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The Heso of Love.
1 hava the little rose yutt gave Lo mo
One tendor momenty when my hoart
wae sad
And boary with the misery to bo
You made mo glad,

1 toved that Hittle flower, and when 1 wont
From your duar prosence tondorly 1
taid
1us dafntiness ia the imprisonment
My bosom made.

yad after, whea you eaw 1t not, you
thought
That I had flung your Hitle roxo away,
,rceming the gift from such & giver ught,
What could I aay?

My love wag all 1 had, 1 gave it you:
And did you cherish it or lot it go?
Y ou never let mo know although you knew
1 loved you s0.

1nd. when you gave no sign, I satd, “*"Tis
Juet,
Sho thiuks my lovo unworthy of her
0aro ;
3¢ she has flung it, huedlcss, in tho dust
Aud left it there.”

And then we parted. \Was your hoart un-
stirred
By tendoror thought of me on that last
day?
L dud mot know. You turned without a
word
And went your way.

1 nave tho Jittle rose yon bade me take,
Where is the lovo I gave you? Is it
dead
¢ have you cherlahed itt For pity's sako
Let it bosad ¢

A TELEGRAPH OPERATOR

This night, which will dwell in my
memory with vivid distinotness wbile
life and reason are left to mo, was in
October, 1870. I was at that time a

legraph operat ioned in the
little town of Deering,‘ upon the line

m the
cleared.
“Havo you sent tho

morning. aftor tho track ig

and neavor, then tho distant rumble of
the train, growing more distinot.
horaidnight down train

RO

Robeort 7
* Notyot. 'There 13 plonty of time.
That teain docs not reach Pauis till
bhalf past oloven, and it is not yet
oight. Yes, it 19 just striking.”

* Bottor send it, Robert. If there
sbould be an acoident you would
nover forgivo rourself. Send it, while
I put some clean towels in tho wash.
roow, and then I will como and ait
with you till you can come home.”

8he went into thoe dressing room as
sho epoke, taking no light, but de-
ponding upon the candles burning n
tho offica, I wag rising from my seat
to send the telogram, when tho door
opened and four of the worst charac-
tors in Deoring, led by John Martin,
ontored the room. Boforo I could
speak, two throw me back in my chair,
one held a revolver to my head, and
John Martin spoke :

“Mr. Hill was here o te)l you to
stop the D—— train, You will ‘not
send that meassage. Listen. The
rock ig thore to atop that train—put
thero for that purpose. There is hatf
a million in gold In the oxpress oar.
Do you understand ?*

“You would riek all the lives m
the train to rob it! I cried, horror-
steuck,

' Exaotly,” was the ocool reply.
“Ono fifth is yours if you keep back
the message. Tho money has been
watohed all the way from San Fran.
cigco."

I saw the wholo diabolioul scheme
at once. If the train came, it would
bo thrown off at the embankment and
ossily Ylundmd by the villains, who
would lie in wait there.

“ Come,” Martin said, * will you
Jjoin uag ?”

* Never !" I oried indignantly.

“ We must force you then!
him fast 1"

I trembled for Alice. If only my
life were at stake, I could hava borne
it better. DBut oven if we were both

dered, I could not take the blood

Tio

of the Pacifio Rail the
cities of D—— and G—. Bix miles
farther west was the more pretentious
town of Paris, upcn the direct road to

Deering was by no means a model
rosidence. There were lagor-boer
gardens, drinking saloons, and gamb-
ling houses out of all propu:tion to the
more respeotable stores and resid
e hiad had two arrests of ocounter-
feiters, and there was scarcely s day
passed that there was not s brawl
among the rufiane around us. Still,
there was a school, aad & timid little
blue-eyed woman had come from
Vermont to teach there.

How long an unprotected woman
might have lived in Deering I can
only guess, for Alice Holt bad been
thera but three months when she con-
sented to walk into church with me
oue day, and walk out my wife. This
was in July, and we had ocoupied a.
paetty comie nearly a quarter of &
mile from the telegraph office since
our marriage. 5

Being the only man employed in
the telegn h businoss at Deo:ing,'l
was obhge; to remain ocnstantly in
the office during the day and part of
the evening, snd Alice hereelf brought
me my dinner aud supper. There
wag a small room next the office with
a window, but only one door, com-
munieating with the larger room.
Hore Alice had fitted up a dressing-
table and ourrr, s washstand and
some shelves, where she kept pepper,
salt and piokles for my office repasts.
The iwo rooms wero on the second
floor of & wooden building that atood
alone,

With this necessary introduction, I
ocome 0 the story of that Ootober
night, aud the part my blue-eyed
Alice, only eighteen, and afraid of her
own shadow, pleyed in it

Iwas in the office st about half-past
seven o'olook, when ono of the ity
officials came in, all flurried, saying :

« Blirling, have you been over to
the embankmeut on the road to-day ?*

The embankment was not a quarter
of u mile from the office, on the east
side,

*No; I bave not.”

It wag a specisl providence took
me there, then. One of the great
masses of rook has rolled down
diveotly across the track. Tt will be
a8 dark as & wolfs mouth to-night,
and if the midnight train comes from
D—— there will be a horrible amash
ey

“The midnight train must stop at

Paris, then,” I replied. ‘¢ I will send
& mesaage. 5
“Yes. Thatis what I stepped in

for. The other track is olear, 80 you
need not stop the train to D—-."

‘¢ Al right, sir."” X

I was standing at the door, seeing

of the passengers in the train upon
my head. Not a sound came from
the little room us I was tied hand and
doot to my chair, bound so securely
that I could not move. It was pro-
posed to gag we, but finally concluded
that my ories, if I made any, could
not be heard, and & handkerchief way
bound over my mouth.

The door of the wash-room was
olosed and looked, Alice still undis.
covered ; then the light was blown out
and the ruffians left me, looking the
door after them.

Then there was a long silence,
Outside I could hear the stop of one
of the meu pacing up and down,
watohicg. I rubbed my head against
the wall behind me, and succeeded in
getting the handkerchief oft mymouth,
to fall around iy neok. "

plished this

g g
swiftly, surely to destruotion, Whore
wag my wife? Ilad the rufllans
intorcepted lior at the cottage ?  Was
sho lying dead somowhore on the wild
road ? Her heroism was of no avail ;
but was her life saved v Why had I
lot her atart upon her mad errand ?

I (riel to move. I writhed in
impotent fury upon my chair, forcing
the oruel ohords to tear my flesh as I
vainly tried to loosen even ono hand.

The heavy train rumbled past the
telegraph office, It was an oxpress
train and did not stop at Deoring
station ; but as I liatened, every senso
sharponed by my mental torture, it
seomed to mo that the epeod slackened,
Liatening intently, I knew that it
atopped at $ho ombankment as nearly
as I oould judge. Not with the
slckening erash I axpected, not pre-
coding wails and groans from the
injured passengers, but gradually and
oarefully. A momentmore and I heard
shouts, the oravk of firoarms, sounds
of some confliot.

What could it all mean ? The min-
utes were hours, till I heard a key turn
in the door of my prison, and a
moment later two tender arms were
round my neck, and Alico was whisper-
ing in my ear :

* They will come in a few minutes,
love, to set you free! The villaing
left the key in the door! I thought
of that befare I started, but there was
a man on the front watohing! I erept
round the house, and I saw him, 8o I
dil not dare be seen 1’

 But have you been to Parie ?*

** Yes, dear.”

¢ In all that storm 2

* 8elim seemed to understand. He
oarried me awiftly and surely. I was
well wrapped in my wate:sroof oloak
and hood. When I reached Paris the
train had not coms from D—,’

¢ But it is here 2"

** Only the locomotive and one oar.
In that car wore a sherift, a deputy-
sheriff, and twenty men armed to the
teeth, to cupture the gang at the
ombankment, I came, t00, and they
lowered me from the traiu when the
speed slackened, so that [ could ran
hero and tell you all was safe I"

While we spokemy wife's fingers had
first untied the handkerchief around
my neok : and then, in the dark, found
some of the kuots of the cords binding
me, But I was still tied fast and
strong, when there was & rush of
msny feet upon the stalrcase, and in
another moment light and joyfal
voices.

* We've oaptured the whole nine I

was the good news. ¢ Three, inelud-

ing John Martin, are desperately

wounded ; but the surprise was

perfeot ! Now, old fellow, for you!"

A dozen olasp-knifes at once seerved

my bonds, and a dosen hands were
ded in gresting.”

when there was 8 tap on the inner

oor,

* Robert I” Alice said.

' Yes, love. Speak low. There is
& man under my window."

' Ave yov slone in the room 9

* Yeu, dear.”

“1 am going to Paris. There isno
men under my window, and I can got
out there. I have six long roller-
towels here, knotted togeiher, and I
have cut my white tkirt into wide
strips to join them. The rope made
#0 reaches nearly to the ground, I
shall fasten it to the door knob and
let mysolf down., It will not take
long to reach home, saddle Belim, and
reach Paris in time. Don't fear for
me. When you hear & hen

As for the praises showered upon
my plucky little wife, it would require
a volumo to tell half of them,

The would-be assassins and robbers
were taken to D——for trial. John
Martin, on his duath-bed, turned

9
MOLLIE'S VALENTINE,

*It doca—yes, it looks ‘most as
good a8 a boughten one,” said Mollio,
survoying with pride the valentine she
had just finished.

Tho remark was addressed to no
one in yarticular, for the twins, the
only other occupants of the room,
were t00 young to bo consulted. The
children on tho other side of the
looked door, who would gladly have
given an opinion, could vot even aseo
through the koybclo, Mollle had
covored it with a towel.

I wantod Jakie's to bo the prot-
tiest and it is,” she continued, glane-
ing_rather dubiously ot tho one in-
tended for Nottie, whioh conmated of
8n immense-white paper heart deco-
rated with & “ red, red rose” and a
purpla pansy, placed over the verse .

The rose ia ved, the violot s bluo,
Sugar’s sweot and 80 are you,

But it wes to Jakio's that sho had d,
voted all of her artistio talent and the
beat of hor material, which consisted
of an array of Sunday-school oards
and sover~l atripg ot paper lace from

soap-boxes.
f[?ho lontino ag fi

of & sbeot of note-paper with a lacs
border, docorated 1 the centre by a
stiff, starohy oallalily, on the right of
which was pasted an infant Moses in
a bright yollow basket. On the left a
procession of angels walked upon
ompty space, the lsdder baving been
out from beneath their feot, for as
Mollio remarked : * Angels don't need
any ladder when they've got wings."”

At the bottom of the page, mn a
onrefully disguised hand, was written :
When we are old wo'll smile aad say
Wo had 00 care in chlidhood's day.

But they'll be wrong 1 ‘twill not bo true.
I've this much care~I care for you.

*I ought to make one for Pete,”
m:id Mollie, ' but he'd just make fun
of it."

As the twins, even if they aould
have understond, were too busy smear.
ing themselves with paste o put ina
plea for Pete, Mollie hastily removed
all traces of her work, Then she
slipped back the bolt and the rest of
the * Williamses," burniog with ouri
oaity, preoipitated themselves into tho
room to find her ocalmly singing a
lullaby to the astoniched twins, who
didn't look a bit sleepy.

The sun was up at his usual time
on the ing of February fourteenth,
but in the three little rooms over the
shoa-shop the Willisms ohildren were
shoad of him ; for was it not Valen.
tine's day, and didn't they each expest
at loast & dozen ?

Juat where they thoughi these
valentines were to coma from it would
be hard to tell, but with ohildish faith

thad e

g

proaches,

and light."”

goepel of
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Sweetness and Light.

Put a pill in the pulpit it you want practical
proaching for the phyaical man ; then put ihe
pill in the pillory if it does not practise what it
There's a whole gospel in Ayer's
Bugar Coated Pills; a “gospel f sweaotness
People used tu valuo their physio,
ag they did their religion,—by its bitterness,
The more bitter the doso the botter the dactor.
‘We've got over that. We take “'sugar in ours”—
gospel or physic—now-a-days.
please and to purge at tho same time.
may be power in a plesasant pill, That ia the

Ayer’s Cathartic Pills.

More piil paricalars 1n Ayer & Curebook. 100 pages.
] L Ayer Lo Loweil Mam.
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It's possible to
There

** No, there’s not anything for the

won't be ; 80 clear out the whole lot of

you and don't come back here any ' looking colored

nore.”

Not come back any more!
then, were they to get the rest of tneir
valentines ? But, nct darmng to dis-
obey, they hung dejectedly about the
post-office door, unmtil about four
o'clock they saw ** orosspatch” step

aoross the bank, leaving his newly
appointed deputy in charge,

The b+ight, boyish facedid not look
s bit orose, 8o Mollie seized tho op-
portunity to try once more.

“ Anything for Miss Mollie Wil
lisms ?* sho repeated. ** Yes, I think
there 12, Just come in on the after-
noon train. ¢ Miss Mary Williame >’
that's the same as Mollie, I guess,
You're in luck, little girl,” and a large
K;sltlgbosrd box was handed out to

ollie,

She was so dazed by her good Juck
that she forgot the rest of ber family
tilt reminded by a pathetio litilo voice

mw Williams'  bandsoms *,
Villiameen, and what's more, there | residenco. nisome fauburba

How, . 8ho's takin’ ber music.le¢s m,

The door was opened by a pompous.
man.

you can't see Miss Mamie,
Tllgi
her de bundle, an’ fittl gicl, nex' ﬁgng
come to de' back do'—dis do' ig for de
quali};y."

! Hero you, Jim! B8how the youn
lady to the library,” and Mr. Wil{ilmg
who had been taking a walk on the
vorands, throw away his cigar, and
coming forward, greeted Mollia with
every sign of respeot.

Maollie, ushered by the now obsequi.
ous Jim into the library, perched her-
solf unessily upon the edge of a leather
upholstered chair while the maater of
the house seated himself opposite, and
undertook to made bLer feel at home,

I guoss we'd better not disturb
Mamie just now, but I suppose you
and I can ontertain cach other a
whllo."‘ho 8aid,

Mpllxe) gssped * Yes, gir,” and he

« No,

to ** Aok for Jakie Williama.” So she
went through the whole roll, but the
boy agsured her there was nothing else
for the ** Williamses,” and the whole
orowd trooped excitedly out of the
office, up the stairs and into the « sif-
ting.room."
*¢ Bring the scissors, quick I
Then ** Oh! oh! ain't it perfootly
lovely I” and truly the valentine dis-
played might havepleasedmore artistio
oyes.
,A soft, snowy border of swan's down
ded o panel of ivory satin, on

in an_indefinite * dy,” they
‘were all esger to begin colleoting the
expeoted treanures,

i Anythiog for she Williamsea ?"

The postmaster of tte thriving little
town was just opening up the office
and was hardly ready for business, but

state's d His
testimony sent the survivors to the
peniteutiary.

Alico and I left Deering for & more
civilized commnnity the following
vear. Baut before we went there was
sn invitation sent to us to meet a

ittee from the railroad company
at Paris. We acoepted; had a dinner,
were toasted and complimented, and
then Alice was presented with a silver

under my window, you will know I am
safoly on the ground.”

Liltle Alice! My heart throbbed
heavily as I heard her heroio proposal,
but I dared not stop her.

“@od bless and protect you,” 1
2aid, aud listened for her signal. Soon
the ohuokling noiss told me the first
of her perilous undertaking was tuken.

It was dark, cloudy and threatening
s storm, and, as nearly as [ could
guess, olose upon nine o'slook. I ould
only wait and pray. I was too much
stunned even yet to realise the hero.
ism of this timid woman. starting
alone upon the dark ride, through a
wild country with a storm threatening.

Nine o'olock! As the bell of the
churoh clook ceased to strike, a rumble,
s flagh, told me m thunder-storm was
ocoming rapidly. Oh, the long, long
minutes of the next hour !

Ten o'olock. The rain falling in
torrents, the thunder pealing, light.
ning flashing | Alice was 20 afraid of
lightning! Often I had held her,
white as death, trembling, almost
fainting, in such a storm as thie. Ha
she feared to atart, with the storm in
prospect, or was she lying somewhere
on the wild road, o;nr?.oxge by terror

my oaller down the rickety
when Alies osme up with my supper.
It was hot, snd I was oold, so I drow
up & table, and opening oan and bas-
ket sat down to epjoy it. Time
enough for business, I thought, after-
wards. As I ate we chaited. .

“ Any messsges to-day?" my wife
asked, 5

* One from D-—— for Jobn Martin.”

“John Martin 1" Alice oried. “Tho
srotu;ln ruffisn ’in Doering. What
was the messnge

** Midnight teain.”

“ Waa that all "

“That was all, Mr. Hill hag just
been in here to tell me thorein & ki
rock aoross the irack st the emban
ment, so I shall stop the midnight
irain at Paris, The passengers must
wait & fow hours there and eome on

Eleven o'elock, The storm over,
though still the night was inky bisok.
No sound to choeer me ; none 4 mla‘h

o P more
A bon of pouibiljﬁu. like Mghynl

g one
through my tortured bramn,

Would the next hour never paes ?
Once the clock tolled midnight, sil
was safe.

I was drenched with perspirstion
wrung from me by mental agony in
one hour; ohilled with horror the
next. No words can describe the
migery of waiting as the minutes
dregged l!owlg slon:. In the desd
sllence a far off sound struck & th‘rli‘ll

which was painted &n exquisite bunch
of pansies, caught’ together by a tiny
envelope tied by a& bow of violet
ribbon.
« What does the writing say 2"
asked Peto, trying to decipher the gold

he looked good-naturedly at_poor, | lettering, .

foriorn little Jakie, who made the | "I o't bardly read if, they're so

inquiry, crookedy,” said Mollie, It says,
No, sonny—too early—mail not | ‘Here's pansies, that's for thoughts.’

distributed.” Well, my thoughteare, *Muchobliged,’
About five ‘later anoth b sent it.”

face appeared at tho little window.

+ Anything for Pete Williams 2’

* Nothing," rather shortly.

¢ Anything for Mollie Williaws?”

“ No, bub, run along, I'm busy.”

* Or for Jakie Williams 2"

+ No, I tell you. Olear out!"”

The voice was so gruff that, not
daring %0 ask for Nettie as he had in.
tended, Pete burricd out and » few

inutes later slipped into his place at

\r JOT | ton sorvice, as & testimonial from the
P upon that threstened down
{rain, the express d

y and rail
direotors, in token of their gratitude
for the lives and property eaved by her
heroism.

———

the table where the Wﬂlinn, family

* Wonder if there's a note in the
little ‘envellup’ " said Pete snatching
at the ribbons.

* Don't touch it! Your hands are
always dirty,” soreamed Mollie, and
the envelope wag not disturbed.

But thet night, after the twine and
Nettie were asleop, and Mollie sat up
teasting her starved soul on the besuty
of her valentine, Pete's question
recurred to ber.

Like Bluebeard's wife, Mollie found
her ouriosily brought its own punish-

were eating thelr scanty break
4 There wasn't nothin’,” he roported,
“and the foller seomed real cross

. about it.”
Acenanuatony Ruvustieu. j“ﬁ;,uf,: L ly Mollie stole out with
villo, writes: * Somo yoars ago I i fall, led under

Dg. Tuouas' EcLrerric O1r, for Inflam-
matory rheumatism, and three bottles
offected s complote cure. 1 was tho
whole of one summer unable to move
without crutches and overy movement
caused excruciating pains. I am now
out on the road and oxposed to all kinds
of weather, but have never boen troubled
with rheumatism sinco. I, howover,
keop a bottle ot Dr, THoxas' O on
haud, and I always rocommend it to
others, as it did 50 much for me.”

If » woman is rioh and has coarse
foatures thoy are referred to a8 being
“ gtrongly marked.”

Teacher:  John, do you kmow
what memory is?* Johnnie Chaflie:
"‘Ylsg, sir, that's what you forgat
with,”

Tigy Nevkr Fate,—Mr, S. M. Bough-
ner, Laogton, writes: “For about two
zears I was troubled with Inward Piles,

ut using by Parmelee's Pills, I wascom-
lotely cured, and although four years
ave elapsed since then they have not
returned.” Parmelee’s Pills aro anti-
bitious and & specifioc for tho cure of
Liver and Kiduey Complaints, Dyspep-
y tivencss, Headache, Piles, eto,
and will Nﬂulsh the secretions and
romove all bilious matter.
—————

He: “ How far out o' water that
steamer i8 that's comin’ in yonder [
She: «1 it's b the tide

her apron, and dropping the two
valentines into the letter-box marched
boldly to the little window, knowing
that now there was something for the
 Williamees."

However, the something was not
ready for distribution, but about half
an hour later Jakie rushed up the
rickety wooden stairs, shouting ex-

oitedzlny:
* Two valentineat Oae for me and
one for Nettle "

Little four-yearold Nettie was
charmed with the * pitly woses,” but

ment, as she sat reading the note
which dropped from the tiny envelope.
¢ My Dxar Lirres Nikce,—May the
thoughts these flowers bring be the
noble thoughts that lead to kindly
deeds, 1o the wish of your loving
. Aust Masr.”

Aunt Mary! And Mollie had no
aunt except Aunt Sallie, who died
years ago! What could the note
mesn ?

Very slowly the truth dawned on
Mollie, and at last she buried her face
in the patohquilt and wailed. ** Ob, it
ign't for mo after all. Iv's for little
Matnie Willisms thet lives in the bi
house just on the edge of the town.
might s’ known it wasu't mine,”

It was Mollie's Labit to bold long
i with herself, so after

Jakle eyed his rather d y snd
then gave voice to the dreadful
suespioon :

* Mollte, don't you think it look
sorter Jike it might be home made ?**

+¢Course it is,” said Mollie, ** Shows
how much she thioks of you. All the
tony folka makes ‘em for onob other."

Jakie brightened up. **Do you
rockon it was the little girl with the

ellow outls and blve silk dress in our
unday-sohool class 9"

“ Well, now. I wondor!" said Molife,
rather mendaciously, and the home-
made valentine became in Jakie's eyes
a priceless ireasure.

Pote_oame home at noon proudly
displaying & comio daub representin
s g que-looking oobbler patching
[y tio shoe ; for Pete was somehow

PP

is 80 low."”

THERE 18 XOT & more dcn&mul class | y o0

of disorders than those which affect the

ng 8. Nullity this danger
with Da. Trouas' Ecicrric Ot—a pul.
monic of acknowledged eficacy. Ib
curos lamoness aud sorencss when ap.

of horror to my heart, far the
previous sgony. [ar, faraways faint
whistle came through the air.  Nearer

P ly, a8 well as swelled neak
.;gcft{hk in the bwk‘; and, u:al&:lv‘viud
8| c, possescs moat substan ms
o yubli’o confidence,

supposed 0 inherit his father's trade,
though his only azd‘:ay ast0 shoes had

tn directed %o wewring them
out,

The Willismses were feoling en-
m&ngod. and well ':éﬂ“t ‘:.ln mg-
suffering postmsster v Y
look box‘. % often was he called on to
suswer the now familiar inquley, At
1aat his patience gave out.

sobbing quletly a whilo she continued :

¢ But Ishan't give it to her, She's
got ponies and & phacton and her pa
goes to Congress, and she has lots of
lovely things and I aint got anything
‘oopt this."

The valentine hed alippod down
upon the floor, and as ahe stooped to
vecover it she mechsuically pioked up
a little olipping of cardboard lying
beside it.

It waz & sorap of one of the Sunday-
wohool she had sacrificed in
makiog Jakie's valentine, and she was
about to throw it down when these
words oaught her eye: * Thou shalt
not steal.”

In s moment Mollie was face down-
ward upon the floor, sobbing again.

¢ Oh, 1 don't want to be & stealer—
but my name’s as mush Mary Williams
a8 hert is and the boy gave it to me.”

Vory little sleep vusited poor Mollie's
pillow that night, bat ike resuls of the
confliot between duty and longing was
shown when, about nine o'olock the
next morning, & dejected little figure

oarrying o pasteboard box erept slowly
up ‘i: gsruvelmlk leading o rons-

*Beems to me I cught to know
you. Ob, yes, daughter of my pame.
sake Mr. Williams, the shoomaker.”

Then, noticing the box whioh she
still held, ** Are you bringing a valen-
tine to my daughter 2"

, Then Mollie found her tongue. *No,
sir—it ain't mine—I think iv's hers—
but the boy give it to me—only Iain't
&o‘l:in’ Aunt Mary—end they oall me

ollie.”

This was not very lucid, bus ber

hearer seemed to understand as le
took the box and opened it.
.."“Ob, I wee, onse of mistaken
identity, Yrom my sister Mary, who
doewn’t believe in spoiling good old-
fashioned nsmes. Now tell me about
your owa valentines,”

His politioal t:gponentu who ocould
ot understand the popularity whish
made it impossible to Sslon the oon.
gressman might have partly understood
the mystery could they have seen how
be had Mollie perfeotly at home in
few minutes, ourled up in the capae-
ious chair, contentedly munching his
wife's French bonbons, and telling the
whole story of the home-made valen.
tines and her own temptation sad
stroggles

Without questioniug, he contrived
to get & pretty good ides of the struggle
with poverty in the shoemaker's home.
Indeed Mollie, waxin, most con-
fidential, seemed disposed to exhibit
oll the family skelotons, until he
delicately turned the subjeot.

* How is your father ? I don’t think
I saw him when I was bome last fall
just befors the election.”

+ No,” said Mollie, * you wouldn's
be apt to. We're Republisans, you
know, This-is, wmost of us are. The
ohildren at sohool throw it up ¢o us,
and Pete says he ain't going to stand
it, 80 hes turned Dimmicrat, but me
and Jakio wu're Republicans, like pa.”

Thero was something so heroio in
this speech that her ?iatener dida't
feel & bis like laugbing,

* That's ight, I honor you for your
adheronce to prinoigle. I hope the
time will come when you yourself will
bave the privilege of voting for—I
mean against me. Well, little daugh.
tor, through with the one.two-three.
foura 2" as 8 quaintly attired little girl
oame into the rcom and shyly gave
ber hand to Mollie.

* It was 80 kind of you to bring it to
wo,” she i, after the valentine had
been duly admired. ‘I hope you got
several preity ones yourself.”
¢ No,” said Mamie. + afaybe you'll
get some yet. I got two last year on
the fifteenth. Must you go?”

There was reslly no excuse for
lingering, so after her host had smptied
the oonlents of the bonbon box into
her pooket, Mollie roluctantly depart

** Paps,” sald, Mamie, as they stood
walohing their depming gnu{. “of
ocourse L oouldn't fwe her Aunt Mary's
valentine, but sonldn’t 1 send ber some
of the others ?"

 That's my own little daughiar,”
said her father, 1 at keep your valen.
tine, papa will fix it.”

And Mamie, who knew all about
pepa'a way of fizing things, was more
than content with thig iso. So
were the Williams ohildren, for they
sll got valentines and something more

subatantisl before the day had passed.
—Youthg Companica,



