, gloefully. *‘And
now Mr. Avery may come 18 s0on as he
likos!"

Sho had searcely spoken the words
before there cumo a knock at the door,
and In walked no less a personage than
Mr. Willls Avery himself, I received
him with the alr of an empress.

“Your money is ready, Mr. Avery.”

*I was not thinking of the money,
Addy,” said ho, almost reproachfully.
“Do you think one's mind runs always
on money?”

“Mine doos, a good doal,” sald I,
lnughing.

“Tut 1 hiad no ldea you were reduced
to this. Idid not know—"

“Mr. Avery, 1his is scarcely business-
like,” 1 lnl{'rpnm‘n].

“Addy,” sald he, abruptly, “1 ad-
mired your spirit and courage to-day.
I always liked you as a girl, but now—"

“Well?" for ho hesitated.

“1 would do something more, if yon
would let mo. 1 would loye you!”

I did not answer. In truth and in
fact, 1 could not.

“Dear Addy, will yon let mo sign
back tho old place to your father on our
wodding day?” he asked earnestly.

And somehow he had got hold of my
hand, and somoehow, before I knew it

| wo were engaged,

**This 15 all very ridiculous of us™
sald I, “*particularly as 1 have rosolved
nover to marry since we bad that
guarrel about my dancing with Gerald
Forguson at tho fourth of July plenic.”

“I'll promise you never to ba jealous
again,” sald Willls Avery.

Kitty was jubilant when she heard 1t

| alL

“Our troubles are at an end," said
she, “and all because you would take
that load of russet apples to town your-
self ™

"“That doesn't follow,” sald 1, sagely.

But for all my philosophy 1 did be-
lieve a little In fate, and I've always
liked russot apples sinoc.-—Chicago
News

A llamburg firm s making a fort-
uno by solling bogus Heligoland post-

age stamps to colloctors in
As goon as the Anglo-German agree-
ment concerning the island became
known there was a tremondous demand
for tho old Hel i.m1 statps, and

prices went np to forty-five and fi
cents apieen. The filem §

di Lhe

little more §
and has} Rept L
aver sinee

Gormany

onge bow
an 118 value as old .:ut.l..
it a-going day and night
It has already sold 20,000
and has more orders in sight than 1t can
flL At a recont meeting of the postage
stamp bourss in Berlln & movement w
stop the fraud woas started

ABOUT RHEUMATISM.

The Disease Usually Due ton Torpld Cons
dition of the Liver.

A poerson does not have rheumatism
unless he has committod sins against his
liver which have rendered that organ
torpid and thus unable to do its full
work in ehanging the uric acld into sol-
uble urea to be earried off by the kid-
neys,  One of the chief ways in which
siny against the liver are committed is
in eating too much nitrogenous food
materials—more often in the form of a
large amount of fresh food than any
other. When all tho eliminative organs
are overcharged with work, a sudden
cold, which chocks the activities of the
skin, very often brings on an acuto at-
taock of rhoumatism,

The diet in n ecase of ncute attack of
rheumatism should be hot water for
hroakfast, hot water for dinner and hot
water for supper for o few days, with
absoluto rest in bed. By this means
the skin, liver and kidnoys will he made
to act freely. A glassful of hot wator
every hour 18 none too often and 1t will
do much to wash out the oxcessive urle
acld in the blood.  Otherwise it will be
depositod around the joints, which is
nature’'s way of saving the life of the
patient. If it is not loft in the joints
the membranes of the brain, heart or
Jungs mny suffer from rocoiving tho de-
posit—for these are of cssentially the
snme character 08 the lining membrane
of the juints. This sometimos happons
and the patient hns moningitls or
poricarditis or plourlsy. In fact this Is
tho great danger of the disease, partic-
ularly that the valves of the hoart may
bo stiffoned and theroafter fail to per
form their functions properly. Thodiot
should be light for somo time, as & per-
son suffering from acute rhonmatism
enn not digest a large amount of lood
It could not be assimilatod and wonld
only Impose an additional burden upon
organs already overtaxed.

A person with chronie rhieumatism
should not be starved. Lo should have
plenty of nuteitlous, easlly digest-
od food, fruoits, pgrains and milk
being the best As  for treat-
ment, packs around the affected
juints at night, baths to keep the skin
netive, and manipulations, particularly
masspge, aro all good. —Extract F'rom o
Loeoture by J. H. Kellogg, M. D, of
Battle Creck Sanltarium,

THE LACE DRESS.

It FPossesses Advantages to Be Found in
No Other Costumes.

A woman who selects o lneo dress now,
orat any time, tododouble or briple duty,
is mulking a wise choice.  Fino and del-
icate silk laces aro now sold In most
boautiful pattams and at very roason-
nble prices. A pusso silk or satin dross
spongod with water in which black kid
gloves have been belled, prossed and
made into o tralned prineesse slip orn
shoath skirt and bodics, and draped with
somo of tho rieh silk Inces will look as
tf it had passed through a magician's
mill and been turned out new. A black
Inco toilot and one of white lace, with a
stylishly made black silk gown, will
carry o lady who “goes out but a little
during the season” through the entire
period of gayety, if the ownoer of theso
simple threo gowns s deftand ingenfous
in the way of accossorles, by the use of
varled bodices, laces, riblons, nnd
flowers, with always frosh gloves and
slippers. Sho  must  lkewise take
the best oare of her Llack lace gown,
and not put it on and “whip it
ont" on the promenade in wind and
dampness, as hundreds of women do
dadly. It will take only a fow weeks of
tho gonstant donning of oven tho most
elegant velvet dress to give it a worn
and even shabhby appearance—a dress
which, with care, would last for yoara
But o dowdy or shiabby-looking woman,
in theso latter days of cheap and really
beautiful fabries and telmmings, 18 an
absolute disgrace. There is positively
no excuso for a dowdy woman who hins
any pocket-book at all,unless parchanco
for the vory unfortunate ones who are
born dowdles, who ean no more be bon-
efited by the pretty trifles In the shops
and the “"helps and hints” from various
guarters than the Kthioplan or the pol
ka-dotted leopard change In their ap-
pearance the order of nature.

Irish poplin is a fabrie—a most excol-
lent and really beautiful ono—which
for durability will outlast two silk
gowns. Somo of the dyes aro superh
in tint, and the fabric lends itself well
to the embellishmont of the handsome
silk ur head passementerios now so fush-
fonable. ('Iahraun‘l‘imua.

One of the Most Carlous Phases of lRussinn
Prison Life.

A ourions phase of prison life is ex-
hibited by a**Medioal Correspondent™ of
a Moscow paper. 1t often bhappens that
a respectable man is confined in prison
for a few days for some slight offense.
At times ovon an older of a small com-
munity must submit to such a penalty
for what the Russian law calls a neglect
of duty, Such a person is retained in a
large room togoethor with a Yeg of obylur-
ate criminals, who are either waiting
for trinl or sentenced to b put at hard
labor in a fortress.  When the rospecta-
ble prisonor comes among them they be-
gin to press him for “a treat of good-fel-
lowship.” He must send for a bottle of
brandy. If he is not as liberal as they
want him to be thoy harrass and tor-
ment him.  Should he make a threat to
complain before the authorities of thelr
conduct they mmediately tecide
upen performing on him “op-
oratlon of cupping,” as they eall
it. The poor fellow is then
stripped naked, stretehed upon a benoh
and held fast.  His mouth is stuffed
with a rag so that his gries can not be
heard outside. A spot en his breast is
then made wet, and one of his torment-

tha

| ors rubs it with his unshaven ehin until
the |

the skin becomes red
BT One s

Hereupon anoths
|1~'1~ Spot n;\h his fiat hand
his o .\.'.,- A istor im-
mediate 5‘. appears on tho wounded place.
This is what they call setting a eup
Six oreight such “cups” are somotimes
sos on the breast, the sides and the back
of the sufferer, so that he i{s unable to
lie down for several daya  In some in.
stances more serlous injurles are caysad
by the blows ke receives

iv\-"‘. bl

ST GILES' ARM BONE

The Cuarlous Viclssitudes of & Famous Res
ligious IRelie.

While one of the workmen engaged in
the construction of the ladies’ vostry on
tho east sido of the north transept of St
Giley' Cathedral, Edinburgh, wns ome«
ployed in tho work of demolishing part
of tho roof of an existing apartment, ho
found a human bone lying on the top of
the lath and plastor coiling. No othor
vestign of human remains wore soeen on
or near the spot, and the elrcumstance
was viowed with a considerable amount
of curlosity by the workmen. Closer ex-
amination showed that the find was the
upper right arm-bono of an adult. It was
handed over to the managers of tho
ehurch, in whose custody it is now. It
Is conjoctured that it may be the arm-
bone of 51, Glles, which was gifted to
the church by a plous Roman Catholic
many centuries ago, and which went
wissing aftor the reformation.
Dr. Cameron Leos, in his book on St
Glles, says that an arm-bone of the
patron saint was long the cherished pos-
soesslon of the Churel of Bdinburgh. In
anothor portion of his book Dr. Lees ox-
plains that William Preaton of Gortoun,
afterward ohanged to Cralgmillar, in
the parish of Liborton, appears to have
gono to Irance, and with the aid of
King Charles VIL and others, to havo
obtained o precious relic—the arm-hone
of St Giles. Returning to Seotland,-
he soon afterward died, bequeathing
tho rolic to the Church of Edin-
burgh, and was buried in tho Lady
chapol of 8t. Giles. The gift of Preston
was received with all honors by the
eity. It was inclosed in a riehly chased
shirine of gold, and a dismond ring was
placed uponone of its bony fingers,andin
the subsequent history of tho church
wo hear muoa of this, its most precious
possession. In gratitude for the Lboguest
of Preston, the town council obliged
thomselves to his son  to DLuild that
nislo to his memory which still bears
his name, and on which his arms are still
yo& 1 1o bo seen e ngla\(‘nl The deed of olili-
g1 ni-m narrates that tho council undor-
took to appoint a chaplain to sing for
the donor.  When the reformation eama
the destruetion of images and ornaments
portaining to the RomanCatholic worship
made the town council alarmed for the
safoty of tho many valuable articlés in
St. Giles', and they distributed them for
safe keoping among trusted inhabitants
of the town. After the establishment
of the reformed religion the authorities
ordained all the Investments and “uther
kirk grayth" to Dbe sold for the purpose
of defraying the cost of certain altora-
tions in the ehureh, and the custodians
of the treasures woro culled upon to ron.
der them up to scuneil, Among tho
valuables given was *“'alittle ring and
diamond that was in the arm-bone of tho
saint. 14 is recorded that “the dismond
stone which was cn the flugor of Bt
Giles' arm was sold to Michael Gilbert
for O pounds 6 shillings 8 pence.”  Dr,
Loos statesd that In the account of tho
final salo thero was no mention of the
preclous relle of the church, the arm-
bono of the saint. Tho case that con-
tained it was sold with the other prop-
erty, but what beeamo of the relic itself
there was no moans of ascortaining, —
Beotsman,

AN INSULTED GUEST.

FPrince Bismarck Could Be a Very Small
Potato on Ocenslon.

Tho following story of Bismarck is
told ina recont number of the London
Speaker:  “A German gentlemsn of
famous name, of ample fortune, member
of Parlinment, connected with the bost
poople of Lis country by soclal as well
a8 family ties, conspicuous by reason of
his philanthropy, hospitality nnd charm
of Lis family gatherings, lived not many
miles from Berlin when the Kingdom of
Prusiin became the Empire of Gormany,
No man at this time was more weltome
ut the palace of the Chancellor as well
as that of his soverelgn than this Mr.
X. In those days Bismarck stood for
national greatness as representod by
the defont of France and the unification
of Germany, and in his task no stancher
ally of the Government could be wished
than the Liberal party, of which Mr.
X. was an honored leader. Little by
little, however, men like Mr, X. began
to feel that Germany ovon without a
Bismarck was bettor than Germany with-
out constitutional libarty; for they found
that Blsmarck looked upon such as dif
fered from him not mercly as encmics
of their countey but of himself as well
Mr. X. had chosen to vote against a
Governmont measuro intendod to raiso
the dury on corn. Bismarck remonstrat-
od with him on the subject, and by vari-
ous moeans sought to win his support,
but without success, Me X. recognized
perfectly that his courss made social
intercourse with his Jate friend prol-
lematioal, and was therefore somewhat
surpelsed to receivaaninvitation to dine
at the palace of the Prime Minister
shortly after these unsuccessful ap
proaches. The guests assemblod, and
the Prince moved from one to the other,
grooting each with a cheery, blufl
heartiness, until he reached Mr X,
whom he purposely left until the very
last. Here he paused deliberatoly,
looked at his late ally from head to foot,
thon turnod on his heel, and without
saying one word walked into the dining-
room. His guest, who had boen accus-
tomed only to the best society, was al
first 50 taken aback that he searcoly re-
alized that an insult could have boen in-
tended. The truth, however, gradually
dawned upon him: ho mechanically
moved toward the door of the hall,
picked up his hat, and the
throshold of that houso the laut
time."

crossod
for

—A prisoner in the Webster County,
Towa, jail a few days ago received acopy
of *The Krentzer Sonata” The sherif? |
felt obliged to read the hook through in
order to judge of the propriety of loav-
Ing it with the prisoner. The oflcial i
was rowarded for his watohfulness by
discovering two !rh'trp atoe] saws s F
eroted betwoen leaves which had been
pastied This olleasive [foa-
ture was prompily expurgated, Lut it s
got known whether the prisoper ree
ceived the volume as amended

togetl

—A box uf Italian rat%'+*= has been re
eeived in Palatka, Fla. The an!mni!
e rcn.l for the length ol tholr ears,
some of them memuring !liiu!uu inches
from hp W Up

RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATICINAL.

—The issues of the Bible House in
Septembor wore 77,008 volumes; issues
sincoe April 1, 471,058 volumes,

—8leep I8 Death’s younger hrother,
and so like him, that I never dare (rust
him without my prayers.—Sir 1. Brown.

—The Woman's Foreign Missionary
Boclety of the Mothodist Eplacopal
Church, Bouth, organized less than
twelve years g0, has sinee thone ollect-
od and disbursed $500,000, and now holds
property in the different fiolds of its op-
erastions valued at 150,200,

—Mnukind! 1t is a great thing whon
they aim to be divine, out it is a sad
sight whon they are satisfiud with being
men only; that Is tosay, in being all
that is boyond expression—npoor, wretch-
od, intriguing and false-——which is most
painful to %ok at. Yot unfortunately
80 common.— Landriot.

—By the will of Robert Marshall, the
Bontd of Home Missions of the Preshy-
terian Church in America, the Doard of
Forolgn Missions, the Preshyterian
Board for the Relief of Disabled Minis-
ters and the Widows and Orphans of Do-
censed Ministers, and tho Presbyterian
Hospital will receive 85,000 onch.

—The University of Helsingfors, Finn-
land, recently celebrated its two hun-
dred and fiftloth anniversary. It was
priginally established in Abo, and when
that eity was entirely destroyed by fira
in 1827, the school was removad to Hols-
ingfors, undoer the name of *‘Emparor
Aloxandor University.'' The original
university was opened in July, 1640, by
the Swodish Governor of Finnland.

—Tho faculty of Yalo has beon In-
areased by an importation from Ilinols.
Edward B. Clapp, formerly professor of
Gireek in Illinols College, has assumed
the assistant professorship of Grook in
Yale. Prol. Clapp was gradusted in
1875, taking the valedlctory, and fm
some years aftorward studled In the dif-
feront departments of the university.
He was granted the degree of PLLD. in
1886,

—Rockford Seminary, whoso eollogi
ato rank is recognized by all familiar
with its ourriculum, opened this fall uns
der most favordble conditions.  The
school is full to overflowing and the new
puplls have ontored higher than ever
befors, a most encournging condition,
The Adams fund which already amounts
to £20,000 will alford the means to Hber
ally incroaso the equipmont for teachs
ing sclence,

Epworth (lowa) seminary roports
tho erection of a bandsome 51,200 home
for P'res. Lowis, on the eampus, and &
proposed 21,500 “Taylor home,'' tw be
used as o dormitory and Loarding hall
for atudents preparving for missionary
work, who shiall hiave use of it rent free.
Tho school will arcange o ecoursoe of
study looking to this special work, The
rostor shows 150 students In attendanco,
aud n growing enthusiasm and spprecia.
tion for his fine Institition.

—There is no such thing as a univers-
al “dignity of labor." No man s above
doing any kind of work, and should aim
at rondering thoe lirhest sorvices, Our
Lord took the servant's place, and, gird-
od with a towel, washod His diseiples’
feot. DBut ho was tho Lord still.  When
one ean bring a manhood and power
capable of the very highest tasks into
the performanes of the lowest, ho can
dignify the lowest. The “dignity ot
labor" i3 in the man, not in the labior,—
Tho Watehman

wIT AND WISDOM.

—Some men grow wise by learning
what they don't know, and somo by for-
getting what they do know.

It Is remarkable how easy itis to
restrain your wrath, when the other fel-
low 18 evor so much bigger than you,
Toxas Siftings,

In the pursuit of knowledgo man
never gets on the right teack until he
finds out that he doosn't know enough to
brag about it.—Ram's Horn

—Ethel—There I8 Jack sitting on the
othor side of the boat. Doesn't he look
tired? Maud—Yes. Have you Deon
talking to him to-day?—EFigaro.

Teach your boys how to earn money,
and, to make tho reform in tho next
generation complote, teach your girls
Lhiow not to spond it.—Atehison Globe,

“John, run quick and send the
alarm, tho house is on fire"

“Not so [ast, my doar, not so fast.
We have plonty of fire Insurance, bus
none against muddy shoes and water, "=
Harper's Bazar.

—It often happons that thoso are the
best poople whoso charasters have boen
the most injured by slandorers, as wo
usually find that to be tho sweotest
fruit which the birds have beon packing
at. |’ﬂ;'—<-,

A New Kind of Celebration, —In Chis
cago.—*“There seems to bo something
unusunal going on this evening in the
house neross the way." “Yes: Miss
Lakolront is colebrating the fiftleth an-
niversary of her divoree."'—Judge,

One Matron—No: I do not allow my
husband to address me by my Christian
name.  Another Matron—I shouldn’t
mind that at all. It Is the unchristian
names ho broaks out with every onee in
a while that lobject to.—Indianapolis
Journal.

Reasonable—"*You bogging still? 1
thought you bad some money left you,
so that you could live very comforta-
Bly."™ “So 1 did, but you would not want
me on that account to fool away my
time doing nothing, would you? —Flie-
goende Blattor,

My experienca of lifo makes me
sure of one truth, which 1 do not try to
oxpliain; that tho sweetest happiness we
over know, the very wine of huwan life,
comes not from love, but from sacrifloe
—{from the coffort to make others happy.
This is as true to me as that my flesh
will burn if T touch red-hot metal.—
John Boyle O'Reilly.

-Young man, you must take more
pains with your writing.” Tha youth
loaked and replied: “'Tafn't my
fault; it's the pen.” “Then got
pen,” replied the teacher
*“That won't do any good,” the boy made
answer, “‘for the electricity in the strect
ears throws all the tomper out of the
pen.” ‘It would be a good thing if 14
had & similar effect on the children,”
[ sald tho tescher esallo wvosa --Albany
Journal,

Bp
A Dew
sharply.

OUR YOUNG READERS.

ISN'T HE QUEER?

Ma dooan't Hke study, It *werkéns i oyoes,"

Bt the “right sort” of book will Insure &
Burprise

Lot it be nbout Indlans, pirates or bears,

And he's lost for the day to all lnllml e
wllnirs;

Dy sunll;,lnl. or gaslight his vislon s eleur,

Now, isn't thut quoeor?

Ab thought of an errand, he's “tred ns n
liound,"

Yery weary
around,

Dut If there's a bund or o elrous In sight,

Ho will follow 1t gludly from morning till
night

The showman will eapture him some day, I
faur,

For he ls so gqueor.

of 1o, and of "truwpiong

I thore's work in the garden, lis
“uohos to splis'”
And his baok [s 80 lnme thut e “oan't dig n
b
But mention base ball, and he's cured very
ROoOn
And bhe'll dig for a woodohuck the whole
afternoon
Do you think ho “plays 'possum ' Hesooms
quite sincere;
Dut—={an't ho queer?
-W. . B,

hond

in 8t. Nicholina,
VEMBA BROWN.

How Qe Little Mite of & Girl Gota Onesr

Nivune,

Vemba was o new name in the Brown
fumily; and, very properly, it was given
to. o brand-new girl, the sweetost, prot-
tiest mite of a girl, in factk that ever
had been given to the Brown lhiouse-
held, 'To be sure, six years before they
had welecomed a Morris Brown nearly ns
small and sweet and pretty, and, later
on, n Harris Brown, who began life as o
baby of the very first quality; but thoy,
both, were boys. And hore wus o girll
She was so now  that she did not know
Morris and lHarris were in the house,
Think of that! And il she had noticed
thom, she would not have had the
alightost  idea who they were.
Dear me!  How  very woll  ace
quaintod  the three  beeame after
awhile! DBut at frdt, when the little
girl was only o fow weeks old, sho was
slill quite n stranger to the boys ani
Lhad no other nome than Miss Brown:
yet sho had the air of owning not only
Mr, and Mes, Brown, but all the family,
and the very house they lived in. Why,
the King of the Cannibal Islands him-
self could not haye wade hor chango
countenance unless sho chose to do so,

Wall, there they wero-—Morrls Brown,
aged six yonrs, larris Brown, aged
throe, und Miss Drown of hardly any
ago ot wll.  These were the Brown chil-
dren.

YA honny litile lady,” sald Uncle
Tom, who had come all the way from
Philadelphia to talee 4 look at tho baby.
Ab this point of time, as ho gazed ot
her through his spectacles, all the fam-
ily erowded around; tho boys, proud and
hiappy, stowl on either side of him w
hear what his oplnion might be,

“A bonny little lady," repented Uncle
Tom; “and now, Stephanias, what are
you going to eall hoe?"

Hlo turned so suddenly upon Mrs
Brown, In hiy brisk way, that it made
her start

“Dear

mel I--I—don’t know,"” sho
angwoerad.  “Somo novel, pretly name,
of course; something fanciful; but wo
haven't settlod upon one yot"

“Why not call her Stephania, after
you and me?" asked Grandmamma,
brightly.

“Oh, dear, no" sighed Mra Drown;
“I'd like something not so horel——, 1
moean something more fanciful thgn
that!™

“Well, T doclaes!” exelnimod Grand-
mammy, and shoe closod her lips ng if
regolvad nover to sy another word
about it

“Wo have thoueht of Marjorls,” re-
marked Me. Brown, with a funny twinkle
in his cyos, “and, alem! two or thren
othors—Mabel, for instance, and Ida,
and Ireno, and Clara, and Jean, and
Olivia, snd Francesea, Florence, too,
and Lily, and Alice, and Elinor, and
Anita, and Jessio, and Dorg, and Isabel,
and Bertha, and Louise, and Candoaco,
and Alma; but Stephania condemns
overy one of them as too plain or teo
hackneyed. Tho fact is; all the protty
namos aro used up”

Just then the wind howled dismally;
sore and yollow leaves whirled past tho
windows,

“Godness, what woeather!™
Grandmamwa.  “Dleak
vembor—isn't it?"

“Here's sunshine, though,” murmured
Mrs. Brown, cheorily. “You'ro a ‘ittlo
pessus bit of booful sunshine, so you is,
aven if you i a poor "Ltty ' Vember baby!™
and she fell to kissing Miss Brown in
the most rapturous manner,

“Ha! theroe it is!™ cried Uncle Tom.
“Yemba's her name.  Her mother has
sald it. Lot us call her Vemba!”

Every one laughed, but Unclo Tom
was in earnest; besides, he had to take
the afternoon train back to Philadol-
phia—and you know how they always
rush matters through in l'hi}-uh»lphin

“IUs a good name, and new," he said,
nodding his head in & rumry way that
somebow took In Mre. HBrown, Mrs
Brown, Grandma Brown, Morris Brown,
Hurrls Brown and Miss Brown. *“It'sa
good namo. Think it over. I must bo
oft!™

‘“Vemba, from November?” ocoried
Grandma. “What a bleak name! Do
you want tho poor child to bo a shadow
on the house?" and the dearold lady
flourishied hor knitting as she spoko.

Whelher it was the gleam of thie long
needlos or Unele Tom's frantic but slow
way of putting on hils cont—or whether
Miss Brown, catching Grandma Brown's
words, had suddenly resolved to show
them that she hadn't the slightest in-
tention in tho world of being a shadow
on the houso, I do not know. Dut cer-
tain it 1s she smiled-—smiled the bright-
ost, sunniest littlo smile you can im-
agine.

All the family wore delighted. The
boys shouted, papa laughed, mamma
laughed, Uncle Tom laughed and grand-
ma exclaimod: “Well, 1 noverl’

“She's answered you, grandma,™ cried
Unele Tom, bending down with only one
sleove of his overcoat on—and notually
kisaing the baby—'she has snswered
you. lla. ha! }\'u}c'.e_-,ds about Aer; you
a0 a'.m-. a sunshine.g “'ell good-
hye. littl le Vembaj [wi‘ ro all.” and |
be was out of the room and on big way

oxclaimed
oven for No-

to tho train before the baby had tlmo
fo blink.

Well, to make o long slory shiorl, tho
more they thought about thenew name,
the bottor thoy likod It Besides; Mor-
ris and Harrls, who adored Uncle Tom,
would hear of no other, Papn declared
It was not “half bad,” and even manmyma
admitted that at least it was not oom-
monpluce. Moantime, the baby fell
into a pleasant sleop

Whoen shie aweke Lier name was Vemba
Brown.

That was four yoars ngo this Novems
ber, and now evory ono says that of all
the swoot, sunny, bright lvtle girls in
New York, Vemba Urown is the sun-
niost, brightest and swoetest, She s
now thoroughly soquaintoed with Morris
and Harris; and o8 for Unele Tom—waell,
you should bave spen her hug and kiss
him the other day when that gentleman
told the weo maiden thut bleak Novems
ber would soon Lo here, and gave her a
beautiful now full walking-sult and a
saft white muff to keop her little hands
warmi—>58t. Nicholas,

HER OWN THANKSGIVING.

How & Little lul|l Socured One All te
Horsolf,

Such a funny littlo roly-poly Polly as
sho was, with her hig-china-blue oyes
that were foreyer secing somothing to
wondor about, and her round red choeis
that always grow vedder whon any
body spoke to her, snd her orinkly
flaxen bale that never would stay in
place.  Such o queer lHttle dumpling of
u Polly!

All the same, she llked nlee things to
ont 08 woll a8 any ono could, nnd when,
onoe upor & tme, somebody gaye her
the monsles just in season for Thanks-
glving Day, she felt dreadfully aboutit,
and eried as hard us sho knew how bo-
onuse she couldn’t have any turkey, nor
pudding, nor minoe-pie for dinnor—
nothing at ull but oatmeal groel.

But orying aidn’t help the measlos
mite, as of course Polly Know 14

orying if she wanted to, and she dida't
want to,

“'Most any body'd cried, 1 wouldn't
wondur," sho said, n day or two after,
whon tho mensles had hegun to go nway
agnin, “not o have a mite of any
Thanksgiving for dinner—not any ple,
not any cranb'ry sauce, not any—oh
de-ar!™

“Waoll, woll!” spld  Polly's mother,
Inughing, “1I guess wo'll hava to hasve
anothor Thanksgiving Day right of."

“0Oh, can wo?" erlod Polly, brlghiten-
Ing up.

“Not without the Governor says so,"
answored hor father, with a twinkle
“Thoe Governor mules Thanksgiving
Days, Polyanthus.™

“Whaere doos ho live?" asked Polly,
with an earnostnoess thut was funny.

Every body laughed. “Atthe eapital,”
safd Polly's Unelo Ben Davis.  *'Do you
lkknow whore that 159"

*I gruesi—I do,” said Polly, and she
askod no mote queglions,

But what do you guess this funmy
Polly did? By and by, when she felt
guito like herselfl agaln, she horrowod
penci] and papor, and shubhersell up in
her own room, and wrote & lotter that
looked very much like this:

DelRE MIsTER Guvsen winh y0u PLeAse
MAKE AnoTHrIE ThanksaiviNg DAy be-
CAWS ThaD THE MEESLES ThE LAst OnE,

POLLY PINKILAM.

Then she folded the lotter, and put it
in an envelopo, with ono of her chromo
gards, and sealed 14, and took two conts
out of her bank for the postage, and ran
awny to tho post-oflice as fast ss she
coulderun,

Mr. Willey kept the post-ofiioe, and
it Mr. Willoy himself hud been behind
the glass boxos that day. Idon't beliove
Polly's lettor ever would have gone onb
of Tinkerville, But Mr. Willey's nleco
wad thore.  Bhe read the addross on the
envolope PPolly handed in, and her eyes
daneed, 1t lookod so funny:

MISTER GUuvNER, AT TIIE CAPITLE,

Ono or two questions brought out the
whole story.

“I'o Governor shall have your lotior,
PPolly," roguish Miss Molly said, with a
laugh, as sho stamped it and wroto tho
postmark plain as plain could be.

And so he did.  For, not quite a woek
later, n lottor came in the mail to Polly
—a great, white lotter with a pleture in
ono corner that made Polly's fathor
open his oyos.

“Why, It's tho State's arms," said be,
“What undoer the sun—"

Jut 1 think he suspoctod

Oh, how red Polly's chiooks were, and
how her small fingers trombled when
she toro open hor letter! It was print
od. 8o that sho could read It herself, all
but the long words.

DEar Migs PoLLy: Yoor lottor reeelved
1 am very sorry il you were so [l a8 not to
Lo able to eat any Thanksglving dinner, 1t
ws quite too bad. T herehy appoink s spos
cinl Thanksgiving Day for you—next Thirs -
dny, Docember S—which I trast sny bo kept
with due form,  Your friend pnd woell-wish-
er, ANDUEW DoLpuns,

“Oh!" eried DPolly, hopping on one
foot. “Will you, mother? O mother!
will you? I wrote to him myself! Oh,
I'm go glad!"

“Did you evor!” eried Polly's mother.
*“Why, Polly Pinkham!" But Polly's
father slapped his kneo and laughed.

JGood for Governor Colburnl I'1l
volte for him as long as he wants a
vote. And Polly shall have a special
Thanksgiving worth tolling of—so she
shalll™

And so sho did have, the yery best she
over remembered. —A. € Steddard, in
Youth's Companion.

—1It Is not generally known that
Henry VIIL hanged no lewer than 73,-
000 robbers, thieves and vagabonds, and
that “good Queen Ioss,™ doubtless af-
focted by her royal father’s ferocious
| example, was, in the lattor part of her
reign, responsible for the slaughter of
three or four hundred criminals yeacly.
Turning to the yeur 1396, for example,
we find that in the county of Somersot
alono forty persons wern excouled, thir-
ty-five burnt in the hand, and thirty-
seven sovere ly whi ppr-r'l

—*No," sald llmgm. T don't feol in-
sulted if & man should call me a llar, I1
ho does not menn it there is eertainly
no harm done, and {f be should mean it,
why 1 feel sorry that ho has mads sucl
| & wisteks, "= Indiauapoiis Journal,

wouldn't, but she couldn’t have helped ,
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