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Maud PennyfearUer'a Ambition. 

I t was an exhilarating spectacle that 
the people of Chepachet beheld one Jan
uary afternoon; the picture of a grown 
man pulling and tugging a small boy 
along Main street. The man was Mr. 
John Denike; the boy, Terry McGuire. 
Of the ludicrousness of the scene Mr. 
Denike was not unconscious. His face 
was red, and wore an expression of 
mingled vindictiveness and shame. To 
add to his discomfiture, a young lady,coni-
ing in an opposite direction, checked her 
steps a3 she observed his plight, and then 
stopped in his way. 

The boy promptly began to howl. 
" Oh, Miss Pen'feather P he piteeusly 

cried, '• he's taking me to the j ug . " 
" W h y , Terry!" she exclaimed in a 

tone of reproach, " w h a t i s the matter?" 
Denike had stopped, but still held the 

bov, who was crying with all his might 
and main. 

The lady looked inquiringly from Ter
ry to the gentleman, 

The latter bowed, acknowledged the 
implied question. 

" T h e boy has been trying to pick my 
pockets," he said; " a n d I 'm going to 
make an example of him." Then he add
ed. '• Are you particularly interested in 
him?" 

He is one of my Sunday school schol
ars,1' she said, quietly. 

John Denike shrugged his shoulders ,^ 
and the girl saw and resented the mo
tion. 

"You mean he doesn't do credit to my 
teaching," she said, hotly; " I don't sup
pose he does I haveh im jusl one hour 
in the week. You expect that I should 
offset that against the one hundred and 
sixty-seven, when he is under other in-

John felt uncomfortable. This em
phatic young person was certainly not 
afraid to speak her mind. He looked at 
the boy. 

"Will you ever steal anything again?" 
he asked. The child could hardly speak 
through his tears. 

"No, I won't," he cried, "if you'll le ' 
me go." 

John loosed his hold, and the boy did 
not wait for permission. In a bieath he 
was around the corner and out of sight. 
The young lady bowed gravely. "Thank 
you very much , ' she said. John stepped 
aside, raised his hat, and in a moment 
she too was gone. 

He half smiled to himself as he went 
on his way. Indeed he was rathei re
lieved. I t had been an episode, and the 
gi r l was certainly bright and pretty. He 
put his hand in his pocket and drew it out 
with an air of satisfaction. The handker
chief was there. I t occurred to him that 
he might also confirm the safety of his 
pocket-book. He felt in the opposite 
pocket—and felt in vain. The pocket-
book was gone. He stopped short in the 
street and ground his teeth. I am afraid 
his thoughts ware not strictly evangelical. 
"The little beast!" he exclaimed with 
angry emphasis. "There was at least 
thirty dollars in it—and Nellie's picture, 
besides!" and then regretting his folly in 
letting the boy go, and -wondering if it 
would be any use to seek the police, he 
turned slowly toward his home. 

Miss Penny feather, as she went on her 
way, was scarcely less disgusted then 
Denike himself, without knowing as yet 
the depth of Terry's turpi tude, She 
could not deny that his conduct was the 
saddest kind of commentary on her teach
ing. Fancy her added annoyance, when 
on going to Sunday school the next day, 
she detected Terry McGuire exhibiting to 
the other boys a pocket-book which she 
knew could not be his, and which, nnder 
compulsion, he tearfully confessed to have 
stolen from the gentleman the day before. 
Miss Pennyfeather appropriated the 
pocket-book. There were papers in it, a 
photograph of a wonderfully pretty girl, 
bu t not a cent of money. 

"Where is the moneY, Terry?" she ask
ed, imperatively. 

The boy blubbered. He knew Miss Pen
nyfeather too well to attempt any denial. 

" I took it out," he cried. 
"How much was i t?" 
"Do'no," sullenly. 
"Yes you do, Terry," emphatically. 
There was a minute's silence. 
"Come, Teny , you might as well tell 

me." 
Another pause. 
"Terry McGuire!" 
The boy fairly jumped. 
"There"was five dollars," he stammer

ed. 
"Any more?" 
"There was ten dollars in another 

place." 
"How much more, Terry?" 
The boy looked up at Miss Pennyfeath

er and learned from her expression the 
uselessness of deceit. 

"There was a place inside," he growled, 
in a barely audible tone, "as he had 
seventeen dollars and a half in i t ." 

Miss Pennyfeather went over the item 
in her mind. 

"That makes flrrty-two dollars and a 
half," she said. "Now, Terry McGuire, 
give that money to me." 

And Terry with another side look at his 
determined teacher, extracted it from his 
pocket and did as he was told. The sum 
wai correct. Miss Pennyieather restored 
i t to the pocket book, and looked Terry 
severely in the eye. 

"For next Sunday's lesson," she said, 
"you will learn the eighth command
ment.*' 

"Know i t already," growled Terry: 
"yer taught i t to us last Sunday." 

So she had. And Miss Pennyfeather 
felt all the more discouraged. 

For two days John Denike carried re
sentment in his heart. He went so far, 
indeed, as to hold the girl altogether re
sponsible for his misfortune. " I f she had 
taught the boy not to steal"—this was his 
argument—"I shouldn't have lost Nellie's 
picture." So on Monday afternoon, when 
he met her again at almost the same 
spot, he looked across the street, and 
would have passed on, but that she put 
herself again directly in his way. 

"Excuse me," she begau," her face all 
aglow with a sense of her disagreeable 
position; "but I came this way on pur
pose to meet you." 

John bowed. "Frank," he thought. 
Perhaps the girl interpreted his re-

flection< for the color deepened on her 
face as she continued: 

" I was very much grieved, yesterday, 
to find that you had lost your pocicet-
book. I am glad to be able to restore i t 
to you," and with the words she placed 
the article in his hand. "Will you please 
see if the contents are r ight ," she added. 

He opened i t mechanically, glanced a t 
the picture, and seemed to draw a satis
fied breath. " I dare say it 's all right," 
he said. ",l v *~ 

•'Will you please count the money?" 
Here was certainly a very positive 

young lady. John did as he was re
quired. 

"Is it all right?" she asked. 
"Oh, yes," he hurriedly said, "quite 

r ight ;" and then after a second's pause 
—"quite right. I 'm sure I 'm very much 
obliged to you. I t didn' t make much 
difference about the money, but I should 
have hated to lose the picture. 

What did Miss Pennyfeather care 
about the picture? "Oh certainly," she 
said in an indifferent way, and moved a 
little apart as though on the point of 
leaving him. 

"Are you walking up Main street?" he 
asked. 

Miss Pennyfeather bowed. 
"And I may accompany you?" 
"If you want to." 
"Perhaps I ought to introduces myself. 

My name is Denike—John Denike." 
Miss Pennyteather bowed again. She 

had heard of Mr. Denike, and knew him 
to be a member of the General Assembly, 
but of course, she did not say so. Prob
ably Mr. Denike was now on his way 
from the State House. 

" I am Miss Pennyfeather," she remark
ed in a quiet way. 

John Denike was now entirely recon
ciled. ^ 

"You will pardon me," he said after a 
moment, while they walked along to
gether, "for any implied reflection in my 
manner on Saturday." 

"Of course I will, said she calmly. 
" I t was the most natural thing in the 

world. There isn't a man in Chepachet 
who wouldn't have expressed the same 
thought, and if the boy, Mr. Denike, 
grows up to be hung, some one will write 
his obituary and say: ' In early life he 
went to S unday school, and enjoyed re
ligious instructions of Miss Maud Penny
feather. If Miss Pennyfeather had done 
her duty by her scholars, would Terry 
McGuire now be in a felon's grave? '" 

The girl's cheeks were flushed and her 
voice had severe tone. 

" Excuse me, Miss Pennyfeather," 6aid 
Denike, gravely; " I think you overrate 
your own responsibility." 

She shook her head and looked him 
earnestly in the face. 

"But somebody ss responsible, Mr. 
Denike; if not I, who is? I here are hun
dreds of such children in Chepachet. 
They don't go to school. I 'm a public 
school teacher, and there aren't half a doz
en of that sort in the village. They won't 
come; the principal doesn't want them, if 
they would. In Sunday school, my class 
is tne only one of the kind, and that 
wouldn't be there, if I hadn't gone out 
and picked it up myself. The superin
tendent doesn't Hue ragged, barefooted 
boys. He draws the line of exclusion just 
beyond shoes and stockings. But these 
boys have souls, Mr. Denike; and they'll 
surely go to ruin, unless they are taught, 
not only for an hour on Sunday, bu t six 
days in the week. If the responsibility 
isn't mine, does it rest on the church? or 
on the school board? or on the legislature, 
Mr. Denike? After all, aren't you some
what respensible yourself?" 

By this time she had stopped in front 
of a house, and was resting her hand on 
the railing of the stoop. 

" This is your kome?" he said, inquir
ingly, without having answered her last 
question. 

"Yes , " she replied; " I live here with 
my mother." 

"And may I not call to see you some 
time?" 

Miss Pennyfeather hesitated—he was 
certainly a very recent acquaintance, but 
he promised to be a pleasa nt one. To be 
sure he was interested in another girl, 
but that need make no difference, except 
as it might define more clearly their own 
relations. Miss Pennyfeather began to 
feel quite a friendly inteiest in the pret
ty face which Mr. Denike carried in his 
pocket. So she only said, with a half 
smile, in almost the same words she had 
used before: 

" Why, yes, if you want to ." 
Denike bowed. 
" L e t m e answer your question," he 

said, " before I go. Of course I share the 
responsibility with every one else who 
iegis lates for the people. But the prob
lem is a difficult on«. Maybe you have 
some proposition," as he noted her more 
eager expression. 

The girl gave a little low laugh, per 
haps half asnamed of her excitment. 

" Yes, I have. Mr. Denike," she said; 
" indeed it 's my hobby. Whenever I get 
hold of people who have influence, I bore 
them with it until their lives become a 
burden. My notion is to start here in 
Chepachet an industrial school, under the 
school board, where vagrant children can 
be brought in and taught some useful 
trade. I t 's my highest ambition, Mr. 
Denike, to have the charge of a school 
like that ." 

Her eye kindled and her face glowed 
with the words. John Denike, as he 
locked at her, forgot for a moment the 
face in his pocket-book, and thought 
he had never seen a much prettier 
pieture. 

" Indeed, Miss Pennyfeather," he said, 
as though protesting against her sug
gestion that he was bored, " I am very 
much interested. And I 'd like to talk the 
matter over with you. Perhaps I can do 
something in the way of legislation. May 
I come soon and continue the conver
sation?" 

Miss Pennyfeather nodded "Yes," and 
bade him good-by. Then the door open
ed and shut, and Denike was left alone. 
But the thought of Miss Pennyfeather's 
br ight expression and the echo of her 
fresh, ringing voice lingered with h im all 
the way home. 

Three mouths after that, the school 
board of Chepachet found itself in a 
great quandary. I t was seriously pro
posed—indeed i t had become a law— 
that in Chepachet, education should be 
made compulsory. More thaa this, for 
the vagrant class and for children of poor 
parents an industrial school was to be 
provided. The question that concerned 
the board was not so much who had en
gineered the innovation, as whom they 
should appoint as principal. 

"Properly," said old Mr. Gallup, who 
was the senior member of the board and 
very slow of speech, "the place belongs to 
Miss Williams." 

"But Miss Fairfield is very highly 
recommended," put in Deacon Orwig. 

"She is very young," remarked Mr. 

Bushnell, who was himself verging on 
eighty. 

"Well, after all,,' declared Elder Knox, 
" i t amounts to about th i s : Denike has 
more interest in this thing than anybody 
else. H e wants Miss Pennyfeather, and 
she ought to be appointed." l/'f 

And that settled it . 

I n all her life Maud Pennyfeather had 
never passed a happier time than those 
three months. Never, indeed, had 
months passed so quickly. In her rela
tions with Mr. Denike the industrial 
school had from the very first, been a top
ic of absorbing interest. The legislation 
affecting it was drawn in Mrs. Penny-
feather's neat little parlor, and all the de
tails were there arranged from evening 
to evening between the conspirators. 
Having a secret of this profound and im
portant character, their friendship became 
peculiarly intimate and informal. Had 
it not been for the picture in Mr. Denike's 
pocket-book, Maud might have imagined 
there was some purpose in his attentions. 
But of coarse the fact of the picture le i t 
Maud no reason to infer anything of 4the 
kind. And, strange to say, while 
she fancied she was glad of this, she more 
than once foimd' herself entertaining a 
feeling of positive resentment against the 
pretty original, and a vindictive desire 
to abstract the picture and tear it up. I t 
is only fair, though, to say that Maud, 
when she recognized these improper sen
timents, would blush with shame and 
vexation and crowd them down in the 
heart. ' ' f 

I t used to annoy the gi r l ; indeed, she 
could only hardly account for it, tha t 
when she first knew Mr. Denike she was 
quite unembarrassed in his presence, 
but that now, when she went down stairs 
to meet him, it would be with a flush up
on her cheek, and tremor in her voice. 
Try as she might, she could not regain 
the composure of their eariier acquaint
ance. She hoped it escaped his attention 
Perhaps i t did. That she was being urged 
for the position of principal of the new 
enterprise, she was quite unaware. 

The evening of the committee's de
cision, Denike found her in her parlor. 

"You remember you told me once," 
he said, when both were seated, "that it 
was your highest ambition to have charge 
of such a school as ours." 

Maud nooded, and looked at him—with 
a question in the look. 

"The opportunity has fallen to me," he 
went on gravely, "of gratifying your am
bition." 

The color went away all at once from 
her face. She did not sav a word. 

" The School Board, Miss Pennyfeath
er, have concluded to offer you the ap
pointment as principal of the new school. 
This letter," and he handed her the envel
ope, " contains the official announce

ment." 
The girl took it mechanically, holding 

it unopened in ber hand. 
" I have great pleasure in congratulat

ing you," he continued. " T o attain one's 
ambition, Miss Pennyteather, ought to be 
an occasion for congratulation—ought it 
not?" 

She looked up at his question—then 
dropped her eyes nervously. " T h a n k 
you," she said. I t was all she could say. 

This, then, was the end of it all. To 
be sure, it was the end Maud had wished. 
Three months ago, she had no dearer 
desire. Had anything taken its place? 
Was Maud decided about herself after 
all, and did she have no ambition dearer 
than that. 

And so Maud woke up—to find the 
thing that had seemed best to her now 
within her reach, but stale and unprofit 
able; the thing for which she hadn't cared 
out of her ieach, but of all things in the 
world the most to be desired. And yet 
sue could not complain. Mr. Denike 
had only taken her at her word, and in
terested himself in a friendly way, to her 
to realize her aspirations. N ow he would 
go off and marry the girl in the picture, 
whom by this time, Maud absolutely hat
ed ; and she would be left to teach an in
dustrial school to the end of her days. 
But she never would let Mr. Denike 
know how it pained her—never So she 
forced back the tears and steadied her 
voice, and said in a low, quiet tone: 

"Thank you very much, Mr. Denike; 
you have been very kind. 

His own \oice, seemed to tremble 
a little when he s w k e . 

" But I 'm going to offer you an alter
native," he said. 

Maud looked up^she was quite indiffer
ent now to what he" might say. 

" I want to know," he continuid, " if 
that still remains your highest am
bition—or, if as people sometimes do you 
may have changed it ." 

Maud gazed at him with open eyes, 
quite uncertain what he meant. Was he 
going to offer her some other position? 
I t was all one to her which she took. 

" I may be asking you to give up a 
good deal," he went on, without waiting 
for her rep ly ; "indeed, i t strikes me as 
rather impertinent on my part, knowing 
how strongly you've set your heart on 
this thing, but I must take my chance. I 
want to ask you, Miss Maud, before you 
conclude to settle down in life as a teacher 
if you won't consider the idea of becom
ing my wife." 

Mr .Den ike did not get any further 
than that . I f he intended to, he was 
summarily cut short. For Maud making 
a vain effort to control herself, at length 
gave way, and, leaning back against the 
sofa, cried as though her heart would 
break. Happily, Mrs. Pennyfeather was 
out, and there was no risk of interruption. 

John waited until the tears were 
checked, very well persuaded as to their 
meaning, 'and hardly certain what to 
say. 

" I didn' t mean to grieve you"—he be
gan. 

But she pu t up her hand deprecatingly. 
" I know—i know," she said in a broken 

voice. 
"Of course it was impertinent in me," 

he went on, now savage with himself, " I 
ought to h ive known your character bet
ter. You are not the kind of girl to 
change." 

She covered her face with her hands. 
"Oh, I am!" she cried. " I am! You do 

not know what my character is. Theje 
isn't a more vacillating girl in the world. 
And I've lost every bit of interest in the 
school." 

He grasped her hands and drew them 
away from the crimson, tear-stained 
face. 

"Have you transferred i t to me?"he de
manded. 

But Maud did not speak, and he was 
contented to take her silence for an an
swer. 

After a while, when she had regained 
her cpmposure in a tolerable degree, a 
thought came to her that sent the blood 
all out of her cheeks. How could she 
have forgotten it? She drew away from 
him and looked up into his face with a 
frightened glance. 

" But the picture—" she stammered. 
" What picture?" in a perplexed tone. 
" W h y the picture in your pocket-

book." 
John Denike leaned back and laughed. 
" You poor child," said he, " have you 

been making a bugbear out of that? 
Why, it's only my sister Nellie! She's a 
missionary's wife, and lives in the Fee-
jee Islands. I was anxious about it, be
cause i t would be hard for me to get an
other one." 

And so that cloud drifted away. And 
if it had not been for Terry McGuire I 
believe Maud would have been supreme
ly happy. Somehow or other the boy 
learned the news, and took upon himself 
the task of reproaching his teacher. 

"I interduced you to 'im," he complain
ed, "and now yer've went back on me." 

Whether she had or not, Maud could 
not satisfactorily settle with herself. In 
the contentment of her new experience, 
this was almost the only disquieting ele
ment. 

"You must have a dreadful poor opin
ion of me," she said, plaintively, one day, 
to Mr. Denike. 

"Why?" he asked, with unaffected sur
prise. 

"Because I've let my ambition be so 
easily upset." 
A John smiled indulgently. 

"Not upset, dear," said he, "only di
verted." 

And to this view of the case Maud not 
unwillingly consented. 

_̂ »_ 
Jenu Valjeara in America. 

A few years ago Isaac and J im Linton, 
brothers, were living in Dresden, O., quiet 
and inoffensive men. A certain Capt. 
George Blackburn soon came into the 
town and, though not a drinking man, 
got the two brothers into the habit of us
ing alcoholic stimulants to excess, worked 
upon them, as a man of superior intellect 
can, until he had them completely in his 
power. Under his direction a robbery 
was committed; all were caught and sen
tenced t© the Penitentiary. The brothers 
Linton, however, escaped, and the author
ities offered a reward for their apprehen
sion of, first $500 and afterward reduced 
to $300, or $150 for the apprehension of 
either. 

A short time since the Marshal of Dres
den appeared at a little mining-town, 
Navarre, and, thinking Ike Linton was 
at work in the mine, the men were or
dered out from the mine and, as they filed 
by, the Marshal recognized his old prison
er. The local paper says of what follows • 

McLaren tapped him on the shoulder 
and laughed. 

"Well, Ike, I 'm looking for you.*' 
Ike recgnized McLaren and turned 

very pale. 
" Let me put on my boots, Wess!"' he 

said. He put on his boots and asked the 
Marshal if he could go home and see his 
wife and child before he was taken away 
from them. 

" Of course, I k e ; where do you live?" 
He led the way to a comfortable little 

dwelling, and as they entered the door his 
wife saw the changed manner of her hus
band and knew immediately what had 
happened. Ike had told her long before 
that he was liable to be arrested at any 
time. He kissed his little daughter, 
Mary, called so after his mother, and shed 
tears. The little girl is about ten months 
old, and his wife, whom he married about 
two years subsequent to his escape from 
the Peiry County Prison, is a tidy, good-
looking woman. She seemed very much 
cast down by her husband's misfortune. 
The Marshal was himself visibly effected. 
Linton washed his grimy hands clean of 
the coal-dirt and changed his clothes. 
The Marshal then hurried him away. 

I t appears that Ike Linton, known by 
his neighbors as "Bill Burris," had gained 
the good will of the Navarre community 
by honeot, upright behavior, sober, indus
trious habits, and was well thought of 

Last Tuesday Ike Linton, handcuffed 
and in charge of Marshal McLaren, was 
conveyed, on the morning tiain, through 
Dresden to New Lexington, where is situ
ated the Perry County jai l . He was 
lodged in a cell after being allowed to see 
J im Linton, who shook hands with him, 
but did not deign to recognize Marshal 
McLaren. 

J im Linton was captured about a week 
previous to Ike's arrest. When found, he 
had a contract for getting out railroad 
ties and was at work not far from In
dianapolis, Ind. His wife had lived with 
him only a week when he was arrested, 
the detectives llaving trailed her to his 
hiding-place. 

Ike Linton says it is unjust to blame 
anyone for their escape from the ja i l for 
they received no outside assistance, bu t 
dug their way out with a case-knife. 

The men have lived for four years in 
peace with their neighbors, and" Ike in 
particular is very well spoken of by all. 

Since all had been accomplished that 
prison discipline could be expected to do. 
it remains to be seen whether Ohio will 
add any more chapters to this actual 
'•Les Miserables" tragedy, which, thus 
far, cannot fail to impress one as a parallel 
to Victor Hugo's great work. 

The Cincinnati Times very justly calls 
upon Gov. Bishop to grant a pardon to 
these recaptured convicts, and not run any 
risk in turning out at the end of the sent
ence two men who will in all probability 
be insensible to all human feeling, judg
ing themselves unjustly dealt with.—Bal
timore Bulletin. 

Want Makes You loofc so Pale. 

A friend of mine, who is an invalid, 
told me of a little girl whom she met in 
an omnibus, and who seemed to be very 
much astonished to see her so exceeding
ly pale. 

"Why, what makes you so pale?" she 
asked. 

*'0, I don't know," my friend replied. 
"You don't go out enough," said the 

little thing. 
•'Yes, I do." 
"Well, you don't runV 
"Why, no ; how sheuld I look running 

down Broadway; what would the people 
th ink?" 

"Just tell them you are running after 
vour health, and they would not th ink a 
of it . 

This was either a wise little maiden, or 
else she was trying to quote some person {i t faithfully every forenoon after 

who had told her that running in the 
sweet,fre8h air accounted for her rosy 

cheeks. A t any rate, she had got hold of 
the secret of strength and healthy blood. 
Alas, thousands of our women sacrifice 
their health 'o their doilies I Our duties 
cannot be well performed unless we have 
the vitality which they require, and suf
fering is the penalty of neglect and im 
prudence. Bnt comfort and duty are 
consumed on the altar of vanity. An 
American lady makes little provision 
for unpleasant weather and dusty walk
ing. The delicious hours of the morning 
are lost and unknown, because the dew 
is on the grass, and one's clothes would 
b<? spoiled! The sun may be obscured, 
and the air may be cool, but women and 
children must be confined to the house or 
the yard through the tyranyof long dress
es and fine leather. The dust will ruin 
Mabel's shoes and if i t fills the flounces 
of her mother's dress, i t must be counted 
out of the list, or a "fearful" laundry bill 
mast be incured! Both mother" and 
child had bptter miss the blessing for 
which Dr. Wiseman sent them into the 
country, and go back to the city with 
their complaints that the y were "unfor
tunate in the locality to which they were 
advised," and that it was "intolerablv 
stupid iu that out-of-the-way place " 

Dear friends, expend a trifle'upon your 
wretched bodies and your languid souls! 
Get one more d?ess, which may have the 
beauty of appropriatencsss to your needs, 
and then go out and let into your hungry 
beings the new life of the day and °he 
inspiration of the morning. " Generally 
the question as to wearing-apparel is set
tled by fashion >and the looking-glass. 
We look with hope and longing tor the 
day when the natural enthusiasm of 
women and children shall have "free 
course," and the material i nd style of 
their garments shall contribute to the 
best interests of soul and bodv. A wo
man's clothes, in this age, must unques
tionably be reckoned among the most 
oppressive of her disabilities.—Grace 
Webster Hinftdale. 

DECKING THE CROSS. 
In Naples, on a Christmas morn, 

A priest the cross was dressing 
With opening bud* and flowers new-born, 

When all her sins confessing, 
A beggar girl drew softly near, 
And on the cross she dropped a tear, 

"Ah!" said the priest, "mv flow ers are sweet 
But, child, thine ej es have given 

This blessed cross an oflering meet 
To the dear King of heaven, 

For I can place no garland here 
So sweet a» thy repentant tear ' " | 

—Boston Transcript. 

TRAINED TO BUSINESS. 

"You may laugh as you please over my 
notions,'" said Mr Ashley to his two be-
jeweled si=ters-in-Iaw, "but this little girl 
is to be trained up into a smart little busi
ness woman. She is to be jus t as efficient 
in that hue as if she were a boy. Every
body despises a young man who has no 
sense about business, even if he is heir 
to a fortune, and there is no reason why a 
young lady should grow up in idleness 
any more than her brother. There are 
a great many up and downs in social life, 
and I want my little 'Goldie Locks' to be 
armed against reverses. She may not al
ways have her father's purse to draw on, 
and I want her to be able to earn,, mony 
for herself, just as her brother w ould ha% e 
done if he had lived." 

The two ladies were perfectly shoe ked 
at such sentiments from thier lich broth
er-in-law, but they felt that remonstrance 
was useless. If he would spoil poor, dear 
Alice's little girl in that way, it was no 
fault of theirs. For their pait, they could 
better trian the child how to spend her 
father's large income; but the idea of her 
learning to " earn money," with such ex
pectations as were ners, was beyond 
ridiculous 

Mr. Ashley pursued his o n a course, 
regradless of the comments it awakened 
in the two households near his own. 

One of little Effie's birthday gifts, when 
only eight years old, was an elegant little 
account-book, done in gieen and gold, 
and as handsomely gotten up as the 
daintiest autograph album. 

He gave her some very simple direc
tions about keeping her small accounts, 
and then told he-r he should give her an 
allowance on the first of every month, on 
the condition that she should put down 
every penny of expense in an orderly way 
and state clearly for what she spent the 
money. 

Effie was a bright little girl and was 
much pleased with her "new play," and 
entered upon it with great spirit. She 
spent several of her dimes that very after
noon, more for the lun of putting down 
the account than because she was abso
lutely out of pencils and stationery for 
school uses. She .thought that pencils 
and such like articles had a very respect
able look to start her little account book 
with. "So much more business-like than 
just candy and doll's slippers.*'. These 
articles came in, however, in due season, 
for what little girl with money in her 
purse could well withstand such tempta-
tious? 

So great was the pleasure of spending, 
that long before the month was up Mi3s 
Eflie tound herself a bankrupt, and just 
then her necessities began to press upon 
her. But it was an understood thing 
that her very liberal allowance was to 
supply all these small matters, and make 
many drafts on father's purse quite un
necessary. Here was a bad delemma, 
and Effin went straight to her father with 
it, as she did with all her troubles. Fath
er smiled, well pleased at the chance of 
teaching a good financial lesson. 

" N o w if father should hand out the 
money for these new wants, Effie, the les
son would all be lost. As far as I can 
see, they are all things that can wait until 
next month. Of course, anything you 
need at school I must advance the money 
for and take out of the next month's al
lowance. But that would have its disad
vantages, you know," and he gave a 
kiss to the sober, unturned little face. 

"Business was business," she found, and 
may be the road would wind up hill at 
times. She thought and studied consid
erably over her puzzled problems, and 
finally asked father if there was not some 
way by which she could save money, as 
Jane, the little waitress, did, to supple
ment her allowance. This was the very 
point her father desired to gain, and he 
was quite ready to open the way. 

"You see my dear, what a sad state my 
papers are in after mail time every day. 
I read them and throw them down, too 
busy to put them in order. If you will 
take this task upon yourself, and perform 

I go 

down to the office, I will pay you faj 
wages; in fact, I look forward to the df 
when my little girl can take the en 
charge of this room. I greatly dish 
having any house-maid enter it." A 1'ttT 
disarrangement of my papers might occa. 
sion great trouble."' 

Little Eflie was delighted with h 
commission, and se't about her first t3 

of earning money with a wonderful ? 
which would never have come to 
without having first felt the want of \\~ 

So step by step was the child induce 
into various little financial schemes, ar 
long hefore she had laid aside- her do 
had she learned to calculate with her 
ther questions of prcfit and loss, wit! 
view to various investments he w as ma 
lag. To make the impression still dee*, -
er, he never s.-nt out a vessel without « 
ing her some little "venture" of her o% 
in which she learned to take the deep 
interest. She studied the peculiarities o 
the various foreign markets where her f & 
ther traded, looked out the countries oi 
the great map in the office, and tract * 
out the vessel's course. She learned 
take a watchful interest in the report ^mm 

arrivals and departures, and, indeea 
could have instructed many much olde 
than herself long before she wa* in he 
teens. 

At nineteen she was her fathers book 
keeper, with a fair salary, and had 
elegant little office fitted up luxurir | 
for her especial accommodation. It „ .y, 
casioned a good deal of talk, tins eccen w 
trie way of bringing up an heiress, bu I 
Effie felt that she was " father's boy, | 
and they tw o were all the world to eac f 
other. Her education bad been carelu1 

attended to, and her social nature f 
neglected, but the world of fas.hion.u-
dissipation she had not entered, nor d' 
she sigh for it. •1'— 

Alas ' the lesson ol usefulness had r 
come too early. Sad financial dihast t 

all through the land swept away man 
still larger fortunes, but that was not th-
saudest blow to Eflie. Her fater, toe 
was taken from her, and no wonder fha 
for a time she was crushed by the] bio*-

But there were duties closely p r e s s ' ^ 
on every side, an-1 she could not vield i-
idle grief. She set herself faithfully t-
work to cairy out the principles of lit 
that her fathei had been instilling 
through all the years of her existence s< 

An orphaned cousin, like herself fin<,/< 
cially stianded, &he took into her coun ' 
Their plans were soon matured, and in0*,, 
new fast grow ing town they opened 
small pro\ision stoie with the hmitei 
capital they could command. Thei 
store soon became noteil as the neates 
grocery store in the place. Everytbin 
was fresh and tidy, and there was alw a 
room for a blooming flower-pot in 
window. I t was something lare a. 
beautiful, and often changed for anotl" 
which had been perfecting itself in 
small back room where the bra\e g 
kept house. A hired boy was till t.-. 
help they had at liist, but with thei 
bright, cheery ways they managed t 
"make much"' of him. Cheeiful fol' 
are always the best served by those 
their employ. .*__ 

Elhe was the businecs manager, an 
she conducted their financial ailaus ad 
mirably. And Saturday night &bf» couli 
tell you axactly how the firm stood, urn 
as it was a casi stoic there were no ba» 
debts to bother about. Now all her torn 
er education came in play. She v 
most thankful for that early d i i l l / ' ^ 
which had brought her to handle mom." 
wisely, and turn it o\er to the best acivan 
tage. The business grew w ith a stead \ 
healthy growth, like a snowball in t'ee 
snow. Better still, her worth was know 
and valued in the community to whi 
her presence was a blessing. The p 
and the suffering knew always where 
turn for a helper and a sympathi/1!— 
friend. 

Effie, too, found a new and tiaj 
home at last, and not unwillingly laid 
the cares of the large establishment o 
the strong young shoulders of (jouhin Del 
and an industrious young merchant wh 
proposetl to unite the interests of the tv 
concerns in a very emphatic manner 

« * 4 deed, henceforth Dell seemd to take fu 
as much interest in Arthur's success 1 
business as her own. Whenever th 
wheels got into a tight place, Cousin Elh 
wa3 willing to leave her handsome hom 
and its precious ties, and come down fr 
a day or two, if need be, to help straight 
affaiis. #. 

Indeed, in all the relations of Hfe'jsL-* 
never found it of the slightest etisadvant 
age that she had enjoyed the benefit ot 
thorough business training, and she full 
carried out her plans ot making her ow 
girls efficient, piactical working wonu 
as she wished her only son to be an 
dustrion«, intelligent businesb man. 

If more daughters were trained in f 
same way, this would not be such a hi 
world for women to make a living 
when reverses come. There are a g 
many poor people in almost every con 
munity, but few are so poor or so hard * 
help as useless women who have be 
reared in idleness of both brain and ha. 

A Painful Scene in a Court Jtootn. 

< f'Jt'ffiluu 

Charles F . Fredericks, night distribi 
tion clerk in the Newark VN. J.) Pos 
office, who was detected in stealing le 
ters, was brought before Commissior 
Whitehouse in Newark. The fathe 
Fredericks, who is more than sevens 
years of age, came in and was led to tl 
chair where the prisoner was seated. F< 
a moment he stood trembling before hi 
and then resting his hands on the sho* 
ders of ids son said • "O Charles, C 
les, you have, you have. Your mother 
gone, bu t before she died she sai«l y» 
would some time break my heart." W 
the wife and child of the accused man e 
tered the room, the wife, regardless 
those present, threw herself into his ar 
and cried: "Charles, have you done t' 
And have we been living upon tb 
thefts?" "This was the first t ime , ' ; 
the answer. The next moment his 
most-frenzied wife was upon her kne 
before the Commissioner, and cried out 
an agony of grief "Kill me, murder m 
do what you will, but let me have n 
Charlie!" She was hardly conscious wh 
taken from the room. Examination w 
waived, and Fredericks committed, in 
fault of bail, to jail. 

The prisoner has been employed in 7" 
Newark Postoffice for over seven yea 
and has previously had an excellent rei 
tatien. 
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