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THE COMPANY SHE KEPT,
. BY RIMZABETH ROBBINS,

A rather pretty girl was coming ap the walk, and Mrs..
Blake went to the door to let her in.

“Why, Nellie 1" she said, *‘I'm glad to see you, I had
begun to think our friendship was a thing of the past.”

1 hope it isn't,"" said the girl, smiling, yet earnest, *‘for
I never needed it 80 much as now. 1 have come to you for
help, Mrs. Blake,

“You know I'll do anything I ctm." responded her
friend, beartily. ‘‘Now take off your things and sitin
this chair and tell me what it is that I can do."

“You know how 1 am situated,” said Nellie, doing as
a8 she had been bidden and beginning at once to state the
case. ‘'l have to earn my own living, and not only that,
but I have to support my mother and little sister. There
is no getting away from that fact, is there "

Her friend agreed there was not.

“Not but that I'm glad to, and very thankful that I
can,” said Nellie,

“Itis equally certain,’’ she went on, ‘‘that I have to
earn what I get by factory work. There is nothing else {
can do that would bring in enough money to support us
all, .Isimply have to work ina factory.”

Mrs. Blake assented,

““Well, in the room where I have to work there are a
good many other girls, and some men. Now, the men
say saucy things to the girls, and the girls answer back,
and they are all too familiar, Nearly every girl in the
room uses slang whenever she apeaks, and hardly any of
the talk is nice. . And, oh, Mrs, Blake, I'm getting in the
same way myself | I didn't realize it at first, but Ido
now, and I would rather die than graw coarse and slangy
and rough. And I'm #o easily influenced by the people
I'm with, What car’'Tdo? You have noticed that I was
growing that way, haven't you?" she asked a little
shrinkingly.

“]—=well~I did think, the last time T saw you that you
were not—not quite as you used to be,” her friend answ-
ered, reluctantly.

Tears came to Nellie's eyes. ‘‘What can Ido?’ she
said, despairingly, ‘I try not to letit influence me, but
Lcan't help it.”

Mrs, Blake leaned her cheek on her hand.
think about it,’’ she said,

Nellie leaned back in her chair and waited,
tired and anxious,

After several minutes had passed, Mrs, Blake raised
her head, “'It seems to me,"’ she said, slowly, ‘‘that what
you need to do is to fill your mind with what is fine and
good that the coarseness and slang will be crowded out
Try to get interested in something outside your work—in
books, for instance-—and then, while you are in the fac-
tory, you could thiik about what you were interested i,
shutting your ears, as far as possible, to what was going
on around you,"

Netlie had looked thoughtful af first, then the anxious
look had faded from her face, ‘I knew you would help

“T must

She looked

me if anyone could,” she exclaimed impulsively, I will
begin putting your plan in practise this very night."
“And I'm sure you will succeed,” said Mrs, Blake,

“warmly, ‘‘Must you'go!' she added, as Nellle rose.
‘“Then 1 will go out with you and pick you a bunch of
pansies, They are particularly beautiful this year."

“Oh, they are beautifull’’ eried Nellie, her eyes shining
as her friend gave her the flowers, ‘‘I'm going to carry

them to the factory tomorrow, in a littlg vase, and have
them on the bench in front of me, to look at while I'm
working."

“I would ask you to come aguin soon,'’ said Mrs. Blake,
a8 they parted, ‘‘but Mr. Blake's vacation begins day
after to-morrow, and we are to spend it in the mountains,
You must come as soon as we get back.”

Mrs. Blake was away for several weeks, ' Altnost the
first person who called, after her return, was Nellle An.
drews, It was just before sunset, as it had been on the
previous call,

“'Did the plan succeed?'
the usual greeting.

“Perfectly,' was the quick answer,

"“Tell me all about it, please,’” sald M, Blake,

Waell, you know the way I had been doing before 1

[over & new leal,' said Nellje, 1 usednot to get
wp i lb, morning til the very last minute, and then
W iirry Mke everything to get to work at seven, I
] my lunch, and ate it at noontime in the factory.
(¢ night 1 did not feel inclined to go anywhere, it seemied
th & bother to make myself nice forit, and s 1 would
y At howie and kill time by altering some one of my
that dida't really need it, and tell over to mother
" avery Httle thing that had happened during the day,
M!WQ&OM late, and dreim of the factory
mﬂ‘ night, -

was the first question, after
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+ Well, ufter tity talk with you I saw things clearer,

somehow, and T came to the couclusion that I hadn't

beenuvlngdghtltdk Mldodild to :hh & -com-
plete change.

“lnthewpha,lhndmotherallmuﬂyw
in the morning so I needn’t have to hurry and I found
1 really enjoyed my breukfast and the walk to. the fac-

'rhenmthingmw come to dinner at uoou e
have to work a quarter of an hour later at night, but I
find it pays, for my appetite is better, and the exercise
does me good. On very warm days, though, T still carry
my hinch instead of going home, and eat it in a lttle
park near the factory. I take pains to use my eyes:when
I am out of daors, and it iwreally surprising how mmch I
see that is interesting, and that T can think about while
working, and tell mother at night,

‘“Then I decided I would not do any more sewing.
Mother is able to do all that is necessary, except fitting
our dresses, and I can hire that done. I thinkif a girl
works steadily for eight hours, she hn done énough for
one day—don't you”

1 certainly think so,"" said Mrs. Blake

““That gave me a delightful sense of freedom,"” con-
tfiued Nellie,  and I began taking books—mostly maga~
zines—from the library. -When I come dcross anything
in them that is particularly interesting, or amusing, I
read it alotd, so that mother can énjoy it with me.

“Oh, and I have begun to go to church agdin, and the
minister is very kind, and he asked me to come to the
Bible class. So I do, and we all ask questions and he
explains things.”

** And how do you get along at the factory ?* inquired
Mrs, Blake. ¢

* Ever so fnuch better, though I did have one very un-
pleasant experience. You see, the foreman of the room,
and one other fnan, had got in the habit of being rther
free in their ch and manner, and I had stood it be-
cause I do so dialike to offend people. I thought it over,
and decided that there are cases where people ought to
be offended. The way they were acting certdinly wasn’t
good for me, and it gave them a lower opinion of women
when I let them do it.

‘"So one day I stood on my dignity, and told the fore-
man that I didn't like to be treated in that way, or spoken
to as he spoke, and would he in future please to do differ-
ently ?

‘‘ He saw I meant what 1 said, and he was angry, and
he and the other man made it very disagreeable for me for
awhile about the work, but now I think he sees that I
was right, for lately he has been—they both have been—
kind, without being offensive, and I think they have a
better opinion of me than before,

‘“‘And what do you think! 1 found there were several
girls who felt as I did, and what I did gave them courage,
and they asserted their dignity They hate slang, too,
and we areall trying to cure ourselves of it. I really,
think the tone of our room is much better than it was, 1°
am quite sure there are not more than three girls in the
whole room who do not want to be refined and ‘womanly,
and of course’our tryihg helps these others, Everythlng
is so much nicer than it was,

“There, I believe I have told you all there is-except
that I have joined & literary club and enjoy it very much,
We meet at the different members’ houses one evening
ench week,'

“You must find that interesting~-only I hope you don't
have to go alone in the evening, #0," said Mrs, Blike.
“I suppose I am a dreadful.coward—ny husband says
80, but—"'

I don't have to go alone,” returned Nellie, &/ pretty
color rising to her checks, ‘“Ihe-*one who me to
join said—lives near me, and we come alonig together.”

‘Do T know her?'' asked Mrs, Blake, v

The color deepened in Nellie's chesk. ‘‘It-dan't &
girl,” she answered, hurriedly, It is Mr. Westfield—
and his sister generally goes.” :

Mrs. Blake's eyebrows went up the Jeast bit in the .

world with surprive. Then she looked pleased. Ao
Frank Westfield,'" she said, in o matter-of fact tone. He
in & nice boy, I'm well scquainted with the Westfields,'!

4'Why, it Is nearly dark!' exclaimed Nellle, warting.

up, I must harry home,
to you, desr Mrs, Rlake,"

“Iam very glad it what T said was & lielp," said her
friend, going with her to the door,

' have found out something new," said Nellh, novp
ing at the foot of the steps,

What {s it

“That Hfe is extremely interesting, lmcnd mm-.
with & lttle laugh. Then, with & “Good night,
m and walked briskly and lghtly away, -Mlo

I'm ever and ever so m&hl

tame,
‘Polly, with her mother and father, ived in s little house

_ have to be alone. nure-lteodgirhnd dnl't’p mear

- was only six years old, so.she knew a great deal more

‘next thinute Polly ' was rinining toward the door, scream-

- dog, and did not know more. than Polly’s mother, But

mym--mmm thiose

¢lose by a fiarrow catial, whbre water from thé river fow-
ed byon its way to turn a dripping water-wheel. | There :
was another member of the famnily. 1t was Bob, & fittle S
bull terrier, with short, brows hair anda stumpy@il. .
- Polly's mother was to poor to keepa: house murse. So
one day, when she had to go on an errand, she spid; -

‘‘Now, Polly, I must run down the street,. ud.yu wm

the&!atonehthcmtchn ‘Bob and yeu qu;ﬂ have
a gaod time )

Polly wanted togo,tno tmth« tother Hurried ‘away
alone. She cried'n little; Bob trotted up, vl“d his
stumpy tdlw!&mp&ynw ﬂ:ked MW"M dw
crossly

Bohlluklﬂyhthlndﬂxem vhem hl w-tehod
his cross little mistress with his bright eyes. . Now. Polly.

than her mother,

She climbed upon a chair and found m mncbu.
She forgot Her crossness in her glee at: watching the
fiamies eat up the matcl; ‘and Bob, hudng her laugh,
came from behind the stove, ready for a frofic.

The match burned neir to Polly's fingers, mdmdmp-
ped it. It fell close to the'pretty checked aprom The

ing loudly: Thebo!mdherﬁg‘htdreumﬂamhg up
around her, >

Then it was that Beb hmmlherm He was only a
he did the best he could. He gave several sharp barks
and snapped at the flames, He caught the apron 'in his
monthmdmdnomeoﬂheumingm .

Bob's head was badly burned. Hise'yelnhrtd His
tongue was blistered bymeﬂnmnheltﬂpedh But he
still bit at the flames and tore awdy 8o much of the dress
that the flames did not reach Polly's head. b

Polly sereamed with pain, mdlobuptupnhqﬁck
sharp barks.

Just then a man passed by the gate. He heard the
noise and rushed in. Seizing Polly'in his drms, he ran
down to the canal, There wasa Apluhmd:mn,ud
the flashies were out.

‘ Polly was painfully burned.. The doctor put ‘cooling
ointments on her burns and Swithed Tier iir rolld of cot-
ton. mnmmxmwmwwmm
all ‘over, )

Bob was burnéd worse than’ Pblly;hfhhhﬂlm
about his head. It was & long while before he growled
over & bone again, But hedid, finally, He fanot nearly
80 pretty @ dog as he was. The Blanc family loye him all
the miore, however. ‘never slaps him cruelly now, °
nor is she wiser than ber mother ‘any longer.~The .
Watchman,
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xu.mmmmm.hmmkm
with foxglobe and fetns, th-d,-ly old gray fox, He
was -ontyoh!ﬂwt hie could: ot go to search for bis

iy all norts of tricks to get it.
m&bolhh’h{dh; Pplice,

uuwhmmt«wmwn» t for a
long time, h-ow;lu,mymhum ‘feed-
Ing on the julcy tekiip tope

O dear, sighed the fox, "uxm«mynm
younger, what a rare; 1 could make of that young
thh.! But I can't her,!: Maum‘m

“Hem ! hewi | hem [ said He in & loud volcs, - :
‘The hare was startled aud looked round, P
“Bweet miss,” said the fox, coaxingly, "mmud
tnhh.mdxwmm-mmﬂl ot it for me?"’
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Some freah; dewy clover? s+ ’
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