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the money '

- boldly, “I don*t seé why you shouldn*t

Mswwuo goss* %

The world has pity for the mn
‘Who, haring lost, goes on

. And tries to gmile despite the hopa

Ot profit that iz gone.

But, on the other side, contempt’
Is all the cold world feels

For him who loses in the game

And then lies down and sequeals.

“Q we cqjgida’{ gm mmﬁ
fuvoluatarily nﬂm i -voloce,
&% was his habit. whex s fsdhing trip
was projected, and the questiom of
secretly securing provender therefor
confidently discussed. “She's savin'
too hard to get her rag carpet wova
Tell you what though. I can work
enough to pay for myself sure. You've
got that 15 cents Mis' Muiray gave
you for making her checkrow sanbun-
nit. 1 can sell Tom Cass my pigeon

. R » |house. He'll let me have = dime for
2 e giit. The only trouble i3 the getitin'
4 : S|there. It's a good four-mile to town.
3 A Pilll' Of PlOttﬂl‘S. § Ma wouldn't hear to us takin' the
g..nooo‘.ooot‘ot‘ .000000'.‘0“"“00: horse ont sfter sundown. and §0u nev-

“for the best of all the miracles the

summertime can work us,

18 the canvas-tented, sawdust-scented,

much-frequented circus.”
A circus! Comin’ to town!”

rth  Stebbins, pressing out her
%‘;mgest grandchild's Sunday gown,
P “For
Are

sed with iron suspended.
the land’s sake, Billie! [Liu tell!

you sure?”

Biilie was thrilled by the Interest
which bis news had awakemned. Thére-
fore, he looked as imperturbable as
He hoisted himself up on
the table, and sat there picking sand-
burs off his sleeves, and swinging his

possible.

bare legs.

*Gimme a cooky, an’ I'll tell you all

about {it.”

There was no compromising with

o1d

er eould—"

*I could—O, I could, Billle!” sghe
breke in excitedly. Her wrinkled oid
face was radiant—her knotty old
hands were trembling. ““Twouldn't

from 5 in the mornin’ till afier supper
like ! am. 1 eould walk every step of
it. but—" the enthusiasm began to
fade out of her face. She drew a
long sigh—a sigh of bitter renuncia-
tion, “Belinda—~"*

*Gramma!” He leaned forwarq,
whispering as he did when he was
asking her to leave the back buttery
window open when he was to be out
after hours. ““Ma don't peed—t0 know
—a single~thing about it!*

*“O—Billie!” The possibility of such
sarreptitious pleasure dazed her. “"Do
you think we—could—could manage
{8 atd

Bille. He was a young man of M8 | ™y, 00 o8 himself from  the
word. Of thigs his grandmother was table. “I'll manage ft'” he avowed
aware., She looked at him hard a mo- confidently.

ment.
and went into the pantry.
back with two cookies.

“There!"” ghe sald; “now go on!”

“After I’d been to mill 1 went up
town. There was two men puttgn' ple~
tures on the blank wall near the liv-
ery stable. They’d got 'em wup already
by the lumber yard. Another feller
was goin' into the shops, and gettin®
s.gns put in the windows. And. I say, ;
grandma, you just want to see them
pictures. They're—they're }jimminy-
gee!”

Grandma ironed on, but less ener-
getically thamn before the returm of
Billie. "“Go on an’ tell me about them
plctures,” she urged. I used to like

Then she sat the iron down,

awful well to go to circusses when L,

was young Seems like | went to
every one that come to our town. One
ain't been near this place slnce I
come here to Mve with your ma.
That was when Emily Louls was born
~fifteen years ago.”

Billie weunt on to tell her of the
glories of the posters. He gallantly

gave ladies the preference in his de- -

scription. He first told her about the
bare-armed female, standing in the
Roman chariot, driving the plung ng
steeds; about the little girl, standing
on a white Bhetland pony, about the
radiant damsel in the abbreviated
skirt, who made flying leaps through
paper hoops; about the muscular sis-
ters who swung from trapezes 1 hen
the men came in for their share of
admir.ng remarks. lle was half-way
from the ring master to the clown
and grandma was listening with
breathless delight, when a  step was
heard in the hall. Grandma guiltlly
picked up her cold iron and pattered
across the kitchen to the stove for a

bot one. Billle subsided into s.lencs,
puckering his lips in a soundless
whistle,

“Mother, you got that {ronin’ most .

done?”

The voice suited the face. a hard.
intolerant face, with dull eyes =and
converging lines around the mouth.

“Mostly, Belinda!" cried back the
old lady, with nervous cheerfulness.
‘“Aln’'t mor'n half a dozen more pieces,
Billie here’'s back from miil.”

She moistened the tips of
fingers with ber tongue and spatted
away on the iron to test its tempera-
ture.

“l can’t see that,” tartly.
your father gzit off with that stock?
That's good. Now, 1 don’t want you
settin’ around like this when there's
his chores to be done well's your own,
You hear?”

“Yes'm.”

There was a briet silence when she
had gone. Martha Stebbins seemed to
sce through a mist the garments she
was ironing. Suddenly the kitchen
seemed smaller and hotter than {t
had five minutes ago. All at once,
too, the lovely ladies, and dashing
men, and wonderful an:mals of the
circus seemed more distant, inappro-
sohable, and grievously remote.

“Are—you thinkin' you’ll be let go,
Billle?”

“Dunno.” He lifted his foot ana
looked pensively at the stonebruise on
the toe. “Will if I can. 1I'll! sgee i£ I
can't get a job carryin’ water for the
elephants. Lots of boys get in that
ma .)’

“The elephant!” She looked across
the room. Something wistful in her
ione, struck Billile. He was not a par.
ticularly bright boy, but he wasaffee- .
tionate in a dumb and clumbsy way.
He bad never known the joy of self-
expression, but he and grandmsa had
thad some secrets of their own. These
secrets, involving as they frequently
did her connivance and her silence,
were necessary to his humanity and
protection. Now, he wished—he hard-
1y knew what he wished.

“Say, grandma, I kinder think
you’d like to go to the circus your-
self!”

“Me!"” she shrilled. O, dear, no!
Whatever put such an idea in your
head? Me—I'm that old! And besides
—gracious, if I ain’t gone and scorch.
ed that shirt! I hope your ma won’t
potice it, but I got that flustered—to
think of such a thing!”

Billie looked puzzled. “Well, some-
how,” he persisted, stabboraly, “I do
think s0, grandma. And,” he added

elther, if you got a mind to-there!”

“Why, Billie!” ghe cried, weakly,
but there was 4 ylelding tremor in
her voice. She put down the {ron,
glancing furtively at the door as she
did so. She went over to the table,
and stood next the audacious young
fellow.’ “Your ma would never hear.

She came

her |

“Binly, |

The week that followed was one of
the most intense, the most absorbing
antic.pation Martha Stebbins had
known in many a year. She went
| about the drudgery of ber dsaily t&sks
‘on winged feet. She laughed at the
lJokes of the hired man. 8he brushed
,and cleaned Billie'’s best clothes un-
j Ul they did not look with:n a year of
l hthetr age. She put a new band on hia
i hat.
| black bonnet durlng the tempomy abd-
|sence of her daughter. Bhe smiled
(0 herself when she was alome. Once,
lndeed they even heard ber singing.
l “That don't sound like & hymn
tune mother,” remarked Mrs. Malone
susplclously

"It's "'The Banks and Braes o' Bon-
nle Doon.'” sald the old lady softly,
' O, the myriad fluttering moments
and apprebensive {nstants which led
up to that night! The temerity ot
undertaking a flight 80 unwonted, ths
danger of discovery, of recaplure—
tlll]ese but enhanced the ecstacy of ¢
a

They made thelr escape while the
youngest scion of the bcuse of Ma-
lone was lLelng put to bed upslairs.
. Down through the dusk. botween the
rows of straggling goosebirry bushes
that caught at her gown. ocut Into the
path around the wheat field skirting

the corn, grandma skurried like a 1:t- | as any povel that I ever heard of. But, yon really

tle gray rabbit And there. on the
high road was Billie wAiling for her
=Billle, kindly, encouraging. swell-
ing with the Importance of the ad-
venture. How he did strive to restraln
her fmpetuosity. How he did explain
that they had lots of time, that the
scals were already se-ured, that she
would be tired out before she got
there. But pelther speech nor move-
ment was to be regnrded in the ex-

“hilaration of that delicious experi-
ence. How sweet the green things
smelled with the dew on them!

. Wasn’'t that a scent of sweet briar?
What o noise the crickets were mak-
ing! And if that wasn't a new moon
—over their right shoulder, too!

Ah. never would the memory of that
night fade—that ‘“witching, wonder.
ful night'"" The entrance into ths
lively town. the sight of the domed
canvas tent, the hurrylng crowds of
tpleasure seekers, the lighted shops,
' the smell of the sawdust, the glimpse
of tiered faces, the torches, the music
—best of all, O, incomonrably best of
| all—the circus itself' Never did so
stately a ringmaster stride into the
arena. Never did so witty a clown
break h's bones on collapsable barrels,
and set the benches in a roar! Nag
euch agile acrobat ever balanced lsd-
ders o1 dangled from the trapeze. No
such lovely ladies ever poised ana
pirounetted on bareback horses. No
such stately Amazon ever lashed her
steeds to victory. And all the rest
merged for Billie into one exquisite’
glow that was almost pain—pain and
rapture—when he beheld:

The loveliest little damsel
Fit for a fairy queen
Upon a milk white pony,

His eyes had ever seen! ®
It was over. They had enjoyed it alL
They had seen the animals—every ope.
‘They had eaten popcorn. and drank
lemonade, and munched peanuts. And
now they were plodding back to the
farm along the road that siretched
ahead like a rtbbon of amber velvet.
Neither spoke. Thelr hearts were too
full—-hers with memorieg, his with jm-
aginings. They were as Daudet rep-
resenis Parislana after the Salopa
“*Batiated, but noi weary, still thrilled
by that alr charged with artistic elec.
tricity.” They made no mention of
the morrow. Not even reproach could
wrest this experience from them.

“Are you tired, grandma? Rest on
me—lean bard.”

“0. I ain’t tired, Billle! I couldn’t
be tired to-night. I've had a beauti~
ful time!”

The night was magical. The eleep=
ing world was sweet. The hour wag
the fall-blown rose ofZ—

‘The place of out-lived bliss!
~Chicago Tribune.

Chilldren of the Stall

in New South Wales the State takes
upon itself the charge of destitute
children, with a view to removing
them from the evil influences to which
they would othérwise inevitably be ex.
posed. This has been effected by the
establishment of a “State Children’s
Rellef Board,” which, ‘since it com-
menced operations {n 1881, with twen-
ty-four boys and thlrty-ﬂve girls. hag
been productive of an incalculable
amount of good. Durihg the eighteen
years of its existence, t.he board ham.

to such a thing. Besmes, we alxi't m
R

dealt vlt‘h no uwer than 9.058 chn-

be enny harder than bein’ on my feet.

or meeting Hke strangers, which Iy
‘el was over between

‘next, and - 8o on . for deys and days

'raa .m? oF s.:;\gmaf

w

0 glxe me the jo¥ of avins.
Anﬁ some glorious work to a»-
A spirit of thanksgiving, -
With loval heart and trus:

Sume pathway to make brighter.
Whevte tired feet now siray;
Some burden to make lighter

While *tis day. i

0 give me the joy of living,

And the blessed power of giving,
Where men have 8o much to do:

And help them up the steep;~
May the trees | plast be thriving
While I sleep.

Let me know life's deepest meaning,
Let me sing life’s swestest song.—

Let me nobly do my best;
And, at last, with beaven above me,
et me rest
—(The Rev, Jullan 8. Cutter.
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Yes, sir;

missing a day. Hard work?
right, sir.

shine or roin, every day but Supday.

at my age

ple's joys and sorrows, too, &s |

from house to hopse |

sight of a blackbordered envelope

| DBut, to my way of thinking, the aad-
| dest of all I8 when ono watches, and
» waits, and looks eagerly for the lettsr

which never comes.

bear;
not knowing—that kills,
You see that house over

youoder—

x'troes tn front?

couple of yearas ago—Jusl as romantic

then, “truth is stranger thad fctlon”
somelimes, you konow.

A widow lady, Mra Wileon, Mlved,
 there—a reflned, geateel ola lady—
'and her daughter, 2%iss Bessle. 8he
'taught tn Barnborough Church 8chool

' had met the young lady freguentiy
|romlng to and from the school-house,
"and had thought what a cheerful,
pretty littlo thing sho was.

A dellicate-looking girl, with a fafr
complexion. and such brown, earnest,
oyes—thoy noemed to look right
through you and read your thoughta,

and make a man feel ke trying teo
ltve better. Evory morning, when she
came down the gravel walk to the

gato, on her way to the school, ahe was
almost certaln to seo me, and she
would walt until | came, and bid me
good morning s0 swestly, and ask
carelessly it thers wers any letters
for them. But they scldom recaived
any.

Ono evening 1 saw Minn Besste walk-
ing with a gentleman, | know him a
little His name was John Kesn, and
he occupled some position in connec-
tion with the General Post Office Pa-
lice Inquiry Department I knew that
the authorities at 8t. Martin's-le-Grand
spove very highly of him, and that he
was a great favarite; and the future
looked bright encugh for young Keen,

And 1 wes giad when I found that
he often went down at nighta from
his lodgings—which wero 3 mile or so
on the way to London and Brizhton
Statlon—to the cottmgs, for I bad
somehow grown s gely Interested
in the Wilsons.

One day [ heard that Jobn Keen had
been selected by the heads of the ser-
vice to go out to Ireland to fully tnves-
tigate some Irregularities which had
occurred in the post~offices in the Ul-
ster district. I was glad of it, for ¢
felt sure he would get to the bottom
of the matter. Ho seemed s0 clever
at ferreting out things.

I did not see Miss Bessle for a whole
week after that; but one morning,
there she was, standing at the gate,
awaiting my approach, her face pale
and anxious,

“Any letters?” she crled, eagerly au
egoon as she had said good morning.

I knew that there was, forl had
noticed a large square envelope ad-
dregsed to her in a bold, handsome
hand, with the postmzik Londonderry.
1 was not long in delivering it, and oh!
the look she gave!

After that 1 used to bring her a let-
ter with that msame postmerk
week: and she always looked so con
tented and happy that when, at last,
one morning, I drew near the Wilsons'
gate, and saw the sitm, néxtly-dressed
figure awalting me, I hegitated o ap-
proach, for 1 knew that ! had 20 let~
ter for her.

her face as I sald, ag cheerily as 1
could~—

“No letter to-day, Miss Bessle”; and
1 could not helping adding, “maybe it
will come to-morrow,”

She smiled sweetly, .

“‘Oh, yes, it will come to-morrow,”
she c¢rled; and as 1 huyried on I said
to myself, “I hope % will”

But T have seen 50 much parting and.
never meeting any whre on this earth,

‘ahe roalized that there WAS RO hope: © ~* :

In the world where God iives, to0]

Let me strive where men are striving,

On the fields of the Master gleaning
May wy heart and hands be strong,

With some faithful hearts to love mq

¢ ) 4
$ THE POSTMAN'S STORY. $

4 ¢ secn In a boat on the Lough, and final-
PR 2 2 1 2 24 o 4l o

1 hgve carried the Barp-
borough msail for thirty years, seldom
You are
'n and out of Redhill twice
a day, winter and summer, {n all wea-
thers Half an hour’s walk to Barnbor-
ough Station from the town, and a de-
livery round of more than five miles. |
have to tramp over twepty miles, sun-

But in thess times | am only toc
glad of the work, and thaankful to our
young postmaster for keeping me on

Yes, | seo a great deal of other peo-
g0
have seen
many a bright eye grow brighter, and
red lips smile sweatly, at the sight of
familiar bandwriting; and 1 am &l
ways glad to be the bdearsr of good
news. But 1 bhave scon a pale fach
erow slowly paler, and lips ‘quiver piu-
fully, and sometimes s flood of texrs,
which could not be repressed, at the

it seems to mo a greatl deal easter
to bear a sorrow or sfliction when we
know just what it {8 going to be, and John Keen!
just how much of & burden we have to)
but, sir, it is the suspeuse—tho way.

!that pretty white cottage wih the hlag B¢ whereabouts of the Im

Woll. | was witpesa to Wilsop—who lived here befors I wens |

o romance which was enncted therp o, to lrelznd?”

! —a hard, dreary life that must be. [’

every}

A shade of wistful sadness foll ovet}

my head and b’f

One day, as'T was passing the ceit-.
tnge 1 =saw 3 mesaenger Loy fron the
telegraph-ofice standing &t the :
Then Miss Bessle rag
the walk, and just as

‘ O.Dm

a step {orward and fell to the ground

the telegram:
messages--hrief snd t0 the ints
Thoy know how to steb the poor hemrt.
through. This was the message—

“John Keen was drowned three daya
ago in Lough Feoyle,”

heart bled for the poor " girl lying
there, white and still., 1 rapg the b«nl
and her mother came put. Misa Bemla:
was restored to conscfousness, amd
pale a3 a ghost, walked into the houso,
leaning upon his mother's arm: but
you could see that all the Haxht
gone out of her life,

man who hag¢ sent the telegram, ra-
questing particulars, and soon receive
ed a reply stating that Mr, Keen hatt
been missing for some time, was last

ly a body had been washed up near
Coleraine, ¥0 mutilated aa not to admit
of identification; btut ir:a pocket a
card had been found, bearing a name
which looked like “J. Keen,” but was
aimoet erased by the water.

was dressed In  desp mourping, and
looked as if she was not lopg for this
world.

One day } found in my bag a Iaype,
business looking letter addressed 2o

the good news which it contained. A
relative had died leaving them four or
five hundred pounds; and 1 think that
! was a3 glad as they were, 'for they
seemed like old friends to me.

io give up thes cottage and tako Mims
Bessle to Brighton for & time, hoping

ing rapldly An impulee promptsd e
to asgk for their ssaxide address. We
might got a letter for them, when |
shiould wish to get it forwarded at
once, #0 they gave me the addreas of
the lodging where they expected (o j&-
main for some weska.

Ome day, over a month after, as I
was passing the cottage—| was stiil
unoccuplied—-] saw & gentieman stand-
ing at the gate, and as | drow nearad
. my heart gave a great bound, and them:
stood stlll, for, dead or alive, it was

He held out his hand in & friendly

“How are you, Mr. Jarvis?” he sld
| “Perhaps you can enlighten me s to

“But-~bu ;’smnmtnd out; “are
vl

He looked at mo as though he
?!honzh: moe an escaped lunatic, 8o
then [ began and told him evarything,
' ' just a3 1 have told it to you, air. Him

faco was quite white when my sioty

was finiahed.’ own  fustiow snd dhum 216 mmt
“Poor Bessis'” ! heard dim vrhhpw mc‘w P ot .
softly to himsall. To famors’ peach ﬁﬂ kK thel wIw
| Tben be turned to me. discolored fabile for, Wlﬁt hodrs | mentary *
1 was aeat away on-a delloats misalons | i it Iemen Foe & “m,"“‘“ O et ¢
was sénti & on {u} -
R ;hte mm'::yor the &m servics, Fub with lemon Jules xnd ;. ¢y
rand it was pecossary my moves - ; A Yo
ments should be guarded and my fne QR‘LLMW% e R
| vestigations secretly conducted, And®  S———— s SR AWS
then 1 wrote to Bessle, explaining the| Ouly abmntmpar mt.nt tu. e :
situation, a&d umr;:a her tm%thd‘%; wealth is raal oogafort, f’;};ﬁ o
. must not, be surp or w b 3
she did not hw from me for & week, aﬁﬁ%ﬁ’f‘m a “ﬂm Mn Wﬂ: - They
mofret:gngs to no otge. unicats W‘ thitt g;"m;t ig:ﬂ ':tﬂ??‘ 1o m}ng m e p
Tw ths aftérwirds 1 durk glowgd the sun ]
tmmout;an rwmw kh:?'! ing; M “n“ ﬁ‘!i » i 0 ook -
Tl bhgs Frous a countsy ow. Fomn *‘I‘;&‘ 1 wity, # Mmigm; m;’ A
SR PR LI Wl T e e
o driyer 8 =] Oup: thim trgﬁr thiny | SEORERE
bed gud all valuabled, and the letterk ‘
S B R o R T s
“When I repo 3 bt ad 34
fast Office, the it o there wers | . wwﬂ mrmaiw,b@mwﬁﬁ
frightened half out of thelr . with, {%0 mrmtlmﬂy ] m i '
lw:tﬁigst‘okupmy ':‘“%nf‘:mﬁ qmﬂ: at e M},ﬂ nyoh
they kSew little of my' movenients; atd |y we are’ &Whm&% *‘ =
tho body of & :t{mw. n%;;pgm 30 D8 [npe ;my - } :
1, Mﬁﬂ M
fohng o thmm, horsibly mumstod' mfm, is.,, W MW' woslld

’nnd quits unrecognisabls, they had
come to the conclusion that the unfor.

:;Md?' official from St. Martin’s-le- .
ran

“Perhaps they had sorhe resson fot |
the hasty declsion; for & card bearl

suppose they were afraid to tell m
that they had gone the length of ‘c-
graphing my desth {0 Misd ‘Wilsog,

“But, thank heaven!
mistake and here I am, safe and gound,

General has récomapensed

‘with an increased mm 1.am free 0
masTy as soon as the little woman iﬁ
ready.”
Wht a pleasare it was. to “be mré,
to telegraph &t ones to: mn Beaniy,
simply ssying-- Co

“Good nows!
ough immediately,”

The wedding took place In :
style, not long afterwarde, for Ioﬁzi'
would wot hear-of ‘'belng separated
from Bessfe again; and, what do yo
think =i was the ﬂrst te k-ii’r*t!w
‘bride! R

oo

'I‘he nbmty 61 nam Pedrof of amu»
wag. recently gold at guction {n Plenpm;
about 30 persofis befhg presext. 'l‘hefé
were 1,165 volumes and the Iﬂghéa
price (770 crowns) obtatned- was. for
‘mifneralogical . yea¥ book axtendirik
from 1830 to 1892,
were mostly uncut, whereas the itclen
tific books had evidently .Dboen rem
caretally and some of thsm had mm

Bardly Kadw her: amd i 4 mnl«! m ‘

e

{mit:kl}“ @m ‘
came up ghef?
selzed the brown envelope angd iﬁm&i ‘

Such a 100k on ber white face! $mh 3
a heari-broken ery! Then she iotiared ol

That was what it eald; and my

md i

Mrs. Wilson wrote at oncs to the|

When | saw Miss Bessis agaln she ] PO
Mrs. Wison; and spon they told mé

Not lang atier, Mrs, Wilson decided:

1o restore her health, which was fafl-]

tunsts individual was the missing i« 4

my nsme was fougd - in one' otiinll"
pockets. But I did not know belm()t ;»._ , :

whose address they must havs tomid
{n my deak at the Londonderry offies. § -
it was sl ai .

And what a gcene was that meet!nz!

like one dead. 1 could nol help #eeing {few how
it was like all suehlingisin

la  the safest
wosening it is to woap .
of cloth around the neck,”
your a atreay ;:o-‘: Atar,
with it blood warm,

' tom-!:ntna

ap;nmtiun tor mmis, mﬁ

doiph.
w-Dryden,
SATR mOre OF ARYe ML,

%

brektg.-—l&cluim

?num‘i; E 3] MF
kept-Marguls of Halifex,
of sorrowe—R, 3
grievous sxse~-Hir P,

The world mmm
with & will jahim, ¢

ars hatcheld.~0ld Proverb,
to thelr inckination~Bacon, , .

than & hmﬂnﬁ
Howsll,

suout, so w s
Eathixiue is the ginles

which {& aever tived of

{ The only two great Haeoy
tals that naver Jave m; m 1
ke J&NIO;; Qg@ gg %

A defaced s&mw h;g mx e s!&iM' al
by brushipg with a strons sofution ot} 7
borax and plading in suntight to dry.

A bottls of linsesd ol s0d lime wes
ter, mixed {n equal parts, 1s tha bwt

m

Baware the tury of 1 uﬂmﬁ &nm::
SRither Jong. e::x:am of hadts Mmtg 3
‘A thrat-Zold ok iy M mﬂm;s m
Aszent lu power, !amt m abul m 8’”‘

o

#0 WASTIY :gmu ﬂ ;

An ounce of mirth nmxth\x leﬁ* N’l
e b

A nobly mﬂf doﬂr m mm&

x i mm 1!
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