'V-Six girls, ami I tﬁe youngest.
© wero handed down trom one.to. a.nother tlll
-they.were all. worn’ out. . - My EOWDS - Wers,
. mostly made. of. two or throe put: toget.her

went on- -smilingly,.
S looked

©wag. in’ spots and-the sleeves were’ kmd of::
: ﬁowered all over. . You see it-was made out .
ol Ellon 5,. and Jané's, and Sarah'
- was Teal pmud of- ho.vmg made me so neat

) en-ough to. ba' ashamed.

"3 HE‘ MESSDNGER,

sun: had nson in a. blue and cloudless sky.'.’ :
" The feathery . tree—tops stirred in the gentls -

Dresses

The, clnldron a:sed to call me “Patchwoik

L Quitr

ied & remcmber one dress in p&rtieu.ar she
"i‘T.can: see just: how it
The skirt ‘was. stripes, the . waist

Mother

and comfortable, but. I was just medn
It makes me feel
sorry when I think how hard. mother worked

' . ‘for us,"and we not half appreciating it." -

~Didn’t they ever buy you anything new?
exclaimed Florenee. ‘I'think they were un-
kind.”” ‘ ! : )
" *No, no, dea.r child?
There wasn’'t much money .to
clothes, I can tell you.
apron—°tires,’ - we ‘called them — rtha.i: ‘was
bought on purpose for me, and.I'was. proud -

You don’t understand.
spend, on

“as Punch. till it-was made up. It was. real

pretty, white with a narrow blue stripe, but -
being " a remn:mt there -‘wasn't. emough 0",
get it all out. So mother put it on' a yoke.
made. of .a plece of an old dress of hers—

. dark- brown calico with a yellow figure.

Somchcw. the v didn’t go together very well
‘But since you've grown up, Miss I‘erry,

" you mu.at have bhad new dresses.’

‘No, sts TFlorence; never.  I'm forty years
cld, and T've never had a new dress. Jane

- got married, and so did Sarah. Well, Sa.rah

_ died a,ml ‘18t me” aln’ hor clot:hos Her‘ hus-

.. . ‘Complaining, Miss I‘erry'
. you ‘buy yourself a; redal pretty’ dress without

ing, and again its button-holes.

‘at ‘anything real good’ and bteady

PR

ba.nd S wadt pretty iwell? off. and” thezre was'
soiie Teal:godd- thmgs amongst them.™ Then

., the ‘orthex 'thies~died’ here at home, and*oft!

oourso, T ‘got® all %their thmg, enoept wha.t I
ga.ve to “Jate.’ -Jdne has® & *hard"tiuié; "her
husband’s 4" dreddful aihn.g man. “Well, I've
been wearing out the clothes ever since and
they ain’t’all worn out yet.” -~ -

‘I¥’s been lucky for me gettmg all those':

" clothes—me having so much slckness and
..not ‘being . able to earn' right along. .But

once. in.a time I ‘get real. ungra.teful and
think it would be kind of nice to get somies
thing new all orver—not any ‘seraps of piec-
ings. ‘There, you must think I’m awful
cemplaining!’:

“But why don’t

waiting to use up-all those old things?
*No, dear, sald Miss Ferry, gently, ‘I need’
the momey ‘for — other things. = There is

. bonnets, too,’ resumed the little woman, bit-

ing off ‘3 needleful of twist. ‘I guess there
are erough bonnets and trimmings bo get
me through my natural life.

‘Sometimes -I think most everything in
this world is a pateh or a make-ove'r, she
proceeded. ‘If it ‘ain’t done-over meat it's”
‘warmed-over potatoes, and if it ain't them
i’s a little mess of beans and a dab of hash

{0 be got out of the way together. There’s

. 1 don’t oven work
Some-
times its mending and sometimes it's nurs-
But it's
always somothing, thank the Lord! Leav-
ings-overs are a heap Slg‘ht better than mll-
ings-short! IR

‘Miss: Ferry, you sa.ui you could.n’t aftord
to lose a whole day’s work, Don't you ever
take a holiday? - o

‘Bless you, Miss Florence! I don't re-
membet ever being idle a'day. I was going
to, though; I was going to the Baptist pic-
nic ‘last week. ./ You know they went to
Oak Grove, a rea.l sightly place, they tell me,-
and right by.the-lake.. I'got-all readY, and

always leaving’s-over!

it Mrs. ‘White; dldn’t 80 and spra.in her an--.

Me" B R
‘Why did that keep you ?

Slie has a

vdaughteu' hasn’t she?

‘body “TROTe - tickled

-ure go down the path

I remember one -

.she belps.a great deal.’
“her o‘ar'ningsgo- there.
- poor. Larkinses and made clothes. for the

’ ‘Oh,« yes, bub Rose is ymmg, and of -oourse
‘I"saw she wa3 ter--
- ribly- disappoiited; 0 I. sm‘d “I'l stay with .
‘your. mothei Rose," and you never saw-any-
There, Miss' Florence, "
: - there's the- jacket, a.nd tell youx' ma I hope .
it willsuit’ ‘M’s-been a- real’ mfr@hment {0
: .‘ha.ppﬂn" ‘caid: Miss, Ferry: to herself, a8’ ‘she’
" looked into the beautiful,: ‘fresh: world,. *But -
‘ It be
‘button-holes, or maybe Jane'll want me to-
tend ‘Willie through one of his colic: spells!’.’

wn.nted ‘her good time."

.508 - 'you,’ and I : ‘hope you.: ‘won't’ thmk T'm
cross ‘and ungrateful complaining as I have"

.Florence .stooped’ over “the | litt.lo woma.nl
wi’alz a ‘sudden impulse. ‘Theros a" whole»';

kiss, 'all for ymnself ‘she said. :

- Misg. Ferrys thm cheek- ﬁush.ed under the
~unwonted ca.reas “Bless her kind heart!’
she:said, as she watched the girl’s light fig-
" ¥1'declare I'm fairly
ashamed of havxng run on so about myselfl.
‘It was real grumblnng. "1 don’t believe I'd
have -done it if I hadn’t been so worn out
sitting up,’ ‘and then being disappointed’ about
that Henrietta. Well, Jane® ‘needs the ‘money
more than I'do the dress—poor girl.

Fiorenco Heath walked slowly along the

relm-shaded street - thmlnng of Miss Ferry.. -

The . sun was high and’ hot and the road
di.sty.‘ Colonel

smooth and invmng. . As F‘lorem:e tumed

- toward the house. one of ker little brothers,

came rattling down the broa.d drive in his
shming cart behind his pony

The big mansion wlnoh stood ba.ck -on the

top of the slope looked cool and restful thh_
its wide piazzas a.nd g3y, a.w'nmgs o
. ‘Never anything. new or..whole,. and I;
never ha.va a.nythmgl l~e” thought t.ho g'lrl
Florence found her. 'nother on one of -the ..

wam“i;oo;nvanm a;walk for. ouf
" have.let Ja.m.es Jdrive you. down oy

‘Mamma, 1 have everytb.lng a.nd Mlss Per-
TV, has’ n.othmg. Why is zt"‘ sald  Florence,
a8 ghe threw herself into. a ha.mmock

‘smile. , “Tell me about it, dear.
Tlorence told her story. .

people’s.- Oh,.I snppose I knew, but T never
saw.-it so clearly. It doesn’t seem - rlghrt; at
au!' .

Mrs. Heath Watohed her daughters face,

-+ ‘One can always share,’ she suggested.

Florénce was silent a moment, then she
sald: ‘I'd like 1o, give Miss F‘erry' ‘one good
whole Qayl

‘Miss -Ferry’ might have whole things if.
she didn’t share, I'lorence.
shiftless sort of a sigter. in.Greenville whom
I suspect most of
She helped those

-children, and she. ig always going - where
there is sickness. 1 don’t know of any:one

who does $0-much good in a quiet way and .

with so little mears, as Miss Ferry.

Florence sprang out of -the bhammock,
seattering . the soft pillows right and left,
went over to her mother and kissed her.

‘I think I'll try a little of the sharing busi-
ness myself!’ She said, and went into the
house. . .

S T T T

-The phoebe-bird uttered. its plaintive note
in the horse-chastnut'tree close to the win~
dow, and woke Misg Ferry from a sound
morning nap.

‘Five o'clock!’ she exclalmed as she look-
ed at the loud-ticking timepiece which-adorn-
- ed her mantel-shelf. I'm getting a.dreadful
habit -of sleeping late. It's mortal lazy, and

a shameful waste of time, but somehow I'

ain't so spry-as I used.to. be.
She flung open. the green blinds and let in .
the radia,nce ‘of the early morning. “The

I-Iea.t.h's lawn stretched,‘

‘I.don't: tlnnk I
ever knew, she concluded, ‘just the difference X
there .is between my- life .and. - some other .

-~ She has a -

breeze, and ﬂower—scents and bird-voices
“filled” the -air.: It was just the: morning to

of coming. .good., g o
- ‘L feel as if something nioe was goin’
there!. . What am I thinkmg of!”

- Breakfast. over, Mlbs Ferry . .sat. down -in

her little sewing-chair and ' took ,up- her.

work; bnt for some reasonm, tlze needle
would not go, . and her thoughts would wan-

~-der far from the liitle - ga.rment she. was.

fashioning. - .
She. was gazing a.t the swaymg elm«bops,
and her work had fallen from her hands,
when a rousing rap at the door startled her
' into the consciousness of the pmont
‘What's come? she exclaimed, springind

up, to find that it was only Colonel Heath's

‘coachman with a bundle. .

‘The work Mrs: Heath' promased me,
thouglvt Miss Fearry as she lald the big par-
** cel on the old loung'e

- open it now; .,o-mohow I don't wa.nt to s08
- more work to-day.’

In a moment, however, she eha.nged her
- mind.

-

Wra.ppings
T ‘Seems to me it’s’ done up might careful for
- just being sent down here. W‘hat is it any-

wav"' ‘she said aloud, as she took off the
. ' cover of the long pasteboard box and, un-“-
folded a prebty dark blue aress, a.ll ma.de"

* and’ ﬁnished

“  ‘Sometling Miss’ I‘lorence wa.nts altered, -
1 guess Mty too sma.ll tor M.rs Hoath. :
Here’s the dlrectlons, ‘she continued a8 an '

“That's’ & pretty bard question to answer '» envelops fell trom the folds ~f ‘the skirt.

‘all at once,” responded Mrs. Heath with a:

As she read her thin face flushed and she
laid the note down with a gasp.
can’t! After all I've said to her!’ .,he whis-
pered. Then she read it again.

“haps it -might be.a little help to have some-
- thing all' made up, and I think it wiil fit
- you. : Wwill you accept it with my love !

Please don’t mind my sending it,v dear Miss _
Ferry,. for you share so much with others -
" you must let- others share with you some-

times.

Mamma wishes me to ask you if you will
comse and spend this beautiful day with us
We are going to drive in the a.fbernoon to
Pine Pomt, and it will give us so .much
pleasure to have you with us.” Please come
and wear the new dress. James will call
for you at eleven. Yours very truly,
.FLORENCE W. HEATH.

'The good Lord bless her!’ said Miss. Fer-
“ry, with a little sob, . ‘It seems as if T could-

n’t take so .much from anyone, but it would
be downright ungrateful not to.’ . And then
the joy .of possession entered her soul

She exammed the dress with the apprecia-
{ion of a slulled geamstress. ‘Just see those
sille’ facings; and it’s finished elegantly. . I
never expected to live to see this day. And
after all my complaining too!
serving! I ain’t deserving!’” But, oh, even
Miss Floronce can't know what it means to
me to have a new dress!’

Promptly st eleven, James, impre...swe in
dark blue livery and shining buttons, helped -
the ‘futtering little woman, in her irim' new’
"muit, into the soft-cushioned carriage,

I'am not going to dewribe the welcoms

Miss Ferry received at the.Xeath’s, nor-the }
long day. of. delight. she passed in that beau-

tiful homa

fill. one’s- hea.rt with a pleasant premonition :

‘1 don’t believe T

‘Mrs. Heath’s real good to me, may-"
be it's something she wa.nts done’ n@ht up’;
and she prooeeded to u.ndo tho numerous"‘

‘Oh, 1.

Dear Miss Ferry,—I was in-the city yester-
day, and saw this dress whioh made* me
° {hipk of you. I ‘thought tha.t a3 you were so N
- busy taking stitches for other: people, -per-

T ain't de-
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