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“High-Top
Sweeting’’ Tree

They all cried—every one of the Bulls
trom Peggy, who was sixteen, down to
Rutus (wne was fcur and despised
a cry-baby), when old Mr. Pigeon moved
away. He wassuch a tried and trusty
friend, and, it he was sixty, such a con-
genial companion. He was always ready
to go fishing or coasting with the boys or
to take the girls to drive; although he was
a bachelor and lived alone, he had a double
carriage and the largest sleigh om Pippin
Hill—because he had as large a heart,
Peggy said. He knew so much about the
wild things in the woods as **The Hunter’s
Own Book,” and on a rainy day or wlen
one bad the mumps or measles he would
tell stories by the doz:n—stories that were
worth telling, too, tor he bad been *“’round
the world and home again,” and koew all
there was to know about cannibals and
buccaneers and wild men, snd all such
distinguished snd interesting people.

It happened that the only houses on the
tip top ot Pippin Hill were the Belfry (I
suppose the Bells’ house may bave received
that name because Papa Bell always spoke
ot his children as his ‘small try;’ anyway,
that is what everyone in Bloomsboro’ called
it) and the Pigeon house, which had be-
longed to Mr. Pigeon's granofather. The
houses backed up to each otber, and there
was a mutual backyard fence, so, ot course,
it was very desirable that th: neighbors
should be friendly and congenial; more
than tbis there was a mutual apple tree
The gonarled, old “-bigh-top sweeting” was
directly on the boundary line between the
two estates, and the mutual tence had been
cut in two to make space for it. Its
branches were low aud spreading, in spite
ot its high top, and they epread very im-
partially over the Bells’ smooth lawn and
over Mr. Pigeon’s orchbard, and dropped
their delicious fruit—early, the first sweet
apples that there werc—almost as evenly as
it 1t measnred on each ot theirowner’s land.
The only difference was that the August
sunshine lay longer upon Mr. Pigeon’s side.
so the hrst red and yellow, mellow and
juicy apples drepped upon his orchard
grassi—and he tossed them up to Christine
in her seat in the low crotch of the tree, the
sedt ttat he made for her.

It was Christine who thought tbe most
of Mr. Pidgeon and be of ber, because
they both bad a twist, Christive said. She
could always speak ot her trouble cheer-
tully, even jokingly. You would scarcely
bave thougnt that she minded it at all; 1t
was & spinal weakness which bhad bowed
ber snoulders and twisted her head to one
side. Lhe others didn't mind much when
Christine was leit out of things; they were
a rough, merry set, but Mr. Pigeon had
always rememoered ber. His twist was in
one o! bis legs; he had to wear an uncom-
fortavle iron boot, and walked with a
queer, sideways motion

When Becky, who was eleven and was
called the Bloomsboro’ Budget beause,
she carricd all the news, came bome with
the ternble intelligence that Mr. Pigeon
was going to move away, no one would be-
lieve at.

*In the first place it's too dreadful to be
true, and iu the next place he would bave
told us,’ raid Peggy.

But 1t really proved to be true. Mr.
Pigeon’s sister—nis own sister ! —had gone
10 law to obtain & share ot her eranafaiber’s
estate, which he bad tailed to bequeatb to
her because she had gone contrary to his
wishes 1n tome way, and tbe only share
she would haive was that old estate on
Pippin Hill. Perbaps the law might torce
ber 10 take sumething else as her share
since be had beld possession there so long;
put she was Hitty, and he sbould give it up
to her. Tha: was what Mr. Pigeon sad
in answer to the indignint rumonstrances
oi the Bels She was Hitty; that was all
he would say ; perhaps 1t warn't much of a
reason, but tbe Bells understood. We all
know what 1t i8 to give up things to people
just becanse they are 1Ky or poliy or Jouno.

So it bappenea that the Bells dear Mr.
Pigeon went away to a lutle bonse thst h:
owned down et Pcquanket Muls and Miss
Mebitab.e Pigeon came to lLive at the old
place on Pippin Hill and own d balt of
the hightop swe ting tree.

Ana the very first thing she did——it was
September when she came—was to threaten
to bave Tommy Bell arrested, becaute
when he shook tneir side of the (ree her
side shook 100, aud she said the top of the
tree leaned toward their sice and more
apples feil there, so when the apples were
picked ana divided she must have an extra
pushel. She threatencd to have their yellow
kitten drowned because he scampered
atter the flying leaves in her garden and,
she did bave tueir cross gobbler kiiled be-
cause he ran atter her red morning gown,
as a gobbler will, you knew, and gobblea
at her. He wasn't much loss aud sne sent
bim home plueked and dressed, with the
message tbat she should bave eaten him it
she had not teared he would be 1ough!

She complained that Becky’s peacock
tquawked ana Dicky’s Guinea pigs equeak-
eu, and the vane on ther etable bnad ‘a
rusty squeak’ that kept her awake nights;
and 1t one of the litie Bells mcuntca the
tence she came out and ‘shoceu’ hum cff as
it he were a cLicken.

Chrisiine, who was inclined to lock on
the bright side and to tbink well ot cvery
one, said that she would probably grow
petier when tiey got better acquainted,
and she gave Tommy and hitle Ruius five
cents each not 1o use their bean slingers
over the fence or make taces through the
Enotho e :

But ins:ead of growing better their new
neighbor grew w. ree. She bad 1he mutual
jence built up ten teet high, she bad the
brancLes ot the sweeting tiee lopped off
where they intertered with the teuce, and
Curistine » seat thrown down (o the ground
s0 roughly that it was broken. .Sue said
she bad ht people impose upoa ber sll her
life, and ske wasn't gowg to arLymorc.

Papa Bell, who was an easy man and 8o ab-
sorbed in his business,said he supposed that
so mony children and speaking things did
make them troublesome neighbors ; but he
thought they should have to remonstrate
with Miss Pigeon about the fence, because
it took away so much of their sunshine.
Christine begged him to wait; she always
would believe that people were goi g to be
better, and she knew there must be some-
tbirg good about Miss Pigeon bec:use she
looked like ber brotber—‘only the twist
seemed to be in ber mind, poor thing!'

It was November when Cbristine’s seat
was thrown out of the tree, so she could
not have used it any more that season any-
way ; and when anyone asked ber how she
w s going to do without it in the spring,
she always answ:red : *Perhaps Miss Hitty
will be good by that time.” But that trans-
formatiou didn't seem in the least likely to
any one else. She never torgot that Mr.
Pigeon had said she was Hitty, thought
how she could ever be Hitty to anybody
was more than the other young Bells
could understand.

Christine would bow to her, teo, and
smile, shyly, altbough Mi:s¢ Pigeon only
scowled arcadfully in response. Far more
difficult to forgive than their own wrongs
was the injury that she had infli:ted upon
her brother He wrote to them doleful
letters which showed plainly how homesick
he was for tte good air and the good fel-
lowship of Pippin Hill. One ot the neigh
bors who saw him at Pequsnket said one
wou'd hardly kaow him he had ‘pined
away' 80.

Christine turned a little pale when she
heard this about Mr. Pigeon, and she put
on her thinking-cap. She could,nt go to
school like the others, she couldn't go
skating ; in fact. there were so many things
she couldn’t do tbat it would have been
verv discour-ging to one who believed less
firmly tban Christine did that things as
well as people were going to bs better;
but that gave her sll tha more time to wear
ber thinking-cap. And Chbristine’s thoughts
were pretty apt to blossom into deeds
some way.

Coristine had made the Christmss
wreaths of evergreen aud holly trom their
own Pippin Hill woods, and she had sent
two beauties to Miss Pigeon, who had
promptly returned them with the message
tbat she didn’t want such rubbish littering
up her houce. Now when they heard that
sad news from Mr. Pigeon she was making
valentincs. She bad a very dainty knack
with both pencil and brush, for a fourteen-
year-old girl, and her valentines were more
beautiful than any that could be bought
in the shops, or so Bloomsboro’ young
people oll t-ought.

Tbe fashion of s-nding valentines might
wane elsewhere, but always flourished in
Bloomsboro,” perhaps becauss Christine
Bell kept it up. She sent them to the very
last people who expected to have a valen-
tine—to neglected old people and forlon
sick people, to Biddy Maguire just from
the old country, and *‘kit” with home-
sickness, and to Antony Burke, the old
miser, for whom no one had a civil word
and who, perbaps, didn’t deserve one. And
for every valentine that was disregarded
or thrown impatiently aside, a Cozen made
a little warmth and comfort in a sad heart;
for nobody has y et begun to understand
bow great 18 the day of small things

Coristine was wore mytt rious than

usual this ye r about her valentines; ehe.

colored when Peggy said she would better
send one to Miss Pigeon, but they never
thorght she would ; they thought she was
only sensitive about her Christmas wreath.
When Mre. Pigeon went away bhe give
Christine an old desk that be ha { bad since
he was a boy. It bad initials and hearts
and anchors cut into into it and was whit-
tled at ev.ry corner; you would bave
known if you'd seen it apywhere that it
bad belonged to a boy. But Christine
would have it in her own room ; she thought
it was besutiful. It bad his boy-letters and
diaries in i’, and she had Jaugh d and cried
over them. And now she had tound in that
old desk material for the very queerest
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Both the method and results when
Syrup of Figs is taken; it is pleasant
and refreshing to the taste, and acts
gently yet promptly on the Kidneys,
Liver and Bowels, cleanses the sys-
tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation. Syzup of Figs is the
only remedy of its kind ever pro-
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac-
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in
its action and truly beneficial in its
effects, prepared only from the most
healthy and agreeable substances, its
many excellent qualities commenrd it
to all and have made it the most
popular remedy known.

Syrup of Figs is for sale in 50
cent bottles by all leading drug-
gists. Any reliable druggist who
may not have it on hand will pro-
cure it promptly for any one who
wishes to try it. Do not accept any
substitute. ;

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP (CO.

S8AN FRANCISCO, CAL.
LOUISVILLE, KY. NEW YORK, N.Y.

valentine she had ever made ; and although
she liked to share the fun of making her
valentines with the others, she was a little
secretive about that.

What shoutd the paper be bhut a leaf
from one of the old ciaries, one side all
written over in an unformed, boyish hand ;
and this is what was written on it, the ink
taded by. time :

‘I cant bare to rite becos hity has the
Feever and i caat bare krot to rite becos it
semes like teling somboddy. sbe held mi
hand tite when she did knot now enyboddy
last nite and i did knot let them send me
to bed the tellers s1y if she does di i hav
otber risters but they are knot hity the
fclless do not understand wen enybody
rais she will evver bav a b> like our
agusta hity sais the Tom Tioker verse and
that meens me as is rote on the 1st leef of
this Diry mi name is Thomas Tinkham
Pigeon hity has got a Temper but so hiv a
Good M-ny Pcople and she is Good way
inside and she is hity and she and i will
alwys liv together bu'i cant bare to rite
eny more for 1 want to now wbat the dok-
ter sais. they say a feller must be A Man
but wen it is hity i cant bare—’

Here the words became illegible on the
old yellow paper; there were blots and
smuiges as of tears. Though valentines
are supposed to be dainty, Christine didn’t
try to clean it a bit! And on the unwritten
side, instead of painting any ot her pretty
flowers or drawing hearts or cupids. she
only wrote ‘the Tom Tinker verse’ which
Hitty bad lovingly quo‘ed 10 her brother:

“Tom Tioker’s my true love. and I am bis dear,
I'l gaog a'ong wi* him his budget to bear.’

It certainly was a very queer valentine.
Chbristine thought it would probably be re-
turned, even more scorntully than the
Christmas wreath—it Miss Pigeon should
guess who sent it—and she would bg likely
to guess that it came from the Beliry; for
she knew that her brotber bad given them
many of his belongings.

She sent it with fear and trembling, and
ste told none of the others, for the older
ones seemed, in their hearts, to share the
feeling of Tom and little Rutus, that the
only proper torm of approach to Miss Pig-
¢on was beanslinger in hand.

The vilentice wasn’t returned ; but no-
thing seemed to come of it. The Bells' Jane
heard from Miss Pigeon’s Jane tbat her
mistress had neuralgia. One day after
March had come, and a bluebird had been
seen to alight upon the high top sw:eting
tree, as Christine came along the garden
path there came a shrill, imperative voice
through the knothole in the fence.

‘It you bave -any more ot those leaves,
stuff them through the keyhole; if you
bhave the whole dsry throw it over the
fence.’

Of course C.ristine wasn't going to do
that with the dairy that secmed so prec-
ious; but she did send it around to Miss
Pidgeon’s door by old Jeremy, the gar-
dener, for none of the boys would go.

It was about a week after that a man
made, under Miss Pidgeon’s direction, a
new seat in the crotch ot the apple tree—
a seat that was delightfully comfortable
for a back that was not straight. Miss
Pidgeon seemed to know just how. When
it was finished she went up and examined
it and tried it. Then she called Chris
tine, who was sitting on the porch

‘I'm & can'aokerous old woman [
was born cantankerous,’ she said. ‘But
there's your seat !’

No one at the Belfry knew what to
think of Miss Pidgeon ; it was little Rufus’s
opinion that a good fairy had tapped her
with her wand and turned her igto some-
thing else, and he was much disappointed
to fiod, on peeping through the knothole,
that she looked just the same.

‘It's deligbtful,” Christine said, slowly.
‘But it isn't exactly what I ment by the
valentine,’ she added, to herselt.

But a tew days alter, what Christine had
meant by the valentioe really did happen !
sometimes things that seem too good to be
true do come to pass in tbis world, Mies
Pig-on mounted the high buggy in which
ste drov. herselt aui went down to
Poquanket; when she came back Mr.
Pigeon was with her ! Tommy discovered
it first as they diove into the yard and
raised a shout. Al!l the young Bells rnsh-
ed pell mell into the apple tree and drop-
ped trom its branches into Miss Pigeon’s

-orchard—even Peggy who was sixteen—

shouting and Jaugbing and crying all to-
getber. Th:y quite forgot Miss Pigeon
until her harsh voice broke into the whirl-
wind ot greetiogs ; with all its harehoess
there was a queer little quaver in it !

‘He's come back and be’s going to stay,’
she said. Itis te that belongs onere and
not I. It you're born with a cross-gramed
disposition you've got to get ever it when
your younz or you’ll have to have more’n
a ten-foot fence between you and other
people ! I'm going back to nursing people
m a hospital—yes, 1 can, though you
wouldn’t think it; and they like me !
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without H

- Health

Bring Health, then Beauty
follows. They clear the mudd
complexioa, chase away Sic
Headaches and Bilious Spells, cure
Dyspepsia and removeall poisonous
matter from the System.

Mrs. Addie Therrialt, 216 Brussels
Street, St. John, N.B, says: ‘Laxa.
Liver Pills cured me of Constipation,
Indigestion and Bilious Headaches.
They have corrected the irregularities
of Liver and Stomach, and restored
my entire system to healthy unatural

action.”

on her.
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How did it happen

that the old-fashioned, laborious way ot
washing was ever given to woman as -
her particular work?

It's an imposition

> . , She ought' to have had only the
(w A easiest things to do—and men, strong. healthy
W ] men, ought to have taken up this washing business.
Now, here is a suggestion.
- that still stick to scap and make their wash-
} ing needlessly hard and unpleasant, let the
men do that work. They're better fitted for it.
In the families that use Pearline (%3,%5; ) and

In those families

make washing easy, let the women doit. They won’t mind it. a7

Millions ™

st Pearline

There's a doctor I know who has in-
vented a new contrivance for—for making
backs straight'—her voice really broke
now, but she recovered herself instantly ;
‘they’re easier to straighten than crooked
dispositions! I'm going to send one here,
an I want her to try it. She nodded to-
ward Christine, and then she turned away
suddenly. Little Rufus ran atter her—
prudently keeping bis band on the bean-
slinger in his pocket. (They had dis-
covered at an early stage ot the acquaint-
ance that if Miss Pidgeon had a weakness
it was a terror of the bean-slingers ) ‘Are
you really just the same? Dida't a good
fairy torn you into something else?’ he
demandedJ, breathlessly.

Mies Pigeon turned and looked down
upon bim, her strong features working.

‘Yes, she did !” she answered, grufily.

‘Did she tap you with her wand?’ pur-
sued little Rutus eagerly, delighted with
this confirmation of behefs that were scorn-
ed in his home circle.

‘She didn't tap me with a wand,’ said
Miss Pigeon; ‘she sent me a valentice!’
The Independent. ;

THE CURES GROW NUMEROUS

SICKNESS OVERCOME BY MORIN'S
WINE
CRESO-PHATES

All ths neighborhood ot Mrs. Chas.
Foguy, living in Quebec, knows that she

. was sick for a long time, and in spite of

all care and medicines taken, nothing
would give her any reliet. Sometimes
she seemed to feel relief, but immediately
afterwards the piins in the stomach and
sides came back and made her suffer
again. A severe cough changed into acute
bronchitis, gave her much uneasiness, and
sbe was thinking tha t perhaps before long
she would not be able to find any medicine
to relieve or cure her, when she read
accidentally an advertisement of Morin's
Creso-Phates Wine. Although she had
already speat much money bying medi-
cines, she decided to take some more to
save her life. She boughkt one bottle
ot this medicine and atter using it for some
days Mrs. Faguy found with pleasure that
ber cough was diminishing and that it was
not so severe as before using Morin's Wine
She did not feel so many piins and her
breathing was much easier, her appetite
got better every day. She was very en-
couraged and decided to continue this
medicine until complete recovery. She
got anotaer bottle and had the best results
irom it ; the expectoration camse freely and
without fa‘igue, her strength came back
rapidly and a few days afterwards she was
able to work as formerly.

To day Mrs. Faguy is in perfect health
and she bas no doubt that without Morin's
Cresco-Phtes Wine she would not be alive
now.

Puzzled.

Bill—There's just one thing I can’t
understand.

Jill—Let's have it.

‘They say a man works itke lightning.’

“That’s correct.’

‘And when they speak of lightning they
always say 1t plays.’

THE AWFUL STING.

The Unbearable Itching Irritations'

caused by troublesome Skin Diseases—
Ecz:ma, Scald Head, Salt Rheum, Tetter,
are allayed by one applicatiion of Dr.
Agpew's Ointment. Blind and bleeding
Piles cured in trom one to six nights.. Its
a magical reliever and a power to cure
quickly and e¢ffectively. Here's a sentence
trom a recent testimony: ‘1 thought my
flesh was on fire, but Dr. Agnew’s Oint-
ment cooled, helped and healed me.” 35
cents.

Captain Dave,

Captain Dave, of the Piute tribe of
Indians, is & chiracter in his way, and has
achieved considerable reputation as a wit.
Cuilizaticn has done much for Captain
Dave ; among other things it bas taught
bim the Yankee way of replying to one
question by asking another. This is well
illustrated in the story which the Evening
Chronicle of Virginia City, Nevada, tells:

Some white men were joking Captain
Dave the other day about his claim that he
could tell all the various tribes of Indians,
But as usual, when one attempts to get
ahead of Captain Dave, they came out
pecond best. One question put to him was
as follows :

‘Captain Dave, doesn't Shoshone look
pretty much.same as Piute P’

‘Yep.’

‘Doestr’t Shoshone dress all samne as
Piute ?'

,Yep.'

‘Then when Shoshone talks Piute how

you tell him ?’
‘When Dutchman talk English, how you

e e 0

tell him P’ came the laconic but pertinent
reply, in faultless pronunciation.

THE SUN BURNED OUT !

Ever the Sun will burn himself out, and
one day be as dark and cold as the Moon.
Everything has its day. Sometimes the
rich dress of a lady has a very short day.
You get it smeared or stained or the
color 1s absorbed by the Sun. That is the
end where Turkisu DyEs bave not been
heard of. But use these incomparable dyes
and the garment is new again with a lovely
color (and surely 72 shades leave room
tor the free plav of taste!) which you can-
not wash out! which will resist rain; and
which wil remyin lustrous and beautitul
while a tbread ot the dress remains. When
a lady has a rich dress to dye she does not
ask for the common dyes whose shades
“Run in” miserable little murky rivalets.
Oh no! She will have nothing but TURK-
18 Dygs, which have the latest improve-
ments, slavishly copied by the inferior
dyes. They are bright and beautitul. They
are of the best quality. They are preparcd
with the greates: care, and they wili dye
any color or kind of garment. Don’t take
common dyes. They promise to the eye,
and break it to the experience.

Send postal for ‘How to Dye well' and

Sample Card to 481 St. Pavl Street, Mon-

treal.

Kaffir Simpli ity.

The Lonion Telegraph tells a good story
of Kaffir simplicity, which shows that al-
though customs may differ, human nature
is much the same the world over. In civil-
ized countries presents may or may not
foilow a wedding invitation. But the
shrewd Kaffir takes no chances. A lady

writing from Johannesburg says:
A friend of mine has just received this
letter from a young Kaffir.
“‘PorTt EL1ZABETH, Sept. 10, 1897.
““DEAR Sir —1 hereby let you know that
I am going to get married in November
month, in which therefore am expecting
presents from you, sir, as being the great
iriend I have. Wish you these few lines
reach you in goud health as they are lesv-
ing me in good condition. May end there.
With best regards, your taithtully servant,
“JoHN MswELa.”
This epistle was evidently dictated by
Johno, and is a good sample of English as
it is occasionally written in those parts. It
is unnecessary to add that John received
his present.

The Servian Drum.

The men who play the big drums in the
different regiments of the Sarvian army
must have an easi:r lot than the drummers
of other lands, for they do not have to
carcy thcir own drums. In nearly all

cases, instead of being slung in front of
tbe man wbo plays 1t, the 10strument is
ut on a small two-wheel cart drawn by a
arge dog. Ofcourse the drammer must
play as he marches, but the dog is so well
traincd that there is no diffi :ulty in doing
this. The animal keeps his place even
through the longest marches, and the
drummer walks behind the cart, perform-
ing on his instrument as it goes along.
Esch regiment is provided with two or
tbree big drums, but very few regiments
have a band.

Equnl (0o Leap Year,

Miss Autumn—I'm going down to that
auction sale.
Miss Youog—What do you want to

bu&?

iss Autumn— O3, I don’t know that I
will purchase anything ; just going to sat-
isfy my curiosity lve heard that a
nice looking man gets up on a plattorm
every day and says: —'Wont someone
make me an cff r?

CANADA’S NEW MINISTER OF JUSTICE

Sir Oliver Mowat’s Successor in the Laurier
Cabinet, Hon, David Milis, With Fifty
Members of Parliament, Praise the
Virtues of Dr Agnew’s Catarrhal
Powder.

No one suffers the inconvienccs of Ca-
tarrh more than the public speaker. Hon.
David Mills, the coming IMinister of
Justice, says over his own signature that
Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder gave him
immediate relief People everywhere use
it. Jobn Mclonis, Washa Bridge, N. S.,
says: °‘D. Aguew's Catarrbal Powder did
wonders for me.” It relieves in ten minutes
and permanently cures catarrh, cold in the
head, sore throat and tonsilitis.

And Then She Wept.

Mrs. Peck—Have you forgot.en Henry,
that you used to say before we were mar-
riedp. that you would be willing to die for
me

H. Peck (in a fit of desperation)—Ob,
Maria, how I wish you bad taken me at my
word and put me to th3 test !

B ———— So—




