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That Good Little Roy Next Door.
BY G, XK. BILLINGS,

They say le's tho best little boy in the
wn,
He nover dnes anything wrong;
Though he wears an old jacket that's
faded and brown,
They say that he's never been known to
frown,
Ard he's good as the day s long.
And it I am careless or tired of play,
And leavo all my toys on tho floor,
They make such a fuss, and they always

say
‘That my things had botter bo givex away
To that good little boy next door.

He must be a dreadfully good little boy
It he’s )llke what I've heard thom say,

Ho loves to bring in the cows at night,

And thinks it 15 silly to play with a kite,
And would rather study than play.

No matter how hard I try to do right,
It’s just no use any more;

Fur it’s, «* Oh, don't, Teddy ! from morn-

till night,
And, “ 'I]‘;:&dy. I wish you were half as

po)
As that good littlo boy next door.”

Why it is I hate to go after the cows,
And study at school all day ?
Why is it I always break my toys,
And can't get along without making a
nolse,
And why do I lfke to play ?
But if I'm not anxfous to pick up the
chips,
Or sleep on the garret floor,
Or rock the baby on rainy days,
They always speak of trs willlng ways
Of that good little boy next door.

I often watch for that good little boy

That I hear so much ghout;

But I never sce his face at the door,
Or hear him talking, and then, what's
more,

He never seems to come out.

But I think if 1 knew him quite well, you
see,

And ccaxed him to tell me, or
Watched how he doeg it, it seems to me
That some day or other I really might be

Like that good little boy next door.

—Youth's Companfon.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER X(X.
TOM KINMON AS ZAVESDROPPRR.
‘* Be gure your sin will find you out.”

“It's nc good a-fishin’ here,” sald
George MacDuft to his brother, as he
cast his line impatiently into the 1little
whirlpool at his feet.

“*Pis, too,” replied Peter, holding up
a hand some rock-cod, its scales glistea-
ing as they caught the sunlight. “ Jest
mind this beauty! He'll weigh tour
pounds, sure. These fellers can only be
caught in holes like this, where the water
rung swift. Hist! you've got a bite,
sure's fate! Qeorge, out! Ain't he a
lusty feller !” he added, as his brother
took a large cunner from the hook.
“ This i3 tho place ter fish, an’ don't you
forgit it.”

Silence reigned for some
Then George broke forfh agaln.
it’'s too bhad !”

“What's too bad ?”
brother.

“Thet Dow hes got ter suffer fur what
he never did.”

*“Hist, George! The rocks hev ears
sometimes,” and Peter cast furtive
glances arourd,

**Thero's nobody ter hear,” sald
George, also looking around. “ We're
early birds, this morning, an’ none of
the fishermen are out here, yet.”

«1 don't carefor any on ’em but Tom,”
sald Petér, as he again surveyed bhis
surroundings, anxiously. * He's allus
a-peekin’ round when you don't know
it-” )
“0Oh, bosh! What youa afeared of 7
and George regarded his brother with a
contemptuous air.

“Wal, I wouldn't say nothin’ more
about it,” and Peter resumed his fishing.
“When’s the next meetin' of the
Skulls 2’ inquired George.

4 Next Wednesday night, at Powder
House. Joe said we’d be sure ter hev
some fun thet night, an’ he hinted es ter
how bw would pervide a treat. Charlie
Chapman is in filne spirits, ‘cause the
plan worked so well’ -

“Chapman’s quite a crack feller; don't
you think so ?'*

“Yes, I do. He's jest es smart es a
steel-trap, too. Plays lots o’ games on
old Ray, and the .old-chap don't know it.

Charlie ken appear jest es quiet es a

'mlnutes.
13 I Say.

queried his

lamb when he's got an axe ter grind, an’
he pulls the wool cver the old man's
oyes, X tell yer!” and Peter laughed
aloud at the remembrance of what he
had scon and heard.

) *“Joo's purty amart, too,” sald George.
*Ho miakes a fust-class president of our
soclely. 1 guess wo'vo got es good a
goclety cs the S& Qeorge League, of a
parson does run it.”

“You're right " replied Petor. “Guess
we'd botter bo gittin' home, now, of we
calculato ter Jov fish fur breakfast,” and
he put up his fishing tackle, and swung
his string of fish over his shoulder.

As the boys disappeared over the brow
of the hill, Tom raised himself out of
his crampad position, and gave another
of his silent laughs, and swung his cap
in the alr.

“We'll attend the next meotin® of the
Bkulls, so we will, my heartles, an’ we'll
bring a few friends with us, too. Ha'!
ha! my young sculpins, I guess we'll
hev a stop put ter some of your grim-
cracks.  Your leetle game is ‘bout
played out.”

Tom made no allusion to his adven-
ture, but attended to his customary
duties.  “'Taint no use raisin’ thelr
hopes on what {8 yet so onsartin,” he
thought. “Time enuft ter crow when I
gt those young chaps by the neck I" and
Tom rubbed his hands gleetully.

Maurice pursued his dally work at the
store, and three evenings fn tho week
ho recited to Mr, Strong. It had been
his ambition to enter college another
year, but his courage had now deserted
bhim. IL was only by the encourage-
ment of friends that he kept up during
this trial,

It was quite an event for Tom to be
away from home evenings, but Monday
night and Tuesday night he was out
quite late, He gave no explanation for
his strange conduct, but when Wedney-
day night, at dusk, he took his cap and
prepared to leave, his wife expostulated.

“Sure, lad, you don‘'t mean ter leave
me agin ter-night? You ‘don't seem
quite ke rourself of late. You nin't
sick, be you, Tom ?" and Janet looked
anxiously into her husband's rugged face.

“Don’t you go ter worritin’ *bout me,
wife. Tom K.s all right, but what he
wants ter do is ter hev the boy in the
other room thare all right, so I be out
gittin’ what information I can. I guess
ter-night will be the last time X shali go
skylarkin’, D'yer gee 2"

“Oh, Tom, yofi've got )ist the biggest
heart. You're bound ter help the weak
an’ those es has no friends.”

“Wal, wife, ain’t thet one way of bear-
in’ other folks' burdens? You know
I promised ‘fore angels an' men ter do
this very thing.”

“Yes, I know, Tom, an’ you've kept
your word faithfully.”

Tom did not go alone to Powder
House. Mr. Strong, Constables Davis
and Parker and Deacon Ray went at dif-
ferent times to the place designated.
Concealed in the overhanging bushes,
they wilnessed the proceedings of the
Silver Skulls, a society of whoso exist-
ence they had been ignorant until the
keen wits of Tom Kinmon had exposed it.

A large boulder, called Mountain Rock,
formed a grand rendezvous for the young
roughs. Behind this rock ten boys were
seated, most of them with clgars or
cigarettes in their mouths, Joe Chase
wag spokesman, as usual, and dictated
the crowd.

*“ Come, boys, what do you say to a
game of poker 2" and he took a pack of
greasy cards from his pocket,

“Good! good ! crled a
voices.

Peter MacDuff lighted the lantern he
had brought, snd the game began.
After all the loose chauge the boys had
had found its way into Joe’s pocket, the
president grew tired of the game, and
sald, “ Now, boys, fur the treat I pro-
mised you ! and he proceeded to-uncork
two bottles. N

‘“Hero’'s some prime lager beer fur
them es don't like somethin’ stronger,
but John and Charlle think, with me,
thet the other bottle is the best.”

The bottles were then passed around,
and their contents ecagerly swallowed.

When Joe had mentioned his treat, Mr.
Strong desired at once to interfere, before
the lads had-drunk, bat Constable Davis
said, " By no means do this. 'We shall
lose what we came to hear, namely, who
ﬂ;‘ed Judge Seabury’s barn. Be patient,
8 r.lb -

Nor did they have -long to wait, The
subject of the fire wa= uppermost in the
minds of the boys, —ad the matter was
gnon under discussion.

“We did a purty good stroke of busi-
ness that night,” said Joe, rudbing his
hands. “Charlfe Chapman deserves a
~pr§m!um far thinkin' up so smart a
Job. )

“1 think I deserve a leetle credit,” re-
plied Peter MacDuft. * Those pesky old

chorus of

matches you gifv me wero hard ter light.
1 used & wholo card foro I could strike a
blaze.”

*Oh, yes, you did fust-rate,” and tho
president Leameu upon his apprentlee.
* Youw'it gt permoted tor a high rank In
this society, yot.”

* I guess that sncakin® Dow won't dare
ter peuvp agin,” sald Clarlio Chapman.
*“I guess I've fixed him fur Fairport.”

“There’s bin no suspicion es ter who
set tho fire,” added John Chapman.
‘“ People generally bL'leevo thet Dow did
it, an’ I think tho Jedge thinka so, too

“ Dow's month s most up,” sald Grorge
MacDuff, “an’ then I asposc they'll hev
ter decide somethin’. But they ‘an't
prove nothin’ agin him, ‘causo ho's bin
an homnest lad.”

* Ho's bin a sueakin’, lyin’ rascal, you
mean,” interrupted Charlle, casting o
flerco look at tho speaker. “ Don't any
ot you beglp ter stan’ up fur tho scamp,
or I'll make you smart.”

‘“Dow will suffer whether ho goes ter
gaol or not,” sald Joe. * Some folks
will allus gnepect him, an' Dow can't
bear that, . koow, he’s so proud.
Chapman hes got what he wanted, even
it Dow continues ter walk these streets.
His name is furever blackened ”

“1 guess old Ray won't trust him quite
so much es he has,” continued Charlle,
“thoagh T was surprised thet he let the
boy come back inter the store at all, 1
don’t sce what there s ‘bout that white-
faced foundling that mekes folks rave
'bout him. You'd think there never
was such a chap, ter hear Ray or the
parson talk.”

‘“The Jedge was awful mad ter lose
his barn,” spoke Willle Riley, for the
first tirie, *“He declared he would do
some freadful thing I he found the
scoundrel.  People say that he don't
lilke Maurice Dow, and wouldn't care
mtuch if he was proved gulity.”

“ Why should he ?" exclaimed Peter.
*Dow’s nothin® but an outeast that no-
body would miss et he should gc away
fiom hero in disgrace. Heo's got no
spunk. Was allus porin’ over a book.
Bah * With a gesture of contempt the
lad squirted toba-~co jaice from a large
quid in his mouth.

“It wwas a bold thing fur the Skulle ter
do,"” sald Joe, “ but we did it, an’ brought
lastiu’ honour ter perch on our banners.
But we'll hev ter be cautlous in the
tut’ure 80 thet no ono need ter suspect
us.”

“That you will, you young scamps !
shouted Constable Davis, as he sprang
forward and seized Joe Chase by the col-
lar. His companlons followed suit.
Tom seclzed Charile Chapman and Peter
MacDuff in his strong grasp. Counstable
Parker took John Chapman and George
MacDuft {n tow. The other boys were
too frightened to resist, and followed
Deacon Ray and Mr. Strong without try-
ing to run away. The ringleaders wero
put into the lock-up for the night, while
the remainder were waited on by the
constables to thelr homes, each promis-
ing to appear before a trial justice the
next morning.

Willie Riley, Steve Barton, and George
MacDuff owned their share in the pro-
ceedings and implicated the rest. The
matter assumed such serious propcrtions
that the case wag carried to the Superior
Court, which convened the following
week at Salem.

(To be continned.)

STOPPING A STAMPEDE.

An army officer has recently told a
story of flne courage, in the Chicago Re-
cord, a story which loses nothing from
its homely language.

One of the slickest things I ever saw
was a cowboy stopping a cattle stam-
pede. A herd of about six hundred had
broken away pell-mell, with thelr tails
{n the alr, and the bulis at tke head of
the procession. They were heading
straight for a high bluff, where they
would ccrtaialy tumble into the canon
and bo killed.

You know that when a herd gets to
going it can't stop. Those in the reay
crowd those ahead, and away they go.
I wouldn't have given a dollar a head
for that herd, but the cowboy spurred
up his mustang, made a little detour,
camo in right in front of the herd, cut
across their path at a right-anzie, and
tl:en galloped lelsurely on the edge of
that bluff, halted and looked around at
<hat wild mass of beef coming right to-
ward him. Ho was as cooi as a cucum-
ter, though I expected to see him killed
and was sc excited I could not speak.

Well, sir, when the leaders had got
within about a quarter of a mile of him
I saw them try to slack up, though they
could not do it very quickly. But the
whole herd seemed to want to stop, and
when tho cows and steers fn the réar got
atout where the cowboy had cut across
their path, 1 was surprised to see them

stop and comimence to  hibdblo at the
grass. Then the whalo herd atopped,
wheeled, straggrled back, and went to
fighting for a chanco to oat where the
rear-guard was.

You sce, that cowboy had oprned e big
tag nf salt ho had brought out from the
ran>h to give the eattle, galloped across
tho herd's course and emptied tho bag.

A SMALL BOY HARVESTER.

Thoe Youths Companion reports &
pietty lively adventuro which befell a
five-year-old Iowa boy last summer. He
had gono out to the wheat ficld where
his fathe: was driving ths harvester, and
had begged to Lo taken up on the high
scat Ly his father’s side.

Tho harvester was ono of thoso won-
derful labour-saving machines of which
fermers ugo 50 maay in theso days. It
cut tho wheat, swept it [ato sheavew.
bound them, and tossed them mside.

For a time all thia was very intorcet-
ing to thn little fellow. Then he grow
tired of altting still, and began to
squirm, and before tho father know what
was going on, the boy had tumbled 61X,

Ho screamed ns he found hlmselt go-
ing, but before the horses could Lo stop-
ped tho machinery had caught him,
rolled him up in a bundlo of wheat,
bound him about the legs and the neck
with twine, and thero ho lay on the
ground,

Ho was not hurt. A lttle skin had
been scraped from ono of his shoulders,
and he was, or thought he was, almost
chioked, That was all; but ho was very
muoch frightened.

aoD's LOVE.

Standing on the top of Chevict Hills,
a little son's hand inclosed in his, a
father tnught tho measure of tho moa-
sureless love of God. Polating north-
ward over Scotland, then southward over
Englend, then eastward over the Ger-
man Ocean, thon westward over the
limitless hill ancd dale, and then sweep-
ing his hand and eye over the wholo
circling borizon, ho said . -~ Johnny, my
boy, God’s love 18 as big as all that )"

“Why, father,” tho boy cheerlly ve-
plied, with sparkling eyes, “then we
must be in tho very middle of 1t ¢

? €pworth League Read- &
ing Course for
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Four splendid books at a &
s bargain price. g

Famous English -Statesmen. By
Sarah K. Bolton. Intercsting biogy &
raphies of Sir Robert Peel, Lol l’a'i-
merston, lord Shaftesbury, Wm. ¥,
Forster, Lord Beaconsfield and Win. E.
Gladstone.  Splendidly illustrated.
Reguiar price, $1.50.

Out with the Old Voyagers, DBy
Horaco B. Groser. A graphicaccount
of tho carly discoveries of Columbus,
Cabot, Frobirher, Cartier, Hawkins,
etc. It 13 history put into the most
delightful form, and copiously jllus.
trated. Regular prico, $1.25.

“he Apostle-of the North. Tho lifo %
of Rev. James Evans, our own pioncer
missionary among the Indians of tho
North-West, by Rev. Egerton R.
Young. This biography roads Liko n
romanco, and is full of inlerosting in-
formation abont our missionary work
;mgng the Indians. Regular prico,

1.25.

% Canadian Citizenship. By .Joln 3

3 Millar, B.A. Depnty Minister of Edu.
ee.tié:ethor Ostarie.  This Ibook 18 mi 2
tended to give youn o & gencral
outline ofglt,ho Cangump lyn?em of
Government, It deals with such §
uostions as the Governmont of the
mpire, of tho Dominion, of the Pro.
vince; Patriotism, eotc. Regular
prico, 60c.

3 Although the regular retail price
of the four books is $4.60, we will
3 still sell the set atahereduced figure §

7 of $2.00. Postage Paid.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

i Methodist Book and Publishing Houso, £
; oronto.

% C. W. COATES, l S. F. HUESTIS, &
: Montreal. Halifyx.




