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The Vagabonds,

Juha Townsend Trowbridge, the author
of “Tho Vagabonds,” is best known as
the writer of stories for boyva. Ie has
produced over twenty books of this
nature, many of which have been vory
succesoful, and three volumes of poetry.
*The Vagabonds* Is his best-known

puem. He I8 now In his seventy-second
year, and s a resident of Ariington,
Mass,

We are twn travellers. Roger and I
Roger's my dog~—Come hecre,
scamp !
Jump for the gentleman —mind your eye!
Over the table, - look out for the lamp’
The rogue s growing a littlo old;
Five years we've tramped through wind
and weather,
And sle;:it out-doors when nights were
cold,
And ate and drank and starved to-
gether.

you

We've learned what cnmlort s, I tell
you!
A bed on the floor, a bit of rosia,
A fire to thaw our thumbs (poor fellow !
The paw he hold’s out there's been
frozen),
Plenty of catgut for my fiddle
(This out door business 18 bad for
strings),
Then a few nlco buckwheats hot from
the griddle,
And Rogor and I set up for kings !

No, thank ye, sir,—I never drink:
Roger and I are exceedingly moral—
Aren't we, Roger 7—See him wink !'—
Well, something hot, then,—wo won't
quarrel.
Hc's thirsty, teo,—sce him nod his head ?
\What a pity, sir, that dogs can't talk!
He understands every word that's sald,—
And ll;nl\w.s good milk from water and
chalk,

The truth is, sir, now I reflect,
I've been so sadly glven to grog,

I wonder I've not lost tho respect
(Here's to you, sir ) seven of my dog.
But he sticks by, through thick and thin;

And this old coat with its empty
pockets,

And rags that smell of tobacco and gin,

He'll follow while he has eyes in his
sockets.

There isn’t another creature living
Would do it, and prove, through every
disaster,
So fond, so faithful, and so forgiving,
To such a miserable, thankless master!
No, sir *-~see him wag his tail and grin!
By George '—it makes my old eyes
water !
That Is, there's something in this gin
That choles 8 fellow. But no matter!

We'll have some muslc, if you're willing,

And Roger (hem! what a plague a
cough is, sir)!

shall march a little—Start, you villain!

Paws up! Eyes front! Salute your
officer !
‘Bout face! Attention! ‘Take your
rifle t
(Some dogs have arms, you see!) Now
hold your

Cap while the gentlemen give a trifle,
To aid a poor old patriot soldler!
March! Halt! Now show how the

rebel ghakes
When he stands up to hear his sen-
tence.

Now tell us how many drams it takes
To bonour a jolly new acquaintance.
Five yelps,—that's five; he's mighty

kaowing !
The night's before us, fill the glasses!- -

Quick, sirt I'm ill,—my brain is go-
ing '—

Some brandy,—thank you,—thure I—it
passes !

Why not reform ! That's easily said,
But I've gone through such wretched
treatment,
sumetimes forgetting the taste of bread,
And scarco remembering what meat
méant,
that my poor stomach's past teform,
And there are times when, mad when
thinking,
14 sell out heaven for something warm
io prop a horiible inward sinking.

is there a way to forget to think ?
At your age, sir, home, fortune, {riends,
\ dear girl’'s love,—but I took to drink:
The same old story; you know how it
ends,
it you could have seen theso classic
features,—
You needn't laugh, sir; they wero not

then
such a burning libel on God's creatures;
1 was one of your handsome men !

it you Lad gseen bear, 8o fair and young,
Whose hsad was happy on this bresat!

——

If you could have heard the song I sung
When the wine aent ruund, you
wouldn't have guessed
That ever I, sir, should be straying
From door t5 docr, with fiddie and dog,
Ragged and pennlless, p1d playing
Ta you to n!ght for u glass of grog !

She's married since a parson's wifo,
‘Twas better for her that we should
part,—
Better the soberest, prostest life,
Than & %asted home and a broken
heat ..
I havo seen her?
and spent
On a dusty road, a carriage stopped,
But little she dreameid, as on sne went,
Who kissed the cuin that her fingers
dropped !

Onco, I was weak

You've set mo talking, Jir; I'm sorry;
It makes me wild to think of the
change !
What do ynu care for a beggar's story ?
Is It amusing ? you find it strange ?
I had a mother 80 proud of mo!
"Twas well sho died before—Do you
know
It the happy spirits {n heaven can sco
The ruir and wretchedness here below?

Another glass, and strong, to deaden
This paln, then Roger and I will start,
1 wonder, has he such a lumpish, leaden,
Aching thing in placo of a heart ?
He {5 sad sometimes and would weep, 1t
ho could,
No doubt remembering things that
were,—
A virtuous kennel, with plenty of food,
And himself a sober, respectable cur.

I'm bt'atter now; that glass was warm-
ng,—
You rascal ! limber your lazy feot!
We must be fiddiing and performing
For supper and bed, or starve in the
Street !—
Not a very gay life to lead, you think ?
But soon we'll go where lodgings are

freo,
And the sleepers ueed necither victuals
nor drink ;—
The so?ner the better for Roger and
me !

A BOY OF TO-DAY

Julia MacNair Wright.

— -

Author of ** The House on the Bluff," ete.
CHAPTER 1V.
FIRST-FRUITS,

In this world of quiet beauty which
surrpunded the humble happiness of the
Sinnet farm Heman Leslio lived, grew,
and was glad. Once, in an hour ot con-
fidence, leaning on Aunt Espey’s knees,
he asked her if she thought the little
boys in heaven were any happier than
he was, and if she did not think that
his father and mother were glad that he
had stayed behind when they went to
the good land.

“You can make them more glad still,”
said Aunt Espey, “ it they hear that you
are so goud and useful that this world
Is better and happler because you are in
it.  1f people go to heaven and say that
you helped them to get there, then tbey
will thank Gud for you, because the citi-
Zens o2 heaven are glad ot the good done
on earth.”

‘“And can I be a citizen of heaven 2
asked the boy.

** Yes, surely. Don't you know that
Abraham, while he was in this world,
“was always seeking a better country,
higher up, and trying to live in the
fashion of that better land ?”

In this way before Heman the carthly
and tae heavenly were koniu together.
Without any especial help at home, ex-
vept his general trajning In diligence
and obedlence, Heman did well at school.
Sometimes Urias was troubled with a
fear that Heman was “ getting too much
education,” but he reflected that in
these days people *“appeared to need
more than they had when he was a boy,”
and then Joey Clump was kept at schovl,
and Heman ought to do as well as Joey
Clurp. Joey was Heman’s class-mate,
lagging along a little for his youuzer
friend to help him in lessons as in phy-
slcal activities. Joey, in spite of his
infirmities, was becoming tough and

Jhealthy, his future began to ¢ .cupy him,

and he planned that whatever Homan
did be w-uld o, and they would be
partners. Joey's chiet trouble In life
was that out of school Heman speat so
much time with the nimbdle, driving
Urlas; and it was culite hopelees for Jooy
to try to keep up with clther of them,

he was obliged to fall back on the mo-

- ~

gncly of Do)ly, his adopted sl<ter—u rosy,

tim  hitln matden, waw wure ryfifed
gingham aprous every woek.day but
Saturday, and then in the afternoon
came out cesplendent i1 & whito pina-
foro " and a bluo bhalr-ribbon.

Two impertant {actors entered into
Heman's education In these early daya
Auat Espeys eyes wera failing, even
the large print of her big Bibie tired
them, and Heman was dally called upon
to read the Scriptures to her. It naver
uccurred to him to feel this a burden; it
was the least he could do to minister to
tho good aunt. In tho school ho mizht
all into that sing-song, droning styloe of
reading too current in couatry schools;
his reading from the Blble aloud to Aunt
Espey rescued him trom that, and made
him a clear, accurate, sympathetlc
reador.  Whoever practices reading In
tho Psalms, the Gospel of John, Pre-
verbs, and the Epistles to tho Hebrows,
cannot fall to read well,

Thoe pastor of the Sinnets had not
ceased to take an 1nterost in thelr
adopted son, and fearing lest tho fow-
ness of books in ¢« home, and Urias’
Jealousy of educat 1 privileges, might
dwart the lad, haq gersuaded D rexy and
Mrs, Clump each to subscriboe for a young
people’s magazine. The two deing read
and exchanged between the homos, the
two boys were supplied with fnformation
and fresh mental interests. °‘Rias him-
seltr liked to hear these magazines “ read
out.”

Ot all his companions Heman still
found Rlas the most congenial. In
spite of bis hard early life, 'Rias carried
into his mature age much of boyishness;
there was still & suggestton of childhcod
in the hard-faced, hard-handed man.
Urlas liked to chat and tell stories; he
enjoyed conundrums and jokea. Every
year he eagerly secured an almanac or
two—usually from the druggist for noth-
ing- -and the jokes, puns, and fun in
these were an endless source of amuse-
ment. On long, cold cvenings of early
winter Urias would take down a suc-
cession of these almanacs running
through several years, and he and He-
man would go over the jokes together
with great satisfaction. Auats Drexy
and Espey would smile serenely, but not
bo eble to see very much fun in it
Gravely and calinly happy, D'rexy and
Espey had uever been cliildren; the cares
of maturity had fallen upon both almost
fn infancy; it never occurred tc them to
spend an autumn diy or two gathering
nuts, and to crack thede nuts in winter
evenings; they never thought it enter-
taining to thread an apple on & wire, and
roast it in that way before the coals.
**Land sakes !” Aunt D'rexy would say,
“if you want upples, I can bake you n
whole pan full in the oven without that
troubie.”

“They're sweeter for this trouble,
ain't they, Heman ?° said 'Rtas with a
iaughing giint in his eyes, and Heman
said, “ Yes,” even when the apples were
a little black in some spots and a iitllo
hard in others,

It was to Heman that Urlas conflded
his longing after riches, his dreams of
a fortune. These had haunted his life,
and by them he had been sumetimes be-
trayed into financlal folltes. Wander-
ing agents had lured good ten-dollar
bills out of his pockets for their trea-
sures, or even double that amount for
the ° privilege of being agent himself, -
and of these Invesuments Uncloe ‘Rias
wished to hear nothing. In very dark
corners of the cellar were certain queer
forms that Uncle "Rias would have been
glad to have butied out of sight and
memory forever. There was a patent
medicine that had endangered the life
of a neighbour or two, a Iiniment which
bad left hairless spaces on D'rexy's best
cow, a hinge that would not work; a
gate that would neither open nor shut.
Over these things friendship drew a voll.

‘“ But, thea, boy,” ’'Rias weuld say, as
ke and Heman worked ai. tho woud-piie
ot 1o lne barn, " plenty of peuple have
fortunes left ‘em, and why shouldn't I ?
There s many a poor man who finds coal,
ofl, gas, copper, iron, or gold on his
barren little farm. Why can’'t dlamonds

turn up here as well as In Africa, § say 7

D rexy might sit In a satln fruck and
do nothing 2all day long.”

“I don't guess
sald Heman. "1 woulda't, I'd rather
stir rbund. What do we want a for-
tuno for, Uncle 'Rias? We've got
enough.”

* Oh, well-we could help the church—"*

“That's the Lord's, ané if he wanis
us to help that more he'll sce to it, won't
he? I don't know what I wart mere

than I've get, unless it's a cew palr of -

overalls and a new jack-knffe and, well,
an’ some dumplings for dinner; and I've
got most money lafd up enough for the
overalls,” for Heman earned ponnies and
nickels very often, husking corn,
driving sheep, or picking fruit for nelgh-
bours,

shed enjoy that,™

or

-—

“ Well, after al), therw's nothing ke
contentment,” aald trias.  Then he
adied slowly,

"1 can sharpen sour knifo good aa
new, and aa far aa 1 know 2o~y o plan
ning for dumglings fwt d.aner.  So
come to find outl, you dont want any
thing.”

Urias was full of wise saws, the
cesencoe of ancient wisdom, and of ypn.
wise modern acts, the viry essenen of
unwisdem,

Happy were tk days when the ten-
yoars-old Heman could go aut with Urias
for work at carpentry It the working-
place was  near  ennQgh they walked,
each with some tonia over hig sioulder
and 2 dlaacr pail o haad. Il the place
weora distant they rode on thoe rude
vehlcle called a * buck-board,” on which
they were eastly dandie] up and down
while tho dinner-palls swung beneath
between the wheels,  $luman «ould natl
on lath, could hold tha boarda for his
uncle to nafl, could run up and down
ladder and skip along rafters, nimble
as a squirrel. Many was the gond les-
gon he got own  honesty in work and
aithfulness In  things out of human
alght no crouked rusty nails. no neg-
lected nall holes, nu rotten hoards, no
slils left weak, no beams untrus, * The
Lord I8 pacticuiar, and ke a our Mastr,
Workman,” Urlas wouldd say.

(To ba continued.)

S8EA UROHINS.
BY ADELUERT F. CALDWILL.

Last summer Willle was spending som.-
months by tho scashore.

However hard the doctors might try
they couldn’t atralghten the little crooked
back.  Yet every one was so kind and
thoughtful of his pleasure he furgot at
times that he couldn’t run, row, dig clams.
and swim, as did the other little boys,
sons of the sturdy fishermen,

Az Willle lay in hls hammock ons
bright, warm morning, watching the tin.*
breakers tumble over earh othcr on th.
sand, Tom, a barefooted flsher boy, came
hurrying up tho garden path.

He touched his ragged, visocless cap
politely. * Say, don’t you want to plas
ball—we're one gshort ?  It's lot's of fun,
an’ we'd be stavin® glad to have you 1"

Willte smiled just a bit sadly, and
without saying a word pointed to his
back.

*I~I didn’t know you were sich-l1ke i
exclaimed ‘Tom, gently. *Can't you
play any, or jump, or swim ?”

Willie shook his head.

** And you have to b+ ~goped up here
all day long, and not to &2 one thing
same’s other boys do 7

It did secem queer to a boy who never
had such a thing as an ache or a paln.
anJd Toin lovked perplex-d and strangel,
thoughtful Aftrr a mument’s reflection
he asked, *Say, did you ever seq any
sea urchins ™ Then, withoat walting
for a reply, “ Lots of fun to watch ‘om.
I've Rot sume, and I'll dlvide with you
rather do it ‘n pot "

Willie reacked out his little white hand
as he arceptcd Tem's proposal

“*Twill be g0 nice to have something
new to do,” ho thought, “ while mamma
io busy and Uncle Jack Is anay at the
office.”

Before long Tcm came In elght, carry
ing In a pall four ot the queer Ifttl.
creatures.

“ What a lof of tiny hands they have -
all over their bodles " ex:lalmed Wil

Tom placed them near by, where
Willle could watch them, and then de-
scribed some of thelr atrange habits.
While ho was talking one of the little
creaturces . .ddenly turned over on it
side, apparently affected by the hot sun.

“Just look there sce ™ crled Willle,
with delight.

Strange as |}t may seem, the xick
archin’s companfuns wii¢ beginning to
work thelr feelora under the lttle In
valid, and {t was rot Iong befure they
were able to suppurt him in an upr.ghi
position.

“Who would think,” exclaimed Willle,
“that thuso Litle felleas would huow
cnuugh to be 8such excellcnt narses !

*“He necds a cooler place,” sald Tom,
taking him out of the tub. * There, 1
guess he'll come arvund al right auw,’
and he put him in a pall of cool water ajl
by himself.

Willie forgot all atout his aching back,
30 Interesied he became In watching his
! lttle animal friends.

*'Twas 80 gnod of Tom,” L2 sald, over
and over again.

‘ Halloo I exclaimed Ugcle Jack, as
he came :n that afterncon from his busl.
nes» in town, “ what's oy boy got in
the tub 2"

“Bea arching,” riplied Willle, gxally,
and then, with a mysterious smile, “ but
the besi onc ths une that bruogbt mme
these—has gone Lome’




