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IWWHERE WE WERE BORN.

You'd know the plaee where we were born—
Not by the old woll standing by,
Now vet hy Nelds of waving corn
Which you might see in passing by,
Yot you would guoss it, night or morn—=
The dear ol plees whers wo wors bornl

You'd knaw it, for In all yrour wuys,
On country rond or villngoe strect,

Through lengths and longihs of Sammor days
You never saw a place so sweel

An ours in Muy dews, morn or nisht,

When apple troes ara blossomed white,

For round and round on every slide
Those trves 1y friendly group ng grow;
You onndd not ind, or Tar or wide,
A plaos 8o olrgled round, | know;
Townrd rising sun and closing day
They stand in watehman-liko nrray.

The anclent orehard on the dlope

Ie firet tooonteh the warim Spring sun,
Tte treos wee ppeed Doy ol Bope

Al vol they blosssom evory one;
Ani mieh odd ppples ne er wore seel)
An full upon its shady groon,

And nll plong the dear old lane
They arch thele brnnohes overhend,
And ip n broeze or showeo of riin
They sautter patals whiteo sl vod,
We hold our Htle nprons hich
To entoh the aweotness duttoring by,

And when the Autumn tints were guy
Upon the landscape every whire,
In rookloss hoops the aoplos iny
We hoard thom dropping hore and thera,
Anid Inghed and ﬁnrlr tossedd thoem high
Tenouth the blue, honlgnant sky,

And when we'd grown beyond the ehild,
Tho pepirntions that wo Knoew,
Our vivid faneios ruaning wild,
Our lenening of the falso and true
Reomod, somebow, in the Hght and gloom,
To hokdw breath of apple bloom,

And now, whon May comes yearly round,
And dooks the npole trecs ngnin
With bBlossoms swoetest to be Found,
Bometimos my tenrs drop down [kco rain,
Bo vividly doos memaory tell
About the home I love so well.
—Amer can Rural Home,
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yromise of a belter place or extra wages,
Cou'd better say Yes, Lois™

Clung! clang! elung! rang out the
factory bell like a great brzeén voice
that bade men and women who heard
it gense th nking of anything else but
work. Lois shivered. The sound of
that bell was so tangled up in her life
that the two conld not be separated, she
thought, as she roused herself from her
listless mood and turned toward the
factory.

“Idon't think I'd better take your
adviee, Dick.” sho said, with a little
shake of her head.  ** Not yet a while,
anyway., It wouldn't be right, 1|
think.”

“1 don't ask you to say ‘Yes' till
vou've thought It all over,” he said,
walking along beside her through the
stroat leading to the factory. * Don't
let the thought of Fan, or the hard work
I'dd have to do, keep you from saying
*Yes,' if vonlove me, Lols. If you love
me yon have no right to say ‘No.'
That s the way to look at it, Lois,"

They went into the flwlur‘ly togethoer.
As thoy crossed the threshold the ma-
chinery started into motion,  The

wheels began Lo tarn in their tireless,
pwift way, and everywhere was din and
clangor.. Dreams might answer for out
of doors, but there was no place, no
time for them here. Notime to think
of love, vlther.

The warp was waiting for her at her
loom. It made Lois think of a spider’s
web,  The old factory seemed more like
n great spider to her to-day than it ever
had before,  How many men and wom-
en were eanght fost in jts webs, she
thought, ns she looked down the long
room and saw the white, wan, tired
faces by the looms.

It was nearly noon when Ralph Lev-
erson eame o her looms and paused
there to wateh her at her work,

Ralph Leverson was her employer,
This great factory snd the men and
women in it were his,

He stood there, silently warehing her

MASTER OR MANI

Lois Brand leaned over the low rail-
ing of the bridge to watch the vipples
on the waters for one
ment, und the minnows darting about
in that restless fashion of theirs which

mude her think of the shuttles flying |

bnok and forth through the warp in the
wenving-room of the great fuotory
where, day by day, <he toiled for the
bread she nte and the clothes she wore,
She wished she might forget everything

connected with the factory for a litt)e |

while,
would be rest. Bat she had watched
the shuttle lying back and forth so long
that the sight of almost any moving
thing brought it before her. And for
so muny years had she listened to the
thunder and crash of the great looms
that she heard them everywhore. She
oftenn wondered if she should ever get
the sound of them out of her ears.

As she stood there on the bridge
thinking in n spiritless kind of way of
what u pleasant thing life must be
where there is no such drudgery, no
such terrible monotony in it as had
been hers since childhood, shutting out
like eruel hands that bar a door, all she
had hoped for and longed for most, a
step nroused her.

She turned and saw Dick Evans. His
honest face greyy bright at sight of her.

To him she was the one woman in
the world.

*Good-morning, Dick." she said, ina
tired kind of way. * Are you going to
the mill¥"

“Yor; of course,”” he answered, as if
it wore searecely possible for him to be
going anywhere else,

“What a fool I was to ask such a
question,' she said.  ** A% if there was
any other
into the mill once we never got out till
death puts an end to the work., If it
wasn't for Fan, 1 wouldn’t care much
how soon my work was over, I think,
though [ never liked to think of dying.
But if one were dead, he'd know some-
thing abhout rest, wouldn't he? 'That's
more than any of the mill-hands will
while they live,"

1 don’t like to hear you talk in that
way, Lois,” Dick sald, in that grave,
gentle way of his, when talking to this
woman he loved.  * There's no need of
your killing i‘om'svlt at the loom as vou
are doing,  It's only for you tosay Yes,
Lois, and you know there is nothing I'd
be gladder to hear."

“1 know, Dick,” she answered, a
little more tenderly, but with much bit-
terness in her voice yot. * 1 am sure |
could be quite happy with you, Dick,
but there's Fan. llt. wounldn't be right
for me to marry you and bring yonsuch
f load ns two women, and one of them
helpless as a baby, wonld be. You'd
dind your hands full with me alone, I'm
afraid, and when you come to think of
Fan! No, Dick; when I think of the
burden both of us would be, 1 ean't
make it seom that it would be right for
me to say Yes '

*Didn't I know all about Fan when
1 asked you to marey me?" eried Dick.
“ Do you think I wonld have asked you

any such qaestion if 1 hadn't been will- |

ing to tnke care of both of you! You
know better, Lois  I've thought the
matter all over, and I'm willing to run
the ri:k of the cousequences.  Poor Fan
wouldn't be half the burden to me, if
Nou were to marry me, that she is to
iuu. I can work wellnow,  1'm laying

p & little money m-cr{ year. A man
ean work better if he thinks he's work-
ing for some one who loves him, Now,
it doosn't seem as if 1T was working for
anybody or anything iu partioular
on't you know that the thought of
ome puts life and energy into n man?
I knew that you were waiting fo; me
& home of our own, no matter how
umble it was, the hardest day's work
ould seem plemsant to me.  The
ought of the kiss you'd give muﬁ

would belp me wore thap

brief, idle mo- |

Ince for us! When we get |

deft, well-trnined  fingers ns  they
moved wmone the threads for muany
| minutes,

| By and by ——
“Those tingers of yours seem to work
of themeelves, Miss Brand,' he said.
“Yaos," answered  Louis, searcely
pausing to look up, “we are machines. '
She said it with an aceont of bitter.
nesg in her voice. Poor Lois! This
( life was wearing her out, It was mak-

ing her old bLefore her time, and the |

wearineds of it told upon her temper
and embittered her thoughts.
“ 1 want to talk to you,"" young Lev-

| pushing bavck the lever that cansed the
L iron-brained machine which seemed to
keep up s steady thinking of one thing
from morning to night, to stop its tive-
legs motion.

o Well™

Lois folded her hinnds upon the iron
frame and waited for him to speak.

He scarcely seemed to know what to
say. He began once and paused.

** Something was wrong about my last
web, [ suppose.” she said. at last
“Don't be afraid to find fault, Mr. Lev-
erson. We are used to that. Mill hands
don’t mind such tritfles, We can't alford
to be sensitive, you know. Such luxu-
ries aren't for us.”

*If yon think I came here to talk
about such things youn are mistaken,"
he said. *1-—1 suppose you never
thought about such a thing as—as my
caring for you, Lois?"

She looked at him in blank amaze-
ment.  Had she gone erazy at last? She
had often said that she believed the roar
of the looms would make ber insane
| some day.

“You are surprised,” he said. *I
| supposed you would be. T do not won-
der, for it comes to you suddenly. |
ought to have made you understand by
- degrees, perhaps, but I have always been
an abrupt man, and you must pardon
me. 1 do care for you, Miss Brand.
I've watched your face for a long time,
and I've grown fond of it,  Will you be
my wife?’

Lois had often wondered why he was so
kind to her. Now she understood.

He was a perfect gentleman

She

100 honorable to stoop to deceit, too
honorable to allow any doubts of his
motives,

She thought about it in & swift,
muddled way. She thought about
Dick, and her hemt gave a little
thrill at recollections of his love
for her that was like a  reach-
ing out of hands to him.  And yet,

knoew that he was in earnest, for ho was |

{znt away by myself and think, T shall
1ave no rest till I get it all thought out."

She put on her bonnet and shawl and
went oul into the cool October mir.

How peaceful the blue hills looked far
oft. She wished she were one of them.
Then nothing would fret her; her rest-
lessness would be gone.

Oh, which to choose- which to
chouse!
The words made a little verse of

themselves, and her brain set them to
| the monoton ous tune of turning spindies
and darting shuttles,

She went towards home In a slow,
|I round-about way. She saw men and
| women and little children. Some o!

them bowed or snoke to her. She did
not recognize one face among them all,

Her thoughts we e not with the things
| about her, She seemed athousand miles

away from earth and every body.

Suddenly the great factory bell filled
the air with a swift elangor that hurt
her aching head nsif eruel hands had
| smote it
|  **Sométhing has  happened,” she
evied, turning to look back, But the
' houses hid the factory from her sight.
| The bell rang out ita hoarse alarm.
Sha ran up the street.  When she
renched the end of the block she saw a
groat black cloud of smoke breaking
' above the roofs of the building between
| her and the factory. Then she knew
| the truth.  The factory was on fire.
{ Oh Dick, Dick!” she thought, and
Churried  toward the burning building.
 Perhaps there was something her tired
hands could do to help the poor wretches
who were teving to escape denth, What
woiulld become of them, of her, il the
factory burned?
She knew, befora she reached it, that

the iactory could not be saved. The
| windows were loop-holes of fire. The

eaves were wreathed with flames that
coiled and uncoiled themselves like
writhing serpents,

Suddenly a great ery rang out from

the crowd, and she saw hands pointing
Lto the window of o room over the main
entrance, Looking up, she saw Lever-
| Bt stunding there, . his face was very
| white. He must have been asleep, men
said, and the fire had ronsed him from
what might have been a pleasant slum-
ber, to put him face fo face with an
Lawlul danger.

| **Itis death for him," thought Lois,
with stitled breath: **There's no pos-
sible way of eseape,”

“I'H try to save him,” eried a voice
she knew —Dick’'s voice, and there was
' something grand in the sound of it.
| Then she saw him fighting his way

If she could, she thought, it | erson said, leaning over the loom, and | through the flames, and the last glimpse

of his face showed her how brave it was
in the wild tempest of fire and smoke.

She held her breath, and waited, pale
| and trembling, while her heart kept
| snying over and over, in a prayerful
kind o1l way:

* Denr Dick! Oh, God save him!""

She knew then, in the face of the
awful danger, that the lover who was
risking #is life 80 nobly was more to her
than the lover he waas risking his life for

could everbe. She had made her choice
at last,
Suddenly, through the flame and

smoke, she caught sight of Dick's face
at the window of Leverson'sroom. He
had Leverson in his arms,

““Throw up a rope,’”’ shouted Dick.
** Be quick, for God's sake."

Some strong hand flung the line he
asked for. He fastened one end of it
beneath the arms of the unconsecious
| Leverson, and lowered him tothe ground
| just as the Aames barst out of the win-

dow below him, wrapping the whole
| front of the mill in a seething sheet of tire,

A groan went through the crowd,
Thoere was no hope for Dick. He had
saved o life at the loss of his own,

+Dick, Diek!”" rang out a woman's
voice, sharp and shrill, and full of terri-
ble entreaty, **I'ry to save yourself for
iy sake

He heard, and leaned far out ot the
| window in a wild desire to save his life
| for the suke of the woman he loved. He
saw the wire of one of the lightning rods
not a foot away from the window. May
be it was strong enough to hold his
weight.  But could he go through the
hell of fire beneath him? It seomed
[ death to venture. It was certainly death
to stay whe e he was  Lois had called

him.  He wonld make a wild effort to

save himsedl,

He leaned over and grasped the rod
| and swung himself over the window-
sill, and slipped down, down, down!
| The rod blistered his hands, but he
Lelung to i, The flames billowed up all

Dick was poor—miserably poor. Lever- | aboul him, but he held his breath and
son was rich.  He could give her all the | slid down, down, down! The lust he
heautiful things she had craved so long. | remembered was that he was in the
A confused union of pictures and flow- | midst of a whirlpool of fire, with the
ers, of rich dresses and beautiful books | thought in his brain that he was always
went whirling  through her brain to | going down, down, down!
the accompaniment of the grinding, The tirst thing he remembered aftor
pitiless wheels. | that was a woman's face bending over
“lean't think now,"” shecried, put- | him and u woman's tears dropping on
ting up both her hands to her throbbing | A face, and then a woman's Kiss was

brow. “Don’t sk me to. Somoe other
timo 1'11 tell you.”

in," he sald.  *Try to think favorably,
Lois, for I want you very much. 1 need
you"

When she went back to her loom aft-
er dinner she was more like a mach ine
than ever, for she searcely compre-
hended the details of her work. It is
likely that she attended to them all, but
she did so mechanically, Her thoughts
were elsewhere, :

The wheels went round and round.

Her thoughts went on and on.  Should
she choose for her heart? If she did,

she should choose Dick
willing Diek, Should she choose for
hor seltish self? Then she thought of
what Leverson's wealth conld give her.
| The machinery seemead to be crashin
| at her with iron jaws. She fancied it
wias o great animal snarling at her,
“1I'm going home,” she cried, ai

length, wint, If
aoh 18

“I'm sick, dizgy,
uu;# berel lluh &° orla}.

dear, patient,

“Take your own time to think it over ,

on his lips, and & woman's voice said
brokenly:

*Oh, Dick! poor, noble, brave, dear
{ Piek”"  And he suw Lois above him

and thought he had got to Heaven,

They told him he was a hero.  Lever-

| son came and took his poor, woundad
| hands in his and told him he had saved
his life, and that he should do great
things for him to prove his gruliiunc.

And he did,

And Lois is satisfied with the choice
she made,

———— e —

—The Convention of the Ameriean
Forestry Association, recently held in
Montreal, has stimulated the people of
the Dominion to organize for the protec-
tion of forests, to re-wood districts
! which have been stripped of trees, and
to inorease the cultivation of the most
valuable varieties, The Forestry Asso-
clation of the Province of Quebec has
been formed. Each member promises
aat twenty-five forest Lrees every
Glode.
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Youths’ Department.
EDITH BAXTER,

The story of how Mise Elith Baxter, aged
twalve fc-.-rn, rescucd a Hittle oy (rom drown-
iug, ot Unth, L. 1, Is thus told In rhyme, by
Mra. M E, Bangster, in Harper's Younyg People

A beautiful day In summer,
At Buth, beside tho soun,

Where a bevy of careloss childron
Were ne gay nd gay could be.

Bom  with thele spa les 20 tin
Wore turning ovor the saand,
Bome wore moereily rooing
With the suref that dushed on the strand,

And others, bold and daring,
Plungoa into the deep groen wave,

At the toueh of the grim old ocean
Thoey fel so blithe swnd brivve,

Luoughing, leaping and diving,
The sturdy, frollesome orew
Hud nover s thought of danger

Under the sky's soft blue,

And nobody notieed Harry,
A denr little five-yoar-old,
With fuet n gllmmer of sunshine
Tinting hix curls of gold,

THll, after the rost, ns ewiftly
Asn tinsh the darling wontg

Andacry of suddon tepor
The giddy windiess ront,

The billows hiuve caught the baby,
They nee Bonring him far away;
Alne for Harey's mothor
And hor empty arms this day !

Home one has darted to save him,
Forth trom un awe-struck throng,

A Tonvless hoart to the resoue,
Btendy nnd true nod strong.

Bufteting surge nnd brenker,

Stenight through the cnrdling foam,
On through (he angry witors,

She Is toding t bring him home,

Only a ehild, with girthood’s
Clonr light inher candid oyes
Only ngirl, bt a woman
In her glory of sacrifleo,

On the shore they witeh and listen,
Bpell-bound in a dumb despair,

Al! hark to the shout of trivmph
Thot conds (o n thankful prayuvr.

Edith hna saved wee Harry.
“Pwas n noble docd was done,
At Bush, that day, by the ocean,
In the Hght of the summoer sun.

- .- -

HOW MARY FED THE CHICKENS.

Mamma had been invited out to tea,
and Maxy was to spend the afternoon
with Dollie Mayo, but she kept saying
to hersell that she mustn’t forget to run
home and feed old Speckle's chickens
before sunset.  Sheremembered it even
while they were swinging, and playing
“koep house v

Brosie Millsr sat under the great
balm of gilead tree, in his father's front
yard, with his pug nose belween the
pickots,

“(Come over here," he shouted.

“ (Can't," said Dolly.

* You come, then, Maxy,"

“ Mamma said stay here,”

“Pshaw!'s if she'd care for your com-
ing across the street. 1 want to show
you something.”’

Maxy und Dolly looked doubtfully at
each other.

“ Leot's ask your mother," proposed
Maxy, and in & moment Dolly came ly-
ing out of the honse.

“Yes, we can go, but tea will be ready
in half an hour.”

. Jtwasin the midst of an exciting
me of hide and seek, in which Bro-
si@'s big dog was joining, that Maxy hap-
sned to glance at the sun and remem-
red mamma's charge concerning the
chickens.

+ Oh, it's most down! I must run and
feed 'em!” she cried.

“*What's down? Feed what?’ de-
manded Brosie.

““The sun—the chickens—mamma
always does—oh, dear, it'll be down be-
fore I can get there,”' and breathless,
Maxy Hew across the street, followed
by Dolly, Brose and the big |Iu‘:.

Into Mrs. Mouroe's neat kitchen they
clattered; in haste they searched through
boxes, chests and barrels, but no meal
could they find.

“What shall I do™ asked Maxy.

“They won't starve, will thoy "

“'m afraid.”

* Borrow some."" * ¥Feed 'em bread,”
in turn snggested Dollic and Brosie.

* Here's lots of flour; why won't that
do?"” said Maxy.

s It will,” replied Brosie, with a very
wise air.  * They use meal because it's
cheaper.”

Maxy grew cheerful at once. ** Well,
we can afford tlour once, I guess;’” so
the tlour and water were mixed into a
stiff dough, in a little tin basin, and
then began a search for the chickena,

Old Speckle had found a way out of
her coop, and was gone, with all her
children.

“Got tired waiting for her supper, I
8 peet," was Maxy's opinion.

After o long search they were found
down at the end of the garden, under
the gooseberry bushes.  Midxy's call-
ing failed to bring them from their re-
treat, so she emptied the dough on the
ground, and ran back to her play feel-
ing satisfied.  Soon it was tea-time, and
after that Maxy went to sleep on the
sofa, while Mamma Mavo was telling
“Silver Hair and the Three Bears.”
Then somebody was waking her up, and
laughing beeause she said: ** Yes'm, 1
heard —the great big bear, and the mid-
(le-sized bear, and the tee-ny wee-ny
bear —oh, I fed 'em about sundown,
mammau.'’

* What, the bear™ laughed papa, as
he lifted her in his arms,

**No, the chickens."

*Oh, you know where they are, then,
Katie has been hunting for them. They
are out of the coop, and she says she
can hear them calling somewhere,"

By this time Maxy was wide awake,
and ran off to show Katie where to find
her ehickens. 1t was quite dark now,
and lm‘m went with them and let Mary
earry the lantern.

Under the gooseberry bushes what
did they find? Ten little chickens all
grown tight together, like the Siamese
twins; ten miserable, fluttering, chirp-
ing, scared little ohickens, tast in a
lump of dough! Nobody knew what ft
wennl.

"

stepped on!” eried

“They've been
Katie,

“+ How conld they all be stepped on a8
once?'’ asked papa, tryving to separaie
one of the unfortunate from the flutter-
ing mass,

[t seems like paste,'” he added, hold-
ing the lantern close,

“OR!" eried Maxy, “flonr and water
make paste. Oh, merey! I've pasted
them together!"

“They can't run!  They're breaking
their legs off ' and Katie looked so in-
dignant, and the chickens so very miser-
able, that Maxy fled sobbing to mam-
n, -1m-lm'iné‘r that “*Biosie Miller said
it would do,’

Katie und papa brought the poor little
wisoners into the kitchen, put them
into a basin of warm water, and worked
patiently for an hour, freeing their
poor feet.  When at last they guceeed-
ad, and one by one those wretched,
long-legged, forlorn  cieatures were
rubbed by mamma's soft  hands,
wrapped in warm flannel and Iaid in o
little basket by the fire, Maxy wept
aloud. and declared she would “never
feed chickens any more."

** | never thought they*d stand in their
supper,*’ she said.

“1'll forgive you, if Speckle will,"
snid Katie, solemnly; “butdon’t you ev-
er take Brosie Miller's advice again,"" —
Chicago Interior.
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Ameriean Children and Horses,

American boys are quite as brave and
active as any in the world, and learned
travelers tell us they know more than
any boys yet discovered in the solar
system. Likewise the American girl is
sweet and good and true—ns bright as
any girl in Europe. For all this, Ameri-
can boys and girls do not, as a rule,
ride horse -back. It is true, some conn-
try boys, East and West, ride featlessly
and well, but the majority of hoy and
girl riders have climbed, by the aid of a
‘ail-fence, on the back of a farm-horse,
and when they were mounted the horse
e'ther langhed in his mane or inglori-
ously tumbled the rider over his hend.
It is very strange that in such s land
of horses so few boys and girls know
how to ride. Itis o mistake to think
that, when Dobbin has heen brought to
the fence and you have dimbed on his
back, this is riding. Not even the most
uncommonly bright girl or the most
learned boy can ride without instrue-
tion. One has to learn this art, just as
one must learn to play the piano or to
mount a bieyele.

Let us eon~ider the horse, see what he
is like, and then, perhajs, we may learn
what it means to vide. A horse is an
animal with a large brain, and though
he seldom speaks, you may be sure he
thinks and has o mind of his own, Be-
sides this he has four logs.  These "are
important things to remember—he
stands on four legs and can think for
himself. He also has ears, and, though
he is not given to conversation, he
hears and understands much that is said
to him. He also has & temper—
good or bad—and may be cross and ill-
natured, or sweet-tempered, cheerful,
patient and kind. In approaching such
a clever creaturs, it is clear a boy or
girl must be equally patient, kind,
cheerful and good-natured,  Unless
you are as good as a horss, you have no
right to get upon his back.

Of course, there are bad horses, but
they are not fit for riding, and are used
only to drag horse-cars or do other com-
mon work, All riding-horses tit for the
society of boys and girls are good
horses, not merely for walking or gal
loping, but morally good—gentle, kind,
patient, careful and obedient,  Any boy
or girl, over seven vears of nge, with a
brave heart and steady hand, and also,
sweet-temper, gentle, Kind and thonght-
ful, can learn to ride.  All others must
sit in a box on wheels and be llmggml
about.— Charles Barnard, in St. Nwho«
las,
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An Infernal Machine.

A rather sad affair took place on one
of our streets the other duay. A young
lady with her arms full of bundles
emerged from a dry-goods store, when
one of them fell on the sidewalk with-
out her noticing it. Just behind her
was a young man, and a Beltast young
man who if not polite is not anything,
and he quickly stepped forward to pic
it up. Nowa hum.hu done up in a piece
of paper with a dry goods advertise-
ment on it is apparently as harmless as
a mother’s spanking, aud there it lay as
guileless as an angleworm on a sidewalk
after a rain.  Just as he stooped to pick
it up there was a rustling of the paper,
the twist began to come out of the ends,
and in another instant a bright red
thing, a sort of a ecross between a
balloon and a devil-fish, {lew into the
nir before his eyes, and a number ten,
thirty-six-inch, double-jointed, elliptie,
sleel-bowed, bustle-attachment, dollar-
u.lul-n-h::lf. red-healed hijﬂ[m-~kil‘f.
waltzed around and gyrated and opened
and shut up and fell on the walk as flat
and thin as a restanrant pie; and the

oung man straightened himself up and
fq_luk(‘l] as it he wished the tail of
comet No. 2 would sweep him from
this fair land; and the voung July came
back with a face that resembled a sun-
set on a fifty-cent chromo; and she
picked up the wire contrivance, and
then she went toward the east and he
went toward the west, and the sun
ducked his bead behind a cloud to hide
a smile, and three or four looked on,
Inid down and laughed and doubled
themselves up in a manner that would
have munde a mess of green apples hang
their heads in shame. — ol just Journal.
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—A Pittsburgh father, whose two lit-
tle lost girls had been found by the po-
lice, was so glad that be dunced a break-
down in the Mayor's ollige. ~2udlsburgh
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