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The snow was falling in feathery
flakes and piling itself in great drifts
and huge wasses of white against the
walls amd outbuildings of Mme. M.'s
scLool for young ladies, » fashlonable
seminary (o the town of N. It was
the month of February, and as the end
of the secoud terms of the school year
was drawing uear the quarterly exam-
inations were in progress. ln one of
the coziest apartinents in the buildings
gix young ladies, all mewmbers of the
art class, were assembled, busily en-
gaged in conversation. It was a typ
ical college giri's rooin. Pbotugraphs
and souvenirs uf various kinds deco-
rated the walls and mantel, and a heter-
ogeneous assortment of bric-a-brac was
scattered liere, there and everywhere.
The latest magazine, with its leaves
uncut, lay upon the center table. Iu
one curner of the room stood au easel
with ap unfinished painting thereon,
while eharcoal drawings, pencil sketeh-
es and studies in still life gave mute
evidence of the presence of the student
Amy Hildreth, the hostess, a bright
faced girl of sixteen, was just now the
central fizure in the animated group.
She was the daughter of s clergywan
and one of the most popular girls in the
school

1 say it's a shame,” cried Minnie
May, a curly baired blond. *“You're
the most talented girl in the class, and
to think of your baving to leave now,
without even a chance to try for the
prize. You'd be sure to win it. The rest
of us wouldn't have the ghost of an
opportunlty.”

“Bess takes lessons simply for the
name of the thing,” aald Lottie Moore
“Now, with me it's different. 1 expect
to teach sume day i1 1 ever succved in
patnting a rose which can be distin-
guished from a cabbage by any means
except its color.”

“As far as [ am coucerned,” satd Ew
ma Brainard, a tall, stately looking
girl with a profusion of wavy black
bair framing her nquant face, “Mme
M.'s prize is perfectly safe. You know,
girls, I don't pretend to paint anything
except miniatures. Should ! ever be
come a celebrity in that lne [ shall
tour Europe and paint all the c¢rowned
heuds.”

The prize referred to was a gold med
al and a scholarship for the coming
year, to be gihven for the best flower
plece palnted hy any member of the art
cluss after une yeur's course of lesrons

in the sewinary. Amy's work up to
this time had shown unusual excel
lence, and her talent, if opportunity to

develop 1t were given. would without
guestion have enabled her to take pre
cedenceé of nil the others. even those

’trcu'n'd and ways something snappish

thinks ever, one is laaghing at her.”

“Well, perhaps she eam't afford to
dress any lviter.,” said Amy. “And
while it is trie she is not always pleas.
wnt, I nnagiie we migbt not show sueh
angelic dispositions ourselvis if  we
were pluced in her pusition. But there
goes the tea bell. We'll have to ad-
journ now.”

“I will send her a valentine,” thought
Amy thrt evering as she Inid away her
books for the wmight. 1 think M.ss
Graves has a hard time, and some of
the giris don't treat her half way re
spectfutly.”

On the following day during exereise
hour the six girls visited the village
florist in a hody and each secured v
flowers. Am)'s cholee was a bunch of
purple and yellow pansies. She tied
themn with & narruw satin ribbon, and.
taking a blark card, she penned upou
it the following lines:

“Could all my thoughts to pansie< turn

Within the meadows of my heurt,

Upon the purple fleld would hurn

In golden bloom thy name, apirt.
*“Your loving pupil, AMY."”

Roftly tapping at Miss Graves' door,
which stood ajar, as she passed on lLer
way to the class and receiving no re-
spunse, she tossed the flowers in upon
the counterpane of the bed. where they
lay when the teacher returned to her
room.

The day had been an unustally try
ing one. and Miss GGraves was thor
oughly tired out. Physically delicate
she had always been, and to her sensi
tive disposition the little annoyances
which daily beset her were almost un-
bearable. The giggling comments up-
on her peculiar name were well known
to her. It was the name of a maiden
aunt, long dead, whose fortune had
been given her on condition that she
adopt it. Her parents had died, leaving
her an orphan at an early age., and
with her aunt's money she had pursued
her artistic studies and obtained there-
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of tbhe students who bad had the ad .

vamage of presious study before enter
Ing the schoul fu. | gpecial coursge But
a letter from her mother, received that
very morning, had given her hopes {n
that direction a decided blow

“You know, daughter,” she had writ
ten, your father's salary Is not large,
and I am really afraid we shall have to
have you come bome at the end of the
term. If your board were the only
thiong, it would be » different matter.
but the lessons a ery expenslve, and
as it 15 not nt all probable that painting

will ever amount to awrything more
than a mere accomplishment 1T do not
gee Yy way clear just now to help you
out, much as I would like to have you
continue. It paing me to tell you this,
for I Know jour heart Is set on com
pletipg the course, bhut 1 gee no other
way unlers  something  unexpected

sbould happen.” .

“What's this, Amy? A valentine?’
asked one of giris, holding up a comnbi-
nation of painted flowers and satin rib-
bon which she had discovered among
the collection of souvenirs on the man-
tel.

“Yes,” sald Amy, with a merry
laugh. “And, by the way, tomorrow s
the 14th. Buppose we each surprise |
our favorite teacher with a bunch of
hothouse flowers. We can get them at
Green’s when we go out for our walk.”

“Capital!” sald Lottie. “I'll give a
bunch of American Beauties to Miss
Whitely. 1 think she i8 too sweet for
3 g.n

“80 do 1,” assented Minnie. “S8he’s
entirely too pretty to be burted In this
poky little country town.”

“1 ghall give mine to Miss Bue, the
Latin teacher, and it will be lilies of
the valley,” said Bess. ‘‘She always
mgkes me think of a lily, she 18 so
sweet and graceful”

“What about our town teacher, Miss
Graves?”’ ventured Amy.

A generadl laugh arose.

“Her name 18 certainly suggestive,”
sald one. “For instance, one wmight
compsie a couplet after this sort:

“Sevaphina, I sdore thee!
Take thege flowers, I implore thes!

“Where do you sappose she sver got
that name? And she ix so faony look-
ing with those okl tashiched little curk-;
screw curis amd hér datnty, minelng
m‘n .

“1 don’t'think wieds: funny looking,”
wild Arny. “Ithink her white curis are
quaint, wmd ‘then. her work—why, it's}
mimply grand! You know that painting.
in -the reception room, ‘The Ruins of
Carthage? I heard one of the teachers,
say 1t took the first prive it the Puris
mn‘!ﬂon‘” ¢ N

“Saing of Cartliige! Probably they
WA u petsonsl synipathy: fer smoient

g one. : |

“Had you lived in Pope’s days,
Amy,” said Blla Howard, “he never
woull have imquired, ‘Why has not
man a miscroscopic eye? If you canj
detect any beauty In Miss Graves, the
orb In quéitidn 1s cértuinly yours."”

*She alwiys Woks »0 shabby,” said
Bmma. “She fnever wearas anything]
bt that rusty old black dress. I mustl
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‘PERHAI™ SHE (AN'T AF PURD TO DRESSE
BETTER
‘n the I gh degree of excellence which
‘haractorzed Lier work. Disappointed
i oue W hose friendship she had valued
too hignly, she had become bitter and
suspicious of all humanity, and after
a4 tnal effort the painting already re-
ferred to into which she had put all her
soul (inspired. indeed, by the very
thought so fiippantly suggested by
Amy's clasamate) and whose success
had not brought her the happiness she
craved, she had sought to hide herself
from every one by accepting the posi-
tion she now occupied in the obscure
town which contained the seminary.
As she sank wearlily into a chair her
eyes fell upon the bunch of pansies. As
she picked them up and read the lines
a look of astonishment overspread her
face, succeeded by a glow of genuine
pleasure. Amy was one of the few real-
ly polite pupils in the large class which
she dally instructed, and the feeling
which she had entertained for her was
as nearly one of affection as she ever
sallowed herself to hold. She had been l
apprised that morning by one of the )
giris of Amy's expected departure, but |
had given it no thought at the time.
“Perhaps I have been too hard,” she
thought repentantly. *“I know I am
bitter and unforgiving. Of what use '
has Aunt Seraphina's money been to *
me? I have-benefited nobody with the
talent intrusted to my keeping—have
refused to say ‘Thy will be done.’ And -
if they really do hate me, as I have of-

-ten heard tbem say, I sappose it is my -

own fault, I will help this young girl
if 1 can,” she mentally resolved. -'sn.i
may have a future before her.”

Study hours over, and the “In-,

roocm, when a knock came at the door,
which was epeged to admit a member
of the junior depirtment, the Deater of
an envelope for “Miss Amy. Hildpeth
from Migs Graves.” ¢

It contained a4 recelpted Wil for
Aray's lessons for the remainder of jhe
year, “For apperior excellence shown
in her studies.”

with tears in her eye, as logked
#t onexnother in repentmnt silence.

“% never will again,” said Minnie

%— Graves is an angel,” was the
finai and unanimous veglict.

I am giad to be sble to recond that
Amy's picture, “A Study In Pansies”
won the prizé and also that she was
later graduated from the art depart-
ment of the seminary with the highest
honors of her class, the assistance #6
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§ and hateful. And then she always

] torted my embployer.

“Judge pot” quoted Amy woberly,
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*Confound it! D¥ckboy, how could.
you have done it?" cried Lieutensnt
Swash, panting vigorously and mop-
ping his forehead.

He laid his hat and cane on & chalr,
@rew from the depths of his pocket his
pipe and then glanced about the room
tor my tobacco bowl It was not in
gight, a fact that caused him to gase
gpon me in mute wonder, ’

“I've stopped,” 1 said, smiung.

“Stopped!” he shouted, thumping his
pipe on the arm of his chair. *Moved
to this flat in the skies and stopped
smoking! Man, man! what have you
oot done while I have been away?
You've given up——" He ceased ab-
ruptly and looked toward the doar.

*“Had I known that you were coming
t would have had a little of the weed
on hand, but I thought you were far
~way from town.”

“]I suppose I would be more welcome
it 1 were far aAway. Things have
changed In the last six months, In
the old boarding house dzys Swash
was always welcome to your easychair
and your tobacco dowl. I go away; 1
return and see you; 1 have to journey
to Harlem, pick my way through a
front stoop full of flat dwellers, ciimbd
up five flights of astirs ana get out
my pips to find that yon bave given
ap tobacco. Explain it all, Dockboy;
explain it.”
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When the conversative house of Jute
Brothers began to consider the neces-
sity of departing from an old rut and
'introducing a typewriting machine in-
to its office I was one of the strongest
opponents of the proposed innovation—
so strong, in fact, that Cyrus Jute,
"himself a .business man of theg old
school, delayed for a year the cliange
from our system of autograpbh lettera.

But it had to come. For this reason
I had from the very beginning an an-
tipathy to Miss Evelina Wiitkin.
Against the voung woman personally l
had nothing, but it was only natural
that she should be the victim of some
of that aversion which | had conceived
lor the post that she occupled.

When she entered in the morning 1
bowed, and after that she was nothing
te me, 1 mever oven heard the ratile of

keys behind me, although her desk was ' violets to put on Miss Wiltkin's dewk? Fathors took turns in glving the medi~

but a few yards ditsant,

Such being the condition of a®airs it
was impossible for me not to de sur-
prised, startlad 1 might better say,
when Cyrus Jute, one morning that I
was in his private office, seixed my
hand and ecried heartily: **Well, Dock-
boy, | wish you joy.” ‘

“Mr. Jute, please explain yourself,"
1 cried, tor 1 was greatly puzzled.

“My dear fellow, although you will
deprive us of a charming type-
writer——"

“It is a terrible mistake,’ I intar-
rapted with warmth. It was all plain
to me now; {n some manner my name
had become linked with that of Eve-
lina Wiltkin. In reply to my remon-
strance Mr. Jute whirled around three
tiznes on his office chair and l'augixod.

“Come, come, Dockboy,” he cried. "'l
know you are a sly fellow, but why
deny this? It has been the talk of the
office for a week. Young Harry But-
ternut declares that it was a case of
mutual first gight, but the assistant
bookkeeper {s positive that she didn't
get 'em untll you began the violet
scheme.”

“Mr. Jute, there is some terrfble mis-
take,” I said solemnly. *As for young
Harry Butternut, I have suspected
more than once that he had ‘em him-
self, a8 you put it, for I constantly
hear him behind me whispering to her,
and 1 am sure that Columns neglected
1o balance up his books the other night
when it ralned that he might take her
to the D station under his umbrelia.
1 know that Bocks, the shipping clerk,
sent her a valentine, because I saw the
envelope in the scrap basket, and 1t
was ip his own handwriting, disguised.

‘As for me, [ assure you, sir, that |

have never given the young woman a
thought; I have been oblivious to her
presence. Why, you know how I ob-
Jected to her introduction into the of-
fice at all.”

““It is uselesp for you to deny 1t,” re-
“It I have been
a little premature I beg pardon. But
you know the boys gave me to belleve

that there were grounds. How about
the violets?” )
“Violets! What viclets?” I was as-

tounded.

“Now, see here, Dockboy, this coy-
ness is depressing. You know as well
as I do about those violsts: how ev~
ery morning for three weeks Misx
‘Wiltkin has found a bunch of them on
her desk. All the boys deny that they
are responsible, and so no one else but
you could have done it. And they say
her smile when she gets them is worth
~—well, I possibly envy you.”

Apparently every man’'s hand was
against me. Confusion to them all! to
Cyrus Jute, the impudent young ‘But-
ternut, Columns and his superior,
Highstule, Bocks and the whole crew
of the outer office.

“1 deny it all, Mr. Jute,” T crisd. Ang
with that I fled from his presemos, .

I thought over the violet problem
long and carefully in a vain endeavor
to de¢ide whether it was possible foy

any one but me {0 have put them op

th; desk. ot
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juspicion thui reated on me becime

ireams | saw the impuden: syss of
Butternut, the glomy, craical stare of
Highstule and the Jjealous gaszs of
Bocks upon me; I telt her indocent
unile of gratttude to the axoposed
Ionor of the violets, All day long my
nind dwelt upon my unpleasant posi-
don, and the more I ponderesl the
mora 1 became convineed that the way
‘or me to clear myself was to expowe
the real donor of the flowers. Thim
jecided, my plans were quickly formu-
ated and as quickly carried out.

Our store is opened st § o'clock by
Mike, the porter. The younger clerks
tre supposed to report at that hour,
ut experience had taught me that the

‘J4rst one is never to be expected untid

3 half-hour later. 5

o I went down at 7:30, let myself in
by my key and took up a post in the
arivate office. The door was left halt
apen, so that a good view could be had
>f Miaa Wiltkin's deak,.

The, hands of the clook indicated ten
afnutes to the hour when I heard &
gey rattle, the dpor open and footsteps.
ot was Mike. I could tell by the
neavy tread. I heard him roll up the
slinds and advance toward the officea.
He was in view now through the open
ioor, and I saw him lay something on
Miss Wiltkin's desk,

“la that you, Mike?” } called.

He quickly reached out his h'tnd to
selze the flowers, but before he could
s%l them out of sight [ was at his
side.

My mind rapidly scanned thé whole
situation, It could not be that this
poor Italian was spending bhia hard
2arned wages purchasing violets at §2
3 dunch for our typewriter. He must
be an ngent, and it dehooved me to
learn for whom, if ever 1 was to re-
gain my poaition in the office.

“Mike,” 1 began sternly, “what were
you doing with those violets?!"

“Qivva de young ladie,” he replied,
sullenly.

“See here, You ruscal” I cried, selz-
ing his arm, “you might as well tell
me the truth, Who gave you thdse

[ won't stand any fooling.”

“Me givva de flow,” he
"Me lovva de lade."”

He was short and stout, but =so fat
that I doubted not that my ffteen
years® daily exercise with dumbbells
would stand me in good stead, I was
angry, terribly angry, as I felt that
the moment when I could know all
had come and thia man who had the
power to clear me refused,

“Mike,” I ecried, In & threatenng
tone, *“tell me quickly who got you »
put those sviolets there or I will shake
you within an inch of your life.”

“Mike nev toll. Leggo me,”’ he dog-
gedly retorted,

“Not untfl you tell me,” I replied,
grasping his arm tighter.

He gave a quick jerk that loosened
my hold and threw me violently
against the safs, and when I regained
my feet he was running for the door
s fast as his fat legs would carry

m,

In & minute I 'was on his back, we
were down togsther and rolling and
grappling over tho dusty floor. At
length I emerged from the struggle
bruised, bedraggied, but triumphant.
1 had my opponent face downward on
the floor and was seatet on his back,
£0 by bumping his head on the floor by
way of emphasis Y said:

“Now, Mike, I mean you no harm,

growled.

You and I have always been friends, |

and I trust that we wil]l continue so.
But I sit right hers unt!! you tell me
who gave you those violets to pui on
Miss Wiltkin's desk. Was {t Mr, But-
ternut or Mr. Brooke or——"

“Mike nev toll,” panted the pros-
trate porter, making a feeble and cas-
ily frustrated effort to free himself,

“And Mtke Is right. I appreoiate
his faithfulness,’” came a quiet voice
from behind me. And I looked up In-
to the face of Mr. Cyrus Jute,

With a heavy heart I followed the
senjor partner into his private room.
He sank into his chair and for a time
gased on me in silence as I stood wait-
ing the coming of the storm, for it
seemed fo me that my offtenses of Oght-
ing with the porter would be ample
Justification for the infliction of the
most severe measiures, But instéad of
a downpour of reproach I heard: |

“Well, Dockboy, I don't bilxhe you
much. Perhaps I should not have de-]
otlved you, but you see 1 was jealous.
I had the violets put there, and then 1
heard the boys whispering about you
and I thought that I would sound yout
—ef—t0 s8¢ how you stodd, This
morning I oame early to+sll Mike not
to put them there any more, bacause
after certain incidents Ilast night-"
"He hesitated, sad than sdded: “Uniess
yoi're a tﬁh’;‘mw' 'lltll sbout it,
anywey. Aftei ¢ n lncidents that
oceurred last nfght tbeylgvom%ﬁe ‘ut

more."”
“Mr. Jute,” I

wid, graming

‘Hays' you' §0
r“gum’ e .ot . f .t
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purpose of devising & plan to piay ntg )

the banda of the Protastxnls, axnd the
Cstholic Churck bad  appoimted . &)
special commities to make the way
taEy for the Protestants, they <onld}
uol have done hefter than they vowi ®
are doing. The frlare are gresdliyi

guarding their holdings, devoting ail
their aitention-to retalning thelr prop-
erty, while the Protestants wisely ata fomy;
awakening the people. In tem Years| phe
w2 will have & majority of the people
with thelr votes, and we can then] *“Th
spap our fingers in the face ©f the chival
whole Cathalio hierarchy. Wa will} p!
have undermined the superatitions
which now bind the people, and they
will no longer fear the priests.” Talk of th
ke this usually yields well, It hrings{

plenty of good Amwitan dollars, but}:
souls are won hy langumge a liitle
nearer to truth and not &0 far away thess are

from charity, —‘ggum‘%gz'! *

o ;
an being but are saxss in'whis
ADORED THE BLESSHD SACRA-~ humgl‘::mmg‘ s fatyliie
. MENT THROQUGHOUT THE NIGHT {
The Paullit Fathers of St. Paul the
Apostles’ church, New York City, are
more than pleased at the generous re-
sponse which wag given to their call
for mea of the parish who would give
an bour during the uight for adonng
our Lord in the Blesse? Bacrament
during the recent Forty Hours,' “We
had an aversge of 4. men foe each
hour, from 10 o'clock st night tiil 5
o'clock in the worning - The men who, planation
were fortunate enough to take advan- | their tutu
tage of our tnvitation sxy they will':
never forget the spiritual joy and com- |
fort that hour gave them. To he alone | con&
duping the desd of night in the great s¥apleicn
church, shut out trom the whole world, 9% fovm:
and in the presence of God=sit-was the ™
hour for prayer xud meditation. Ths' -

tation. The men wore a handsome’
badge with the wWord—'Emmanuel'—
‘God with us'—inacribedt on & silver
sbield, The same notlurnal adoration
was obaerved on Holy Thursday slyo.*
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CARDINAI, MARTiNELLIS, &
The return to Rome Gf His Emi. - ¢
Jence Cardinal Martinelll fndfca
that & consistory will soon be held,
probably for the crestion of new Car-
dinels, certainly for bestowal of the |
Cardinal's kat on the former Delegate: sy,
Apostolic to  Washington. . Ac the
present moment the numbap of' mem. 4y
bers in the Sacred College is Again . yun
reduced by the deaths of ssversl Care o
dinalr, ‘The present Pontiff hax flleq .
the College of Cardinli twice Over— . .
s circumstance probably unparaileled oo
in the history of the church,. There:
are stili thres Cerdimis-livibg who-.
were members of the conclave which';
~elected Leo XIH—-Cardinals Qregglis
di San Btafano, Parpochi and Isdos.
chowekl, . T
It ix afirmed thax ouly dn olie cise
has a Pops outlived the whole con.
clave which elected him, and that this
notable ocourence is.commemorsted
on s medal. The Fope was Urbkn -
WII, of the Barberinl family, and the | -
meda] bora the inscription: “F hive! .
elected yeo; ve have not slectsd me”. ~
A rosidence is being prepared. for
dertinelll in the wellknowsn

,Cardinal J. 0 b
tPalasso Borghese, in which wparts
wenty are now let out. The sltuation ¥A
of this palace is almost the centepr of MM
the city and, at & comparativel¥ ahort UM
distance from the Vatlemn, renders it MUBL¥E)
convenient &3 & Cardinal’s residence, “plece of :
‘As ho wjill pass to the Vatioan 4n his YW
carrisge a'ong the bank of the river mnd
he way havs rome dificuity in vecdg. ) thread
o - 3p thy aite of his old residen be- Ly
‘|that v.cinlty—the Jribh Augustl
conwent of Sants Marii 1 Postaru

(where his early days were phoss
| A mew parochisl school

gﬂd;
the children who attend. the ¢
of 8t. John the Baptis; in; Wil

avenue, near Lawis aventue
is to be bullt on the suth .
of Lewis and Willoughby AV,

4

been distributed to the .4

The total ie $10350.25. . .
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