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going to, though ; I was goingfEEEE IIWeEfontidland ..coded a sleep hill on the eastern side of 1Ve „„„„-thing else ; 1 cannot affo-d to lose a whole day. •• why did that keep you ? She baa ug ,

lu* ocean breeze and picturesque outlook, they discovered handsome hoy, anyway, ” she Bald. her good time. eaw s e w .„d vou never

„.l.leul friend from Nova Scotia said this was placed ,boat thc ,cfi face ; the dark eyes rparklerl with happy there's the jacket and tell your ma .1 hope I •
there by tin h„, settlers a, a fattening hr tin i, boat. llfe, and the cheek, glowerl with beallhfut color. It's be... a real refreahment to ~
.0,1 тееаеі», У bid. a ere formerly ' oored below, and xhc „„ w „as simple, dsluty, and perfectly adapted .„„'t think I'm croaa and ungrateful, complaining aa
remark»!. " V » may be interested ki a *tory connected to the girlish figure. have! *пЛЛеп
therewith whie '.he oldct people tell of the long ago.*' .. 1Ve swe. t ?" aaid Misa Ferry. " It looks just like Florence .looped over the little woman

mud the vraitora. Met', hear the story.*' >ou... Impel... " There'. a whole klee all for yonraelf, ah,
" All right, here It la. Long yeara ago. when St. Florence laughed. “ Do you know that la a eery 

John'» had another name, and but a few hardy fiaher- pretty compliment ?" she aaid. 
nten'e huts composed Ihe loan, the pirates used to make •• f auppoac now, it'a new—all new—
this hails ■ tbs. hiding place, and would help them- anythfcg ?" asked the little «àmatro*. ed the glrl'e light 6gnte go down the path,
ealyee !.. *hau vn Ihe belpkae fiahermcn po/isessed. Ou why, yea," replied Florence, amused at the quretion. I'm fairly eehemed of h«’lDK r«” have done it

" «*,. ..........,-k Ung cruise, had captured a richly .. wh, dn yo„ ?" » »** "»> l™"1-*. 1 dun belie», I d h.Te dou. lt
laden i. .......... -min, a ls.gr quantity of gold and silver Nothing ; only 1 was thinking how nice .hat must be. Ц , hadn't been » worn out sitting up. and then being

of Ihe passengers who had offered no t „„er had a new dress In my life." disappointed shout that Henrietta, Well, !
rtwtsUurr » re made prisoners, and landed, with their Florence atared at Ihe amatl, thin figure " What do money mdre than I do the dress-poor girl
Хм. .., Cuver of night, et thei, rendezvous and meen,h, „id. Morenc. Heeth walked .lowly along the elm -haded

aricU march- .. just that dear. I never had a new dreaa in my street, thinking cf MMs Ferry. The ,snn waa high and
llk :, hot, and the mad dusty. Col. Heath', lawn atretched

, c,ver heard of such a tiling I" gaaped the girl. smooth and Inviting. As Florence turned toward the
-- Very likely not. Miss Florence. Yonr pa Is a rich bouse, one of her little brother! came rattling down the 

man and vou're hia only daughter. There were eleven broad drive In hi. ehlnlng cart behindibis pony, 
of us counting the boys, and little enough to feed aud The big mansion which Blood hack on the top of the 
clothe ua on Six girls, and 1 thc youngeet. Diceees ,lop« looked cool and restful with 111 wide ptauas an 
were handed down from one to another til! they were all g,, awnlnga.
worn out My gowna were moatly made of two or three •• Never anything new or whole, and I never had any- 

The children used to call me ‘ Patchwork thin* else !" thought the girl.
Florence found her mother on one of the piazses, 

swinging to and fro in a willow chair.
“ What is it, dear ? You look tired. It was too warm 

You should have let Jamee drive you

A Pirate Story of Newfoundland. Pet

The euu was nearing tbè western horizon, on
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Misa Ferry's thin cheek flushed under the unwonted 

'• Bless her kind heart !" ehe said, as she watch- 
" I declare, 

on so about myself.
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were kept endci guard. Among these was 
eut prince e daughter, who was to t»e held for a big rau-

One of the buccaneers, who had been unwillingly 
preased Into the cruel service to save
to attempt thr rescue of the young lady the first favor­
able upportunity, and this #uon occurred. (She 
her joutmy V> her father and friends in Chebucto, now 
Hallfe* ) The pit a tea, feeling their security in this 
secluded and protected inlet/enjoyed the free use of the pnt together. 
иіяе\ taken from the brig. Krc day dawns its effects Quilt.*
were seeu. etui a big rou ensued, during which our .. j remember one dteas in particular,’ she went on 
heroic <tien l, who »*» a pledged teetotalar, quietly smiiingly. " I can sec jnat how it looked. The skirt 
slipped koeened the cords which bound the maid- waB stripes, the waist was in spots, and the sleeves were
en. sod the l, ret men prisoner* with her. In company кіпЛ of flowered all over! You see, it was made out of
with »hes-. the noble rescuer escaped to the hill-top Ellen’s and June’s and Sarah's. Mother was real proud 
where we now stand, and by the rope attached to this of having made me so neat and comfortable, but I was
great iron ring, etich quickly descended to the water juat mean enough to be ashamed. It makes me feel
front, secured a sailing boat, oars, etc., aud quickly made BOrry wllcn i think how hard mother worked for us, and 
their way to the brig, which was left at anchor just out­
side the inlet. , The sailor on watch was easily secured 
and placed on lx>erd the boat ; then the compasses, pro­
visions. and whet gold the pirates bad not discovered, 
and ere the day dàwn thc boat’s company, 
prisoner, and. effects, were speeding away westerly 
towards Chebucto Яву. In the early morning they were
of course missed, pad no time was lost in pieparing for a ^11 was made np. #
hasty pursuit. The boat people saw they were chased, narrow blue stripe, but being a remnant, there wasn't always share," she suggested. . . „
and bent themselves to their oars ; it was a race for life or enough to get it all out. So mother put it on a yoke Florence was silent a moment ; then she said .
death ; sometimes the pirate craft would gain on the mftde 0f a piece of an old dress of hers-dark brown like to gWe Misa Ferry one good whole day .
boat, then again, aa thi wind slackened, the boat would callco with , yellow figure. Somehow they didn't go " Ml» Ferry might have whole thing. If .he didn t
gain a little on the pnraner. Thia chaae continued nearly together very well !" share, Florence. She ai e e '' “f” ”r ° *'
two daya, the hoat'a crew pulling lor dear life, when to .. But s|nce you've grown up, Mlae Ferry, you muet Greenville whom .he help, a great deal. enepect moat

have had new dreaaea. " of her «ruing, go there. She helped the* poor Lykln-
"No Miss Florence, never. I’m forty years old, and see and made clothes for the children, and she is always

I've never had a new dreaa You see, jane gol married going where there le ilcknees. I don't know of any^ one
and ao did Sarah. Well, Sarah died and left me ell her ,ho does eo ranch good in » quiet way and with eo little

Her hnaband waa pretty well off end there wee mmna, ae Ml* Ferry "
Then the other Florence sprang out of

soft pillows right and left, went over to her moth 
kissed her.

'• I think I’ll try s little of the sharing business my- 
since, and ain't all wlf !" ehe said, and went Into the house.

his life, determined

was on

* /
• walk for you. 
down."

" Mamma, 1 have everything and Мін Perry has 
nothing. Why is it ? mid Florence, as 
into a hammock

•' That's a pretty herd question to euswer all at once,"
" Tell me about

she threw herself

we not half appreciating it." reepnnded Mr, Heath, with . amlle.
- Didn't they ever bny yon anything new t" «claimed it, d«r.“

" I think they were unkind." Florence told her story. " I don’t think I ever knew,
«. No DO| ,jear child ! You don’t understand. There «he conclude*!, " juet the difference there Is between my 

wasn’t much money to spend on clothes, I can tell you. Щ, Snd some other people’s. Oh, I suppose I knew, but
tires.’ we called them-that i „ever saw it eo clearly. It doesn’t seem right at 

aU 1"
Mrs Heath watched her daughter's face. " One can

В

Florence.

with their
I remember one apron 
was bought on purpose for me, and I was proud ae Punch 

It was real pretty, white with a

the joy of all on board a sail was discovered coming east, 
which proved to be the British rnen-of war " Terror," a 
terror indeed to the pirates, for they dropped the black 

put about and headed for 
later on to enter the

,

flag and their vessel мав soon 
their old quarters : she was seen
inlet, closely followed by the " Terror," which was gome reai good things amongst them

*. a terror tet (the) evil doers," and also " a three â\ed here at home, and of course I got all their
praise" to the boat’s crew. " who did well." Thc things, except what I gave to Jane. Jane has a hard
rendezvous was completely broken up, and those who time ; her husband’s a dreadful ailing man. Well, I’ve 
did not make good their escape inland, were taken been wearing out the clothes 
prisoners and duly punished. worn out yet.

All this waa brought about because one bold, level- •• it's been lucky for me getting all those clothes—me 
headed teetotaler defeated his fellow-pirates in their haviug so much sickness and not being able to earn right
wicked designs. People of onr day need all the brain aiong. But once in a time I get real ungrateful, and

nd physical yiergy the Author of all has bestowed tbink ,t wonld be kind of nice to have something new
them to succeed in these days of sharp competition. over—not any scraps of piedngs. There, you must think

clothes. the hammock, scatteringЛЬе*\

The phœbe-blrd uttered Its plaintive note in the ho* 
chestnut tree cloee to the window and woke Мім Ferry 

all from a sound morning пер.
" Mercy !" she exclaimed, as she looked at the loud- 

ticking timepiece which adorned her mantel-ahelf.
•' Five o’clock l I'm getting a dreadful habit of sleep­
ing late. It's mortal Uzy, and a einfnl waste of time, bnt 
eomehow I ain’t ae spry as I need to be."

She flung open the green blinds and let in the radiance 
of the early morning. The snn had risen into a blue and 
cloudlets sky. The festhery tree-tops stirred in the 
gentle breeze, and flower-scents and bird-voices filled the 
air. It was just the morning to fill one’s heart with a 
pleasant premonition of coming good.

“ I feel as if something nice was going to happen 1" 
•aid Мім Ferry to heraelf as she looked into the beanti 
ful, fresh world. " But there ! What am I thinking 
of ?" It’ll be button-holes, or maybe Jane’ll want me to 
tend Willie through one of his colic spells !"

Breakfast over, Miss Ferry sat down in her little 
ing chair and took up her work ; bnt for some reason the 
needle wonld not go, and her thoughts would wander far 
from the little garments she was fashioning.

She was gazing at the swaying elm-tops, and her work 
had fallen from her hands, when a rousing rap at the 
door startled her into consciousness of the present.

>
\ ' upon

I may add, the rescued maiden was safely delivered to j.m awfui complaining !"
her father and frie ids, and the heroic rescuer amply „ Compiainingi Miss Ferry ! But why don’t you bny
rewarded, and was ever after among the most highly y0ur8eif a real pretty dress without waiting to use up all 
esteemed friends of the wealthy merchant and his family. tbose things ?"
Strange to say, this man was the sou of an English „ деаГі»» gaid Miss Ferry gently, “ I need the
nobleman. He Ьебате the junior partner in the firm, money ' for—other things. There is bonnets, too," re-
and later on the worthy husband of the beautiful maiden 8ишед the little woman, biting off a needleful of twist,
he so nobly rescued—a reward more highly prized than j gUCBS there are enough bonnets and trimmings to get 
all else received. So, young people, it pays to be a mç through шу natural life."

Uncle James. gometitne8 I think most everything in this world is a
make-over," she proceeded. “ If it ain't done- 

meat it’s warmed-over potatoes, and if it ain't them

teetotaler.
J« Л p tch ora

it’s a little mess of beana and a dab of hash to be got out 
of the way together. There’s always leavings-over ! I 
donZt even work at anything real good and steady, 

buttonholes, then you can take the jacket. Mi „ , Sometimes It’s mending and sometime it^Bn^g, and

there, right bv the window ! That barrel-c>V.r ali t so again it e ontton- o es. u 1 sa way ’
' * the Lord! Leavtnge-qvere are a heap eight better than

Day of Whole Things.
BY MARY K. MITCHELL.

If you can sit down juat a moment till I finish the

uncomfortable as it looks. I’m real morlifi .i yon el ould 
have to wait when I promised it the firn niug 

s little Fenuie Holden is very low ami I sat up 
him the mos' of the nighb, and І вирров- I slept too long 
when I lay down in the morning."

fallicgs-ahort !"
" Mias Ferry, you said you couldn't afford to lose a 

whole day'» work. Don't yon ever take a holiday ?"
Mi* Florence ! I don't remember ever

with

• ' Bleae you,
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