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her head ached, that was all. Nora hurried 
home from mass as fast as ever she could, to 
keep her company, and the two children spent 
a cosy day together. Nora kept a bright fire, 
and told her stories until her stock was entire-

“If all the doctors be’s as stony-hearted 
as you, I may as well go home now,” said 
she to herself, as she stood on the sidewalk. 
She clasped her two little red hands toge 
ther, looking in every direction, as if in 
search of help.

"What did you say about a doctor, my 
child?” said a gentleman who was waiting 
in an elegant carriage by the street side 
noticing her look of distress.

"Oh, if I could only find a doctor, sirr! 
The little one at me house is that sick I’m 
afeard she’ll die.”

her mother after that ; for Tina’s grand-fa- 
her in his gratitude could not do enough 

for them. He gave them a dear little 
homelike cottage for their very own, fur- 
mished in a way that would have suited the 
most fastidious; and, what was better to 
Nora than anything else, it was so near to 
Tina—just at the end of the garden. And 
besides that, ho gave them money which 
seemed almost fabulous to Nora and her 
mother. This was to be kept in the bank, 
and the interest of it to support them in 
their cherry little home.

Nora goes to school, and is growing into 
a perfect little lady, though the burr will 
cling to her Irish tongue; and she still 
holds to her faith in fairies, and cherishes 
that old teakettle as if it wore a golden 
treasure. And you may be sure she still 
"spinds" in deeds of charity, for such a 
warm little heart as hers, could never be

much, and now she only helps the cook, and 
does little odd jobs, and little wages she gets. 1 
worruk, too. I’m cash-girl at Haberly's, and 
with what we both earrun, we get along. Me 
mother sleeps with me nights, and to-night, coz 
।’tie Saturday night, she’s coining to supper. It’s
her I'm kaping the table for.” -

"Will she like to have me here ?” said the 
child, looking anxiously toward the door.

“Sure she will. Me mother has the kind 
heart. Don’t you fear, me dear. How could 
anybody shut their door on the likes o' you? 
You looks like a bit fairy.”

Just then the door opened, and a woman with 
a kind face, very like Nora's, entered the room.

“Here's me mother," said Nora, springing up 
।gladly. "Mother, see what a nice little com­
pany I’ve got.”

“Nice indade," said Mrs. Murphy, patting 
the cornsilk head. “And who might she be, 
my dear ?”

“Her name's Tina, and she lives with her 
aunt, and her aunt is cruel and bates her ; and, 
mother, I'm going to kape her with me—for a 
while, at laste. She's lost her basket, and 
doesn’t dare to go home, and the weather’s so 
cowld !” said honest Nora, all in one breath.

“Well, well, we'll see about it, me dear ; but 
now let's take a bit o’ something to eat, if the 
tay’s all ready.”

Tina seemed pleased with the little flowered 
pinte Nora placed for her. Her eyes were as 
bright and wide as stars, and she seemed more 
than content with her surroundings ; but she 
could not eat.

“Maybe you had your dinner late ?" said No­
ra, anxiously.

“I don’t have dinners,” piped Tina; "I only 
has break lasts and suppers.”

"I’m afeard the child's going to be sick. Her 
cheeks are so flushed-like, and her eyes is too 
bright,” said Mrs. Murphy.

But Tina said she wasn’t sick, and she liked 
to look at the pretty room, and the red flowers 
on the paper.

"The paper do be pretty. I put it on myself, 
dear,” said Mrs. Murphy. “But you will be sick 
if you don’t eat a bit. I always know me Nora’s 
going to be sick when she don’t care for her 
supper.”

"Do you know, mother, that taykettle’s found 
speech for itsel? It woke me up a talking and 
singing away this very night,” said Nora, ear­
nestly. “It made a sort o’ song about some-

oetry.
THE COTTAGE.

ly exhausted. Tina seemed thoroughly happy, 
and took no thought of the morrow. Nora, to 
her, was like one of the good fairies in her sto­
ries ; she would take care of her. Aunty and 
the days when she went begging were already 
like a dream.

“It’s onlikely that that spalpeen iv a woman 
she calls aunty is any relative of hers,” said

BY JEFFREY GIFFORD.

Where the cosy cottage stands, 
By the silver streamlet bright-

Graceful hills and meadow lands
Mark a region of delight;

On the warm slopes light does stray 
Rosy footed all the day.

Rural paths lead libre and there. 
Fringed with leafy colonnades,

While children, free from strife or care, 
Frolic on the velvet glades;

Further down the village spire 
Is all abase with crimson fire.

"Indeed ! Well, I’m a physician myself, 
and I will go to see the child at once, il 
you desire it. Your sister, I suppose.

“No sir," said she, without stopping to 
give any further explanation. “The num- 
her is ton, Canal Court, if you please. I’ll 
be at the door, and show you the way up 
when you get there; and thank you kindly

Mrs. Murphy, as she watched her while she 
was sleeping that night. “Mind, Nora, that 
child has gentle blood. These vile women steals 
pretty frail-like children to send a begging, bad: 
‘cess to ’em ! The mother’s a weepin’ for the 
poor little lamb now, I doubt not.”

“Ab, mother, we will niver let her go back to 
the likes iv her, will wo? Didn’t the praste say 
as the good saints would give back all a body 
spent in deeds o’ charity ?"

“But, me dear, how are you iver going to pro­
vide for another ? Aren't your own poor bits 
of toes almost out of the ould shoes now? And 
when will ye be able to buy another pair ? Coal 
is so dear, and there's so much spint in this 
weather. Then I want you to go to school and 
get a bit o' larnin’, and not grow up in such 
baythin ignorance.”

“But 1 don't wan’t to go to school,” said No-

%
sirr. ■ made forgetful by prosperity.

“Ale didn’t look as if he’d be that good, 
she thought, as she ran toward home. “I

Still further on, the stream winds round
• At the foot of yonder wood, 
And the bordering.edge of ground 

Serenely glows for many a rood.
Where the placid brook flows deep, 
Rich pastures feed large flocks of sheep.

Jon DOWLING’S FUNERAL.—Many years 
ago I was one of the partyjin Washington 
City, when South and North vied with each

should ‘a’ said that lie was sternlike and 
stuck-up, in his tine carriage, and with his 
gould-headed cane; but you niver can tell 
by looks."

He was rather astern-looking man. Nora 
was half afraid of him as he came up the 
rickety steps into tho house. He was not 
so very old, but his hair was snow-white, 
and his features were sharp and compre s- 
ed, as if be had known trouble; and be had 
a grand air, which seemed to awe the very 
house. Nora had brushed Tina’s hair back 
from the little flushed face, and she lav 
quite still, with her wide fever-bright eyes 
fixed on the doctor.

He gave one glance al her, then started 
back as if in alarm.

"Who is this child?” he demanded, in a 
tone of more severity than the occasion re- 
quired, Nora thought.

"I don't know what her last name be’s; 
I couldn't make out by what she said. Her 
first name's Tina."

“I thought so," he said, in a tone half 
triumphant half anxious. “But where did

other in convivial life. Another of the par­
ty was Genera) Dawson, member from Wes­
tern Pennsylvania, whose homestead was 
Albert Gallatin’s old home. He was an 
admirable story-teller. I recall somewhat 
sadly, now that he is gone, how well he il­
lustrate! tho laziness of a class of Virgini- 
ans. Tue story was a part of his Congres­
sional canvassing. On one occasion he got 
across the Penn sylvania line into a little 
village ofVirginia. He was in the midst 
of a group around the tavern. While treat­
ing and talking, a procession approached, 
which looked like a funeral. He asked who 
was to be buried?

“Job Dowling,” said they.
"Toor Job!" sighed the general. He 

was a good-natured, good-for-nothing, lazy 
fellow, living on the few fish he caught and 
the squirrels ho killed, but mostly on the 
donations of his neighbors. “So poor Job 
is dead, is be ?"

"No, be ain’t dead, zactly,” said they.
"Not dead—not d— Yet you are going 

to bury him?"
“Fact is, general, he has got too infernal 

all-fired lazy to live. We can't afford him 
any more. He’s got so lazy that the grass 
began to grow over his shoes—so everlast­
in' lazy that be put out one of his eyes to 
save the trouble of winkin' when out a gun- 
nin’."8

“But," says the general, "this must not 
be. It will disgrace my neighborhood. 
Try him a while longer, can't you?”

“Can’t: too late—cofflin cost $1.25. Must 
go on now.”

About this time the procession came up 
and halted, when the general proposed, if 
they would let Job out, bo would send over 
a bag of corn. On this announcement tho 
lids of the coffin opened, and Job languidly 
sat up; the cents dropped from his eyes as 
he asked,

"Is the corn shelled, general?"
“No, not shelled."
“Then, said Job, as he lazily lay down, 

“go on with the funeral!”— Tho Hon. S. S. 
Cox, in Harper’s Magazine for May.

"Twice one is won," repeated an urchin 
in an absent-minded way. “What!" cried 
his father, “have I spent so much money 
on your education with no better results 
than that? Twice one is two, sir." “Well 
dad," replied tho young hopeless, “I will 
admit that you are right from one stand­
point; but, with all due deference to you 
as my paternal progenitor, I must beg leave 
to maintain that, when I win two one-dol­
lar bills on a horse race, twice one is won.”

A clergyman, being applied to in lew 
than a year after his appointment, to put a 
stove in the church, asked ‘how long his 
predecessor had been there; and when an- 
swered, “Twelve years,” he said, “Well, 
you never bad a fire in tho church during 
his time?" "No sir," replied the appli­
cant, “bat wo had fire in the pulpit then.”

Agassiz having ones spoken of fish being 
the right food for mon who had brain work 
to perform, a thick-headed youth asked how 
much the profe ssor thought he ought to eat 
to obtain the requisite brain food. Agas- 
siz, looking quizzically at him, said, “About 
two whales.”

Milk-white lambs here sport and play 
‘Till in gambols weary grown, 

As slowly fades the waning day 
And the fields look drear and lone; 

Yet. the glens are flecked with foam, 
Where the dancing waters roam. ra ; “I can read now. I’d a hape rallier kape 

Tina.”
Poor little Tina! she was really very ill. All 

night she tossed and moaned in her sleep, and 
in the morning she could hardly lift her head 
from the pillow. Mrs. Murphy did all she 
could for her before she went to her work, and 
Nora hung over bar until the very last mo­
ment, almost broken hearted that she must 
leave her to suffer alone. But work begins on 
Monday morning, and if she did not go to the 
store she would be sure to lose her place. Then 
what would become of her little friend ?

When she came homo at noon she found

Forever, day and night the same,
The babbling spring is bright and clear, 

And prattling child and aged dame 
Here watch its ripples, year by year ;

Near by, great oaks in stately pride. 
Stand close together side by side.

THE SONG THAT THE TEAKETTTLE SANG:

BY LOUISE DUPEE.

The teakettle was humming something that 
sounded like this, and startled Nora, who was 
half asleep by the fire :

"Puff, puff, puff, steam, steam, steam !
Wake, little maiden, out of your dream, 

There’s a beggar at the door.
Steam, steam, steam, puff, puff, puff 1 
On the table there's supper enough 

For one little maiden more.”
“Dear me !” said she to herself, “I did not 

hear any one at the door. What a funny tay- 
kettle ! I belave, after all, it's telling a story.”

But no, for sure enough, when she opened the 
door, there sat a forlorn little being on the step, 
with white hair that looked like thistle-down, 
and so long and tangled that it hid her face en­
tirely. All that Nora could see of her was her 
head and a bit of ragged old cloak ; and, as she 
remarked afterwards, the “white reminded her 
for all the world of a tall thistle-stalk in the au­
tumn that had caught and was clinging to a bit 
iv rags !" ‘

you find her ? She’s no relative of yours, 
certainly." And ho felt the fevered pulse 
with more than professional anxiety.

"She came here Saturday night, and we 
took her in,” said Nora. “She was afeard

her in a high fever; her eyes looked wild 
and strange, and she talked incoherently.

“Whatever shall I do for her ?” said poor 
Nora, in despair. “It’s the favur she have,
sure, and who knows but she’ll die, the poor to go home, com she’d lost her basket, and 
bit thing? I’ll never get over it if she do her aunt bates her. She sinds het out a
die on my hands. Perhaps a jug of hot 
water at the fate would draw the hate from 
the bead, and p’r’aps a bit of bot tay, if! 
could make her drink it, would make her 
feel better. Taykettle,” she said, as she 
stood that useful vessel on the glowing coals, 
“you towld me to take the little thin’ in| 
and give her the supper; now tell me what 
to do for her if you can. She is that ill 
that it’s fit to break one’s heart just to look 
at her.”

But the teakettle only looked mildly con­
templative, and didn't open its mouth; and

begging, Me mother dosen t think it be’s 
her at all, though, but some thafe of 
a woman that stoled her coz she was pret- 
ty.”

Tho doctor bit his lips, and bent very 
low over the little prostrate figure.

“He he’s a quare man,” said Nora to her- 
self.

“Do you think she will die, sirr ?” she 
asked, with tears in her eyes.

“I hope not, my child; but she is very 
ill," he said in husky tones, “I an indebt­
ed to you, my good girl, more than I can 
express,” he went on, “for this little beggar 
child is my granddaughter. Her mother 
was lost to me years ago. She married a 
worthless man, against my will, and I nev-

body's being at the door, and there being room 
at the table for one more. And sure enough, 
there was Tina at the door, though 1 hadn’t 
heard her at all !”

“Och, you were dreaming, me dear. Tayket- 
ties don’t spake !”

“Why no, ’(wasn't exactly spaking,” said 
Nora ; “it was just singing along a sort o’ song.”

It was a fearfully cold night, and as it grew 
later the wind arose and blew furiously. Mrs. 
Murphy had thought of taking Tina home her-

/
as Tina was quiet for a few moments, she 
sat down by the fire to think what she 
could do to help the little sufferer.

"I’ll not leave her again,” she said to 
herself; “I shall lose my place, but the 
saints will provide.”

Leaning her head on he hands, she was 
quite lost in thought, until that funny 
witchlike old teakettle startled her with 
another one of its sage sayings in rhyme. 
The steam was pouring in a flood out of its 
crooked nose, and it sang along in this 
wise :

“Steam, steam,stesm, puff, puff, puff!
The doctor, the doctor, ‘tis plain enough 

What to do for the child !"
Nora started to her feet in a moment. A 

doctor, sure enough. Why did she not 
think of it before? She was so unused to 
sickness that, with all her thoughtfulness, 
the idea of calling a doctor never entered 
her mind. She hardly knew that there 
were such sort of people in the world.

"I’ll run for one this instant,” she said. 
"I’ve got two dollars iv my own, that I 
was saving, for the boots; but it’s better to

"Come in and warm yourself, wont you ?” : self, as they had but one bed, and that one 
said she, half afraid of the weird little object j hardly wide enough for two; but she could not 

The child arose without a word and followed have the heart to take such a frail-looking lit- 
ber into the room. Nora placed her a seat by tie thing out into such bitter cold. But warm- 
the fire, and she spread out her tiny purple hearted Nora would have slept on the hard 
hands to catch the heat, with an air of great floor herself, rather than have lier brave that 
satisfaction, dangerous aunt, to say nothing of the cold, for

“I wonder if the taykettle conjured her up, aside from the pity she felt for her, she took a 
sure ?” thought Noro. “She might be a steam- great fancy to the child. She told her fairy 
sprite, if there do be any such, but indade I stories until bed time. The wonderful adven-

er forgave her. When she was dying she 
wrote to me, begging me to care for her 
child when she was gone. I did not re­
ceive the letter for some time, as I was in 
Europe then; but when I did receive it, I 
hastened home with all possible speed. 
When I reached here she had been dead Tor 
nearly two months, as far as I could learn, 
and 1 could find no trace of the child. I 
have been searching for her ever since, 
and despaired of ever finding her. "But as 
soon as my eye fell on her face this morn­
ing I recognized her, for she is the image 
of her mother when she was a child. She 
has her eyes, her hair, her forehead, her ex­
pression. We called her Tina, too." And 
the strong man’s Voice was broken, as if he 
were weeping.

tures of that sagacious youth Jack the Giantnever heard of the like.”
She was the possessor of a learned volume Killer ; the fascinating story of Puss in Boots, 

which went very deeply into fairy lore, but it and the perils and triumphs of those valiant
did not mention anything of the kind. philanthropists the Seven Champions of Chris-

“Where do you live, sure ? Did ye get lost, tendom. Tina’s brown eyes shone like stars 
poor little thin’?" she questioned the child. out of the tangle of white hair, and she hardly

"I live down by the wharf, and 1 didn’t get dared to breathe for fear of losing the spell.
lost, only a dog stole my basket with all I had "I like stories," she said, clasping her little 
got for the day in it, and I don’t dare to go brown hands ; “and you arc so good. I never 
home. Aunty whips me when I don’t carry saw anybody so good before, cept mamma, and 
anything home, and she’d kill me for losing the she went away so long ago I can't hardly ‘mem-

"If he have been harrd to his daughter, 
he repints, and may the saints forgive him!” 
prayed Nora.

“O sirr !” she said, “there do be a good 
fairy in our taykettle, and ‘twas she that

basket,” said the mite, in a precise, piping lit­
tle tongue.

"What’s yer name, thin ?” said Nora, her 
rosy Irish face all ashine with sympathy.

“Mamma used to call me Tina,” said she, 
* 1 “but aunty calls me Mery.”

“And where is the mother, that ye live with 
the aunt?"

“She said she was going to heaven, but they 
took her away in a box. I suppose they car­
ried her there, though they didn't go up when 

/ I saw them. She was sick, Osuch a long time I 
and I wanted her to go, because she said that 
she shouldn’t be sick any more, but be happy 
with papa,” said the little thing, solemnly.

“And the aunt is a cruel thafe of a woman,

ber. I s’pect you're a angel, aren’t you ? An­
gels are gooder than anything !”

Poor Nora, with ber little freckled Irish face 
and funny turn-up nose ! She didn’t look much 
like an angel. She couldn’t help laughing at 
the idea herself, though she felt immensely 
flattered. She thought that Tina looked liked 
an angel when she was attired for bed that 
night. She had put one of her own white night- 
dresses on to her, and had combed the cornsilk 
locks back from the little fair wistful face. The 
child’s beauty was striking, and it was highbred 
beauty, too ; even Nora recognised that. But 
there were black and blue marks on the deli­
cate shoulders and arms that made her warm

let me feet go bare than let Tina be moan- 1 
ing in illness. I’m much obliged to you, bade me take Tina in, I niver should a 
taykettle and sure I11 always be after ask- knowed she was at the doorr i”

complaints, in young or 
de, at the dawn of wom- 
of life, these Tonic Bit- 
aided an influence that 
n perceptible.
ill cases of jaundice, rest 
ver is not doing its work 
treatment is to promote 

e bile and favor its re. 
rpose 480 VINEGAR BIT-

itiated Blood when- 
unities bursting through 
38, Eruptions, or Sores; 
i find it obstructed and 
is; cleanse it when, it is. 
rill tell you when. Keep 
the health of the system
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ing advice of you. You’re as good as gould 1’1 The doctor looked at her as if he thought 
And she made a little courtesy, that was‘she were insane. But when Tina got well 
not mockery, by any means, to the homely she found some sympathy in her faith in 
household god; for if there ever was a fairy : tho “taykettle fairy." "Tina was very, very 

ill for a time, but she got well at last. All -she believed that one haunted the teaket­
tle, through her illness, though she was delir­

ious nearly all the time, and did not seem 
to recognize any one, sho would have no 
one to wait on her but Nora. Nora's hand 
was the only one that could bring her re­
lief; Nora’s very presence seemed to quiet 
her.

When she was able to be moved to the 
luxurious homo of her grandfather, Nora 
wont with her. and Nora’s mother also.

"I want my Nora always,” she said.
And the saints did pay tho honest little

Then, hardly stopping to put on her 
things, she rushed out of tho bouse.

"Do you know where there he’s a doc­
tor?" she asked of Mrs. Donahoe, over the 
way who always had a sick baby.

But no, Mrs. Donahoe didn’t know where 
there was a doctor. The city doctor who 
came for nothing to poor people had moved, 
and she “had no account of any other." 
And so Nora rushed away on tho wind to 
find a doctor's sign. She found two or three 
but tho first one was away attending to a 
patient; the second was ill himself and did

"What do you sell those fowls for?” in- 
quired a person of n man attempting to dis- 
pose of some chickens of questionable an. 
pearance. "I sell them for profits,” was 
the answe •. "Than’s you for the informa- 
tion th it they are prophets,” responded the 
querist; “I took them to be patriarchs.”

Irish heart ache, and she kissed them with 
something like tears in her honest blue eyes.

“It isn’t me that'll ever let ye go back to the 
Mint again,” said she, half to herself. “If I 
have but a crust, the bit thing shall share it, 
and I’ll slape on the floor mesel, if me mother 
objects to being crowded.”

and sinds ye out a begging, with your poor bite 
of toes to the ground, in weather like this ! Bad 
‘cess to an aunt like that! I’d lave her to her- 
self entirely. You shall stay with me to-night, 
anyway. We’re poor enough oursels, me moth­
er and I. Me mother lives out in a hotel. She

A Rule Island man carries 8200,003 life 
insurance, and if he even takes cold in the 
heal, tho companies; rush down three or 
four doctors to feel his pulse.

Irish girl tenfold for what she “spint in 
charity.”

There was no more “climbing other peo­
ple’s stairs," no more pinching poverty, his clerks are very _.
no more hard work for either herself or ‘ they are always ready to shut up at night.

. , not go out; the third Cold her shortly, with-
The next morning Tina was flushed and fev- out giving any reason, that he could not go A veteran shopkeoper says that although 

.*— talkativeduring the day.
used to be cook, and made the lots o’ money;
but then she got sick, being over the fire so erish, but still she said that she wasn't sick, to visit her patient.
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