' BETSEY REMINGTON'S QUILTING.

BY VIROGINIA T. SMWH.

The huge outside doors of the great Remington
farm-house stood wide open to the morning sun.

‘windows, and armies of apple blossoms eent in

bresth of the day. From the farm-yurd came the
familiar sound of milking, mingled with an occa-
slonal, “80, Molly !"" and the wild excitement of
the feathered tribe, running, flying, snd gather-
- ing, in answer to the shrill call for the morning
| meal. Within~ the farni-house 3
. “womefi folks” were all astir and bustling with
Gy .
The woman element in the Remington house-
hold was the masterful one. There lived no one
for miles around who did not know the Widow
- Remington. She was a woman guiltiess of poetry
or ideality, but so rounded and compacted of thrift,
and faculty, that no one was more

commanded

' forehandedness
e Wb?:lohq her only
umjnmduud:fﬂ.
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at the matter should be fully considered, it was
duly decided that shou boflnlbodqullt,
.Jthntlu“bn y fashion” was, on the

it wab at first, and long continued to be, a
most ble affeir. Bhe carefully over-
handed her patchwork an hour each Sum-
mﬂ Each Autumn it was in the big

' econtalning many another family

nto, until Anally it was pro-
Bally herself, to be complete.
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“Come, Jim, w yer forrerd " sald
she to her who at moment eame in with
a hat full and two wet snd discou
Httle duckl an old tin pall, knocking each

ell‘)ﬂl to on
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Betsey’s quiltin’ eomes off to-morrow and she’ll
be desprit disappoiuted if he and Enoch don’t
come round Lo tea and help us to shake the quilt

| did.”
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eloth she was ironl

b

WaSs

. il
and, with

to the

ms. lzll her I shall
her to wear her rob-roy shawl.
see It

iémno%l.ng
lumber wagon.

vandyke w

comin

of
that piteh,

;::’dlmnot
sgpl::mol

brown eyesa.

eye caught
nuts, loafl
former to a eooler locality
of , risen to ov-rﬂowing
hands were quickly emp‘oyed in its “work-

ing over.” /
Betsey,"” she continued, ‘‘your contrariness
will ruin you. Poverty, shiftlessness and
me, are chains that eling

d‘ut meechin’ kind of in-
dividoul—a teachin’ man. How ken you take up
Bquire
Enoch, the go-by? I'll venture what

bot

closer t'ha

i provokingly
all to help him
mark my word, Betsey Remington.
n-sappeny towards sup-
n't pretend to know how
on grammar."”
r,” sald mild,
Just given the
to the pewter plates and
-di that had adorned the dresser, and now sat
ns,
she had remained

“

said Mre.-
mes w

goln’ to

“Jim, ask them at the store if

come this week, and be sure to save a ni
and then stop at Eliza Moses’
expect her real early, and ask
I want mother to

“I ean't tackle all
yer women's names and notions.”

“Rob what?"' shouted Jim.
And the little old pon

that hi
-m:k. %
-ﬁ.h folks ; that's as good as any
other noticement fur'tino."”
deposited her iron at the fire with a will,
her sweet face somewhat discomposed,
ran to the doer, and leaning far out and speaking
in an understone, said : :

“I've told

he was & livin' m’i';;".'.'

headness o’
in posset

letters have’
nee

the

ing the word of

y nhely
command, started Iorrnni with good cou W
of the sentence was lost In

ng of clam shells under the wheels of the

“Who under the sun

Betwey dmped her dark e

“Aunt Beeky ml

“Write!  Your Aunt Becky

'demption, bu

be you expectin' a letter
from ?'' sald Mrs, Remlnp{tm reachin

;:loue a blind, and gazing mnd'lly into
nce.

10“ to
the girl's

es on to her ealico
ptible confusion.

iEt possibly write to say she is
over -gith the girls to—{nomw." %

write a letter?

She might-a-writ if she’d had a vision of the day
t nothin’ less would h'ist her to
Betse , be yer senses clean

a1
; 2

“My senses are not at all bewlldered, mother,

ing to be afraid to tell
hear from Henry Crelghton
nest deflance darted from t

ou that |1
1 .ml

he full

““T'ee dimon, tee dee! Isay for't, ain’t you never
»’ to git over the foolish nonsense you showed

that sechoolmaster ?"’

t asperity.

lind about it. 1 should think
But at this Instant Mother

cake,

pursued

she

it seems to
n & brother to

with such a chance and give

he’ll make as good a pervider as
the country round. Why,
whata h hh.m !

real peg and fillet for

of over-rising In biscul
Quickly conveying

40 the tab

r foretop.
woman In the town wore the bun

her mother, with

“I've talked myself hoarse and
ou’d see—""

mington’s quick
M7 dgugh-
two

n
e, ?nd

lifted a h

book-

' son,
ou dare

ouw'll find in all

'd ou
o{doud ghter seen

T
e a
' u{& no. other

ly. e
Mres, Rz:nln n, taking no notice of this re-

lllal‘k. Py
“The
sixpence jor even three and ni

the subject to its end.
squire made nothiyw’ of payin' two and
nepence a yard for

‘em, I ean't doubt it, for Harri’'é Eno tallored

there year after year
real sale for

set of ‘flowin’ blue’ for her table, a posy bed
out each side of her front door,

and she told me. Bhe hada
her front room, a hull chiny

sot
a chalse to

ride out in, let alone her suddle and pillion.”
“] shan’t meddle with them, mother,” said Bet-

- “l
settle In life.”
“Well,
I wouldn'
ng any man that d
farm, and was ¢
“] wouldn't .7“ no lo
loving Aunt Polly, who
ing touch and polish

glvéa l’our-r:’e

meekly rubbing the silver
It was easy to see, althou

will need them

Raish.

silent during this entire episode, where her feel-
ings were, from an occasional beaming and com-
look directed over her spectacles at

“Yg’; know, sister Hetty,” she continued, “the

charity.”
lll’
throwed up to me.

lessness, and I don't want
think so, elther; but you'l

filled with the deliclous com

n't want none of your blind
Bible that sot g v i e
a premium falr a ua
nuhllcﬂ;
1 t rouml
t for her from now till doomsday.

Book says the greatest of all virtues Is

nE in my
re on shift-
up to
bush

" she added, as she set thondmhtl.lnm‘m
, on

“mnd, tight-

a candle, went with emphasis in her tread

n the cellar stairs,

old lady,

-

H

little face

EE e =

the last fold Into the hand-

who was fain to

h,” she mufmured ; ‘“your
boat and as quick as
tient, and it all may turn out

y e

scarlet even
s returnl

RIS sibhone-stis

w they could,” said Betsey, mis-

THE NEW NORTHWEST, TH

in 3“ in'.” :

’ l‘h‘ Bemh.m'" nid hm,' M lmbd
ing up with a disturbed face from the fine table-
. “You know I don't want
them, at least 1 don’t eare about their coming.”

lleuf:. child, don't be a foolin’ with good
fortun',” .

;ﬁf&‘%ﬁﬁx

into the unknown world In search of & beloved
form and face,

And so the moming went by in the
ant, thrifty ':I?Jnn till the household fﬂ:
a most happy elimax. The kitchen was

sweet with straying odors, and the ease of the
culinary compounding was som wonderful
to wlt;’m. re :l.l po touch in"New England

cookery unknown to Mother Remington, and she
managed the situation like one to the manor born,
“Tury, Ketury,” eéalled Mrs. Remington, with-
out stopping her beating of to a little girl
rting with Rover in the yard, ‘‘See if
'.mtlo fl out to the corn-house, and tell him to
come and clear the oven out for me. Bythe time
he's swept it out I shall be ready to set in, Tell
him to bring along the oven broom. Pleku

{nders.

sun-bonnet ; don't lét Rover chaw it into

Here's a buneh o' raisins and a o’ eake for

ye. I'll band it through the gn winder.”
“Certain it does beat all, how Hetty takes to

that ehild,” solilogquized Aunt Polly, as she hung
the silver-cloths to dry on the stoop. *“No won-
der poor Rox _
lodged her little gal with Hetty. BShe never
humored one o' her'n so, nor thought o’ lettin’
anybody else, T can see thal sister Remington
fails every day."

“Betsey,” called her mother, “I've sot in, and |

shall leave the cleanin’ up for you to loek after,
while I watch the baking, Bring down my best
gingham and get me my broad white linen apron,
and bring 'em to my bed-room, while I'm slickin’
up, and get my spectacles outof the stand drawer,
and lay the weell{ r-per along with 'em, You'll
find it under the piller to the settle. 1 hev to hide
it [lpulngeliullly ;4 1 don’t it's all read to pleces

afore I get to it."
Beue{ dutifull mpilled her mother's wants;
and, as if to conciliate her, Mrs. Remington said:
“You're a good girl, Betsey; but it's my bounden
duty to keep yer from flyin’ “f into the face of
Providence. irls need a sight o’ admonishin’.”
In an ineredibly short time after the dishes

were all in place, and 'Ratio’s wife, living near,

“eame In 1o do her accustomed part, and the white

pine floor was scoured and sanded toa hi

of excellence, when Betsey hung the Kkettle on for
the restful cup of tea her mother so much enjoyed
after her morning's work. .

In her own little:room she made her simple toi-
let, smoothed her hair and fastened a clean white
vandyke about her walst, its snowy ruffle ecir-
cling her pretty throat, and tied on » clean apron,

pausing as she did 5o to gaze for the twentieth | 4)6

time from the little south window down the road
in the direction of store and post office,

At last the old horse in sight, Well she
knew his sober trotting and the faint rattle of the
old oive-horse wagon ; but Jim was not alone, and
whoever could be with him ?
~ The old wagon rattled on into the yard past the
window Betsey, with wide-open eyes and
r:lpluting heart, realized who it was that had-|

ken them so unawares, Bhe p down stalrs,
rushed past Rover, who, stretchéd at length on
the door-step, raised his head with a suspicious
sniff, and in another moment found her hand
bg Henry Creighton.

“Well,” sald Jim, as he threw the reinson the
horse’s back and stooped to unfasten the trace, “I
hedll:lnmuch business on hand I took in a pard-
ner, but

r ]
No need of npolog{. . Jim could talk if he chose,
but nobody heard him or cared what he said.
They lingered a minute, and then walked slowly
and in the most absorbed manner in the direction
of the garden. ipn iy i '

Jim's unpracticed eye followed them as he en-

ergeticall urim:d the harness from the horse
and led him b: fore-top to the drinking trough,
~ I reckon wasn't kind o’ mail she was

worr' i’ over,” he mused. *“‘She seems tickled to
death to see him, What do they want out there,
I wonder? Nothin’ there but lettis, rare rige.
and green currants, and them not fit for pickin’.”

The low, swinging, blonomir bouﬂl ut them
from sight or sound. The little birds flitting
about on the tree tops were too happy in their
leve and too busy Iin life to notice them, and
Just exactly what he sald, or how he said It, we
can never know. Blissfully ha Lwere r
faces, however, as they turned h.opkp the house,
some half hour ht Mother Reming-

later, and
ton in the kitchen. The wide swing-table was Pope

laden with the delicious ‘cookery of the day, while
the vacant oven and its openvdoor told the secret
of the broken wateh, weekly had allp?ed
from her hand, and Mother Remington was in the
land of dream.

Very hurriedly she resumed her self-possession
and listened to the young lover's full story, as
with Betsey’'s hand In his he stood before her.
There was a dignity and earnesthess in his man-
ner that compelled both attention and respect.

‘“SBuch fortune has befallen me that [ have
come to talk it over with you," he sald. *I have
been offered a partnersh r in my Unele Job's
store, he to fu capital, and I to relieve him
in way, by taking the eare and responsibil-
ity of the businéss; In other words, he me to
be a son to him. He is alone in the world; save
me. [ am now through studying, and Undle Job
wants a home in which we may live .
Now, I ask your gracious permission to take your.

ter Betsey, whom .1 ardently do love, to

make our home an earthly paradise. I have won | 4o
, wd-pray you witl mot Tefuse 16 make

‘er consent; e
us happy.”

Mother Remi wi her ¢ with
corner of hermmn‘tlz.-l:l llng?a ,’ﬂ:efmmom
chair, returned to it, lld,nn.ll spoke,

“Young man, I owe you no |

ve her to you fair and
v’ that e haif in her blessed young
)

's been my little girl, and I
lo’myhodyv‘nlgf:ohotlo
comes
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Harris died easy when she'd]

!
|

| eth the cunning editor the
tand sitteth down quickly and writeth unto the
agent, “For $150 00 eash, and no less, eanst thou

|

|

her | was considered unusually large, Its

hltonou.hlnthh!

e

settle the mat 4
master stroke of teonou‘:‘; "n:
Bé oe abd the tama. -+ T AIAg suppes should

When Betsey Remington sought her room the
ous moon-was silvering the lilcn:
as she sat by her window she tried to
still the tumultuous beatings of her heart and to
recall all the later events of the day. -She went
forecusting Into the morrow, but evuld think of
mln h:_uh I:e::}ill)?l or b:tu.l;t.‘ In this first
olcing ; }
ul{rnndhul rm: £; similed to her-
* “To think of our quilting being tu
aedd{!fng day—Henry's and m “'rie-dﬁ:’rﬁom
1zette,

o~
m red it a
the quilt
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" OBSTINACY V8. CHEEK.

The lightning-rod man has cheek infinite, aé
Bath thé Chicago drummer—so hath the brindle
mule; but for cheek personified, glorified, mag-
nificent, saith the rural editor, give us the patent
medicine flend—itinerating advertising agent.
For lo! he sendeth ina two-column advertisement
to run twelve months, with half-column local no.
tices each week, and ten coples of paper mailed
regulﬂy ench week to mdvertisers; and for all
thin duith the agent; T will pay thee $15, in ¢hips
and whet-stones. Now, the agent hath eontracted
to insert this advertisement in certaln papers, at
any Erlcq: but he maketh. in the fulness of his
cheek, only this liberal offer. Now, the simple
editor thinketh not of what the agent may have
contracted, but groaneth in spirit, and sayeth fif-
teen dollars is better than nothing, and aceepteth
the offer:  But the cunning editor is sharper, and
sayeth, “I will wait and see,” 80 he fileth away
the offered contract In his waste basket, and an-
swereth not unto it. And before many days the
agent writeth the cunning editor again, and
sayeth, “Behold! I will give thee £25 00 for this
service,” But still the e. e. holdeth his peace.
And again the agent sendeth, and sayeth, “I will
give thee even $35 00;"” for he must fulfill his
agreement with his advertiser. Now understand-
nt's little game,

have the service of thy servant’s newspaper.'”
But cheek-regarded. not his écommunieation, and

| offered again $45 00, payable in I1linols mud ink.

Now after many writings and much weariness.
nt reacheth $100 in his offering. And the
cunning editor sayeth -within himself, *“It is
enough, it is list rates,” and accepteth quickly
the contract. And he _uieth unto his friends, the
simple editor, and unto the pilgriro drummer that:
tarryeth within his ?m: ‘Behold how cunning
hath conquered cheek, and hath received the re-
ward of patient waiting !’ Behold! Junkin, of
Fairfield, hath sald it, and so it ls!—Printer's
Register, ,

An unexplained objection to the electric light
urises from its alleged evil effects on the eyes
Euwropean observers state that the frequent varia-
tions in intensity to whieh the light is subject

and frequent changes in the
pupil, and, consequently; “secommodation’”
of the eye, by which s mean alternate
the pupil by which it
suits itselfl to the wariations of light. Such a
light, therefore, causes not only muscular fatigue,
but also a considerable degree of blurring in-
distinetness in the retinal image. The eye suffors
both when the light is too dim and when it is toor
bright. In the former ease the object must be
brought close to be clearly seen, and an increased
accommodative effort is called for, which in most
cases results In near-sightedness, In the latter
case, the simple intensity of the light produces
ubdue contraction of the pupil, and an increase of
tension within the eye.

e -
According to the Russian ‘npen. A new sect
has been formed at Ancyfrov, in the Government

of Moscow. It already has some hundreds of

| members of both sexes, und its chief characteristic

is that all religious ceremonies, such ag christen-
ings, marriages, funerals, ete., are pedn#mdhg s
woman, who is young and unmarried and has
been elected by the members of the sect as their
. The glve struck out of their rellﬁlou-
serviceall t yers for the Czar and the Bish-
ops, and have introduced prayers for the United
Greek Metropolitan in Galicia and for the
Emperor of Austria instead, on the ground that
“all religions are tolerated in Austria and enjoy
entire freedom there, while in Russia every one
Is persecuted who does not profess the ort x
faith.” . . ,
- Pty

Where the sun sinks low 'neath the Indiam
Seas, by the llowe:r shores of the tropical isles,
where the bultmle":a-. and some gther kind of &
bird makes an inf: din in the solitudes of the
forest (we shall polish this up at some future
time)—there the w Butler cocks lier star-
board eye and suns herself to sleep 'neath the sil-
very moon, oblivious of courts or kings, divoree
suits or Con Massachusetts or money, hagy
as a clam at the rising of the tide. Oh, rare Ben
Butler !—Boston Advertiser,

——————————
The weight of the largest brain on record is said
| : of _a woman—

but 2 ounces and 5 ns, Cuvier's

n has seldom been equaled In weight; it is
noted at 64.5 ounces. The brain of Jas. Jl'«;

wel

slightly exceeding 54 ounces. Yet it was 10V
ounces below that of Cuvier, and 18 ounces lighter
than the heaviest known,

and
_penurious, and his death
fall from & horse, while on his way to vote
a publiec improvement.
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