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A PROPHECY,

ﬂnwtiﬁht your hand lies on my hair!
Your kins dispels nll truoe of corel
nd In your u‘ur vyos' dowy dark
fhmu out the fale, unfading spark
M “love thit will not pass awey,”
of “love thut will abide wlway,”
You say.

Aud how you Inugh deriding Time,

Al pay: Z“m‘,e lives n f.lylﬂl!ﬁl primel

Anil passlon doep and pure &3 ours

COnn bid dofianeo to all powers !

Ab, me! langh gayly a8 You may,

You'll think of this ngain rmo duy—
Eomo day |

And tmlshn not foel K now,
Your Ig:ulnnpunmgbml
1 shall not feel your bappy hands
Lir onmy lldmﬂd'llhrlouitundl:
For I t Love will go nway;
““Tls Naturo's law"'—or so you'll say,
Bomo day?

Yea, I onn look within your wyes,
Eo nﬂnmﬁlh now with }u?u':'rpﬁ;en!
And with elear, unfa ng guon,
M‘h’tn old, it Love stays young,
And whon the roses fade and fall
That Love goos too for good and all

For all!

Awd whon that thme shall come to me—
Now, mark you, Dearl 11l oooss to bel—
Aud when repentant tones fall hot
Tpon palelips that answer not—
When ng ayes will sadly trace
The caredines on my death-cold face,
Vau'il onll to mind that woful day
The soul-sad words that 1 now say -

Bome day—some day !
=X oliy Mershall Medfoe, in Chicags U

FACE TO FACE.

“You'll take Patlence! exclaimed
the poorald fellow, amazed and bewil-
dered oncd more.

“Ay—without a penny!” said Mar-
rish.  And well he might say so, if he
meant it, for without getling his full
pennyworth Firmet Marrish, of Wel-
stoad, had never boen known lo do n
mortal thing. He had always been a
model man of business; up before the
bird, nay, even befors the worm, and
early to bod, only for the sake of savin 5
enndles in those hard times. He ha
Eln}'ud ant to Tom Blackthorn's grass-

opper. Ho had soraped
youny by penny, pousd by pound, field
Ly field, until, 8s now, ho could add
farnrto farm; aod alwaysin sush wise
that he had ecarned the nickname of
“Miser Murrish” at Hunchester, the
market town, where he was as well
known on Thursdays as the parson on
Sundays. The ides of him saddling
himself, nt his time of life, with a pen-
niless lass from & boarding-school, who
came, to boot, from such & wastrel
stock as the Blackthorns, was incred-
ible. No wonder the girl's own father
was bowildered and amased.

“You'll take my Patlence!"
elnimed n, with open eyes.

“Look here, Tom Blackthorn. Per-
haps it may look odd, but I'd sconer
have that lass to wife without s penny
than ever another with a thousand
pound, It may seem like & fool's
wnim; but it's mine. 1've watched
Patience grow up from her cradle, as
ono may say; and ever sinco she last
eame home from school I said to my-
solf, that's tho lass for me. "’

“Blosamy soul alive!”

“Ay, "tis true. Yon needn't be afrald
I can't keep & wife, thongh she does
come from a boarding-school. I'm not

he ex-

A Feot Related in Seven Wells | n rich man by any sort of means; but

Told Fables.

Y RN E FRANCILLOY,
Avrmon or A Ouuar Armess,” “Quirs
Ar Last™ * A Ruavn Quans,” * Eage'a
Dave” mre, ETO,

FARLR THE | Lies | —~CoNtTixuun.

“‘Put up with my land—you! Why—
oun't be; It can't be, There's never
beon when Leys Croft dido’t belong to
a Blackthorn. "Twouldn't be in the
nature of things!"' ho exclaimed, still
half bewildered from such o blow, but
with n glow again in his eyes; the while
Mariish, the mortgagee, gat stern and
gtolld, pressing  his  broad-brimmed
beaver botween his knees, “We've
owned and farmed Leys Croft, me and
my forebours, for hundreds of years—
thouwnds, more like—and there sn't
one of "em but would turn round and
curye me out of his grave!  "Twould be
worse than baing begear to that old
curmidgron up in London for me to

ive up the land  that goes down from
{..’ht-r to son. I suy, "bwould be like
King George giving ap England to
Bonuy, if 1 was to gove up Leys Croft to
any hut o Blackthorn of the Btraight
line, My grandfather was horn in this
house, like his grandfather before him,
and =0 wins I, and so was my —my girl.
1 koow every clod in the felds since I
waes that high; sod to be told 1 must
glvo up the land!  No."

I valeo was prematurely old, bat it
trorabled rather from a sense of supromi:
oulraze than from age, and, nfter al-
most breaking down when it spoke of
the giel, beame down upon the “*No"
startlingly round snd full

“Well, Tom Blackthorn," said the
er ditor, "I\'ou'm only got to ralse the
me ey, and Loys Croft s yours as sure
ns Welstead's mine, "

Welstead, indeed—that you bought
for woney; ns i money could make a
thiig u mwan's own, likemine's mine.”

“i'd like to soe u betber title than
hard  ensh, though,” sald Mnarrish,
with sommhing distantly akin to a

smile. =The question is—ean you
rulse g hundred pound?"
“No.”
Then you must give up the land.*
*Nol"

*I'hon, Tom Blackthorn, vou're an
otritinate old fool. And If "twnsn't
you, I'd eall » man that won't take the
only way he's got to pay his good law-
ful delts a'long way worse name than
foul. Howsoever, the law's on my
sidg; vou ride over, or walk over to
Huouohester, nnd ss=k Lawyer Lake, and
lencn: for six-and-eightpenco, if you've
got Ity whist T tell you for nothing nt
all. You gre an uslucky devil, Tom
Blaokthorn; but that's no call why the
piper's to bo paid by me.™

“Ah! You've come to turn me sand
my girl out of houss wnd homa '

“'Il have to Toreclose on Leys Croft,
That was the bond."

I'tio broken-down yeoman, whose land
witi the core of his heart, gulped down
o hnrd sol, took down his hat from »
peg and put it on, armed hinsell with
n leugh walklngeatick out of & dorner,
and then, from the depth of a dmwer,
fishod up & big key, which he handed to
hisoreditor.  “Good-bye, Enoch Mar-
ris,"" sndd he, withoat looking him In
thet face, *1 enn't shake haods, but—""
He drode wowards the door.

SWhat's “thin for?* asked Marrish,
fivjering the key.  “Whore are you oll
to vow?*

*Off the land that isn't mine —that's
Il I'm going Lo fetel Paticnoe; and
then wao'll go.”

“Go!  Whege?"

“What's that (o you?"'

“Of nll the obstinate oid fools! I've
got 1o foreelose yeb; and if 1 hado't,
e’ s no ol o turn out as if the house
wis afire —"'

“And do you think," said Blackthorn,
fn ‘uground and iooking him full in the
fovu *I'll sloop another night on the
s 1've sold for a mess of pottage?

Il find the loo of n hay utuer Bolne-
wivew off the land for my lass; and—
bl that's naught to you. I you was
Blisktiorn, vou'd understand.  1'll put
30 10 vo expense nor trouble. I['N
oary away just my stick, aud the
elerfies 1 stand o, and the girl.  She's
moe. Bub 1 won't esrry off out of
Jaova Croft so much as the muck on my
beslyg Ul wipe them clean by the gate
on Uy Four-Aere; and "'
g, Tom—if you'd
amna ont, instead of belngs
Mt T oean't afford
money or land; these wir Hmes are

I cnn't; but—1 willl"

“Wihnt!"" cried Blacktborn,
rosmi ngain
1 That's what I say.

I'll take

fasing | sha'n't have done by

I'm n hard-working honeit yeomun,
that isn't likely to go begging or bor-
rowing, any more than he's like to go
stealing. 1 don't keep hunters, nor
dogs, nor company that's worde thun
dogs, (o eat one out of house and home
and then to turn thelr talls when the
cupboard’s bare. I farm my own land,
and pay no rent; snd you know me, and
if you don’t, you nsk Hunchester Old
y Bank or Lawyer Lake, and soe whal
| they say of Enoch Marrish, of Welstead,
I'm not rich, but I'm warm enongh for
two."

“Bless my soul alive! Does the girl
know?"'

“A girl isn't blind to a chap's sweot-
ness on her 1 snppose—eh?"'

“Why, vou're old enough to be her

"

father, man!

“No, no. Not so bad as that. A
muan's ns old as he foels, and I'm one of
the wiry ones that are old young, and
young old. Besides, it's bad for s lass
to bo murried to & young tom fool that
dont know his own mind. 1Kknow mine,
I love Pmience; and --you'd best keap
the land.™

“Well, I'm—""

What he was, Farmer Blackthorn
falled to say. He eertainly eonld not
help seving that he was being asked to
sell Pationce for Leys Croft.  But thon
I that a hard and grasping man like

Enoch Marrish should find Patience
Blackthorn worth buying at such o
| prive was vory wonderful, nay, & very
| Nattering thing. He loved his daughtor
Ihr did not like Marrish--who ean like
a creditor that appeals to the law? But
| the lund <the land! I be loved Pa-
{ tionce with all his heart, he loved the
land with all his sonl. Tt was his relig-
ion; thongh the lund might ruin him ﬁc
loved it, not merely s one loves s good
and dutiful daughter, but as & mother
loves & seapegrace son.
| And su wpose Patience did or covld
like Marrigh well enough to be his wife,
would it pot be best all round? The
Blackthorns bhad slways held their
heads high, and a Marrish was—well,
certainly not n Blackthorn. Enoch was
the first of the family who had beld land
of his own, while anclent deeds showed
that there were Blackthoras, of Leys
Croft, farming their own fields before
the time of the Todors. Buat still,
Farmer Marrish was s sound man-—a
safe man, nay, s rich man, though he
did not eall himself so. He contrived
to raise good crops, somehow, in the
worst years, and, what wus more, he
muade not only wheat but money breod.
Why should not Patience Blackthorn
become Mra, Marrish, if she ploased ?
And then the land—wus it not her
duty, ns a Blackthorn, tosave the land?

And there was, indeed, no other way;
for the owner of Leys Croft had ralsed
evary penny he could find, owed more
than he had spont, and lisd spant every
penny he conld ralse.

“1t all depemds. on the lass—all on
the lass," said ho, ufter s long pause,
and a battle with himself that could
have only one end.  **She'll be some-
whera about the place; we'll see what
she'll say to it, poor thing."

“Poor thing?

“You musu't mind what I say, neigh-
bor. What with one thing and another
~what with the shame ul'in'illg kicked
| by the old man in London for & buggar,
and what with your talk of losing Lays
Croft, and what with your wanting I's-
tience, my head's all of a twirl."

= le'.ll lot me huve ber, then?"

Ay

il

It wns not a second between Stephon
Huarlow's * Oh!"" and his appearance in
the shed, where he found Patience no
longer at the window, but pushing at
hor saw, which, wenried outat lnst with
such usage, utterly refused to move.

 Putionce! Wl’\lt are you doing?”
ericd he

“Ob, it Is you!" ssid she. * Bnt
don’t hinder me, for goodness’ suke.
I'm at work, you see."

“ Como, Patlence,”™ he sald, IIHH&
her hand in spite of its pecupation, an
holding it too,  **That lsn't the way to
welcome an old felend —and I haven't
seen you for years!"'

“Only onn!” What ought I to do?"

“Why, you t—I ought—" He
looked as it be knew very well what
onght to be done; but he refrained.
“ What are you dolng with that saw?"

* Making n new gate-post. Ours Is
hroke, neross the Home Croft, and we
don't want to pasture other folk's
cows."

“ Yon—making s gate-poat? Whero's

Giles?"
* Oh, Giles! THe's left us wovks
There, Stephen—do let go my hand; 1
pme—"
“ That ]'nu“wou't I'll go after one

“No. Don't

of the mon—
do that  Father
wouldn't be pleased "'+ )

togother |

“ BT and aonsense, Prtience?™

“QOh, pleass don™t!" prayed she.
“The truth is, there's no men to find.”™

+ No mon to find!"

“No. We've given up keeping
mon—and a good thing, too. "Twould
bo 4 shame, indeed, to keep a lot of
idle, nsoless men ahout n place when
fathor's a grown-up girl—of course,
"twas different when I was a ohild,*!

A farm—without hands! Patience
—what does this mean? What has
happened while I have been away?
W Lut have T come back to find#"

“ Why, Btephen, how scared you
look at one!'" she sald with s smile—
and though I have sald she wns not a
pretty girl, I retract my wonds humbly,
senin{‘hwr with Stephen Hirlow's eyes;
and all the more, since her soice was
as light and as sweot a8 a giri's oan be.
He had come two hundred miles to
hear that voice and to ses thas smile;
and now they made him afraid, she
looked so fragile, and yeot so brave,
* You find—me, aod you'll find father,
too."

He took the saw from her hand, and,
in n minute, had done the rough work
that hnd taken her two wasted hours.

“Now," said he, *yon're free to
talk. Don't tell me that you've got
rid °f. your men bocause there's no

“1 think—I think—we must have
ust one man—to saw. Oh, Sle‘f.]hen.

w did you do that so fast? 1en,
there’s use in those teeth after all?*

“ Are you going on without maids,
too?"'

“Of gourse. When o farmer’s got a

grown-up girl, what does e want with
o parcel of maids? That would bea
shame!"

* Who milks the cows?"

“I do. At least—I shall We're
no! keeping cows, just now. I'm sorry
you have to do without cream. On, |
do love work, Stephen! It's ever so
much better than musie and Freoch
s the use of the ginbes—1I never could
make out the nsoof the globes; eould
you? I like to fool useful; it's the best
fun in the word."

“Paticnes,  You can't
You're going to cry."

“I'm not. And it's becauss I've
piiched myself with the saw., Cry!
Stephen—how dare you say 1'm golog
to ery "

“You've hurt yourself with that con-
founded saw! Give me your hand "'

“No. 1haven't hurt mysclf—indeed,
I laven't; that was only—fun, you
know. Don't look st me! I will cry,
if you do. Don't I know I've'muade my-
solf look like I don't know what with
trying to saw that wood? Is it Millport
manners to look at a girl when she isn't
fit 1o be seen™ :

“Anyhow, to look at you is what I'vé
come from Millport to do," sald he.
“I"atience, I'm going to take yonr hand |
und 1 am going to look into your
eved. Just think what [ feel about you

and yours. Your isther is my best
friondd. He's made n man of me; what-
| ever I'm ever to be for gowd 1 owe to
him. T'm his, heart and hand. And
I'm yours—you know how. And yet
you won't even tell mo when he's in
trouble, o0 that 1 may help bim all 1
know how.'

Patience Blackthorn had  been in
many minds since she had first heard |
her old playfellow s volee at the gate
At first she had meant to be sanoy, just
to punish him for nothing: then ghe had
meant (with her Blackthorn pride) to
brazen out the poverty st Leys Croft
before the yonng man who had only
soen it vich and Hourishing; thén some-
thing in his masterful way forbade her
1o bo anything but angry with herself
for erving. It he had never come sho |
would not have shed » tear, even had
she sawn through her wrist instead of
the Jog: but, he being there wilh his
strength, she might be a girl again, and
sit down and ery—not so unhappily ns |
it might soem.

“Poor father!" said she, “I don't

cheat me.

—Ki s

ne by, *Poor darling!"' whispered
F: #0 low, that ahe heard it with her
heart rather than with her ears; and
the arm tightened its hold.  *It Is time
I came, indeed!"

 You won't believe anything wrong
of Dick?" asked she.

“I love everythivg that belongs to
you," sald he, “Dick and all. Do you
know why I'm here to-day "'

“Because you couldn't find anything
better to dof"!

*To nsk your father—who's becn
more than father to me, God bless him!
—if he'll let me be twice his son; and
he'll want one, now Dick's gone. 1'm
but a blacksmith's boy, and \you'ro
Miss Blackthorn, of Leys Croft; 1 know
all thut; but I'm Stephen Harlow, too,
that moans to be a big man some day,
and is on the high road so to be. 1 was

oing to dare to ask him when I thought
Eim as rich ns Dives, Pntirmm_'uthure,
50 soe if I don’t dare ask him pow!
didn't mean to see you first; but I don't
mind— Will you be my wife, Patience,
just to give your father a son, nnd be-
eanse I Jove you so dear?"’

They & already 83 closo ag it they
were plighted lovers; and Paticace hul
no exouso for not reading the love that
streamed from his eyes into hers.  Her
breath quickened and hor check flusked,
and it must have been minutes that they
thus stood in that broken shed, full of
rubbish, reading one another's eyes, and
without & spoken word,

But— * Will you!" he asked at
TN

No answer, .

“Do you love me?"!

If he had wanted s spoken “Yes'' ho
would have been a fool. Was not her
Hinnd still in his; hor waist still held by
his arm; her eyes beginning to shine,
like April, through her tears,

This first kiss had been the ambition
of his life—nand it had come,

“Patlence! Patience! Whataver come
of the lass?' suddenly broke s well-
known voice through the lovers' droan.
“Patience! T want you—come bere!”

“It's father!" she whispered, flut-
tered, and half afraid.

“All the better,darling!" sald Stephen.
“I'll nsk him now, ten times as bold.
Give me your hand, and we'll go to him
together—so."

He led her so out of the shed into
the sunshine. And thus not only Far-
mer Blackthorn, but Furmer Marrish
ulso, saw Stophen and Patience coming
toward them band in hand. Patlence’s
hand steugeled o little, bird-like, togret
froe, seeing that her father had com-
pany.  But Stephen held it firm,  Mill-
port had rubled off his shyness long
ngo: and, indeed, he would have been
glad if all the world could hear what
he had to say. For ho felt like a con-
querer, laurcl-crowned. It was only »
heart he had conquered; but did Alixe
ander ever onnquer o much, among all
his worlds.

“]'ve come back ngnin—like the bad
penny, you see, farmoer,” he sald, for-
getting even to notlee how mueh his old
patron had chiangel. “I'd hnve come
straight to the house; but as Mre, Mar-
rish wanted to see you first, I've told
Patlence what [ came to toll you—and

nnd Patlence will be my wife, farmer
—if you'll have me for o son."

The two farmers exchanged looks—
one bewildered; the other, s glance

iihat can only be lkened to the sudden

flaming of a glowing coal. But nelther

said & word.
(10 BE CONTINUED.]
— . -

SAVINGS.
Some Interesting In_N'tlrnll Which Emphs
slae & Moral,

There Is in Philadelphis a massive
stone building into which, on a eertaln
day of the week, a line of servant girls
may bo seen enterlng on one side and
passing out at tho other. Itisa sav-
ings bank, fouuded pearly a century
ago by the good Quakers for the help

understand things—they didn't come
into music nor the globes—but they're
gone all wrong ever since—I think
ever since you went away. We've had |
to sell all the stock for a song; and last
hurvest was just terrible; and we can't
pay the men thelr wagoes from weok lo
week, and so they have to go; Giles,
that might have stuck to us, and all—
It don't =0 much matter to me, because
I'm young and strong, and it's dread-
ful to think of all the time I've lost;
but thore's father, he's not strong and
bo's not young. You'll be sorry to see
how he's got to look. I'm trying to
keop things going with my own hands;
I'm trying hard; but—there, you see I
can't even get a stick of wood in two.
"Tis but a poor welcome we esn give
you this time, Stephen—"'

“Good God! You mean—ruin! Buot
your brother Diok—where's ho?"

“Don't usk mna that, Stephen! she
eried. ** Don't let father hear his name!
We—don't know."

“Patiencel Why, you loved him
better than your father, and your father
almost better than you!"

“He's nol dono anything wrong,
Slnvlu-n-—{ou musn't think that; Dick
couldn't do du.\‘lhlnfz wrong i e
tried—but father fancles so; and that's
beon the worst of all.  He eould huve
fought through, if Diek had stayed;
but he's not even Jet him be named
sinee he went away. Oh, Stephen, I'd
just die of gladness i you conld tind
out what's become of Dick, and brin
him home. And for faher to thin
his own son Dick has been to blame—
that's nigh too bad to bear."

Stephen sawd nothing all at onee; for
b had reasons of his own, based on old
acquaintance, for feeling no assurance
that Dick Blackthorn's disappoarance
was likely to be so altogoethor blameless
as Patlenco bolieved, Dick's farmin
had slways besn pretty much confine
to the sowing 0 the wild oat, and no
doubt ho was res - 'ng the harvest.  But
he could not say a word to lessen Dick's
sinter’s faith in ber dear scapegmoe; so
he held his tongue.

His left hand was still bolding her
right, from which the saw had fallen;
and how vould his right arm fail to find
out hor walst, while she whe was dearer
to him than the whole world was pour-
ing into his cara tale of trouble that
made heart biked? And then the
tears in her 3 made his own
eyes swim, Nor did it seom in the loact
wonderful, or even st that proud

ati Blsckthorn lhoun lat the nrm

especially of this cluss and lsboring
men.

On other days, méchnnics, negroes,
Ttallan organ-grinders, Chinese washor-
men, professional beggars, with here
and thero a richly-clad woman who is
lnyitg sway a “nest-egg for her baby,"
throng the walting-room.

On the huge books of the bank there
are some ontries which hint at singular
storfes. In 1848 there s the recelp: for
the deposit of one hundred dollars by &
wealthy old genteman, in the name of
a boy just born and named for him.
The donor died, having forgotten all
about his deposit. The boy grew to
manhood. 8 hard-working mechanio
who supported his old father and moth-
or, Ho wished to marry, but could not
do #o for lnok of means, when presto!
this modest sum, which had been ac-
cumnlating at compound {nterest, comes
to light, und he Is a comparatively rich
man.

On sootber volume, that for 1867,
there is an entry of the deposit of two
hundred dollars, signed “George G. Os
borne, able seaman.” Opposite is writ-
ten, in olerkly hand: “This was the
Right Honorsble George Gordon, Earl
of Aberdeen. The movey on his death
was paid to his executors. His ostate
when he deposited it was valued at
three millon dollars.”  This *“able sea-
man'’ was 8 vigorous, stalwart youug
nobleman who tired of the life at eourty
and broke loose, resolving to beesme
one of the people and to earn bils own
bread, Hu resisted all entreatios to re-
turn home, worked hard for yoars as
pavyy and on ship-board, pat away his
earnfugs, ns we have seon, and rose to
be mate of his vessel before he disl,

A somewhat similar instance was thal
of the elder Jine of the house of Falr-
fax, which is to be found in a Virginia
family, Lord Fairfax refused to necept
the title, estates and caves of his ran{:.
and lived and died » plain farmer,—
Youths Jompanion.

PP T,

~The flexibility of itacloumite—n re-
markable sandstone 'ﬂ.ﬂ“mﬁmw
and North and Eouth Carolina—seoms
to ba s by that of & magnesian
limestone found st the entrance of the
Tyne, in Eogland. This limestono is
reported to be so flexible that thin la
ors throe feet or more fn length may
bent into a circle while d.-mro. retulning
that form on being allowed to dry

—In Amerien we call men who dab-

Ao iy

them *

anil E-pg:glhh press refer to them as
#dymamiturds.

YOUTHS" DEPARTMENT.

FROWNS OR SMILES?

Where do they go, T wonder,
The cloudson a cloudy day,
When the shining sun comos ng out
And sostters them all away
I know |—Thoy keep thom aod eut thom down
For oross little girls who want s frown,
rowns and wrinkles and pouts—oh, my!
low many “twould make—one cloudy aky |

1 think 1 should like it bottar
A sunshiny day to tako
And eut it down for dimples nnd smiles—
hat boautiful onss "twould mike!
nough for all the dear little girls
With protty bright eyes and waving ourls,
To drive the scowls and frowns away,
Just Uke tho sun on a cloudy day.
—Swiney Dayre, in St Nicholaa,

. A ———.

THE SCHOOL QUESTION.

The Lesson Tanght by a Dream to m Boy
Who Had n Good Mind Not to Try to
Learn.

“It eortaluly soems cruel for parents
to insist on their boys going to school
when the day is fine for a gare of ball,
kite-flying, sailing, coasting, or build-
ing snow forts, At such times, every
boy ought to be allowed to enjoy him-
self, and then on stormy days, unless,
of course, the weather wus such that It
would be disagreeable for him to go out
of doors, he would be willing to go to
school.™

Billy Dodd had somo such Idea as
that, ns he afterwards told me, on &
certamm day when the chestnuts were
just ready to drop into the cap of any
fellow who could ged under ths trees,
and when his mother obliged him to go
to school instead of allowing him to go
into the woods,  Billy thought that ,fm
was a partioutarly ill-used boy, and he
could not understand why it wns neces-
sary to go to sthool at all,  Of eourse
he wanied to know how to read and
write, and that was all he thought
it was neceasary for him to Kknow.

“What good's grammar, an' history,
an' all them kind of things?'" he asked
himself, as he walked slowly and un-
willingly toward the school-house.
“What do I want with nouns in any
case, or what difference does it make to
me which one governs in a sentence?
Conjunctions can govern the whole
grammar for all I care, an’ when I get
to bo a man [ won't need to know such
things. What's history got to do with
a feller, I'd like to know ? 1 guess it
wouldn't hurt me very much if I didn't
know who discovered America, or if 1
couldn’t tell jest to & minute when the
English surrendered at Yorktown. I'm
jest m good mind never to try to learn
another thing."

Billy was close beside the brook as he
thought this, and the babbling of the
water scemed Lo say so plainly that his
viow of the case was tha correct one
that he sat down on the grass regard-
less of the fact that be ought to be in
school.

Then, feeling partioularly indolent,
and lulled by the murmur of the waters,
he foll asleep, and probably, one of the
water-sprites camo and sat on his eye-
lid, for straightway he began to dream,

It seemed to him that ho had suddenly
become a man without having been
troubled auy further about school. He
wns about to purchase some land on
which to bulld & house, and the owner
told him that the lot contaived three
nores and seven-tenths, which he conld
have at the rate of ope hundred and
ninety-eight dollars per acre. Now
Billy had a certain sum of money, and
was wholly st a loss to know whether it
was snfficlent to pay for the land. He
knew that it was n very simple matter
for the boys in school to multiply, di-
vide and subtraot; but he had grown
up without any knowledge of such
things, and even at that early moment
in his earcer he began to be sorry that
he had not learned a trifle more. Then
he was obliged to ask the owoer of the
land how much the sum total would be,
and some little girls who were standing
near by began to lsugh, while he dis-
tinetly heard one of them say: *“Did
you ever hear of such & thing? A big
man don't know how to multiply one
hundred and ninety-eight by three and
seven-tentha!" .

He walked away quietly, feeling very
much ashamed, and concluded that he
had rather not have any house than be
lnughed at by children because he had
been o foolish when & boy as not to
study st school. But he was obliged to
dhpfay his ignorance very nhor{l¥ after.
wards, for it beeame necessary for him
to know how far he was from the near-
est hotel. Meeting two boys, either one
of them smallor than he was when he
coased to go to school, he asked the
question, and was told that he would be
obliged to walk thros tﬂrlunli:n.

Now Billy had a general idea as to
the length of a mile, but, owing to the
fuct that he had never learned the table
of surveyors' mensure, ho was wholly
at a loss m‘munw length of a
furlong. It wns nbsolutely necessary
that he should know the exact distauce
to the hotel, and ns he asked the boys
to explain themsolves, since he know
nothing about n furlong, he saw them
lunghing at aim beonuse of his jg-
ROTRICY.

As he walked on towards thse hotel,
he bogun to understand that he had
mado n great mistake when he was a
boy in not having studied harder; but
it waa too late thon, snd be continued
his journey, wishiog very heartily that
it was the fushion for men to go to
school.

Whon hefarrived at the hotol, and be-
fore he had time to transact any busl-
ness, ho hoard some gentlemen talking
on politicsl matiers, during which they
ofton reforred to the eapital of the Stato.
It was im ible for Billy to restrain
his curlosity, and, as he asked the
ﬁ:ﬁmen which oity was the capital,

was coverad with confusion at ses-
lngothe entire pariy laugh at him; while

a boy suld, very impudently: **I guess

you nover went lo school very much,

did I)l'ou. mistor?"

Billy went into the hotel without
waiting for u reply. Beforo he had
been there many minutes he discovered
just how of

Now, if Billy had had a longer dream
ho would probably have undérstood in
how many ways each particulur branch
of his studies could be aseful to him as
aman,  But there was no real necessity
forit, ko far as his reformation was
concorned, for from that time forth he
was one of the most studious of his
olass,

If every boy who thinks his time is
wasted in aschool will but carry Billy's
drenm out in detail, imagining ev

ible situation, asking himself how
o could get along in aoy branch of
business without an education, it 18 safe
to say thet he will study quite hard
as Billy did after the water-sprilef sat on
his vye.—James Olis, in Congrégalion-
alist,

A SMART DOG. .

fHow He Barked un Alarm of Fire sod
Baved the Woodahed

One day Mary, the cook, went to see
her mother, who was slok. The chil-
dran were all at school; so Mra. White
locked up the house and went up-stairs.
She sat down by the front window,
where she could see any one comng in
the gate. About an hour aftor, she
heard the dog barking. Bhe said:
“What can Dan be barking at? 1am
sure no one has come in the gate.
Some one must have olimbed over the
back fence.”

8o she laid her work down and went
to the back window and looked out;
but could see no one.  As soon as Dan
saw her looking out he stopped bark-
ing. “He must have been barking at
the cat,' she sald, and went back to her
work.

Hardly had she begun to sew, when
sho heard him bark again.

Now, Dan was a good watch-dog,
and always barked when any one came
in the gate. il one of the family, or
one of their friends came in, Dan wonld
give o little bark, as much as to say:
How-do you-do?"' and would jump

round them, and, in his way, show he

new them. But if s tramp came,
he would bark loudly and keep it up
until he had gone out.

Some times ho would bark st puss,
when he thought she was taking more
than her share of the dinoer; but he
never kept it up very long.

Now, thisday, he kept on barking
loudly, just as he did when a tramp
came into the garden. So Mrs. White
again Inid down her work and this time
went down-stairs.

Just as soon as Dan saw her down-
stairs ho stopped again. Thinking that
some one might have gotten into the
cellar, Mrs. White went down to look;
but she could see no one, and the doors
and windows were safely locked.

Then she went up-stairs and began
to work the third time. But again Dan
bogan to bark, and louder than be-
fore,

Mrs. White kepl on sewing at first;
but the dog made such & noise that she
soon saw 810 would bave to quite him.
»I wonder what he wants,' she said
o[ pover knew him to sect so before,
Somothing muost be the matter.”

So she went down-s airs and opened
the door and ealled to hLim: “Dan!
Dan! what's the matter?'  He soemed
to understand what she meant, for he
began to bark and run to the corner of
the yurd, then back to her again, ns
much as to say: ** Come with me and I
will show you, for I can't talk."

Mrs. White went with him, and she
goon suw what Dan had been trying to
toll her.

The cook had thrown some sshes in
the corner of the yard, next the wood-
shed. Some hot coals that had been
left in them had set fire to some dry
bushes, which were blazing away, and
the woodshed bad just begun to burn,

Mrs. White ran quickly to the pump
and got n pail of water to throw on the
fire. Dan followed her, barking all the
time. Aftor she had put the fire out he
stopped barking,

Mrs. White was so much pleased with
Dan, for being so smart, that she guve
him some nice meat. :

Now that the fire was out, Dan was
happy, and did not bark again all day.

&Imn Mr. White aod the children
heard how Dan had ssved the wood-
shed, they called him a smart dog, and
were more fond of him than ever. And
I think he was a smart dog, don't you?
—8ehoot and Horue.

AN OLD TRICK REVIVED.
The Way Home FPoeopls Make Six Bank
Notes Out of Five.

There is an old swindling devics
which consists in cuttmg bank notea
Into strips and then, in putting them
together,save enough from each to make
an additional note. This ingenious pro«
ceas, technleally known as “sweating,"
has boen applied to the United States

silvor oertificates.

The discovery was made yesterday at’

the Sub-Treasury by Mr. Marlor, who
has charge of that department, A batch
of ten-dollnr certiticates was received
from a Wall strest bank Friday and
was redeemed.  Yesterday it was found
that soveral of the notes which, on &
cursory handling, appeared to have been
necidentally torn and afterward pasted
together, bad in reality been subjected
to the “‘swesting" process above al-
" Tho law perraits the Trensury Depart
e law ts nan

mont tons:: a mutihhd'zﬂhf fta
face walue if three-fifths of I8 remain,
The sharpers have taken advantage of
this law. Tho certiticates were first cut
to five pleces, and then, by taking one
piece from five different certificstes, &
sixth certificate was made. Thus the
five genuine cortificates would each
Jack one-fifth, but the sixth or bogus
certificate would apparently have enough
pledes pasted together to mnke it com-
EI;:. All the cortificates were there-
until the trick was discovered, re-
doemable nt their value. Unfortu.
for the swi the ten dollar
certitientes huve the numbers of each
engraved in various places on the note
in very small Of course the
doctored notes were made of fragments

respond, 1t was this discovery which
exposed the fraud. —¥. ¥, xa-r-’u.

—Florids Is proud of a sweet
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