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ship should be tolerated, no leiter written, that she may not
know of.

Seccrets, mysteries, are bad things for any one, boy or girl,
man or woman, but much worse for a girl or womun. Wo
wish we could show the young how much of unrest, trouble
and wrong has come through these small mysteries and
secrets that many young girls take delight in, but we close
with this one item of aavice for children of both sexes.

Hide nothing from your mother. Do nothing that you
would be ashumed or unwilling to have your father know.
If you have done wrong don’t wait for them to learn it from
others.  Go to them and own it, trusting that their love will
enable you to right it. If you have made a mistake look
into thedr eyes with loving boldness and tell them yourself.
Prevent others from telling your parvents tales of you by
taking the whole matter to them, your best friends aud ad-
visers, your own self.—Christian Union.

‘“Too Good to Spoil.”

The distinction between economy and meanness is over-
ooked by some people They need a rap on the knuckles to

call their attention to it. Such a1ap was administered years
ago to an ironsmith of Newburyport. In those days, that
now restful town was an important commercial port. Many
ships were built there, whose iron work was done at some
large smithy, of which there were several in the town.

One of these was owned and superintended by a8 Mr.
Gordon, who prided himself on the economical style of his
houschold.  His workmen boarded with him, and they
thought the master's table wreanly rather than economically
furnished. One day at dinner & large cheese was placed on
the table; everybody in thosc days thought cheese an aid to
digestion.

After the men had all eaten meat, Mr. Gordon, taking a
knife and turning the cheese over, exclaimed: «Thisisa
goud cheese! n pretty cheesel too good to spoil!”  Laying
down his knife, he rose, saying: ¢« Come, men, let's get to
work.” They went, vowing they would give him a lesson
that he would not forget.

That afterpoon & lurge anchor was to be forged. The fire
burned brightly, the iron grew hotter and hotter, and at Jast
the master exclaimed :

«That's a guod heat?”

« A good heat!” responded the men.

a A grand heat 77 reiterated the master.

« A grand heat!” answered the men.

«'Then why don't you strike 7 shouted the master, ex-

citedly.

« It is & good heat !” soliloquized the foreman.

t Yes, yes! strike, strike, L tell ye!” he shouted, in an
authoritative tone.

« Don’t- you think it is too good a heat to spoil ¥ quietly
acked the foreman, while every mud stood leaning on bis
sledge-bamuier.

‘I'he master saw the point, and ordered the cheese to be
bronght into the smithy, and a loat of brown bread. The
lunchicon was caten and then the anchor was forged.

A Rouaxce oF a Paerty Foor.—I don't know that there
is anything in the world that is so well calculated to excite
envy as o pretty foot, and when a person can boast of such a
possession, he or she is ve y apt, if poverty doesn't stand in
the way, to make the most of it. A pretty foot i3 a fortune
to o woman. Lust year 1 made a pair of shoes foralady who
had as pretty feet as were ever fashioned. It was & pleasure
for me to make the shoes, and when they were finished 1 put
them in the show-window in a very conspicuous place, where
I could view them at 1uy leisure. Pretty soon a nicely-dressed
gentleman stopped and began looking at them very atten-
tively. Presently he entered the store end inquired if they
were for sale. 1 told him no—1that they were made for one
of my customers. He looked surpiised, and asked the lady’s
name. X would notygive him this much satisfuction, but told
him where she lived, however. I was cousiderubly surprised
to learn afterwards that he was calling at the house,- and
more surprised still when the lady, accompanied by the
gentleman, called at the store thres months later.  Ske call-
¢d him “dear " then, so I guess they were married.—2Phil
adelphia Times.
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How to Bring up a Boy.

«If I had a boy to bring up 1 wouldn't bring him up
too so’tly,” began brother Gardener, as Samucl Shin finally
quit poking the fire. « Ebery duy of my life I meet men
who were brung up softly. As boys dey were kissed an’ pet.
ted and stuffed with sweet cake an’ cried ober. As young
men dey had nufin’ to do But spend mouey, dress like mon-
keys, loaf on de streets, and look down at hounest labor. As
men dey am a fai'ure.  People who doan' hate em avoid 'em,
feel to pity 'em, an daf's just as bad. When I see n man
whom everybody dislikes, I realize dat he was brung up on
de goody-good plan as a boy.

«IfI had & boy I'd rub him agin de world. I'd putre-
spopsibility on his shoulders. If he got sugar, he'd airn it.
If he'got time for loafin’ it would be only arter his work was
done. If he was ugly obstinate, I'd tan it outer him instead
of buying him off. Ifyou want to make a selfish man, humor
de whims of a boy. If youwant to make a coward of him,
forbid your boy to defend his rigkts. I'd teach my boy dat
all boys had rights, an’ dat while he had no business to
trample on de rights of odder boys, no boy had the privilege
of takin’ him by de nuge. Las' night an old man libin’ up my
way was turned out doors by his boy. He has been tryin’ de
goody-good plan on dat youth for de las' twenty years, and
dis am de legitimate result, He didn't want him to work,
kase work is hard. He did'nt want him to dress plain far
fear people would look down on him. De boy am to-day a
loafer, neither grateful fur what has been donein de pas® nor
carin® what happensin de fucher. Ten y'ars ago he was cried
ober, run arter, an’ coaxed an’ bought off, an’ his mubber libed
to see him a loafer an’ his fader has found him an ingrate.’—
Detroit Free Press.

Nelson.

It was at Yarmouth that Nelson landed on his return
from the Mediterranean, and from Yarmouth that he em-
burked, in 1801, for the Baltic. The battle off Copenhagen
was one of the most arduous of those won by Nelson, from
the difficulties of the ground-—a large shoal lying close to the
ships—and from the courage aad endurance of the Danes,
who were subdued with less relish asd more troubl than the
French.  No timely nego 1a ion averted the lavish bloodshed
of 1that Good Friday eve; it was left to Nelson to crush the
united scheme of Russia, Sweden and Denmark against the
naval rights of England.  He won the victory in disobedience
to orders. When Sir Hyde Parker, who commanded the
ficet, signalled to him to stop the action (to save Nelson, as
he thought, the disgrace of inevitable defeat), Nelson's remark
was, 1 have only one eye, so I have a right to be blind
sometimes. 1 can’t see the signal.  —— tue signal. Keep
miue flying for closer battle.”

Taking off the Shoes. .

In Syrin people never take off their caps or turbans when
entering & hiouse or visiting a fricnd, but they always leave
their shoes atthe door. The reason is, their floors are covered
with clean mats and rugs, and in Moslem houses the men
kneel on the rugs to pray, and press their foreheads on the
floor; so that it would not be decent or respectable to walk
in with dirty shocs, and soil the sijada on which they kneel
to pray. They bave no foot-mats or scrapers, and it is much
zimplcr and cheaper to leave the shoes, dirt and all, at the

oor.

It is very curicus to go into the Syrian school-houses and
sce the piles of shors at the door. They are new, bright red
shoes, and old tattered shoes, and kob-kobs, and black shoes,
and sometimes yellow shoes. The kob-kobs are wooden
clogs, made to maise the feet out of the mud and water, having
a little strap over the toe to keep it on the foot. You will
often see little bays and girls running down steps and paved
streets on those dangerous kobkobs. Sometimes they slip,
then down they go on their noses, kob-kobs fiy off, and go
rattling over the stones, and little Al, or Yuesi, or whatever
his name is, begins to shout, « Ya imme! Yo immel” 0,
my motherl) and cries, just Jike the other children in other
countrics. But the funniest part is to see the boys when they
come out of school and try to find their shoes. There will be
filty boys, and, of course, 2 hundred shoes all mixed together
in one pile. When school is out, the boys make a tush for
the door. Then comes the tug of war.



