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A Pirate StO!‘Y Of Newfoundland. «It's a shame for you to do a stitch I" exclaimed  being idle a day. 1 was going to, though ; I was going
Florence, impulsively, as she roticed the red, tired eyes  to the Baptist picnic last week. You know they went to

The sun was nearing thé western horizon, on & beautl-  gpq paje face. ** Ted doesu’t really need the jacket to-  Oak Grove, a real sightly place, thev tell me, and right
ful July evening, when spme passengers from one of the g, »» by the lake. I got all ready, and if Mrs. White didn’t
** Allan Jiners," lyiug in the harbor of St. John's, New- “ Ip’s good in you to say that, butif it ain’t the jacket go and -pu.in her ankle 1"’ :
foundland, ascended a steep hill on the eastern side of something else ; T cannot afford to lose a whole day.” “ Why did that keep you? She has a daughter,
the *“ inlet’’ ! erry's needle flew in and out of the fine bluecloth. hasn't she P’
ing country nr little brother'll look real nice in this suit ; he's a # Oh, yes ; but Rose is young, and, of course, wanted

¢ & more perfect view of the surtot

ding on the top, enj yying the refr

o ?ﬂﬂn :/: sk TSI ONE Rty they dis <"r-1 yme boy, anyway,’’ she said her good time. I saw she was terribly disappointed, so I
y ibed n the ro suge iron bolt with a r 3 e
firmly imbedded in the rock a huge iron DOR Y. & 1108 yw do you like my new gown, Miss Ferry ? said, * ']l stay with your mother, Rose,’ and you never
¥ — it < Taced o ) " " 1 N . Y, . 2 y
attached, and wondered what it was placed ther r. A Miss Ferry looked at the girl. The brown bair wived gaw anybody more tickled. There, Miss Florence,

resident friend from Nova Scotia
there by the first settlers as a fa

id this

Sher the dark eyes sparkled with happy  there's the jacket, and tell your ma I hope it'll suit.
¢ their boats

secks glowed with bealthful color It's beens a real refreshment to see you, and I hope you

ahout the

ening f

and vessels, vhich were formerly rmoor »d below, and v ‘. : 2
g > g S 2 as simple, dainty, and perfectly adapted  won't think I'm cross and ungrateful, complaining as I
remarke Vi in may be interested in a story connected i ity
3 > v

therewith, wt the oldest peopie tell of the long ago.” “ 1999 aud 2 “ PR e " - :

wy 2 l., lp A \:h ¢ i . It's swect 2" said Miss Ferry. It looks just like Florence stooped over the little woman with a sudden

ea,"" said Lhe visitors, ** let's hear the story » > :
“ Al ) ‘; 1 : 3 3  bovi impulse, ** There's a whole kiss all for yourself,” she
. dght, hete it is. Long years sgo, when St. Florence lapghed. ‘‘ Do you kunow that is a very gaid,

had npotl AT X t # vy hare "
Joba's be name, and but a few hardy preity compliment ?’ she said. Miss Ferry's thin cheek flushed under the unwonted

sse now, it's new-—all new—not made over O caress, ‘* Bless her kind heart I'* she said, as she watch-

men's huts composed the town, t} irates ased to make

this harbor "‘”“K place, aud - uld help ‘-'1'-””" asked the little seamstress ed the girl’s light figure go down the path. * I declare,

Bivn Lo i i heipieen Sshcrmen posee e s," replied Florence, amused at the question.  'm fairly ashamed of having run on so about myself.
oM it ok fleg cruiser had caplured a hly . s

;e o “ g . ‘”“"”., nd L:’"l‘_'f }“ S5 y as! It was resl grumbling. I don’t believe I'd have done it

leden brig & I QUAREIEY. X O MNC wLYET - only I was thinking how nice that must be.  if T hadn't been 80 worn out sitting up, end then being

passengers who had offered no

ipecss = g > I never had a new dress in my life.” disappoiuted about that Henrietta. Well, Jane needs the
fappapens made prisoners, and landed, with lh‘:u\ Floreuce stared the small, thin figure. * What d0  money mére than I do the dress—poor girl I
flect . ver of ht, at their zendezvous anc " ;
b : (\ e 5 L‘ x . ; 7 ‘n. you meen " & Florence Heath walked slowly along the elm-shaded
were kept ur EOar Among these \\u; ric \‘mucn- “ Just that, I never had a new dress in my sireet, thinking of Mids Perry. The san was high sud
ant prince’'s daughter ) s to be held for a big ran- a2 s v <
» ‘k”’ ! who wies o b help Tar & 8 ¥ life. hot, and the road dusty. Col. Heath's lawn stretched
i " “ of a Wi ' . .
T L A RS e I never heard of such a thing 1" gasped the girl smooth and inviting. As Florence turned toward the
e % { the buccaneers, who bad been unwillingly * Very ! y not, Miss Florence, Your pa is a ric h . house, one of her little brothers came rattling down the
- % SO eree 10 m“, by Hle, d,ﬂ“mm’ man and you'ze his only daughter. There were eleven  broad drive in his shining cart behind his pony.
to attempt thé rescue of the youug lady the first favor- ¢ .¢ counting the boys, aud little enough to feed and The blg mansion which stood back on the top of the

«ud this soon occurred. (She was on At St i
p i # 1’[ ’ . £ s clothe us on. Six girls, and I the youngest. Diesses glope looked cool and restful with its wide piazzas and
rfather and friends in Chebucto, nOW Lo e handed down from one to another till they were all  gay awnings,

Halitox The pirates, feeling their security in tBis oo/ ont. My gowns were mostly made of two or three “* Never anything new or whole, and I never had any-
secluded and protected fulet/ enjoyed the free use of the put together. The children used to call wie * Patchwork  thing else !" thought the girl
wines taken [rom the brig. Ere day d its effects Quilt.’ Fic i 11 2

srence found her mother on one of the piazzas,
WEEE 0Ew, REe 8 row eusued, ""””‘Kv which _”‘4” « T remember one dress in particular,” went on  gwinging to and fro in & willow chalr
beroic frler who wus a pledged leclolalar : quietly  gmilingly. ‘1 can see just how it looked. The skirt « What is it, dear 7 Vou look tired. It was too warm
lhppnl.n:n- y, loosened the cords "!“4“‘\‘ ! ""”“.““\c"‘”‘“'v“ was stripes, the waist was in spots, and the sleeves were o walk for you. You should have let James drive you
N, S06 LR tiree wen prisoners. with her. 1In ¢ 4 WABY  ind of flowered all over: You see, it was made out of  down."
with fhess, the noble rescuer escaped to the Lilltop  gien's and Jane’s and Sarah’s. Mother was real proud © Mamms, | have everything and Miss Ferry has

e now sland id by the rope attach tl e A
where we now stand, and by the rope attached to this ¢ yiving made me so neat and comfortable, but I was  pothing, Why ia it » aald Hlorence, as she threw herself

great iron r :" esch quickly descend to the water just mean enough to be ashamed. It makes me feel j5t0 & hammock

o e g it o ., Gkl e oy Tk o b s ke (o ok o84 Tt ey o s e s
3 : we not half appreciating it. responded Mrs. Heath, witha smile. ** Tell me about

side the ivlet, . The sailor on watch was easily secured « Didn’t they ever buy yon anything new "’ exclaimed  {t. dear."

and placed ou 'l-mm‘. the boat ; then the compasses, pro- Florence. * l. think they were nankind.” ",‘”“_“N told her story. * Idon't think I ever knew,"

visions, and what gold the pirales bad not discovered,  No, no, dear child ! You don’t understand. There ghe concluded, ' just the difference there is between my

.“f‘ erc the “l‘” diwn the boat's c?m;mn}, with their wasn’t mnch money to spend on clothes, I can tell you life and some other people’s. Oh, I suppose 1 knew, but
PEOwE, 3 and. effects, - were speeding e westerly 1 remember ome apron—tires,” we called them—that ] never saw it so clearly. It doesn't seem right at
towards Chebucto Bay. In the early morning they were  gng honghit on purpose for me, and I was proud as Punch qu 1" ;

of course missed, gnd no time was lost in preparing fora (i11it wasmade up. It was real pretty, white with a Mrs Heath watched her daughter's face. ** One can
Basty purs The boat people saw they were chased, ,.crow bine stripe, but being a remuant, there wasn't glways share,’ she suggested

08 bent th beEy to thir O8FS; I WERS FRCS for life or  gpough to getit all out. So mother put:it on a yoke Florence -.n sllent a moment ; then she said : ““ I'd
death ; son \H.mrs the pxra\e Cr‘\‘!l would gain on the ., qe of a piece of an old dress of hers—dark brown like to give Miss Ferry one good :”holg day !” .

boat, then again, as the wind s}f‘c““"‘" the boat would  cq)ico with & yellow figure. Somehow they didn’t go ' Miss Ferry might have whole things if she didn’t
gain a little un‘r‘.xc pursuer, Tl.ns chase crmn.nued nearly together very well I share. Florence. She hasa shiftless sort of a sister in
two deys, the boat's crew pulling for dear life, when to « But since yon’ve grown up, Miss Ferry, you must (.’r“‘;'me whom she helps a great deal, I suspect most
the joy of all on board & sail was discovered coming east, p.ve had new dresses.” of her earnings go there. She helped those poor Larkin-
which proved to bé the British men-of war ** Terror,” & “ No, Miss Florence, never. I'm forty years old, and  ges and made clothes for the children, and she is always

e i oy M e Yon s i e i s e e Lt
g ' and so did Sarah. Well, Sarah died and left me all her who does so much good in a quiet way and with so little
their old quartera : she was seen later on to enter the  jothes, Her husband was pretty well off. and there was means, as Miss Ferry.”

inlet, closely followed by the *‘ Terror,” which wa8 gyme real good things amongst them Then the other l’lor.ence sprang out of the hammock scattering/Ahe)
h’dfed “ 4 terror to (the) evil doers,” and also “‘& ypree died here at home, and of course I got all their goft pillows right and left, went over to ,her mother md'
praise” to the boat's crew. ‘' who did well.” The tpings, except what I gave to Jane. Jane has & hard  kigged her, y

zendezvous was CO"‘P‘“?‘)’ broken' up, and those who time : her husband’s a dreadful ailing man Well, I've “ I think I'll try a little of the sharing business my-
did not make good their escape inland, were taken peen wearing out the clothes ever gince, and ain't all  gelf 1" she said, and went into the house,
prisoners and duly punished. worn out yet. ‘
All this was brought abou't because one hoh.L level- « It's been lucky for me getting all those clothes—me e
headed feclotaler defeated his fellow-pirates in their pacing so much sickness and not being able to earn righy The pheebe-bird uttered its plaintive note in the hofile

wicked designs. People of our day need all the brain  41ong,  But once in a time I get real ungrateful, and  chestnut tree close to the window and woke Miss Ferry
power and physical epergy the Author of all has bestowed  ¢pink it wonld be kind of nice to have something new all from a sound morning nap.

upon them to sncceed in these days of sharp competition.  oar_not any scraps of piecings. There, you must think “ Merey I'"" she exclaimed, as she looked at the loud-
I may add, the rescued maiden was eafely delivered to iy gwful complaining ! ticking timeplece which adorned her mantel-shelf.
her father and friends, and the heroic rescuer amply « Rive o'clock | I'm getting a dreadful habit of sleep-
rewarded, and was ever after amoung the most highly ing late. It's mortal lazy, and a sinful waste of time, but
esteemed friends of the wealthy merchant and his family. somehow I ain’t se spry as I used to be.”

Strange to say, this man was the son of an English She flung open the green blinds and let in the radiance
nobleman. He beéame the junior partner in the firm, of the early morning. The sun had risen into a blue and
and later on the worthy husband of the beautiful maiden cloudless sky. The feathery tree-tops stirred in' the
he 80 nobly rescued —a reward more highly prized than gentle breeze, and flower-scents and bird-voices filled the
all else reccived. So, young people, it pays to be a air. It was just the morning to fill one’s heart with a

« Complaining, Miss Ferry ! But why don’t you buy
yourself a real pretty dress without waiting to use up all
those old things ?*’

“ No, dear,”” .said Miss Ferry gently, “1I need the
money for—other things. There is bonnets, too,”’ re-
sumed the little woman, biting off a needleful of twist.
«« T guess there are enough bonnets and trimmings to get
me through my natural life.”

teetotal - INC 3

3 s URcee Janms  Sometimes I think most everything in this world isa  pleasant preufon‘.lion of coming good.
el o ptch ora make-over,” she proceeded. ‘‘Ifitain’t done- 1 feel as if something nice was going to happen I"
Day of Whole Thi over meat it's warmed-over potatoes, and if it ain't them said Miss Ferry to herself as she looked into the beauti
y . ings. it's a little mess of beans and a dab of hash to be got ont ful, fresh world. * But there ! What am I thinking
BY MARV E. MITCHELL of the way together. There's always leavings-over | I of " TIt'll be button-holes, or maybe Jane'll want me to

If you can sit down just a moment till I finish the don’t even work at anything real good and steady. tend Willie through one of his colic spells I"*

buttonholes, then you can take the jacket, Miss #ln-ence Qometimes it’s mending and sometimes it's nursing, and Breakfdst over, Miss Ferry sat down in her little sew-

there, right by the window ! That barrel-chair air 't so again it's button-holes. But it’s always something, thank ing chair and took up her work ; but for some reason the
uncomfortable as it looks. I'm real mortifi-i you stould the Lord | Leavings-overs are a heap sight better than needle would not go, and her thoughts would wander far
bave to wait when I promised it the firs® ‘bing ¢ vou fallings-short I" from the little garments she was fashioning.

see, little Fennie Holden is very low and 1 sat up with « Miss Ferry, you said you couldn't afford to lose a She was gazing at the swaying elm-tops, and her work
bim the most of the night, and I suppos= I slept too long ~ whole day’s work. - Don’t you ever take a holiday ?" had fallen from her hands, when a rousing rap at the
when I lay down in the morning.” « Bless you, Miss Florence! I don't remember ever door startled her into conscionsness of the present.
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