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WHEN LILLIAN |
SAILED IV,

(Stanley Waterloo, in the Saturday Even- |
ing Post,)

Miss Luella Beeson rocked \'i,jurnn.-ly?

li'l‘ LY

wo

her ~traight-ba(;xnl,!
Her
The large

and forth 1n

den morning

kitchen o |

!
wiich she sat, in her one storv aud a half |

rm-kmg-ch;ur
work waa done,
brown ceottage, was 1n exquisite order,
The canary bad been fed, the plauts iu
the window had been watered, everything
was «pick, span and in place. Upon the
long pine table was a red tablecloth, aud
sel exactly
latip, newly filled, cleansed and polished

Miss Beeson always set her lamp npon
the table ‘between meals,” It was ber
most treasured possession, whether lighted
It represented both elegance and
The hour was half-past ten,
for

in the centre was a big brass

or uot,
usefulness,
and at eleven the table must be set
Miss Beeson’s *Mealets; ’ railway men who
were furnished dinuers and suppers by the
spinster —her sole but sutficient means of
support being her own hands,

! he middle-aged single woman of severe

bu! not discouraging aspect was thinking
of ber nephew and charge Joha.

e War a lm_\', freckled and seven yoears
ol ud the son ot the widew of a rails ay

.

el ineer, Each of nis parenis bad be
levg d to the group unde fined between
the His

had been the cleverest engineer on the

classes and the masses, father

Long Plaius Ratlway, a straight forward,

strong man, The ¢ngineer had been in

good luck, he thought, wheu he wet the
cleverest girl, in his opinion, in all the
The two fell

in love and were married, and they had

towns on his railway line,

two children, a girl and a boy, ard the
boy is the central figure of this true tale,
John Markbham, the father, had care-
fullv taught John Markbam, his son, to !
|

|

tell the truth always, to grow up strong- |
ly, and to fight for the weaklings. This |
was the father's working erced. The |
wother, later, had tried to follow up the |
teachings of the tather to his boy, |

When the enginee r'; daughter was eight :
years old and his son was six, the fathe
was killed 10 a railway accident, and the |
widow, Mary Markham, had to suppcrt
the children.
in a year to give up her home and leave |

She had been obliged with- |

Johr with her sister, Miss Beeson,
she herself took her b
her to another city, where she had been
rk., As for the b.'_\‘, John—
mother’s |

Wl\l}vl

ttle daughter with

offered w
well, he inherited some of his
swectness, and ail of his father’s militant |
strength of character. He had

rapidly at a little private school, and bad

learned

also licked every boy in that school of his |
own age, snd
who antedated by a vear or two that par-
Domini. teacher
bad become half-way afraid of him. He

those |

}

sometimes some of

Even the

ticular Ahn

was bonest and straightforward, but there

was too much of the rude, rough, far.
distant Anglo-Saxou iu hiia, When there
was a difference, he wanted tc fl-,:!i. All

this Miss Beeson bad heard of Johu 1w the
Ga\ s before upol her had been thrown re
sponsibility for his character and coaduct.
The tales of school .-k,ual»‘.).-:: and Zst‘lgh-
ns in which John figured
bad been listened to by the maiden lady
that with which
the world at large hears of other peeple’s

Miss
Beeson’s voice rang out at church on a

3 i } +
borpood Tucllic

with trapquil serenit)

troubles,. Now all was changed

Sunday with new and plercing earnest-

pess. when the congregation Jolned i sing.
ing
We are living, we are dwelling
i &4 grand, anl awiul lme,

| be spluster, stern, nervously conscien-

u~, and loving withal, was confused u
m wer the course she should follow
regarding her sister’s so She was of
I'é aluyg £l S1siel £01 i &

simple nature, She had passed most of

b fe on & farm 1n southern 1llinols
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| well browned loaf a thick, wide, long slice |

| ter, then sprickled it plentifully
| sugar, and gave it to him, spreading a |
' newspaper under and around the chai

| ing, so determined and

1 studyv

‘I know it,” admitted the spinster. rue-
fully. ‘But what sball I do, Mrs. Allem-
meister?

‘I think it’: better when you send him
to school, already, counselled the good-
humored mation,

‘But he is always in trouble at school,” |
said Mies Beeson.,

‘Sut,’ eaid the neighbor, ‘in the public
school he find« out sowmebodv that can
lick him, and then it is also all right,

This idea, though somewhat captivat.
ing to Miss Beeson, was not altogether
satisfactory. She said nothing but shook
her head and walked meditatively toward
the house,

‘Talk about some hens hatching out
some ducks,” Mrs, Allemmeister, the
mother of seven children, commented to
herself, as she returned to her own do-
minions acroes the alley from Miss Bee.
son’s kitchen garden,

Miss Beeson began to clear the decks
for the cooking of the midday meal. As
she set to one side the clothes-frame on
which the girl’s pink and blue gowns were
spreal out, a new thought struck her.
She sat down for a minute in her rock-
ing-chair and fairly gasped, with such
force did the idea burst upon her brain,
It was not pew, exactly; long and loug
ago in the far away district school she had
noted the effect of trying a sunbonnet
upon the boy’s head and condemning him
to sit with the iirls, as punishment for
some boyish prank. |

‘I'll dress him in girl’s clothes and then
he can’t’ fight, she thought. ‘I’ll send
him to the public school, and I'll make
him promise not to tell he’s a boy. A
week of that kind of punishment will
straighten bhim And she smiled
giimly and began to rattle the pots and
pans and clatter with the dishes.

John, at these cheerful sounds descend.
ed the low stairs, and began to hang about
the kitchen after the manner of hungry
boys.

out,’

He was amazed by the unexpected tac- |
She cut from the |

of bread, spread at generously with but
with

Scrofula

What is commonly inherited is wob
gcrofula but the scrofulous disposition.

This is generally and chiefly indicated Ly
cutaneous eruptions; sometimes by paicr
ness, nervousness and general debility.

The disease aficted Mrs, K. T. Suyder,
Union &t., Troy, Ohio, when she wa%
eighteen years old, manifesting itself by a
bunch in her neck, which caused great pain,
was lanced, and became a running sore.

It afMicted the daughter of Mrs. J. H.
Jones, Parker City, Ind., when 13 years old,
and developed go rapidly that when she
was 18 she had eleven running sores on het
neck and about her ears.

These sufferers were not benefited by
professional treatment, but, as they volun-
tarily say, were completely cured by

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

This peculiar medicine positively cor-
rects the scrofulous disposition and radi-
cally and permanently cures the diseasc.

‘Her rame is Lillian,” came the prompt
answer, Lillian Markham, aged seven
years, and she lives at 422 Kaskaskia
street.’

Then the big sunbonnet came close to
Miss Bennett's ear, and a whispered con-
ference took place between the teacher
and her visitor,

The child held fast by the bony hand
of its guardian, shrunk within itself, with
hanging head and awkward, spreading
feet,

Liilian's pink gown, surely of last year's
make, and very short, was as etiff’ as starch
could make it, and over i1t was worn a
white apron, etill more unyielding and
board-like than the gown, Swsow-white
stockings inclosed her thin legs, and these
disappeared into rusty shoes of a size
nothing short of gigantic 1n proportion to
the dimensions of their owner. As the
two women talked Lillian’s sunbonnet
dropped more and more. It secmed as if
Lillian’s bones of the neck had suffered

' dislocation, so limply hung her head upon

her starched litile pinafore.

Miss Bennett’s face was a study to the
earions children who swarmed around her
desk. She looked as if she wanted to
laugh, but didn’t quite dare to laugh,
either, and it may as well be said that her
appearance indicated her feelings with ex-
actness, While Miss Luella Beeson stood

she bade hin sit in.

John ate the unexpected offering with-

more, he encountered his aunt's eyes
was at work, with an expression so pierc-

grave, that he

bursting into a howl and rannming away.
‘John,” said Miss

hima with the iron basting-spoon stiil

Beeson pointing at
hot
from the oven., ‘I am going to dress you
in Lillian’s clothes, and you shall act like
a girl, You won’t fight then;
A

you’ll
hard and not disgrace us. Not a
Not

vou to promise me on your word of honor

word, John! a word vet! 1
—remembering what vour father taught
vou—that you will not let anypody know
vou are not a girl for a whole week .’
‘Oh, Aunt Luella!’
boy. The sky bad been somewhat cloud-
ed, but this thunderbolt was

pevertheless
avexpected.

‘Not
made up wy mind, and you might as well

one word of complaint, John; I've
settle yours!’

After
brought
nounced with renewed emphasis and firm-
The boy hesitated long. At

dinner her project was agaiu

ap by Miss Beeson, and an-

D ess, iast,
little chest beaving, he, the best fighter
and prom-
IO0W,

among the little boys, gave up,

, :
1sed to become a girl ana he

down by his aunt’s vigorous talk, and by

thounghts of hie father and mother, he

gave his word to be silent urder the or-
deal prepared for him.,

‘All right, Aunt Luells,” be broke out
‘.O:L.."f‘.u_'\ and b."«.‘r!}; ‘I’ll do it—but 1
hate to, awfally

Then, as ever beretofore, John spoke
the truth,

Monday morning came. It was a fresh
vet warm September mormpg. Snall-
jooted youngsters crept schoolward, loth

be immured within walls on suck a
1ay In Miss Beunett’s schoolroom a few
hiidrer {f the more ambitious minde
were gathered, quietly awarting the uiue

m
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|
out much ado, and theu, looking up for | forlorn sunbonnet bowed before her in
|
|
|
|

| n leln N\\,

| Beeson loosed her hold of Lillian’s hand,
needed all of his resolution to keep from |

| looked askance at Liilian’s

waLnt ‘ '.‘ﬂ‘\

| ey g - . . .
| Lillian stood sulkily alone, neither join.

gasped the stricken |

!
| games,

near her Miss Benuett felt that a laugh

would be out of place., As long as the

, | such meek submission she could not laugh.
looking at him over the stove where she
8 |

The conference

Miss

The school bell rang.

11 came to an end.

sat the child down firmiy upon a front |

‘ seat near the teacher’s little platform, and
| sirode manfally from the room.

When school began, girls and boys alike
short hair,
The girls tossed their beribboned braids
aud sniffed the air, When the noon re-
came the girls formed in a ring to
London Bridge is falling Down, but

CeS88

| ing nor invited to join in the game, and
looking longingly over to the boys’ side.
' What thoughts passed through the child’s
mind, what desperate emctions, who can
Talk about isolation, humiliaiion,

§ -
itiis

Jdegradation, here were all combined. But |

be wmustn’t cry—that the little fellow re-

t solved upon.

The playground for the youngsters, who
 spent but little time in it each day, was

separated into two parts by a stone cop-

ping or ledge, sbout a foot high, whicn
ren from

other tne little boys.
Lillian was mnecessarily upon the girl’s
side of the ledge, but took no interest 1n

The strain upon the child was

growing harder. He bad been taught

| from the time he could talk never 1o tell

& lie. and the blood ot & truthteller was
i him. He bad promised to keep bhis
word and not 1¢ll he wae a boy, and he
tried 1n bis childish, boyish way to do it.
He had cewe the giris, with
them but not of them. He drifted
toward the Jedge aud then came back, un-
i his ekirts, to where the
The bttle boys were

out with

comfortable
giris were grouped.

| learned

¢ ) !
boys, led by Larry O'Brien, looked at him

mockingly and began to chant:

“Ticky, Ticky Tom boy!
Half girl, half boy!”

Poor Lillian could not endure it, and
slunk miserably away to a corner by bim-
self, and sat down on the farthest end of
the dividing ledge. The enemy followed
himi,

Larry O'Brien, the archangel of the
fighting group among the smaller pupils,
came up and jecred at Lilhan, wbo was
now stauding helplessiy ou the white-
grey ledge. Lairy ealled bim names, ex-
hibiting quite a degree of skill in bis ora-
tory, and made sach vew allusions to the
quality of a boy-girl that the blood
pumped by Johony’s heart seemed going
mostly into hie face. It became flaming.
Every situation has its climacteric. It
came swiftly in this case. With that un-
couscious little ruffian making fun of him
he forget everything else. The last straw
bad been laid on the little camel’s back.
He could endure it no longer, His face
took on the look of the rage of boyhood.
He leaped like a young catamount from
the stone ledge fairly into the midst of the
gronp of bullying boyhood, and upon
their leader, Larry. Here was a biy
freckled boy attacked by a thing of red
flaunel petticoats, pink sun bonnet, white
pinafore, large, bony bands and heavy
feet, It was av awful thing, to the girls
on one side of the ledge aud to the boys
on the other side. Here was a girl at-
tacking physically the bully of their
schoolroom, It was dreadful! The boys
slunk away wonderingly from thie strange
single combat and looked upon it in a
half-formed ring. Larry fought well,
this must be confessed., But he was
weakened himself by his own imaginings,
How could this girl be such a fighter?
She hit where she wanted to, and she hit
hard, His deadly enemy, Johnny Smith,
who was a good boxer, could find while
they were fighting that particular spot of
the stomach which is called the ‘mark,’
and which when suddenly thrust into be-
numbs the wearer of that particaular stom-
ach, but this leaping, dauciug, iron-fisted
fighter in petticoats was far and away
abead of Jobnny Smith in jolting strength
aud vigor,

All in sight had gasped for breath when
[alian began the fray, and all stocd be-
wildered while the figcht was on. They
sell what they call ‘pin-wheels,’ very
pretty, on the eve of the Fourth of July;
bat as a spectacuiar affair they are not up
to what happened when Lillian ‘sailed in.’
In VLillian’s performance there was irri-
descence to barn. [ bave co uversed with
one of the most careful atid co nscientious
of the youthful spectators, aud he can’t
tell whether what he saw was the compet.
ing fringes of & scariet petticoat or the
whisk of bair cutshort as becomes a black-
haired boy. Hc¢ cnly kvnows the other
fellow was licked.

Larry O’Brien aud ail the rest of the
small homan beings of Room 11 had
something. They knew that

' Lallian was a boy for sure, and Lillian
was wondering how he should explain

‘One thing is sare,’
told. Not one

matters to his aunt.
be thought; ‘I mnever

{ word!’

When school ended that day the teacher |

' banded a mote to » defiant little figure
' clothed in 2 pink frock and the remuants

the street to the scboolbouse. |
| On one side were the little girls, apon the

with flushed cheeks, fingers clinched, his | . punished enough, and I suggest that

Borne { their vivacious, but to him unaccustomed, |

over !

playiug ball in & bungling, vnformed way, |

but with much vigor, and there was 2

hively eontest. There came a mom:nt

when the b.ll came iuto Impact with tha
slightness which produces what = calied
& ‘foul’ in the vernacular of the basebail
rounds, and flicked far back ward over the

-

sione ledge which sepzrated the

FREANT.

playground of tbe boys from the play-

ground of the girlse. It was 8 bardhit

bal Sometbiug golopg, as Lhey say, dl-
rectly towarde the girl group, from woicl
shot upward & girlish figure, There were
hands upsiretcbhed and the ball was caught,

thew, and burled

groecd iy, ere 1 toucned

4

e ploer side,

Uacl U Lue DOy piayers ob W

Tl ;'b';f- sluod JOOKILE &' Lillisu srient.
N Toie was s dueliiiuy tuey eouic not
uudgerstand —a girl who could catet a val
1! 60 Lieye abd torow ' Dack s¢
strongly duto the suidst of rough bLoys,

we said “Tow-boy’ and midled away
wud Lillian stoed there alone. The boy's
Leart swelled whole beiug wars as 1if
iwinersed o misery. He remalued damb

W gieat exsicise of sell-mastery, butl i

nad & brouding oK
Thete was dapger o the air that aiber
outl 1l

’A"A,.il

walked rutr.l:.\

LUVL, Whelh e Clldiel Calug

.
vheir playground for the usual

[V J, Hal
et et

the bvuuuary vl

Ll user

GAVLUE will o aut LOOK Uk .
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of & white vinafore. The letter rau thus:
To Miss Luella Beeson, No. 422 Kashas-
kia street, City:

Dear Madam,—]I think Jobu has been
you
send bim to school dressed in his own
clothes bereafter. 1 will give kim special
attention while he is iu the schoolroom.
QOutside, he is amply able to take cate of
bimseli.

Very sincerely yours,
ANNA BENNETT,
Teacher Seventh Street School.

And so ‘Lillian’ fought at once for giory
and for dissolution, but not for oblivion,
for the day when Lillian ‘sailed in’
not yet perished from the memory of avy
one who had part 1o vhe dire proceediugs,

lras
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stop Th feflt

the countiess humbugs that
fur alarrh.
wethod of wreatument for Catarrh. Make
the air you breathe the carrier of healing
balsatuic, corative agents. It batbes ev-
of mocous membrapes with s
That’s Ca-
Your druggist or doetor wil

ery iuch
Lealing, sovthing properiies.
Larrgovzolie,
tell you 1t’s the oply e¢flcctive wethod of
treatiwuent avd that 1t is sure—prowmpt—
permanent Remember the nawe Catlarrh-

25¢c. sud $1.00, at B. O'Leary’s
Richibucle.

QZOLE,
General Mercnant,
e

CONCERNING

“W nat
for vpe U

CHOICE.
choige 1o life 1s there, anyway,
wy pusition?” comwplained the
day laborer mtlerly,

“Why should you keock, wy friend,”

replied Lobe opliuist, “wheo y.u, wmore

thap othe: Wel, aiways Lave youw ph;hl';
Hercapou the laborer laughed goo ua-
‘-L“r

turedly, fum optimist could by e

There is ouly ouve scientilic |

{
|

weans be calied & plutoerat, though he |

cousidered all Dl own WiLLlcls s uapu,al, ‘

New York suu.

- e -

Yellow or brown ¢ollous oI siiKs cau be |

dved bDlack JIV :li.\,'lhx;u\, ]).v ek, IECK

cusle Lel celuls only.
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DIRECT JIMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN 600DS,
sndh WD
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
Wi

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE.

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

(OAKRSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT,

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese,
S2OREKE. AN D BEEF,

HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS.

0
v

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARF

4]

BOOTS AND SHOES

L=

DRY

Ready-Made Clothing,
IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE,

GOODS.

Scotch Horse Collars,

NAILELS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIMNE.

<9

ingish House Coal.

slacksmith's Coal

-

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HA'RDWOOD,'LATHS, ete.

0O
'

Rexton, Kent County, N. B.
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The Review,
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offer a cure |
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