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l’Rl.SSY TABBOX.

Bill.' •] vueil the cotfagt^lour ami Good a
. ii>i mutioule.-s, su (surprised was he by 

iliv change that bad taken place there. A 
in w rag carpel, with a great deal of green 
a:.d yellow in it, made the Hour soft as the 
giA.-f out.'iile. A small stove shone like 
-Atm, and tin- old lounge had liven re stuffed 
and covered with ted calico. In the middle 
of the loom stood Prissy Tarbox, and she 
spi ke h s w elcome, thus :

*■ Young man, you can came to see granny 
whelievei you like, hut please to remeui- 
ber I like to have folks knock. Death is 
about the only caller now-a-days uncivil 
enough to enter without as much as sayin’, 
* by your leave.’M

“ I’ll knock next time,” said Hillv, meek
ly ; and then Prissy, mollified, exclaimed : 
‘•See there now, don’t she look like a new

“ Why didn’t you get here for supper ?” 
asked granny, as Billy, following Prissy’s 
motion, went over to the cosiest corner cf 
the room.

“ Why, she is real handsome, isn’t she ?” 
laughed the boy. “ What have y ou done to 
her ?”

“ I’ve mended her all up,” returned 
Prissy, as if she talked of a jointed doll. 
" Her hair is soft as silk, and in two little 
puffs, looking like a picture under her clean 
cap. That knit shawl 1 gave her myself,and 
the slippers. She is as happy as the day is 
long, now, Billy, and if you drop out a 
do/eu or two years, she is pretty bright. 1 
know everything that has happened in this 
neighborhood for about twenty years 1-ack, 
so she’s more entertaining to me than if she 
wa- a later edition, as you might sav.”

The old lady patted Billy’s rough head and 
smiled up at "the trim, alert little seamstress, 
to whom Billy wa» artfully remarking, “You 
don’t look a bit over twenty.”

** 1 be—I’m twenty-seven ; but I began to 
be knowing early a» a youngster. Granny 
is a great deal clearer in her mind, now that 
her ueals are more regular. The poor old 
creature needed cossetting ; if she gets hun
gry she gets luny ; but now 1 keep a little 
warm broth on the stove, and she takes a 
sup now and then. She is just as good 
company as I’d ask. Besides she is a regular 
illuminated text, as pi >u.< as anybody could 
desire. Well now, Billy, how does it go 
with you ?”

Billy chatted away for some time about 
bis new Inime, while granny listened almost 
intelligently, and Prissy with evident 
curiosity. When Billy avowed be liked 
every member of the Ellery family, the lat
ter remarked :

*• Mrs. Elleiy is a prime housekeeper, and 
lie is so honest I’ve heard folks say lie must 
be crazy, if they don’t go so far as that, 
they say he’s very original. That’s ’cause 
he just up ami tells the truth on all oc
casions. There’s nothing more unexpected, 
you know, than truth, or you will know it 
if you live long enough. Si Barnard works 
up there, don’t he ?”

Prissy’s last words were uttered with such 
marked unconcern that Billy might not have 
replied, if Silas Barnard had not become 
soinew hat of a favorite with him.

“ Y>- Si works there the year round, 
lie’s a • lever fellow, isn’t he !”

“Ton clever—there’s no snap to him,” 
said Pris-y indifferently, and adding, “ lie is 
good-natured ; so much so, some folks say 
lie is soft ; he is handy alwut most every
thing ami can sing verv well : plays the 
tiddle tolerably. Pa used to say fiddlin’ 
siugin’ men folks never were any thing hut 
poor sticks.”

“ Si works hard,” said Billy.
“ ( )h, 1 suppose so ; it is neighborly in 

him to come over mid milk Brownie lor us 
every day. 1 can milk, but 1 don’t like to 
do it.”
“He needn’t do that any more ; 

that’s my business, only 1 never thought of

Prissy did not look as satisfied with this 
suggestion as she might have been ; perhaps 
she was thinking of Billy’s interests, for she 
remarked, “ Maybe Mr. Ellery won’t like 
you ruuniug here too much to wait on us. 
1 suppose Si’s time is his own, after hours.”

“ Oh, I cau come as well as not,”

Pri -\ f. II ntu a brown study, with her
• In folded over her neat j»ink

die w n- n- bright and attracth
girl. The kitten, whose urn •

lean idl hn grown full ami sleek of lat
popp ed U ntu granny’s laj». The old
Indy A-gan U sing to her, as if she were <

ami J.U -\. in return, purred in loud
couii ul; (

Was favorite hymn ; and while lift
old ice quavered uji and down.

Billv hi d if the ocean that “yawned."
and the “ bat k,” that so “ rudely tossed,

V pictures of her actual ex
|.erie II asked Prissy, and she quick .

“ U no. the hymn goes that way ; though 
she’s had a rough cuuugli life, I’ll wai

“ So have I,” said Billy, with the tone i f 
a pilgrim full of years and adventures.

“ You ! What do you know about 
life ?”

" Well, 1 rude a canal mule once five 
months. I washed dishes two days in aciti 

j hoarding-house. 1 had a boot-blacking stand 
once in front of a cigar store, with a chan 
fur my men right under the Indian queen, 

i with her nose knocked off. That was the 
grandest time of my life. I made enough 
to buy my grub regular, aud go to a show 
every Satuniay night.”

“ I wonder you did not go to the old Nick
— or the House of ltefuge,” said Pris»), 
looking him well over, as if she fancied 
he might have been more mysteriously 
vicious than he appeared.

“ I should nave done just that if I had 
not a bringing up.”

“ A bringing up ! Well, how far—pray 
tell ?”

“ Till my mother died,” was the boy’s 
half sullen answer. Prissy was quick enough 
to see that he was right. The poor mother 
started Billy toward the highest good she 
knew ; and on her memory, as ou a sup
port, had crept up little tendrils of good 
thinking, ol better doing.

“ Wliat are you going to do when you 
| are a man ?” she asked, approvingly.

“ 1 am going to earn money enough for 
a tall white marble stone with a beautiful 
image on top—I’ve seen ’em in grave-yards
— I’ll have one on her grave, and besides 
I’ll keen always there one of these—these— 
sort of bright stiff flowers in a hoop you 
know, that never fade. 1 like the gold 
colored ones best. 1 asked the juice of ’em 
once, but 1 couldn’t pay for all.”

“ Everlasting wreaths, they call them,” 
exclaimed Prissy.

Granny stopped stroking pussy and gazed 
at the taikeis a minute, whispering solemn
ly : “And they sing the song ol Moans— 
the song of the Lamb, saying, ‘ Great and 
marvellous are thy works, Lord God 
A mighty ; just and true are thy ways, thou 
King of saints !’ ”

“ What is she talking about, do you suj>-

“ About heaven, Billy, where your mother

“ Is that all jiretty talk, or do you really 
believe my mother is somewhere this very 
night?”and asking the question vehemently 
Billy’s wide open eves watched through the 
window the tree shadows moving iu the 
moonlight back and forth over the crisji
grew.

Prissy, somewhat startled, hesitated a mo
ment, then answered :

“ 1 believe it, and I am not very good. 
I’ve got jirinciples, of course, but 1 ain’t real 
pious. Granny is very pious, and always 
was. Folks like her seem to know there’s 

la heaven,and that all good mothers are there 
after they die.”

“ 1 hojie mine has got over her backache, 
and that there is so much to eat she won’t 
he going without any meals and giving hers 
to anybody’s children. It makes me mad 
yet to think when she must have beeu as 
hungry as 1 was, those days, sometimes I 
did eat more’n my share,” murmured Billy,

I swallowing a soli.
“ Oh, you was a poor, little, starving 

shaver, and it did her more good to see you 
filled than to have it herself. That’s all 
past now, forever, and she is wearing 
diamonds and pearls and outshining Queen 
Victoria, maybe.”

“ 1 wouldn’t like her so. If she is like 
that, she’s forgotten me.”

“ Nonsense I And maybe,” added 
kindly Prissy, resolved to have it perfectly 
satisfactory, “ maybe they can leave off 
everything except their lovely white robes, |

if they jirefer ; juubably your mother would I 
l-e quiet in her taste. 1 only meant j 
diamonds were nothing up tlicie.”

Billy no more questioned her information 
than if she had hut jot returned from a 
visit to the Celestial city. He listened to 
her next remark with new interest ; but iu j 
the midst of a sentence, there came a rap on | 
the door, and Prissy rushed around ; 
to light n lamp before ojiening the door | 
to the new coiner. It proved to be Silas i 
Barnard, who hitched along in rather shyly, 
and was sjieechless when Billy broke out :

“ Why, you don’t let Brownie go till this j 
time of night, do you, before you milk i 
li.r I"

“ Hush up ; Brownie was milked hours, 
ago,” put iu Prissy, offering Silas a chair 
and saying : “i sujqiose you diopjied iu 
for that liasket Mrs. Ellery sent me those 
house plants in. 1 am ashamed 1 kept it so 
long.”

“ My sakes, Si, I could have fetched that 
i home any time ; you must be awful jiarticu- 
lar,” commented Hilly, with the harrowing 
thick-headeduess of a hoy who has never | 
known a sentimental emotion. However, a 
little later, he refrained from sayi»--'openly I 
that Silas made things stupid, but thinking 
just, this, he frolicked with the cat, talked a i 
little with granny, and then stalled for 
home. First,however,without a thought of 
cruelty, he lingered on the threshold to 
say :

“ Coming now, Si ? If you’ll go around j 
by the clearing, I’ll show you that trap 1 
told you about.”

Si was uot going. He blushed a little, 
and squirmed more. Prissv began to tell an 
endless and rather, for her, dull story. Billy, 
getting tired, finally took himself off.

It was a tine evening, and not at all late, 
so Billy loitered along, listening to the frogs, 
aud, after a while, thinking about Stan 
Ellery. What an easy life the young fellow i 
had. Si said he was coming into a fortune 
when he was of age. He had plenty of 
money now, and more liberty than the farm
er thought good for him lie owned his 
jioiiy. I le had an oil-hand, friendly manner 
that everybody seemed to admire. Yes, 

i Stan had a fine start. “ But, then,” said 
Billy to himself “suppose lie has, now ; 
twenty years from this time, if l have made 
my ‘ jjife,’ won’t 1 be ns well off as lie is / 
Many a poor buy has made a rich man. 
Mr. Ellery says he nwvr had a cent left him; 
he earned all he has ”

Billy was turning it over iu his mind how 
he was to attain to wealth, when he reached 
home, and mounted the back stairs to his 
room. He sat down by the opeu window, 
where suuu the sound voices reached him 
plainly. Mrs. Ellery, Nan, and the farmer 
were talking on a piazza not far below, and 
at one side irom his window.

“ 1 think Stan’s father made a great mis
take in insisting that he should be educated 
at first by private tutors. Steady drill with 
other boys, regular discipline, and no flattery 
or undue favor, is what he needs,” said Mr.

“ When I have learned all 1 can learn at 
the red school-house—what then ?” iuter- 
rupted lively Nan.

“ Then,” said her father, calmly, “ you 
will nut tell me,as you did tell me yesterday, 
that verbs have gender, aud that ‘ ellar- 
buret’is a correct way to spell ‘elaborate.’”

“ That was only a slip ol my tongue, ]>a 
But, tell me, do, am 1 ever goiug to any 
other school ?”

“ You are goiug to have the most thor
ough education 1 can give you, to fit you 
fur the best life you cau live.”

“ Bdly don’t know anything !” exchime 1 
Nan, suddenly.

The boy at the window could almost see 
Nan toss her long Inaid and lliug up her 
chiu, as she made this rash statement, which 
angered him not a little.

“ Indeed you are mistaken. Billy is very 
knowing, as 1 find,” remarked her mother.

“ Well, l mean about reading. He learn
ed all he knows off city hill-heads and signs, 
so he told Si.”

“ You might teach him to read well,

“ 1 would uot like to—he hasn’t any mau-

“ 1 don’t suppose the heathen have any 
good manners, but there are folks who do 
missionary work among them, sometimes,” 
was her father’s quiet rejdy.

If Nan had any further remarks to make, 
Billy did not hear them. He was decidedly 
“ stirred up.” To he despised by a girl was 

| something, it seemed to hiui, he would not,

and could not endure. To have this 
naiticular lduck-eyed Nan object to teaching 
him anything ! He longed to pound hit 
with spelling-books until she was black and 
blue. As if he would have learned anything 
of her, aziy way ! He could read. Had lie 
not, many a time, read for granny, when 
Ben could not do so ? Just here Billy 
reflected that, when the old lady’s wits were 
clearest, she had repeatedly objected to the 
names lie often gave Bible characters, ami 
even to the words hejiut into their mouths. 
lVrhajis he did not know much, after all. 
Very well, then, he would know more. No 
Nan Ellery should turn up her nose at him. 
“ It’s turned up anyway,” he muttered, as 
he arose and went spitefully to jiulliug 
about the hed-clolhes.

lie was kejit awake from mental excite
ment the fir»t time iu his life that night ; he 
had received so many ideas that were new 
to him in the day time. A man actually had 
sold a horse for a small sum in preference to 
L ing and getting a larger amount. TI.en 
Prissy had given him a thought of a mother 
away from earth, hut his mother still Iu 
that thought was fur-off jntrity ; something 
white ami sweet, that drew him on and up 
a little. While he was saying to himsedf 
that he must he rich some day, it came to 
him with force that he ought to know some
thing in his head, as well a- to have some
thing in his pocket-book. He tumbled and 
tossed, and fell asleeji at last, and dreamed 

! that Nan Ellery was sitting on tl- red 
school-house chimney, making faces at him, 
while lie was hunt'iig for something to 
throw at her. Very ignorant aud impulsive 
was this nobody’s hoy, hut lie was waking 
to realities. Life never again could lie 
merely a minstrel show, even iu his simple 
estimation.

(To be Continued.)

Showers of Gold.—Tradition has it that 
many thousands of years ago the Emperor 
of China, perceiving the wretchedness and 
destitution brought upon his jieojde by the 
use of intoxicating beverages, issued a decree 
which closed every liquor shop in the Em
pire. And the strangest thing about it was 

I that for three days after the decree went 
i into effect, the heavens rained gold. It 
came down like manna from tho skies anl 
the people, being in possession of their 
senses, were able to gather enough to make 
them rich and happy for years thereafter. 
W hi le the latter part of this story can hardly 
be accepted as literally true, we have no 
doubt the results of a general closing up of 
the dram-shops were better even than a 
shower of gold upon the land. An abun
dance of wealth is not so sure to bring jivace, 
joy aud content meut to the homes of the 
jieojde as virtuous aud temperate living.

A WIFE’S VIEW.
If 1 had a family of hoys 1 would insist 

ou their learning how to cook, wash, iron, 
make beds and sweep. Women are enter
ing the jirofessious, girls are teaching most 
of the country schools—young women are 
driving the young men to the wall in stir» 
and other lucrative positions, aud for s'df- 
iireservation, young men and buys ough. to 
learn how to cook their own food, and wash 
aud mend their own clothes. They a-e iu 
some danger of starvation. The shoe-shops, 
factories, stores, printing offices and other 
trades, gather uj> all the single females, and 
in the country especially, it is almost impos
sible to hire a girl to do housework a siugle 
day. If the overworked wife of <>ue of our 
farmers becomes utterly unable to drag 
around any longer, consternation seizes the 
household if there are no competent girls iu 
the fimily.

The father and boys look dismal. Who 
is to get their meals, and do the thousand 
and one chores for them ? and who will take 
care of sick mother ? They Are helpless—can
not even make their own bed so it will hold 
together ? What shall be done ? I have 
known men, whose wives were sick, who 
rode days to find a girl who would work a 
few days, or weeks, in vain. If hoys were 
taught how to do kitchen work and tiur-e 
the sick, it would save much trouble aud 
exjietise. It is no disgrace for a man who 
has a family, to kujw how to make that 
family comfortable, when mother is not able 
to do it.

it is very convenient for a farmer to have 
a wife who cau tie up the cows aud milk


