THE

GOSSIP.

IT HAPPENED RIGHT.

“ Shouldn’t you like to Le a heroine?
atked Adelnid  Moss of her cousin, Teeny
Mills.

“I don’t know,” said Teeny, looking up
as if she had been startled ont of quite
another train of thought. “Why, what
marde you think of that ™"

‘0Oh, 1 don't know ; I havealways wished
to be one —always longed to do some great
thing, or bo somo great person.  Sometimes
Ithink it would give the greatest pleasuro
to be a splen lid sivger ~liko Jenny Lind,
for instance. How she was worshipped !
How grand it must hava been to spring up
from obs -urity into something even greater
than royalty.”

‘1 don't believe she cared for the ap-
plause, though,” said Teeny. *“She wasn't
at all that kind of & woman.”

‘¢ And then,” continued Adelaide, ** there
is Ida Lowis. WWhat a splendid thing to be
known for such leroism as hers—saving
life. And I'msure I do beliove she might
marry almost auy rich man she chose, there
are 80 any willing to tako her."

*Why 18 that your idea of the acme of
heroism—to enable one to marry a rich
man " queried l'ccny.

“Well, no, not exactly ; though it must
bea fine thing to be rich, too.”

*“Then, almost all heroines ure made by
accident, or rather, their good fortune
comes unsought, Ida Lewis never stopped
to think whether the world would applaud.
I presumeo no one was more astonished than
hersclf when she saw her uvame and her
brave acts making the sensation they did.
So, dear, if you are cvor a heroine, perhaps
you will be as much astonished as Ida Lowis
was.”

¢4 Ah Y responded Adelaide, with some-
thing like a sigh, “it isa't at all likely I
shall ever do any brave or beautiful thing.
I shall go plodding on baking bread, mend-
ing tho children’s clothes, helping mother,
coaxing father when he gets low spirited
and thinks we are all going to the poor-
house, marry somcbody who can just get me
a living, 80 as to save the expenge of being
taken care of at home, and so on, for who
knows how many ycurs ! I'monly 16 now.”

Adelaide’s brother camne in just then.

tinued Dr. Joues, ** Upon my word I wish
my nephew had come back this way.”

Adelaide was led into ono of tho poor
cottages, her arm was set, and eho boro the
operation with great fortitude,  Lhen, when
tho spliuts woio on, sho was taken home in
the doctor's buggy.

For some days Dr, Jonca pronounced the
arm doing well; then he began to look

ravo aud uncertain, and ono day he said to

18 wife

*“ I'm going to send to the city for James.
Thero's something amiss with that arm, and
I haven’t tho conrage to tell them.”

So he sent for his nephow, who came,
looked at tho swecet face of the invalid, re-
cotlected he had scen it before, looked at
the arm, then pressed his lips together.,

“The arm must be broken again, if you
want tho proper use of it. As it is it would
be a deformity.”

Adolnide hid her face. The hot tears
scalded her cheek almost,  She trembled for
a moment from head to foot. The loug, long
bill, und her father so moor. At last she
found voice.

** When should it be done?”

‘“ As»oon as porsible, 1 will come to-
morrow. You shall have ether. Wo will
spare you all tho pain we can.”

Adelaido looked up in his face, very pale,
as sho said quicetly :

¢ Doctor, 1 won't take ether, but,” she
lifted tho arm with difficulty, ** don’t wait ;
please break it now. 1 am not afraid; I
shu'n’t faint. Now, while my courage is

Ho saidnothing, but he set hislips together
—a glance of admiration brightened his face

for one brief moment—and then- 1t wasover,

—and the suficring all to be gono through!
with again.

Nobody knew it till, pale, and oxhausted,
Adelaido was left, and the doctor detailed
his cxperience to the family down stairs,
John sprang to his fcet, and her father burat
into tears.

* Your daughter is o heroine,” said the
doctor, admiringly. ‘‘I never saw such for-
titude in my life.”

Teeny ran up-atairs, but her courage failed

, her at the door, and she could only kneel

there and weep, and vainly strive for com-
osurc. At last, when she went in, Ade-

“ There's o plot under way, girls, to get
us over to Silverton Yalls to morrow,” hc'
said. ¢ Dr. Jones is going twith his sister
Hattic, and Dbriggs says we can have his
waggonctte and welcome. What do you
sav?’ ‘

¢ It would be just splendid ! cried Ade-

laide.

¢« All right said Johu: *‘then I'l sce
to things. There will be some five or six
couples going berides us, Dr. Jones' ne-
phew—he’s & great doctor, they say—and
tho Carrolls’ cousins. Won't we have a
Jolly time "

The morning came—a perfect one.  Tho
arty took different routes home. John
fos8 started with old De. Jones’ buggy in

company. ‘* Young Dr. Jones was parcel-
ed out to somebody clsc,” the doctor said.
e was very proud of his nephew.

They were about half way homne, singing
songs, laughing, andchatting, when, sudden
)y, ficin one of the cottages, n whimsical
lecking ¢bjectstarted out toward the horses

John's huree, seeing the poor, silly scare |

crow braudishing & broomstick, dressed in
gomnc outlandish manner, took fright and
leaped on one side, upsotting the vehicle be- f
foro Juhn could control him, and they were '
all thrown out.

Fortuaately the vehicle was caught by a |

treo and held 2o firmly that the shafts were |
tsh v, 014 the horee made his cscape at o

.
« Aoybody hurt?" cried the dostor, com-

ing up with them, as Jolin had sncceeded in

lifting Adclaide, who uttered a low cry of
ain.

r The Qoctor was an old man, almest too

old for practice, ** but yood yet,” he some

times said, ¢ for a broken limb.”

+ Samething ails my arm®” said Adelaide |
with another muan of pain; “ sco 1 can't
move it.”

«Droken,” said tho old doctor scnten-

nide had fallen asleep from sheer exhaus-

ion,
We nro happy to say that her father did
not have a fxca\'y bill to pay, for youug
Jones, the celebrated physician, found so
much to admire in brave little Adeclaido that
he would not rest contented till he carried
her off some time after as his wife,

“So you sce," said Teeny afterward, it
happened about right for Adav after al),
didn’t it? Shewas a heroiue, and she got a
great and good man for a husband.”

Why She Know it Wasn't Right.

Little Dot—¢ Mamma, Dick 1s kissing
me.” .
Mamma—* I am glad ho likes you so
well, decar.”
¢ But it isn't w'ight.”

« QOh, it don't matter, pet.  What makes P

you think it isn't right?”
¢Causc nurss told papa so0."”

Her Great Fault.
1st Dude—* Wero you at the ball last

ht?
24 Dode—*“Yes.” .
“ What is yeur opinion of Mrs. Rapid?
Don’t you thiok sho is beautiful ¥’
+¢Sho has only onc fault.”
¢ And what is that?”
*+ Too much husband.”

A Question of Time.

++ 1 aco by the papers,” he said, ¢ that the
agent of a clock company o Toronto has

* gkig.ved out with a boodle.’

Y e

*But the papers don't say whether ho
was running on standard or solar timnc.”

¢ Oh, that makes no differenco ; the offi
cera arc after him meantime, and sometimo
he will bo caught.
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tioualy. . .

Adelnide grew white at tho lips, but con.
trolled hersclf bravely. Her first thought
was : **More cxpense for poor father.”

«We had better take her intoono of the
poor cottages here, and I will sot it.” con-

« Y wonder why Miss Highflicr sings in
such a falsetto voice,” remarked Mrs.
«Tts positively painful to hear her screech,”
) can't imagine,” rcplied Sarcasticus;
¢ perhaps she has falsctto teeth.”

S.|ophy. Why docs

MR. AND MRS, BOSER.

BY MRY, BOWSLR,

All husbande find fanlt with their meals,
I know this to be true, beesuso Mr., Bowser
eays so. I think it nothing strange when
 Mr. DBowser sits dvwn to his dinuer and
oegine:

“Humph | Samo old corned beef 1”

““Yes, my dear; it's tho same corncd
beef (on ordered us you vent down this
morning.”

¢ Oh, it is! I didn't know but it was
somo [ ordered o year ago! What do you
call theso things 1

¢ Potatoces, of conrse.”

“Potatoes, c¢h?” I'll try and remember
that name. And what's this "

¢¢ Cabbage, rmy love.”

¢“Oht I didn't know but what it wasa
wood-pulp, iny love! Was thisbread made
sineo tho wary”

¢ Certainly. Tt is only two days old.”

¢“Humph! Duying some poor coflec
agnin, I seol Look at that! That etuff
looks as if it was dipped out of a mud-
hole 1”

‘‘ But you ordcred this very coflee your-
self only night before 1ast.”

Hec growls and cats, and eats and growls,
and I'vo got used w it.  Itis only nuw and
then that he procoeds to violence. 'The
other day he cxpressed his fondness for
Emmpkin pie, and I ordered the cook to
have two or three.  \We bad one brought on
at supper, and as soon as Mr, Bowser saw it
he sternly inquired :

‘“What do you call that performan:e
there? When was it born, ane where is it
going to?”

¢t Mr. Bowser, you said you wanted some
pumg‘xin pic.”

[} .08."

¢ 1Well, here it is, and as good a onc as
you ever ate; I mado it myself, after
mother's favorite recipe.”

““Mrs. Bowscr, do you call that a pump-
kin pie?"

¢ I do, sir.”

“Then I want to be branded a fool )
What do you take me for, anyway? Don't
you suppose ! was cating pumpkin pies be-
fore yon were born?”

¢ \Wly isn't it a pampkin pie?”

*“\Why isn't a boot-leg a boot? Where is
your other crust?”

¢¢ But pumpkin pies never havo an upper-
crust.”

¢ Don't, they ? Mrs. Bowser, you can de.
ceive the cook, for she is a confinding forcign-
er, and you can stuff most any yarn down
our poor littlo baby, but don’t try to bam-
boozle me. It won't work. I'm glad for

our zake that my mother iso’t here to
augh at you,”

In two days I had a letter from his
mother, affirming that therc was no upper-
crust to a pumpkin pie, and I bmui;ht my
own mother over in the fiesh as a further
witness, but what did Mr. Bowser do but
loudly exclaim :

¢ Posh? You old women have forgotten
half you knew! You aro thinking about
udding and milk, you are. Of courso there
is no upper-crust to pudding and milk, and
I never said there was.”

He cost me & good girl last week by one
of his whima. . happencd to wonder aloud
during the cvening if she had put her bread
to raisc when he promptly inquired :

¢¢ \Mra. Bowser, do you know why bread
raises?”

¢ Bocause of the yeast.”

4But Why does tho ycast expand tho
dough?”

s Beeause it does.”

« Exactly. You also live beeause you do,
and that's all you kunow about it! You
ought to be ashamed of your ignornnce of
natural philosophy. I'll scoif the girl knows
any better.”

iic went out and inquired :

¢¢ Janc, have you put the bread to raisc!”

€ ch’ sir.” .

¢ Do you expoct itto raiso?”

¢ 0f conrse.”

“\Why dont't you cxpect it to fall 2

¢ Aro you ruuniog this kitchen?” she
sharply demanded.

¢ Virtually, yes. My objoct is to sco
how well you are posted on natural philos.
o bread raise instead of
fall?”

st Pocause ita & fool, and I'm another for
staying in a placo where a nan iy allowod to

hen-huzzy about tho kitchent I'll leave in
tho morning 1"

And leave she diil, and all the consolation
I got from Mr. Bowser as ho camo up to
dinner was :

“Itsa {goml thing sho left. Sho might
havo mixed romothing togother whichwould
have caused our deaths.  Come, now, hurry
up tho dinner.”

Mr. Bowser has jmproved some in tho
dircction of taking care of tho buby, I can
now leave them together ns long as fificon
minutea without fear that one wilt kill the
other Ly trying some oxperiment. They
liad been alone about soven minutes the
other day while I was upstairs, and when I
camo down My, Bowser seeincd quito agita.
ted and whispered to me:

“I've suupectcd itall along I”

*“ What ¥’ .

¢ That ourchild is romewhat of amonstros-
ity 1 Look at that 1"

And ho Yoinwd to the soft spot on tho
cl;ild'a head where o threb could bo detect.
ed.

¢ Every child has the same,” T replied in
u reassurning voice.

¢ Ohtt they have, ch | What infant’s asy-
lum have you been matron of? Puhaps'I
married the mother iustead of tho duughter!
I tell you thut's a freak of nature, thut is,
and I shan't be surprisod to come home any
day and find a hoin begioning to sprout 1”

Wild Boys.

An old teacher in Mainads credited with
a story of wild boys which is remarkable.
Ho says that, yecars ago, he hadin his
achool seven wild, bad boys, who scemed to
have no pleasuro so great as that of giving
their teacher troublo. A short time ago ho
happened to visit the State Prison of Maine,
and thero he found thrco of his wild boys.
In thaReform School of the eamo State were
the other four !

A geod teacher, well-sustained by his com-
mittee, onght to have been ablo to save
somo of the seven, Firm and judicious
treatment can tame and civilize most wild
doys. Notall, we grant; but seven is an
inordinate number of incnrables for one
man’'s school.

Wild boys, however, be their“number
small or great, are the bano of our sclools
aund the peril of our civilization, One such
io a school of fifty, —onc foolish, lawlcas,
irrepressible boy, doubles the toil and anx-
iety of a toacher, Two of them go far to-
ward undoing all tho good a patient and
gentle tcatﬁxer can accompli Soven
would create abeoluto chaos.

The wild boy is not, asa gencral thung,
so dopraved as he is silly and vain. His
teacher is, usually, a kind and conscientions
lady, often a young lady, whd comes to
school every morning clad in bright and
dainty cleanlincss, with an apron of spotless
white, and a heart under it ycarning to do
her Eupila good. The wild boy, who scnds
her home at night despairing and ashamed,
what is he?

Thero heo sits, in his dirty bootsand dirty
facc, spruwling over his desk, a spoctaclo of
indifferenco and I~tent robellion, the ceutre
from wkich procecds all the disturbance and
domoralization of the school. Often, ho is
tho sun of a widow, who has quito lost tho
power to control him, and looks to the
achool to do for bim what she cannot,

Bat tho “schoo) "is this delicatoand high-
minded young lady, who cannot do battle
with a thoughtless and unsavory lout of
twico her strength, if nottwico her weight.
If sheexpols him, he roams the strects and
developzs rapidly intoa criminal. If she
permits him to remain, ho spoils her school
and ~nbiters her every waking hour.

The time will como when our legislators
it wisely provido for such cascs; but, in tho
meantime, well disposed boys can do much
towands delivering toachers from tho wild
oncs of their number.

Boys underatand boys. They know that
these wild, disobediort fellows are usually
very ignoraut and stupid, and can not atand
against the public opinion of the schovl, if
it is clearly expressed.

Tho gontlemen of aschool can provest tho
abuse of kind nnd good teachers if tNoy will
but unitc to do it, and consider paticntly
tho boat way to do it

Why not a Iaw-and-Order Leaguoin a
school?
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