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g lately pla.nted in tha.t end of the city.

’l‘he Thumb-Naxl Bank.
LT waAT JTMMIE bm.c
'A Fact in -‘Wellspring.'—By Anna F
it ; Burnham, - - -

"“Jiminie was dead ‘But that did not make
Cany differexnce. Some people live B0 well
whbile they do Yve that their sweet influsnce

§ .-shines on long after they have passed out -

‘of sight, as does the' light' of stars which
bave faded out of the visible heavens. -
‘A ragged lot of bootblacks and néwsboys
‘stcod’ iran angle of thé wall near the busy
"entrance of the rearing railway station. -
‘Ses ‘what he gimme!’ said the smallest
and best “dressed of the number, holding
up a bootblack's‘kit’ as’ it it‘ha.d been ‘2
gold nugget. - ‘
< Jimmie give you that ?* cried cne or-two '
of the others eagerly.
_ ‘Last thing~“fore he died. ~ Said for me
‘to help ‘mother an’ sis with-it, ’steéad of go-
ing-to school this winter. Used to lend it

to me, sick ‘days when he ‘couldn't use it, "

- Xt helped lots, tco, times when sis couldn’t
get no work and mother's eyes got bad over
" the *broidery.’

¢That’s Jim, all over, wa'm't it 7 said n
_ taller ragamuffin. ‘ Many's the time he's
‘give The a 'bité o’ his 2pple; he was always
fer giving other fellers a bite !’ ’

* “That’'s him!’ said the others heartily
they separated. ‘First bite, too 'fore hed
stuck his teeth -into it!’ ' '

‘An’ a good hig one, or herd punch yerj’"
called back some body cver his shouider, as
. the touching little '‘memorial “service’ broke
" up, and- the griniy, ' tattered little culogists

went’ theu- way to theu- severa.l places oE
hbusinecs

¥ "Little"Jos went oﬂ with ‘his' kit’ and es-.
"'.ta.blished hxmself it “front of a “handsome
" hotel. ‘where a'friendly policemen’“nodded a
" welcome' to - him,” having. oftén seen him
before on some of Jimmie's ‘sick dsys’ It
" was early yet for customers; and he clapped
'his cold hands together to keep them warm,
o and stamped upon the ground as if calling
up the" invisibie ‘genii that (in fairy tales)
always ‘waits upon all” gocd boys and girls
andytheir wishes, §

_ ¢ Shi-i-inne! &hi-i-ine! shi'—

The last two-or three -syllables of Lh3t~
“long” wo"d broke off short as a good Iookm,._,
“beot plumped down on the block made ready
“for it, and little Joe instantly pounced on
"it, like-a hawk on a chicken. How he did
make those brushes fly! 1t was the first

job of the day, and Joz had an -odd kind -
of feeling, not altogether wrong, that the
first job was a fortune-teller, If he was
- gareless and slow on the first pair of boots,
"He was not api t6 improve much on the
"others offerad him, and the other boys had
‘all the luck.’ Mother insisted that there
wasn’t any luck about it, ‘but the plainest
of good plain. reasons, but Joe shook his
hiead, and kept on thi‘tfking a ‘good deal of
that first job. Besides, this morning he was
glad to work fast and warm up.

The young man who was hwing 1muboots
polished stood looking down at him with
pleasant amusement. He saw that Joe was
giving his whole mind to those boots, and
hadn’t looked up to recognize him. By and
by he spoke, and the voice was as cordial

"as a Christmas greeting.
‘Good job, Joo !’

‘Well, I'm a beauty!’ was Joe's astonished
remark, lcoking up to find that.he had been
working five minutes for a friend without
knowing  it. ‘Why didn’t you tell me who
I was doing it for' ?’

‘You ¢couldn’t have done it better if you
had known,’ responded the.young man, who.
‘was Joe's Sunday-school teacher for abouyt

-an hour a week in -a large Sunday-school

‘friend.

.and ‘mother ‘took sick a while ago.

<it, .and the‘word * Luck.”

- vestment.’ o

take ‘a year's schoolmg Bl

’

‘Be-
sides, 1 hadn’t seen you for so long, I didn't

" know- but what you ha.d forgotten how' 1

lccked i -

<~ Joe's fdace was red with exercise, or sonie-
thing else, but lis mumbled answer was {00
low for any one to understand much by it.

‘Where have you been ?” persisted his
‘I thought you wentxto gehool.” -

‘Did.

¢ And you don't now, seems to me!’

‘Hard times, don’t.. you know,’ said Jce
at. last, irying to speak as if it didn’t hurt
him? "“Takes a pile o’ money to run things,
"Course,
I'm’the only boy and I ought to. The rest's
nothing but girls, anyway.’

¢ And-you don’t come near me any more!’
said: his teacher in a tone that won Joe to
a. sudden burst of confidence.

‘Why, you see it's just this way! I
wouldn't be staying away but you can see
I don’'t put on no style any more. Look
at my clo’es. Arnd there ain’t ary o' your
fellers bcotblacks, you know. And—and—

i thought it might make ‘em kind o' want’
to shy off 'way from t,he cla...s ard from-

you'—

‘So you thought you'd shy ott from me
{first, and make a sure. thmg of it 1" said the
young man as Joe stopped "appealingly.
‘You cc.ll that treatmg me- fair 2 Where'd
you get this 7 touchmg the ‘kit, which was
Joe’s visible -mecans of livehhood

‘“This ?’ smd Joe, touchmg it too, and . m
a cuuous]y reverent lingering: wa.y, as if he
loved it. ;
lwed xnl‘?the sa.me hoyse I dld I{e was

‘T
Must

féstehiﬁgr’i't"a};aiﬁ ‘on hiswaltch guard,
wonder how I Kappened to .do that ?
look out for it.’

‘What .is it ?’ asked Joe, cur‘ously eyeing

it. ‘Looks like a little dime bank they was

" selling around the streets a while ago—shap-

ed just like that, and a little horseshoe on
Iivery: ten-center
you got, you put in for luck.’ '
- * No .luck about this, my boy."

" ‘Dead sure ?’ . , )

‘Can't fail. Pays a bigger interest than
any other bank Y ever put my money in.
But if T put any msrk on it, it wouldn't be

a “lucky” borseshoe or any such heathénish
thing, but a little gold cross, to remind me
what I was saving my dimes for.  “Wor
Christ and the Church" is the meaning of

it—see ¥

¢ “Sunday-School Society;” ' read Joe, won-
deringly, ‘as his friend held-the little box
down on a level -with hls" eyes, and showed
him the legend on the cover 'Wha.t does that
mean ?’

‘I call it my “ Thumb-nail Bank,”’ ex-
plained the other. ‘About that shape, you
see, and not much bigger. It holds just
ten dimes. Do you know what that means—
a whole dollar—when you rend the box back
where it belongs, to the Sunday-School So-
ciety ' '

‘A dollar more in someb’dy’s pocket, o'
course,” said Jee, putting his cold hands‘in
his own pockets, by way of filling them.

‘It means,’ said his friend in a low, thril-
ling-voice, leaning down and lcokirng at him
with iutense far-sesing eyes that saw, ‘not
Joe, but a thousand boys just like him,—it

‘means that eve:y ‘time one of those little

boxes gets filled, it says to some boy, “Here,
It gives some
poor "boy or. girl a whole years chance to
Jearn about Jesus ! It gives them bHooks and
papers and' teachers, and all that goes to
make up a chance—for children that haven't

‘Jun glve 1t Ito e, a fcller .ihat .

. will ye, sendm Ler

It's aa in-

any chance.. That's what ten little .sflver
dimes medn Wwhen you get’em in this box|”
‘And wha' 5.to put 'em in ?' asked Joe, his
“face beginning to hght up with séme of the
enthusxasni that glowed in -his tezcher’
‘ Fellers like me ? I'd like to glve some
other feller a chance! Say, I'm coming bnck
next Sunday, siyle’ or no style!”
‘Gcod!' said hiz te acher briefly. ‘ Who
‘helps? .Everybody is helping; some folks
nct half so well off as you dre. But they
have Legua to find out what Sunday-schools
can do for toys and girls, and they want to

T glve ‘somebcdy €lse a picce of their chanco,”

¢ Just like Jimmie !’ burst out Joo appre-
ciatively,

‘ Like what 7" spid {he young man blankly.

‘ Jimmie—the one that give me this here!’
said Joe, pointing to Iis’ stock-in-trade.
‘He's dead, Jimmic is. But he’s more allve
than lot o' folks ever ave, I tell ye now!
Wen't any of us fellers over for get the kind
o’ chap he was! Always: fer givin’ the other
fellers a bite! That's what a boy said about
him this very morning.
folks that fills them boxes sare some like
him! Say, g'mme one, will'yer? I know
some feilers that would liko:to help fill up
one.’

man doubtfully, beginning to undo . the little
treasure bex, ‘Who zre they——boys that
come over. to the school ever?’ :
‘No——does that make .a difference?’ a.sked
Joe :disappointedly. - . ‘Can’t .anybody but
Sunday-schoolers put in?" No ‘matter—glve
it here! TI'll. see it they do coxne' Tor
J1mm1e s sake Lhcy wm you see if they,.don’t.
Hang hcr roung my ne"k herg!’ Thnnk ye.
. Now, if I get ten . goo& silver (’umcs in_her,
on?. Sure? ;
That's & bargain’ ...

" Joq’s teacher wis about to explain to him

that the box ‘would gladly receive donations
from amy quarter, and would-be givers need

"not be shut cut because they did not happen’

to belong to a Sunday-school, but he was
luckily sm’"ggl. from any such undoing. A
‘gruff custemer approached who simmoned

Jee in.no- gentle tones to 'tend to business -

if he had 2ny Lusiness, and if he hadn',
Ye'd like to know what business he had to
be there anyway. Joe fell ze'zlously upon the

offered boot, and his early _morning caller,

dxsappeared in the crowd with a heart full
of new lheughts-and projects for ‘his boys,’
as he loved to call them. A worker in city
slums or neglected country districts who
does not come to love those whom he would
rescue, will soon. cease to work. there. Ifor
tho:e who do remain in the work the per-
sonal interest is a‘b:erbm,, '1‘hey JInow
pcor children as Jesus would have known
them, by pame, by sight, by tcuch of hand
and arm,

. Three days after the beginning of our
story the ‘opening exercises'. were just draw-
ing to a close in the big Suhday-"chool room
‘whers Joe's class usnally gathered; the
bible-class doors were going up, the last
strains of ‘Jesus loves me’ were floating in
from the primary room, and the superinten-
dent was waiting for a chance to say, 'The
clagses will now attend to the study of the

' lesson,’ when the cuter door opened and a

tattered, streaked, defiant-looking file of
boys marche@ in, and advanced.as far as
the middle aisle, where the leader, who was
the youngest and smallest, looked round
doubtfully, looked up at the superiniendent
appealingly, and' then attémpted to make a

Dee line for the north-east corner of the .

room where his teacher was standing up and
beckoning to him. - The line was rather

crooked.and took him close past the superin-

tendent’s desk and over to a corner of the
< platform, but the boys'followed as . closély

And I guess the .

All rmht' '

-
S

‘Do you mean it Joe?' asked. the young

as it it was an every-day game of Tollow-




