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sages on the fiy-leaves of the hymn
books.
And when the time came for sing-

ing, it was worth something to see
the sound of leaves when the winds | and  hear that cholr! How they
O o oy bod nid b braced up to the effort! How they
An they beat and throb, hemmed and hawed in preparation!
glh-mhmm:m How they drew in their breaths, and
that Jovely streteh of sandy shore their mmhgm.;: red, ?I:g the ;ﬂ?;,?
stsingn of to-1 their ends swelled, an r
ﬂ-nl&br;:{c lll!‘i::- necks lengthened out, and the way
o e e et avay, | they gave nineteen verses of Watta'
bt S e Droatim o | hymns—select—would make the hair
An the breakers throb, on the headsof one of our modern
1 hear that voioe ﬂ‘lli ita old Mr.'.. qn“mml

Wismdags ihabhever come bask again. | - Artor thehm&l:re c‘laaed. ne hbot';-'

©ver the strings of my harp to.d gmtqdene n a quiet, su
#.n.mm:’p predl fm?’zouth- ned wiy; amg nsks uﬂerqsum, and
= TS 2 feohant b Tom, who had the measles; and Su-

To dream onee maore

Thoso bright dreams o'er
1% in vain " gighs that old refraln,
For the days that never can come back
sgain,
M&mgu&;qp to-dny
lhﬁl n "AT,
A wong that {lrln- l‘lﬂl’lll.u’lllh.d tear.
Like the sound of the breakers far nwny—
How they beat and sabl
How they beat and throb!

M&. lh:.l volos with its 'oldkufra:n.
For the days that never comn back again,
—isabel Hotchiss.

The 0ld Mocting-House,

We don’t have any meeting-houses
mnow. We have churches and places
of worship instend.

‘When we were young, there used to

be meeting-houses,
How well we can see that old

meeting-house where first we heard
the terrors of the law laid down, and

wery little, if anything said about
the rewards.

Itstood ona hill. All meeting
houses used to be located on o
hill, that their Jight might shine
abroad. It was a square bodied
building, with whitewashed walls,

and two chimneys, one at each end,
snd set, just s far o as they
could possi be, just asif there

I-dllg their quarreling if they
were in close vieinity; and it had
mix windows on each side, and
ono window over the
a.ndm ni:lt])g of t.h:‘ nums
shape over singing seats; anc
there wa;: t;l:d dc;c;;n in l‘:he enl;]:;d l}ml
m» flight of windy stone steps ng
there to; and around those steps the
L R T
hl;o the er;:p‘u:, and v;::teh the
rorﬂon of the wars ns
they along in their dundsy
best, their reticules on their
mrms, with lunches therein for the
whole family. Forin those days our
ministers used to give us our money's
worth, and two sermons & day of
two hours long, and a shorter ser-
mico in the evening, was considered
a moderate allowance,
the structure was bare and
The walls were white,
and the windows areshadeless. The
sun used to pour in as if bound to
scorch us all to cinders in our sins;
mnd the flies used to Luzz like mad
om the dingy panes, and the slim-
waisted wasps crawled at their lei-
sure through the filmy cobwebs up
to their drab honeycomb homes in
the upper corners of the windows,

The pews were large, and square,
and high, and when onee you were
inside of them, and the door was

and buttoned on the outside,

you felt na if doom had closed down

aun you, and there you had tostay,

what might betide, until the ser-
mOon wWas over,

Where were no carpets, nocushions,
and the seats were made only for
long- persons, and we used to
sit on hard boards, and twist,
and , and try vainly totouch
our toes to the floor, just to make
sure it was there, and that we were
not actually swinging on nothing,
above that terrible abyss of which
the preacher scomed so delighted to
nmténu to us,

long the time seemed! We
counted the wasps' nests by way of
diversion, and wondered ifit wonld be
to our hair plastered
as tight and smooth to dur
face as Deacon Jones had his plast-
ered; and we speculated on what the
would do if we should brenk
and rush down the long, bare
misle, out into the sunshine, and give
a whoop of intense relief, just as we
wanted to du?

The pulpit was a work of art. 1t
was placed at o dizzy height, and in
those days only & man witha steady
bead was fit for o preacher. Over
the head of the minister, like the
sword of Damocles, hung suspended
that invention of ancient times, n
“sounding board;” and as the
preacher waxed elogquent, the contri-
vance caught the ipspiration, and
began to go round, slowly at first,
bt inereasing in vigor as the whacks
omn the pulpit-desk grew henvier and
more frequent, and the denunciation
of sioners more emphatic,. We used
to feel afraid for the preacher; we
lived in momentary expectation
that the “board” would full and
erush him where he stood; but we
comforted oursell with the thought
that be had so much religion he
wouldn’t mind it il it did.

In front of, and below the pulpit,
was the dencon's seat, and here,
Sabbath after Sabbath, thetwo ven-
erable deacons, who had worked
hard all the week, reminded them-
selves that the Sabbath was a day
of rest, and slept as peacefully as
children, with their red bandanas

over their heads, to keep the

from tickling the bald places,
Up in the singing seats the bass vio-
er titiously tuned his

iol w mmtmtiom from
the.sacved desk were noisiest; and
tenor made eyes

the Eﬂl—lookins
st the first soprano, and the young-

around cloves, and

san, and Maria, and Jane, who were
wrestling whooping-cough. Every-
body remembred it was Sunday, and
secular conversation was avoided;
but the good sisters could not help
secing if there were any new bonnet
trimmings, or freshly “done over”
leghorns, on the heads of the con-

ation,

were was o grove back of the
meeting-house where we went to eat
our lunch, and a spring supplied the
liquid necessary to wash down the
seod cake, and hard gingerbread,
and solidified doughnuts. And thus
fortified, we were ready for another
two hours of oratory.

And when it was over, and thamin-
ister put on his tall, wiaitn hat and
shook hands with the Eeople, and we
filed out into the fresh air and sun-
shine once more, everyboldy wos se-
cretly glad that Sunday was well over,
and t requirements of l:“f(md
conscience had bLeen answe by
attending meeting allday.—New
York Weekly.
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Eight Fascinating @irls,

While other sections of this healthy
corner of the country are boasting
obout lone elderly ladies of great bus-
iness capabilities, Belfast, down in
Waldo County, points with pride
to a whole family of women who are
not only smart but yvoung into the
bargain. These areeightsisters,and
they earry on an extensive farm just
outseide Belfast. Their mother is
dead, and their father is barely able
to do o few chores about the place,
so that all the farm work practi-
cally Is doneby thegirls. They keep
several cows, o horse, four oxen that
are never yoked, 500 hens, hogs in
{alenty. ducks and geese galore, and
hirteen cats. They get out theirown
wood in winter, at which geason ouly
twoofthemare at home, the others
being employed in Boston, two are
teachers in the public schools. All
sﬁerml their summers at home, where
they

have a good time ns well a8 run
the farm. @ renson the four oxen
on the place are never yoked is

because there is nothing for them to
do, and the reason why they are not
sold tor beef is that they are pets,
having boen raised as calves by the
sisters. I there are any young men
in the metropolis looking for wives
who have “‘some get up and get” to
them, ns they say out West, the vi-
cinity of Belfast will be found good
rogpecting ground.—Bangor (Me.)
tter,
——— ) - W C—

A Right Kind of Boy
Springfield Union.

Don't laugh at the boy who mag-
nifies his place. You may see him
coming from the postoffice with a big
bundle of his employers which he
displays with as much pride as if it
were his own. He feels important
and he looks it, But he is proud of
his place. He is attending to busi.
ness., He likes to have the world
know that he is at work for a busy
concern. One of the Lawrences ol
Boston once gaid. ‘[ would notgive
much for the boy who does not say
‘we’ before he has been with us a
fornight.” The boy who says “we"
identifies himsell with the concern,
1ts interests ara his. He sticks up
for its credit and reputation. He
tnkes pleasure in its work, and
hopes gsome day to say “we’ in earn-
est.

The boy will reap what he sows if
he keeps his grit and sticks to his
lnh. You may take off your hat to
rim ns one of the future golid men of
the town. Lev his employer do the
fuir thing by him, check him kindly
if he shows gigns of being too big for
his place; connsel him as to his hab-
ites and nssocintes, and oecasionally
show him a pleasant prospect of ad-
vancement, A little praise does an
honest boy s heap of good. Good
luck to the boy who says “we."”
- —

——

Bralns Needless fora Loarned Plg

How much brain a pig possesses is
a question which aroused spirited
discussion in the town of Freehold,
N.J. Finully it was decided to sac-
rifice the most intelligent pig in
Freehold and have his brain scientif-
ieally analyzed. The animal select-
el was the property of Carson J.
Emmons, who had long refrained
from reducing it to bacon on account
of that very cleverness to which he
now owed his fate. A butcher slew
him, and looked for the source of
understanding. It wasa vainsearch,
and the conviction slowly forced it-
self upon local scientists that the pig
was wholly brainless, The cavity in
whieh the brain should have been
was extraordinary small and was
empty. Both doctors snd butchers
were ostonished aud “silenced the
clamor of debate” in the presence of
the queer fact that the wisest pig
in Freehold had no Lrain tissue at

Peppermint, and wrote tender mes- | all

s

Senator Vance’s Wonderful Memory,

Benator Vance has s very good
memory and seldom fails to recog-
nize & prreon he has once met and
observed, bhut one of his constit-
nents got away with him a short
time ago, The senator was stand-
ing with several of his friends in the
rotunda at the Capitol, when a
stranger approached and offered his

hand, mrlr%: “Why, senator, how
are you?" The hand was taken and

gnu‘nd warmly. “Quite well, sir;
ow have you been?”

“Oh, I've been fine, never in better
health, but I don’t believe you
e perfoct]

“Oh, yes, 0, octly.
face is quite familiar. It's ouly your
name that escapes me,"”

“My nameis John Buckwillen."

“Sure enough, John Buekwillen,
Of course (and he shook the man’'s
hand a little more vigorously), 1|
don't see how 1 forgot it. Let me
think—where was it I saw you last?”

“Well, senator, the fact s, you
never did see me but once,”

“Only once—you must be mis
token,”

“Oh, no, 'mnot. It was at the
old church on Deer Creek. You
remember when you spoke there to
that awtal big crowd?”

“Yes, perfectly, 8o it was.”

“I'm the man who was sittin' up
on the ladder in the back of the
church. I was in my shirt sleeves
and did agood deal of the shoutin’,
That was as close as 1 ever got to
you.”"—Washington Critie,

e — S E—
From Poetry to Prose.
Detroit Froe Press.

“George, dear,” she snid a night
or two before the wedding, “do you
think it possible that our love and
our married life can become the com-
monplace, coldly practical love and
life of the married people we see
around us? 0O, George, my heart
would break it I thought so.”

“But it will not beso,” said George
passionately. We love each other
too tenderly, too fondly, for that.
Our love is not of the ordinary kind,
my darling, and our lives will not be
80. Al no, no, my angel; that can
never he.”

And the other day she said:

“Say, George, how would you like
baked beans for dinner; with pump-
kin pie for dessert? You would? All
right, then baked beans goes. And
don’t you forget that bottle of Mel-
lin's food for the baby, or I'll send
you back after it, and mind that
you don't keep dinner waiting,"”

“All right, Lou; and I wigh you'd
sew a button on the back part of
those striped trousers of mine; you'll
find them hanging over a chair in
our room. Don't have the beans as
dry ns the last were, and you wateh
the baby's cold. That watering of
the eyes looks like measles to me.
There's my car. Good-by!”

Your
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An Elevating Sort of SNtage s That

Grent mortality prevails amoug
the actors who are playing in realis-
tic melodrama, One Webb, while
playing in Austin, Mo., in a part in
which he war supposed to commit
suicide, enught his foot on a loose
board, and falling drove o knife into
his heart, killing him instantly. In
Wallick's *‘Cattle King,” a weird
border deama, the hiero has been cut
severely in a bowie-knife fight which
takes place in the second act. A few
weeks ago o man named Cone, who is
playing the villain in an “Exile of
Siberia'’ combination, wasshot aton
the stage, Frank Jones, who used
to be a stock actor at the Walnut
Street Theater, died from lock-jaw,
brought on by his eatehing his finger
in the trigger ol a pistol, for the pos-
session of which he was fighting with
some one on thestage. Edna Carey,
who has been playing the part of
May Joyeein *“The Dark Necret,”
luuf to leave the company on ncecount
of ill-health, her system being badly
shattered through hernightly plunge
into the tank. Very lately, too,
Dunecan R, Harrison was badly in-
jured hy jumping into the tank in
“The Paymaster,” and the star of o
drama depicting life “in the “Wild
West,” narrowly escaped being mur
dered by w drunken Indian, who rep-
resented nn antagonist,

e ——— - < — =
Seeretary Seward’s Adopted Dangh-
ter.

Woshington Letter,

After the departure ol Secretary
Seward from Washington official life
the name has seldom heen heard heve,
One gon resides in the old Seward
homestead at Aubourn, N, Y., and
the other at Montrose, on the Hud-
Miss Olive Risley SBoeward, the
adopted daughter of Mr Beward,
lives here and owns a house on Penn-
slyvania nvenue, near Georgetown,
that wos bought with the proceeds
ol the book deseribing Mr. Seward's
travels around the world. She edited
Mr, Bewnrd's notes of his tour, nnd
he gave to her the copyright and left
her a share of his property. Miss
Neward has lived agreat deal abroad
during the last 15 or 20 years,
spending much time in Eongland,
where she has kept up her acquain-
tances made during her fivst visit
with Mr. Beward, She is utall, rath-
er masculine-looking woman now,
with strong features and iron-gray
hair. Her later literary work has
consisted in sketches and incidents
of travel related in the Wide Awake
and other children's magazines, Her
own father, Mr, Risley, lives with her
here and is totally blind.

RO,

CAUGHT IN A STORM.

““We might just as well have been
standing belhind tid counter in New
York all these ten diys,” sighed Bar.
bara Hale, “for all the out-of-the
way adventures we've hadl”

“Who wants out-of-the-way adven-
tures?" said Doreas Dunn scornfully,

“Behind the counter, indeed!”
chimed in Mary Vannecker. “Can
you breathe in clover scented air like
this behind the counter? Can you
get the mountain view like this from
Bixth Avenue? What more would
the girl want, I should like to know?"’

Barbars sighed once more and
shook her head.

“1t is nll B0 tame," she said.
len’t what 1 expected at all.”

The three girls—Barbara, Dorens
and Mary—were sitting on a side hill
under the shade of o grand old cedar
tree. Barbara, who had once taken
a quarter's lessons in drawing, had s
sketeh board on her lnp and was try-
ing—with but little success, it must
be owned—to reproduce the lovely
tibbon like curves of the river that
wound its way through the valley
below.

Mary had her needlework in herlap,
and Dorens, with her hands clasped
under her head, had long given up
all attempt to read the paper covered
novel that she had brought with her

“The sky and the sunshine are so
much better,” she said.

They were three shopgirls—bright,
ambitious, kpirited young things, full
of life and aspirations, even though
they were kept down by the force of
arcumstanees; and they clabbed to-
gether their glender resources in
order to enjoy their vacation to bet-
ter ndvantage.

Doreas, the business member ot the
firm, had bought an excursion ticket
first, and traveled outto Schepp's
valley to see what could be done.
But it is needless to say that the
hotel and boarding house prices were
far beyond their simple means,

“Is there no place,” snid she, “where
we could obtain one room and the
very simplest fare for less money?”

“You might try Old Man Morris,”
snid the portly dame who kept the
Valley house. “It's a quiet place,
and Mra. Morris she ain't no great
of a cook, but there’s them as has
bonrded there, I'm told.”

“Where is it?"” engerly asked Dor-
cas. And the landlady went to the
door to point out a slender blue
thread of smoke that was curling up
heavenward from o mass of woaods
ona distant hill, and once more
Dorcas set forth on her pilgrimage,
this time with undoubted success.

Sheengoaged one room. The board,
to Le sure, was plain, the beds coarse
husk mattress, witha blunket spread
on the floor for Dorens herself, the
furniture homemade and unpainted,
But there was u grove of pine woods
in the renr; the black birds piped
their silver flutes all day long, uand
the bees dorted in and out of the red
lilies by the garden wall, and our
three heroines bhelieved themseives to
be in paradise,

But even as Darbara Hale thus be-
wailed herself, o portentons shadow
swept neross the sun, and looking
around, they saw that n mnss of liv-
il purple thunder clouds had piled
themselves up along the western sky,
while distant mutterings, and now
and then n sudden flash, announcing
the coming of a storm.

Doreas sprang to her feet, Barbara
sprangz ta her feet, Barbar» began
hurriedly to fold up her sketching
apparatus, Mary put her thimble
nnd seissors in her pocket,

“We must get home as quickly as
posgiblel™ cried nll three.

But in avalling themselves of a
“short ent” neross o pateh of woods
they got hopelessly lost. The sun
set behind the purple battlement of
clonds. the dusk feil rapidly in these
dense woods, and the rain began to
patter down in huge drops.

Barbara, the aspirant after adven-
ture, began to cry,

*“We are lost!” ghe said.

“Lost? Nonsensel” enid brave
Doreas, “When I cansee therailway
track ghining down below, Whoever
got lost close to nrailway line? Let’s
make for the track.”

“And get run over,"” lamented Bar-
barn,

“Not likely when there's only one
traina day, and that at noon,”
laughed Doreas. “If we walk along
the railway line we must, come out
somew here, don't you gee?”

“And besides,” added Mary, “there
is a little ruined cabin not far from
here where the railroad flagman used
to live before they changed the loca-
tion of the station. Iremember Mrs,
Morris showing it to me once,”

“Oh! oh!” shrieked Barbara. *1
conldn’t go there! The flagman was
killed on the track. There's a
g-g-ahost there!”

“Would you rather stay here and
be drenched through with rain?”
severely demanded Mary.

sOr struck with lightniog?'’ added
Dorcas. And the upshot of it was
that the three fugitives took refuge
in & miserable old shanty close along-
gide of the railrond track, where
weeds were growing up through the
cracks of the floor, and a plentiful

ult

portion of the rain came pat
through the leaks in the roof, while
the old stone chininey, all eettling to
one gide, looked nsifno stroke of
lightning could harm it very much,

“Dut it's some ahelter,” said Mar
cheerfully. “We'll stay here until
the shower is over, and then make
the best of our way home."

The shower however, showed no in-
dictation ol abating in its vigor,
The rain still poured down in sheets;
the thunder still bellowed through
the rocky gorgewhere the cabin had
been built; the lghtning still lit np
everything with sodden spurts of
blue flame, like pantomine effects,

“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” gaid Barbara,
wringing her hands; ‘it must be mid-
night!"

“It can't be 9 o'clock yet,” anid
Mary. .

“And I'm go hyngry! Oh, how I
wish I hadn’t eaten the last of those
sandwiches!

Oh, oh! what is that?’ fluttered
Barbarba.

An unugually vivid electrical flash
hud revealed something white and
nlwct-rul at the window, All three
girls jumped at once.

“The ghost!” shricked Barbara,
atopping her ears and shutting her
eyes a8 tight ns was practicable.

“A stray white cow,” suggested
Mary.

“A young man in a flannel tennis
suit,”’ gaid Dorcag, the closest obser-
ver of all.

“Don’t let him come in,” gaid Bar-
bara. **We shall be robbed and mur-
dered!™

“Not while we are three to one,”
gaid composed Dorces,

And at the same moment a
sounded hurriedly at the door:

“Please, may Lcome in? 1 know
it seems intrusion, but it’s raining a
deluge and I'm wet through.”

“Come in by all means,”
Mary.

And the ghost entered, dripping
like n fountain,

“All in the dark?" said he, groping
his way.

“There are no gas jets here,
Dorcas ironically,

“But we might have a little blaze
of sticks,” hazarded the new arrival,
shaking himself like a Newfoundland
dog. *“Isaw by that last glare of
lightning that there was a heap in
the corner, nnd 've got my match
box intact."

“Oh, that would besplendid!” eried
Dorens, who was wet and shivering,

“And I've got some fish onnstring
outside, and, we could have some
Cil ;por." suggested the ghost, cheer-
fully.

“I'm 80-0-0 hungry!” wailed Bar-
bara,

The stranger wasevidently used to
monntain camping. He had a fire
kindled in no time, and the fish clean-
ed by aid of his pocket-kuife and
washed in one of the pools outside,
wers ].n'\-rsonl.l_v hoiling over the coals,
emitting a most savory smell,

“You must be a good genius!"
eried Mary.

“I'm only atramp,” said the ghost,
I'm ever o much obliged to you
young ladies for letting me in."”

“We couldn’t have kept you out it
we had tried.” said Doreas, frankly.

“You don't think 1 would have
thrust myself in here against your
wishes? Even a teamp wouldn't do
that,”" said the young man.

The sticks had blazed cheerfully up;
the ghost economized them to keep
the Hames ulive us long as possible,
He told thrilling tales of his experi-
ence in these woods; he made himself
o most agreenble companion.

“Are you from the Valley house?”
asked Dourcas.

“No; 1 am camping just where it
happens.”

“Oh!" said Mary,
poor like us?
our vaeation.”

“For,” she said to herself, “1 am
determined Le shall not take us for
other than we are."”

“And,” observed the ghost, “I
should think you were having a very
jolly time of it, A little more trout,
Migs—Hale? And how did you come
ont in these wildernesses?™”

8o then, ot course, little Babara.
who was generally thespokeswoman
of the nssemblage, reluted all her of
forts to secure summer board,

“You ree,"” snid she, “Mr. Archer
wivs us ko small & snlary that we
wmven't much margin for luxory,"

“He ought to pay more,” snid the
ghost. “I'min Lmsiness myself, 1
know how it is. People ean’t be ex-
pected to live on nothing.”

“1 do believe,” eried Doreas, “you
arethe tailor’s young man from Cutt
to Fitt's, next door to Archer's! I
thought 1 had seen your face betore!
But if you ever get to the head of the
firm—and a man can achieve nlmost
anything he plonse—do pay your em-
ployees a decent sum!”

voice

said

said

“Then you are
We are shopgirls on

“I will," enid the young man in
the white flannel tennis suit:

And he spoke os il he meant it.

And then Dorcas discoursed still

morve learnedly nbout the rights and
wrongs, the injustices and petty
trinls of life behind the counter,

“We are ladies you  see,”
said she, "and we t'.\l!m‘t tobe treated
like lndies. But I suppose you have
your troubles too.”

“Lots of 'em,” said the voung,
man, gozing absently into the fire,
“Every one has, 1suppose.”

So thut they all became great
friends,

At midnight the rain eeased, and
the moon burst in a flood of glory
on the dripping scene,

“We enn go home now,"” said Dor-
cas, clapping her hands, “And 1
dare gay, young man,"” with apretty
air of patronage, **‘Mr, Morris could
miake you up a bed on the kitchen
floor at our house, without charging
very much for it."”

“| should be delighted if he could,”
said the young man meekly,

And ro it was arranged.

The girls made an extra toilet
next morning to meet “the ghost,”
as they called him, at the breakfast
table,

But to their infinite disgust he was
gone when they descended.

“Yeo pee,” enid old man Morris,
“that there white flanning suvit o’
his'n had shrunk up with the wet,
80 it wasn't fairly presentable, and
he just cut across lots afore day-
brenk an' cleared out."

“I told you so,” said Barbara.
“He was a ghost, and being such he
dissolved into thinairat cock crow!”

“And I had put on my blue cam-
brie gown,” sighed Mary.

“And my hair was crimped so nice-
ly,” said Dorcas,

“But he gave me this ere,” said Old
Man Morria, displaying on the horny
pilm of his Immra gold half eagle,

“Rather extravagant for a tailor &
clerk,"” said Mary.

“That is just the class of people,”
;nir} I'lnrcnn.:nl‘t.il_\'. “Whutln;l'l know
to gpend money properly.”
oilrI thought he was \]'or.\!“nigﬂ.” said
Barbara; “and I thought perhaps he
was going to be the beginning of a

real adventure."”

September set in sultry as the tro-
pics this yvear, and the three girls re.
turned to Archer’s great store with
unwilling footsteps.

But the cashier met them with a
smiling face.

“I've received instructions,” eaid
he, “to roise the salaries of all the
girls in this department 10 \mr cent.
Young Mr. Archer himself told me to
do s0.”

“Young Mr. Archer!”

“There he isnow,” said the cashier.

And the next minute the hero of
the rainy night had come up and was
cordially shaking hands with them.

“Then you are not the tailors’s
youngz man after all?”’ said Mary, a
little takea aback.

“Did Isay I was? suid Archibald
Archer,

At the end of the nutumnlittle Bar
bara Hale had o confession to make,
“Girls,"” said she, “when I thought
that young Mr. Archer was going to
be the beginning of an adventure I
was right. He has asked meto mar-
ry him, and when we go on our sum-
mer vacation next year we shall go
together,”

And Mary and Doreasz kissed little
Barbara and congratulated her from
the very bottom of their hearts.
“This," said they, “is anadventure
worth having.—Saturday Nizght.
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Quite Content.

Perhaps the occupation of the
traveling clock-mender isnotentively
gone, but ot any rate, he is seen  for
less frequently than he used to be
seeking n job in the country regions.
One such wandering mechanic says
that, by the aid of a persunsive ton-
gue, he could usunlly obt ained per-
mission to exercise his skill. Inone
case, however, the owner of thepat-
ient proved to be so well satisfied
with a bad time-keeper that she re-
ma ined quite olbdurate to his elo-
quence.

She was a placid-looking old lady,
and she sat parving apples in her
kitchen when her clock-mender arriv-
o,

“Why, ma'am,” snid he, In a
shocked tone, us he stepped up to
to the door, “did you know your
clock was wrong?”’

“Oh yes,” said she pleasantly,
glancing up  at its deceptive face.
“It al’'ays guins an hour or so in
the mornin'.”

“*Now how lucky it is Thappened to
come nlong this way! I enn fix that
clock for you donble quick.”

“No, 1 guess 1 won't have it med-
dled with," replied she, still amiably
but with decision. *l setit by the
sun at noon-time, and in the after
noon it don’t make any great differ-
ence whether I know what time it is
ornot.” )

“But how are you going to set it
on clondy days,

“We're not very bugy when it
storms, and we don't mind if it ain't
set.,

“I hope you're not afraid I shonid
hurt it " continued the repairer.

“No, not exactly alvail,” said the
old lndy, prudently, **but Hiram and
me had that clock when we wasmar-
ried, and | guess we won't have it
touched.”

As the traveling tinker wos anbout
to leave, he made one more effort.

“Why, ma'am,” said he, “youw
won't even know when it's meal-
times, unless you give me a choance
at that clock!" _

The old lady looked at him with o
twinkle in her eye. )

“Young maon,” snid she, “whrn
vou're ns old as | be, waybe you,"
have sense wmugh to eat when
you're hungry.”
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Graceful Story of the Spanish Queen.
The Queen-Regent of Spain is the
suliject of a graceful story aproposciy
the death of thesister of Fenor Emilio
Castelar: Her Majesty received the
news in the midst of the hustle of the
birthday festivities of the little King,
a8 she entered the reception-rooms
where the gpests were assembled for
the greut banguet, She did not call
for one of her high functionuries, but
said to the president of the council
himself, “Go and tell M. Castelar that
I forget that he is the head of the
Republican party; that 1 only see in
him a National glory, agreat orator,
an artist who hus no peer, and thut
1 have the deepest sympathy with

him in his loss, both asSpaniard and
as Bovereign.”
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