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The
A TRUE STORY.

There is a city, not far from Boston, where tall chitn- 
neys stands almost as thickly as trees in a wood, and 
where flying shuttles weave mites of cloth eacl} day. 
A great many Canadians have come away from Quebec 
to watch and tend the shuttles.

Polly Blanc's father was one of those who came. 
Polly, with her mother and father, lived in a little house 
close by a narrow canal, wtibre water from thé river flow­
ed by on its way to turn a dripping water-wheel. There 
was another member of the family. It was Bob, a little 
bull terrier, with short,«browrt hair and « stumpy tail.

Polly's mother was to poor to keep a house nurse. So 
one day, when she had to go on an errand, she «aid;

“Now, Polly, I must run down the street, and you will 
have to be alone. Be a real good girl and don’t go near 
the fire or touch the matches. Bob and you can have 
a gqod time together. '*

Polly wanted to go, too, but her mother hurried away 
alone. She cried a little; Bob trotted up, wagged hie 
stumpy tail with sympathy and licked her hand; and she 
crossly slapped him.

Bob slunk away behind the stove, where he watched 
his cross little mistress with his bright eyes. Now Polly 
was only six years old, so she knew a great deal more 
than her mother. ' < . v V ~

She climbed upon a chair and found some matches. 
She forgot her crossness in her glee at; watching the

Rober
"Well, after my talk with you I saw thing» clearer, 

somehow, end I came to the conclusion that I hadn't 
been living right et all, and I decided to make a com- 

A rather pretty girl was coming op the qralk, end Mrs, pkte changc 
Make went to the door to let her In. ,, ,n y,e piece, I had mother call me early enough

“Why, Nellie I" she said, "I'm glad to see you. I had jn y,c morning ю 1 needn't have to hurry and I found 
begun to think our friendship we* a thing of the past. "

“I hope It isn't," said the girl, smiling, yet earnest, "for 
I never needed It so much as now. I have come to you for 
help, Mil. Blake
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I really enjoyed my breakfast and the walk to the fac­
tory. Hanrt
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“ The next thing was to come to dinner at noon. I 
_____ have to work a quarter of an hour later et night, but I

"You know I'll do anything I can," responded her find it p.yl| for my appetite is better, end the exerdae 
friend, heartily. "Now take off your things and sit in doe, nle On very warm days, though, I still carry
this chair and tell me what It is that I can do." my lunch in„trad of going home, and rat jt u, a little

"You know how I am situated," said Nellie, doing as p,rk ncar ,ht factory у ике to use my eye* when 
as she had been bidden end beginning et once to state the ltmoaiat dootB, and it iereally surprising how much I
case. "I have to earn my own living, and not only that, m thlt is interesting, end that I can think about while
but I have to support my mother end little sister. There ^ and te„ mother at nigbt,
Is no getting ewsy from that fact, 1. there ?" " Then I decided I would not do any more sewing.

Her friend agreed there wee not. ... Mother is able to do all that is necessary, except fitting
"Not but that I'm glad to, and very thankful that І оцг drMwl| and , can hire that done. I think if e girl

can," said Nellie. works steadily for eight hours, she has done enough for
"It Is equally certain," she went on, "Usât I hsve to one day—don't you!"

earn what I get by factory work. There is nothing clac I crrtainly thi„k ю „ „у Mrl BUke
can do that would bring In enough money to support us ,. That gavc ,,lc , deHghtfui „ease of freedom," con- 
all. I simply have to work In a factory. ’’

Mm. Blake assented.
“Well, in the room where I have to work there are a 

good many other girla, 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 speaks, 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 I do 
now, and I would rather die than grow coarse and slangy 
and rough. And I'm so easily influenced by the people 
I'm with. What can* I do ? You have noticed that I was 
growing that way, haven't you ?" she а яке* a little 
•hrinklngly.

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

Teats came to Nellie's eyes. "What can Ido?" she 
said, despairingly. “I try not to let it influence me, but 
I-çan't help it."

Mrs. Blake leaned her cheek on her hand. “I must 
think about it," she said.

Nellie leaned back in her chair and waited. She looked 
tired and anxious.

After several minutes had passed, Mrs. Blake raised 
her head. "It seems to me," she said, slowly, "that what
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- tfllued Nellie, "and I began taking hooka—mostly maga­

zines—-from the library. When I come acroae anything 
in them that is particularly interesting, or amusing, I
read it aloud, so that mother can enjoy it with me. л .1 ЦЯЦІ _ . . ,fca t , . ДРИ _

" Oh, and I have begun to go to church again, aqd the "““W UP tht mltch; *nd *>b, heerinS hcr leu*h. 
minister is very kind, and he aaked me to come to the c,me from behind the 11WT’ reed>- ,OT 1 ,ro,ic'
Bible claw So I do, and we all aak questions and he The match burned near to Polly's fin gkrs, and she drop- 
explains things " ped it. It fell close to the pretty checked apron. The

And how do yon get along at the factory f " Inquired minute Ро1,У *»• ru”nin* I0"1"1 tbe do”' *f“m-
Mrs. Blake • ing loudly, fhe bottom of her light drees was flaming up

" Ever so touch better, though I did have one very un- ar®utK^lxer’ a ...
pleasant experience. You we, the foreman of the room, Tllra‘t'w“ “>•» Bob bM»m« “ herf • He 1
and one other hen, lmd got to the habit of being rxther - dog «nd did not know more than Polly, mother But

he dld tbe best he could. He gave several sharp barks 
and snapped at the flames. He caught the apron to hla 
mouth and tore off some of the burning part.

Bob's head was badly burned. His eyes smarted. Hi» 
tongue was blistered by the flame» he gulped in. But he 
still bit at the flames and tore away ao much of the drew 
that the flame, did not reach Polly’s head. 1 

Polly acreamed with pain, and Bob kept up Ms quick, 
sharp hark*.

Juat then a man passed by the gate. He heard the 
noiae and rushed in. Seising Polly to his Anna, he ran 
down to the canal. There was a splash and a souse, and 
the flame, were out.
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Totfree in their speech and manner, and I had stood it be- 
I do so dislike to offend' people. I thought It 

and decided that there are cases where people ought to 
lie offended. The way they were acting certainly wgaan’t 
good for me, and It gave them a lower opinion of women 
when I let them do it.

one day 1 stood on my dignity, and told the fore­
man that I didn’t like to be treated to that way, or apoken 
to a* he «poke, and would he to future please to do differ­
ently ?

" He saw I meant what I wid, and he was angry, and 
he and the other man made It very disagreeable forme for

Su need to do la to fill your mind with what la «ne and і'-'мГье h« bren^thevtoith'lmve’bren- РоПУ we* Р»іп,пПУ burned. The doctor put cooling

good that titecomenew and alang will be crowded out. klnd wit'hout w ofT<,„ive, »„! I th.nk they have a “ htr bu™ “d »'™lhed he> ro»« <* «*•
Try to get Interested in something outside your work-in . , . . , ” th . . ton. But it was several weeks lieforr her sufferings ware
books, for insunre-andthen while you are in the fee .,Лп?*£! do y„„ think! Ifound there were wverel
t«y you could think shout what you were lutereated In, ^rl, who m „ {dld andhnt l dtd thtm coura Bob wa. burned worn than Polly ; for hi. bur., ware
shutting your ears, as fa, a. powlbl., to what ,u going and th,y ^ thelr digtllty, ng hate llangi about Mi head. It was a long while lietore he growled

. and wc are all trying to cure ourselves of It: I really, over e bone ageto. But he did, finally. He la not nearly
, thoughtful at first, then the anxtou. Шак Ле w room much tha„ (t wal, » pretty . dog as he was. The Blanc family love him all
looh had Med from her face I knew you would belp ,m |u thcrl m Bot more lhan three ^ in the the more, however. All, never dap, him cruelly now,
me lf anyone could, .he rxclaimcd impulslvely. ' will whol, „„„ wllo do not want b, rtfmtd and татап,У] nor la d,e wiser than her mother any longer.-The
Ugi. pu ting you, plan inprsctUeth. v«y toght." and ^ „„ lhele „Ulerl Bverythl4 Watchman.

"And I'm aure you will " mid Mre BUke, ^ *wa,P*
warmly. "Must you go?" she added, as Nellie rose.
"Then 1 will go out with you and pick you a bunch of 
pansies. They are particularly beautiful this year."

"Oh, they are beautiful!" cried Nellie, her eyes shining 
a* her friend gave her the flowers. "I'm going to carry
them to the factory tomorrow, to a little vase, and have "You must find that Interesting—only I hope you doe't „:„n, .. n. .. m, .гм. mai—them on th. bench In front of me, to look at while I'm have to go alone In the evening. so," mid Mre. Blake. ЦЖ. Мт.Гг 1 T f 1 !ї.
working." "І suppure I am . .Ireadful-eowam-rny husband my. flne U.^LjtLreÏJTv Z,

"I would ask you to come win soon," mid Mrs. BUke, », but- " уХЛ, toi«Tu^u ^s * У
as they parted, "but Mr. Blake's vacation begins day "I don't have logo alone," returned Nellie, a'pretty * , ™ . ...
«Iter to-morrow, and we ereto spend it In the mountains. «>'” rUing to her checks. "ТЬе-Чте who asked me to
You muet come as soon is we get hack." join add-live, near me. .nd we com. .long together." BuU ca^tcatchhLr 1 Thena^kle.Lroek tom

Mre. BUke was away for mverel weeks. Almost the "Do 1 know tmr?" asked Mre. BUke, toneeentiy. 3L
first person who called, after her return, wee NelHe An- The color deepened In Nellie'» cheek. “It-Ue't e , , „,
drew.. It was just before sunset, as it had been on the girl," she snawared, hurriedly. "It is Mr. Weetfield- *Г . ,. 7 k .... , ■
previous call and hla sister generally goes » 8wrel m1**' "üd u,r ,0*' coexlngly. I ni eld end

"Didthe pun sneered?" ws. th. first question, after Mre. BUke'. eyebrow. Went up the Uret bit to th. *!*•”*!tZL
the usual greeting world with surprise. Then she looked ptesesd. “Ah— .. °' ^ Killdy. thougl tkss

"Perfectly/' was the quick answer. Prank We.tfleld," ah. mid, In a m.ttorjf-f.ct tone. H. “"*'“7 good-natured. "What would yon Hke?
"Tall me allabout It, pleam," mid Mrs, BUke. Ue nice boy, I'm well ocquelnted with the Wwtflelda." fr™!, dewy riover ? «
"Well, you know the way 1 had been doing before I “Why, it la neerly darkl" excUimcd Nellie, «Urtlng a, a^.*r me'1101 “ll th* ,0*; lhel wou,d not *” * ro* 

turned over » new leef, ' ' mkl Nellie. "I used not to get up. "I muet hurry home. I'm ever end ever «grateful ..n" It U dtolriou. !" ^ th. i— "M,i wh.i 
up le the morning till the rery lut minute, and then to you, deer Mre. BUke." youlika?" a re, W1
hed td trurry like everything to get to work at seven, I "I am very glad If what І mid waa a help," mid her "J“*i walk Into ety houae," answered tbe fox; 
serried my lunch, end ete It at noontime In the factory, friend, going with her to the door. will toow you the sort of thing. 1 like."
f‘ *l«1,144ld eet ,"1 lnell,,*1 “ *” ehywhere, It eeemed "1 have found out something new," mid Nellie, atop. duckT.ud' phLüïïtî^“ctocken1;’.
«ch s bother to mike тут» nice for It, end «I would tog at the foot of the steps. "Walt a minute," mid the hare, "till IfinUhtliU turnip
|t»y et heme and hill time by altering юте one of my "Whet U It?" , : top." Then she skipped gayly up to the fox" "NOw
drrewa, that didn’t reelly need It, end tell over to mother "That life U extremely toterretimr " an.w.r.,1 N^ll. V"À tu Ч18' „
^Tl^^ld’gti иї'миїс haH,ld’rlm“togth“1factory wlth * ,ltth Uu*lv 'rh,n. with a "Good night," dm nipabd°»he was*», des,I
aMdremmaktogallnight. ‘ - ' ^-«d hrUkly and ,Wy .«,,-th. 1-І ^c^î u^

■ keow something about them.—ChiMrtu’l Prierai.
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THE POX AND THE HAM."Tliere, I lielleve I have told you ell there le—except 

that 1 have joined e literary club and enjoy It very much.
We meet at the different member.' hou*. one evening *“ь ,°*«lobe lnd ,"n*' Uï,d Ÿ ‘‘У old *™У *” He 
each week." was « very old that he could not go te search for his

food, ep he waa obbged to pUy «II aorta of trick, to get It.

In e snug little grotto, beneath a high bank covered
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