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Miss Five Cents.

norToN, in “Northwestern Advocate.”')
“Oh, ‘Miss Frve - Cents!”

ﬁ‘? Miss Five Cents!)
“Wait a minute !

A girl whose merry dark eyes belied the nun-like severity
the
from which cam. the saucy voices, 1n no wise disconcerted:
by the unconventionality of their address,

“Oh, Karl, is it'you?
vour sister, today, Frank *”

(ISABELLE

of her bluck dress, turned a smiling face in direction

Good morning Nannie.  How is

A climorous group , athered arcund her, the bolde. onss

grasping her 1 dnds or her dress  ““Nin't you coming to my
house #" was the general que: )
“Not tod sy, Little folks

Her guick eyiss had wandered

have w meeting at the chr 1.7
grouy
ber, and spied 4 ‘anned fac: ay d 4 pair of Mue ey regard-
ing ber i riively frdmi the shadow . fa | BsLage way rurning
back between 1 qliick eyes

b yond the about

butldings.  Ther childien

followed hier questioning glance
Ah-dhmt s Froda Olson ; “she lives i the o urt
W then she mast T a neighbor of yows,  Have you
v tedd ey T ¢ Sunday school ¢las
fn't want her She wouldi'l come.” wiywan
St A oas o mean gl Shie's an  awiul bad gid]
“‘She's a thael . she soly sobe I pataroes right from o
T
Doy, dewr . we '»,' rely Risve hier an ¢ Class, and
wee o we 't hedp der 1o Ao Detter, musti’l we The
vhilds s T4 bt dubh ippeoval. but they vouch
safed oy ST desicooe f ach ey s b boooet
witho b then 1t prodlaimed heriowns moving on
with ha s 3 si o e ¥ 14 tin ¢y -:h,"r«nf it
ihe mviilet o e groaip, bavely missiog ey ind sindck t
bwck ol K &t ket less ing a mud v st
Ab Usat s ¥ end Yop that,” apd with, &
reipsthel the elitire | § dinshind down Hie passage alter t
arilt Phatintine whic hasd By this P
trwied o #1AE 144 feer them Y
iy oy N denly
s s feed cthér 1 was pot e futy 1 fatlow
il g 1) Bt beledt yhie chidd. Bt o glanie at e
witeh e idod 1
b Yk i b i ¥ ¢ 13 ol
by e Ahier waonl . \ fre
pascedd. o die i
Pink 8w diown patsaye witl riftat b heel
1 daed Bt & i) wt surrounded by old tegements, ane
ol thhe rsors e beitions of which rose 1 the height ol theee
o Bl s on At wak coiss crossed. by iy wooden sta
Wik y Ly Pl of 4 Feuda voshed, aod frons the
suidde varndis vite whith it éned,  he paused 1o horl

debanic @t het
.

she thigwt oul

L eaning over the wooden tailing

_y i & highly insulting munner at

Lldast ye to

the gabbie bel

“Yop threw that can Lome down

“Coma downs and Ul give it back to ve ! were some of the

Jeast offensive challenges, o which Prida answered never o

word

Frida. come hete " Fwant you,” called a fretful veice
from dnside, and Fuday turned and slowly entered the
house. A woran lay upon'a disordered bed, which alone.

oo el o quarter of the entire space o the little room

Pring me water, Frida," and the child w nt 10 the
byt At and returned with & brown, cracked teacap, which
she cfiered to the sick woman, . She raised herself up on’ her

elbaw ol Beld it to her hiot lips eagerhys but aftor the first
“Ach, it s

thin, soiled pllow &

swal (aw pat it awiey with a - di gy pointed an
L away,"”
Hiead

Moo face was |

Wikl }

and tolling her
nider e shie Lay down agiin with & groan

ushed and quivering, and the child coutd

ook 4t her 41 helpless perplexity,  She also had her

troul ey : e

NEbtye e wate] '\\hr:.' e Yo ghing 1o get well
Iy B tung | van b

{ o Gy I know nat,'" burst from the woman's
v4|n|\-vm,; plwind shie pressed her  hands over hsr eyes
“You miust something tind | 1 can no help.”

“Bat L can't find anything;mother ; hot in the court,

Pais
and Frida

BOr Ciear o er it
of hread
he lig cuivered 3

Thy n,uu,aw,u»m for divy

onto the beds Ol e Gott

ie street.  Lcan’t find. even a picce

own eyes were illing with tears and

{eet, but reeled dizzily bick
himimed ! |
must 'work,” she groaned, and the child, frightened now as
But quickly check

ing theni, sat down o the door, the tears still Yolling down

ey oty

well as bungry. burst inte loud sobs

hey checks

Presently. os the shadaws in the court hegan 1o deppen,
and  haten 0 The Pogarty  children,
She
She
Jole cantiowsly down the stairs, stopping at cvery sound
At thie botton she luoked cagerly around, but not as much
#s o crost ¢ ouid she spy. 1t was a potato snaiched from
that same floor that georming, which had brought upon her

she aroused herse'l
whio  lived bolow, hier special enemies, were away
fancied she could boar theiy vol es out in the street
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the su.d len descent of her enemies with the cry of thief, but
she was so very very hungry that she cared little for that.
She skulked around the court, her eager eyes search ng
every nook and correr for the coveted morsel, and finally
slipped right through the long dark passage and stood
again in the street. The children had evidently forgotten
the quarrel of the afternoon, and let her pass with only an
indiflerent glance,
she suddefily found herself face to

She had gone a block or niore, when
the

cause of the

face with woman

who had been the innocent and immediate
“Miss Five Cents,”
£

Her first impulse was tc dart ont of

quarr 3l
sight again, but her
need, togethier with soi e idea suggested by the queer name,
m;]v:r.-d her with a sudden betdness, and she walked direct-
“Please will

ly up to the woman and said you give m:

hve cepts ’

The deaconess paused . nd looked into. hey face, still

smiling, then she put out her gloved hand and took the
little cold, dirty fingers in a warm clasp and said:  “Show
me where you live, little one.  Have you a mcther 2"
“Mother’s sick,”

woman back toward the

returnsd the child soberly, and led the
hour of
triumph when she Jed “Miss FPive Cents” through the group

court. It was Trida's

of ¢hilidren who clamored in vain for her to wait, and she

could not repress a backward glance as they climbed the

steep stair

together

“Heré's a lady, mother. It's M Five Cents” was her
imtroduction
*“Fhe deaconess took th ick woman's hand, sat: down
by her side and soon had the whole  sad story She had
maved dnto the court © few weeks before, expecting to
support her If and her ehild by washing, but hard work
andd a5 dde i pr ! i It that a :\\l’PL
ARO, Mnce thei feschirces were exhausted
and without care or medicine shi was growing worse father
than better
.
Whien 1 have sonie fomt den | get v Bt 1 0o eal
le explained R elf bitig w bitterne
N tink Goti does not x il '
shie rose and Bt back her i) i g K 1'f
brinc K ) few misot M M i wis goe
Half an | i bt b w fbing th A with
b T Ysia “«t
['ve brough ¢ ug ! I I breathie
Mre Fogant i y « A ' got  home
fiomm her sk, andd | goarg b sk fer to let me brotl you
i bt of steak an  he M Fogarty aml | e old
(e ndds
Frida gave o grmp ol dpmiay, but the mother  was 100
fiinit and ALl 1o protest, and the vi £ huiried out again
Saonafter Mes. Olson had another caller It was My
Vogarty, red-feced “and strong-atiied, bearing a steaming

teay, the odors liom winch rdused the woman with a sense
of cager hunget Oh. give  nw mething quick she
demanded »

Why didin't ye et folks know
I

a sup from our table any day. It

Fhe sainty presarve u
ik

ain't much we have

yE Wi I'd give ve

for sure, but we kin always divide with
Fet
ivery mornin’, scrabbin’ the te-ay-ter, an’ I niver knowed
An' ‘it
dayconess hadn't

them as has less mesilf, 'm out ta me work bé five

that ve wasn t out yeralf jist the same stiarvin'
the
I'd niver knowed it till ye was stone dead.”

“What's you call her
with a cup of steaming tea, poised in a shaking hand, ‘Dat
Miss

yersill ye war.  Sure, an’ if come in,

' said the sick woman, looking up

woman=IFrida galls her a queer name | she calls her
Five Cents.”

“Five cents, nothin I'hat’s the name the childer’ give
Her name is Nichol, an' a
I'd break they

called me namies loike thiet | but she jist laughs an' thinks

her in fun-—the spalpeens
nickel i8 five cents, aint’ 1t ? their necks if
it's fun, My youngsters all set great store by the daycopess.”

Meantime the deaconess hersell had her

But in the dark passage a little form suddenly

hurried out. on
way home.

pressed close to her and two thin arms were up-stretched in

the darkness, 1 want to come to  your Sunday school,
Miss Five Cents.”

There was a little touch on the child’s forchead.  “So
you shall, dear ; 'll eall for you my self. Run home now
and get your supper while its nice and hot.”-~Sel

A Lost Scolding.

One morming Benjy happened to reach the schoolhouse

very early. The place was as still as a
the middle of the week

he felt rather

meeting-house in
Beniy was not afraid exactly, but
little white
school-hogse was hidden from the village by a grove,

Fo keep up his spivits Benjy began  to play ball by him
self.

tonesome and timid ; for the

Fhe ball he pulled from his pocket was a great won-
der to all the school children, It was of rubber, almost as
light as & soap-bubble, and was a beautiful bright red in
color. Such a ball had peyer been seen by the Sharon boys
until this one came to Benjy from a cousin in the city,

He began by tossing and catching it, then he made it
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bound on the hard, smooth ground; but it was rather
stu pid to be playing alone. Then he tried to make the
school-house help him in his fun ; ‘and he threw the ball
against the wall. and up on the roof, catching it as it
bounded back. This was much livelier, and he had entirely
forgotten to feel lonesome, when the ball suddenly dis-
appeared. There was a soft little thud inside the school
room, and a crash that in the quiet place sounded as loud
as a peal of thunder. One of the windows was down from
the top, and the little red ball had found its way through
the narrow opening. .

Benjy's first fear was that he had lost his ball, and then
that some damage had been done in the school room. He
stood on riptoe and peeped through the window. On the

teacher's desk was a vase lying on its side. The flowers
that had been in it were scattered about, and the water
was trickling in among the neatly piled books. Benjy was

really frightened now. He tried the door, but it was
fastened ; and he was too small a boy to climb through a
window. He thought of running home to get out of sight
of the mischief he had done, but how coul! he face the
scolding that would come. But no one had seen the ball
Perhaps Miss Berry would never find out who it
Then the boy shut his hands together into two tight
little fists, and ran down the village as fast as his feet
could carry him. He met two or three boys going to
school, but he 'did not stop when they shouted.

Miss Berry was shutting the gate behind her when 4
breathless little boy almost tumbled against her, crying :
“Oh, teacher, 1 spilled water desk,
hurry, and perhaps the books won't be spoiled.”

thrown.

was.

all over your Please
When she learned what had happened, she hurried on to
She
the
books, and has time to “tend to me,” he thought ruefully

rescue the books, leaving Benjy to follow more slowly

had not scolded. - “Dut she will ‘when she has seen

As he entered the school room there was a group about
the desk; watching Miss  Barry wipe off ‘her books” and
putting them on & window sill to dry

I know who shid it & little . girl called out, suddenly
diving into a cormer where she had caught. sight of the
bright Lall Fhis is Benjy Adams’ ball, and he threw it

n the window and tipped the vase oves

She was bt Miss Berry

scholars, and

trinmphant over her  discovery
wiled at Benjy over the heads of othet
sk Yes, | know did it
truthiul little boy, who came straight to. me with the story
of Wi Benjy
Most of the water dripped to the floor, and the few books

her

whi it was an  honorable and

accident I'here has been no harm done,

that are wet will dry and be ax good as ever
And  that was all the scolding Benjy received.-M, I
Beck, in Presbyterian Banner
]
- .
.
Bad Breeding.
OFall forms of bad breeding, the pert, smart manner
aflected by boys and girls of ‘a certain age, is the most

One of these so.called smart
boys was once employed in the office of the treasurer of a
the office
between the hours of eight and niné in the morning, and it
was his duty to answer the questions of all callers astlearly
and politely as possible, g

One morning a plainly-dressed old gentleman walked
qoietly in, and asked for the cashier,

“He's out,” said the boy, without looking up from the
paper he was reading.

*Do you know where he is "

*No.”

*“When will he be in?”

* 'Bout nine o'clock.”

“It's nearly that now, isn'tit? 1 haven't Western tims.

“There's the clock,” said the boy smartly, pointing to the
clock on the wall,

offensive and impertinent

Western, railway. He was usually alone in

“Oh, ves | thank you,” said the gentleman, ‘‘Ten
Can I wait here for him ?" <

“1 s'pose, though it isn't a public hotel.”

The boy thought this was smart, and he chuckled over
it, He did not offer the gentleman a chair, nor lay. down
the paper he held

“I would like to write a note while I wait,” said the
caller ;- “will you please get me a piece of paper and an
envelope 7'

min-
utes to nine,

The boy did so, and as he handed them to the gentleman,
he coolly said :

“Anything else ?"

“Yes,” was the teply. 1 would like to know the name
of such a smart boy as you are.”

The boy felt flattered by the word ‘smart,” and wishing .

to show the full extent of his smartness, replied :

“I'm one of John Thompson's kids, William by naine, and
1 answer to the call of “Billy.” But here comes the boss.”

The “boss’' came in, and seeing the stranger, cried out:

“Why, Mr. Smith, how do youdo? I'm delighted to see
you. We-—"

But John Thompsen's kid heard no more, He was look-
ing for his hat, Mr, Smith was the president of the rail-




