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Left Alone.

§t's the loncsomest houso yuu ever AW,
This big gruy house where I stay;

1 don't call it lvin’ at all, at all—
Since my mother went away.

Four long weeks ago, an’ it se.ms a year;
* Gone home,” 80 the preacher sald,
An’ I ache fn my breast wita wantin® her,

An’ my cyes are always red.

I stay out of doors till I'm almost froze,
‘Cause every corner an' room

Seom empty enough to frighten a boy,
An’ filled to the doors with gloom.

1 hate them to call me to my meals,
Sunietimes I think I can't bear
To swallow a mouthful of anythin’,

An’ her not sittln’ up there,

A-pourin’ the tea, an’ passin’ the things,
An’ laughin’ to seo me take

‘I'wo big lumps of sugar fnstead of one,
An' more than my share of cake.

There's no one to go to when things go
wrong;
Ehe was always 80 safe an’ sure.
Why, not a trouble could tackle a boy
That she couldn’t up an' cure.

fm too big to Ye kissed, I used to say,
But somechow I don't feel right,

Crawlin’ into bed it still as a mouse—
Nobody sayin’ gaod-night—

Au' tuckin’ the cloth<s up under my chin,
An’ pushin’ my hafr back so;
Things a boy makes fun of before his
chuns,
But things that he likes, you know.

1 can't make it out for the life of me,
Whvy she should have to go,
An’ lier boy left here in this old gray
house,
A-ncedin’ an’ wantin’ her so.

There are lots of women, it seems to me,
That wouldn’t be missed 8o much—

Women whose boys are all grown up,
An’ old maid aunties, an’ such,

I tell you the very lonesomest thing
In this great, big world to-day,
Is & boy of ten whose heart is Lroke,
'‘Cause his mother is gone away.
—Toronto Globe.

A BOY OF TO-DAY

Julia MacNair Wright.

Auwther of ** The House on the Bluff,” ete.
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CHAPTER XVINL.—Continued.

Heman's twenty-fourth birthday came,
and had a most unlooked for and splen-
did celehration. 1In the evening they
were all asked to tea at Simon Flet-
cher’s, and then and there Simon Flet-
clher offered Heman a partnership in his
business. Uncle ‘Rlas pounded the
floor with his * patent leg’” until the
hcuse rang; Aunt D'rexy polished away
n few happy tears; Aunt Espey smlled
in childlike happy peace, ana remarked,
*This is just like the Lord's ways of
doing things, he never disappoints his
people.” Then everybody shook hands,
and Mrs, Simon Fletcher, a buxom, jolly
.ady, passed about lemonade and pound-
cake. As the Sinnets went home He-
man wondered how it was that the peo-
ple they passed fn the dim gaslight, and
the houses shut for the night time, did
not yet know ot hls great good fortune,
that he, Heman Leslie, was now one
of a big firm, * Fletcher & Leslie, Car-
penters and Builders.”

* Whatll you do ior a partner, Uncle
‘Rias 7" sald Heman, layiog his strong
braws hand on the old man's shoulder,

“I'l/l1 have Joey. It'll be, ‘U. Sinnet
& J. Clump, Carpenters’—not so big
soundfug as your sign, Heman, but we'll
do: we'll get on Joey and me.”

“ Aunt D'rexy,” saild Heman next
evening, “ you've been our banker eight
vears, and it is time we called you to
arcount. How much have we got laid
up for the farm purchase? Bring out
vour books, dear old lady.”

Auct D'rexy beamed. She found the
various books a2nd papers in the digeon-
hioles of the old desk, and 1aid all out
under the Jamplight. Eight years of
saviogs, but not such a great amount
after all. For four years Aunt Espey
had done nothing, and Aunt D'rexy had
almost ceased to do any work for peo-~
ple outsids, as much of her time was
needed for Aunt Espey, and Heman and
'ncle 'Rias had concluded that the busy
D'rexy worked too hard. The house-
hold hkad been supporied comfortably,
snd Heman had had lessons in dn_.wlng

and mathematics at sime expense.
Aunt D'rexy thought the hoard a fslr
one, a round thousand doilars !

“See! ali that,” she sald, presenting
a little bank-book that a kindly cashler
had k-pt In clear order for her. It was
more than they had expected; the faces
ot the family fairly shone.

*Uncle ‘Rlas,” sald Heman, * what do
You reckon this place worth 2"

“1 pald two hundred dellars for it
about thirty JFears ago,” sald Aunt
Espoy, with hér calm child-like smile.

“You migbtn't think it, but It's so.
I kept exact count,” sald Aunt D'rexy.
“ Wo'vo spent a hundred and forty dol-
lars here on Improvements, not counting
the work, becauso we d1d taat ourselves.
Thero was the brick chimnmoy for the
kitchen, the fence, the new pump, the
filllng In the hollows.”

“Yes,” sald Uncle ‘Rias, and pro-
perty has improved here in Windle
It's truo this lies low, and is tco near
the rallroad track, but I do say it ought
to fetch seven hundred dollars.”

“Seventeen hundred then wo can sece
clear,” sald Heman eagerly. “ Twenty-
eight hundred will buy back the farm.”

“ Yes, boy; but mird, a palr of horses,
a4 wWAaggon, farm tools, another cow, some
more fowls and pigs, and some sheep
would have to be bought i we meant
to do any good with the farm when we
got {t. I’ll soon have to stop carpentry,
but I could farm if I had halt a chance®

“You're good for a long while yet,
dear oid man,” gaid Heman, touchiog
his uncle's arm. “Say thirty-three
hundred would buy ua the farm and re-
8tock 1. Whew! We need sixteen
hundred yet! Never mind; now I'm a
partner with Stmon Fletcher I can lay
up five hundred a year maybe, and you
can do the rest, Uncle 'Rins.”

* With God’s blessing wo'll have our
home again,” said Aunt D'rexy. ' You'll
like to be back in your own room, Aunt
Bspey I

*“Oh, yes; but I'm happy anywhere,”
8ald the dear old soul, who after her
long, hard-working life had entered days
of peace, dwelllng serenely fn Beulah
land, ahd looking to the golden hills
across the river that parts us from life.

It was in that same spring, when all
the world was just awaking after the
winter's sleep, tbat the Sinnet family
took a holiday zad rent to visit their
friends the Clumps. They found that
Mrs. Clump bad sent them an ubrecelved
message that they must stay all night,
as she had favited the ncighbours for
the evening. * You'll have to stay,” she
gald decldedly.

*“But there Is the cow to milk, and
the pig to feed, the fowls to feed and
shut up. Why, they bave to be secn
to,” sald D'rexy.

*“ Al right, aunt,” safd Heman, “I'll
ride over on horseback and attend to
them and be back before you know it.”
He went off at a pretty good pace, and
Mrs. Clump timed him fairly as she
thought, while shg prepared ker supper.
Supper was ready and waited; finally
they sat down without Heman. Aunt
Espey was placid. Uncle 'Rlas saiq,
“ Fletcher’s stopped him for business;’
but Aunt D'rexy could not eat. Had
anything happened to her boy ? Finally
he came, rattling along the road, a flame
of excitement over all his face. He
volubly begged pardon for delays, de-
clared himself starved, was bountifully
helped--then could not eat. - What did
it all mean ?

It meant that as he mounted his horse
to ride back, a gentleman had asked
him, “ Who owns this place 1

CHAPTER XIX.
WORKS PRAISING IN THZ GATES.

“1 do,” said Heman, In answer to the
stranger’s Question.

** You look of age, and over,” said the
stranger.

“Certainly., Xm Leslle,

Fletcher & Lesle, Builders.”

“Oh! Glad to ba *alking to a busi-
ness man. I'm on husiness. Do you
want to sell this place 7**

‘“ Why, no,” said Heman, “ wo haven't
thought of it. We counted on living
here, It snits us pretty well for now.”

1 did not come kere to dicker or try
any sharp tricks,” said the gentleman,
‘“but to make a falr, straight-forward
bargain. I represent the raflcoad ‘n the
matter in band. You may have heard
that we are going to move otr shops ?
We want to bring them to Windle. The
raliroad, as you know, owns that plece
of land between the cut and Sloane's.
We nced more, and shoul buy beside it.
Sloane’s land 1is rich, under high cuitiva-

firm ot

tion, and has flne bulldings; it would .
command too high a price, and he s |

probably not willing to"sell a portion
on any terms. This laud of yours !s
of no especial value except for our pur-
poses, and for them it comes Just right.

We would give you more than you would
get In any other market. Rallroads
usoally have to pay more than other
buycrs. We have no time to waste, and
no bargaining to do. Thess small
bujldings here would serve as well for
tool-houses, as we begin work, and you
have an acre and a quarter? We will
givo twenty-five hundred cash down for
it, with Immediate posscislion.”

It secmed to Heman as if tho sky had
fallen about him in a raln of parti-
coloured stars. He nearly tumbled off
his horse, 8o overpowered was he hy
the aplendid suggestions of the words
" twenty-five hundred dollars fo cash
That meant the farm back sgain and
pleaty to stock it. Two hundred dol-
lars more than Uncle 'Rlas had required.
Twenty-five hundred dollars, that was
independence !

A lifo accustomed to doing his duty
honourably, and not yielding to passipg
emotions stood Homan in good stead; he
did not fall off his horse or otherwise
betray himsolt; ho sald calmly, * When I
said this place was mine, 1 spoke as we
all do fn our family, no man disputing
about ownershfy, ‘nut all owning all.
When you talk « iylng and ot deeds,
and so on, the place must bo sold by my
aunt, who really owns it. She will fol-
low oxactly the sdvice wo givo her. T
am sure sho will be willlug to sell, and
will be satisfled with your offer.  Still
weo shall want to consult Lawyer Bruce
before we advise her. WIHI you walt
until to-morrow noon ? At twelve sharp
we can give you an answer, at Lawyer
Brace's oftice. I think there is no
doubt but we shall make the sale.”

* All right, then; until twelve to-mor-
row, and not an hour longer. Sharp's
the word in this business.’

It was thir conversation that had de-
layed Hemar, and which sent him along
the road back to Mr. Clump’s in such a
happy excitement that his face shone
and he could not cat his supper. Nelther
could ha talk sense.

The neighbourhood friends were com-
ing in so soon that he could not begin
with the detalls of the railroad’s offer,
8tiil he felt that he must tell somebody
of the approaching good fortune, Dolly
was presently out on the wide back
porch washing the tea dishes, while Mrs.
Clunmp, In the daliry-room strained the
milk an4 scalded the pans and palls.
The sleeves of Dolly's pink gingham
frock were turned bhack at tho elbows:
she wore a big coarse linen apron with
a bib, and her fingers moved very nimbly
as she wiped cups and spoons. Heman
leaned againat a post of the porch.
“ Dolly, we can just see the tops of the
chimpeys of our house over the pasture
ridge from here, can’'t we ?" sald He-
mag.

“1 wish it was your house,” sald
Dolly, wiping a saucer., “1I heard thdt
the people who took it when you left are
talking of going West, and nobody
knows who'll come in their place. Tho
farm will all run down too, it it is in
the hands of careless tenants. Moshier
ssys the house nesds painting outsjde
and in, and thres rooms ought to be
papered. It would cost a hundred dol-
lars, and you know Afy. Sloane hates to
spend money, If 1 had that place 1
would put a ring seat around that big
willow, {t bas grown so big it looks like
a grove; and I'd bave an arbour in tue
back yard; but people who rent won’t
fix up things that way, and of cowrse Mr.
Sloanc don’t care to do it”

“What else would you do, Dolly 2"
sald Heman, with interest.

1 don't koow,” 1zugHed Dolly., “I'm
not thinking of buying it.”

“But I am,” said Heman, jubilantly,
*“goon too—right off ! I hope the place
is to te vacated s0 we can go home at
orpce. Don’t you tell a word of it, Dolly,
until the folks go away this evening,
then we must talk it over. I bad an
offer, a good offer, while I was over there
fixing things up for the night. All wa've
got to do is to close it to-morrow noon,

"and buy our cwn old home from Afr.

Sloape before night.”

Polly suspended her dish-washing.
“Do you think hell sell it for a fair
price ¥” she asked anxiously

“1 think so. He and Mrs. Sloane
have promised, and then I heard he was
talking of buyirz a place by the Normal,
and ho may like the money*

' Won't you e dreadfully lonely after
being s0 long used to the town? It
will scem dull out here, maybe'” gald
Dolly.

*“Maybe it won't then. I'll have a
horse to ride to my work every day.
And, Dolly, here’s another sorret
Lawyer Brace wants to sell his Surrey

for fitty dollars; he wants a new car-'!

riage, but this one is as strong 2s ever.
and I can repaint {& myrelf. I mean to
buy that, 8o that Aunt Espey and Aunt
D'raxy can get to church ¢omfortadly in
most any weather

“You must be getting

rich.” =afld

-

Dolly, pliing the clean dishes on & trav
*Afe Yuu teo proed to empty that dish-
pan Intn the draln fnr me ®* 1 htle to
~te young wen idle.*”

Heman lavghed, emptisd tha pan. and
brought the tea-kettla from tha kitrhen
to pour hot-water over Iwilv's dish-
Wowels Hetran wan arcustotmed to gll
these little aervices; his Aunt D'rexy
had eari, taught him to help her ln the
house.

{To be continued )

The Newspapar on the Farm.
BY NRA. ORRELL RALDWIN CAMPBELL

Pocras have heen written,
Aud xongs have bern sung,
Ot lofty decds of daring,
And \he world hag fairly rung,
With greet and fiohje eflurts,
And victorles bravely won,
Tasks grandly finixhicd,
Because 60 well begun,
But one of the treasures of dally life,
So common, vet so rare,
Like the water we s frec)y drink,
Aud the pure litsgiving alr,
Is the aewspaper, with its preclous gifis,
And almost magle charm,
As {t comes to break the monotony
Of llfe upon the farm.

Farm ife without {ts prosence
Would be a dally round
Ot ** Johp. have you fed the stock
*“ When you goin' to town ?*
*Who was that in the waggon ?
1 didn’'t know the team*
“How much do you gursas tho bog'll
weligh,
When he comes to tip the bearn **
“ DId vou tako good caro
Of tho old gray mare
“ Cuttin' bickory with this dull axe,
\Would make a preacher swoar *
* DId you bear old Higby say,
When he 3ot back from town,
What hay is bringin’ row, '
And pork is worth a pound ** .
“The old red cow kicked jost ax if
She meant to break an arm.*
But the newspaper, it comes to break
The monotony of the farm.

1 wonder how the women lived, )
What their 1ives could have beon,

With no magazioe or paper,
No sketch from any pen.

Ozly, ** What {8 bdutter bringing 1"
** Are your cows s-dolng woll 7**

I8 thero 1anythlnx catehing your chick-

ens 1

* Jakey Is learslog to spoll,”

* Notlce Mrs. Jones’ bunnit?
She got it just last week;

Sho an’ Miss Raymond's got so mad,
Thoy say they’ll never snegk.”

But the newspaper with its many gifts,
And stories meant to charm,

Comes 1ike a peace-sent mossago, .
To the dwellers on thoe farm. .

On winter cverings when all meet,
And gather ‘roungd the fire,
With bright, expectant faces,
Ang Innocen? desire;
The father pleasantly saying,
“ Botter read tho story fivst:
That fellex was In a tight plara—
Lot's see if ho needs a hoarze.
Then next we’ll hear the market;
And then the young folks’ pago:
What they are dolpg In Congress:
And where the blizzards rage” !
“ Gran'ma, 1I'l] read the scrmon, Y
You like to bear go well.”
“No! Let the rest bear thelr parts first;
I guess I con walt & spell.”
So the newapapor comes with its message
To manhood, axo and youth:
Witk pure, bright thoughts froin many
minds, -
And mnroy a Dleagant truth, .

Bodtime is sure to come too soon,
Fatigue is quite forgot;

So many things to talk about,
The dally tasks scem naught.

The young folka still look forwara,
To the evenings filled with cheer,

Un#l, this paper all read througl,
The next one shall appoar,

The mipd that without food becomes
A woedy, barren waste,

Grows with tho thought it feeds upon,
And formns a healthy tasto,

The newspaper. with its preclous gifts,
And naught that’s meant to harm,

Breaks like a ray of sunshine
The monntony of the farm.

~-Micdland Cbristian Advocata.

Aunty—" Do they teach by the object
system at your school 2

Little Boy—" Yea'm. They ls always
objecting to something or other.”

04 Farmer—" That's a fine lot of pigs
over there  What do you feced them

Amateur—* Why. ¢orn, of course.”

O!d Farmer—" In the sar 1

Amateur—*“ Certainly ne¢; (a the
mouth *



