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PRACTICAL

- Watchmaker, Jeweler and Optician,
ALL WORK ~-WARRANTED.

PDealer tn Watches, Clocks, Jewelry.,
Spectiacles and Eyeglasscy,

o . AND A PULL LINE OF :
Cigass, Tobacco & Fancy Goods.
Ths ouly rmi or m :o\vn for (l:lnm wdfust-
Depot of the Genuine Brazilian Pebble Bpoc-

s tacles end Eyeglasses.
Orri1cE - First Door South of Postoflice,
—~ ROSEBURG. OREGON.

LANGENBERG'S

Boot and Shoe Store,

ROSERURG, OREGON,
On Jackson Btreet, Opposite the Post Office,
1 E?mmwmmnﬂbﬂ%-mummtd

Eazstern and San Francisco Roots and
Bhoes, Galters, Slippers,

Aud everything in the Boot and S8hoe line. and

SELLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

Boots and Shoes Made to Order, and
Perfect Fit Guaranteed.

I nse the Best of Leather and Warran
my work.

Repairing Neatly Done, on Short Notice.

I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.

Musical Instruments and Violin Strings
a specialty,
1L.OUIS LANGENBERG,

HUBBARD
CREEK MILLS

CLARK & BAKER, Props.

all

Haviug purchased the above named mills of
E.Stephens & Co., we are now prepared to fur
nish any amount of the best quality of

ILUMBER

ever offered to the public in Douglaz couuty.
We will furnish at the mill at the following

rices: -
No. 1 rough lumber oy g12¥ M
No, 1 flooring, 6 Inch...... $M4¥M
No, 1 floorifig, 4 inch £y S M
No. 1 finsthing lomber. . . ..., SN¥M

Noul finishing lumber dressed on 2 sides 8§24 ¥ N\
No.1 flnishing lumber dressed on L sides $26 ¥ M

CLARK & BAKER.

L. F. LANE. JOHN TANE

LANE & LANE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

Oﬂl‘ca on Main street, opposite Cosmopolitan
tel, o

CHARLEY HADLEY'S
BARBER mHOP
Next Door Live 0ak Saloon.

Shaving and Hair Cutting in & Workmanlike
Manner.

HOSEB.U.RG. OREGON.
- JOHN FRASER,
‘Home Made Furniture,

WILRUR, OREGON,

— .

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTRESSES, ETC,

Constantly on haod.

FURN"UH I have the Best

STOCK OF FURNITURE
South ef Portland
And sll of my own manufacture.

No Two Pricen to Custome rs,

Residents of l.hgﬁlu County are requested to give me o’
call before

prchasing elsewhere,

ALIL; WORK WARRANTED.
DEPOT HOTEL,
: Oakland, Oregon.

RICHARD THOMAS, Proprietor.

This Hotel has been established for a num-
ber of years, and hus become verf pop-
ular with the traveling public.

FIRST-CLASS SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS

“AND THE—

Table supplied with the Best the Market affords
Hotel at the Depot of the Railroad.

PP SRS S e e —— g g e

H. C. STANTON,

Staple Dry Goods,

Keepe constantly on hand s géeneral assortment of
Extra Fine Groceries,
W00, WILLOW AND GLASSWARE,

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,
A full stock of
SCHOOL BOOKS,
Buch s required by the Public County Schuols

All kinds of Siationery, Toys and
Fauncy Artieles,

TO SUIT BOTHE YOUNG AND OLD.

Buys and Sells Legal Tenders, furnishes
Cheoks on P and procures
Drafts on San Franeisco.

SEEDS! SEEDS!

SEEDS!
ALL KIN}]S‘ OF THE BEST QUALITY,

ALL ORDERS
Promptly attended to and goods shipped
with care. :

HACHENY & BENO,
PoORTLAND., OREGON.

me—n :
days, a steady dewan-pour, g
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LOVE’'S DAY.

Midway the last of those drear months
That winger knows,

While yet the earih is hikid n "peath
Tae lHngering snows,

And the norta wind definnt =till
His trumpets blows,

[s set a duy as fall of sweets
AS SNMINET rose.

The tidinzs of its coming spremd
The birds among,

And soon the sturldy everareens
Are filled with song;

The duintiest thonglh 8 of Poesy
\bout It throng.

And nany precious gems of Art
To It helong.

For oh! ‘tix Love, "tis Love, that says:
“This day is mine—

Thix dav when all trae wers haste,

With eyes .hat ~hine

And lps 1iat stile, theo hearts to Iny
Upon the sorine

Long yenars to me made saored by
St Valentine.®

~tuarper’s Werkly.
- & —

MOLLY wT. LEGER.

Hundred Years Ago.

1L was a gray. globmy day in late
Oectober, dur ng thelast week of their
sojonrn at the old family country hose
on the Kenneb e, This ancient house,
built of Hallowell granite, was of the
El zabethian style of architecture, with
castellated walls and a large square
aall down into which you looked from
the ouller ¢s vou the secomd and third
floors, and which opened upon a deep
coreh altogether delectable in its viney

moonlight or dayl ght. - _

Three connecting rooms fronted the
river which flow d at the foot of a rap-
idly stop'ng lnwn. and from the library
w.ondow at the<outh end of this triad
of romns rould be seena Jovely rvover
sictn e framed beiw cen tall oaks and
s erzreens, at the extremity of anopen-
ing a quarter of a mile long, at least,
cut through the primeval forest straight
to the bank of the Ke mebe:.

This was the work of Downing, who.
years before, had eut and trimmed and
fashioned these slopes and dells into
fair, regular beauty.  But time and a
proper degree of neglect had brought
back a bewitching wildness, a gvpsy-
like abandon of straggl ng vines and
lawless growths, more fascinating to

landscape gardening could possibly be.
I'hree hundred and eighty aecres com-
prised this estate of Fairview, and it
once had a deer park of a hundred
acres, but that was long ago.

for three
sladdening
(0 the hearts of the country [olk, whose
wells, owing to the long drought, had
long since refused water. Caleb Atkins,
coming down from the village as nsudl,
with meat and milk, had expressed to
the copk that morning his opinion that
the rain was 1 kely to last a *‘consider-
able spell,” to which statement cook
signitied her assent with the remark
that next week was court week, and it
always rained court week.

“Cook has the universally - logieal
fem nine mind.”” observed Beatrix, who
had overhead this collogny wh le whist-
ling and waiting for Ajax at the hall
door.  *If it always riuins eonrt week,
why, then, of course, it's alwa s court
week, sn't it? Wounder if Supreme
Counrts and storms prevail s multane-
ously over the universe! I'll ask her.
Oh! oh! you big, bluek, w icked, splendid
old fellow!" This last to Ajax, who
came to her whistle with a bound and
a leap, planting h's big muddy paws
on her shoulders, and staving her
remonsirances with a sweeping lup of
s huge tongue, which fairly h.d from
view her pijuan’ merry fuce.

“0Oh, shut that door, do, Trix, and
behave in a eivilized manner, ' growled
Marjory, from the depths of the Sleepy
Hollow ¢ha'r by the hall fire. She was
reading The Fair Maid of Perth for
perhaps the twenty-fifth t me, and was
right “in the thick of the tournament
where'n fell the sons of Torguil ad-
vancing ‘to doath with the ery “One
more for Heetor!™

W batever ofmodern authorship the
library of Fairview lacked, it was rich
in the older vovelists, and owned a
wost sumptoous edit'on, creamy pages
buund in fragrant Russia, of the prince
of romantie. novelists, Walter Scott.

Instantly turning at the sound’of her
vo ce, the big dog sprung into her lap,
planting .a huge paw, ounlyv partially
clean-eid, on an-exquisite engraving of
the said tournament and clie'ting a
satisfactory shriek from her, he

ozing and dreaming. and then dashed
up the onken star, close followed by
the laughing. shrieking girls. casting

“baek glances of intense delight at his

success in ingugurating the frolic he so
muech loved, and baving reached the
landiug on the third toor. stood wav-
ing hhﬁmge tal} sndt watching with an
actual twinkle of his eves the breath-

They #vre nearer the storm area by
fifty feet up there than in the hallfbe-
low. and the wind and rain scemed to
bé holditlg’ high carnival, whistling in
the walerspouts, roaring down the
chimreys aud pelt'ng pt lessly against
the windows and npon the slate caps of
the numerons hay and or'el windows,
“Awihidow to the (ast lookel out upon
the les schooners lving just below, he-
draggled and dripping from the t ps of
their miz-en masts to the water line,
An oceasional =ailor was sen ghrowded
in vil clothes,

-of the long upper hall and peered up

“the dusky stairway.

“Fascinnt'ng, sn't  it? ' remarked
Marjory. *It's'a real cosey attie day.
Let's go up!”’

“Noth'ng new up there, 1 suppose?”’
re;oned Trx.
wedd ng gown and General
ton’s kit, in the 1512 war,

randfather Brockton's w g and gown,

and camlet cloaks.”

= ~
&

A Valentine Story of Over One;

seclusion, so su_gestive of tete-a-tetes,

i sighed Marjory.

town-bred girls than the most perfect |

.Eiunged upon the =ofa whereon Sue was'l been @ brumette, with black eves.

less run of the girls up the last flight. |

They swung back the doorat the eml1

“We've rummaged
evervithine —Madame Heath’s brocaded |
Heath's
queer old uniform, and Maor Brock-
and Great-

and all the old bonne’'s and mob caps

“And General Heathj_e. delicious old

love letter and the letters he wrote

when he guarceled with his son Jo,
who had the hono# of. be' ng my great-
zreat-grandfather,  you know,” said
arjory, with a toss of her gold-brown
head. :
Meanwhile they were running up the
attie stairs and through the center of

| the attie, =kirting the massive chim-

ne; s, each one
have held ip its
tage, N
The atties were large and high, as
the attics & such a house shonld be,
bat althouzh telerably well lighted,
were rich in those deep, dark, shadowy
corners amd recesses, whose ghostly
su rgest'ons make 010 s flesh creep.
There was one part'cularly dark re-
cess where t low attic of the west
wing debouched into the main attic,

O l&hieh could almost
ifterior a seaside cot-

| into wheh “Marjory suddenly disap-

peared and shortly emerged, her hair
testooned with dusty cobwebs, aud her
eves bl nking as tho« of an owl sud-
denl: lannched into the sunlight might
do.  She wa: dragging a small black
triuak by its b ass handle, said trunk
being as edhwebby as hor "head, and
mouldy wuth the monld of ages appar-
ently. : :

“That is what [ call’ écond-sight,”
she sa d, »w ug ng it around w.th the
expertness of " a  genwine bauggage-
smasher. [ @d not know this thing
was thers —never hear of it hefops, and
should have sa d [ had explored every
mch of it s enchanted land.

The girls looked atdt. 1t was brass
biund and fastened by a solid hook
of brass.  She touchied the hook and
the epver tlew up, diselo-ing a
misss of pipgrs, The three sighea sim-
ulianeously.. They had hoped for
someth mg more precious, more start-
ling;—s brdes trousseau. perhaps,
fragrant w.th age and attar of rose -a
service of untique silver or even a
casket of pearls ‘would not have =ur-
prised, but mercly =atistied them.

**Al, if it had only been a skeleton!™
“[t’s big enough for
a small Ginevea:" and she took up a
thim flat book which lay on the top and
opened it,  On the blank page was
wr tten “*Molly St, Leger. Her album.”
A vellow paper fastened w th a faded
blue ribbon dropped from between the
leaves of the album.  Matrjery loosed
the r.bbou and d sclosed a folded sheet.

“And who is this Molly 8t. Leger who
had an album in 1765. and who re-
ceived valeatines in 17652  For as troe
as vou | ve, girls, this is a gena'ne val-
entine, one hundred and ten years old
if it is a day, with cupids and hearts
and two doves a-cooing. Oh, what a
jolly find for a rainy day! It's like
reading a page of Walter Scott,” sad
Marjory, who by this time you know as
a dear lover of romance.

“Girls! girls! and so you've found it
at last,” erel out a cheéery voice at
their elbows.  Every. descendant of
Molly St. Leger’s hax to find that trunk
sometime and hear her story. But no-
body ever finds it tll the right time
somes, though it may be uwnder their
VEery noses.

#Her story! and who's to tell us, I
should 1.ke to know?" gqueried Trix.

“1 am,” promptly replied aunt Pene-
lope, “and right here. Time and place
couldn’t be better."

“Wouldnt it be more comfortable by
the hall fire?”" timidly suggested Sue,
who iz kittenish in her tastes, and likes
to curl up and purr in a cosey corner.
But the others, aunt Pen included,
sconted the prosaic suggestion.

~Oh. no: r'ght here, with the beating
rain just above our heads.  It's deliei-
ous!” murmured Trix, stretehing her-
self on a discarded rug, with her head
on Ajax’s shagey sides.  Marjory hav-
ing sat down in a buge chair with
spidery legs which instantly collapsed,
lay hack eomfortably antong the ruins
while aunt Pen began:

(It may a< well be explained here that

Farview is richer in that species of
wealth which pertains to atties, than
most of even very old family mansions.
For after the Boston Fire of 1871 many
ancient relies were transported thither
for safety, not only tho ¢ belonging to
Molly St. Leger’s direct descendants,
but slso heirlooms of families into
which those descendants had married.)
“Molly St. Leger was not a native
born American eitizen. - She was born
and lived in a delightful old eastle in
England —a castle that would do your
heart good just to see, Marjory, with
real battlements and a turret chamber
—Molly’s own—the very one from
which she fled, not with, but to our an-
cestor, Abram Hunt. I saw it all last
year when I was in England—the old
garden with its box two hundred years
old, cut mto all sorts of queer shapes,
Ln-acock.-i. Greek vases, and maids-of-
onor, and its lish-pond with moldy-
backed carp as oﬁl as the time of
William the Conqueror, for aught I
knew. The St. Legers came over with
William. and are to this day as dis-
tinctively French in feature as in name.
Molly's portrait shows her to have
She
was small and slFght, with rosy cheeks.
and vou logk like her, Trix. -
“Molly § mother dled when she was
a baby. and she was broughl up under
the supervigon of her father's sister,
dowager Lady Dunbarton, a5 uncom-
prom s ng & Tory as her father, and
unbending in her views on all social
matters. Molly's earliest playmate
wig Abra -Hunts thé fifth son of Johu
Hant, who held the nearest living and
who, almost as as” Anthony Trol-
lope’s Mr. Crawley, found great di
enlty in providing for so many sons.

and Abram was destined to trade. ™
“The rigid Lady Dunbarton made no

objection t » the childish intimacy be-
tween Molly and Abram, never dream-
ing that a St. Leger ¢could so far forget
her rank as to form an attachment for
any one in & lower siat'on, aud that
Mally should fancy herself in love with
4 voung man - des te trade, was a
supposttion fit to cause the St. Legers,
who had hithe to slept peaceably in
the churchyard precinets, to rise from
their graves, i
“But the fatal discovery was finally
made and Molly was forthwith shut up
in her turret chamber and ordered to
forget Abram , instantly. She was
farther informed that she could not
leave her turret t11 Abram was fairly
at sea on his way to Boston, in New
England, wh'ther his father had de-
cided to send him. Molly's own maid,
Pheebe, was taken from her, lest Molly

should win her by her blandishments
some message to Abram, and

to ca

Lady herself took unow

her the surve llance of her rebellious

piece, and & hard tme she had of it.
*Bat love proverbially laughs at

loeksmiths am&, surve llance, and one

window, tucked under his snowy w}n;i.
& note from Abram, and this was fol-
lowed by sun Iry other notelets brought
by the same w aged ecarrier. so that
Molly knew exactly the day ande hour
on wh'ch Abram started for Amarica,
and he, sk'rt ng the castle at_a safe
d stance. saw a tiny handkere flut-
ter'ng from the turret w ndow, and
went on his way with high courage and
hope in his heapt.

““As soon as he was fairly at sea
Molly was released from het imprison-
ment, and both her father and aunt had)
reason to congratulate themselves npon !
the excellent, thesubdu:ng effect of their |
course of disepline. Molly, who hith-
erto had apparently cared for little but
the pleasure of the moment, rambling
abroad on her pony, embroidering. |
playing the spinnet or reading. sud-
denly developed a remarkable taste for
housewifery. Like the tireek Penelope.
she busied herself of mormings w.th
the maids at their spinning and weav-
ing, She learned the art of bread-
making amd of ale-brewing, the best
methods for the mauagement of pou -

and,;” altogether, promised at last o]
mature into a thrifty, entirely respect-
able and proper St. Leger. '

“No letters came from Abram. Those
were not days of much letter writing,
and furthermove, letters comng to|
Molly through the post must have
km«.-:ml through her father's hands, Bat )
Molly had a brave heart and she had |
promised in her last note to Abram tof
go 1o him whenever he should send for
her, and that was to be when he was
fa'rly established in business and aj
proper escort eould he had.” !

“Now, Aunt Pen,”” a-Ked B!':ltl'i\.!
demurely, *“*do vou consider that an

altogether right . aml  proper thing
for our revered anecestress to prom- |
i gea !
| T

“Welll” repl'ed Aunt Pen, hesitating
between  her entre  sympathy  with
Molly and her troublesome eonviction
that she ounght to point the proper
moral. “Molly mmst have done that or
else given him up entirely. I waseer-
ta'p her father would never relent.

“Llit‘k'll.\'. hawever.”” she continmed,
Ww.ih = sigh of reliefl. **we  have
nol  to deeide  that : W have
only to do with the stor.. Two years
passed and Molly was then twenty.
You know the old cus om of St. Valen-
tine's Day? The lirst one yon met af-
ter the san had risen was to be vour
Valentine for the vear. ‘Like many
otaer Saint’s davs, St. Valentine's Day
wits he'd in much mo e swred o'serv-
ance by our aneestors  than by us
And many a gift had Molly  received
from Abram m his character of Valen- |
tine, Jf I'm noi mistaken there is ,un-'\

in that very trunk. o tiny white sk
box painted with wh te rosebiuds. and
coutaining a rosebuwd. It was the one
Abram scut her juse befare hoe wont
away.”’ !

Sue, who sat nearest the brass-bound
tiunk, thrust her hand under the mass
of papers, and after a slight seareh,
brought up the box. She opencd it
It contained a pineh of dry dup-st.

“Mo t thngs are dust after a hun-
dred years.” said Aunt Pen, eheerfully.
And she went on. *Well, on the morn-
ing of St. Valentine's Day. just at|
dawn, Molly was awakesed by a slight

rustling at her window. Her dove
fluttered 0 upon her bed. aad under

bis snowy wing, in the old place, wasa
note tied with a bit of blue ribbon. |
Molly loosed the ribbon and down fell
tha valent ne which youw hold m your
hand. Marjory. Read it, please.” And
Majory, s’iting up among the ruins of
the spder-leg eha r, read :

“O Molly, Maolly, fair nntl sweet |
As s the blitire to-morrow |
That brings ven to yvour lover s sida,
Far, far from gr.ei and sorrow !
Once more unto your caseument, jove,
My mess nger cones fvime: !
Fling buek the lattice—taks him in— |
Younr Valentine espyiagz. . |

“Come, come, my Molly, here 1 wait,
The good ship spreads her sails;
Bearing such precious freight as thon,
she'll fear not sborms nor gales,
Good-bye 1o England’s lowery tields,
Her hawthorne, eglantine;
Come with the springthne’s hastening
bloon,
My life-long Yalentine!™

“Our ancestor rhymed better than he |
drew,” remarked Sue, peeping over
Marjory's shoulder. ““Those ¢ooing
doves look precisely like two fighting
crows,"’

“What a deligtfully dreafal facility 1
you have, Sue, for taking the poetry
out of evervthng,”” sa'd Beatrix.

“S.lence inthe assembly!”" sadl Aunt
Pen. *There was awpother slip of

aper, signed by John Hunt, Abram’s
Bmthcr and confidant, saying that a

wait'ng the next night, at a certain
place, to convey Molly with the great-
est possible speed t6  Portsmouth,
whenee the ship was to sail on the
following day. Her escort was to be
John Hunt himself. who, recently mar- |
ried, was going with his wife to seck |
his fortune also, in that. distant New |
Elqitnd. : i
“Molly dropped the sulentine and
note almost with a feeling of dismay. |
She was a loyal-hearted maiden, as her
truth to her lover shows, ana it was |
not without & deep pang of regretful |
tove that she turned at the door that |
night and looked lrer last upon the
Jittle tarret chawber whervin  her
twenty happy years had sped. Very
L sunuy ‘and happy she then felt, not-
‘withstanding certain threaten'ng shad-
[ ows. She left atender Little note for
her father, in which she® pleaded for-
giveness, and dwelt npon her love in
suck a way as softened his obdurate
old heaurt in spite of himszelf. And so
with her faithful Phebe, and her tame
dove folded in the kerchief at her
bosom, Molly sped ‘down the avenue
under the fitful light of the waning
moon, and turning aga'n at the point
where the eastle turrets are last seen,
looked long and lovingly on the home
of her ch ldhood and young woman-
hood. She never saw it again. For
though her father ultimately forgave
Molly. aud yisited her in the New
World after the Revelutonary War,
she never rev sited hec old home which
her oldest son inhevited.
“*After some three weeks of buffet-
and storms, the ship which carcied
our Molly sighted Cape Cod, and as
she sailed steadily onward through the

.day Maolly's pet dove brought to her}

| rebel as Dorothy Quincy.

Narrows into our beauntiful harber of

Bo ton, the first object that eanght
Molly’'s eye was not, as now, the gil ed
dome of the State House, but a tall
mast, w.th a long arm ocr crane, from
which hung s hage iron pot—the- bea-
con *upon that hill called Beacoa.’
“Motly's destination was w.th a
friend of Abram's, wha lived on what
is now Joy street, 'm the immediate
neighborhabd of Thomas Haneock's

honse, which he afterwards 1:ft to his

mephew, John tzlamrock. Mo'ly soon
became fam'liafly acquainted w th
Dorothy, or Delly Quiney, afterward

the wife of Jehn Hancock, for Abram

Hunt was a partner in the firm of
which Dolly’s father, Edmund Quincy,
Was senior meinr :

“In a fesw weeks JMolly and Abram
were marred, and went to keeping
hotse negr Springate, though Molly
alwags had a special liking for Beacon
Hill, with4ts sloping huckleberry pas-
tures and sparkling springs, as being
the firsé place of her residence in New
England.” '

** Huekleberry pastures on Beaton
Hill!""" ejaculated Sue.

“Sue thinks.” said Trix scornfully.
“that Beacon street and the Back Bayv,
as they exist to-day, were a part of th:
original ereation”” and Sue. who lives
o1 Commonwealth avenne, was si-

try and the raising of pigs and caives, Tenced.

(Aunt Pen, it seens, d'd not deem it
necessary to explain to these girls, who,
as nutive Bostonians, were, of course.
familiar - with the topography of old
Boston, wiere Springate was. But
others may like to know. [n or near
what is iow Spring Lane was one of

those slpr'in;:s with which the peninsula

abounded, and a fence having been
built rownd  about it, with a gate for
entranee, the immediate neichborhood
was known as Springate,)

“Molly had come toNew Engzland in
a time of ferment. Fehoes of the

storm - gathering  in  the Western
World nad reached the ancestral
home. hat her father onlv | *paon,

pooli’d, at the bare suppositon of
# sueceessful revellion agamst the au-
thority of his Most Christian Majesty,
George the Third,  So Molly was
greatly surprised and disappointed, 1
fear, to find that Abram was as arrant
a rebel as eould be found in the Colon-
ies: bitter again i taxation, sd ready
to follow Humeock and Adams to any
length. .

“As T have sa’d. her friendship with
Mrs. Hancock was warm and intimat,
and she nss'sted at many of her famuus
codlish dinuers, and was present at
that historieal breakfast when Madam
Hancock entertaned Admiral D'Esta-
ing and three handred of his  oflicers,
aml not having sufficlent milk to  sup-
ply the wants of her guests, sent out
her servanis to milk the cows pastured
on the Common, with orders that all
owners who eamplained should be sent
te her.

“Abram Hunt was one of the famous
Bos<t:m Tea Party, and there is a charm-
ing story of Molly connected with it
Although partially dispuised az an In-

Ldinn. Abram wore ht's avhite top boots,
and after the tea party was over, as he |

stood by the parlor fire giving Molly,
who now sympathized with h m in his
rebellious féelings, some deta’ls of the
a'Tair, be shook out from the tops his of
boots a quantity of tea which had
lodged therein upon the hearth, and
then swept it carefully into the fire,
“But Molly noticed that a small
gquantity of tea still réemained in the

top boots, and this she removed with-

out Abram’s knowledge. The next day
Phaehe, whom Molly still employed in
confidential matters, ook a note to
Dolly Quiney. inviting her to take a
cup of tea with Molly that evening.

“A cup of tea! The temptation was
irresistible even to ~o determined a
She eame;
the tea was made—one cup had been

(drank and Molly was on the point of

pouring out a sccond when footsteps
were heard coming rapidly through the
hall.  Abram’s footsteps, unmistakably
—and Molly guiltily hustled the tea-

pot out of sight under the edge of her

ample train.  Bnt alas! the del’cious

fragrance could not be so promptly or
Abram sniffed the

eflectually hidden.
aroma suspic.ously:
- «:Molly,” he said with unusal stern-
ness, ‘is it possible you are making
tea?

**How ean I, answered Molly, col-
oring nnder his eye, but smiling ro-
guishly, ‘when yvon yourself tipped the
last pound into Boston Harbor?’

~But Abram was not to be cajoled.
Molly," he sald. ‘I am not deceived; |
know you are making tea. Give it to
me:” and Molly reluctantly drew out
the tiny teapot from its silken hiding-
place.

“Without a moment’'s hesitat'on
Abram walked to the five-place and
poured out every drop of the precious

carriage with post-horses would be in | beverage into the fire, shaking out vig-

orously the ¢linging tea leaves. It was
w.th feelings of intense satisfaction.
doubtless, that both Molly and Dolly
Quincy reflecte | that they had at least
drank oue cup of the forbdden tea,
though it was many a day before they
had . another.

“Molly afterwara had her full share
of the ewres and anxietie of the Reveo-
lutioanry War, for Abram became a
Captan in the Continental asrmy and
served valiantly and farthfully.

“She was n friend of Lafayette’s, an
when hé made his last visit to Ameriea,
she was an old womusn and Abram had

been desd many vears.  She was liﬁ:ﬁ

with her son in Roxbury, and she h
a strong desire onee more to see and

take the hand of her old friend. So

she came to Boston on a short visit to
await his coming. But a few days be-
fore his arrival she suddenly d ed, and
as they were taking her home, upon
the Dover street bridge the funeral pro-
cession met Lafayette’'s incom’ng car-
ringe—and so they met.

“:Almost any day, girls, yon may see
the descendants of Molly's carrier dove
flying about the Common aud.above
from the fountains and ponds.”

It was a silent group that went in
the gloaming from out the attic down

to the fire-lighted hall below after aunt

Pen's story was done. Marjory still

carried the val;ntina itl: her hang; The
«JFair Maid of Perth™ lay upon the ru
Molly had drop

oefore the five, just as had dro

{ the volume in the beginning of the
she
said, us she picked it up, *‘that all ro-
y is not shut up in

frolie with Ajax. I am glad,™

mance and
books."  —Mrs. Francis 4. Humphrey,
in Wide dwake.
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the roofs on Beacon Hill and drinking

The True Gospel of |

It may be doubted whet
lin’s services in the fields of
polities were of so mueh impo
mankind as his precepts and
thrift and economy.

nelal Salvation.
Dr. Frank-
eace and

accomplished by systematic adustry,
self-denial and proper care for earn-
ings. :

miserly. On the contrary he was a
philanthropist  who ut time snd
money freely for the advintage of his
fellow men, and whose benevolencwwas
attested by many gifta. What he d'd.

to live frugally and temperatesr, work

diligently and waste no money in un-|

necessary purchases. His homy ¥ pre-
verbs have passed into the moH
speech of the people. How mawy hun-
“dreds of thonsands of dollars are saved
from foolish expenditure in this country
every year by the remembraunee of
Franklin’s advieq to “‘never_buy a thing
you don’t need bee muse it is cheap?”

A good many young men—and some
old ones—are chiefly ambitions to be
callel *“zood fel'ows.” They like the
reputation of being ‘‘open handed.”
They are willing to sacrifice a tithe or
it may be. a quarter. of their income
every week for the sake of what they
call “*a good t'me™ and the dublows ap-
proval of a parcel of other men as fool-
1-h as themselves. :

Thrife should be a sort of everyqlay
religion with persons of small means or
small income, and this class includes
ninety-nine-hundredths of the men in
Detroit. It inclues nearly every min
who works with his hands; nearly evemy
person engaged in tcaghing of any
kind: nineteen-twentieths of
ployed in stores and other nercantile
establishments; three-quiriers at least
of those who are in the professions
calle ] “*learnel;”" nearly every one who
gets his living by mnewspaper work or
other literary or quasi-liferary pursuit;
articles almost without exception; and,
indeed, the great bulk of our popula-
tion. There is possibly one per cent. .of
our people who have aithﬁr.by their
own exertions, or by good lack, er by

some other means, come into thgown-
ership of suflicient preoperty to pende:
exhortation to economical habits tmnec-
essary for them, and besides they arefor
the most part sufliciently igelined to save
their pennies without encouragement
from others: but how many of the nine-
tv-and-nine live as eavefully as they
{ ought?

Some of those men who spend every
cent they make month after month and
yvear after year have unthrifty wives, and
for them, if for anybody, the recording
angel ought to drop a tear upon the
i evﬁ entry and blot it out; but most of
| those who scatter as they go have no-
I body to blame but them-elves. The de-

sire to dressin style. to make ashow of

generous living snid a display of costly
hospitality: toin lulge in expensive ar-

temptation to live' bayond one’s means
is the cause of more dpmestic misery,
more diappointmint, more life-failures
and more weariness that ends in death
than any other single danger to which
people of general respectability are ex-

Except in case of sickness or extraor-
dinary calamity it is the duty of every
man in early or middle life,who has em-
plovment of any kind, to lay up some-
thing out of what he makes. He may
be able to set apart fifty dollars a week,
or only one, but something should goin
store for the future. A husband, if he
is worth having, will aim to make con-
stant additions to a permanent family
fund, and the wife, if <he is worth hav-
ing, will help him.

A thriftless habit oaght to be reek-
oned a disgra o, and among sensible
people it is. It is a munuifestation of
selfishness—self-ndulgenee — or possi-
bly a pervert &l good-heartedness.whicl
is a'ways 1o be condemped. In the
lorg run it v o ks u hardship upon the
ofl ‘nder's fricnds a- well as upon him-
self. It is sure to Wwing unhappiness to
his own  home. S mple habits,  inex-
pensive tastes, cantious expenditures of
money, will do more to bring prosperity
a ud real cpjovmeat into a  lousehold
than all other material a Iv: n ages com-
binedl, The doctdne of thrift is the
true gospel of finanvial salvation with-
out which no life-con be at its best or
happiest. ﬁt'r’vl‘i_ Fos!.
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Sholis that Travel. ¢ 5

iuto the ground, and” by 8 ma
fort jerks itself along, making sdecided

est forms o
clear of the water, often several feet.
ink bags ecomes the sepin used b

fish-bone of commerce.

away, with their long, v

been known to jump ount

crabb d mackerel.
other. £

the mavker L

“ Not a shad-dow of a doubt of it,"”
repliad the other.

L4 1 “you be clam,
treated & lobster.

- Or Teel

went off for eurrents.—
Chronicle.,

e @ A

Foreign Missions. — Chicago Herald, *

His life j<&" most |
impressive illustration of wh.f may be

Franklin was never mean, stingy nor

and what he taught others to do, was|

thos =
TS ‘moreatteutionin the particulars named.
E.h is not

ticles of fodd and Ar.nk; in aword, the

The great coieh or utmml'ihs has a
veritable sword that it thrusts sticks
of

leap. Tre squid:< that are . ‘~bl'ig'ht~
modusas-deap entirely

Ther are the ink beacers, and from theip

artists, while their bone is the cuttle
Many of the
cockles have a method of fiying through
the water that is (uite movel. They are

nerally beautifully celored sad have
ong streaming tentacles, and sudden-
Iy, without warning. they dart up from

the bottom, and hy-a v.olent owm ping |
and shutt' ng of ﬂu'}:‘r valves they. h sh |
ha'r

streaming after them, g_lr::m tihg & very
- curious uppearsnce. - The: n&g known

as the Lina Noans is - re-

S e
pllops are jumpers : . b .

plmﬁn a boat they have been known

to leap out, and lhebﬁﬂha;r{ scallop has |
» ot whk

placed wupon a stove.——Rehobolh
(Maxs. ) Sunday Himld.
A Fish Story,

“Pon’t flounder arcund so!" saigethe
Shat up or Ull whaleyou!”™ said the

“Will you'do it a porpoise?” asked

gentlemen,' en-

get in hot water,” cried a|
sheepshead, on his mussel; and they all
Pittsburgh

- Tiie Mormen Church has more mis- | ,
sionaries than the American Board of

r)’iﬁ what constitutes good be-
avior, Nowever, is a matier suwout
whieh differences of opinion prevail.
Mere awkwardness may indicate ouly
hﬂ: of knowledge and consequant e
barrassment, and not radeness, in the
usmannerly gense.  There arce persons
who simply Tl in politenéss, not from
igtent on, but rom a lack of kuowl-
edze. Mere suavity is not all of pulite.
¢8%.  Nor is that form of good con.
t which entertains ip a private par-
JoF suitable for public vecasions. Pos'
leness in a street-car, at chureh, to
the theater, on the street, and in _any
ublic . is different from thatin a

ways rise and offer ladies their seats,
No doubt itis polite to.do so. In the
case of the aged or infirm. or o woman
with a child in her arms, it is speciall
desirable Iihnt the seatshould be oﬂ'e;re({
But in other cases, while it is polite to
do so, ot i3 also equally polite to recog-
nize the courtesy. Ladies have them-
[ selves to blame for the lack of courtesy
in this particular that is often seen.
Because they do not acknewledge the
favor, and also because they are not
usually cnjreful to give room for others
when they might, an indifferenceto the
courtesy due them is sometimes seen.
It is far more common than was-the
case years ago for ladies to be left
standing in crowded ears. The reason
is what we state above. Were they
more courteous they would receive

pected that strangers should -
eltltivate familiarity, but there are little
concessions of courtesy that contribute
1o ease and comfort that are proper in
all publie places. And when these are
shawn they are apt to be reciproeated.
At this touches the essence of what
is politeliess in publ e. It involves the
proussé percept.on of the rights und
con%ts of others, and the w.lling and

graggfal concession of these. Where
thi~"is done, even if the manner be not
all shat eould be desired, the spirit and
purpose answer., These are apt to be
evident in the manner. And where
there is a purpose avd effort to make
others agrecable, the essence of true
politeness will appear. But sellishness,
that seeks only personal enjoyment, at
the éxpense of all others, is the essence.
of impoliteness. There appear-in pub-
lic life many who are polished as to
‘omtward manner who are, at the same
time, at variance with all the rules of

conduect. A stately bow, a pol-
ished expression, do not answer for
that re for the comfort of others
which is the material element in good
conduct.

How frequently these points are il-
lustrated in public places. There are
per-ons who are noticed 1o all publie
assemblies for their self-important airs,
their evident eftort at display, and their
desire to attract admiration. But they
are egotistie, cold and proud. They
have given pleasure to none. They
only strutted as a peacock would, and
attracted attention. Another enters,
quiet, unassuming, but cheerful and
bright. There isan invifing smile that
draws kindly attent'on and friendly
feeling. Soon many gather round fo
be entertained with conversation and
delighted with the able manner,
the genialily of this person. _Yet his
manner was unstudied, and he was
merely affable. His influence, howev-
er, was kindly and permanent. The
sunshine he scattered mellowed the
soil of other hearts for weeks to come.
Which was really polite? Which was
the true gentleman or lady? Evident‘lir
the one who scattered seeds of kin
And the lesson is well worth our learn-
ing. Right conduct in public looks to
the happiness of others,—Philadelphid
Call.

SHADE TREES,

How, When, and the Varlety That Shounld
| Be P.aated. : _
There is nothing that presentsa more
attragtive jappearance to the weary
traveler over the highways of the coun-
try, especially in summer, than to see
upou their sides lines of shade trees
that have Yeen set perhaps by a former
generation, We were pained at one
time to hear a farraer say: *I wonle
care if there wasn't a shade fire
side of the road. 1 don’t thi

_ Although the reference was
“t9 the condition, it might ap-
ply fijnal pm?r:ety to the general
character.” There is son i grand
about one of these old roads with trees
iches interlace over'the trav-
eled path, forming ashaded arch. Such
scenes are occasionally met with, and
t generat.on hesitate not
h service as they owe

parlor, asto its form of manfestution.
Touching street ears, it is often a
question whether gentlomen should ul-




