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1 kuow a maiden fair to sec,
'With oyos of doepest brown,
Fair chcks, 1ink.tintOd, like tho sholi,
And soit as ponchos' down.
11cr lips are dtwy, sweot, and red,
As any rose in Junc,
Sho amiles more brigbtly than the sun
Smiles on the fairest Docil.
The stormsand texupests of this world,
WVill nover cloud lier life;
She'l1 bo a perfect sun-besin, te
The man who cails lier wlfe.
lier name is Minnie, and she niakos
It seem just tivico as swvct,
While she lingers iu the border-land
Whoro girl and woman moct. Mi .Fs~

Hramilton.

SELECTED..
A SIMPLE STOBY.

"Here's a picceo0f good aows, Sally,"1 cried Tom Loveret
. to his wife, as hoe ran iet the tiuiy kitchen wbure tho neat

ton-table wns ready spread. "iI'm to, bc foeonan at the shop,
aud my wvages are more than double atter the first of the
month."

Woll, that is good noivs, Tozm," criod Sally, radiant with
pleasuro as sho set tho dial of bai and eggs bofore lier lius-
band, aud ponrcd ont lus ton; Ilbut its no more than you

Jdeservo, if 1 do c3ay it. 1 was saying te Martba Docker, whcn
sho was giving nic the neiv pattera for your shirts yesterday :
'Marthn,' says 1, 'it isn't to bo expccted but iwhnt Tom's
employers wili sec bis value befere long; and from wbat 1
bear tbey do alroady.'"-

ccWell, 1 have put uay shouldor te the wliool," saiid Tom,
j snot my wny to loai; and now we can begin te savo for

al ays da. you won't wvant me to stiteli shirt bosonuis for

(Il nove: did oxpoot it. "Vives your oiwn thought, Sally,"
said Tom.

Saliy lad beon able te mako four dollars n weok by
s titchiug shirt bosoins at odd times, and it had been ber own
ftànd for bier own dress, and nico things for flicdhidren.
Bu .that cvoning she took in the lest of ber soiig, and 8aid
to old Mr. Isanos:

"lI shan't need to soiv any more ; my busband is made
foremen et the shop."1

"That's good," said the shirtumekor, as he took. ber littie
bundle aud countod ont hier pay. ilThat's good luck, no
doubt; but you'd ho ail the ridher if you weut on doing the
stitebing. Four dollars is four dollars, and it's a big sum in

th ercounted ail up."1
Well, porhaps it la,"I raid Sally: "lbut 1 dou't uoed it

And so the poor widow who lad been trying ta get stiteli-
ing f0 do was happier ncxt morning flan she bed been for
yoars; and Sally, singing about hier work, made up bier mind
to have a litLlo more pleasure now, and te walk ont more
and tako ton oteucr with Martba Docker.

That evening she began a new subjcct fo Tom.
"lTom," abo raid, "fluah is an avfully ungeufeel place for

a foroman's family. Now, tlcrc's; a flat in the next street,
only fivo dollars a month more than this, that would bo
pîcasanter We'd have a little parlor there, and nicer
noiglibors. You'll fel like holding up your boad a little
bigher now."1

"iOh, 1 sba'n't fake airs," raid Tona; "ebut five dollars a
month won't break me; lct's have the fiat."

The Onat was hired, and the furnituro from the old place
looked-as SalIy sald-like xuothing in it. The parlor iras
empty.

Il0f course, rl aid Sally, ci i7e cau't psy ont money; but
thore 1e a furnituro ebop in the avenue whero tbey take in-
staliments. bNow 1 could get flic things tbat way."'

ifI suppose ive mn'ust bave tbem,1 said Trom. ciDon't be
extravagant, Sally."

"lI extravagant VI cried Sally.
And, indced, aIe hsad nover hecu so; but at that ahop,

irbore they know vory iroll that Tome Loverot's saler>' was
doubled, thoy wro so obliging that before shc knew it Sally
bcd bought a Iundrod dollars' irorth of furniture.

ciSince you can't psy much dlown, Mr. Leveret," said flue
proprietor, i we must bave ton dollars a mont lu."

Ton dollars a month for a ycar 1 Saily gaspcd at the
flouglut, but Tom nsked lier no questions, and sle lied tIe
liandling of the money. 8o the parlor shone resplcadent

ii red rop furaituro, marblo-top table, mantel ornamneata
and a "irosi oit paiuting"' in a gilt frame, and the finest
curtains possible.

Frionds callcd and admircd, sud Mrs. Levoret feit that
there iras something inappropriate in the wieo of fIe foreman
being intimate with tînt slsbby littie Martha Docker.
Martîs fook ber first snub, and was seen no more nt the nom
bouse, and Sali>' lest hier truest friend.

ccMrs. Loveret, ma'am, nom thaf your liusand is iu good
business, wly don't yon got yourself a landsome silk suit?1"
asked thc wiféo0f the dry goods store keoper one merning of
sally.

ccWell, we'vo spent se mucl for t nrnishing, I thouglut I'd
ivait ambuile," saîd Sally.

ccPsbawv! Wly, wve'd givo you credit," cricd the lady
behind tIe counfer. ciWe knew your menns. Hore'a some
silk noir, sud velvet te match it-hluntcr's. green, wifli gold
buttons, and a hst frimmed te match. Tliey're wearing
cverything alikoe now, and wo've splendid glovos. .lust
eboose, aud psy mlien you like."1

Sally lcsitated, looked again, and ended by buying; and
soon lier bilt at flie dry gooda store was a large on, for thc
eildren must bc as fine as their mother, and thon it mas so
easy f0 ray fto-Mrs. Shaeffer:

.Send it-down to-day,"' mly nof buy ? And so, without
Tom's knowledgo, tIe dify came mbcu paying a littie bore
sud paying a little flore, Saily mas striving to stave off lier
creditors, and waited more anxiously for tlue payaient of tle
big salary than abo ever baad for the suesil eue.

It ail came ut onccD.
IlMa'am, you're no lady, and im going te your lusbaad,

wvith my blli," cried Mrs. Shacifor. il o'R an honoat man, I
hope."1

Il The mont aud fhings bas got te be paid for, sud dea't
you forget it. IlI speak te Mr. loeveret,"' roared the provision
dealer.

"lCeais is coals, aud I want the price 6f 'cm," explaiaod
the ceaI denier. "lI doa't bolicvo your busbnd wonid chient
me.")

"lYou're fine enough now; but mIen yen more cotton
dresses, you paid for your shoos," remarked the shoomaker.
"l'11 go te Tom."

As for tho furuifure denier, one day bis drny mas backed
np te the door, aud the Bruissels carpot, the fine "suit," thec
marblc-tepped table, sud the ccrenlI oil painting ment away
upen if. Fifty dollars lad bocu paid, but flie deaier made ne
allowauce for fIat, nor couid Saliy help bersoîf at ail. Oh,
if r. Sîseffer could but have fakcu back nil hier fiuer>'
But thaf mas impossible.

One evcning Sally rat cryiag en a littie chair, hIle 'Tom,
witl a soleinn face, counted iip flic buis.

ilTîrce liuudred dollars, liali>', net ceunting thc fift> fer
the furniture,"1 ho said. "lIf mili bo a long pull, but IlI psy
'cm ail. I wen'tbhospoke0f asa fhief b>' ld acquaiutauces."

ci J isb 1 mas dead, Tom," said Sally. "cDo you liste

dgNo, my dear," raid Tom. "c 1baven't auything but love
for yen in my lieart. Only we'vc both lcarnf a lesson.
Credit aint cash, sud luck aint lnck if yen make poor use of
it We'ii go back te tIe old rooma for a bit and save fer a
whule.1

«And 11il get some stifching,"1 sald Ssii>'.
"I don't roquire if of you," said Tom.

But SalIy did it. There mas enougli for lier sud tlhc
widow niso, sud aIe folded lier silk amay and more caico,
again, sud she ment te work wifli a miii, humbled b' lier
fomufail. It mas a bard f mo year'a work, but. fbey did ift


