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of tho soft white leaves in her bosom,
becauso it looked &o ke the ono ber lover
had given ber when—well, he had been
dead o long timoe, and she bad another
gow, and another girl asked him where
W bad goi it. To this ho uunblushingly
poswered that ho had bought it, but de-
clined to surrender it to her, and ap-
peare dat kis work next morning stightly
the “worse for wear, but stiil decorated
witn the now drooping rose.

Tn a Rose Jar.

Towards night bhe gave it to a little
tame boy for whom he cherished a sternly
repressed Jondness, and the cripple in turn
allowed his grandmother to teke it. She,
looking at it, forgot her poor health and
failiag spirits, and drcamed all evening
of the busband to whom she went (let us
hope) before the morning 4awned. When
the undertaker begon his work, he found
the flower dead in her hand, and ‘threw
it from the window. A little school-
girl passing by saw it fall, and rescued i¢,
for she said: “It will help Jeanio’s rose
jar.”’  And go, cre jong the poor rose lay
not only broken-hearted, but with every
petal torn apart and woumdled, covered
with salt and crushed under & heavy
weight.  “ What a weary thing life is”
it thouglt endly, forgetting in its pain
and sorrow, the hearts it had cheered by
its perfume and beauty, and the pleasant
scenes it bad witnessed, and remembering
only ‘the mournful part of its own cx-
istence. “*I ‘might as well die,” and so
it did. But when, some days after, the
fittle girl removed the weight and stirred
the leaves. she wondered ‘“‘why that one
ilittle rose should have such a strong per-
tume.”  “ Perhaps the person who wore
itt had 2 kind heart,’’ edid her sist'ef-',' who
was in  love and very romantie, * oy
perbaps,” she added, gently touching the
eweet, dead petals, *“perhaps ‘it loved
somebody.” “ Well, 1 don’t know any-
thing about that,” answered the practi-
cal little gicl, *““ but it smells very sweot.
Leot’s put it in the jor we're going to give
Mary.” And so it came to pnss that the
poor little rose which had seen so wuch,
only to dic at last hopeless and in the
dark, beeame part of a presert which
helped to make glad a sweet young gird
on the day she became a bride. And the
loving bhrart-rose koew it, all dead and
seattered though it was, and it quivered
so that the faint, tender odor filled the
room like a benediction or a whispered
prayer, and lingered long after the wed-
ding day was a thing of the distant past.
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LIABLE TO FORGET.
He~1 beg your psrdon.
self.
She—Thut's all right. People are lin-
ble to forget the trivial and unimport-
ant things of life.

I forgot mny-

+THE ERNTIDOTE®

Fed her YASTeY & MisTrest

Fifrp ANOTHER DCL

JANE'S REPARTEE.
Mistress  {angrily)-Sc,, Jane, I
write my name in the dust,
Bepvant (admiringly)~Oh, wmum, that’s
more than 1 can do. There's nothin’ like
edication, nfter nll, is there, mum ?
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CHIPPER CHBESTNUTS.

Coming to time—the promissory notes.
The baldheaded man in the iront row is
the only one who likes to see stars. When
a thing is whispered it tiavels faster
then when shouted from the house-tope.
An eavesdropper—the convict who escapes
by way of the roof.

A NEW DEFINITION.

Signora Fringuelli's little boy wants his
mother to teil him ,all about the con-
slruction of the phonograph. “Bat how
is it made ? What is it 277 the little ur-
chin persists in o<king. Tired ULeyond
measure, to get rid of his importiusnity,
she impaticntly exclaimed: ‘ The phon-
ograph is —is nu clectric parroti”

MARRIAGE A FAILURE.

Kate—~The bride’s uncle gave her away.
Jessie—Counldn’t he get anything for

‘her ?

Kate—~No, nothing but a husband.
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