YOUNG FOLKS.

NATHALIE

I saw her first carrying a great fat baby,
apparently heavier thar herself—a
small-faced girl, looking about ten years old,
but, as I afterwards found out, nearly thir-
teen. I shall always think Nathalie was
stunted by a perpetual baby burden, for her
aunt, with whom she lived, had a frequent
addition to her family, and Nathalie had
nursed babies since she was seven years old.
About that time her mother died, and the
little orphan was thrown upon the tender
mercies of her aunt. |

Madame Poiron was stout, red-faced, loud-
voioced, and with one ruling passion that all
around her should earn their salt by con-
stant work. ;

She would have liked to rise at midnight,
and set her household their tasks, but as
that was impmihls, she E;tanmd :heruelé
with beginning at dawn, grinding an
driving as nnmfhva- driver in the ante:bel-
lum days ever ventured to do.

Her husband was a farmer and miller
mear the little town of Mapleton ; her two
eldest sons worked in the fields with the
other laborers, and woe to any of them who
did not obey the imperious dame. She did
not spare herself, for constant employment
was her religion ; but she had a frame like
iron, and the strength of a strong man.

As for Nathalie, had it not been for the
babies she was required to keep out of the
way, she would have been driven to the

ve by tasks impossible for her puny
ame to orm.

As it was, she ate her hurried meals with
the everlasting baby on her lap, whom she
Was € to feed at intervals, and at-
tend to the wants of the twins, about two
years old, who sat beside her. She was
then driven out, with the three childern,
to be kept out ¢f the way until dinner-time.

““Ha, I treat the little one well !” Madame
Poiron would say to her gossips. *‘She is
my poor sister’s child, and I have oﬂtj for
her. I work myself, 1 work my children;
but for Nathalie, all she has to do all day
long is to h{‘lu the woods with the little
ones. It E play, play all the time for her,
and eat and drink of the best.” -

Madame Poiron believed faithfully what
she said.

It was during one of these *“‘play” times
that I first made the acquaintance of Natha-
lie. I had been walking through the pretty
little woodland which surrounded the town
of Mapleton, where I was spenling the
summer with a friend. Suddenly I came
upon two stout, stolid-looking children,
looking more like Dutch dolls than anyt

- else. Their laps were full of flowers, an

in front of them was lying the baby, crow-
l.u%nnd kicking up its heels.

athalie was going through a kind of
acrubatic pertormance for the amusement of
her charges, while the twins gravely stared
at her with their big expreasionless blue
eyes. Ihave seldom seen any one so active
and daring as Nathalie was, as she aprang
from one grape-vine to another, and danced
» kind of pas seui on them.

I was hidden behind a clump of bushes,
where the children did not see me: but I
noticed the little gzirl’s face was pale, and
big drops stood on her forehead frem
fatigne. \Whenever she stopped to rest, the
Datch dolls set up a howl.

““Oh, bush, Manette, hush, Marie, or
Tante Poiron will come after us! Then

she will not let us come here any more. I
am going to play ngni’? for you. Now look,

look, and see me fly |

She made a spring to a high vine, which
hung far above the one on which she was
sitting. She missed it, and fell to the
ground. In a moment I was beside her,
and lifting her up.

¢ Are you hurt ?” ' I aaked.

¢“] don’t know,” she said, rub her
head. *‘* My head hurts, but it has hart
me all day. O Bebe, don’t cxy!” Thebaby
was yelling at the of its voice, and the

chorus was swelled by the Datch dolls, who | gng any house in town. Th

were frightened by my sudden appearance,
o Dnn'b"o:ry, my darling! Thalie is coming
to you.” - : '

She rose to her feet, and sank down again
with a sharp cry.

“ Ah, my footisbroken! I cannot walk!
What will Tante Poiron say? What shall

do? Oh, what shall I do?”

‘ You will do nothing but lie here till I
come back,” I said. *¢ It is a short walk to
your aunt’s, and I will go and tell her, so
that she can send for you. Perhaps these
children will let me take them home,” Bu}
as I aporoached the twins, they threw them-
selves flat on their backs, and yelled as if I
had been the Giant Blunderbore, ready to
eat them up.

‘“ They don’t like strangers!” Nathalie
gasped. *‘ O madame, I must try to walk !”
Bat as she raised herself, she sank back al-
most fainting with agony. I walked rapid-
ly to the house, and, as I neared it, saw
Madame Poiron in the front yard, washing
some clothes, I knew. her well by sight,
and as I called her name, she raised her
monstrous, dripping arms from the suds,
and turned tv me.

‘“ What does madam want?’ she asked,
curtly.

*“ Your little niece has hurt herself yonder
in the wood. She has either sprained or
bruken her ankle. She cannot walk. ’

“* Oh, the miserable creature !” cried the
woman. ** Forever and forever doing some-
thing wrong ! And nothing to do but amuse
herself all day ! Has she hurt my children ?”
turning upon me fiercely.

¢ No, but she is bad!y hurt,’

‘ Saints be praised it is not my angela?
Nathalie is a stubborn, ungrateful girl.
And now to lay herself up, and leave me all
to dn'lu Pity she hadn’t broken her neck at
once !

* You aught to be ashamed of yourself,
Madam Pu?rl;n " I cried, Y

child, I will do s0.”
‘. And where does madame think I can

goes, I must!” '
She stode off, and I followed her, for some-

how the idea of a dove in a walture's claws
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that momens I saw aman whom I knew well

indignantly. *‘ If
you do not intend sending help to tlfa poor

|

Pierre was. & good, humane fellow, more S8he Got to Thinking Hﬂ'l‘w:ﬁ&'??lﬁ

'F
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than willing to do a kind /set, and lifted | Be- £
thalie into his cart at ‘onocg. Madame |- :

g:irun.gmwling like & “iasd taken er-| They were si *m'h tht:::in

self off with the baby in her arms, and the parlor, sayimg inking such.

Datch dolls toddling after. Bat lovers do nop need to say much to b
¢¢ But then this is & bad business for you, | com ble.

Nathalie,” Pierre said, as he jogged along.
¢« That old fire-cat is going to-give you-hard
times,” :

I never have easy times; - Monsieur
Pierre,” she answered, with her p

The little clock on the mantel for a con-

siderable time had been the only speakers ‘produced by hard and soft water in cooking

Its tick, tlck, tiok, ‘tick, weemed tothe
youth to ny,'Ki- jmr. kiss her, kiss her.
To the maiden it #aid, leap year, leap year,

voice, the tears rolling down her white face. leap year, and its reiteration of this ll!bl"lﬂ

# T would wish to be dead, and with mamma, | {

if it was ot for the children, but I love
them, and they lové me.” . -

“* Love you! Jast listen tc her! The
little vampires that suck -her life-blood.

the maid to break the silences :
¢« How fupny some people are I” ﬂ?ﬂii
¢ Fanpny ?” : - =
“*Yes, ?ma people who are going to be
married !’ i e <
“QOh!”

The tyrants that get her more beatings than ?
I mtymnnt ! .&ngﬂﬂ, madame, you ];]Er her| *Yes; some want to be married inb;h_hll*
say she loves them?” loon, some on $he middle arch of & ge,
‘¢ Yes, they do love me,” she sighed.|some in & boat, some in a railroad train,
*¢ Monsieur Pierre, they are all I have in | some on horseback, some on the. dg: of &
the world. Tante Poiron is not always| precipice, some down in & r?mlmﬁm—
cross, She has good days, youknow, and is| “ Yes I have noticed it. :
kind, bat then, you see, has so many| ¢ What is their objee ) Iwnndpr!' |
children, she has no love to spare for me.” ¢ Man of course,” . .
«That’s certain and sure,” Pierre mut-| ‘Bat I mean their nh]nﬁh in getting
tered in his heavy beard, but wé had reached married out of the usual way.” . =~ . .
the farm-house, and he lifted Nathalie out|{ ¢ Well, I'll tell what I think, They

tenderly. '
. ¢ Farewell, madame, and thank you,” she

said, as he bore her into the house.
1 thought often of Nathalie during the

!m:t few weeks. I heard her ankle was

sprained, but that she was doing well, I
did not venture to call, for it was evident
that Madame Poiron had taken an inveterate
dislike to me. But I was ghdintn .B:il :]llu
little girl walking out one morning wi e
baby fl}rhur arms, I hurried forward and

intercepted them. Nathalie was thinner| with a glowing cheek maid :

than ever, but her eyes—lovely eyes they|- * I've been John—-"

were—brightened at sight of me. | ““Yes?" hesaid, in atively. |
“ Are you quite well, Nathalie ?”” I asked.| “‘I've been thin how frnny it would
“ My th hurts me a little, madame, but| be—" (a pause and a T H&L

I can walk, It is the first time I comld| *‘Well, Bella, you been thinking

carry Bebe—aweet Bebe?” enthus- | what 1" -

iastically the pasty faced infant. * We are| _*‘I've been thinking how funny if would

ing to have a fele in the woods, Bebe and
f."lhnﬁngmnﬂtthwmhldin
one hand. *‘ There is a slice of pie and a
piece of cake, and O madame, will you not

| come to our fete "

I said I would, but I must run home fiist
for so ing, That something was an
addition to the tea- in the shape of
some fruit I had just received. It was good
to see the delight in Nathalie’s eyes, when
I laid my contribution before her.

““(0) Bobe! Bebe?" she acreamed, clap-
ping her hands, “bananas, Bebe ! Oranges!
and lovely white grapes ! Oh, they are too
beautiful to eat !”

When the repast was over, Nathalie
wrapped what remained in her apron for
Bebe and the twins. . :

"; You look quite happy, Nathalie,” I
BRld. .

‘‘ Happy ? ah yer, madame, there is noone
happier than I am to-day. Only think, I
can walk again and nurse Bebe. I love all
the children, but Bebe is a real angel of
heaven !” |

i1 “tliithﬁ wund&uring over. tha.ft starved
young life whose only modioum of sunlight
was putty-faced Bebe. What was happiness
after all? A ill-treated waif, whose
daily bread was flavored by harsh words,
sat there under God’s blessed sunlight and
i}-ﬂ.llﬂd herself happy. I gave up the prob-

em.

Several weeks passed, and although I was
often on the watch, I raw nothing of Nath-
alie, The house where my friend and I

boarded commanded a full view of the Poiron| P

farm ; for some days none of the men had
been working in the fields, and the lound
voice of Madame Poiron was silent.

* What is the matter over at Poiron’s 1"
I asked our landlady, Mrs. Blake,

Mrs. Blake turned very red and looked
confused. _

¢ El'l' thfu tr}tht.ht;;:hmal:t like to tell
you, ladies, for t you might get
scared, and there ain't a bit of ighr’ %:r
there’s no communication between the farm
've got small-

x there bad. MNearly all the family are

own with it. Old Poiron caught it from
a tramp. Two of the children will die to-
night, and they say the old madame can’t
live. There is no oneflto attend them but
one of the boys and little Nathalie.”

¢ She is not sick, then ?” I sald reiieved.

“ Nathalie? no. Old D who has
been there—he’s had small-pox himself—told
Mr. Blake, the child goes from one to the
other with Bebe in her arms. Bebe has
small-pox, too, and she never puts it down.”

I cannot express all I felt when the next
day I saw the funerals leave the cottage—
one of the sons and one of the smaller chil-
dren, Mrs. Blake did not know which. Then
a few days afterward the hearse stopped
again, and two small white coffins were
breught out. They held the poor little
Datch dolls.

After that, I heard of the gradual recovery
of the other patients and that Nathalie did
not take the di » Nearly a monthelaps
ed, wund I was prepiring to leave Mapleton
when, in one of my walks, I came suddenl
upon Nathalie, leading her aunt by the l:mdj.'

“Oh, I am 80 glad to see you, madame !”
she cried. ‘‘ We are taking a little walk,

Tante Poiron and L. She is getting quite|

G
.am glad to ree out,” I e
hurdhuwillynnmm e i :
“Is it the kind city lady, 'Thalie " she
asked. ‘I am blind, madame. I live,
yes ; but never to ses again! Helpless,
useless, ah I With a groan.she threw up
her gaunt arms, and her face, torn and

help? Call the men out of the field ltt%.i: bat se says, ‘No 1 No I ¥

hour, and lose 80 much time ? No ; if any one

ploughed by the dread disease, full of des.

pair.
“Oh hush, Tante!” Nathalie cried.

““Am I not here to help you, and do all
you want 1"

“Lsave you and Bebe I” - Nathalie cried !
“ Never ! With you is my home as long as

got manied in this way so that they can
tell their children and their :
they were married under peculiar circum-
stances, as, for instanoce, ¢ Your mother and
me, children, were married in a ooal mine,’
or ¢ Your other and me, children,
were married in a balloon.”” i

¢ 1’11 bet that’s just the reason,” said the
maiden. :

¢ Of course it is the reason.”

There was a

be if—"

“Yes.” '

¢ If when the subject of marriage comes
up thirty or forty years hemce you could
point to me and say: ‘Why, children,
your grandmother proposed to me in leap

year and we were married a few weeks|

.fm*l »y
John is very busy these days furnishing a
nice little cottage, and Balla is mgd-
ing the making of her wedding dress.
The O1d, Old Btory.
I think *‘feather-weight” is the name that

they gave
‘The umbrella I purchased to-day.

They called it aright, for the thing took
And alas! it has floated away.

The True Reason. =~

] see,” sxid Mr. Barkins, * that there

are a million more women than men in Ger-

many.” ;
do that

y.
“ Yes,” said Mr. Smarty ; ** they
to evade the military requirement of the
Ejrmgwmm % |

A Too Jealous Husband,

Mra. Gotham(to French maid)—** Why,
this is indeed sudden, Babette. Why are
you going to leave me?”

Babette {nlm:gglng her shoulders)—
 YVetre mari—your husband, vous com-
renez —ees too jealoose—disposition.”
¢ What do you mean, Babette?" .
“I ﬂt dufmﬂlg—'a .will not p.rmi'itﬂrlu to
prom m AVes personne— an
one but him.'r" 2 %

Babette is allowed to go without any fur-
ther words. |

J

Scene in a private boarding-house. First
'bal.rdor—“‘l‘ﬁ'a’l some one in Mras. De
Boots’ room ; I hear her talking.”

Second boarder—*‘ It's a man, Listen.”
Jl::[i"': De Boots in her room—* Kiss me,

Chorus of boarders in an undertone—
“Oh!0Oh!0h!and her hushand’s name is
Charlie 1" .

Mra. De Boots within—** Do you love me
Jack 7" i

masculine voice in - W

I should smile I”- i e

Boarders outside—*‘ Heartless creature !
We shall leave this very day. Let us
confront her at oncs.”

They knocked and o the door

them with her parrot on her finger.
“‘Oh |” they exclaimed, *‘we heard your
parrot talking and came in to see him.”
‘“ Speak to the ladies, Jack,” says Mrs.
De Boots with a quiet smile. '
She had boarded before.

- No Brains to Blow Out-
She—Mr. Sillihead sent me such a lovely

hero himself. The hero is disa i

love, and at last blows his brﬂuw 2
The other She—Well, Mr. Sillihead

| couldn’t do that, at all events—for reasons

Diffieult to Fit. .

afternoon for shoes. Mr. Sissy. it
is such a task to fiod shoes to exactly suit
one s self. '
Mr, Sisty (never at a loss)—Ya-as, I im.
zlkni:g you might find it a formidable under-

= w Water ‘i one of the seorsts of ocooking,”

Water in ﬂm s

sententiously a well-known chef up-town
to a New York Masl reporter. :
¢ | suppose you mean that all food In its
raw state should be washed ?” |
“ No of the kind,” replied the artist.
“ A few understand many effects

vegetables and meat. . If and beans, for
i::g;nuu, are cooked in mﬁ? water, contain-
ing lime and gypsum, they will not boil ten-
"der, because these sibstances have a tenden

cy to harden vegetable caseine. Now, many
oashables, as ogions, boll ieely tatalons i

soft water, because all the flavour is boiled

and in the case of onions, causing the vege.
tables to retain their particular flavouri
principles, besides such nutritious matter as
might be lost in the soft water. Some o°

s actual ex

{#auch more readily

pause. Then the maiden |9

simultaneously. Mrs, De Boots confronts|

novel, and I kzow he meant me to think th |

the fineat dishes in the world are ruined b
the use of hard water when soft is requlrocf
It is a science that can best be learned . by
emce as assistant chef, It re-
quires a long apprenticeship and a mnatural
aptitude to become a great cook and to under-
stand water. Now, to extract the juice of
meat to make a broth or soup, soft water,
unsalted and cold first, 1s the best, for it
penetrates the tissue ; but

for boiling, where the juices should be ra-l

hard water, or soft water salted, is
preferable, and the meat should be put in
while the water is boiling, so as te close up
the pores at once, I have two assistants,
and once a week I lecture them on the pro
per use of hard and soft water, in cooxing
certain dishes. In answer to your facetious
uestion above, I will state that not only

raw food should be clean, but the water

a leng way in k a first-class cuisine in
& healthy and tary oondition.
e
Thurder Proverbs,

If the birds be ailent ex thunder.

If the oattle run around and collect to-
gether in the meadows t thunder,
If the clouds grow rapidly larger expect

much rain, and also thunder.
d'Two currents in Summer indicate thun-
Is 2
If there be any falling stars during a clear
evening in-Summer expeot thunder.
Increasing atmospheric electricity oxidizes
ammonia in the air and forms nitric acid,
which affects milk, thus acoounting for the
gouring of milk by thunder.
Thuander in the evening indicates much
raln..

When it thunders in the morning it will
rain before night.

Thunder in the north indicates cold, dry
weather.

Thunder from the south or southeast in-
dicates foul weather; from the north or
northwest, fair weather.

With a north wind it seldom thunders.

Much thunder in July injures wheat and
barley. e

Thunder in the Fall indicates a mild
open Winter.

Distant thunder speaks of coming rain.

Got the Biz Head.

“Good mornin’ to ye, Mrs. O'Raherty.
An’ 'ave ye any more news from M
Ann an’ the Frinch count at Chitauky ?”

“Not a wurrnd, Mrs, O'Flaherty, sinoe
the last coime I heard from her.”

¢¢ Is the Frinch count, as ye do call him,
wid her yit, I do wonder 1"

- % Indade an’ I don't know for sure, an' I
don’t care, for I don't feel very well this

mornin’; I have a head as big as a bushel,
an’ [ know Ann'’s good an’ boost
and quanely will carry her through

twheriver she may be; an’ ‘pon me soul, I
belave it's to the liquor shtore I must be

' an’ home at laist a quart of the
critter, as this is wash day an’ the colonel

himsel’ isn’t well at all at all’ naither.”

It Made Him a Little Vexed.

‘‘ Adolphus, d'ye know that I'm. a little
mn%;t hsppﬂuimd Ar:’h 1d

““ What . ar, o i

“ Well, you know I&.ﬂde’mrnbl?yun my
singing. e were at the piano, *‘I'll s
one more song and then go homs,’ I said.”

““ Was it late ?” el
“ About %" uﬂ
“«And what did she say " P G

‘‘ She said, ¢ Can’t you go home first ?'

vexed about it.”

Profitless R&maﬁbmna.

Binhn[; (on his semi-annual mnnd}—S/;

you don’t remember me, Bobby ?

; Bﬂhh}—-Nvlﬂ, Iil‘.

5 .f?hﬂp_I remember you very well in-
Bobby—That s0? Well, why didn't youn

bring me something ?

An Accommoadating Young Man.
Her Father—I can't give her any dowry.

I am very poor, Mr. Browne. My little all
won't foot up to more than $25,000. -

Mr. Browne—Oh, $35,000 is enough for
us to begin on, Mr, Jamyth, .

. I'ile It Away for Future Use.

‘ Papa,” sald a beantiful girl, * yo
Mr, Thistle has written me a : ote in w
ha‘ﬁ#lﬂm to be his wife,”

‘vwwritten you anote? Why in thund
di??it he ﬁanﬂlimlalf B 4 =
bt wo ve been pl ter that wa
no dnulﬁ‘rpl, but I mppuutofutll a Htg;
timid, . think how much
more binding a note is.”

out. The addition of salt often checks this, }

£ good luck to the one who wﬂ;ﬁd brigg

goes | the lﬂl’ﬁﬂ, any one Can, m“hhh .

OLOVER L‘;].B,\\

“

the Tm'u; h'l

lIt is generally k““ﬁltm Sremy
clover is an ﬁmhl.lm of Tﬁ.ﬂi &l..h‘
bﬂiﬂg that St, Pﬁtﬁﬂk ﬁﬂt bh l'hi IN
trate hﬂ“’ three Beparate 'uh] Tned
leaves, mﬂlﬂ; yot form opg H‘?, e o
to J- B.. Fflndfﬂiﬂh. it wﬁ B at %
symbol, ﬁ!prming ﬁliﬂiﬂn very
ancient Germans ag sy, e
Er.dﬂ of Dﬂlidl, Bu- El:;th

And as one legend or myth o Noophyry,
hﬂgﬂ“ many, so thers m‘,m it
o number ; which, howevey ﬂf'“' thh
clover with four leaves, the r;ri refer o
gave rise to the belief that it 7 of whiy

When sitting in t},
A lit'l:_lﬂ fuﬁr.iu:ﬁgr:;?“lu
'Tis luck for thee and hek?;t
O¢ luck for any lover, W

It is beleived in the .
h“ LU mrP H ] formlgi?uyazl :it;t if “T“
art of working wonders gagj] e

the peasanta believe that if 5 tray -
N ell
at this time fall asleep, lying on ;
by a certain brook; there will mﬂt'n’
white dove bearing a four-leaveq iy
‘which it lets fall on the 8lezper's m
Shuould he awake before it fades apg
once put it iato his meuth, he will 8
:he power of becoming invisible at ulliﬁ]}?_Illll
A,'.Imn‘gur supersticion related iy 1y
‘*Zeitachrift fur Denteche Mythologis ";
the effect that if, while a priest Eﬂ i

lay & four-leaved clover on h;
the unfortunate clergyman ﬁ :.utnhah:'h
to utter a word ; he will stand stock otil)
and bewildered until the person who hy
played the trick pulls his robe, Thea s
can proceed, When all is over the man i,
regains his “* four leaf” will always han
lack at all kinds of gambling. If he hy,
tendency to tenpins in America or topigs
pios, i’f.It be in Germany, he makess gy
;t.rlilka or alle neune every time he rollyy
It would seem by this that thongh ta
trifolium isa religions symbol, the fugml’l 1:
smacks of a darker influence. If the bearer
or wearer of a four-leaved clover should
come acroes witchwork or any uncanny per
formance, he can detect or spoil it all u.
harmed. If a man loves a woman (or vie
versa), and ean obtain two four-leaved ck-
vers, and induce her to eat one whils b
himself swallows the other, mutual loveis
sure to result. Nay, according to vay
ﬁf authority, even a trin-patriai
or three-leaved clover, will have this
effect. Moreover, it is advisable on all o
casions when you make a gift to anybody,
no matter what it is, to conceal in it ace
ver, since it will render the gift doubly
aoceptable.
_ "Also : Take a four or three-leaved clover,
and, making a hollow in the end or topd
ur al k or cane, put the leaf there
n, taking oare] not to injare it, and clow
the opening carefully. Then, so longssyn
walk with it, you will be less weary thail
it were wanting, and will enjoy luck in maay
Ways.
A German proverb says of a lucky mas,
‘¢ Er hat sin vierblattriges Kleeblatt gefus-
deu "—*'He has found a four-leaved clover.”
On this test Dr. Wilhelm Korte in his
‘s Sprichworter der Deutchen,” preaches e
following homily: * ¢ This is,’ you say‘s
stupid superstition.’ Did you ever knows
man who was ganz und gar, utterly and &
tirely devoid of superstition! For if yn
did, be sare there was othing in hin."

i

Mr. J. A. Donaldson in reply to a leétx
regarding the fanilure of the crops this ses-
son, and y in the fall wheat, sajs;
“ The question arises why the farmers &
sot turn their attention to other branchesdl
industry. None demands more favourable

consideration than flax. The armﬂ.!.’m
per acre obtainable from flax is as large &

5ing | that usnally got from wheat and the priosk

about the same per bushel, with the w
of flax four pounds to the bushel less

that of wheat. The produce of flax %
when properly prepared for market,

of short crops of wheat would
well to visit the Goml:‘:iu of ‘f"r"'_ﬂ11'l'1'E"""""'.'“d
Warerloo, where they will find in conaecti®
with ‘the Doon flax mills some 1,400 ""i:
under flax, and a still larger acreage 18

the firm of James Livingston & Lo. ¥
also grown in other portions of thes
In fact, the success of this branch b

dian industry is best shown in Manito
among the Mennonites, wherell 18 ascertall

il

Humming Birds as Pets

solf with humming birds as pe®.

build their nests in the lsce carai iy
have raised little families 1n th:h“h
There are plants for them t0 ﬂfwi
and every day the florist sends 8 Mooy
fowers for them to extract the hooey oy
They are like little rainbows E7E
the'room, and they light on £ g
their dainty mistress with perfec
She has an especial affinity 10F 15 oo b
race, and pigeons, canaries

. Y
The English Government hﬂ%

for the loss of life and E.;:rmﬂﬂ shi?

by the Sultan running
in Spanish waters. e

i . Persons com-
‘¢ And did ch " [ == N ] ;uh;a even more than seed rd
‘*“ Yes, Adolphus. I tell you I'm a little

neighborhood of Baden in connection :ﬂ'

A young lady of New York .WTE |
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CHAPTER V.

A EETTL EMENT, AND THE
' ’l_. ' gNG SYSTEM.
’.ﬂ-unﬂhlﬁnﬁ_ﬂ‘“ is the qu

s I'm sure it's
«Your houst ' igible wrecch.

the :
: had no fine slack,
"'li"'; J " i I
.-imﬂi'ﬁ"“l"“’” i

SPei ' that's wound u
iﬁ:f':fa?;o;n:inﬁu e &f
my most serviceable spools.
"fw give you that; I wa
] oau

= 1] " ask you to ive it
f:d__:umwib till father go

whhl he would make haste,

n{i Jumber of things you have

e, and which [ cannot longer
n

ing look, a
ghe gave me & !:nuwllng .
trinmph.
o ov oo 0 to mgntiun the
: h.!i was oconstantly annoyed
' le, to » worth English farm
P oi pear US 3 he fell a-laug
nt that I did not k}nuw the
: as well as hﬂlﬂ.ld. or L&
- ed with them long.
| fﬂ:l best way, says he, ¢ to
hem, is to 88 them sharply «
+ « and if they give you no s
¥ , order them to leave the kl'
pelieve I can put you in &
- Enj'lumagmaﬂ article of t
+ them @ trifle over the price,
+am to bring the change. wil
e gpon it that it.vnll be long b
hla YOO ..gun.’
Inlrim tient to test the effic
me hat very afterncon X
eught me a plate of butter for -
1o was three and nine-pence ;
m, by-the-by, that it was worth
#] have no chmga_,'f giving her
#hat you can bring it me to-mort
Ob, blessed experiment ! for the
we quarter dollar I got rid of thi
girl for ever ; rather than pay me
satered the honse again.
About a month after this, I
paking an apple-pie i the kitche
'IWEE"E ed hir M1
itch-l1i er ill-lo
too foto the deor, and drawled tk

BORC,
“Do youn want to buy a rooster
Now, the sucking-pigs with wh
been regaled every day for three
the tavern, were called roasters
snderstanding the familiar phras
country, I thought she had a suck

- & one "

" Is it qoodﬁ!‘ﬂ ‘

* What do you ask for it ¥”

“Two ‘ih!rl'kwarl-!.”l'11 ks

#Phat is very cheup, if it 18 al
1 dém’t like them under ten

oy _

“%en or twelve pounds! Wh
what do you mean? Wonld yor
rooster to be bigger nor a turkey

We stared at each other. Ther

some misconeeption on my

ing the roaster up ; and if

I will buy it, though I must conf
am not very fond of roast pig.”

“ Do you call this ignig!” sai
merchant, drawing a fine game
R At e i o o

y at my mis
pald her down the momey for
bird. This little matter settled,
sbe would take her departure
roceter proved the dearest fowl 1
eYer Was ht.

“Do you keep backy and s

ys she, sidling cloee up to me.

We make no use of those ar
“How! Not use backy |
Bhe paused, th" added G
pa en ed in a
confidential tone :

“I want to ask you how you
stands 1

*It stands in the copb .ard,”

‘what all this might meaxr

e that ; but have yon

ol began '

now to suspect whs
customer the stranger was.

*“Oh, you 'H;lnt to borrow sc
BODO W0 spare.”’

“You don’t say so. Well,
stingy. I never asked anything
fore. I am poor, and you are ri
l‘nmblldp:: with the headag

does me any good buta c

§
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“The money I have just gi
~ buy a quarter of a pound of the

“I guees that isn t mine.
lﬂpn.fuﬁu my neighbour. Shgq
I pe to sell it for her ¢

Money !” she added,
tone, ‘¢ Where should I ge: mc
H‘-m; people in this coun
sand those who come o
soon loge it. But Emily
b that you are tarnation rick
Jour money from the old co
£%0e8 yon can well afford to lend
A %pounfal of tes.”

]H'ihhbonr! Where do y¢
A ix your name ?”
¥ name is Betty Fye—ola
the log shanty cver tI
-yourn. The farp
son. I'm a widow
3 3nd ‘tis—— hard to scrat
40, you swear ?”
‘Whien one’s vexed. Every
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