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such a wee mischievous lassie!— 
It tries one's patience quite • 

To watch the chill. She cannot do 
A single thing just right 

Tis "Kitty, don’t say that, dear,” 
"Oh, Kitty, don’t do so!” 

These are the words that greet her, 
Wherever she may go. 

When just at dark, one evening, 
She cl mbed upon my knee 

In playful mood I asked her name, 

"Why, Kilty, ’course,”said she. 

Yes, Kitty, but the rest, dear?” 
She hung her curly head— 

The rogue!—for just a moment: 
Then—"Kitty Don’t!” she said. 

—Max Guthrib In November St. Nicholas. 

WHAT WE PLANT. 

BY HENRY ABBEY'. 

What do we plant when we p ant the tree? 

We plant the ship which wdl cross the sea. 

We plant the mast to carry the sails. 

We plant the planks to withstand the gales— 
The keel, the keelson, and beam and knee— 

We plant the ship when we pi int the tree. 

What do we pi int when we plant the tree? 

We plant the houses for you and me. 

We plant the rafters, the shingles, the floors, 
We plant the studding, the lath, the doors, 
The beams, the siding, all parts that be; 
We plant the house when wo plant the tree. 

What do we plant when we plant the tree? 

A thousand things that we dally see; 

We plant the spire that out-towers the crag, 
We plant the staff for our country’s flag, 
We plant the shade from the hot sun free; 
We plant all these when we plant the tree. ■ 

MARY ANN’S PIECE. 

BY JULIA SCHAYER. 

FTERNOON of a winter’s 

day, many years ago. 
An old-time, low-ceiled 
room, not a bit artistic in 

its furnishings, but sug- 

gestive of comfort, and 

industry, and family af- 
fection—a “living-room,” 

in short, and when that is said no 

other description is needed. 

By one of the windows a pleasant- 
faced woman was seated in a low 

rocking chair, that gave out a cosy, 
cheerful little squeak as she swayed 
to and fro. She was sewing busily 
on a long-sleeved gingham “tire, 
and listening at the same time to the 

sing song of a high pitched, childish 
voice. 

It waB the voice of Mary Ann, her 

only child, practicing the “piece” she 

was going “to speak” in school the 
next day. 

Mary Ann was sitting on a low- 

cricket, with a yellow kitten asleep 
on her lap. She was a solemn look- 

ing little thing, with apple cheeks, 
clear gray eyeB, and straight, brown 

hair parted exactly in the middle, 
smoothed behind the ears and cut 

very straight around the neck. She 

wore over her plaid wool frock a ging- 
ham tiie, like the one her mother was 

at work upon. 
In the days when Mary Ann was a 

little girl all children had to “speak 
pieces” in school, and the piece Mary 
Ann was reciting was a very popular 
one. The fathers and mothers of the 
children who may read this little 

story will certainly remember “The 
Blackberry Girl.” It began as fol- 
lows: 

■“ 'Why, Phoebe, have you come so soon? 

Where are your berries, child? 
You surely have not sold them all; 

You had a basket piled.’ 

No, Mi t'ior; as I climbed the fence, 
The nearest way to tow n, 

Myapri n caught upon a stake 

And so I tumbled dow n. 

•• ■! scratched my arm ant tore my hair, 
But still did not coinplan. 

An l had my blackberries been saved, 
Should uot have cared a grain. 
But when 1 saw them on the ground. 
Al, scattered by my side, 

I picked my empty basket up 
And down I sat and cried. 

•• ’Just then a pretty little miss 

Chanced 11 be passing by, 
She stopped and looking pitiful, 

She begged me uot to cry.’ 

On and on went Mary Ann’s voice 
through the pathetic story to its hap- 
py ending, how Phoebe had longed 
to go to Sunday-school, and how her 

father, a poor laboring man, had 
promised that if she could earn the 

money for bonnet and shoes he would 
“try to buy the gown;” and now there 

lay the berries she had picked on the 
ground “all mixed with sand and 
dirt,” whereupon the “pretty little 
miss” had given Phoebe the bonnet 
from her own head, saying: 

I have another one at home, 
And one's enough for me.” 

and Phoebe’s tears were dried, and 
she had gone home as happy as pos- 
sible. 

Mary Ann knew the lines perfectly, 
and her mother, after telling her to 

speak up loudly and not too fast, de- 
cided that it would do very well in- 
deed. 

Mary Ann drew her cricket nearer 

to the big air tight stove, dropped 
her round chin into her plump hands, 
and fell into one of her “thinking 
spells.” 

For some time nothing was heard 
in the room but the ticking of the tall 
clock in the corner, the snapping of 
the tire, the purring of the yellow- 
kitten, and the squeak of Mrs. Clem- 
ents’ rocker. Suddenly Mary Ann 
drew a long breath, as she always 
did when coming out of one of her 

“spells” for a plunge into conversa- 

tion. 
“It was real good of that pretty 

little miss to give Phoebe her bonnet; 
wasn’t it, Mother?” said Mary Ann. 

“Very good,” answered Mrs. Clem- 
ents, hitching nearer to the window; 
she was so anxious to finish the last 
buttonhole by daylight. 

There was another pause, then an- 

other deep breath, and another ques- 
tion. 

“Do you s’pose the little miss’s 
mother scolded her when she got 
home?” 

Mary Ann’s gray eyes were very 
serious as she asked this question; 
but her mother, intent on that last 
buttonhole, did not look around at 
her. 

“Scold her?” she repeated, in a 

far away tone. “What for?” 
“Why, she gave her bonnet away, 

you know, without asking her moth- 
er if she might,” said Mary Ann, with 
that earnest, puzzled look still on her 
face. 

“Oh,well,” answered Mrs.Clements, 
breaking off her thread with a satis- 
fied air, “of course it would have been 
better to have asked; but I suppose 
she was a long way from home, and 
it was an act of kindness, and I guesB 
her mother didn’t scold her.” 

Mary Ann looked relieved. After 
a little more thinking she woke up 
the kitten, tied an apple to a string, 
and went in for a nice frolic until 
supper time. 

When Mary Ann started for school 
the next morning, it was bitter cold; 
but she was wrapped up from head 
to foot so warmly that only her nose 

was exposed to the air, and there was 

so little of that, that it really did not 
matter. 

She had a pleasant day at school, 
and spoke her piece in such a loud, 
clear voice, and with so much ex- 

pression that the children listened 

spellbound, quite as if they had not 
heard it twenty times before. The 
teacher smiled at her,and said: “Very 
well, indead, Mary Ann,” and she 
came down from the platform, cov- 

ered with glory and confusion. 

After school the big girl she liked 
best put on her wraps for her, and 
she started off home, a very proud 
and happy little girl. 

Mary Ann’s home was some dis- 
tance from the village; and just in the 
coldest, loneliest part of the road 
she met two strange little figures. 

One was a boy of nine or ten years, 
with tow colored hair, big blue eyes, 
and a mild pink face, and he was 

leading by the hand a wee little girl. 
Both children were scantily clothed 
in faded rags, and the younger was 

crying pitifully. 
At sight of these forlorn objects, 

Mary Ann stopped. In her short 
life she had known only the thrifty 
New England people of the village, 
and it was her first glimpse at real 
poverty. 

“What is the matter with her?’’ 
she asked of the blue-eyed boy. 

“She have cold an’ hunger,” said 
the boy, simply.- “Me, too.” 

Mary Ann stood doubtfully. The 
words had a strange sound, and it 
took her Bonaetime to get their mean- 

ing. 
“Cold!” she cried, presently. “Of 

course she’s cold! Why didn’t you 
put on her coat and mittens? The 

poor little thing!” she added, with 
indignation. 

The boy looked at her, only half 
understanding what she said. 

“Why don’t you go home to your 
mother?” asked Mary Ann, severely. 

“No got home,” said the boy, with 
a sad smile. “No got m udder.” 

Mary Ann’s gray eyes darkened. 
She took a doughnut from her basket 
and gave it to the little girl, who 
seized upon it greedily. The boy 
gave her a grateful smile. Mary 
Ann’s eyes grew darker still. She 
set her basket on the snow, and pull- 
ing off her mittens, thrust them into 
the boy’s hands. 

“Put them on her quick!” said 
Mary Ann. 

The boy hesitated, then did as he 
was told, saying something to the 
little one in a queer guttural jargon. 
The child looked up with a shy smile. 

Mary Ann looked at them a mo- 

ment, then unbuttoned her long, 
thick coat and pulled it off. 

“Here,” she said, her voice trembl- 
ing a little; “help me put it on to 
her!” 

‘I’ve got another one at home. 
And one’s enough forme!’” 

she quoted. 
The boy looked almost scared now; 

but he helped Mary Ann button the 
coat around the child and turn back 
the sleeves, which were much too 

long; all the while he was talking to 
the little one in his odd-sounding 
language. The baby looked up and 
said something after him, she was 

laughing now, with her poor little 
mouth full of doughnut. 

‘She say,‘tank, pretty miss;’” said 
the boy. 

Mary Ann nodded, seized the bask- 
et, and started off on a run for home. 

Mrs. Clements was frying dough- 
nuts when a glowiDg, breathless little 
girl, without coat or mittens, burst 
into the kitchen. 

“Mary—Ann—Clements! What”— 
The astonished woman got no fur- 

ther. 
“It was a boy and a girl,” gasped 

Mary Ann, “and they hadn’t any 
warm things or, nothing but old rags, 
and the little girl was crying ’cause 
she was cold and hungry—the boy 
said so—and he couldn’t speak plain 
—he said ‘mudder’ and ‘tank you,’ 
and I didn’t have but one doughnut 
left, and I remembered ‘Why, Phoebe,’ 
and I gave the little girl my mittens 
and coat—and the little miss’s mother 
didn’t scold her, and you are going 
to scold me, Mother Clements—you 
know you are! 

“You dear, blessed child!” cried 
Mrs. Clements, in a choking voice, as 

she gathered the sobbing Mary Ann 
in her arms. “No, Mother isn’t going 
to scold, either—not one mite! You 
precious— There! Sit right up to 
the fire in the rocker, while I hurry 
and make some ginger tea; for if you 
haven’t got your death a cold, I’ll 
never guess again! You poor bles- 
sed”— 

And she rushed into the pantry 
after the ginger (which was not kept 
there) with suspicious haste. 

It was curious; but when Mr. 
Clements heard the story that even- 

ing, he, too, had to go out into the 
woodshed for something in a great 
hurry, and came in with his eye3 and 
nose in such an inflamed condition 
that Mary Ann insisted upon his 
sharing her ginger tea, as she sat 
closely cuddled against his shoulder. 

“Those children must belong to 
some o’ those Norwegians down to 
the mills,” said Mr. Clements. “I 
heard there was sickness down there, 
but I didn’t know they were sufferin’. 
I’ll speak to the selectmen about ’em 
to-morrow, and you women folks bet- 
ter get some things together, and go 
down there and see what’s goin’ on.” 

The “women folks” did get a good 
many things together, and found 
plenty of use for them among the 

poor foreigners, thrown out of work 
by the closing of the mills. The se- 

lectmen bestirred themselves, too, 
and there was no more suffering that 
winter that human kindness could 
prevent. 

There wa3 a great deal of happi- 
ness added to the Clements family, 
too, though said Mr. Clements, who 
dearly loved a joke: 

“Iguess, wife,you’d better be kind 
o’ careful what pieces you pick out 
for Mary Ann to speak after this. 
Some of ’em seem to be kind of ex- 

pensive!” 
“Well!” said Mrs. Clements, sol- 

emnly, “why that child didn’t catch 
her death a’cold that day, in spite of 
ginger tea, is more than I can under- 
stand!” 

But Mary Ann only hugged the 
yellow kitten closer, and said, hap- 
pily: “I’m so glad I learned to speak 
‘Why Phoebe.’ ”—Independent. 

A BED TIME STORY FOR LITTLE 
FOLK. 

“Oh, dear, I wish I wasn’t a little boy,” 
said Rob. And what do you think made 
him say it? It was because his mamma 

haJ just told him to put away hie blocks 
and to take Prince to the stable and give 
him some oats. Prince is his rocking- 
horse, and the stable is the corner be- 
tween the rocking chair and the south 
window. Every night Rob ties Prince to 
the chair. andholdB a saucer of bird-seed 
under his noee till he has eaten as much 
supper as a rocking-horse ought to eat. 
It doesn’t taae long, and he likes to feed 
his pony; but he knows his bread and 
milk are ready by that time, and his 
bedtime has come. That is why he said 
“Oh, dear!” 

“Why, what should I do if I hadn’t 
anylittle boyf” said mamma; “and what 
would you do if you hadn’t any little 
bed?” 

Rob thought a minute, and then said: 
“If I was a little bird i shouldn’t want 
one. Ob, mamma, may I play I am a 

bird?’ 
His mamma said, “Yes; you may be a 

robin.” So he began to hop about on the 
Hoor, flapping his arms for wings. When 
he was tired of doing that, she told him 
to stand on one foot and put his head 
down on one side and go to sleep. 

“Why, mamma,” be said, “I can't sleep 
in that way. Besides, I am hungry.” 

"Are you?” said bis mamma. “Well, 
here are some crumbs left from a cookie 
my little boy had. You may eat them; 
but, if you are a robin, you must sleep as 

robins do.” 
Rob stood on one foot for two minutes. 

He thought it was an hour, he was so 

tired; and then he Baid he would rather 
be a cat because he could lie d rwn. His 
mamma poured some milk into a saucer, 
and put it on the floor, and said, “Ci me, 
Kitty, Kitty I” but hecouldn’t drink it as 

pussy did, and he tipped it over before 
he had tasted a drop. Then he laydown 
on the rug before the tire. He fried to 
curl himself up in a little ball; but ho 
bumped his head, and he couldn’t lie 
still and purr, though he tried very hard. 

In a few moments he jumped up and 
said: “Mamma, I don't want to be a lit- 
tle boy yet. What else can I be?” Mam- 
ma smiled, and said, “Dj you want tube 
a flower?" 

“Oh, yes,” said Rob; “I will be a morn- 

ing-glory.” He had beaid hit mother 
call his little baby sister her little morn- 

ing-glory, as she lay cooing to herself in 
her crib; and he thought it wi s a very 
sweet name. 

“Well,” said mamma, “the mor. ing- 

•glories have all gone to sleep by this 
time, so you must come and stand by me 

and go to sleep too.” 
Rob went to her and stood very still to 

show he was on a stem. Mamma put 
his arm through hers, because that flow- 
er always puts out little runners to hold 
on by. Then she told him how it twists 
itself up when its early bedtime comes, 
and Rob shut his eyes bo tight and puck- 
ered his lips so close that his little face 
was as red as a rose. 

Just then nurse came into the room 

with a bowl of bread and milk; and 
mamma said: ''Shall I sprinkle my flow- 
er with water, or shall I give my little 
boy his supper?” 

Oh! I'll eat my supper,” said Rob. "I 
rather you’d be my mamma than any- 
thing else.” 

So he sat in his mamma's lap while he 
ate his bread and milk; and she told 
him he was her little robin. 

And then Bhe washed his face and 
hands, and called him her little kitten, 
because the mother cat always washes 
her kittens. 

And, when she put on his nightgown, 
she said he was her little flower, and 
wore a white drees like the other flowers. 

And then she kissed him, and said, 
"My darling little boy;” and that was 

the best of all. 
When he had said, "Now I lay me” 

and the prayer mamma made for him, he 
asked if he might say one more. Mamma 
smiled, "Yes;” and he said: 

"Dear heavenly Father, I thank you 
for making me a little boy.” 

Then he shut his eyes, and in two 
minutes he didn’t know whether he was 

a bird or a boy or a kitten or a morning 
glory. Christian Register, 

THE CHAPERONES. 

Polly and Molly came out to play one 

morning, and brought with them their 
dolle, their garden tools, and their twin 
kittens, These last were exactly alike, 
ODly Molly's wore a red necktie, and 
Polly's a blue one. 

Polly and Molly were very much alike, 
too; and so were their dolls. They usu- 

ally played together very happily. But 
today Molly wanted to play party, “with 
me for a shamprone,’’ she said. 

"What is that?" aBked Polly, much 
surprised. 

“Well, the minister’s wife came to see 

minima yesterday; and she said she was 

shamprone for aome girls at a picnici 
They kind of look after 'em, I think. 
Anyway, it must be nice, or the minis- 
ter's wife wouldn’t be it. I’ll shamprone 
Arabella and Rosa, and you can dig in 
the garden. 

"I want to be ehamprone tor Rosa, my 
ovn child,myself,” said Polly, decidedly. 

“You can't, child,” said Molly, firmly 
and with a superior air. “You don't 
know how,” 

Polly fired up at this. 
“You always want to be the best of 

everything! And you are as selfish a8 
the lions in Daniel's den,” she cried, 
stamping her foot. 

“You are the greatest child to get 
things twisted,” said Molly, laughing, 
while Polly got very red in the face. 
“Daniel didn’t have a den, poor child.'1 

There is no telling what would have 
happened next, if Polly’s kitten hadn’t 
growled and spit at Molly’s and then 
the two rushed across the lawn to a hole 
in the fence. Polly’s kitten jumped 
through this, and Molly’s looked 
through anxiously from the other side 
when — slap! came a soft gray paw 
through the hole, and struck Molly's 
kitten, who instantly slapped back. 

“Well, will jou look at Fly!’1 said 
Molly. 

“And Spy, too,” said Polly. 
Then they ran and caught them, and 

sat down on the grass to give them a 

good lecture. 
“Twins lighting.' whoever heard of 

such a thing?” said Molly. “It’s per- 
fectly scandelabrous!” 

“I'm aB 'shamed as I positively can 

be,” said Polly, rubbing Spy’s pink nose 

against Fly’s. 
“Kittens are very silly somestimes, I 

think, don’t you, sister?” said Molly, 
dimpling at Polly. 

“Kind of; exactly like girls sometimes,” 
answered Polly, dimpling, too. 

Then they looked straight ahead and 
blushed a little. 

"I’ll tell you what, let’s play we're 
both shamprones. There’s dolls enough 
and kittens, too, for that matter,” Baid 
Molly, presently. 

“Well, let’s,” said Polly, cheerfully. 
Ai-d then the’y leaned over and kissed 

each other. 
There was a tall woman weeding a 

flowerbed near by, who hud been looking 
sorry; but now Bhe smiled, and looked 
glad.— L. E. Chittenden, in the Church- 
man. 
_ 

— In deciding questions of truth and 
duty, remember that the wrong side has 
a crafty and powerful advocate in your 
own heart. 

—The heart is always hungry. No 
man lives happily alone. The wisest and 
the best is wiser and better for the 
friends he has. 
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to be unanswerable. Price 35 cents. 

THE BIBLE HELL 
Traces the word "hell” through the Bible, giv- 
ing every passage in which It occurs, with a full 
exposition of each passage. The four words ren- 
dered Hell III the Bible, Slieol, Hades, Tartar- 
us, and Gehenna are all explained, and tt li 
shown that the Bible Hell Is In this world, and 
that tt Is limited in duration. Price 35 cents. 

BIBLE THREATENINGS 
EXPLAINED 

Takes up every so-called "orthodox” text and 
proves that all the passages that are ever em- 
ployed as missiles against Universal Salvation 
are perfectly In accordance with the promises 
of the Bible. With "Bible Proofs” in one hand 
and "Bible Threaientugs” In the other, any Uni- 
versallst will he armed "cap-a-pie”, ana thus 
armed "one can chase a thousand and two pul 
ten thousand to fllglit.” It Is tlm most valuable 
of documents for distribution among those who 
think the law contradicts the promises. It shows 
conclusively that there Is not a text in the Bible 
that sustains the doctrine of Endless Torment 

Price 35 cents. 

Universalist Publ’g House 
Western Branch, Chicago. 

BACK TO THE 

Old Testament 
FOR THE 

MESSAGE OF THE NEW. 
An Effort to Connect More Close- 

ly the Testaments; to which 
added a Series of Papers os 

various Old Testament 
Books and Sub- 

jects. 
BY 

Anson Bailie Curtis, B.D. Ph.D. 
Instructor in Hebrew in Tufts College 

Divinity School. 

Cloth. I'iino. 325 Pages. 
PtttOJE ONK DOLLAR. 

Unlversalist Publishing House 
Boston and Chicago. 

price REDUCED Irom $8.00 to $6,00 

Worlds Greatest Intellects 
CONTRIBUTE TO MAKE THIS PERIODICAL 

Encyclopedic in Scope, Character, 
Completeness, Comprehensiveness. 

INDISPENSABLE 
to every reader of intelligence and literary tasta, 

The thoughtful reader will find in 

THE LIVING AGE 
Food to NOURISH, STIMULATE «nd INSPIRE THOUGHT 
A Weekly Magazine, It gives more than Three and 

a Quarter Thousand doublecolumn octavo 

pages of reading matter yearly, 
forming four large volumes. 

It has received the commendations of the highest 
literary authorities, the most distinguished states* 

men, the brightest men and women of the country, 
and has proven a source of Instruction and enter- 
tainment to many thousands. It commends Itself 
especially to busy people of moderate means for 
they will find in It what they cannot otherwise ob- 
tain, except by a large expenditure of time and 
money, yet which Is so essential to every one who 
desires to be well Informed concerning all the 
great questions of the day. 

“One may find here all that It Is worth his while 
to know or foreign literature in all its depart- 
ments.”—Advance, Chicago. 

“A vast amount of good reading at a merely 
nominal price.”—Boston Advertiser. 

“No gentleman’s library should be without this 
eclectic.”—The Nation, New York. 

Subscription REDUCED from $8.00 to $6.00. 
This makes The Living Age absolutely 
the cheapest magazine published. 

Subscribe Now for 18% and Receive Free the la* 
tervening weekly issues of 1895. 

Single conies 15c. each. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers. 
Rates for clubbing The Living Age with other 

periodicals will be sent on application. Address, 
LITTELL & CO , P.0. Box 5206, Bosto* 

BARLOW’S INDIGO BLUE* 
Th 'jmlly Wash Blue. ALWAYS RELIABLE 
_ 

For Sale by Grocers. 
U* S. WILTBERliEII, 233 N. 2d St, PhOt.l*. 

Variable 
Route 
Tourist tickets 
allowing privi- 
leges never be- 
fore accorded, 
can be obtained 
with full infor- 
mation, upon 
application at 

~icket 

208 
Clark St. 

CHICAGO. 
---4 

All meals served 
In Dining Cars. 

Palace Drawing* 
Room Sleeping Cars 
and Tourist Sleepers 
are run tnrougn to 

San Francisco 
without change, 
leaving Chicago 
daily via the 

North-Western Line. 
CHICAGO A NORTH-WESTERN RV. 

Some of our 

Latest Books. 

Our Word and Work for Mis- 
sions. 

A series of papers treating of princi- 
ples and ideas relative to Christian Mis- 
sions, prepared with special reference to 
the Universalist Church. Edited by 
Henry W. Rcgg, D.D. 12mo., 268 pages 
with nineteen half tone illustrations, 
$1.00. 
Back to the Old Testament 
for the Message of the Neiv 
By AnsonBartieCurtis,B.D.,Ph.D., 

Professor of Hebrew in Tufts College 
Divinity School. 12mo., 325 pages, Net 
$1.00 

The Purpose of God. 
By Joseph Smith Dodge, A.M., D.D. 

12mo., 265 pages, Net 75 cents. 

The Leisure of God 
and other studies in the Spiritual Evolu- 

tion. 
By John Coleman Adams. D.D. 12- 

mo., Cloth, 232 pages. Price $1.00. 
The Columbian Congress «t 

the Lnirersa/ist Church. 
Papers and Addresses at the Congres 

held as a section of the World’s Congress 
Auxiliary of the Columbian Exposition 
1893. 12mo., 374 pages, $1.00. 

Wayside «£,• Fireside Bumbles. 
Sketches. Reminiscences and Confes- 

sions. By Almon Gunnison, D.D. With 
illustrations by Remington and Gibson. 
12mo., 241 pages, $1.50. 
Bound the Globe in Old and 

Xeic Paths. 
By S. H. M'Collester, D.D. 12mo., 

illustrated, 354 pages, Net $1.00. 

Babylon A- Nineveh Through 
American Eyes. 

By S. H. M'Collester, D.D. 12mo., 
illustrated, 184 pages, Net 75 cents, 

Universalist PublishingHouse 
Western Branch, Chicago. 

NEW COVENANT. 
VOLUME 1. 

Price lied need to 9S centa. 
THIS VOLUME CONTAINS 

I. An Accurate Translation of the 
New Testament. 

II. A Harmony of the Four Gospels. 
III. A Chronological Arrangement of 

the Text. 
IV. A Brief and Handy Commentary. 

By J. W. HANSON, I>.1>. 

Cloth, liimo, 358 pages, net 75 cents. 

Universalis! Publishing House, 
Western Branch, Chicago. 


