
-- A 
ý_I

WITH THE OTHER
A s/irewa', discriminating Study cf Maternai Influence

HAND

GODFREY CARSON, sole propretor ofprosperous wholesale and retail stationer
establishment in the city, glanced rapidi
througb the. open circula*~ in his band an'witb a muttered exclamation of contempt, threw iinto the already Qverflowing wastepaper basket."Tliere's no end toi these begging letters !" h,grumbled. "Hospital Fund-a good cause, indeedCatch me giving my money to keep up a set of useless officiais and an army of nurses and doctors wh(neyer work hlf as bard for their money as I dofor the sake of people who don't deserve to be help.ed, or Who can well afford to, belp themselves 1 Ehwhat's t'hat, Jefferson 1"

He turned irritably towards the man who hadentered the close littie den he called lis office, anÉwho now stood before bîm with an air of apology.
"A boy to, see you, sir."
"What's lie want ?" asked Carson gruffiy. "What'sthe use of keeping you fellows if I'm to be botheredithier chac boy who turns up?""éSorry, sir, but-li-ýe won't tell me." A flickerof a smile appeared on the mnan's face. "Says hisbusiness is important-be rnust see you. Shaîl Ibring bim in, isir?"
Carson turned to the desk witli an impatientgesture which tfie man could not fail to understand;but, with a sudden flash of daring, be pushed opentlie glass door and whispering hurriedly, "Go in,'youngster 1" returned to bis task behind the couniter.The boy stepped fearlessly in, removing as liedid sol a small cap fromi bis mass of sunny curîs.His braglit eyes glanced eagerly round the dingyroni, then at the man who-after the first quickfrown of surprise with which he hiad greeted biisentrance-went on coolly with his writing, deliber-ately ignoring the boy's presence..

Presently the scratch ing of the peu ceased--only'after -a scarcely perceptible pause, to recommence
upon another sheet

Thle boy stoodl bis ground, witli an air of respect-fui patience, only the scraping of bis feet, as herested, boy-like, first upon one foot and then uponthe other, betraying the ill-suppressed eagerness wîtli
which he waited.

At last the man flung down his pen and faced>the intrepid intruder witb frowning brows; but asbis eyes lighted fully on the chidish forrn, andfrank, open face, lie started and, with a grim laugli,said curtly, "Well, my boy, and wbat importantbusiness can a youngster like you have with me ?"The boy drew hirnself up to bhis full height."I know I amn rather srnall for my age," he saidapologetically; "but-l'mn ten, sir, last bir'thday, and-I'm strong 1"
"Really 1" Godfrey Carsoni's liard face lookedscornful; but as lie fixed his keen eyes uipon theslight, almost frail little figure, a softer expressionstole into them.
"WeIl, and-this important business ?" he asked.«You want an errand boy, sir."
"Yes; and you have corne 'to plead on behalf ofa b* brother, eh ?"

Thebo siled ingenuously.
"Oh, no! I haven't got one; I wish I had. I'ireonly got mother, and-she's ouly got me."
"Then what do you want? Corne, I've no timeto wa-ste, boy!"~ Carson spoke more gruffiy to hidethe feeling evoked by thie hoy's nalve disclosure.
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y The blue eyes el
" I-I would rather not say," lie faltered. Theiraising lis head, be flasbed a frank look at the danlstern eyes lient inquiringly upon him, and said, wita mysterious smile, "You see, if I did I sliould b

telling the other liand."
StilI more mystified, but interested in spite o'hîrself, Casnsmiled back at the eager chuld.
"Who -are you ?" be asked abruptly."Tony Harland, sir."
"Does your mother know you ve corne bere toiday ?"
"No, she doesn't, 'cause"-tie young voicitrembled sliglitly-"sbe 's gone aWay."P"And left a young child like you atone t""She couldn't h4el lerself 1" said ýthe boy quickly, resenting the implied reproacli. "Slie's been illvery ilI, and now she's had to go to the seaside witfa family, to liel'p two little girls with lessons, scsbe couldn't take me."
"I see. Then who is looking after you ?""Mrs. Cresswell-we lodge with Mrs. Cresswell,the lady wlio corne s to, cean your shop." Thle mansmiled as the image of the said "lady"' rose beforebhis mental vision. "She told mie you were wantiniga -boy, and-1 wish you would take me for fiveweeks, sir. I'd work very hard, and I can goerrands ever so quick-ask Mrs. Cresswelt."
Carson remained sulent, eyeing the boy doulit-fully.
"P'lease take me, sir," said the dhuld pleadingly.
Carson 1augbed.
"How mnucli do you expect a week ?"
"eOnly what in wortli to.you, sir," answeredthe boy promptly.

eWitb a shrug of lis broad slioulçters, and alauigl at bis own foolishness, Godfrey Carson turnedto the desk again, and takîng uip a sealed letterfield it out, saying briskly, "All rigit, Tony. Youmiglit as well begin niow. Do you know wbere
Cardig ani Place is ?"

Yes, sir; quite well."
"Theni take this, and wait for an answer."
"Yes, sir."
WVitli a military-like saluite, the boy darted offtbirougli the swing-door, and flourisbing the tetterbefore the astonished shopman, cried elatedly, asbe dashed out of the shop:
"I'm your errand boy now t I've begun already !"A sharp> imperative ring from the muner officerecalled the man's scattered senses, and lie promptlyobeyed the stimmons; but lie gave a sonmewhat divid-ed attention to the various orders lie received, andstill lingered when Carson turned back 'to lis deskwith a gesture of dismissat.
"Shaîl I take the card out of the window, sir ?"lie asked tentatively.
"The card ?"
"Yes, the 'Boy Wanted,' sir ?"
"Certainly flot."l
"I beg your pardon, sir. I thouglit the youngstersaid you lad engaged him."
Carson smîled grimly.
"I have--couldn't help niyself 1" The man'seyes widened at the admission of weakness fromhis usually strong-willed employer. "I-have takenhim on for a few weeks-just for the liglitererrands; but, of course, I shall need a boy-thieusual strong boy for the beavier worç.
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And Godfrey Carson, wliose heart bad sobeen closed to geniat, b'uman influences, begýlook forward to the entrance of the briglit, b
ifigure, and would smile as lie answered, "(morning, Tony t" and gravely returned the s

b aturday- found the youthful errand boy ine session of lis first earnings.e"Sure I've been wortli that, sir ?" hefdoubtfully, as Carson lianded liim'fie shillings"Quite," assured that usually keen, astuteness man, unliesitatingly.
"Then thank you, sir!t" saîd the boy grateand full of excitement he danced off withevident deliglit that the sliopmen looked afterwitli feelings of envy.
The second week saw the advent of the erboy proper, and though, on one pretext and anoCarson kept bis protege in close proximity to,self, except when out on messages, Tony eyedother boy with increasing suspicion.
Godfrey Carson, with a feeling of disapp,ment, was quick to notice a change. The boy',trance in tbe mornîng lost its old briskness,came more liesitating, and bis greeting less biand eager.%
"Boy-like, lie is tiring already," Carsonhimself disappointedly.
But thougli Tony seemed to, have lost thebriglit eagerness, he fulfiled bis little commisswitli the samne promptitude, and sbowed no ladienergy in his work.
"Well,' Tony," said bis employer, wlien the1Saturday came round; bhere are your wages.'Tony looked at the two lialf-crowns on the dlbut did loét offer to, take tliem up. Instead,bhalf drew back, bis face flushing-painfully.
::'lm sorry, sir,' but-I can't take it.""Can't take it! Wliy, bow now, Tony? 'IAis the matter, my little man ?" asked Carson,

prised.
"I-1 tliougli,-wlien you took me, that Ithe errand boy, sir. I know niow I'rn not. 'Tothe real errand boy; I'mi only-only-"
R-is voice trailed off as lie made a mianly,termined effort to check the rising tears.
"Oh, tliat's it, is it ?" cried Carson, witli a fing of relief, the tremor in the boy's voice 5inda faint echo in bis own. "Why, Tom is onblsort'of outside porter, just to take tbe heavy ar<and sucli like things."
"He's the errand boy, sir, not me," persis

Tony emphatically.
"Now, look bere, Tony; I see I shall liaveexplain things to you. I need you both. You-"You didn't use to keep two boys, sir," brcin the boy suspiciously.

1"No, but-I used to often use the messeniboys;- Dow I don't need. You are fat more~to me than an ordiuary messenger boy. Andi
.sides, rny business is constantly growing," lheon, as the blue eyes stili looked at him doubtfi"When 1 began business I had only one yolmari in the shop, now I have eiglit, as well as hat the warehouse. So wliy should I not keepextra boy, if I need one ?" lie finislied liumbly.

The old sunny smile flashed over Tony's fa"And you need me, ýhonour bright ?"
"Honour brîglit, I need my littie mnessenger bTony."
<Tliank you, I'm glad t" -~The littie felbeaved a sigli of relief, and eagerly grasped tsilver coins, <''cause I did want tlie money."The man smited, then baîf sigbed. Was tbut the echo of the usuial cry of the multitude?Dlthe saine sordid spirit ruIe this apparentty seyoung life? he asked himself regretfully.
"This mnakes ten 1" said the boy, gleefully. "five weeks it wilI be twenty-five ' won't it r'"It will. Why, you'l -have qûîite a small fortll iv t h e n - T n n uv - i ý , - ...- - - - - 1


