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His Fxtravatrant Wife. Tbt invitation was for dinner at half-past six, but Mr. Finally, that all things might be in keeping, she cleaned
“ Blair had warned his wife that her gueata would no the whole room, making it cheery and homelike.

She was the miniater'a wife, and, therefore, the parti- doubl arrive early ; eo, promptly at five o'clock, ahe Thus, a tiny flower shed a gleam of light in one of the 
culer property of the ladies of her husband's coogrega- presented herself in hie study. dark places of the earth.
tton. Furthermore, she was not only young and pretty, ' Do you think tl^s blue silk waist is too gay," she For some time flowers have been gaining in popularity,
. . ... .. . w en incited. both in the home and in the schoolroom, where, silently

unm а а і y y “Wot el dear;!' aaid her buebaud, looking up from but sweetly, they exert a subtle and refining influence
object of criticism to the women of Brookville, who re- hla manuscript. "IVa very pretty and, if the lavqnder 
garded her gowns »■ ■ tacit reproad» to their own.

"You*11 ^ «, rrpotatton with that a™». norothy," „„ ... fte dtpth of щШя[ , bu,y telcber rectivtd „
■id het hu-hend, .. he watched her errejring her*11 f°r The guceta arrived. aud promptly »t half-paat «ж. Mrs. quillle bouquet of rare flowers, which ehe placed on her 
bet fuel appearance at Brookville church, in a dainty glair led the way to the dining room, where the table Девк.
lavender lawn F.very one will say that 1 married an K{ with her pretty wedding silver and china.г Not a pupil but looked at and admired them. All
extravagant wife." ... , “There wasn't a pie there," Mra. Gibbs reported to through the trying day their calm beauty and fragrance

“Kstravagast, deer !” exclaimed Dorothy, ln surprise her ,iaUKht*T) when they reached home, late ifi the even- were a benediction to the heart of care 
" Wh, .hU I. nothing het »d 1 UMd. it |BX ..hul „ . mlgl„y ,«,1 din,,.,. " ,t ha. long been cu.tom.ry to uro flowers for peraoo.l
ror-“ Th. .hole thin, ®ce, ribbons sod .11 dido "What did you have, m»?" inquired Nellie, eagerly. Comment .nd for the orn.ment.tion of weeriug apparel,
cost-over two dollars.” • Well," s.«id her mother, aa aoe carefully unpinned In these times of practicalingennity, artificial flowers

“I take It all back, then,” aaid Use minister, laughing ; her strings, "first we had some tomater eoup, 'n greBl beauty are manufactured.
"t*t it y.*wtllwror euch c«u.*) lteb little dreaeM, you rt,, h.d somethin' like toasted hrewl.qu.rni «read How much more soluble they are for trimming th.n 
must rspn t <*ГГКЧІ Iwtlseto crtlletM yon The «die „щ, It. Then we chicken-curried chicken, I think she birds, or the plumée of birds cruelly destroyed in the 
of s poor country рмеоп shoeld hyre her ejections wt died it "u* rice 'if ulsters. Th.t w.s reel good, love «won of the умг to Mtlsfy . useless .nd foolish 
l.r .hov. «ch thin*. ..skirt, with ruffle, high .1 the Then the girl d&red .w.y our pl.te., V brought on в «prie. 1
- eh indtow* th. front " * nuu o' lettuce *n’ sunt oil dreestn'to rut with it, 'n' Before scieotifle levestlgstiou h.d r«ched its present

As the mielMer had propbeatad, the o' the с„сЬи1 cheero Then -let's see ; whet did we h.ve development, decoctions of herbs snd flowers were el-
cou,«,.ttone...«dth.t morning upon the bride, mther Jia , oh, yea, I know , soul. 1ІЦІ. pufl .hi.,.- mo« the only known romedtea. A. it is, the, form the
than upon lb« groom » eerroon, and few of- the women popper, with sauce ; 'n' then the queerest thing coffee basis of many of the beat medicines.
present hut had taken in етету detail other drew, from ln lltlll le.n). hit. o'cup. nhoul .. big u Mamie'. doll Th. world of flown* i. th, bom. of th. bee end bird.
Ihe violets in he, h.l », the patent-leather tipe of her cups BesM. thsl, she h.d some csndled ginger in n strangely «*, „( pil« wouM they seem were N.tu.e

glsm dish, that she |*seed sround " robbed of her fair children of light, Ihe flower. ; .nd
"So yon had . good time, ma," «1.1 Nettie wistfully grant would he the low to man, who so lag.niou.ly .p. 
“Klegeot," replied her mother. "And whnt do you pruprintn. Ihe stem, of the little tmir bee 

suppose she told me? When we finished, ahe says,
'Now, Mra. Gibbs, juat for fun, I want yon to guess bow
much title dinner corn.' 1 didn't know », I ga.e np, bleme-'w lart.nM, the row of KngUn<|, the thi«le,of 
■he said the whole Ьиашем. chicken 'o' all.ioaiy cort n Bcotlend, the .h.mrock ol Ireland, .nd Ihe fill» of 
dollar. I didn't sc how she did It, w Tukedher. Hraeee. With the chooring ol *ch of the» I. uwdnted 
"That'a easy enough,' ae* she, 'n* then ahe asked Mr. aeea legend or romance 
Blair for a piece o’ paper *n' a pencil. Then ehe lingered Tbs hardy, but homely, thistle
It out. There w.s tom.ter roup that coet .bout ten blem. the «оту go* th.t when. body ol In rodera were ' 
cents. Then she counted up chicken V rice ЧГ every climbing up,, step to «rouit . Scottish crotle, one of 
l.»t thing it just cenie out slreighl, one dollar." ,bem .upped upo„ . щшіе. curing him to cry out with

“Smart, i.n't she ?" s*id Nettie, admiringly. p»ln, .ml .wiken th. rontry. Thu. nr Scotland roved
“An'.he make. .11 her own -1 re.ro., too," pur.ue.1 lrom Ignominy. Kver гіпс, th. thlrile Hu been honored 

her mother. "An* she eays she’ll show you how to make м her national emblem 
one o' them cut skirts you’ve been so aet on havin'."

;
for, be it known unto yon, every child ie a lover of

lawn coet seven cents a yard, that must have at least coet flowers.

/•

opinion was гмсіпчі until the eewing circle met a 
ltrough up, die-week later, when Mrs. Blair's 

cueeed, sat upon and a verdict of “guilty of extravag
ance" rendered unanimously

“That purple drees she wore Sunday muet have coet a 
beep," aaid Mra. Oibbe, beating away vigorously upon 
unbleached muslin undergarments-for the Indians. * 

“Well, that's just where you're mistaken, Martha," 
said a mild old lady, pausing in her work at., the eewing 
machine. “She told my Jennie that she made it hereelf, 
and it only coet two dollars.''

“That may be," aaid Mrs. Gibbs, still more sharply, 
but there's no need to have so many. I've seen her wear 
five, six— ■», seven—different dresses since she’s been 
here, besides no end o' shirt waists.’’

41 wouldn't mind about her dressing eo," said 
Barnes,, meditatively threading a needle ; but, bein' 
live next door, 1 know somethin' o' what they have to 
eel, and she is a wasteful provider, I must say. Fruit 
every morning fore breakfast, and dear knows what all.

lu the age of chivalry flowed were not unknown to 
valor and to fame. i*owerful nations choee th

a strange em

From all time flowers have been immortalised by poet
“Oh. that’ll be lovely !" exclaimed her daughter with end bard. They have been aptly alluded to in illustration ' 

enthusiasm. "I do want one like she wore last Sunday."- Gf many important truths. “Life, bow like a flower, 
"Well," said Mrs. Gibbs, reflectively, as she set her lasting for an hour." 

beet bonnet away in its box, "I did think the minister’s 
And hut night .he made croquette, for .upper," (Мім wife WM c,tr.v.g.nt, but sh< isn't a bit. She', real 
Вагам proopunccd it "crok.y.,") Mvin. j.._Mre, E)sie Dunam.Yele, in Presbyterian.

“Supper !" snifted Mrs. Gibbs, scornfully. "She 
don’t have no supper at night. She has dinner, and 
lunch at noon ; and one night I went by when she had 
comp’ny from the city and she had candles on the table.
Candles, mind you, with yellow paper shades 1"

The mild-faced old lady paused again at the machine.
“Ceodles?" she said, inquiringly. “Well, now, I Is it not to fill the earth with fragrance and beauty?
«II that right Mvin'of her. Candles ia lota cheeper'n Only a few short weeks ago the frost king reigned Fitting т№ш of weal or of woe, tributes of affection
oil." V aupreme, but now " the long, hard winter i. over," ice 4 to »nd they appeal atrongly to the emotional

But her voice waa loat in the general clatter,of tongues, and enow and cold have vanished at the magic touch of °  ̂seems to us a most suitable
which promptly end poritively denounced Mr». Blair м Spring ; Earth, awakened to renewed life and activity, hmg that they .houldbe eipreaaive of sentiment, should
wasteful snd extravagant. , i. g.y with her aoftest verdure, and radolent with the have . language of thdr own. They remind u, of the

A few hours later, at the personage, the minister wm breath of early flowers, sweet harbingers of the more ГЖ1 ^ ° J11*11 u8 ^Llrl ' °ve ftn
vainly endMvoring to defend himself agsinst the re- luxuriant bloom of Summer. of th, mfimte-tenderaeas and watchful care of Him
proechea of his wife. So wondrous is the change, so marvelous the tranefor-

“I know it was eavesdropping. Dot," he said, penitent- mation, that it seems like the passing from death unto 
ly ; “but it was such a temptation. I was in the study life, 
over there st the church, and when they started in about
your fruit for breakfast end candles at dinner, I just" had flowers on the ledges of precipitous mountain side ; song Once a fox, being driven by some dogs, and getting far
to listen. It was too funny." of bird and brooklet join to swell nature’s glorious ahead, entered a wall. Then he met a gray rabbit.

"It was eavesdropping,” aaid his wife , with as much anthem of praise unto Him that sitteth upon the circle ''Good-morning, Bob !" said the fox, with his most 
dignity as a small woman can assume when sitting on a of the heavens. gracious smile.
cricket at her husband's feet. “It was most disgraceful How joyously the little children search garden and "Good-morning, Ren," answerèd the rabbit, elated
eavesdropping, but I'll forgive you on one condition." woods in quest of flowers, holding tight with chubby that his family, the Grays, were at last recognized by the

"Which is ?” began the minister, inquiringly. fingers the coveted treasures ! How carefully they sort fox folks.
and bind them !

I

It What can be more pleasing or restful to those wearied 
in body or in mind than bright, refreshing flowers ? 
Their great variety, perfection of form and brilliancy of 
color, their sweet fragrance, combine to delight the sen
ses and to make them more attractive than any other 
natural production. How they have interwoven them
selves with our lives. From youth to old sge, rich and 
poor alike, inf sickness or in health, welcome the beauti
ful flowers.
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The Mission of Flowers.
BY M. ELLA SHERMAN,
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who clothed thelillies of the field.—N. Y. Ledger.
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The Fox and the Rabbit.Flowers in the garden, flowers in the field and forest,

?" began the minister, inquiringly. 
“That you let meeinvite Mrs. Gibbs and her husband 

here to dinner some evening, and I'll get np the nicest 
dinner I know how for the least money." /

“Candles with yellow shades ?" inquired her husband. 
“Candles with yellow shades, and I'll wear a decollete

?
The fox chatted very pleasantly, asked how burrowing 

What marvel all this râptured gladness ; every season was, if berries were plenty, and if he ever saw .any hens
bud and blossom and leaf are as perfect as if fresh from straying out from farmyards into the woods.

The rabbit answered all the questions as a good rabbit 
? should. Burrowing, he said, was slow, but berries were
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the hand of the Creator.
Who shall say that flowers have not a mission on earth

Besfd<des very red, especially the checker-berries, and as for hens, 
“Then, when it’s all over” I'll tell her how much^^he being suggestive of thrift and good ta ste, their presence he avoided them. He never could bear a cackle! Sim-

gives an indescribable air of elegance and ease.
The choicest, and, in fact, nearly all our perfumes, are

distilled from flowers. To the artist and student of added. “The autumn puts new life into my bones,’ he 
botany every species of plant, every blossom is a study continued, "and braces me right up !" 
in itself, a complete and wonderful work.

A little girl living in the slums of one of our great up this morning, hanging by the neck from a sapling, 
cities found on the street a Are geranium all in bud.

Joyfully she carried i^home, planting it in a broken Snagg’s snare."
The rabbit turned pale.
The fox now thought of the delightful breakfast he 

was driven from when those vulgar hounds came upon

They beautify and make home attractive.* drees if you make fun of trie," said hie wife decidedly.

plidty was hie motto.
“The harvest moon and frosty nights for me 1" he

whole thing coat, and surprise her."
“Bxcellent!'' said Mr. Blair, admiringly. “If you 

develop many more such original ideas, I'll have yon 
write my sermons for me."

So the next day a note was sent from the 
requesting the presence of Mr. end Mrs. Gibbs at dinner 
the following evening.

“I think she might hsveinvited me, ma,” said Nettie Joyfully she carried 
Gibba, who hfkl just begun to,do'her hair up, and con- pitcher and placing it Ç>n the window-sill. So dark and 
aidered that equal to a debut Into social life. begrimed was the glass, the light could scarcely struggle

“I think she might, too," said her mother ; adding, through. This defect was soon remedied ; then the 
consolingly, “but your pa’n me'll tell you all about it, 'n window-sill took its turn. Every day she watched the 
that'll be 'moat ae nice as going yourself.”

1

"Yes," said the fox, “I saw one of ÿonr folks braced

But," he added, "the life was all out of him. It was at
that4

“У. 
how '

Іhie|him an hour ago, but he refrained from speaking of it. 
tie was naturally too polite and too well brought up to

Oh, і1 plant, until It seemed to her nothing was ao beautiful.
Hx«


