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THE MODERN BONNET.

—Qr 18 1t n hat?

Pome of Bt Peter's! toll me that,

Tt is brondly conocived, crown, brim and bow,
It is grand with s grandeur grand, you know;
But, somehow, I hardly scem made on the

an
or iLu grarddost Kind of a grand young man;
And thiy, porhap4, 18 why at the play .
My thoughts feom Humlet or Lear will stray,
And why to the bonnet jn front | turn
‘s'lt‘h “thoughts that breathe and words that
nrn”

The raodorn bonnet! ah, who designed

This tormoent of torments to thess belind?
For women miay weep and men may rage,
The bonnot shuts out both playoer and stage;
And soon, with ita ariless turns and jorks,
Its noda wind dips and fomininoe gquirks,
Mukes the poor wretoh in the seat behind,
Who has piid for his place, ns good as blind,

And stitl it2 ohallonge appenrd tobe:

* Pooh, for the play ! Just look at me!
My ostrich plume, so long and handsomae,
I# worth in itsolf & youn k!ng‘n FANAOD.
Two fuct aoroas annfnn--l;'ml igh
Islittle enough for auch as L

Oh, it spreads Wtack ko s potentate!

And yet, do yout know, [ pity the pate,

The silly pute, that (s nuder, or in,

And doesn’t know It commits o sin.

Bhe never suspects that the vighta of man

Are all ot wir with hor bonnet's plan;

And to gaze for three long mortil hours

At its wide oxpunse, 1t plumes, its lowers,

12 more than o man will eare to do

Who his come, oo iy sey, with s different
view,

Not to spenk of the tHeket's coat,

And the time and tons and tempor loat,

And now I think of a malden fair,
Crownod with the wealth of hor elingling hair,
Who weareth a turban olose and teim,
Hoer eweot fuce glowing beneath it2 brim;
And L say tomysell: “1f ever | wed,
Twill be with a turban makd, instend
Of the poor, misguided fominine soul
Who thaanteth o beavor gureole,”
~—Harper's Bazar,
- B -

THE BREAKING UP OF
BRIDGE.

THE ICE

Among the inhabitants of one of the
little Iinrlin:_-; villazes on the south shore

[ from play to rock the eradle.

of the St. Lawrenca River was a thrifty

French Canadian named Pierre Laval,

His family consisted of his rosy-cheeked,
good-natwred  wife, Louise the eldest

shild, from her womanly ways nick-

named “ the listle mother,” Jean, @
strong lad of thirteen, and the baby,
whose bright black eyves and white skin
made one think of two huckleberries in |

# how! of milk. |

In gummer there was no moie attract- |
ive spok in N—— than the cozy Laval |
cottage, with its porch wreathed with
honeysuckle, and its little plot of ground |
gay with beds and borders of bright-
tinted flowers: and in winter the pantry
was always well filled, and the wood- |
shed piled to tAe very rafters with great
logs; for Pierre was a good provider,
and by working hard at fishing during

athe summer months and at lumbering
in winter, he managed to carn consider-
ablp money. and instead of spendingy it
at he village inn, he earried it home for
the use of his wife and little ones,

On the afternoon of a certain cloudy
day the door of the Laval cottage opened
evary few momaonts, and Louise peered
anxiously down the road. At last she |
spied the stout figure of Jean eoming up
the street, and drawing her little r-'h
shawl tightly over her head she ran to
meet him

“ Hurrah, Lou!"" he cried gayly: *the
boat is almost done, and the boys are
going Lo let me have the naming of it.
I think 1 shall call it * The Louise.""

But the girl did not seem to hear.
*Oh, hurry, Jean!"" she gasped, pross-
ing her hands together nervously; * the
bahy ™'

Then Jean, for the first time, noticed
how pale and anxious his sister's face
Wi,

**Well, what of the baby?'" he asked.

“Niek, oh, so sick! he never was like
this before,”

“ And you wanted e to go on some
errand?  Lam sorry now that I staid all
night, but wother said 1 might if the
boys wanted me.”

“Your staying was all right, Jean, |
only everything has gone wrong this

time, Word came this merning that a
sang of men was wanted at the big lum-
eryard, and father and the neighbors
went away early and will not be back
before tht end of the week,"

* Bus where's Mother Barbet? Can't |
she cure the baby?”

Louize shook her head sadly. * For
onee, Jean, her medicine don’t seem to
do any good; but she says she has heen
with the great doctor over the river two
or three timos when he has had thronts
even worse than the baby's, and that e
uses & new  kind of medicine—a little
white powder—and it always helps peo-
ple vight off.  Fe guve her the name of
the powider, but I couldn’t find it at the
little shop in the villuge, aud mother
iidn’tdare trust me to go across the
river with Jet.  He hasn't been out of |
the stable for four or five days, and he |
is a8 wild as a wolf.”

N — was too small & town to he uble
to wfford the luxury of a physician all |
for itsell: besides, the people took so
much exercise in the open alr, and ate |
such simple food, and kept such carly |
hours an'! were so strong amd healthy,
that s dector would have found but kit |
the to do.  In cases of severe sickness |
the people of N-— always sent for the |
learned physician acrass the river: but
on all erdinary pceasions they dependad |
entirely on **old Mother Barbel,” the
fame of whose sKillful nursing and sim-
ple remedies had spread far and wide,

It was townrd the close of the long
and bitter Canadian winter,  Already,
in some localities, little shallow pools of
wuler standing here and there on the
frozen surface of the St Lawrence
Rivor showed that the sun was getting
back some of it« summer heat and pow-
er: and the Inhabitants along the shores |
prophesied the speedy breaking-up 0!'

| time, "'

the ice, the clearing of the river, and
the pe-appearance ufum long procession
of stately ships sailing by on their way
to Montreal. But as yet not n orac
had distigyred the glittering mass of ice
which for two months had stretched out
ag level ne o floor, making a firm, safe
bridge between the little village on the
south shore and the large town of V—,
If the people of the litle village wanted
anything from the large town, all they
had to do was to harness their horses,
and * whig'' across the fee and back
again in a few moments, It wasa thon-
gand times bettor than the slow, unre-
liable summer ferry: and, too, during
the clear, ealm moenlight nights, you
could hear the tinkling of the bells and
the sounds of gay laughter as one sleigh-
load after another of young people sped
over tho ice, bent on some merry-mak-
ing or frolie.

Ag Jean and Louise entored the cot-
tage, their mother met them with a
sober face. How still and lonesome it
seemed without the bright baby, who
always laughed and put out his little
hands the moment the big brother came
in sight!  Jean felt conscience-smitten
when he remembered how often he had
snid: “‘Bother take the baby!"' when
his mother had left the little fellow in
his charge for a few moments. In fact,
it was but two or three days since he
had been wicked enough to wish the
baby dead, when he had been called in
X And
hadn't the good priest told the boys
of the parish school only thatvery week
“thut & murderous thought was almost
s bad in the eyes of *God as & murder-
ous blow." If the baby should die—
the boy's heart gave a great llmm}v as
he thought of it—how could he, Jean
Laval, ever look any one in the face

agnin!
“ Take eourage, mother!" he sald,
bravely, * I'll harness Jet, and have

him at the door in & moment.”

Mrs. Laval wiped ber eyes with the
corner of her apron and looked anx-
fously out of the window. *“*Are you
sure it is safe to eross, my son? Idon't
like the looks of that sky, and the weath-
er has been warmer fately, and there
have been signs of the breaking up of the
ice above us,”

* But that was far up the river; and
as for the clouds, they do look pretty
squally, that's a fact; but we shall be
hack long hefore the storm breaks."

“ Louise knows what to tell the doc-
tor. If he shouldn't be home, leave
word for him to come a8 soon” a8 possi-
ble, and then harry to the drog-store and
got the powder, and be sure and buy a
double portion for Mother Barbet.  She
is coming to stay with me while you

‘ are away. Yes, I suppose it is best to

g0.1|

In a few moments Jean and Louise
were snugly tucked inside the little
sledge unﬁvr the warm wolf-skins, and
the black pony with his head down, po-
ing at his best pace, bronght them in o
short time to the river's edge. The
ive was soon crossed, and, after n short
drive up the main street of the large
town, .}van pulled up in front of the
doctor's oftice,  Finding him out, he
sorawled a message on the slate, and,
stopping at the drug.store, he bought
two Lmﬁvs of the white powder, which
he carefully placed in his inside cont-
rocket; and  then they started for
anu.

‘““ How dark it has grown!" ex-
claimed Louise, as they reached the
erossing-place and saw a crowd of men
standing looking out on the frozen
river nnd gesticulating carnestly: ** and
that sky, Jean! it frightens me to look
at it.”"  She pointed to a writhing mass
of huge inky clouds rapidly climbing
up from the horizon. The wind, which
had been blowing steadily all day, had
entively died away, leaving a stillness
which was almost oppressive.  This
ominous silence was bmlum only by an
ocensional moaning which seemod to
vibrate along the frozen surface of the
river.

As the baek pony stepped out upon
the icey some men motioned Jean back;
and, finding him dotermined to go on,

two or three of them .wc,rrm;: forward
and seized the bridle,  *Yon're young,

my master, but you're old enough to
know better than to venture across in
the face of such & sky as that. And
haven't you heard the news from up the
river? the ice has already weakened in
spots!”’

“ Lot go!"™ sald Jean, tightening his
hold on the reins., “*Weak ice or not, |
must cross.

But several other men had gathered

in front of the pony. *“Back, back, 1
say!" shouted one. *We have had
orders to stop people from crossing;

but in teath, I didn't think there would
be man or boy fool enouzh to altemplt
it. Don't yvou know the mesning of
thoge clouds?
s 8 any time
talking. ™

* But I tell you I mukt eross, and you
have no vight to keep me hero losing
returned Jean, Hudhing angrily,
while Louise turned her face imploring-
ly toward the men,

SWao must try to eross,’”’ she said,
with trembling lips. My little brother
s siek ~perhaps dying; we have been
for the doctor and are taking baock the
medicine,  Father is away, and mother
is waiting for us."

The men looked irresolute.  “Botter
to lose ene child than fhree,”  said the
first speaker, still keeping hold of the
bridle,

“Let the youngsters go, neighhor
Tyvrrel," excluimed o new-comer.  * g
is Pierre Laval's puny, the best traveler
about N Perhaps he ean get them
avross before the storm bursts.  Think
of your own wife left.alone with a dying
baby, and waiting for wedicine. S'pnr?'
not the whip, my bov, and may the

o God put such speed in your pony's
ﬁ:gs as never wis there before!™

Jet, glad to be released, durtod for-

vven now while we are

f

ward on his way. The same oppressive
stillness continued, still the black clouds
mounted higher and higher, and there
was the same poculisr moaning In the
fee beneath,  The ehildren had already
erossed more than two-third« of the dis-
tance, when there came a little puff of
wind, followed by two or three violent
gusts which caused the light sledge to
mwerve to one side.  The next moment,
there wis n heavy boom in the jce di.
rectly underneath them, and the air was
filled with a succession of sharp reporta
like the rattling of musketry,

Louise, too frightened to speak, turn-
ed and looked in her brother's face, but
she found little there to re-assure her.
His eyes were riveted on a large erack
in the ice before them through which
could be seen the dark waters of the
swiftly moving current.  Obeying the
sudden sting of the whip, the pony
gathered himself for a spring and olear-
od the ernck just as it widened to an
impassable chasm behind them. A sec-
ond erack was croesed in the same man-
ner, and then dean saw that their float-
ing platform was surrounded on  all
sides by water. **We must leave the
sleigh, Louise,’ he said. * It will be
safer lying flat on the ice.”” He took
his knife and ceut the pony loose from
the aledge. It is only fuir to give
poor Jet a chance for his life,"" he mut-
tered: and then seizing his «ister by the
hand, he dragged her to the strongest
part of the floe just as it parted in the
middle with a sudden snap,

The little red sledge slipped into the
water, and the pony, neighing piteously,
drifted rapidly from their sight. Jean
heard the shouting of voices, and
through the driving rain he was able to
make out the figures of men on shore
running to and fro. ** Hold fast to me,
Louise,”” he said, ns sho gave a litle
gasp when the floe tilted to one side and
the icy waves dashed over their faces;

+ “wo are nearing the stationary ice by

the shore. If you can but hold out for
a moment longer!"”

The next instant the huge blocks of
jce, as they camo crashing down the
river, forced the little Hoe on the firm
ice, and strong arms earried the ehildren
to a place of safety.

The doclor was not ahle to eross the
river for some time; but the white rnw-
der saved the baby's life, and the little
fellow was crowing and laughing as
ustal several days before Jean and
Lonise recoverad from the efleets of the
cold and the fright.

The morning after the resone of the
two children, the black pony, with his
shaggy mane and tail fringed with
icicles, was found alive and well on a
little eape where he had safely drifted
ashore — Wide Awake.
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Helping » Constable

One day a Michigan Constable who
had long been trying to collect a elaim
of forty dollars against a sharp citizen,
went to a worthy burgher and said:

' Nee here, Jones, r'w got a plan to
collect forty dollars of that sharper Per-
kins. AU I want isa little hn‘lp from
you, and if you grant it T won’t forget
the favor.™

“I'm willing—what's your plan?'’ re-
plied Jones,

“Why, [ want yon to bet him twenty

dollars that he doesn't weigh 120
poupds.  If you'll do that I can fix the
rest. "

“Oh, I'll do anvthing to help you
out,” said Jones, and the two walked
around to the grocery where Perkins
was known to hang out.  After a little
talk, the Constable keeping in the shade,
Jones hegan blufling, and when he
stated his fiendish desire to bet twenty
dollars that Perkins wouldn't tip the
beam at 120 pounds, his greenbacks
were coverad before o mule could kick
three times.  As the money was put up
the Constable slippod out for o gar-
nishee, and was back in time to serve it
on the stakeholder. 'erking weighed
148 pounds, and the forty dollars in the
hands of the stakelolder eventually
paid a claim against him, but it haa
never yet been made plain to Jones
how he made anything out of it. It
has always seemed to him that he was
twoenty dollars out. and for fifteen long
yenrs he has refused to walk on the
swme side of the street with that Con-
stable.— Detroit Free I'ross.
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The Blind as Actors.

On o recent oceasion at the Institn-
tion for the Blind at Sonth Boston they
performed o play, on an actual stage,
with twenty characters elothed accord-
ing to their several parts, muking no

mistakes, anid doing better with it, gen- |

erally, ns a whole, thun their sharp-
eyed confreres of the sock and buskin.
So porfectly were they drilled that in
their stagre” intercourse not & sign was

The tomado may be on ll visible that thay did not see each other,

and their conversation wis as naturally
directed  as  thongh the person wl-
dressed was palpable  to the sight.
It was & strange spectacle, but mot a
meluncholy one, for it showed that
the blind could see through organs
not. of sight, and read intellectual
results with a keener zest than those
who sttain them more casily or are in-
different as to their requirement.  The
Tapleys who might have room for jn"it_\‘
on the old sad hopeless condition of
blindness, nowadays, would be in de-
spair at the innovations of the melan-
choly custom, but though s0 grand a
progress has heen made in ameliorgtion
of the loss of sight, the privation is bad
enongh, and few wonld exchange even
their bleared and rheumy opties for en-
tire darkness. The Institution for the
Blind is one of Boston's most priged es-
le“‘hllli‘ll‘ 4, Bosto Cor, I'H‘fj‘ln‘d
Eocning Post,

— o — -

—Josquin Miller is devoting his atten-
tion to the prevention of forest fires. His
idea is to have the forests all burned over
every sutinmn before s great muss of in-
flamnable stuff :wcuunh:m-s

|
|

Youths" i)enartmen t_.

DOLLY'S DESPAIR.

I'm only a last year's dolly |
I thought 1 was lovely and falr—
But alis, for the oheeka that were roay,
Alnn, for the once lowing hair!
I'm sure that my back is broken,
For it hurts me whon 1 rine!
Oh I'd ery for yery sorrow,
ut I've lost out both my eyes!

In comes my pretty mistroas,
With my rival in hor arms—
A fine young miss, most surely,
Arrayed in hor borrowed charmal
"ﬂ dresses, and my slippors, too,
ut andder, oh, snddor than all,
Hhe's won the dear love T have lost,
For I'm only a last year’s dolt !

ON, pity me, hearts that are tendor,
1I'm lonely and battered and brafeed,

I'm tucked out of sight in the cliset,
Forgotten, desaplacd and abused |

'm only n Inst yonr's dolly,
Alone with my troubled honrt;

Swoot mistross, still 1 love thee,
Inoonstunt though thou aret!

Mra. 1. N. Twrnar, in Youth's Companion,
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THE LONGEST DAY IN THE YEAR.

1 don't know what the almanae man
snid about it, but Dan aid it was the
longest, and Dan was certainly the one
who understood the matter best,

It began pretty much like other days,
only that there was a heavy fog, and
Dan knew that it was bad weather for
haying, and tip-top for fishing. Hae
made up his mind to go fishing. Per-
haps, if his mind had not been already
made up, he would not have minded so
much when his father said at the break-
fast table:

“We must get the seythes: in good
order, so's to take a fairstart at the
lower meadow to-morrow,  Don’t let
me have to waste time hunting aftor
‘\'10‘1:. Daniel, when I'm ready to go at
it.

Daniel's appetite was gone at once
How he hated to turn that lﬁiavyvn'uking
old grindstone! and how sure his father
was to find w dozen things to do  first,
and keep him waiting nlrllm morning!
He went around by the sink drain, and
dug his bait; he examined his fishing-
pole; he put up his lunch; heeven tried
a worm on the hook; and then he wan-
dered disconsolately around, wishing
grindstones had never been invented,

He went to the end of the garden, and
leaned anlkly over the low stone wall,
eating the half-ripe “harvest a ples, and
throwing the cores spitefully away.
Down the road a few rods lay the mill-
pond, and in the middle of the road
near by stood Deacon Skinner's horse
und chaise.

Old Whitey had his nose down, and
one leg erooked in a meditative fashion.
The Dedcon was over in the field, mak-
ing a bargain with Solomon Murray for
some young eattle.  What fun it would
be to start the old horse up, and set him
trotting home! Dan could almost hit
him with an apple core,

and sent it singing through the air.

Old Whitey brought ur his nose with
s fore-leg, and
started oft at & brisk trot, the chaise top

a jerk, straightened h

tilting and pitching back and forth.

Dan laughed-—at least the laugh be-
gan lo
glimpse of a frightened little face at the
chaise window, and knew that Nanny
Dane, the Deacon’s little lame grand-
child, was in the chaise.

It was only a glimpse, and then the
bank of gray fog swallowed Whitey and
the chase, and it seemed to Dan that
they had gone straight into the mill-
pond.

¢ Daniel! Daniel! Come on, now, and
be spry about it!” ealled his father, as
he moved toward the grindstone; and
Dan obeyed, though he felt as if his febt
had all at once turned to lead,

Round and round and round; his
tough little hands were blistered on the
handle, but he did not know it; his
mouth and throat were as dry as the
stone, but he did not think of it. ** Crre-
errr-crrr,”’ rang the rough, wearisome
noise, until his ears were so deafened
he did not even hear it. For he was
serfectly sure he had killed little Nanny

Jane,  What would people say?  What
would they do to him? Hang him, of
course; and Dan felt in his heart that he
deserved it, and that it would be almost
u sutisfaction,

* There,”” said his father at last, *1
reckon that'll do, Daniel.  You've been
faithful and stiddy at your work, and
now you may go fishing."”

Dan never knew how he got to Long
Pond, or how he passed the slow hours
of that dismal day. The misery secmed
intolerable, and before evening he had
made up his mind that le could bear it
no longer.  He wonld go home and tell
his father; he would tell everybody,
They might hang him, they might do
anything they pleased.

Tramping desperately home with his
empty basket in his hasdd, he heard the
sound of wheels behind him, dragging
slowly through the deepsand.  Perhaps
that was the Sherilf coming to arrest
him,
did not look around,
nearer; they stopped, and some one
said:

“ Hullo, Daniel! been fishin'?  Fish-
erman's Inck, hey? Well, jump in here,
and I'll give yve a lif."

Before Dan knew it he was over the
wheel and sitting beside Deacon Skinner
in the old chaise, with Whitey switch-
ing his tail right and left as he plodded

The wheels came

lllullr.

* Get up, Whitey,"' urged the Dea-
con; “it's getting along toward chore-
time. Whitey ain't so spry as he used
to be, but he's amazin' smart.  This
mornin' 1 left little Nanny in the shay
while I was muking s dicker with Sol-
omon Murrny, and a keerless thing it
was to do, but I'd as soon expected the
meetin'-house to run away as Whitey.
I reckon something must scart him; but
he just trotted off home s stiddy s if
I'd been drivieg, and waited at the door

He tried two
or three, just tosee, and then he picked
a smooth round stone from the wall,

row, when he eanght one

Dan's heart beat harder, but he |

for mother to come and got Nanay be-
fore he went to the barn,

“Oh, Deacon Skinper,"”’ burst out
Dan, ** it was me; 1 soart Whllo{.“

“Did ye now, sonny? Well, there
wuzn't any harm done, and I know ye
didn't mean to."' :

“ Idid, T did,” said Dan, sobbing vio-
lently from the long strain of excitement.
“1 didn't know Nanny was in the chaise,
and I threw a stone at him. "

“Well, well,” ssid the Deacon, mb-
bing his stubbly chin, and looking euri-
ously at Dan, * Beats all what freaks
boys will take, but I know ye won't do
it agin.”

“f never will," sald Dan, solemnly.
** This has been the awfulest longest day
that ever was in the world,"—Emily
Huntington Miller, in Harper's Young
Prople.
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A Word to the Girls,

What! detest the care to be spotless as
n lily, sweet and fresh as lavender, a
blessing to those who see her, a part of
allYair and comely scenes, instoad of
something discordant, marring them?
I refuse to believe it of any girl who
reads this.  Now, let the Wise Blackbird
drop a bit of wisdom in your ears which
will take the harshness out of every dis-

recable duty in life. In Dr. John
Todd's * Letters to a Daughter'’ he
wrote: *‘Whatever one does well she is
sure to do easily,'" and words to the of-
fect that what one goes at thoroughly
censes to be disagreeable. Iknow a girl
of twenty yenrs ago who took these
words into her heart, and they have
mude work the pleasure of her life. All
the eareless people who watch her cry
out at the trouble she takes with every-
thing she does; but they are very apt
to say, after all is through: *“You have
such an easy way of turning off things,
and things always stay done for you,"

Of course they do, Thorough is the

Saxon for through, and anything that

is thoroughly done is through wiﬁj‘ It
is a queer paradox that if you try to do
things easily, tf shirk and slur them
over, you will always find it hard to get
along; while if you put all sorts of pains
into vour work, and never think how eas-
ily it ean be done, but how well it ean
be, you find it growing easier day by
day. — Wide Awake,

Colored Schools In Sonth Caroling.

In a single school in Charleston there
are fourteen hundred negro children.
The tenchers are all white—the prinei-
pal is & man; all the other teachers are
women, many of them ladies of great
refinement, themselves once mistresses
of slaves, whom necessity has compelled
to seck employment. They are work-
ing in good faith, and with an infinite
patience, and t-lu-‘y undoubtedly make
the hest teachers for the blacks, From
their intimate knowledge of them, they
know when it is wise to insist and when
to yield. Numbers vary. One ;;rimary
tencher has had one hundred anc cighty
wpils under her charge at once. The
irst class in the intermediate grade av-
erages fifty. In this class they are of
every size and age, from boys of eleven
to women of twenty-two and twenty-
three, In this elass they learn long lF-
vision. Arithmetic is the thing they
care most for. The boys are brighter
and quicker than the girls, but the girls
are more docile and more attentive,
which makes good the difference. The
girls can be managed without corporal
wunishment; the boys not, for a rattan-
ing is a small matter to them, since many
of their fathers are likely to use either
a rope or a club upon them. 8o few
have books that the classes must be
taught ns if they had none.  Of school-
work as such you hear only praise. 1t
is frequently said by white parents of
even such studies as algebra: ** It would
be a good thing if our children of the
same age could do as well as those dark-
ies do.”  The doubt, either logically or
ractically, comes in the step beyond.
t cannot be denied that so far, for al-
most all, even those who go through the
whole school course, progress censes at
fourteen and fifteen. ore than half
who can write and spell creditably on
leaving school eannot do it in two years'
time.,  The reasons are obvious, Al-
though it is universal that the parents
care Lo have the ehildren go to sehool,
and make willing sacrifices to keep them
decently ¢lot lu-f. almost all must go to
work, and that mainly in employments
which offer yvery little stimulus to the
brain. There are no home associntions
whatever to keep up the school influ-
mee.  Not only are there no books, but
[ very, very few have good lights in their
[ houses at night. There are evening
schools, but that at best means only o
small fraction. — Charleston (8. C.) Cor.
N. Y., Post.
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Extravagant Generosity,

One day last week a New Bedford
lndy lost a diamond ring in the cars
| while on her way from Boston to this
city, She informed the conductor of
her loss, and he instructed the person
who swept the car to watch earefull
for the article. The ring was not fmmul)f
and the conductor offered to make n
careful search. He accordingly lifted
the cushions and after a most thorough
examination found the missing dia-
mond.  Upon returning it to the lady
she took out a well-filled pocketbook,
and, selecting u ten-cent piece and a
five-cent nickel, offered it to the finder.
The conductor informed her that he
was paid by the railrosd company for
his services, and the money was re-
turned to the pocketbook. — New Bed-
Jord {Mass,) Mereury.

- ———

—A wild Indian will ba & curious
relic to the next generation of Ameri-
cans—not that they will have been ex-
terminated; they will have been re-
claimed to eltizenship by the education
| of the present crop of Indian children.




