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MY SWEETHEART.
BY ELIZABETH ¥. MERRILL.
1,700, have & sweetheart—pray cease your deriding:
Yon were singing last night, * Love oan never grow
ol
Do you think just because my old poll is so frosty,
y pulses arc sluggih, my heart has grown cold ?
Well, well, laugh away, I care not for your jeering—
I bave my own sweetheart, my daintiest dear ;
‘When sho cemes through the meadow grass, singing
80 gayly,
The birds cease their caroling only to hear.
The grasses wave round her, the blossoms bow to her,
All doing her homage, all kissing her feet;
And wild, timid creatures in woodland recesses
Lose fear at her coming and leave their retreat.

8he is rich. and her wealth without stint, without

meaare ;
8lio wears in Lier tresses bright, shimmering gold ;
Bhbe has peatls, whitest pearls, and her red lips disclose
om

‘When the smiles chase tho dimple her rosy cheeks
bold.

eyelida half shut I can see her debating

to whether I sleep, with & comical quiz :

Lsxmile, and her white srms go up n & twinkiing,
'And Ber cheek is 1aid cloae to my wrinkled old phiz.

Oh, she is my aweetheart, my merriest of maidens,
And how much 1 love her I never can say :

She's my darling, my pride and my heart's dearest

treasure.
Herage? Do you ask it? She's six come next May.

UNDER FIRE,

FRED WORTHINGTON'S CAMPAIGN.
By FRANK A. MUNSEY.

CHAPTER XXV.
For a time everything at the factory ran
well, and Fred turned off his work quite as
satisfactorily as could have been expected,
since he was a new hand and unaccustomed
to the duties. He learned them readily, how-
ever, but not soon enough to escape the fault-
finding of Christopher Hanks, who seemed to
delight in making it uncomfortable for the
boys, as he was one of those disagreeable and
contemptible men who take delight in tyran-
nizing over those below them in uutborilf',
especially if they are boys, and consequent!
not able to match them in strength an

‘With
As

cour-

0.
agn is just possible, however, that Christo-

her over-estimated his own powers in this
Etber respect, or still more probable, that he
had a decidedly faulty conception of our
yonng friend's muscular development, as
may hereafter be shown.

Fyred had tha good sense, however, to keep
from having any trouble with him on first
going into the mill, as he was already under
a clond, and he knew that it would be for his
advantage to submit for a time to what was
anything but agreeable to one of his spirit.
¢A fuss with Hanks at this time,” thought
he, “might turn Mr. Farrington against me,
and then I should have no strong friend left.”

Fred looked upon Mr. Fnrriniton as one
who would do everything possible to help
bim advance and to aid him in re-establish-
ing his innocence ; and it may as well be said
right here that this latter consideration was
more to him than anything else, for he felt
most keenly the attitude of many of his for-
mer friends whenever he chanced to meet
them. Moreover, he hoped to be promoted
a8 soon as a vacancy should occur, provided
he conducted himself so as to merit it.

For these several reasons, Fred put up with
the mean treatment of Hanks, that he might
become well established before asserting his
manliness and independence.

He did the heavy work that really belong}e{d
to Hanks, so that Carl might avoid it. He
did even more than had been done by either
boy before he came, for the carrying of the
cloth had been imposed upon him. Fred did
not know this for some time, until Jack
Hickey, the Jolly Scourer, said to him one day:

“M); by, why do yez let that ould spalpane
crowd ye so?”

“Why, what do you mean?” inquired

oung Worthington, who wanted to draw out
zis friend of the Emerald Isle.

I mane about luggin’ the cloth. Sure, an’
no by but yez has ever done it.”

«] thought it was a part of my work; he
told me to do it the first morning I came in,
and no one ever spoke to me about it before.”

“QOh, by St. Patrick, he'd loaf on yez if he
ocould—the ould sour mouth.”

This opened Fred's eyes further, and
when he saw Carl he said to him :

“Why didn’t you tell me that it wasn't my
work to lng the cloth down?"”

¢« Because Mr. Hanks told me that he was
going to make you do it, and threatened me
if I told you ; and I didn't want to do any-
thing to displease him.”

«Well, it is all right ; I am glad you didn’t
do anything to make him treat you worse,
but there may be a time ahead for a reckon-
ing between him and me. I know of other
tricks of his, and I'll make good use of my
information when the time comes.”

«1 hope you won't have a fuss with him
and leave the flockers. My work is so much
easier now,” replied Carl, anxiously.

¢ Oh, no; I guess I won't leave them right
away,” returned Fred. *“I am glad if you
are getting along better than you did before
I came.”

“Qh, yes, I am; and my back isn’t so lame
now I don’t lift any ; but I don’t seem to get
strong. It seems as if I couldn’t do the
heavy work any more if I tried.”

«] am indeed sorry,” said Fred, sympa-

thetically, ““but I hope you don’t get so tired |

as you did. If you do not, and think you are
strong enough, I would like to have you come
up to my house evenings and study with me
I think you spoke as if you would like a bet-

ter education. I thought that night after we
were talking about it that I would ask you to
do this, and I have been waiting for you to
get stronger ; but you have looked so tired
all of the time that I kept putting off speak-
ing about it till now.” =

As the little cripple thought of the previous
kind acts of Fred, and listened to gxin new
proposal to teach him, his eyes grew moist
with gratitude, and a crystal drop stole down
his thin, pale cheek. e said nothing for a
moment or two, but that silent tear meant
more to our young friend than words could
have expressed. It seemed to him that at
no time in his life had his own heart been so
large and his sympathy for others so great.

Presently Carl replied :

“Ob, I should be so glad of such a chance,
but I am afraid it would trouble you too
much.”

““No, that's nothing. 'Twould do me good
to review my studies, and, moreover, I should
find a pleasure in feeling that I was really
doing you a good turn.”

“Then I will try it, and I hope I can hold
out, for if I could only get an education I
think I could find some lighter work to do
that would be better for me. I don’t feel
very strong now, but I hope I can stand it.
‘When shall I commence ? "

“Yon may come an;

“You are not at {
you?”

“Yes, everg' evening except Sunday—then
I go to church.”

“I should think you would go out with the

s and have some fun.”

“T can’t do that and study too.”

“Do you study now? I thought you were
a good scholar.”

“Yes; I have not missed an evening since
I came into the mill.”

““What are you studying?"”

“I am studying mathematics and practic-
ing penmanship most of the time. They will
be most useful to me if ever I get into busi-
ness.”

evening.
ome every night, are

“I am afraid it would be too much trouble
then for you to teach me.”

¢“Oh, don't worry about that. I have
plenty of books, too, that you can use, so
you need not buy any,” said Fred, wishing to
encourage his friend as much as possible,
though he well knew that his generous offer
would be no little inconvenience to himself.

In the course of a few evenings, Carl asked
his uncle, after they bad finished supper, if
hecouldgo over to Mr. Worthington's for a lit-
tle while; and having received a favorable an-
swer he went up-stairs and put on another
suit. It was the best the poor boy had,
though the coat fitted him badly, owing to
his deformity, and all the garments were
made from inexpensive material, and had
been in service so long that they showed
much wear.

My readers who know nothing of poverty,
or even want, would doubtless consider a
suit of this kind almost unfit for gunning or
fishing; but as it was all the dress suit which
Carl had, he kept it neat and clean. He put
on a white collar, a little well-worn blue neck-
tie, and thus dressed was soon on the way to
his friend's house.

CHAPTER XXVIL

Frep found, much to his surprise, that
Carl was something of a scholar, as he could
read well and write a very fair hand. He had
thoroughly mastered an elementary arithme-
tic, learning all of the tables and rules so as to
apply them readily and correctly.

“WWhen did you learn so much about math-
ematics ? ” asked Fred. * You have had no
teacher.”

“Well, I got a little idea of them before go-
ing into the mill, enough so that I managed
to work my way through the book after get-
ting around again from my sickness—since
then I have been through the book so many
times that I know it almost by heart.”

“Why didn’t you get a more advanced
book, instead of spending so much time on
this one?”

“That is just what I wanted, but I had no
way to buy one.”

¢t Almost any one would have given or lent
you one, the same as I am going to let you
use my books. It is too bad that you have
been kept back for the want of suitable books;
but what you have been over you have learned
8o thoroughly, that it is worth about as much
to you as if you had been through several
higier grithmetics, and knew none of them

well. Have you ever studied geography ?"

“No, I never have, and that is just the | uj

book Iwant to study most, for I would like
to know something about the world. Have
you a geography ?”

“Yes, I have two that I am done using. It
is an interesting study. I used to like to draw
maps.” And opening his desk which—by th
way he made himself- he took out a larg
number of well-executed maps, and showed
them to Carl, in whose eyes shone a gleam of
admiration as he looked them over, and said,
almost incxedulu\m}\{ :

“You didn't make these, did you? and
with a pen, too? Why! they look like
boughten ones.”

“Yes, I made them all with & pen and dif-
ferent kinds of ink ; that shading is all pen-
work too. It is easy enough after one gets
the haung of it. The greatest trouble is to get
just the right shape to the maps, and to have
everything in the right proportion.”

“1 should think that would be hard
enongh, but these letters nre what stick me.
‘They ure exactly like print.”

Oh, they are ensy : 1 learned to print a
long time ugo. It is much easier than good
penmanship, for it is slow, while writing is

done much faster, so it takes a lot of practice
to get the knack of it ; but I like it and can
do pretty good work now. Here are some of
my cards and a little flourished work, and
this is what I am doing now (showing Carl a
set of books on which he had been at work in
his book-keeping).

Again the little cripple was greatly inter-
ested to see the handsome work before him—
for handsome it was, as Fred, by dint of
much practice, had become a superior pen-
man.

“I never saw such good writing," said Carl,
“only what our writing master used to do.
when I went to school, and he didn’t do any
of these birds either. I don't see where you
learned to do it.”

“I learned it right here. You or anybody
could do it by practicing enough.” .

“T wish I bad known that before, then I
could have practiced when I had no books to
study ; but I thought nobody could learn to
write much without a teacher.”

‘“You were mistaken there ; a good copy
and plenty of the right sort of practice, will
make any one a good penman. But what
would you like to study most? Tell me
what you want to fit yourself for, then I will
tell yon what I think will do you the most

‘I would like to get so I could keep books.
There is a place in the fimshing room where
an account of the cloth and shipping is kept.
It is easy work, and pays well. I tho\!gﬁt,
perhnpn, if I could only do the work, I might
sometime get that job, or some good place
outside of the mill.”

““Yes, that would, perhaps, be the best
thing for you; so I sEonld think you kLad
better practice penmanship, book-keeping
and_spelli You know about enough of
mathematics alrendy, for keeping ordinary ac-
counts. The book-keeping won't amount to
very much to you in itself, but while you are
at work at that, you will be gaining in the
other two, and will get used to the forms.
You wanted to study geography, but you had
better let that go till you get fitted for a bet-
ter position, then you can take that up at
your leisure.”

Fred now procured pen and paper for
Carl, and set about instructing him in pen-
manship. The little cripple was so much
pleased with his kind treatment, that his
gratitude was plainly expressed in his face,
and he commenced his task with all a boy's
enthusiasm. As he carefully copied the let-
ters before him, his mind doubtless looked
forward to the time when he would rise
above his present position in life and ap-
proach nearer to the goal of his ambition.

The next morning Carl did not put in an
appearance at the regular hour. me went
by and still he did not come. This left Chris-
topher Hanks' force one hand short, and
obliged him to do a good amount of work
himself to enable him and Fred to keep all
the machines running.

He was_generally out of sorts this morn-
ing, and Carl's absence, together with the ex-
tra work, made him irritable, cross and over-
bearing. Fred endured this disagreeable
mood for a while, but at last it grew monoto-
nous to him. so when Hanks ordered him in
an insolent tone to bring down more cloth,
he refused point blank.

Hanks fell into a rage and acted as if he
would like to smash things generally, and
Fred in particular, but he very sensibly kept
a good distance from the latter, who had
little regard for such a scraggly, ill-tempered
individual.

“So you refuse to do your work?" de-
manded Hanks excitedly.

““No, sir, I do not,” replied Fred, firmly.

“Then will you bring them bundles
down?"

“No, sir.”

“That's your work,” said Hanks, cooling
down at Fred's determined tone and manner.

“That is not my work, though you have
imposed it upon me since I have been here.”

“I'm boss of this hLere job, and what I tell
yer to do is fur yer to 'tend to. Ef yer don’t
mind me, I'll see’t yer are discharged,” said
Hanks, trying to intimidate our young friend.

“I would like to see you get me discharged
for not doing your work,” said Fred, defi-
antly. “I have found out all about this bus-
iness, and just what I am supposed to do.”

Hanks saw that he was foiled, that Fred
had the advantage of him, and that he had
better let the matter drop as easily as possi-
ble, or he might find himself in trouble if
Fred should take it to Mr. Farrington. It
suddenly occured to him that he was needed
in the other room, and he withdrew, has-
tily, and as; he turned to go, he noted the ev-
ident pleasure pictured on Jack Hickey's
face at his own discomfiture and Fred's
trinumph.

“Good, me by!"” said the jolly Irishman
to our young friend. “I tould yez not to
sthand the ould spalpane's thricks.”

“I don't mean to any longer,” replied
Fred.

“Yez has a dale of sparit, for sure. I
knowed it all the time, but, bedad and I
thought it wid never start.”

“Now it has started I'll keep it up so far
as Hanks is concerned,” replied our hero, as
he took a basket under his arm and started
for a supply of flocks.

Hanks managed to avoid him the remainder
of the forenoon. No further clash therefore
occurred between them during that time.
That the scraggly old man was thoroughl
angry there was no doubt -angry at Fred
trinmph over him, at Jack Hickey for lan
ing at him, and most angry at poor little (
for remaining awny, and for, ed,
telling what he had forbidden him to disclose
to Fred.

vl
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About three o'clock in the afternoon Carl
came in, pale and sick, but much better than
in the morning, when despite all his efforts
he could not summon strength enough to go
to his work. Fred was up in the drying room
at the time, and Hanks was up after a roll of
cloth. He had just brought down two, and
was struggling to get an exccedingly large
roll upon his shoulder. This succeeded
in doing after one or two failure® that caused
the hands standing near to laugh at him, and
make irritating remarks as is their custom on
such occasions.

All this had its maddening effect upon him,
and it so hnﬁpened that one of the employees
had just taken up the stairs a bucket filled
with soft soap, and had accidentally spilled
some on the three top stairs. Hanks now
came along with the roll of cloth, twice his
own size, upon his shoulder - un awkward
load to handle—and started to descend. He
slipped on the first step, and iu trying to
gather, tripped himself, and tumbled, bumped
and rollo({ all the way to the bottom of the
stairs. The cloth kept along with him. At
one time he was on top of the cloth, and at
another the cloth seemed to have the better
of him. At any rate they stuck by each other,
and landed well out in the floor side by side.

Jack Hickey indulged in a characteristic
shont. All the employees in the room gath-
ered around and laughed in a tantalizing
mauner to one in Hunks’ plight. Just then
Fred came in and joined the crowd. The
old man saw him, and the fire almost flashed
from his cyes. His two front teeth that so
unnoyed our bero by hanging loose and wav-
ing back and forth, now seemed to shake us
if worked by an electric motor.

He picke(i himself “E white with rage, and
parting compnuy with his roll of cloth,
rushed into his corner under the stairs beside
the flockers. The first object that caught his
eye was Carl. Hanks rushed at him like a
mad man, and catching him around the
throat, pushed him roughly ugainst a hard
iron frame and demanded to know why he
had been away from his work, and why he
dared to disobey his orders in telling what he
had been forbidden to mention.

The little cripple cried out with fear and
pain, injured as Le was by Hanks' revengeful
act. Fred had now made his way to the
flockers, and this half-stified ery wis the
first intimation he had had of Carl's presence.
He rushed to his assistance, and grappled
with the boy's assailant.

A fierce struggle now ensued. Hanks'
blood was up. He was ulmost like a wild
man, and his strength was nearly doubled.
At first our young friend was hardly a match
for the maddened man. They rolled and
tumbled, first one seeming to gain the su-
premacy and then the other. The old man
struggled desperately to win the contest. He
struck Fred a telling blow on Lis nose that
made the blood flow copionsly and added
horror to the scene, but this did not weaken
our hero’s courage. It rather strengthened
Lis determination and purpose. The fire

)

flashed from his eyes; all the force of his
well-truined physique was at his command,
and with a powerful effort he hurled his an-
tagonist to the floor and fell upon him. Still
the struggle went on, but soon Hanks'
strength began to fail him, and when he
found himself overpowered by Fred's supe-
rior skill and strength he begged for mercy.

But he did not need to do this, as Fred
would much sooner have been severely pun-
ished himself than have struck his antagonist
while down, however much contempt he
might feel for him. .

Jack Hickey and a few others now gathered
around and interfered in the interest of
peace. They saw that Fred had won the con-
test and was the master of the situation.
Euch contestant was covered with blood, and
presented a_ pitiable sight. Just then Mr.
Farrington happened to be passing through
the room on his round of inspection, and at-
tracted by those gathered at the flockers he
went there also, to learn the cause of the ex-
citement. The first sight that greeted his
eyes was Fred standing, covered with blood-
stains, and Hanks in the act of rising, scarcely
less presentable.

(To be continued.)
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He can get any number you may want,
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THE OBSTINATE PAUPER.

Herk is an anecdote of Victor Hugo, told by his
secretary, M. Lesclide: A charitable lady, Mme.
Paul Meurice, used, during the siege of Paris, to
distribute the poet’s alms. besides many gifts of
her own, to the necessitous during that trying time.
She came one day to tell Victor Hugo of & poor
woman whot she had found in the most wretched
state of destitution, and immediately received from
him a hundred francs for the alleviation of her
needy protege. A hundredefrancs, even with siege
prices. conld be made by care to go a long way,
and the poet was accordingly xomewhat surprised
when next day Mme. Meurice told him that * Louise
was as badly off as ever.”

*What about the hundred francs of ycnwrdae" ™

* Ah, the hundred francs. She has given them
away to poor mothers, to little children starving of
hunger and cold.”

W : here is another hundred francs upon
| the express condition she keeps them for hierself.”

+Is it only on this coudition he gives them?”
Louise on hearing this message.

| said

ien you may take them back. Thank Victor
Hugo for his good intentions, for which I am grate-





















