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Threo Little Sorvants,

1 have a little servant
With a single eye,

She always does my bldding
Very faithfully;

But phe cats me no meat.
And she drinks mo no drink—

A very clever servant, as you well may
think.

Another little servant
On my finger sits,

She the one-oyed little servant
Very neatly fits.

But she eats me no meat,
And she drinks me no drink—

A very clever servant, as you well may
think.

Now one more little gervant,
Through the single eye,

Does both the other's biddlng
Very faithfully;

But she eats me no meat,
And she drinks me no drink—

A very clever servant, as you well may
think.

A needle and a thimble,
And a spool of chread,
Without the fingers nimble,
And the knowing head,
They would never make out,
It they trled a day.
To sew a square of patchwork, as you

well may say.
—Troy Budget.

The Dog That
Found a Kortune.

By Floreace Yarwood Witty.

CHAPTER L

« Call up the dead from their cold, cold
graves,
Summoa up memory's.link,
And see it a human tongue can tell
The mill{ ;ns lost through drink.”

What a glorious morning for & spin on
a wheel! It was a perfect sumr.er day
—nelither too het nor toe cold. The air
was laden with the fragrance Of new-
mown hay, and the music cf the birds
made one think that they were wild with

oy.

! jI()lck White stood before bis father’s
beautiful residence giving his handsome
wheel a few finishing touches before set-
ting out. He was dressed in a stylish
bicycle suit, his fine, tan-coloured shoes
had just the right point to be in the
latest style; the cap on his head wes
quite up-to-date, and his outfit in general
would lead one to think that there must
bave been plenty of money at hand when
all these stylish things were purchased.

But his clothes were much more at-
tractive than his countenance. Although
not more than sixteen years of age, a
careless, dissipated look was already
stamped on his face.

Just as he was ahout to mount, & boy
about his own age came along the street,
and Dick called out in a proud tone:
- 1 say, wouldn't you like to have a dandy
pew wheel like mine ?”

«] would,” replied Ernest Brown,
quietly, “ but I can’t afford it, so there
is no use thinking anything about it”

«“pPooh! I should say not!" replied
Dick, with lofty sarcasm. Everybody
knows that your father is a drunken sot,
and can‘'t afford anything!”

Ernest Brown’s dark eyes flashed as
he took a step forward, and with clenched
fist angrily retorted, * Yes, and your
father sells him the liquor, don't he?
And the fine clothes you wear, and the
wheel you ride, are bought with our
money, or else some other poor creatu?e's,
while the family goes without bread. I
constder that my father is just as re-
spectable #s yours !

«That was quite a remark !’ sneered
Dick. “I1 wouldn’t wonder but what
you will make s good preacher somse aay.
Oh, 1 wouldn't bother fighting it I were
yuu,” seeing Ernest take a step nearer,
“ because you see you really couldn’t
catch me.” And, springing on his wheel,
ne was soon & mere speck in the distance.

“0Ob, how I hate that Dick White "
excleimed Ernest to afmself, as he
walked on down the street. It 8 true
1 can't wear such fine clothes as he can,”
and he looked rather sorrowfully down
at his own shabby ones, ‘but I hope to
see the day when there is more man
about me than there is about him!"

Ah, Ernest, there is more man about
you already. We have only to look at
your ho:est, open countenar-e to read
there that you are upright and manly.

Bu: we will follow this morning the
fortunes of Dick White—or rather mis-
fortunes, for it proved to L@ sa tnlucky
day for Bim. |

-

Ho sped swiftly along over the hard
country road, and ,n a short time reached
the neighbouring city of , which
was only a short distance away from the
precty little town of Pleasant Valley,
where he lived.

It was market day In tho city, and
there was an unusual jam of rigs cross-
ing and recrossing tho atreets, and the
trolley car kept runniog back and forth
every few minutes, go that it made wheel-
ing rather dangerous work—in fact, it
was not at all wise to attempt it; bhut our
young wheelman held his head proudly
up, and kept on his wheel, assuring him-
self that he was expert enough to wheel
through  anything. Reaching Main
Street, he saw the trolley coming, but he
wag sure that he could get safely across
the track before the “ old slow coach,”
as he called it, could get within reach.
So he made a dash.

Bystanders saw his danger, and shout-
ed to him to waft, but he curled his lip
in scorn. He did not need any advice.
His head was level enough to take care
o2 himself.

The next moment there was a collision
and a crash, and he reached the opposit
stde of tho street it {8 true, but he .
thero a little quicker than he counted on

He was wildly consclous of fiying
through the air with his heels stralgh
up and his head down, and the next mo-
ment he landed In one dejected heap
clear over on the opposite siae of the
street.

Strange to say, he was not hurt much.
Beyond a little scratch on his arm, and
his new suit of clothes completely cov-
ered with dust, he was not any the worse.
Bat, instead of thanking the Lord for his
miraculous escape, he picked himself up.
and began using some rather bad words,
for, alas, his beloved wheel had nct been
so fortunate.

It was *“completely smashed,” as he
termed it, and slowly he gathered up the
fragments and took thcm to the nearest
bicycle shop, and left it there to be re-
palred.

No delightful wheel home for him in
the cool of the evening, somewhere near
the hour of midnight, after he had
*“ bummed around,” as he called it, all he
wanted to! He must go back on that
horrid four-o'clock train.

The thought made him frown, but there
xas no help for it; so, after completing
his errands, he found it was nearly train
time, and hurried over to the station.

Quite a number of people wers in the
waiting-room. Here on one side sat an
intelligent young school-teacher discuss-
ing the Boer war with an elderly gen-
tleman. Yonder sat a Salvation Army
woman with her papers under her arm.
Her gentle face and qulet garb were rest-
ful to look at.

Near by sat a very stylish young lady,
dressed in the extreme of fashion, who
seemed constantly alarmed lesi some
one should step on her rich velvets,
though the way they swept the floor
made one wonder how such an accident
could be avoided.

Over near the door sat a middle-aged
man and woman-—I} call her woman, but
she is not worthy of that title—for her
countenance was coarse and repelling, at
once glving the Index of her life. When
she spoke, her volce corresponded with
her appearance—it was harsh and grat-
ing. She found it necessary to use her
musical voice quite frecuently in up-
braiding her old man, who sat in the op-
posite corner of the seat, just tipsy
enough to be siily, and kept making faces
at two 1ittle girls gver near the stove,
which seant them off in convuisions of
laughter.

Presently the door opened, and znother
man appeared on the gcene, so0 drunk
that he could scarcely keep on his feet
at all.

Pregently a-woman came in, aud as she
was this drunken map‘'s wife, he, of
course, tagged in after her, and sat down
by her, much to her annoyance, al-
though it was evident that she had been
drinking too. 4

Every one hoped that he would keep
his tongue still, but presently he com-
menced singing some Idiotic song in a
loud tone. It reached the station agent's
ears. He came in, and catching him by
the arm quickly dragged him across the
door and put him in the baggage room
uatil train time.

Dick White watched this scene all the
way throvgh with much contempt; and
yet his father had sold this man more
liguor than any one else ever did, for
this man 1s none other than Henry
Brows, ¢ old Hank Brown,” as everybody
in Pleasant Valley generally called him,
and tt » bright boy named Ernest Brown,
whom we met this morning, Is his son.

Perbaps it will alsa add to the interest
of my story to tell you, dear reader, that
this scene In the railway station is 2
true incident. :

(Ta_be coptinued.)

A NEWSPAPER OLIPFING
BY BSTELLE LRONARD,

Charlotto was an cnthusiastic member
o! tho Junlor Epworth League. At the
last meecting, Lefore adjourning for the
vumimer, it was devided to ralse a fund
for the support and education. for ono
year, of a young girl they knew She was
very poor, and had no oppoitunities ex-
cept such as these young people gave her
This League was well known for its help-
fulness to others, but this year they de
cided not to search in distant localities
for some one upon whom tn bestow thelr
charitics, when at theilr very door was a
young girl very needy and very worthy,
and very ambitious for an opportunity to
improve hierself, To ralse n part of this
fund cach member was requested to earn
twenty-five cents during the vacation,
and bring it to the first meeting of the
l.eaguo in the fall, with an account of tho
manner in which 1t was earned. As the
summer days passed, Charlotte was
puzzled to know how she could really
carn that much money,

Ono morning her little brothers, Georgo
and Donald, suffered from o severe attack
of ennul. They had beer playing hard
all morning. Nobody in all the village
had been busler. They had run around
the square with their express waggon so
many tiwmes there was no more fun In
that, They rode down town with a
nefghbour several times. Even that
pleasuro had ceased to be greatly desired.
They did not want to swing in the shade
any more. They looked with disgust on
their stick horses. Thelir rubber balls
were spurned with an impatient foot.

They were tired ot all the old things,
and did not kmow swhat to do next.
Donald tumbled down and began to cry.
George helped him up, and, hand ia hand,
they went In search of thelr mother, who
always know how to comfort them in one
way or another. A guest in the house
heard the lamentations, and saw the chil-
dren wearily crossing the yard. She in-
tercepted them at the door, and with
sympathetic words coaxed them into the
parlour.

*Come in here, children, whero it is
cool, and perhaps we can find something
nice to do. George, find the scissors for
me, and Donald, you may bring me that
newspaper over there.”

Passively the little fellows obeyed, but
it did not seem likely that scissors and
paper could do them 2ny good. ‘They
had often tried them on rainy days witk
poor success; but they would give them
one more trial,

‘“ Now, children, let us see what we can
find in this newspaper.”

Mrs., J—— was a scissors artist of un-
usual gifis, and delighted to amuse little
people with her creatlons. George and
Donald drew near, watching her fold the
paper many times.

Sonip! spnip! The scissors flashed in
and out of the paper, and as the scraps
fell to the floor Donald caught glcefully
at the floating bits of paper, forgetful of
his recent griefs. George looked on
quietly, his bright eyes reflecting his
growing interest.

In a moment there appeared between
Mrs. J—'s thumb and forefinger a little
boy In blouse waist and knee-pants, his
arms stretched out as though joyful that
he had burst the bonds o2 obscurity, and
was now an individual of scwne import-
ance. At least, two very bright-eyed
ittle beys seemed g0 to regard him.

What was their surprise and delight
when, at Mrs. J——"s maglcal touch, the
paper boy sprang forward, and, behold !
there were a dozen boys standing in line,
holding fast to each others' hands.

“Oh' Gh' cried Donald, touching
each small figure with an jnquisitive
forefinger.

George placed them along .he wall,
where they were jolned by a similar line
of little girls. At last, here was some-
thing new under the sun. The chiidren
were not slow to see wonderful possibili-
ties in scissors ang paper.

“ Make a dog {”

« Make s pig "

* Make a fish "

The procession along the wall grew
rapidly in length. A horsc and waggon,
with a boy sitting on the front seal hold-
ing-a whip, was cleverly produced with a
few quick clips, and was recelved with
exclamations of wonder and satlsfaction.
But the greatest marvel of all, was a
barn with a waggon standing under the
shed, and a horse looking ort of & win-
dow and tke door of the hayloft swing-
ing open.

Mrs, J—-'"s Jkilful fingers seemed
capable of turning 2 newspaper into any-
thing she might fancy.

Duripg the afternoon George and Don-
old wero much occupied with their now
toys. The paper boys were mado to
climdb in snd cut of the barn loft at
breakneck speed, and otberwigse display

‘| thefr athletic skill, when suddenly Donald

safd :

“Want to show «m to Jita Deorgle,
shall we show ‘em to Jim *

“Yes, we will put them all In onr vex-
press waggon and g now

And away they went, showing their
treasures to all their playmates In the
meighourhood. Forthwah  everyholy
tried to make paper toys, but ale, except
(eorgo o atster Charlotte, s0on g2ew tired
Charlotto soon becamo an cxpert scissars
artist.  8ho was quick to absarrve huw
fond of paper toys all the children wery
and how very sfupid they thuught it wa
to try_to make them nice.  Remember
ing the quarter alie must earn tor th
Junior League, she formed a little pla
that proved to be a great auvcess. O
dn)‘dtho children saw a sign In Charlotte .
yard :

Charlotte I—, Scissors Artl«
Paper Toys, Two Cents a Dozen,
J. Epworth League Fund.

That tcy-shop becatuo a popular resurt.
and pennies were plenty. It was a never-
ending delight to  Georgs and Donald
Every morning Donald  would say:
“Want to go to toy-shop, Deorgle; shal?
we go to toy-shop 7"  And Gearge al
ways answered : * Yes; como on.”

Charlotte was well pleased with her
eftorts, as she could glve more than
twenty-five cents without asklog the
home folks for onc penny.

The flrst meeting of the League was
unusually interesting. Tho littlo peorle
told of makiug money in many funny
ways, and the zund was much larger than
expected.

Hoax—* Klumsy is very fond of horses.
isn’'t he ¥ Joax—"I{ he is, it's some-
thing new.” Hoax—" Well, I saw him
out riding the other day. and he had both
arms around tbe horse's neck.”

Layman—" Reallam, ¢h? Naw, you
don't mean to tell me that the sun really
sets lke that 7"

Artist—'"Ha, ha! My dear fellow, you
don't grasp tho signlficanco of the new
art at all. That, sir, I8 the way the sun
ought to sot.”

* I dunno how BIiil’s a-goln’ to vote on
this election,” said the campalgn worker,
* I ve heard tell he's on tho fence.” ‘He
wuz thar,” replicd his nolghbour, ~ but
one of the canderdates let fall a dollar
on the offside o the fen~e, an’ Biil gut
dizzy an’ fell over !

iy Escape
from the Boers,

The Bxciting Expericaces of s Canadian
Medical Missionary.

eeesBY 0o
E. J. Livingston, B.A,, I'LD.

Paper, 26 cents, postpald.

Dr. Livingston is a momber of tho
Toronto Conlorence who went to South ¢
Africa i1 1894 28 8 medical mussiovary. Ho ¢
war ca=tored by the Bocers last October, but ¢
8u od in effocting his oscnpo. Ho tells ¢

g the story of hus oxaiting adventure and adds §

AAAAAAANANAAAS NN WYY

to 1t 1nteresting dutails of his obtservations ¢
of the Boers and a bniof history of South )
Afnica,  The descniption of Ladysmith and ¢
the hilly country thruugh which Geueral
Bellor struggled against loarful odds for 1ta
relief, are most interesting. Dr. Liviugstou
kaows tho Boer well doscribes hum in
his troe cvlours.

A History of
the Transvaal War.

From the Boer Ultimatum to the
advance of Lord Roberts.

The Fight tor the Flag in South Africa.

BY
Edgar Sanderson, M.A.
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author of * Africa 1 tho Ninctoenth Len-
tury,” with ono bundred illustcations and
maps, mncludiag picturcs of Colunel Utter
and Wiampeg Contingent.
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Paper, 33 cents, Postpald,
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