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The Best Dog.

Yes, I went to sco the bow-wows, and 1
looked at every one,

Proud dogs of every breed and strain
that's underneath tb> sun;

But uot one could compare with—you
may hear it with surprise—

A littlo yellow dog I know that pever
took a prize.

Not that they would have skipped him’

when they gave the ribbons out,

Had thero been a class to it him—though
hia lineags is in doubt,

No judge of dogs could eo'er reslst the
honost, faithful eyes

Ot that plain little yellow dog that never
took a prize.

Suppose he wasn't trained to hunt, and
never killed a rat,

And isn't much on tricks, or looks, or
birth—well, what of that ?

That might be sald of lots of folks, whom
men call great and wise,

As well as ot that yellow dog that nevor
took a prize.

It isn't what a dog can do, or what a
dog may be,

That hits &a man., It's simply this—does
he belleve in mo?

And by that test I know there’s not the
compeer ‘neath the skles

0Ot that plain little yellow dog that never
took a prize,

Oh, he's the finest little pup that ever
wagged a fall,

And followed man with equal joy to Con-
gress or to gaol,

I'm going to start a spectal show—'twill
beat the world for size—

For falthful little yellow dogs, and each
shall have a prize.

—Harper’s Bazar.

Siaying the Dré,gon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

———

CHAPTER XVI.
THE 80CIBTY OF THE SILVER SKUILS,

. “Oh, what is the matter ?”” cried Mrs.
Strong, in glarm, as she caught sight of
the blood on her husband’s coat, and
noted his pallid face, and half-closed
eyes, With a calmness phenomeral in
a frightened woman, she ran to Frank's
room, and rousing the boy, sent him for
the doctor, After chafing the cold hands
and bathing the head of the wounded
man, she had the satisfaction of seeing
him open his eyes.

*“Don't be {rightened, wife,” he said,
**I've only got a scratch or two. It's
nothing serious. I shall be all right
s00D.”

When Doctor Blake came, he fouad
that the minister had recelved an ugly
gash in his shoulder, Mr, Strong nar-
‘rated the circumstances to an indignant
group of listeners.

“It was a dastardly act,” said the doc-
tor, “and I hope the coward will be
made to smart. Things have come to
a pretty pass in Fairport, if a man can't
speak his mind without being assauited.
1 shall go immediately to the town au-
thorities, and have everything possible

done to bring MacDuff to speedy punish-’

ment.”

Tha news of Mr. Stiong’s narsrow es-
cape spread like wild-flre, and great ex-
citement prevalled. The constables went
to arrest the fisherman, but MacDuff was
not to be found. His wite said he had
not been heme for several days. After
attacking the minister he was scen in
tho villcwé at one o'clock, and it was
surmised that he had followed Mr.
Strong in hopes of assauiting him tke
second time. Riley, who lived in the
edge of Essex Woods, said that a drunken
man went by duriug the night, singing.
and yelling in & most uneartaly faghion.
Beyond this, no clue could be found.
Parties went out to search for the miss-
ing man, with no success. The disap-.
pearance -of Peter MacDuff was 8 mys-
tery whick was not unravelled till years
later. -

The trouble in the chtrch quleted
down after the parish mecting, and
affairs wers moving with considerable
harmony, when, some months later, an
svent occurred which again aroused
rightecus indignation, After the for-
mation of the St. George League, ten
of the young rowdies of the village had
banded themselves together under the
name, “The Soclety «* the Silver
Sxulls.” The existence of this soclety
wis known only to the members, and
thelr meetings wera held with such
secrecy thal avenr the vigilant tomper-
ante - oommitiess bad not suspected lts

‘Falrpart sence tlhe new injine was

existence. It originated from a dime
novel, in the hands of Joe Chase, where-
in a simllar organizatlon, with the same
bideous appellation, was described n
detall. Joe was president of the band,
and the meetings wero held In old barns
or in tho battered Fowder House, and In
cold weather {n one of the back rooms at
the Maypole.

The Siiver Skulls flouristed during the
threo years of academy lfe, and now
that school-days were over for most of
thesu boys, thelr meotings wers held
with greater frequency. Tho object of
this society was to defend the rights of
its membera and to punish those who In
any way disturbed those sald rights.
When any member had 8 grudgo against
a citizen of Fairport, his case was
brought before the members of the
Skulls, tried, and a penalty atteched.
John Chapinan ciaimed that Deacon Ray
abused him: accordingly the Deacon's
gates wero all taken off their hinges,
carried some distance from his house,
and left ptled in & heap. Peter Mac-
Duff, Junior, satd the sexton had in-
sulted him, so the bell rope was cut ono
Saturday night. Tho Skulls now met
regularly once in two weeks, or oftener,
it circumstances seemed to demand an
-extra session.

One night in August a special meeting
wae called by Charlie Chapman. After
dark ten boys assembled in the shadow
of Powder House, and after giving the
countersign, * skull and crossbones,” the
meeting was called to order by the presi-
dent,

“ What 13 the blzness ter come before
this meetin' ?7* he asked, pompously.

“1 hev a complaint ter make agin
Maurice Dow,” sald Charlle Chapman.

* Wal, out with it,” returned the presi
dent,

1 can't bear that smooth-faced, lyin’
raseal eny lomger,” continuel Charlle.
“1 hated him when ¥ fust sot eyes on
him, I hated him all the time he stald
in gchool, I hated him when Deacon
Ray gave him a better jub in his store
than he did me, an' I hate him now.
Es if it want enuff for him to walk inter
the Deacon’s zood graces an’ git per-
moted afore me, he hes had the cheek ter
blab ter the bosz thet I was in the tavern
the other night, an’ got drunk. I know
he blabbed it, ‘cause the Deacon tnok
John an’ me ter task fur it this morn-
in’, an’ said he should discharge us ef
the thing happened agin. Thare’s no

one in the store that would blab, only
that white-faced, pious Dow. Now 1 |
want ter git thet feller inter a scrape
et will fix him far Falrpurt.”

*“ You hev heerd the case, boys. What i
shall we do abount it 2 inquired Jve.

“We'll fix that snivellln’ Dow,” re-
sponded Peter MacDuff, who was a chip
of the old block.

“Go fur him, Chapman! Black his

eyo for him! Put him out of the
store !” c¢ried Paul Matthews, Willlle
Riley, and Tom Barton, together.
. “Order! order! One at a ¢ime!”
called out Joe. " This aln't no way ter
do bizness, Those thet’s in favour of
makin’ Dow smari fur his doin's, raise
the left hand.” Nine hands weént up.
“Those agin it, same sign. It's a vote.
Now, how shall we trap the coon ?

‘“Hev somethin’ stolea from Deacon
Ray’'s store an' found in Dow's pocket,”
suggested George MacDuft,

“ Pooh " sniffed the president.
‘ BEverybody would see that was a put-
up job. Dow thinks too much of the
Deacon ter do thet. Try agin.”

“Y've got it,” sald Charlie Chapman,
with an evil look in his eyes. *“Its a
plan which we can corry out ef we use
great caution. You all know thare's
trouble between Phoebe Dow and Jedge
Seabury. Maurice knows all about it,
an’ he hates tbe Jedge like pisen. I've
heerd dad talk it over lots of tlmes.”

“What was the trouble? I never
heerd about it,”” interrupted Paul Mat-
thews.

“You see, the Jedge wanted Maurice,
when he was a baby, ter come an' live
with him, but the Widder Dow wanted
to keep the chit, an’ so they hed it nip
an’ tuck for a while. Thare's allus bin
feelin’ between thess two, ever sence.”

“Do give us your plap,” sald Peter
MacDuff, impatiently. “ You're an awiu}
long-winded feller at tellln® a story.”

“Who's a better right ter be slow, I
should like ter know ?" growled Charles,
“But eg I was sarin’, ef some oue should
set firo ter the Jedge's barm, <nd the
suspicion could be filung on Dow, it would
be the most natral thing in the world.
People wc 'd say thet ho was workin’
out an old grudge. D'yer gee ?"

“ First-rate! You're a deep ong,” re-
sponded the boys.

“ T'1In achin’ ter see & blaze,” sa{d Tom
Barton. ¢ There hain't bin a fire In

bought. It'll glive 'em a good chance
ter try it. 'We shrll bo killin’ two birds
with one stone.”

“Isn't ft & LIt resky ter play such
tricka 7 asked Max Schmidt

“Ho, ho! So wo have & coward in
our society,” succred tho president.

* Qolng tey back out 1" cried Charlie
Chapmag, lifting his arm threateningly

“Oh, no, I didn’t mean that at all’
replied Max, crioging under the rebrkes
he received. He was not a bad boy at
heart, nelther were Tom DBartop, Willle
Riley, and Paul Mntthows, but they were
all cornpletely under tho influence of Joo
Chase, and whero ho led they followed.

* Remember, young man,” sald the
president, s..erely, " thuu ihe Soclety of
tho Stiver Skuils hes bin known ter izsue
death warrants S0 yor'd Dbetter be
keerful how you walk, or you will meet
tho displedsurc of the Skuils. Now ter
birness. How shall we maunago ter kit
Dow Inter this scrapo?"

* Thet’s easy done,” raplied John Chap-
man. *“Hev ono of Dow's handker-
chiefs, which are marked with his name,
caught in tho bedge which is back of
the Jedge's barn. Then we must man-
age wsmo way, ter git his harmonica, an’
Bt set whero it will be found &t the
righs time.  Wo can hev a lotter written
tor the Jedge, teliln’ bim he'd better look
after his property. es Dow hed bin heerd
ter threaten. Bt thet letter got ter the
Judgo the afternoon before thoe fire
broke out, everythin would turn out os
elick es grease. Tho Jedgo would read
the letter, toss it inter his wasto basket,
an’ think nothin’ more about it till his
})zu‘n was gono up. Then he’d remember
LIJ

*Grand 1dea ! gald Joe, admiringly.
* Charlio Chapman, you are an orna-
ment ter this soclety, How soon hed
the affair better coms off 7

“The sooner the letter, ag far as I'm
concerned,” replied Charlle.

" What d'yer say ter to-morrow
night 7" asked Joe.

* First-rate,” auswered tho boys. Far-
ther plans were matured, and the meeot-
ing was adjourned.

“ Remembter - to-morrow night — at
twelve sharp—Powder House."”

(To be continued.)

SBOME LESSONS TWO BOYS
LEARNED.
BY FANNIE DAY HURST.
“Can you read a whils this evening,

; Aunt Mary 2" Fred asked, coming to her

sldo and sitting on the arm of her chair
*Tom's gone for the book. We're dread-
tully disappolnted about not belng able
to go on that ride. 1t seems as though
it might have waited a few hours to rain.
It has spoiled all our fun”

“Then some one elgse would be wish-
ing it hud walted a few more beours, and
by morning a great many others would
be wondering why it could not have
ralned in the night, when people were at
home., But I'll tell you—go quickly to
the dining-room azd bring four tum-
bLlers glasses without stems, vou know
--and get back before Tom cowes.™

When Fred returned with the four
glasses, Aunt Mary had a neat ittle
board ready, about a foot wide and 2 foot
and a halt long, and she dgirected
Fred to place the glasses on the
floor, bottoms up, and then to
placo the board on them, so as to
to place the board on them, so as to
make a s8tool. On this she told him to
stand, and wheeling her chair naar him.
she began to strike him on the shoulders
with a cat skin she happened to have
in her hand, explaining in tho meantime-

“ As I strike you with the skin, your
body becomes filled with electrieity. As
electricity cannot pass through gla _ ft
iz not possible for it to escape, It is
for this same reason that telegraph poles
are supplied with glass holders for se-
curing the wires.”

8he stopped and dropped tho cat skip
fnto her iap. Tom came {n.

“ What's this I've run into 7" he asked.
I3 it statuary you are representing.
Fred; or has Aunt Mary put you 03 ihe
Adunce stool ?*

“Fred is playing maglician,” sald Aunt
Mary, “and If you'll put your hands be-
hind you and then touch the tip of your

-nose to the tip of his and stand one mo-

ment witbout removing it, he wlil tell
you what you are thinking.”

“That's easy encugh to do ' Tom ex-
claimed, and putting his hands behind
him, he walked up to Fred, and the two
touched noses, They felt a sharp sting.
beard a popping sound, and in an instant
Fred wus oft the stool, rubbing bis nose
and looking at Tom, who had jumped
back several feet and was equally busy
with his nose.

T. und Mrs. Poobles had heard the
merriment and now came in to enjoy tho
fun, Aunt Mary then explained to the

boys that Fred’s body hsd been filled.

with eloctricity, which ocould not 2ecape
until the {wo noses touched each other.

“1ad you thought, boys, that thewe
1itlle spaiks are of the samd nature as
the strong currents of electrieity that
light our citles and mouve nmouster MmA-
chines, or the lighining that tears great
trees Apart

“Well, I was 30 surprised whin 1
touched Fred's nose, I guesa I almost
thought 1 had been siruck by lightntog,”
ssld Tom. * But who would ever have
chought a little thiug like this,' stroking
the skin, *could make us forget our
disappointment about the vide, Fred 1

“There will be many tinies, Tom.
when you will think your lot & very hard
one, but if you will take advantage of
the pleasures and opportunities at hand,
yoy will find that it {s *a preity good
old world, sfter ail,” sald Mrs, Peeirles.

*You must not only uve the pleasure
at hand, but yon must get clear away
from tha splrit of grumbling and com-
platnlng, It Fred had not had the
glasses between him and the ground, ho
would not bave been able to surprise you
as he did with the bright spark,” said
Mr. Poebles.

* What {3 your lesson, Tom 1" ashed
hig father.

*Well, I don't know that I can axpreas
it voery well, but I di¢ not know Fred
had that spark in his body till I touched
him. I thought he was trying to make
s tableau or a plece of statuary, and I
judged him wrongly. We ought to be
sure wo undorstand people before we say
what wo think ot thom.”

That zight at praycrs thoy roud for
thelr Bible lesson the first twelve verses
of tho zeventh chapler of Matthow.—
S. 8. Visitor.

JONATHAN RIDGON'S MONUMENT.

“ Jonathan Rigdon dled very poor,
didn’t he, deacon ?’ I asked.

¢ Ycs, thoy burfed him In a pauper's
grave. Poor Rigdon! He had a big
heart, too,” safd the deacon. * fla spent
his whole life and a big fortune bdullding
a monument to another man.”

“Was the monument ever finished,
deacon ?”

“ Yes, and Jonathan dfd it.”

[ HoW ?H

‘““Well,? sald tho decacon sadly,
“ Jopathan commenced It eoarly., He
commenced puiting monoey into the
monument at seventeen and finighed it
at fifty.”

- He gave bls whole time to jt 1*

* Yes, bo wurkea nlght and day, often
all aight iuvng, and on the Babbath.
He scemed 0 be in a great hurry to got
it don. Ho spent all (he money ho
earred ypon it—somu eay fifty thousand
dolars. Then he borrowed all he
could, and when no ono would loan him
any more he would take his wite's
dresses and the bedclothes and many
other valuable things in his home and
seil them to geot morc money to finish
that monument.”

“ How seclf-sacrificizg ¢

* Yes, Jonathan sacrificed overythiog
for this monument,” sald the deacon,
gadly. “ Ho came home ono day and
was about to take the blankets thal lay
over his sleeping baby, and his wife
tried to stop him, but he drew back his
Qist and knocked her down, and then
went away with the blankets and never
brought them back, and the poor baby
gickened and died from the cxposure.
At last there was aothing left in the
house. The poor heartbroken wlle soun
followed the baby to thoe grave. Yot
Jonathan kept working all the more at
the monument. 1 saw him when he
was about fifty years old. The monu-
ment was nearly done, Lut "o had
1 worked so hard at it that 1 ha-diy knew
him. he was s0 worn, his clothes were
all in tatters, and his face and nose wero
terribly swolien; his tongue had sume
bow become very thick, and when he
tried to speak, out would comsa an cath.”

* But the good man 41d flaally accom-
plish his great work ?” 1 sald.

* Yes, he finished it,” sald tho deacon,
his eyes moistening with tears.

* Does it look lke QGrant's monu-
meat ?”

“Yes, it's a great deal like Grant's
monument. It is a grand house. There
it i8; look at it !" said the deacon, point-
ing to a beautiful manslon. * Sce! it
fs high and large, with great halls and
fireplaces, and such velvet carpets. and,
oh, what mirrors 1"

* Who ltves in it, deacon 7

“Why., the man who sold Jonathan
Rigdon nearly all the whiskey he drank.
He Ilves thero with his family, and they
wear the finest clothes, and—"

< And poor Jonathan 7"

“Whay. he’'s in the paupers’ graveyard.
Alss ! sighed the deacon, *“ the world 18
full of such monuments, built by poor

drunkards who broke the hoearts of de-
voted wives and starved sweetl cbildren
to 4o it.”



