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Tim's Kit.
It surprised theshinors and news-
boys around the post-office  the
other day to see “Limpy Tom”
conme around them ina quicet way,
and hear him say:
“Boys, I want to sell my Kkit.
Here's two brashes, a hull box of
blacking, @ good stout box, and the
outfit goes for two shillings.”
“Goin’ away, Tim?” queried one,
“Not 'zactly, boys, but I wanta
quarter the awfullest kind just
now.”
“Goingon a ‘scourtion?” asked
another.
“Not to-day, but I must havea
quarter,” he answered,
One of the lads passed  over the
change and took the kit, and Tim
wilked straight to the counting-
room of a duily paper, put down
the money. and said:
I guess I kiv write if you'll give
me o peneill”
With slow moving fingers he
wrote a death notice. It went in-
to the paper almost as he wrote it,
but you may not havescen it. e
wrote:
“Dicd—Litul Ted, of scarlet fev-
er. aged three years; funeral to-
morror, gone up to Hevin; left one
bruther.”
“Was it your brother?” asked
the eashier.
Tim tricd to brace up but he
couldu’t. The big tears came up,
his chin quivered and he pointed
to the notice on the counter, and

gasped: ©I -1 had to sell my kit to
do it, b—but he had his arms a-
round my neck when he d—died!”

He hurried away home, but the
news went to the boys; they gath-
cred in o group and talked. Tim
had not been home an hour before
a bare-footed boy left the kit on
the doorsstep, and in the hox was
a bouquet of flowers v hieh had
been purchased in the market by
pennies contributed by the crowd
of ragged but big-hearted wrchins.

His “Little Feller.”

“I happened to be down inmy
cellar the other morning when the
ashman camearound to colleet the
ashes,” said a gentlaman who resid-
es in Second Avenue, toa Detroit
Free Press representative. I was
opening o barrel of great red ap-
ples at the time, and when the big,
dust-covered and necessarily un-
tidy man came back with the emp-
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ty ash barrel Tpicked up anapple
and held it out toward him, saying
as 1 did so:

“Won't you have an apple?”

He ok it eagerly, saying as he
did so:

“Thank ye, sir; ve a little fellex
at home who'll be tickled to death
to gitit. I most always findsome-
thing or other in the ash barrels to
carry home to 'im at night, but it
ain't often I got anything cqual to
this bigapple. T tell ye the little
feller'seyes will shine when he sees
it.”

“I don’t know how many times
that day my thoughts were of that
big, rough-handed fellow, with
that apple put avay so carvefully
in his pocket for that clittle feller”

“When evening came I thought
of the ‘little feller’ who was on the
outlook for the big, dust-covered
father, with the calloused and <oil-
cd hands, but with the true heart
and the kindly word that made
him a king in the eyes of that ‘lic-
tle feller’

“It must have been a very poor
and humble home to which the
man wentat the close of his weary
day, but then there was the ‘little
feller's' presence to make beautiful
even the bare walls and floors and
to bring the love light to his fath-
er’s eyes and joy to his father's
heart.

“These Qittle felleas’ glorify and
bheautify many 2 home in which
poverty abides,  But human affec-
tions can sweetly and patiently
endure toil and rags and poverty
when there isa Clittle feller” to
meet and greet the father when
the long day is done.”

—

Seeing the Point.

A boy returned from scheol one
day with the report that his schol-
arship bad fallen below the usual
avirage.

“Son," said his father, “you've
fallen behind this month, haven't
you?”

“Yes, siv.”

“ITow did that happen?”

“Don’t know, s

Thefather kuew, if the son did
not. IIe hadobserved a number of
dime novels scattered about the
house; but had not thought it
worth while tosay anything until
a fitting opportunity should offer
itself. A hasket of apples stood
upon the floar, and he said:

“Empty out those apples, and
take the basketand bring it to me
Inlf-full of chips.”
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Suspecting nothing the hoy abey-
e,
“And now,” he continued* “put

" those apples back into the basket.”

When the apples were replaced,
the boy said:

“Ifather, they rolloff. Tean't put
any more in."”

*IPut them in, I teli you.”

“But, father,Ican't put themin,”

“Put them iu! No, of course you
can't put them in.  You ~aid yon
didn’t know why youfell behind at
school, and T will tell you why.
Your mind is like that basket. It
will not hold more than so much.
And here you've been the past
month {llling it up with chipdirt -
dime novels.”

The Loy turned onhis heel, whis-
ted, and said: “Whew! [ ~ce the
point.”

Nota dime novel has been seen
in the house from that day to this.

I know a Thing or Two.

“My dear boy,” said a father to
his only son, “you are in bad com-
pany. The lads with whom you
associnte indulge in bad  habits,
They drink, smoke, swear, and [
am afraid they gamble. They are
not safe company for you. I beg
you to quit their society.”

“You needn’t be afraid for me,
father,” replied the boy, lnughing-
Iy; “Iguess I knowa thing or two.
1 know how far to goand when to
stop.”

Thelad left his fatha's house
twirling his cane in his fingers and
Inughing at the ‘old man’snotions.’

A few yearsiater, and that lad,
grown to manhood, stood at the
bar of o court, beforen jury which
had just brought ina verdict of
guilty against him forsome crime
in which he had bheen concerned.

Before he was  sentenced he ad-
dressed the court and =aid, among
other  things: “My  dowmvard
course began indisohedience tomy
parents. Ithought I knew as much
asmy father did, and I :paaned his
advice: but as soon as 1 turned my
back upon my home, temptations
came upon me like o drove of

hyenas and hurried me into ruin.”
e e ]

A little fellow, upon hearing his
auut sayv that the sermon was one
of thebest that the pastorhad ever
preached, remarked, “Why, aunt
Emma, it secms tome that you say
that every Sunday.” Happy pase
tor who has such Jicarens! What
did you say about your pastorz
sermon lastSunday?-- Baptist Unien,



