THE COTTAGE GATE,

Do you wonder Lhat she linger—
o‘:mmmum

Do you sek mo why her fingers
Seam o flnd their work s strain?

Love dreams held her in thelr tether,
Love is often (ss wa know)

Wlv in the summer weather,
Idlont in tho sunset glow,

New ihe toil of duy is over;
Janel bns not long to wait

Vor & shadow on the clover,
And » footstep ut the gate.

How fa this® Tho slightest shoeling
v Haan m il:t.. up unaw;
er g,
%} ni-:lm_yn' of blue.
Now he leans upon the miling,
Tells her a1l about the bay;
Til his plans seimn unsvalling-
Very little will she sy,

1f you think it strauge, my reader,
& losson frotm e rose-—

From the '8 (quoenly leader,
Falrest flower that ever hlows,

Not al onee she flannts her petuls,
”?r::t’bul-‘lol-ﬂn; gronts; :
the strewching sepals
Bhow s dash of red I:eltn-'.:,

Breenos rock her; sunbenms woo her
Wider wnrd wider does she stant,

Opena all her crimson (rewstires,
Yieldas the iragrance of hor heart,

At (o rose buds will not render
AN the secrets in one day;

And the mudden, shy and tender,
Io na diffident us they.

——
Flower of the Dalsy.

It was just & woek bofore New Yoear
and, perchod on hin three-legged stool
in the connting-room of the great house
of Worthington Brothers. old Joo Dar
ling, the aneient book-keeper of the
firm, was Anishing his Saturday night's
cnbries,

When thus eogagoed, n hand was laid
on his shonlder, and turning his hoad,
he saw his old, gray-haired employer,
iIJ_w solo proprictor of the flrn, beside
Mim.

“It's the last time, my old friend,”
said the morchant, pointing to the led.
ger; “'the news this evening devides
overything. Unlesssomething happens
before the first of Junuary, Worthington
Brothors must closo doors and wind up
business, Joo,"

Ol Joo slarted as he listoned to (heso
melancholy words and o tremor o
throngh .

“Don't say that! don't say that, Mr,
Worthungton!" he exclaimed. And he
dubibed his bald forehond with his old
bandanna handkerchief as ho spoke,—
“Don’t say that Worthington Brothers
will suspend payment, sir,"

“Worse than that, Joe," returned the
old merchant, with & heavy sigh, *“I
weo no hope of resuming, The great fail-
ures in Europe have hopolesaly involved
us—so that"—he stopped with s gloomy
elrnuion in his eyos—"‘so that on or
bofore the first of Junuary,” he added,
“the houso will glose its doors, 1 oould
bear that; but, when I think that the
mamo of Worthingten Drothers will be
dishonoroed—"

There the old morchant broke down,
Joo seized his hand, and eried in o trom-
hling voice!

“Pon’t, don'tl-—don't say that, sir!
Don't nse that word ‘dishonored!’ Tt is
not so bad!"

“Ruin! utter ruin!" groaned the mer-
chant,

“No, no ; not ruin! Soce here, sir, 1
~you #oe, I have savod a little—"

And old Joe drow from his pockot-
book with unsteady hand, cortificates of
tIuPosiln in various banks,

"Take it, sir! It was all made in your
sorvice! houestly mude—thore is not o
dirty shilling in it, sir. It is yours—
and-—-"

M -

He thrust the papers into the mer-
ohsnt's  band. ut Mr. Worthington
pushod thom bock.

“No, old friend,” said the moerchant,
-?;hing deeply, but speaking in a volee
of resignation —*‘no, that is not the way
\\'oﬂhfngtun Brothers do business, 1If
wo fuil, it shall be honestly —alone
aftor honorablo exertion, We will not
drag down our friends, and you, Joe, our
oldest and best.  No, the house has kept
faith and honor for fifty years. If rnin
oomes wo will go down alone. It is not
our fanlt, I will do my daty and trust
in God, Joo, to the end.”

As lio spoke, the old merchant went
to his safo and took out a roll of bank
notes. ‘Then ho directed the virious om-
ployes to be sent for, and paid them all
up to the end of the then present weak,

o had u kind word for each, and an in-
duiry about ovory man's family or con-
corns; and thon he tarned to his desk.
But the men did not go.

“What are you waiting for, my
frionds?  Can I nssist you in any man-
ner ¥ ssked the old merchant,

“If you plowss, sir,” said the foremost

the party, **we would like to loave our
mouey fn your hands, EbL

An! the spoaker turned toward his
companions, who uttered s hoarse mur
mur of ussont,

“Leave your money in my haunds?"
suid the merchant,

“Just wo,"” was the reply.  **Wao hear
toll how times are hard with the Worth-
i Brothers, and the house in difi-
oultica, Now we don't want onr money
an {_ﬂ. Mr. Worthington. Eh? Do
you!"

And he looked toward those in the
rear.  Another mnml of assont replied,

“All which," the spokesman wdded,
“'goex to show, sir, that we are not in
wont,  Keop the wmoney, Mr, Worth-
i

merohsnt geod with deep emotion
ut the rough, honest fucos.

"!hnkn‘, thanks, ru:f kind friends !
hosaid,  ““This of your friend-
ahip touches me suply. but T cannot

your offer. Buoh & small sum,
would beof little service. No,
no—keep it, and may God bless you and

ke
Witha be handed it to Joe Dar-

ll.-,i and paid:
#{ deeply rogrot this, my old friend.
lsmt: wai enough,”

1d Joo read the sanouncement with n
dnﬂm.mduhmdm!ighdhh
old { .

“I'he Lord's will be done, sir!” he
waid; “you ought to have all, but 1 am
now penniless, Your trouble is gnmr
than mine, Any lotters, sir, by to-
night's mail? Any resources or impor-
tant intelligence ¥

“No resources, Joe, and bad news—
almost worse than all.”

“Worse, sir 7"

“Yos, yes. You remember my son
Charley—of course remember him.
You know Lo went about two years siuce
to live with Van Zandt & Co., at Ant-
worp "

“Yeu, sir; what of him? Don't tell
me—lo is not dead, sir ?"

“No—that is spared me, but I
have had ver news of Charley, my
old friend. I wrote recontly, snnounc-
ing our sitaation, and rrecommending
his return, and Messrs Van Zandt & Co.
replied that he had left them nearly a

r ago."

“Left them ?’ .

“You, yes. He,had fallen into evil
courses and they reprimanded him—
when Le went off, no one knew whither,
Lotters were writton to mo by the louse,
but tuey must have been miscarried.
Nothiog has since boen heard of Charley,
I lurntc huts taken to more evil ways
wtill. He may be dead, indeed! Un-
happy that Tam! All connected with me
seom to turn ont badly!"

The merchant uitered a groan, Old
Joe looked at him with deep commisera-
tion,

“T nm more fortunate than you are,
Mr. Worthington,” ke said, in a low
tone. ‘I had a son-—a noble boy—he.is
dead, sir! Yoo knew my Edmund! He
wis s handsome, so spirited, so bold;
and he was lost st son. He was a whaler
—thie ship foundered, and the crew ware
lost. My poor Edmund! Weare truly
unfortunate fathers, sir."

T'here the conversation ended, and the
merchunt and book-keeper soparated,

Now Yoar's morning, and the snow waa
falling and the wind whirling sronnd it
like mad, A thousand gobling seemed
Iaughing and turning somersaults and
hailing ench other us they sported ronnd
the gables and whistled lﬁmuglu the key-
holes und chimneys, wild with mirth,
and old Joo Darling’s small house, in o
romote street of the greal oity, seemed
ospocinlly honored by the ho ;ﬁoblinn,
'go phook the windows unfil they
rattled again,

A groat fire was burning and the break-
fast table was sot, and old Joo was rub-
bing his hands in front of the blaze and
Inoking out of the window, when a voico
behind Lim, with a rush of langhter in
it and sounding like a silver bell, ex-
claimod:

“Happy New Year father, dear. 1
Luvo oanght you."

O1d Joe turned sround. As be didsoa
pair of rosy lips pressed Lis cheek and
two arma alung about his neck, belong-
ing to n little fairy of soventecn.

“Why, you look like s sunbeam,
Daisy,"” ho said,

And mdoeed the face resembled one so
brilliant was the light of her oyes, Daisy
wis small, with o neat, cosy figure, in &
plain bot protty dress; and you saw al a

lance that this was one of these little

ngered fuirivs, who are the blessings of
the homes in which they rule.

The father smiled and fondly passed
hin hand over her hair.  As he looked at
hior ho thoughit of his well-uigh penniless
condition and heaveil » sigh,

“Poor little lndy bird! 1 have nothing
for you!" he said, sighing again.

But Daisy did not seom to regard the
oironmstancos as at all depressing. On
the contrary her face glowed, and turn-
ing bor bright face toward one side, she
whisporad:

“I'vo got n Now Yoar's prosent for you,
father dear."

“Haye you? Now, you've goneand
worked your little fingers to the bone.
Tia o oravat, or—"

“No, indeed, I've done nothing of the
sort—that is not your present.”

Thetr talk was intorrupted, however,
by the appearance of Mother Darling
and hor flock, with old Uncle John, look-
inpi wise and sedative.

Then the dinner appeared and rivited
all oyes,  The great roast turkey amd
round of beef and Hanking side-dishes
roused wild enthusivsm. Old Joo de-
voutly said grace, and the youthiul
members of the Darling family, chirp-
ing like o fock of birds, called the
other's attention to the splendid bun-
(uot,

Then all sat down.
aronnid

“There is one seal oo many,” he
romurked.

“1 wot it thore,
John tranguilly,

“For whom, brother?
vited o friend?"

“No, brotler, I thought of our Ed-
mund,”

The old bookeeper looked wintfully at
his brother, and thon wont and held out
his hand to Liw,

“Thank you, brother," he said, in a
low voice, relurning to his seat

When the first pang had passed, it
soamed a satisfaotion to old Joo to gaze
Al the vacant chair, and to think of his
san being presont and enjoying their
happiness,

Suddenly the voice of Daisy rang out,
ball choked with langhter

“Why, we are forgetting the presents.
Did anybody ever?” she eried,

And not waiting for “anybody” 1o
roply, Daisy started up, and assisted by
Unole John bore a magioal codar in a
bt box coversd with evergreens to the
centre of the table,

Night bad now come, and the tapers |
on the tree were lit and the faicy specta
ole of many colorsd laskets, candy cor-
nucopias, and the presents of necdle-
work anid boo“s and garlands fashed
forth in the mellow light of the tapers
“Now Uncle John is yoing to tell

Old Joe lookaed

brothor,” said Unele

Have you in-

beautitul story! Will you listen, father
dear, and mother? It is lovely,”

The laughter in the voice made all look
al Daisy. Why did the ohild's checks

:llblo,lmli that dazaling light in
or ¢

But now Unele John riveted every-
body's attention, For the moment 'Z.
r&h oetitre of excited interest for the
w

Darling family.
"The tle I am going to relate, my

of his old bookkeeper

book
perhaps, but f the

know; bat in Chiufo, without & maj
jar in the frout hall for folks to stumble

dear friends,” said Uncle John,
“1 nw’:mwm is strictly true in

dad an old merchant whi:n name -n
Barilzas, W being reted,
Worthy Man, kbon-bcn-d::’l]’ng.‘ﬂlﬂﬂ
earavans brought to Bagdad all
ures of the East, But misfortune came,
The carsvans were overwhelmed in the
sands of the desert. The moment Wwas
near when Barilzse would probably be
compellad to strow dust upon hus

and wander lhrm'f.t:alha streats of Bag-
dad, crging, ‘Warileae, the merchant, 18
ruined!”

His only son had been lost at ses, and
the heart of Abou-ben-darling was sad.
“Abou-ben-darling is miserable!” he
said; **there is no man more miserable!

As Lo thus lrl:ﬂ. his daughter Pari-
bation approached him, The name of
Paribanon, my children, signifies the
Flower of the Daisy. She came now to
Abou-ben-darling, and kissing him in
the Eastern fashion, said: **Oh! Father!
Oh! Abou-ben-darling, do not despair!
Behold the feast is set, and the holy
codar tree blazes; the tapers therein
shine like stars, and many gifts hang
down from the branches of the wordrous
treol”

“And there is a gift that our father
will value more than all else—a pack-
age with his name on it from a distant
land 1"

They did not look at Daisy, who was
trembling, sand whose hand scarce

yossessed strength to draw a letter from
Iwr Losom.

Unela John continuod:

“And Abou-ben-darling said: ‘ Where
in this package, my child ?" to which the
Flower of the Daisy replied:

“Futher dear, it is hera ! Seo, I take it
from the boughs of the holy cedar tree,
and give it to you!"

As Uncle John uttered the words,
Daisy sprang forward with a letter in her
bLand.

“'Here father dear!" she oried, bursting
into tears snd langhtor. *‘It pearly
killed me not to tell yon! Oh, take if,
take it! Our Edmund is not dead !

And throwing lier arms around old
Joa's noek, she sobbed upon his bosom,
while with eyes full of wonder, he read
tho lettor from his son,  As he read on,
he seemed to doubt whether he was
reading o real letter. His ayoes olosed;
ho uttered o sigh and wonld have fainted
bad not Uncle John canght Lim in his
arms,

The letter was written to Daisy by her
brother Edmund. He had been picked
up in the Pacific and carried to the Bouth
Heas by a trading vessel; thence he had
worked his way to California, en-
vonntered Charles Worthington roaming
sbout in in the gold regions—they Lad
speculated there and wore coming home
un the next steamer, That was the lettor,

As Joo grew faint, Pet suddenly ran
bebind his mother's apron, uttering an
appalling seroam,

t the door stood o tall young man
with a ferocious beard.

“How are yon, father and mother, and
Daisy?"

They mn into his arvms, uttering cries
and sobs, The sailor was home again,
never to leave them more; and as Dais
rostod in hor dear brother's arms wit
hier rosy cheoks npon Liis breast, she saii,
Isughing and erying:

“Fathor, dear, how do you like your
Now Year's gift?"

The windows shook as she spoke. It
was, donbtless, the merry goblins, highly
pleased with themselves and everybody
wlse; and the holy night—the bapyy,
blessed night—went on its way full of
joy und gratitude,

A yoar afterward, strange to say, saw
the honse of Worthington Brothers pros-
perous, and old Joo happy, and Charles
the husband of the Flower of the Daisy,
And aguin the cedar tree was lit and
spread around its cheerfal light, and the
loud wind langhed, and the merry, gob-
lins soemed to shout: ““A happy New
Year."”

A Que w's Kindness,

In Naples the papers tell a very pretty
story of the Queen of Italy.
that us slie wis driving to the royal wood
of Licalo, the coachman mistook the
road, aud one of the gentlemen nsked o
countryman the way, ‘The. man, seeing
the tine carringe and horses and the ser-
vants' livery and all the gay company,
thonght he was being foolad.

“As il you did not know!" he said,
with a grin.

The Queen langhed, and assured him
they were lost.

Then only did the countryman oon-
descend to point out the way, after
which he walked off as if fearing to be
laughoed at again.

“Give him 20 francs for his trouble,”
said the Queen to one of hor escort, who
going up to the man, said

“Here, my mnu, i8 a littlo present
from the Queen of Italy, who thanks
you.

*The Queen! eried the conntryman,
returning to the carringe. “*Furgive me
that I did not know thee, but I had never
seen thes before, Thon art as beantiful
ns o May rose,  God bless thee,”

Having once seon the Queen, he wanted
to soe her protty face agnin, and the next
day ho presented himsalf at the palnce,

“I know her,” be said mysterionsly,
*1 spoke to her yestorday, ant I want to
speak to her agan,”

Thinking he had to do with & madman,
the porter was about to have the poor
fellow arrosted, when the very gentle-
man who had given him the 29 francs ap-
poared, and told him 10 wait. He in-
formed the Queen of his presonce.
“Bring him hore by all means,” was
her answer,

When the man was for the second time
before the Queen, he sail:

“Yeu; "tis thon, 1 thought I had
socn a fairy. Thon are just an angul
I have two little ones without a mother.
Wilt thon be their mother?™

“That T will,” ssid the Queen.

*Then there's the 20 fruncs thou gav-
est me yestorday. I thank thee, but I
do not want woney."

The Queen has adopted the two little
ones, and they are in an institution under

her spocial patronage.
love?™ solemnly queered an suthor in a
Not much happiness
irl is awfully rich
there can be lots of fun,
*‘What is home when papa's absent?”
a Lake county bard. We de not
olica

over, bome is usually quiet;

particular,
"“‘?haomllrdinthuity of Bag-|y

treas: | cumbrous mabogany sud

It appears

“*Cau there be happiness where is no | Gasto

———

THAT GIRL
Mrs. Babra Gaston sat, knitting, in her
sarlor. It was not & modern parlor,

ith doors, eern window cnr-
;inl, dﬂ.?dmmm sorcons and quaint
chioa; but an old-fashioned parlor, with
vloth far
re-place, with Dbrass

i Ay o and window-

andirons and ocross-stick,

d stiff, n r.
shg{l? ;[rz (!.iﬁ::n p:l(:en}ll bave been

amazed if you had told her that there
could be anything handsomer in parlor
furnishing than orthodox hair-cloth. To
Ler it was unquestionably the correct
thing, and she was never more patisfled
than when her capable hands eould find
nothing more to do in the way of house-
work, and she brought ber sewing in
lhiore and sat down,

She was s good woman, who meant to
do hor duty and be at peace with all the
world; but to-day there was a cloud on
her usually serene brow.

*Take ers!” she murmured to
hersel!, drawing out her seam-noedle
and laying it thoughtfully across her
lips, a5 she swayed back and forth in the
low rocker. pever did and pever
thought I should; but perhaps I would
like 1t for p little change, Brother Den,
writes that it's 8 Mr. Walcott, who is out
of health, and his wife, child aud daugh-
ter. That dsuglter is what I object to-
I sympathize with sick and suffering peo.
ple, and have always been ca_llpl & mas-
ter haud at doctoring up ailing folks
with herbs and s few little comforting
notions o' mine. I don't object to him.
The wife isn't & bit stuck up, Baep. says,
though they're well-to-do people; and L'm
fond of cﬂil{lmn, Dut & young lndy,
with her pert notions, mn‘kmg fun of
everything that is old-fashioned and re-
spectable, and with six tnoked skirts and
ruffled fixings in the wash every week, I
never could abide, In fact, if it wnsn't
for that girl I'd take 'em.”

After awlnle, she rose and went
throul: the house, looking observantly
abont her.

“1 w'pose it would look sort of pleas
ant %o a1ty folks, after the heat and dust
of town,"” she said, *‘If so, I don't sup-
pose it's my duty lo keep it away from
‘em.”

They were mostly low, wide rooms, ex-
quisitely clean and comfortable, perfect-
ly qniet, and looking out upon rich,
green grass, rows of current bushes and
low-boughed apple trees,

A fat cat and two white kittens filled
the seat of a chintz-covered rocking
chair; o carly, brown dog Isy on the
wide, blune door-stone, winking sleepily
ut the flies; a canary hung in the poreh;
but, thougly there was o man's straw hat
in u big srm-ohair in the door yard, Mrs,
Ciaston was alone in the pleasant old
furm-hounse,

“I'Il let Forest decide,”
last,

Pretty soon, & cheery whistle sprang
np among the apple trees, and a youag
man, in his shirt sleeves, with & rake
over his shonlder, came up idly between
the rows of currant bushes,

“Hay's all made and in, mother. To-
morrow I'll take hold of that transplant-
ing."

He hud o handsome, brown face, a pair
of frank blue eyes, s pleasant, cheery,
voice. and you could have sworn that he
was his widowed mother's idol.

“Forest, you tell me what to do, Shall
I take thosa city folks to board or not?”

Mrs. Gaston spoke with emphasis,

Forest langhed, showed a set of white
teath, and un engaging dimple in one
bronzed cheek.

“Do just a8 you're n mind to, mother,”
proceeding to cool his heated head by
drenching his curly hair with glittering
cold water from the well at the door,

It dripped in showers upon the green
grass,

“T think T would if it wasn't for that
girl, Forest. Girls ave so full of nirs—
eity girls, T mean.”

“Parhaps she won't be very bad. Just
briug me a towel, won't you, mother "

"

she said at

a moment, coming back with the towel,
“Somehow it seems us if I'd better.”

“Well, be snro yon get good help,
They'll make lots of work,” remarked
Forest, as he walked off.

As appeared, ho was really indifferent
in the matter. All the spring he had
been planning to go to Nantasket during
the coming month, and wonld soon be
gone, If his mother chose to receive
these people and stay at home, instead
of going on & visit to his grandfather, on
the wdjncent farm, as previously ar-
ranged, ho did not care,  *

That evening came another letter from
Brother Ben,

“Dean Sanga—Told my friend yon'd
take them, and they are coming right
along. Try to nurse up the'Squire; lie's
very poorly. His wife is a good little
soul, but she don't know anything about
sickness. Hendie: a nice little boy,
and you'll like Awy. I'll try and run
out 'la_y and by; but lusiness is very
pressing this summer,” '

“Well, I'll have to bake, do up the
window onrtains, and put clean sheets
and slips on the beds, then they mav
come any time,"” xaid Mrs, Gaston, after
a moment’s thought, “Like Amy?
That's the deughter, I suppose. TLikely.
I nctnally dread that girl! I know! I've
gean oo many city young ladies,”

Just then wheels rumbled up and
stopped at the deor. '

**Hakes alive! the stage!”

Yes, and out stepped a pale gentle-
man with a little boy in his arms, aml
two ladies,  Forest had gone; Mrs.
Graston stood alone in the doorway.,

“Is this Mrs. Gaston? We are the
Walcots. Your brothier,” began the pale
gentleman, breathlesaly, putting down
the little boy.

“Come right 10! criod Mrs. Gaston,
“You're all tnckered ont. 1'm glad to
see you all, though I wasu't quite ready,"”
she confessad, tipping the cats out of the
chintz rocker, and placing it by the open
window of the sitting-room for Mr
Waleott,

It wasn't quite the conventional way
of receiving boarders, but the tired peo-
ple thonght they never heard or seen
anything more delightful. As for Mrs.
inston, she entirely’ forgot the objec-
tionable “girl.” She only saw four
gentle and rather tired faces and was im-
mediately in her eloment, ministering to
the needy. She took the hats and dus-

ters, and broaght u pitcher of sparkli
water, and & nimn’;lhom-n;!?br:g

and butter for litle Hendoerson, that

wade the little boy's

.mllhhl-‘;ly.

“Because supper and

children oan't wait when they are bun-

" who sald.
‘rﬁfu then bustled aws
bountifal meal on the tab
Lialf an hour,

ton showed her boarders
anidl then went up stairs
bods with fresh sheets
Slie was rather surpri
ond of the hall three
where the driver of

posited them,
sengers to the doar. ! .
door opened, and Forest put in laugh-

ing fuce,

what the young I-d{
in? By ¥ i
one, there ain't s man in the f
sould back them np those stairs,

Mrs, Gaston, helplmly.;
for the present, Forest,

ning,
lage, ‘have you -
vlgfv formidable? I couldn't get back to

“I thiok I'll take ‘em,” she said, after

,and bad &
@ in less than

mwer,tﬁlu. Uils:-
into the parior,
to sprowd the
and pilllt;lr-lli .
sl tg'&ud ut k:
formi o trunks,
the stage had de-

after conducting his
Suddenly the hall

As 500D @8 U

“ Y other ¥ Are th

What's these, m“‘p“ ke m

fting the lhandlo of
the country

"

eorge !

i L] L] l IIl wl
I don't know what's 1o l:‘el:e:nl‘l’mm l:e

This matter was easily adjusted by a

snggestion from Mrs. Walleott,

"Well. mother,” said Forest that eve-
Luving just returned from the vil-
found the young Imly

tak: swop at her.”
'PB.Ie[;: P;u. I counldn't tell how she

looks to save my life!” replied Mrs, Gas-

ton; “I've been in such o stir ever since

they camo, But about those trunks, For-

est. Mrs. Walcott says the heaviest one

is full of books, and can be left any-
where on the gronnd floor. Thu’uthau
wore lighter, and I got grandpa’s man
to take them up. To think of their
lugging half o ton of books about with
them!" ]

Forest's bright face snddenly grew lu-
minous.

*Perhnps the young lady wears green
lasses and is studying medicine !" he
aughed. Then, seriously, and mpping

the table smartly with his knife-handle, | ¢

as le ate s latesupper: “I'll bet they are
the right kind." .

“Yes. " said Mrs. Qaston, looking
seased, “I forgot you were fond of
Looks. too."

In spite of serions charges laid upon
herself, Mrs, Gaston slept past her usual
hour, sud rose in s hurry. Of course,
ghe was not yet provided with any do
mestic help, nmll hadl commenced her
yreparations  for breakfost, somowhat
lmrriud and worried, when the kitchen
door swnng open and a little figure in
the neat print dress and a large gingham
apron entered the room.

“It seoms that we came upon you un-
expectedly, Mrs. Gaston, and yon are
unprovided with help,” said Amy Wal-
pott, “so you most let mo help you to
got breakfast. I am used to all kinds of
honsework. What shall I do first?"

“Well,” said Mrs. Gaston, more
amazed than she counld show, “*There's
everything to do—coffee to boil, bisounit
to make, ham and eggs to fry, potatoes
to put on, buckwheat—"

] will make the biseuit,” said Amy,
rolling up her sleeves deftly, and expos-
ing too pretty arms, *“if you'll please tell
me where the flour and baking powder
and pans are. And then I'll fry the
eggs,” she ndded, sifting flour handily,

*1 always make sour milk biscuit; per- |

haps you don't know anything about
these,” suggested Mes. Gaston,

“] gness I can manage them; I've
studied chemistry o little,” replied Amy.

Studied chemistry to learn how to
pook! Mrs. Gaston looked bewildered,
but commenced cutting ham, and then
turned to go to the barn for fresh opgs.

“Let me go!" eried Amy, clapping her
pan of biseuits in the oven. “I haven't
found any hen's aggs since I was u little
girl.”

And she ran away, “ns if she was ten
vears old,” Mrs, Gaston said, afterward.

“Has your help come, mother " asked
Forest, coming in with a pail of water.
“There's the nicest sortof a little woman
out in the barn, hunting hen's eggs."

“Wly, Forest, it's Miss Waleott! She
made the coffee and bisenits-—-"

The door opened pud Amy came in,
her apron held up, her face, of dimpled
snow and rosos, smiling.

“Splendid Inek!” she langhed:  *I've
fonnd thirteen—just a baker's dosen,"”

Forest looked and then and there fell
in love, He couldn't help it, he told his
mother, if Amy Walcott had been the
Queen of England.

“T'I fry them and lny the table, Mrs.
Ciaston, and then ran upstairs and dress
Hendie,” said Amy. *‘l have the whole
care of him, mamma's health is so poor
and papa so needs her attention of
inte,” Then: *Yon needn't fry buok-
wheats for us, Mrs. Goston: thera'll be
plonty of breakfast without. But I'll
puton a little of the oatmeal for papa, if
you please. He is very fond of it, and
it isn't much trouble to cook any time, is
i

“Bless you! no, ehild! And the break-
fast's roady like magie."

The bisenits (made by chomistry, Mtrs,
Craston said with awe) turned out perfoo-
tion; and the oatmeal and ereasmy milk
furnished My, Walcott wus such o satis-
factory breakfast that he seemed heart-
ened up wonderfully at once.

Before dinner the stont daughter of a
neighbor came into Mrs, Gaston's kiteh-
en, and set hor mind at rest as tothe
labor to Le performed.

Sho was able to make hor boarders feel
at home and entirely comfortable, and
i return they seemed to take paing to
make themselves exquisitely agreeable.

But it was only the ordinary resalt of
good breeding which made the Waleotts
so agreenble to the Gastons—the con-
stant nnsalfishness and gentle considera-
tion of others which never fails to pleass
the most ur refined.

But the Gastons were not unrefined.
If Mrs. Ginston oceasionally made a gram-
niatical ervor, it was due greatly to that
babit of conversation with uneducated
people about her. Her son had & more
than ordinary good edueation, and, with
agricnltural tastes, a passion for books.
He had long oxbansted the better partof
the town library, and, like Oliver Twist,
was hungry *‘for more.”

Mr. Waleott gave his permission bo nse
the tzunkful of books he had brought, as
if they were his own, and sent Amy to
display them to him; while Mrs. Waleott
gave him her sympathy and admiration
equally.

*Such a splendid young Saxon! said
she laughing, to her husband. “Just the
onlo for Amy."”

t was certainly v suggestive of
something of this kindmthnng‘?m gave
up his seashore trip, and read, and

drove, and chess with Miss Amy
d all summer,
As have said, the Gaston's were

peither norefined nor ww
they did lnck the liberal culturs 4
modsrn literature, The W
orld to them a delightin]
which did not end in Amy rengp
the gloomy mnr with fu) dr
art panels, ettes m plety
She grew us dear to Forest's m
himself—indead, she always deo
she loved her first; and when two
of loving consummated in marry
Mrs, Gaston had no prejudics g
thie alterations made in the old hey
the suggestions of Forest's wife,
gave ber preference to bamboo ang
vet in the fornishing of the new
and willingly consigned the blae
cloth to a spare room, and with a pe
hnre,abuy-winduw thero, and Ly}
den in roses, the old farm housy jy
most picturesque, a3 well as the hap
of homes,
Long before hie came to the welg
Brother Ben, still deep in city trads,
written to ingquire ‘‘how Sabra like
Walootts.”
“Exeeodingly!” she answered, W
that girl has been the blessing of

life.

Nol Home Like,

1% this s bar-room*" nsked & strapy
fellow in & coon-skin cap and a by
nut suit, a8 he eyed the piles of g
and glittering bottles,
“Cartainly, sir; what'll you
unswered and ingquired the white-apeg
attendant,
“I reckon not," responded the s
skin, glancing around suspicioy
“Where's the barrels you sit on?"
“Wae keep the barrels in the colle,
“Where's the gang, sittin' around
stove and ready to waltz up st the g
of coin?"

“We don't allow any sitting arg
here. When a gentleman drinks he

nt.

“Where's the man with his
gonged out?”’ demanded coon-skin
whisper. |

"\l‘u don't haye such parties, Can
anything for yon?"
“Ain't you got any old noses sl
where?"' asked the visitor with a wor
expression.

“No, we haven't,” responded the |
keoper firmly.

“Will the man who tomhawks s
gers be in direetly?” interrogated o
skin, after nshort panse,

“Don't know any such man. If
want anything nsk for it.”

“But the fellow that shoots the gifile
out of your mouth without spilling ('l
poison, where might ho be?" | 5

“Perhaps you had better go A
from here. Ithink you had better gg'o
ont," .

**Say them words ngain, pardner, Tigre
sounds like it. That's natural,” l:

“'Get out, or I'll throw yon out.” v

Oh, now yon're whisperin', strangmt

Bing it over to me. Club me onos i
twice. Puta bullet through this nig
lung. Put a skewer through that
kidney of mine. You're a shoutin® noi
Gimme some judgment sunrise. Tg
to me again. Why didn't you deck
yourself at first, pardner? Why did yll!
old back? Throw me the tan-bark." ige
And he poured out an allopathic i
and downed it, paid for it and walked Ji!
A Montana man can't enjoy his whissgt
in a bar-room that does'nt some way
mind him of home.—[Albany Argus, )

Washington Irving on Mary of ScolSe’
14nd. I

B l
Susxy Siow, June 12, 18078
My Dear Sm: Iam infinitely oblig
to you for the copy of your life of *M
Queen of Seots,” which yon have had il
kindness to send me. I have read it wig®
intense though painful interest. Indesl®
when I had once commenceil I eould
lay it it down until I had fnishieo
it, which I did late last evening. Y
bave faithfally and conscientionsly S
complished u gonerons undertaking, {°
yvindieation of the memory of one of
loveliest, but most unfortunate of
man who, after suffering évery wra
and outrage while living, hoas Do I
basely \'ilml in history, 'X"ou have s8R’
cleared np some of the dark points
her story, on which malignity had s
ceeded in casting a shade,and have sho
her as worthy of love as of pity,
It is one of the special offices of of
literature to eall up bafore its fresh az
unbiased tribunal the historical questi
of the Old World, to rejudge its juds
ments and reverse decisions on whis
death and time had seemed to set n se
Such an office yon have honestly an
impartinlly executed in regard to po
Mary and her perseontors, and I am
taken if the world does not pronouns
you a “‘righteous judge.”
In the meantime I shall look wil
eat interest for the volume of Mary
etters, eto., with which you promise
follow up the biography., | ,
Very truly, my dear sir, your oblig
friend, Wasamvaron Tnvixo.
Dosann McLeon, Esqg.

Another Good Boy.

A Detroit grocer was the other ¢
hungrily waiting for his clerk to retun
from dinner and give him a chance at bi
noonday meal, when a boy came into thi
store with a basket in his hand, and said

“1 seed a boy grab up this ‘ere boskde
from the door and run, and I after hi
and made him give it up.”

“‘My lad, you are an Lounsl boy."
*“Yes, sir.”
“And you look like a good boy."
“Yes, sir.”
“And good boys should always be o8
conraged. In a box in the back roo
there are eight dozen egge, You mal
take them home to your mother and kes
the basket,”
The grocer nd been saving those o
days and weeks to reward some oune.
rewarding & good boy Le also got eight
dozen bad eggs carried ont of the neigl
borhood free of cost, and he chuckled
littled chueck as he walked homewards.
The afterncon waned, night came af
went, and once moreo the grocer ate hi
dinner. 'When he returned he was pick
ing his teeth and weuring 2 complacen
smile. His eye canght a basket of eight
dozen eggs as he entereg the store, and

.

he queried:

W huyinf some "

“Yes; got hold of those from o farmer
boy," replied the elerk.

*E lame boy with s blue cap on?”
IIY."“

The r sat down and examined 1
eggs. The shells had been waahed clean)
bat were the same that good
boy had lugged home the day before.




