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MICE IN THE PIANO. MARCH OF CIVILIZATION. RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL. laughin' to see what a cute place ahaOUR. YOUNG READERS.bad so far composed and encouraged
himself --as to determine upon a visit to
Nora, though whether ho should offer
himself to her or not was a point he
left to tho development of circum-
stances.

Ho found Nora at home, and more-
over, sho seemed disposed to welcome
him with nctra cordiality. In a little
while ho managed to make tho conver-
sation drift toward Bessie.

Would sho bo married when tho pro-
fessor returnee! from Europe?

"Oh, dear, no; not till she Is twenty-one.- "

"Is it not rather a meiallianeef"
Nora's eyes grew dangerously bright
"Certainly not Prof. Mark Tyler is

a wonderful chemist and geologist a
man of world-wid-e famo. It is a great
honor for Bcssio to.be loved by such a
great soul."

"Will you be glad when sho mar-
ries?"

"Very."
"Yet you will lose your friend?"
"By no means. Sho will remain t

home, and the professor and I are vey
old friends; he knew me when I was a
littlo girl."

"Indeed! Perhaps you may marry be-

fore Miss Bell."
"I may do so. I have no specific

against doing such a thing eventually;
but I am quite sure I shall not do 60
Immediately." .

"Why not?"
"Because I cannot afford it I tm

just ono of those women who would bo
likely to make a memllianee in money
mattert and I repeat, I cannot afford it
just yet I havo at present another ex-

travagance before me, a great deal
nicer than a husband."

"I should like to know what it is."
"A long European tour, with, per-

haps, a peep at the Pyramids and a
ramble about old Jerusalem. "

"Ohl dear!" said Julius, in a ton.i
half serious and half mocking. "1
should havo no chance, I suppose,
against such a temptation?"

"None at all," she said, positively;
and though sho kept up the bantering
tone, it was quite evident to Julius that
if he asked her in sober earnest sho
would answer just tho samo with a
slightly different accent

But Nora, with a woman's ready
tact turned the conversation, and
gradually led it into a very unusual and
practical channel the nobility and the

A YOUNQ MAN SAVED.

Wha1 Started Julius May on a
Successful Career.

Julius May was a lawyer that is, he
was going to bo one if spending more
or less hours every clay in Reed & Tap-pen- 's

offices could produce the
result At first the pros-

pect had been pleasant enough to him,
but a course of winter amusements in
New York must have some effect upon
a young man, and the effect in Mr.
May's case had not been, in a legal
sense, satisfactory.

Music and the drama, libraries
bound in Russia, instead of calf; fine
ladies and fancy balls, London tailors
and Fifth avenuo boarding-house-s

these, and many other splendid things,
had become very agieeablo to the

exquisite. But his little
fortune was rapidly disappearing, and
his little salary was so extremely small
that it was scarcely worth counting as
a means toward these desired results.

What must ho do? lie had asked
himself this question almost every
hour lately, and had never got but one
answer "Marry!"

After a careful and honest review, he
was compelled to admit that among all
the rich and Bplendid girls whom he
had habitually spoken of as crazy
about him, only two were likely to be
crazy enough to entertain the thought
of marrying him pretty little Bessie
Bell and the exceedingly clever Nora
8t Clair.

Bessie was the only child of a rich
widow, who lived in excellent stylo,
and who was perfect mistress of her in-

come. She was a sweet, dainty little
blonde, always irreproachably stylish
in dress, always ready to dimple into
smiles, and never at a loss for just the
most agreeable thing to say.

Nora was a close friend of Bessie's,
but in all respects a contrast She was
no tenderly nurtured heiress, but a
poor, brave girl, who had by the force
of intellect study and hard work
gained an enviable position in the
literary world. Her Income from her
writings was very handsome; sho
visited in the most aristocratic circles;
she was charming in person and man-
ners, and dressed like the rest of tho
fashionable world. But then Julius
felt that in every sense sho would not
only bo the "better half," but probably
the four-fourt- of the house; and that
his personality would sink simply into

Dr. Cross, of thfl Free Church ol
Scotland Missions on Luke Nyassa,
Africa, has upon the roll of his school
the names of 800 children rescued from
slavery.

The English Bnntist Congo Mission
last year had twenty-eigh- t missionaries,
and for outfits, (transits, buildings,
taxes, boat expenses and salaries, the
expenditure was 573,000.

--Bishop Doanc, of Albany, who hat
been traveling in England, has been
given the degrees of LL.D. and D.D. by
the universities of Cambridge and Ox-

ford. Harper's Weekly.
There is some talk of providing Ox

ford with a complete medical faculty,
so that students will find satisfactory
theoretical education without going to
London. There is, however, marked
opposition by many influential persons
to that project. Revuo Scientifiqiie.

--Tho Presbyterians of tho north, in
tho United States, raised last year, for
foreign missions, $942,090.64. Tho
Presbyterians of the south raised $112,- -

751.49. The Presbyterian churches of
the country have, therefore, reached
over the "million line" in the work of
foreign missions. Presbyterian Ob-

server.
The well-know- n Florence Night

mission, of New York city, has its
counterpart in San Jose, Cal., estab
lished by the same man who has done
so much for the degraded here. For
two years Mr. Crittcnton has been at
work in Son Jose, and great success
has attended his efforts. Over four
hundred conversions have been made
in this mission and its nightly meetings
are overflowing.

-- The New York Tresbytcry reports
statistics for the year ending April 1,

1891, as follows: Elders, 614; deacons,
200; added on examination, 1,401; on
certificate, 1,019; total of communi-
cants, 24,077; baptisms, adults, 219; In-

fants, 1,223; Sabbath-schoo- l member-
ship, 28,145; contributions, home mis-

sions, $129,152; foreign missions, $70,-85- 0;

education, $8,93(1; Sabbath-schoo- l

work, $19,912; church erection, $10,526;

relief fund, $11,284; frcedmen, $0,219.
A marrying craze has spread among

the school teachers of Detroit Accord
ing to tho Sun, 200 of them about half
tho entire staff aro to be wedded dur
ing tho summer. Tho Sun adds that
tho authorities anticipate trouble in
filling all the vacancies, and therefore
an effort will be made to induce some
of the retiring schoolma'ams to remain
for a while after their marriage. In
Boston, when a woman teacher mar-

ries, no matter how competent she may
be, the school committee dispenses with
her services.

-- Rev. Mark Guy Pearce, of London,
tells of one of his deaconesses who went
to a mother of a child of the slums and
offered to take her for a walk in the
park. The little one had never seen a
tree even. When she saw the fountain
in the park Bhe asked: "Is this the sea?"
"No; that is not the sea." "Is the sea
larger than that?" "Yes." "Could I
walk round it?" "No." "Thenitmust
be as large as our squnrc." And, as
she brought the little one back, a man
who lived in the top story of tho same
house said to her: "I am an atheist by
right, you know, but I can not help say
ing to you, 'God bless you.' "

WIT AND WISDOM.

We may give advice, but we can not
give conduct Franklin.

About the easiest thing that people
Can do is to make themselves disagree
able. Ram's Horn.

The older a man grows the wiser
he usually becomes, unless he happens
to marry a young wife. N. Y. Re-

corder.
To judge human character rightly,

a man may sometimes have very small
experience provided he has a very large
heart Bui wer Ltytton.

Men will rush to raise the car win
dow for a lady, but when asked to hold
her baby tho rush dwindles to a very
faint rustle. N. Y. Journal.

The new kind of tableware 1r called
The Record." The new servant girl

will probably break it at the first op-

portunity. Yonkcrs Statesman.
In these days cupid dresses in neg

lige attire and swings in a hammock.
He looks like an idler, but he is as busy
as a humming-bir- d in a rose-garde-

Baltimore Herald.
Son of House "You're not danc

ing, Mr. Lambert Don'tyou wish to?"
Mr. Lambert (who is not so slim as he
used to be) "Certainly if you can
find me a concave partner."

It is so perplexing to be told that
a married man has been released
from his sufferings at last you can
not tell whether it is the man himself
who has died, or his wife. Fremden
blatt

She I notice that you are always
glancing at the clock. He Good gra-
cious! You don't suspect for a moment
that I am weary of your company? Sho

No, but I suspect you have pawned
your watch. Humorist

Is there any greater trial in life
than to be compelled to associate with
people who can see no point in your
jokes, and who gave you a look of
vague and imbecile disappointment
when you have told your latest and
best? Louisville Western Recorder.

A Budding Genius. "He's not
bright boy at books," remarked the
teacher to the lad's mother, "but in one
respect he has a talent without equal
among all my scholars. "And that is?'
asked the expectant parent "His re
markable capacity for doing nothing."

Philadelphia Times.
Ignorance is not an entity to fight

against but a want to be supplied,
vacuum to be filled Let us hasten to
supply it in whatever way our means
permit To diffuse knowledge is better
than to attack error, and one truth dis-

seminated is more effective than a hun
dred blows at false conclusions.

Five o'clock in the morning. Tho
end of a charity ball A betfgar standi
on the stent aaklnfalma. A lady, en'
teloped ia a white ittla mantle, come
cut aad wakes hastily for her earriaje.
Tleaie to iMlit ft Poor ereaturei I'M

BothiBf to eat" "IrepoislbU! I've
been dancing lor you the whole nlgW

had found for her nest Tho stump was
hollow on ono side at tho bottom, pro
jeetin' out above, like a little piazza, so
she had a nice shelter from the sun and
rain. I had on a blue calico apron. I
tore a piece off across the bottom, and
tied it on to a bush, for I was afraid I
couldn't find tho nest again, and I knew
I had rot to look out for tho little tnr--

eys. I calculated she'd been scttin'
bout a week. After that I used to

walk up that way quite often. Some
times I would take my knittin' and alt
down under a ' great maple-tre- e, there
was near by the place where the nest
was. It was the last of May and every
thing was lookin' so fresh and green.
The bluo violets were all in blossom
akmg the side of the brook, and the'
elderllowcr and raspberry bushes just
comin' into bloom.

"The old turkey didn't seem to mind
mej she would set there lookin' round,
as if she was enjoyin' tho pretty spring
weather as well as I. '

"Well, I laid more plans what I
should do with my turkey money thau
you hev about your chickens. I thought

should save one for 1 hanksgivin' and
sell the rest; sometimes I decided I
would get me a set of d

dishes, like Mis' Hanson's she was one
of our neighbors they was forehanded
folks, and Mrs. Hanson had nice things;
then agin I would think I would buy a
green bombazine gown and a leghorn
bonnet, but I about settled on the dishes,
and planned just what I should hev for
supper, after I got 'em, and had Mrs.
Hanson and the minister s folks, and
Deacon Twombly and his wife come to
spend the afternoon.

"One mornin' I took a basket and
started for the pasture, thlnkin' I would
pick some Cowslips for a mess of greens,
and see how the old turkey was. I cal-

culated it was about time for her to
hatch.

"When I camo in sight of the stump
could see something white lyin' ronhd

on the grass, and thought she had
hatched, but when I got to the stump a
heap of white feathers and a lot of egg.
shells was all.there was left of my old
white turkey and her eggs."

"O! grandma, wasn t it too bad?
What did you think killed the poor tur
key?"

"Your grandpa said it was a fox-j- ust

sat down there and cried, it was
such a disappointment, when I had been
plannin' so on those turkeys, but it was
a good lesson to me, for after that wlrfin

hev been plannin ahead and lookin
forrard to things I've thought of my old
white turkey, and remembered thtit
things are very uncertain, and I advise
you, Emily, not to calculate too much
on that red dress. You may be disap-
pointed about it as I was about my
blue-llower- dishes." I'ortland "Iran--

script.

FLOSSY IN THE COUNTRY.

How a Little City Ulrl Enjoyed a nu
iner on a Farm.

Flossy put on her big shade hat,
tucked an old atlas under her arm, and
went skipping out behind the summer-hous- e

where sho kept school with half
a dozen sunflowers for pupils.

Now, darlings, she said, demurely,
seating herself on an old footstool she
had lugged from the garret, and open-

ing her books with a business-lik- e air,
'hold up your boo-tu- l yellow heads

and say your goggerly nice, and maybe
I'll give you a nice sprinkling."

"Now, Ethel Rose, tell mo how bltf
around is this world or
on which we live composed of?'' asked
Flossy, pretending to read, but repeat
ing fragmentary bits of tho lessons
which brother Ben studied aloud even-

ings at home.
This was Flossy's first visit to the

country, and she enjoyed the freedom
of a largo yard, and her daily romps
with Rover in it, but when ho went to
tho fiold with tho men, sho amusod
herself with her school.

"'Es, 'ats yight" said Flossy, com
placently, as a sportive breeze danced
around tho summer-house- , making the
sunflowers nod their heads briskly.

!'Next," said Flossy, turning a leaf.
"Daisy Browneve, how many wivers
docs it take to make a gulferbay?"

As to what a gulf or bay was, Flossy
hadn't the slightest notion.

Just here the recitation in geography
was interrupted by loud aud energetio

Cluck, cluck, clucks," accompanied by
a chorus of gleeful "Peep, peep, peeps. "

"School's 'smisscd said Flossy, slap
ping her book shut and looking expect-
antly towards the currant bushes from
whence the sounds came. Presently
there appeared a large, motherly brah- -
ma with feathers considerably rumpled,
who, upon seeing tho little school-ma'a-

stopped suddenly on one foot
and gave a warning "chir-r-r-r,- " peering
meanwhilo at Flossy with first one
bright eye then the other.

"O mamma, . auntie, come quick!
There's a lot of yellow pompons out in
the yard; they have got legs, and are
running after an old hen."

"Bless the child! Have you never seen
chickens before?" laughed auntie, get
ting a piece of bread and following her
excited little niece out "of doors.

"Will they be big hens some time,
auntie?" asked Flossy, watching them
tumble over each other In their eager-

ness for the crumbs. Occasionally old
biddy impatiently scratched in the grass
for more, kicking her small family in
all directions when they got in under
her feet

"But auntie, they haven't got tails,"
and after a moment'a pause, "and there
isn't any place for one."

"Come again next fall and you win
find the missing tails in their proper
places in full and regular standing,"
laughed auntie as she returned to the
house and her sewing.

Sunflower school closed for a long
vacation. Almost any hour in the day
Flossy would be seen with a basin of
wet mtl and a spoon waldlng about
the yard With the eager aud expectant
ehlcki behind hr.

"It's Well ah gives them plenty of
Mrole," laid hr mother, amlllng, "o

to much feeding might result la indiges-
tion or the (out'

Before Yor bad returned to he!
eitj home, the tails had all iprouted to
fine style --Caroline Mother, la The
Advance

How CogMy Mimical Instruments May He
Greatly Damaged by Hodents.

A mouse and a piano are seemingly
of no associated interest yet they are
often given joint consideration. This
little rodent can in a few moments do a
largo amount of damage to ihe musical
instrument. He sometimes find his way
into a piano, and then woe tinto the ac
tion and the hammers. The intricate
and complicated action impedes his
progress and he gnaws through it. The
littlo sti-ap- s and felt hammers are
chewed into bits. The reason is obvi-
ous. They make soft 'and downy nests.

A piano used frequently is not so of
ten visited, but one standing in a quiet
corner of tho parlor, its use being mere
ly that of an ornament, is a retreat nev
er overlooked by mistress mouse if she
happens to pass by. No sign "For
Rent" Is needed. It is dry, quiet and
roomy, and the material for a nest is
near at hand. The first intimations of
the little rodent's presence are the nu-

merous little squeaks eminating from
the parlor. Tho entire household turns
out on a crusade, courageous Bridget
taking the lead, and the commanding
housewifo constituting the rear guard.
Every corner Is searched, furniture
moved, and things turned upside down.
No mouse. The piano is overlooked,
and in convention it is decided that the
disturbing element is under the floor
and the search is given up. Some ob-

serving member of tho household final-

ly, discovers the home of this terror of
housekeepers, and many are the ex
pressions of astonishment as to how it
reached its new home, for the piano is
apparently a tightly-close- d instrument,
front back, top and bottom. The lit-

tle beast crawls In under the pedals.
There is an opening below each to
allow room for play. Naturally, when
not pressed down by the foot, it rests
against the top of the opening, leaving
the vacant space below through which
the mouse crawls. The majority of
pianos have no covering for this open-
ing, which seems of no consequence,
while others have blocks of felt but
sharp little teeth soon remove this ob-

stacle. Not only will a mouse damage
a piano, but he is apt to get in and find
that he can not get out He dies in
there, and the result is an unpleasant
and sickening odor In the parlor. When
first noticed it is accredited to the ac-

count of sewer gas.
A gentleman in this city recently had

an unpleasant experience with a mouse.
It had found its way into the piano, and
in its ramble of investigation got under
the keys. Ono day the atmosphere of
the parlor seemed rather close and a
slightly disagreeable odor, which the
opening of windows would not dispel.
It rapidly became worse, and the fam-
ily was compelled to shut up the room.
It was finally traced as they thought to
tho piano. The front was accordingly
taken out and a close investigation
made, but nothing was visible. The
action, however, showed evidences of
having been gnawed by a mouse, and a
piano-repaire- r sent for. He took out
the key-boar- and underneath was the

g remains of the fated
mouse. It is supposed that some mem
ber of the family struck a note or two
on tho piano while the mouse was un-
der there, and it was crushed or dis-
abled, so that it could not get out
Kansas Cjjy Star.

Wheat Crisp.
Sift a quart of graham flour into a

bowl. Make a hole in the center and
stir into it gradually two-third- s of a
pint of that is, stopping
to make a bit of dough with each

of water before more is added.
After thi water is all added in this
way, mix very thoroughly, or beat with
a mallet to incorporate more flour and
air. To do this, beat into a thin sheet;
sprinkle on more flour; double over
half, and pound quickly arourfd the
edges to keep in as much air as possible.
Repeat the process, and keep up the
beating for at least three-quarter- s of
an hour. Then roll as thin as the blade
of a knife, and bake quickly in a hot
oven. Turn carefully, and brown upon
both sides. It will be found nice and
crisp and quite tender. These are very
nice for people who are either dyspep
tic or diabetic Good Health.

Sire of the Plncnshlnn.
The pincushion is no longer the piece

de resistance of the toilet table. From
behemoth size it has gradually dwln
died down to a mere dainty accessory,
sufficient indeed for all practical pur-
poses, but no longer forcing itself on
the attention. Sometimes the cushion
is pendent and hangs on the wall beside
the toilet table. In this case it Is in tho
shape of a succession of small rolling'
pins in graded sizes, made of plush and
separated by ribbons. Then there are
the floral pincushions, sunflowers, roses
or water-lilies- . Cabbages, beets and
other vegetable designs are carried out
in a realistic spirit but are hardly in as
good taste. Fanciful cushions of plush
and satin are also made in shape of
banjoes, fiddles or flutes, which may
hang on a wall or rest on a toilet ta
ble, N. Y. Tribune.

Color Combination.
A pretty novelty in color combination

is crocus yellow and pearl gray. A
fetching house-gow- n showing this com'
bination Is of gray India cashmere and
crocus-yello- w crepon. The body of
this gown is of gray cashmere. The
full upper cap-lik- e part of each sleeve
is of yellow crepon; the lower half.
which is like a deep close cuff, is of tho
gray cashmer. The back of the gown
is in princess style and the full front
shirred at intervals from throat to hem,
is of the yellow crepon. The foot of
the skirt is finished with a full ruche of
the gray fabric lined with croeus-ye- l
low surah. Chicago Post

Money Ahead.
Farmer's Wife Why in th: world did

you buy such a lot of brokeu-dow- n old
COWS?

Farmer Them city folks nex' door it
fettin tip an archery olttb. Judge.

Perfectly etl(lea,
"So your huband U dead. What dl4

he leave your
"I haven't inqulr.-- . lira perfectly

satisfied, so ug is be feat 'eft me.
Life.

Colloquy Between a Native African an1 a
Illg, Strong Kuropean.

A lanre, strojg man dressed in a
uniform, and timed to the teeth,' knocks
at the door oi a hut on the coast of
Africa.

"Who are you, and what-- , do you
want?" asks a voice from the inside.

'In the name of civilization open your
door, or I'll break it clown for you and
fill you full of lead."

"But what do you want here?
"My name Is Christian Civilization.

Don't talk like a fool, you black brute.
What do you suppose I want hero
but to civilize you, and make a reason-
able human being out of you if it is pos-
sible."

"What are you going to do?"
"In the first place, you must dress

yourself like a white man. It's a shame
and a disgrace the way you go about
From now on you must wear under-
clothing, a pair of pants, vest coat, plug
hat and a pair of yellow gloves. I will
furnish them to you at a reasonable
price."

"What shall I do with them?"
"Wear them, of course. You didn't

expect to eat them, did you? The first
step of civilization is to wear proper
clothes."

"But it is too hot to wear such gar
ments. I'm not used to them. I'll per-
ish from the heat. Do you want to
murder me?"

"Well, if you die you will have the
satisfaction of being a martyr to civil-

ization."
"You are very kind."
"Don't mention It. What do you do

for a living anyhow?"
"When I am hungry I eat a banana.

I eat, drink or sleep just asl feel like it"
"What horrible barbarity! You must

settle down to some occupation, my
friend. If you don't I'll have to lock
you up as a vagrant"

"If I vo got to follow up some occu
pation, I think I'll start a coffee-hous- e.

I've got a good deal of coffee and sugar
on hand"

"Oh, you have, have you? Why, you
are not such a hopeless case as I
thought you were. In the first place,
you want to pay me fifty dollars."

"What for?1'
"An occupation tax, you innocent

heathen. Do you expect to get all tho
blessings of civilization for nothing?"

"But I haven't got any money.
"That mak;s no difference. I'll take

it out in sugar and coffee. If you don't
pay I'll put in jail."

"What is a jail?"
"Jail is a progressive word. You

must be prepared to make sacrifices for
civilization, you know."

"What a great thing civilization is!"
"You can not possibly reali.e the

benefits, but j'ou will before I get
through with you."

Tho unfortuuate native took to the
woods and has not been seen since.
From the German.

A TELL-TAL- E SIGN.

How He Knew That They Had Just lleen
Married.

Scene: A railroad train.
A man in a certain Beat is deeply ab

sorbed in a newspaper. Although the
train Btops at a station he docs not look
up or cast a glance through tho win-
dow. But he has that queer self con
sciousness of what is going on about
him that people sometimes have in the
midst of the most serious reading. He
was half conscious of a great shout and
much laughter outside on. the platform
The laughter was largely feminine, and
the melodious din was punctuated by a
series of slight reports that a person
who gave full instead of half his atten-
tion might have recognized as kisses.
Then the man dimly felt rather than
saw the seat in front of him receive two
occupants, and recalled afterward an
Impression of the two occupants hav
ing shouted and laughed a good deal
through their window.

Then the train started. As It moved
away the man with the newspaper fin-

ished the interesting thing he was read
ing and looked up reflectively. He saw
in front of him a young man and a
young woman, still without associating
any thing with them. He was thinking
of what he had read.

The young man wore a light derby
hat He pushed it on the back of his
head to mop his heated forehead. As
he did so there was a little patter on
the newspaper that lay in the lap of the
man who was ruminating. The man
who was ruminating looked down and
saw that this patter had been caused
by some tiny grains of rice. This dis'
covery broke the chain of his reverie.
He looked up again with a highly in-

terested expression. He saw the young
man half turn his head as if he had
heard the patter on the paper. The
girl was very pretty. She exchanged a
glance with the young man that made
the middle-age- d observer have a warm
feeling under the left-han- d upper side
of his vest front Then she leaned over
and whispered to the young man:

"I've got some of that down my
back." N. Y. Recorder.

What She Had Heard.
"Money talks," said a Cleveland mil

lionaire, with more dollars than depth.
to a pretty and smart Cass avenue girl
"Yes?" she responded with a cute little

interrogation point humping itself up
under her eyebrows, "I have heard that
the shallows murmur while the deeps
are dumb. -

Then he began to feel uncomfortable
and it wasn't long after that until he
was on his way to catch a night boat
southward bound. Detroit Free Press.

An Oversight.
Travers You have actually sent a

bill with my clothesl What insult!
What infamy!

Tailor It was all our new book-
keeper's fault sir. He got yon mixed
up with those people who pay! Satur
day Evening Herald.

Komllr Objection Kespeeted.
Old Friend Mhy didn't ywti hiarry

Mr. Mcefelio?
Htul Ciirl fill father 4t. jeotafl
Old Friund I uld&' hSV'tj cared

for tnat.
Sweet Uirl lut ha said ha

would cut him oS with a ehUHng.--- .

Good ews.

THE BOY AND THE HEN.

A lad I knew now tills is truo,
Ho listen, littlo boy

Onco luul a lion of black and white.
Ho loved m-- l wutclii'il from morn till night,
liut had ono pnin with, his dolight,

ono (irawUuek to Ills Joy.

His pililo was Biidli he wanted much
Ponio little dlilcks to not:

But evory coux'.uk, plendiiiB word
Whs wasted on this stubborn bird ;

6 ho Bi ciiioa to think the tiling absurd,
Antl plainly would not set.

He fastened thou Ills wayward lion
llenoatb an empty ki'ir;

Ho tied her on the nest; but still
Her protest sounded, sharp and slirlllj
He could not force the biddy's will,

Nor uiuke her hutch an egg.

Resolved he came, with cheeks aflame,
And from the closet shelf

His trousers bringing: "Mamma," he begs,
"Plpfltu, unw InniA fnl hnrn c tlm Intra

in going to sot on Speckle's eggs,
And hutch them out myself I"
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GRANDMA'S TURKEY RAISING.

Hhe Counted Thorn Before They were
Hatched, and Then Was Disappointed.
"Oh! grandma, I am going to havte

such a nicii lot of chickens to soil next
fall," said Emily Howe, a pretty black-eye- d,

rosy-cheeke- d girl of fifteen, who
lived on a farm a few miles from the
town of Waterville, in Maine.

Grandma Howe looked up from her
knitting, and said: "Seems to me,
Emily, it's early to count your chick-
ens; you haven't got a hen scttin' yet

ev you '

"Yes, I have just put thirteen eggs
under old Top-kn- and mother says I
may have all the chickens she hatches
for my own. I shall take good care of
them, and about Thanksgiving time,
when they will be nice and fat, cut off
their heads, carry them to Waterville,
sell them to Mr. Jones, that's where
father sells chickens, take tho money
and buy mo a red cashmere dress."

"Well, Emily, you hev got your plans
made a good ways ahead, but I wouldn't
calculate too much on tho chickens till
they are hatched; they may turn out the
same way my turkeys did once."

"How was that, grandma? Flense tell
me all about it while I am resting. I
walked away over to Mr. I'ortcr's to
get the eggs to putunderold Top-knot- "

"Did you, dear? Well, I will tell you
about my old white turkey.

"When I was married we went to live
on the Springer farm, about twenty
miles from my father's. 'Long in April,
in sugaring time, tho year after I was
married, 1 told your grandpa I wanted
to go over to father's to get some new
sugar we didn't hev any sugar-plac- e

on our farm and see if mother couldn't
let me hev some turkey eggs to set
under ono of my hens. Mother was a
good hand to raise turkeys; some falls
she would hev thirty to sell, and I
wanted to try my luck at turkey-raisin- .

"Your grandpa said 'we would go the
next Saturday and stay over Sunday.
That he would get Mr. Baker, he lived
near by. to see to the chores.

"So we went I remember what a
nice sleigh-rid- e we had, tho snow had
gone away considerable, but we started
early in tho mornin' before it begun to
thaw, and Tib, that was the colt s name,
went like a bird. O, dear mo, it was
fifty years ago, but I remember just as
well how pretty the snow and ice
looked sparklin' in tho sunshine. We
got over homo before noon, and father
was goin to sugar-of- f that afternoon, so
we all went to tho sugar-plac- there
was quite a number of the neighbors
there, and we had a fine time.

"I told mother I wanted to get a set- -

tin' of turkeys' eggs. She said I was
welcome to 'em, but like enough they
would get broken goin home, and I bet
ter take the old white turkey, that she
always hatched out a good brood, but
she ginerally stole her nest and it was
considerable trouble to look after her,
but I was welcome to her.

"I told mother I knew I could find
her nest, and if sho would let me hev
the turkey I would bring her two of
my yaller-lcgge- d pullets when I came
over again.

"Your grandpa fixed a box and put
tho old turkey in it and we brought
her home. She seemed as contented as
could be, and in a few days, when the
snow was gone, she would wander off
into the fields and pastures, but always
camo to the barn at night I thought
it was time she was laying and hunted
in the barn and shed for her nest
After awhile she left off comin' home
nights, and then I knew she was set-ti- n'

somewhere and I thought it was in
the pasture back of the house, as she
always camo from that way when X

called the hens to be fed, and as soon
as she was done eatin1 she would
go back that way. I followed her
ever so many times, but just
as soon as she noticed me she would
start up and fly and get out of sight be
hind the bushes and trees in no time.
hunted the pasture all over for that old
turkey's nest. I knew If I didn't find
the nest before she hatched, the little
ones would half of them die before she
trot them home: little turkeys are very
tender things. I noticed sho always
went in one direction, down toward the
brook, that was at the further side of
the pasture.

"One day when she came to be fed, I
threw some corn on the ground, scatter--

big it about so it would take her some

time to mck it un.
"Then I started for the pasture, and

went along in the direction I had seen
her iro. for some distance, then nia ne

hind a stump. Soon I saw the turkey
oomin' and she had passed me and was
almost out of siirht. I stepped careful
ly along, keeping behind bushes and
stumps, so she would not see me if she
looked back.I followed alongln that way
as much as a quarter of a mile and began
to think she hadn't any nest she was
lust wanderin', turkeys are such crea
tnres to wander you know, but along
nn hv the brook she stopped by a stump,
where some bushes were grow In' round
It looked round and then crept under
the bushes. I knew hef heat Was
thare, and auro eaough It waa, with
flftaea rreat speckled S t
came rhrnt off. the nt whta the taw
n. so I had a ehanea to count era.

Ohl wasa't yon pleased?"
"I guess 1 waa, and I couldn't Vlp

necessity of labor. Tho glowing
thoughts, the plain yet hopeful truths
that fair young woman uttered, Julius
heard for the first time in his lifo that
night Never before had ho realized
tho profit and the deep delight which
might spring and only spring from
an honest career, no matter how hum-

ble or laborious, if it was steadily pur-

sued until success crowned it She hid
none of her own early mistakes and
struggles, and then, alluding to her assu-

red-position and comfort asked Julius
"how ho supposed sho had won it?"

"By your genius," ho said, admiringl-
y-

"Not to, sir; but by simple, persever-
ing, conscientious labor in the path I
had marked out for myself. There-
fore," sho said, with a bright, impera-
tive face, "go homo Mr. May,
choose what particular form of law yott
will study, throw yourself with all
your capacities into that one subject,
and success is suro to come. Depend
upon it the world is not far wrong in
making success tho test of merit"

"You have made a new man of me,
Miss St. Clair," said Julius, enthusi-
astically. "When I havo proved this,
may I come in to sec you again?"

He had risen to go, and they stood
with clasped hands "Ihen you may
tome again." Nothing more was said,
but they quito understood each other,
and Julius went out into the clear star
lit night, determined to muko himself
worthy of a good woman a acceptance
before he offered himself again.

Next evening Bessie and Nora sat in
the firelight, sipping their after-dinn- er

coffee; it was an hour for confidence.
and Bcssio said, rather sadly:

'Toor Julius May he asked me to
marry him last night."

Norn turned quickly, but said noth
ing.

"That is, ho wanted to marry my
money; everybody knows that if he
loves anybody really, it is you, Nora."

"Ho called on me, too, last nighi,"
said Nora, "and I saw he was in trouble,
so I gave him something to do. Noth
ing like that old, old gospel of work
when you're in trouble. When ho had
done it I told him ho might coma and
see mo again."

"Surely you would never marry him!
You will just have him to dress and
take care of.

"All men need women to care for
them; else why were women made?
But 1. think Julius will do very well
yet These elegant carpet-knight- s

sometimes don armor and take tho
world by surprise."

"Not murh-ty,- " laughed Bessie.

"Remember how England's .'curled
darlings' stormed the Malakoff and
battered down ScbastopoL I am going
to trust Julius May for a year or two;
I think he'll do."

"We shall see."
"Yes, wo shall see. Time proves all

things."
Time proved in this case what has

often been asserted: "That every wom-

an influences every man she comes in
contact with, either for good or bad.
Julius went steadily to work, used
with economy the remains of his patri
mony, became known among lawyers
as a hard-readin- clear-heade-d, steady
voung man, and in a little more than
two years he ventured to call again on
Nora St Clair and ask her a certain
question, to which she answered, with
pride and confidence: "Yes."

Another evening Bessie aad Nora sat
sipping their coffee together in tho
gloaming of an early summer evening.

"Bessie," said Nora, "Julius May
asked mo last night to marry him."

"Going to do so, Nora?"
"Yes, dear, I am going to tak care

of him, and he It going to lake ear of
toe."

God grant that la the lartfaf liberty
to which woman npirti, the nay eon
alder how at a power li htr Influence,
and use It only for gracious cntla-Ame- lia
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''Mrs. May s husband.
So Bessie won tho decision, and ho

determined, if his new suit came home
the next day, to offer Miss Bell tho
handsome person which it adorned.
For, to tell tho truth, he was a hand-
some fellow; and if this work-a-da- y

world had only been a great drawing-room- ,

with theatrical alcoves and
musical conservatories, why, then Mr.
Julius May would have been no unde-
sirable companion through it

The new suit came home, and fitted
perfectly; tho tonsorial department
was equally effective in results; every

. precaution hod been taken, and ho felt
an earnest of success in the very pros-
perity of these preliminaries. He rang
at Mrs. Bell's door; before the foojjnan
could open it, a gentleman camo quick-
ly out, threw himself into Mrs. Bell's
carriage, and, in a voice of authority,
ordered the coachman to drive to the
wharf.

Tho Incident scarcely attracted his
attention until, upon entering the par-
lor, he saw pretty Bessie watching tho
disappearing vehicle with tearful eyes.
She glided into her usual beaming,
pretty manner; and very soon Mrs.
Bell came in, and asked him to remain
to dinner.

After dinner Mrs. Bell's clergyman
called about some of tho church's char-
ities, and as tho young people were
singing, they went into the library to
discuss them. Now was tho golden
moment, and Julius was not afraid to
seize it What do men say on such oc-

casions?
Do they ever say what they intended?

Do they remember what they say? I
don't believe Julius did; for before he
had done right in the middle of a
most eloquent sentence Bctisio laid
her hand on his with a frightened littlo
movement saying:

"Mr. May, please, sir, please do stop!
Surely you know that I havo been en-

gaged ever since I was eighteen to
Prof. Mark Tyler. Everybody knows
it we had a betrothal party ho is just
gone to Europe for six months, that is
what I was crying for; why, all our
set knovt about it though ho has been
away for nearly two years in tho
Rocky mountains and California. Mam-

ma said' wo were to wait until I was
twenty-one- , but I love him just the
same and I am quite sure that I never
did anything to make you think I could
care for you in this way, Mr. May,"
and Bessie looked just a little bit in-

dignant
"I have had' the honor, Miss Bell, o,f

'being your escort all winter."
"Oh, dear! Did you think I was go-

ing to marry you for that? In all our
pleasant littlo dinners and drives and
dances, is there matrimonial specula-
tion? That would, indeed, be dread-
ful."

She loved her professor too truly; she
had been simply pleasant and friendly
to him as she had been to all other gen-

tleman friends, who, however, had had
too much sense and modesty to mis-

construe her kindness. Then she
walked to her pretty little aviary and
began cooing to her birds. Julius
hardly remembered what passed after-
ward, except that he received a cool,
courteous: "Good night sir," in answer
to his "Farewell," and that he found
himself walking round Madison
square in a very unenviable state of
mind.

To this speedily succeeded the thought
of Nora; he must see her to-

morrow Bessie would give' her own
rersion of his conduct; and then well,
he would not acknowj-dg- that that
could make any difference Id Nora's
liking fcf hi "And yet" b mur-
mured, "Women in such uncertain
nreatnCOB:'' Where hli own interests
were eonetrned, Julius was ot want
lap la a eei-'.sl- strength and rfeelalen
ct character, and la less than an hour
after Ms by Bessie, pell he

(

) Figaro.


