Real Heroism.

BY CLARA BHERMAN,

Helen Langdon sat on the edge of the bluff overlooking
the pond coollug her hot cheeks in the gentle breeze and
idly watohing the birde in a neighboring tree, as they
worked together over the twigs for their new nest. She
bad » delightful morning spin ou her wheel, and in
an hour of time she had exchanged the brick. walls
the opening blossoms and deeping green

the morning and the thrili‘of the spring-
ber velns, As ber pulses gradually quieted
down 10 thelr regular beat, the loveliness of the day and
the surroundings took hold of her with new power. * Oue
oannot be aware of the beauty around him ln the world
without longing, even If half-unconsciously, for harmony
betwesn It and the world within ; and Helen felt the
snclent discontent with petty alme and unworthy pleas-.
wees rislng in her heart,

* Why is it," she thought to herself, ' that the old
Borolam seema to have died out of the world? We are
ol alike in these days, At one time we care for litle,
foolish, svery-day things just sa if there were nothing
bettar in the world | and the next day we have forgotten
oll about thom, Weo rece after our plessures until they
and then we work for thinge that give

’
foll a-dreaming of the earlier days, when
forth redressing wronge, when gentle wo-
ies for thelr heroes,
bilities for free from all
telnt of selfish goln, Put such ‘thoughts are rather
sorlons for o young girl, and Helon's vague dissatisfuc.
ton with things commonplace vanlshed in her search for

and violets.

Ister Holen was back in the eity, bendiag her-
sl with & will to the conguest of » diffioult sonata | and
ber morning thoughts did not reeur to her mind, At
Iuncheon time she and her mother sat alone in the sunuy
dining-room that overlooked the river,

1 suppose my gray gown will be finlshed all right for
the reception to-morrow," she sald to her mother, after
deseribing her morning ride ; '' and 1 mustn't forget to
ordes my vielets."

Ok, thet reminds me, Mise Hurter is 11l or some-.
thing sud she couldn't come to-day, so I had to send the
gown 10 her and she is doing It there, If you go in to
explain to her about the ribbons, some time about alx
o'slogh, she said, it will be ready for you."

** Oh, what & bother I'' nld(ﬂ!oln. rather impation'ly,
1 don't see how 1 can take the time, and I've no idea
where she Hves."

** James knows.  Vou oan dress for the Lelands' dinver
before you go—for you needu't try it on, you know,—
and James csn take you right there without coming

Y That means | wust stay ot Miss Hurter's for three-
quarters of an hour, 1'd better take a book along. It's
lueky the reh i for this aft was postponed, or
1 shouldn't have time to dress," i

That wes how it happened that a few minutes after six
o'clock the door of Miss Hurter's litle bed d
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MESSENGER AND VISITOR.

" Do excuse me for adwmiring you s0,"’ she went on
{mpulsively. ** You see I've been alone all day long,
except when Mrs. Maloney brought me something to eat
this noon ; and it does seem #0 good to see something
pretty,’’ S8he gave another rapturous glance at the pink
sllk train and the great bunch of roses,

Helen laughed, ‘‘Then I'm glad I came,” she said
cordially ; and she drew a chair closer to the couch,
** And you must keep me for nearly an hour, too, since
I'm not due at the Lelands’ before seven.’

It doesn't take long for two-girls to be come acquaint-
ed, when oncea friendly interest paves the way ; and
Helen's tact soon won shy Mary Hurter to talk about
herself, She was less than a year older than Helen ; and
yet for eighteen months she had been supporting herself
by her needle, living quiet by herself in her small room,
but guarded somewhat by good Mrs. Maloney who lived
on the floor above,

‘“Do I get londsome? Why, yes, sometimes,” she
sald in answer to Helen's questioning, ‘' But I think
it's too cowardly to be anything but jolly when one hae
health and strength, And I have good times, too. I
have the most heavenly Sunday afterncons, when I go
out in the country somewhere to read and walk and do
just what I lke."

Little by litle the whole story came out, It was not
At unosramon one in its maln features, Mary's mother
had died several years before, leaving Mary and her
brother two years older. The father was an inventor,
who had made considerable money at one time, but who
seemed to lose energy when his wife died, and sank into
& state of ohironle I'l-health, Kenneth, the boy, a bright,
even brilllant fellow, graduated from the sclentific
school and was enabled, partly by a school fellowship
and partly by & small legacy received from his godfather,
to go to Germany to continue his favorite atu iy of chem.
{stry. ‘Within three months after he started, the father
was taken anddenly {1}, and died within & week., Ken.
neth cabled to know it he should return; but Mary
bravely replied, "No," and set about the lnvestigation
of her affaire,

They kuew that ready money had been scarce for some
time ; but it was & great shook to flad that the house was
heavily mortgaged, and that, when the debts were paid,
the direst poverty seemed close at hand, She knew
Keonneth was provided for, at least for the present; and
she made up her mind not to iuterfere with his devotion
to his work,

' Why, I never thought of calling him back, Iam
g!ad he lo getting hiu start ; and when he comes, next
QOctober probably, we will work together, He knows I
am living in the house with Mre, Maloney, only he
thinke she is staying with me instead of thie way, I
couldn't teach, for I never went to college ; but I always
had to sew more or less,"

‘' Why," exclaimed Helen, ardently, ' I think you are
perfectly wonderful | 1 didu't suppose anybody could be
s0 patient and brave."

“Hm " sald Mary, with a laugh, ‘‘That's much bef-
ter than living on one's friends, the way they wished me
to doat first, There's nothing brave about it; but I'll
tell you it has made me meet people who are real heroes

snd the shining vislon of » pretty girl in evening dress
sppessed at the entrance.

“Come in, Mise Langdon, please,” called a girl's
voloe as Helen hesltated. * Did they tell you below to
wah t o without knocking '

Yoo, snswered Helen. ‘1 am sorry you are i1,

* Oh, I'm vot {11,"" returned the other, ' I did some-
thing pretty bad to my ankle last night, trying to get out
of the way of an slectrio oar. when | wes taking home
some wark, It's in splints, but (t's ot 80 bad ss belng
B While Mary Hurter was saying this, she looked
with delighted eyes st Helon, who for her part was look-
ing back as If she bad never really seen the little seame.
tress before. 3

Mary was sitting on the couch that evidently served
her for o bed, with o plllow at her back am! her foot
siratched out stiffiy op & rest before her, AL her slbow
#tood ber work table, laden with sewing materials ; and
Helen's pretty gray dress was spread over the end of the
oonch .

** Bes, Miss Langdon," went on the cherry voice, *'I've
just finlsbed it ; and now, if you'll tell me where to put
the ribbons, —your mother said you had your own ides
shout it,—~1'l tack them right on.” Then, hardly paus-
Ing: “Ob, I smwmo glad you camein such a pretty
doess.  How lucky I am to have a chance to see you I"

Helen was taken by surprise. Was this eager-faced,
bright-eyed girl, bardly older than herself, the quiet. un-
obtrusive, commonplace litile creature who often sat
quistly in the sewing-room, seemingly absorbed in fol-
lowing the directions of the dressmaker and thinking of
nothing farther P Vet the girl was tired now, too, Any.
body conld see that, from the dark circles under her
eyes and the way she tried to straighten herself a little
on the couch.

and herol Al T have done has been to sew the best
1 can and try to live like a lady, even if I am poor, and
to write jolly letters to Kenneth, But I know brave ones
enough, There's Mre, Morgan on the floor below, for
instance. Her husband fell from a scaffolding, and he
bas hurt his back ; and there are four children, She
worka all the time and keeps things golng, and ls always
trylng to help other pegple, too.

““Then there ls Ned Randall in the room back of me.
He was crazy 1o be a doctor, and he was almost ready to
euter » medioal school when his father ran away with
some funds belonging to the bank and diagraced all of
them, It killed his mother, and he told me one night
he thought it would kill him at first, Finally, he made
up bis mind that for his dead mother's sake, if for noth-
ing elge, he would be all she wished him to be, So he
Just took hold of his lfe again. He saked for a place in
the very bank his father had left. Think of the herolem
thattook | And they gave it to him, That was four
yours ago ; and he is paylng off all the money his father
took, except what was sent back in the first place. No-
body kunows it ; but the truth is that he has never used
one single ceut of his pay—and he gets n good salary
now—for his own expenses. He earns enongh to live on
by doing evening work ; an'l in the winter he teaches in
the evening school, and in his vacation he works for a
man in Hilliston. He works in a restauravt every Satur-
day evening ; and any day, when he doesn't have enough
to eat, they will trust him for it there, Now that's the

kind of a fellow I call a hero,” And Mary's tired eyee
glowed,

Helen sat quietly without speaking, remembering her
thoughts of the morning and realizing that heroism is to
be found in the daily lives of common people quite as
much as in tales of old romance and lofty chivalry.

** 1 was thinking only this morning,’ seid Helen rather
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diffidently,  that there weren't any heroes left; but I
guess the only thing lsto open one's eyes and find plenty
of them,"”

* Yes, that's #0,” sald Mary, heartily. ** But don't
look to me for one.”

Just then came a rap onm the door, and good Mrs.
Maloney entered with a bowl of milk and some slices of
bread and a sancer of raspberry preserves for Mary's sup-
per. And on the little waiter lay a letter with a German
postmark, ‘‘ Why, it's past seven o'clock already,” said
Helen, with a little jump, ae Mrs, Maloney paused aston-
ished at the pink silk gown in the little room. '* And
that poor James {s still waiting, I must run; but we'll
see each other agaln, right soon, and thank you ever so
much,” she added in a lower tone. ' Oh, and I'm golng
to leave the roses,’

Then Mrs, Maloney aud Mary Hurter ate thelr supper
together, und the roses and the letter made the room
beautiful —Christian Reglater,

Ao oa
Joe's Fire Company.

BY ALICE X ALLRN,

Joe was washing dishes, It seemed to Joe that she
was always washing dishes, If she had only been a boy,
and could bave done boy's work| Poor Joe tossed her
lttle dark head, set hor teeth hard, and went on with
the dishes, :

Outalde she could hear the ohildren talking as they
built stiok houses, Joe calied her little Sister Naun, and
Nan's little friend Bob, * the children.” For they were
only alx, while she was ten, and ' golug on eleven,”

Bob was the next door nelghbor's boy, He had big
blue ayes, stiff white haly, and a ronnd grave face. He
drawled his worde and dragged his feet, Such a slow,
solemn little boy was Bob,

Bob and Nan always played together. But they were
never quite happy unless Don was there too, Don was
the large brown dog, When meamma saw Nan coming
alowly across the lawn or down the walk, she alweye
knew that Bob was only & few steps behind, and that old
Don would be close behind Bob. She knew, too, when
she saw this solemn trio, that some mischief was on foot,

Joe listened to Bob's slow drawl while she scalded and
dried the plates, -

' Your stioke don't le straight, Nan Turner," he was
saying,

“Don't care if they doun't," piped Nan's clear little
volees, ** My parlor's all furnished, anyway, See Bob."

Joe could not resist looking out of the window to see
too, She was only tem, you remember. There they
were under the trees, Nan's hat wes hanging by one
string, Tired of bullding, she was already furnishing
her parior. A row of small stones for “‘chalre’ stood on
& bright bit of oslico which was the “‘oarpet.”

Dob was slowly laylug his sticks, He looked at Nan's
house, aud said, with slow scorn in his voloe, ‘‘Folke—
don't—furnish —their— houses—before—they're—built."”

““Don't care,” sald Nan, I'm tired of playing stick.
houses, anyway, 'Tian't any fun, Cowme on, let's be the
Pligrim Fathers, Bob, and clear the land.”

“What'll Don be? He can't be a Pligrim Father,"
said Bob, looking at Don thoughtfully.

“ Oh!bhecan be a tiger, and we'll shoot him," Nan
said, '‘and we must burn away the woods, you kuow
Bob, That's the way to do-—papa says so, and papa, he
knows everything."

Away went the Pligrim Fathers to clear the land, And
closs behind went the friendly tiger, which was to be
ahot. Joe watched them out of sight, and then went
back to her dlahes. The next minute she heard Nan's
voloe scresming, O Bob, Bob! quick, quick, quick |
The ash-bouse is all afire ! Oh, oh, ok 1"

As Nan's ' ohe" increased in strength, Bob's volce
joined in, and Don barked wildly.

“* The ash-houwse oun fire ' thought Jos, ** and it's close
to the barn," She flung down her disheloth, caught up
» pail of water, and ran,

Papa was chief of the fire department in the village.
He had often told his children what to do in case of fire.

How Joe flow across the yard, calling to Nan and Bob
to get more water, and come quick. Before she reached
the ash-house she could see the smoke, and when, out of
breath, she pulled open the door, black clonds rushed
out and choked her, She could see the red filames darting
in and out of the darkness within, The stone part would
not burn, Joe remembered that, and dashed the water
with all her little strength against the wooden roof of the
building.

By this time Nan was there with more water. Joe had
juat raised the pail high for a good throw, when the gruft
voice of the old gard from here near, called
‘‘ What be you young "uns up to now "

Joe sent the water first, then wiped her hot face, and
called back, ** O, Davis, bring some water, quick | The
ash-house is 1l afire I"




