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HIRING A SERVANT.!

HOW A LITTLE WOMAN WAS
MADE TO BLUSH,

‘Moo Much to Expect of thie Large Mald

and Finally They Falled to Comes to
an Agreement Abnit Wages —Compro-
miss on &4 Chinanon,

L' O som, there are
/ only two in the
family and It'a n
very littls house,
s I thought we
conld  get along
with just one for
awhile anyway
oxplatned the vt
woman, ansionsly

Yos maam”
gl the blg wom-
an, with the alr of one aceustomed 1o
a busler and dependent on o mald, bt
not disposed to be uppish on thiat o
connt., The other Blasbed and pualled
her handkerchief nervously throngh
Ther fingers, san Pranvisco
Examiner,

“We dine at 620" she went on,

The big woman lnoked slightly sur-
prised,

“Early dinner ma'am” wos all
she sald, but the Lttle woman wishod
she hod made it at least §

“Yes, early.” she sabl, M. Mr
that is, my husband prefers (1. He i«
rather old-fashionsd in some wiys

“Yed, ma‘am, ' sald the hig woman
und the Hitle one (elt herselt forgiven
and pitled

[
Asava 1

virs,

“We breakfast ot 8 and my Lol
doesn’t come home to buneh, =0 yon
would have tinie to o most of the

sweoplong,” she went on, more vasly

“Of have  harllwool
floors," sald the hig womoan, grlonsly

“Well, po, We have ol mattings put
down, We rather Hike them betpep™

“o vou hive noman to beat the rogs?”

“Why, there are not very muny - juast
two, 1 helleve —not hig ones. 1t would
hardly be worth shile,” cald the Jitthe
woman apologetically,

“Yeos, ma'am.” in
of Daghestang in the Kitehen and Per-
pian tapestries in the chinn cinset

“1 should expect to have some of the
washing done ot home™ the  litle
woman continned. There was a whaole
French laundry in the surprised Diting
of the other's eyebrows as she ashed,
deferentinlly:

“You mean

COurEs Yo

.

a toue sugaestive

the flannels and stock-

ings?”’
“You, and —well just a few other
things., The laundries are so havd on

one's lngerie” with n smile that the
big woman politely roflectod,

“Would you expect me to walt on the
door?"" ghe asked.

“I think you'd have to, when | was
out or anything.” said the little woman
with some hesttation, “If 1 were right
there T wouldn't mind opening It my-
solf accasionally, Of course you would
have your evening ont.”

“Two evenings and Sunday afternoon
is what I've been acoustomed to,” sald
the big woman, quictiy.

“Yes, certalnly. That wonld suit me
perfectly well,” the little womun hastily
agreed, “Tuesday night we alwavs go
to our whist club, but we counld arrange
about any two other aights, and I'm
not even sure we are gomng 1o keep up
the whist club.”

“Would you want much rongh work
done, washing windows, and that?”
askod the big woman, glancing down at
lher neatly gloved hands,

“Well, the windows, of course,” nil-
mitted the Httle woman, “bhut not much
else,  We buy our kKindling all =plit up.
you know."

“Then vou don't conk hy gus or elec-
tricity? 1Is your range u large one?”

“Well, it's a cooking stove; No. 6, 1
believe,"

“No. 6 hasn't much room on it, but |
don’t suppose yon'd want more than
five courses for dinner when you hadn'l
company,"” sald the big woman, con-
siderately,  The little one  gasped
slightly,

“Oh, no; not more than four or five”
she agreed. My husband sometimes
likes to have just three, He i3 fond of
simple things.”

“Yes, ma'am,"”” said the blg woman,
with generouns compassion

“Now, about wages,”" ventured the
little woman, wondering it salary or
remuneration wouldn't e more ap-
propriate. I expected that s, we
planned to puy about $20 4 month,”

e big womun evidently snppressed
n \

erally got $30, just for covking:
no washing or housework,” she ex-
plained.

The Httle woman flushed, but stood
her ground.

“I'm afraig 1

couldnt afford more

. than $20," she murmure:d,

The other rose,

“I'H tell you." she said, in the tone
of one uniformly courtents to inferiora,
“You don't want @ first-clags conk ke
me, but a gir! for general housework
There's lots who will take plices for
$20, {f you don’t live with any sivie, 1
am afraid 1 wouldn't suit,”

“1I'm sorry,” sald the other,

“Good morning.” answers] the big
woman, with a respectful bow.

The little woman dld not interview
any more gervants, Her hnsgbaud went
down and hired a Chinaman for her.

. Fducation,

Eduecation Is not a stuffing or cram-
ming process, but a drawing out, a
developing of what Is In a persen, It
18 & mistake to faney that a large edu-
cation {5 only for the professional man
Why should rpot all persons want a
generous education? Hut unless educa-
dlon strenpgthens manhood it 15 froit-
less. Man is Intended to do something
for the worll, Me must not be satis-
fled with leaves —Blshop N. 8. Rullson.
éon,

THE CLEVER WOMAN |
|
Teo Kinds of Clevernnss, L Only One

That Really Puve,

“1 wish 1 were olever

The woman was chinrminzis dime!
wore a French gown, wis the mistioss
WA hixurions estabtizhment and wos
Hapensirg oa to afternoon ocaller s in
cipa oF priceless fiemee, sivs Lthe Now
Vork Herald '

W e write” hmd beeny the
sublect on the tapis, and the remark |
was i delicate compliment 1o the waot-
an to whom she handed e tea.
Wis a4 stciessiul writer weessful 1o
the extent of making o good income |
as the fealt of anwenriol Industry, She l
had never known the delights of dia-
mands or her own carelage, or & box |
al the opora, She sometimes spent a
hacd-corned §5 for a dreive, but thers
Wi neither luxury in the earrlage, not |
SWitthess In the ptesds, and she was |
comscions ol through the drive  that
when she went haek to the offfee she
would write something about the coun-
tey An the spriug or the Notwim of fail I
foliage and Howers with which the sub l
nurban fesbdent conld decornte his house |
and talite i

l

wito

she

It she took n $2 seat in the opera |
howse she rarely lost hevaelf complete-
Iy in the music, a= would have |
HKed 1o oo, hecange skelotons of para-
grapha on theater hats and theater
manterd, on lovers who make love in |
the stalls as well as on the stage and |
A thonsanmd other things for the next |
day's paper titted through her mind i
She never bad o French gown: on the |
contrary, she wiulked ten Dlocks and |
climbed seven storles to find o desss- |
ke who wonld make, though at tll"l

1
|

whe

same titne mar, hor one gown for $10,
Her mundest honse was pretty and she
was even quite famous for her petiies
which one sometimes met
eminent and alwayvs delightful people
but only herself and her one maid knew
nt what cost of perspiring hrow and
smittehed Bngers and aching back those
dadiney 1heete dighes were evolved,

So there was almost reverence in her
tones as she replied: f

My dear, you are the clever woman, I
vou are far more clever than George
Eliat, The really smart woman i2 not
the one who makes her own daily
bread. eveon thongh thers Lie a4 Neasel-
rovde pudding thrown in now and then, I
It i« she who, without ralsing hi'r|
band, can cause all this luxary to be
lald ap her pretty satin-shod feer, It |
Is li%e cating a Delmonico dinner and |
lamenting that you are not the chef
who cooked it Not the womapn who
works but gshe who gets all there |3 in
life without working, I8 the really
clever woman. 2

“May there not be two Kinds of eley
erness?" sald the woman who came to
miake hor adlonx,

sOHIera, ns

ONLY ONE LOVED HIM,

Foster-Mother Had a True
AfMection for Him,

Masson states in his memoirs of Na-
polean that the “Little Corporal” bit-
terly regretted that no woman haid ever
really loved him. Even Mme, Wale-
waka married as soon as Napoleon was
gent to St Helena, proving conclusively
that hier course of action was prompted
by the love of her country, and not for
any tenderness that she may have felt
for the great general, Nevertheless, if
Nuapoleon was o fallure as o “lover and
husband,” according to Masson he suc-
conded in retadning the adoration of his
foster-mother to the end. The deopest
affection existed between Mammunccia
Caterina and her nursling, She ame
to Paris to see him crowned emperor,
and when told by Napoleon to ask him
for any favor, begged that she might
e introduesd to the pope. The old
Lidy so amused his holiness with ac-
counts of her “garcon,”” as she wias wont
ta call the emperor, that he forgot In
her society the dificulties of the situa-
tion. Mammuecia Caterina nearly died
of grief when she heard of her garcon's
downfall.  And nothing could be more
forcible than the terms with which she
denounesd Marie Loulse for not follow-
ing Nupoleon into exile. Mammuccia
Catorina, despite her great age, was
preparaing to go and comfort her gar-
can at 5t. Helena when she died, Dur-
ing his prosperity  Napoleon heaped
favars upon her and her famlly. To-
day her descendants bear the title of
barons and are received In the best
society of Parls, Thelr family nume is
Saveriag,

Napuloon's

Notl Likely to Pay the Debt,

An cast ender, who has a six-vear-old
boy, was surprised by o somewhat re-
markable question which the youngster
fired at him a few evenings ago,

“Papn,” he sald, “ido you think this
has been a good winter for fce down
in the bad place?”

The father looked at the serious lit-
tle face and checked the impulse to
langh,

“My dear bov.” he gravely remark-
ed, "why do you want o know?"

“Canse  the  youngster  replisd,
“teguse Johinnle White sald that when
they cut this winter's lee down there
he'd pay me that nickel he borrowed
Jast week, —Cleveland Plain Dealer,

Leglslation.

Brass 12 not muade gold by gllding it.
Reform by leglslation 18 a dream, 1Leg-
falative decrees cannot make men other
than they are. The need |8 to make
men, and to make men brothers. So-
clal happiness without brotherhood Is
impossible, Brotherhood ig not a prod-
uet of the law, 1t is a product of love.

Rev, 8, (3. Nelson.

« Ought 1o Feich "Fo
A north Missourl paper has sdopted
the plan of running the name of de-
lingquent subsceribers upslde down In
the paper whenever it has occaslon to
refer to them,.— Ex,

A harsh word to a child may degtroy

an angel,

AFTER MANY YEARN

Ity I Luqueor,

OW., Miss Jinney,

vou bs alus &4 want-

in' & story about

F odem tryln' times In

I Ole Caraliney, an’
I's Jes don’ tole ye

(s, all 1 Knowed ober

‘_'l ober agin”

‘ \ Aud  our own
colored cool,

Tilde Jacksaon,

anocked the ashes
out of her pipe on the hearth of the
kitchen range, which 1o us children
wis a preliminary sign that old "Tilda
held in reserve one of her reminis-
cences of her life on the Old Carter
plantation, near the eity of Charleston,
and of the eivil war,

We children, my sister and 1, nsed
to love to steal down to her especial
domain In the gloaming, and tease for
a story of that enchanted fand of How-
ers, and especially of those battles
fought near the Carter place, and of
witlch the olid negress was an eye wit-
ness,

Reftling her pipe. and ssttling her-
golf in her easy chalr, she continued:

“1 Jes"done recolmember one woa's ob
dem yarns, but it's erbont how my ole
missus kep Decoration Day all by her
lone self, an’ how she done put poses
on one grave fur fiftecn
afore she found out who de poah young
fella wns,"

Here old "Tilda stopped and lghted
her pipe, pnffed away with a retro-
spective glance at us two girls, as we
erept closer to this oracle in ebony, and,
having stimulated our curlosity, she
continned:

“Wal, jes" a couple o' davs after dut

‘50 SCART | LET DE 50PE BILE

OVER."”
ere big fight at Charleston my ole man,
Lige Jackson, he wos down back o' de
field a ecuttin' bresh, an' all at once I
seen him drop the axe, an® start fur de
house on & run. An' | was dat scart 1
let de soap boil over, case | was makin'
soap out in de yard, un’ was bound dat
a spake had bit him, or he had got a
lck wid de axe—fur Lige was de laziest
niggah In ®*de whole kentry, an' |
knowed something had happened when
I seen him git such a4 move on to him.
An’, shore enough, when he came up,
all out of breff, 1 knowed it was time
to git scart, an' says he: *'Tlldy, tel)
de missus dar's a sofler lyin' down dar
back ob de fepce, by de run, an' 1
recon he i3 powful bad liurt, 'case he's
a grownin' an' done seem to sense
notin.’

“Wal, my missus wan't berry olo in
dem days, but she was jus' done fading
lake a putty posey, along ob dat dread-
ful wah, expecting to heah dat de
cunnel was killed, an' all de oder
trouble erbout de niggas glttin® froe,
wid de place half woked an' fust oao
army tahin' rations and den de oder
till It 'pears like day wasent much let’,
Wall, T jisa pulled de stick from undey
dat soup Kkittle un’ run round to de
frant porch. whar missus wios sittin’,
an' tole her what Lige seen. She got

long years !

faddes Lage an’ ole Minkey,
tian, go sanl brapng dat pooh
follah to e She an’ me a Lxin’
wp o bed fur him while dey s gone

“Hyeuby dey toats him o an® Liys
i e b Hle wias onten bis haode Tnke,
an’ missis send vight off N o doctor,
amil he fonn® he was shot fe do =lde, de
ball goin' roun® by de spine, an’ he say
dat aly pool boy dun got he death
blow, and de doctor recon” he was elder
shot while on  pleket duty  or  hail
dropped belidnd when he dun got hart,
while de army marched on an’ lef” him,
Anyway, dar he was, an’ he doant know
notmdy ner nothing, an' de doctor say
he was parlised, so he couldent even
move his poob tounge.

“Wall, migsus an® me nnsaed him GH
we both prety nigh duan drop in our
tracks fur a week, Den at las’ he don
went home (o glory, as de sun was
gottin® lake in n sen of finl,

But Jis afore he breaved his las" he
kinda com'd to his senses, an' kep' o
lookin® at  missus—an' he tey'd w0
mighty hard to speak an’” was dat dis-
trossed case he couldn’t, de biz teoars
rol! onten his handsome Llack eyes an’
roll down his choeks dat was as white
as e sheet, an® de sweat Iny s0 cole an’
thiek on his hands dat s prety dark
curls looked ke dey were don got
tipped o de rain water bharrel

“Ie Missns take his han® an’ say

“eNebbor mine, de lovin® Jeaus knows
Jes what ye want to say,” an’ would
help him ter make her en'stan,” anywiay
she would dun find out who s folks
var an’ write ‘em all abont how he th
an' died duin® his duty, or what he
thought war his duty,

“Den he kept looking at Lis pooh
ragged clothes, dat was o hangin® whar
he conld see ‘em, tH missus takes de
hint from his appealin’ eyes, ond goes
and hunts through de pockets, She dun
found nothin but a Hetle bible, an® when
she bring it to him his eyos jes shine,
lzke de stars in de night, an” missus
opened it an’ a leetle tintype of a putty
young thing a holdin® & little baby er
about a year old drapped out, an' then
he looked so glad, Missus axed him of
dat war hig wile an® baby, an' he
nodded yas, an' den missus say; I
kin find dem by ‘vertisin in de news-
papers, an’ | tink I dun know what ye
want me to tell dem,' an’ den she see
dat he was satiafied, an’ nls poor eyes
was loosin' deir Hght. She dun took his
han' in hers, an’ sang take an’” apgel
dat pretty hymn about:

“OAN my trus' on de is stadd.”

“Dar wus two or three verses, but |
digremember ‘em. Anyvway while she
was singing de gates ob glory opened
and tuk dat poor hoy In.

“Ef he war fightin' on de wrong side
he dident dun know it. He just did
his duty us he had learoned it from older
hades, SBo de missus had him laid to
res’ up in de grove back of de house,
an' ebery Decoration Day she dun put
poses on dat lone grube, rain or shine,
sick or well.”

YD she ever adver!|ge?
Jennle, wiping the tears out
eyes,

Deed she dld! an’ fur years she war
tryin' to fine dem folks ob hisen, till
It went on fur nigh on ter fifteen years,
De wah was dun, de niggars all free,
Massah Carter loss an arm a fightin’
agin it, an' his only chile, young Massa
John, war growed up to be a man, an'
like his ma, as putty as a picter, and’
dat smart dat he run de plantation his
own #£1.  He hired de niggabs to work
dat war good fur anything. an' let de
triflin' ones go.

Wal, der used to be lota of com-
pany allus a comin’ up from Charles-
ton, an’ one day In Muay dur war Massa
John's cousin, Mlss Liddy Carter, dun
come ont to de plantation ter make a

FIENE U an
ey 0

tnse

askod
of her

vislt, an’ she brung erlong a youug

whool frien’, Nellie Munson, an®  she
Wik as putty ag a pieter, with eyes i
Blhack asodde nlghit when de moon don’t
salne, an' de coler ob her cheeks wat
e e roses In de gardin,

Wal, wiieh the as dem voing cfil-
tord ol Day was boatin® an’ Nshin’,
an’ hosshovk ridin’ ebery day ob ded
ives,  Wal, one sweel, palty morning
my ole misans sav, dis 5 Decoration
Iy ef you vovrng ladles want 1o go
wil me to put tlowers on my griabe, |
would Hke yer company.  Miss  Lildy
she jes' dun streach herself onten de
hammiock on de veranda, an® she say:
“Eeuse me, aunty, moawful tired of
dut gralie; eber sinee 1 was a baby 1
ecolmember it

1Bt Misa Nellie she dun jimp up an’
By

“Please let me go, 've dup hear how
goold yonu war to dat ponh sojier an’
I know some day you will git your re-
ward " So she an’ missus walked off
In de bright sunshine, de bees war a
hummin' and e birds o singin®, and
de carried a great bhaskit of poses e
hunney suckle an’ roses, an’ jasamipne,
an’ Miss Nellie de prettiest lower of all
In her white frock and sky bine sash,

faith o vour duly, no matter how
long de way is, of how dark de cloubhda.”
Wal, ehilen, it is time ve were [n yor
bhedle, LA Jea oot dia yarn.
Ebery word Is as teoe an de gospil, Yos,
Mbos Hinnbe, dat are grabe Is decorated
vear whoen dis diy comes aroun’,
musn aml milssua 18
Hoow iy besfide dut young sajer hay,
14 M Netie's grabe now, for she
e won® an mare’'d Mapssa John, an'
her Jos' bnbis v ot sl walks on,
e ole mibssus Jabed her, toa gl
ORI o a0 seen o whint vare Mies Nelbbia
dun 1ok ol de in her gt
slokness, fue months afore e dinh won!
to her pewnrd, amnd she say ohier and
ol mein

SNo R act s overlooked by de Vs
ter: an’, honey, 'm giitin’ my pay how
for honovin® de dead by o few fowers
on o lonely grabe bpon de day de noe-
dlon set apart to “memoriate doss dat

fell™

vhery
thaeh e e
¥y

¥l

]

ol nissts

TWO HOLIDAYS.

Tl Little Melation Malntained Betwesn
My 10 and duly &,

There 1o far too Httle relation maln
twlned berween Independence Day and
Memorial Day, One ds the natural se
quence of the other, and the eelehra
tion of both should e observed with
due solemnity as well as with comely
and becoming rejolcing. A sacred sere
viee to begin the day, & serviee  of
thankseiyving, of gramd and appropriate
msde, then with the congregation poat
ing out dnto the highways nmld by wass
of the earth, the spirit of peace and
good-w il might be merged into a feei-
Ing of jovonsnesas and a glving way to
W formes of hilarions sport and nno-
cent nmuzement, We have in one of
these days honored  onr forefiuthers
throagh whose wise and determined ef
forts the conntry was established, and
in the other we have remembered thosae
who resened us from danger and saved
us for o grear aml glorious  future,
These dava are the red-lotter daya in
the American calendar - impressive hes
canse they are reminders of great strog-
glex, beonpse they made onr  present
condition of existence possible; happy
becanse we know by them, and what
they tvplify, that the spirit of patriot-
ism, sellesaeritiee and the great and all-
comprehensive spieit ®F divinity that
wid orfginally planted in the hearts of
men has netther been dimmed por ex-
tingnished, It has only slumbered and
smoldered; the Hiving five Is there, and
needs but the brenth of treason or the
shghtest blow from an assaulting hand
to bring it full-grown to its feet, a stal-
wirt young glant able to cope wil ny
wiversary that threatens the l‘:mi

the undon of the states,

AT THE SOLDIERS' GRAVES,

— ({AIN, GOOD
H\ friends, wo

B - — 3 y gather here,
& Fach  with  his
?'- grateful  offer-
) ing,

The earllest blos-
soms of the
Year,

Ani greenest
Inurels of the
Spring,

To deck anew the turf that rests
Above our patriot comrades’ breasts,

Misg Lidds she lay dar swingin® in
de hammak, and Massa John, after a
Hetle, gits up and starts for de grove,
tog,  Den Miss Liddy laffs and  sals
Kinder scornfol lake: “ls H Miss Nell
or de grabe that takes you out dar dis
hot mornin™?”

He jes lungh back nt her an® say:

YOO corse iUs de grabe, dat's oy
Tgeonus duty, yo know, “specinlly when
dar's a lovely young lady in de  bar-
gain."”

De ole missns allus Hke to habe us
all come up dar, too, so 1 wor dar jes'
as Mye. John got dar, an’, ns usnal, my
missus opened dat gojler's Hible an’

HOW

WONDERFUL
WAYS, O LORD.

was Jus' goin ter read when Miss Nellie

saw de leetle tiniyne, and she gabe a

ARE  THy

leetle ery lake, an' takin' it from de
missus han' she said:

“Oh, Mrs, Curter, my mn has got
Jes such a pleture, an’ it hers an' mine
when | was a baby,” Den she lald her
hald down into missus' lap an’ began
ter ery, an' she sobed out dat her pa
was in de wah, an' disappeared, an'
day dun tried ebery way to fine out
gometing erbout him, Missus axe her
swhat was her pas and mas name, an’
she tole her dere names war “George
on' Luey.” An' mlssus  opened de
Bible, an' dar was writ on de leafl *From
Luey to George.” Den she took de poah
young lndy In her arms, an' sald: “"How
wonderful are dy ways, Oh, Lord!" An’,
my ¢hile, dare under all dem flowers
sleeps your father, an’ in this peaceful
apot, He has not been like o stranger,
or neglected, so now in de Providonce
ob de good Lord, de dearest wish ob
hig hoart §5 fulfitled, 1 trus’ you will
be comforted,

Marsa John walked erway wipin' his
eves, un' ole missus read a comfortin'
varse or two outen dat Httle Bible, an'
we uns gang a hymn, and de decora-
thon was ober fur dat day, an' missus
snld to all ob ua:

“Let dig yar teach yer a legson ob

| 1.
l' Roses and lilles, all are fair,
With bays to grace each
Rrave,
"Hat they grow fairer resting there,
| Ir. with the odorous blooms we gave,
A love us strong and sanctified,
As thelra who for our Union died,
111
When on the battle field they fell,
It was not in o sordid cuuse,
Bt in thelr Country's, loved so well,
For her dear Homes and Freedom's
laws,
And o0, at need, their love was shown —
To save her life they gaye thelr om;.’

goldier's

O. thut wig love of precious worth,
Allled nﬁo;n that I5 divine!

From Heaven alone it eame to Earth,
In human hearts to live and shine,

And fill them with the high desires,

That Hght and foster Freedom's fires.

V.
How well It Is with them who sleep
About us here—old friends of ours!
Comrades, for them we do not weep,
But on their graves place May's sweet
flowers,
While bruve “0Old Glory” fluats above,
Proud of their deeds —proud of thelr

love!
VL
And in this Home of Liberiy —
Her  birthplace and most  sacred
BpoL -~

Her loving chilldren, happy, free,
Come forth from mansion and from
cot,
With fragrunt blossoms of the May,
To help us keep Memorial Day.
V1L,
And they and thelrs in time will gtand
Beslde our graves and here relate
How we had fought to save the land,
Now grown so powerful and great,
That Kings and Czuars beyond the sea.
Qualke at the name of Liberty,
VIIL
We  know mnot, Comrades, what's
nhead—
If for our lund walts good or ill,
But not till faith in God s dead,
Shall evll trifle with the will

That nerved our brothers' arms to
fight,

And win for Freedom, Truth aod
Right.

X,
Ho Lew, among the memorles,
That round these graves reghonsive
BLart,
Let us anew the moment solze,

And pledge again each Union heart
Shall be, though helpless else to do,
To Flag and Country always true!

—B, Drainerd Willlamson, in Philas

delphia luqul[ur.




