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No Place for Boys.

There's a place for the boys.
find it somewhers;

And 1f our homes are too dainttly fair,

For the touch of thelir fingers, the tread
of thelr feet,

They'll find it, and find it, alas ' it tho
street,

Mid the gildings of stn and the glitter of
vice;

And with heartaches and longlngs we pay
a dear prico

For the getting of gain that our life-time
enjoys,

It wo fall in providing a place for the
boys.

A place for the boys—dear mather, I pray,

As cares 8ettle down round our short
earthly way,

Don't let us forget, by our kind, loving
deeds,

To show we remember their pleasures
and heeds;

Though our souls may be vexed whih
problems of life,

And worn with besetments and toiling
and strifo,

Our hearts will keep younger— your tired
heart and mine,

If wo give them & place in their inner-
most shrine;

And to 116’5 latest Bour it Wil be one of
our joys,

That we kept a small corner—a place
the boys.

They will

for

—Boston Transcript.

TIM'S FRIEND.

By Awnnie M. Barton.

CHAPTER II.
¢ A SATLOR'S LIFE FOR ME."

W ell, young jackanapes, what do you
want here ? Come, clear out, there's no
room for cargo such as you aboard.”

ouch was the greeting Tim received
trum g rough sallor who was crossing the
deck with a coll of rope on his arm at
the very moment the boy appeared.

Tim had found the Argus without much
uvuble, and had scrambled up the nar-
ruWw ptenk (beneath which was the deep
water of the dock) with the agility of a
cat, and stepped on board with all the
4ignity of an ambassador.

Not at all put out by the sailor's un-
ceremonious greeting, Tim replied loftily,
~I've come on business. 1 want to
speak to Mr. Dodds, the chief officer.”

~ None of your cheek. Clear out, and
be sharp about it, or I'll lay a rope’s end
about you.”

The threatening gesture spoke even
more eloqQuently than the words, and Tim
shrank back well out of reach.

“ You'd best call Mr. Dudds, or you'll
get wrong,” he remonstrated, keeping a
wary eye upon the rope. *“I've brought
a message from the missus, and there’ll
be a fine row if he doesn't get it.”

"What's the matter 2 asked a deep
and rather gruft voice at this juncture,
and, to Tim’'s great relief, a stout, mid-
dle-aged man with a tapned, weather-
peaten face and gray hair and whiskers,
canme up the cabin steps and confronted
them,

*“This little lad says he’s brought a
message for youn, sir. I thought he was
up to some tricks, and was ordering him
on shore, but he declares he's been sent.”

*“ He look? uncommonly like a drowned
rat,” was the cool rejoinder, and Mr.
Dodds puffed away at his pipe, while he
stared, not unkindly, at the child.

" Please, sir, your missus said as how
1 was to tell you that your little boy’s
safe at home, and it was me as found
him.”

“My little boy is safe at home, and
you found him, Well, this is certainly
news to me, considering that I never
knew he was lost.”

*She—the lady—sald she’'d sent you
word that the little chap had strayed
away this moraing. She was in a fine
taking, I can tell you. When I brought
him back she kissed and cried over him
iike anything,” sald Tim, proud to be
able to give 80 much information.

Mr. Dodds looked at him thoughtfully.
- 1 suppose you expect a reward for your
trouble; or did the lady give you one 2"
he added, struck by an afterthought.

* No, sir; but she told me to be quick
back, and she'd give me a right dowa
good breakfasi.”

Inspired by the recollection of the pro-
mise, Tim without more ado turned away,
and was speeding towards the plank,
when Mr, Dodds shouted, *“ Here ! stop a
moment; are you hungry 2"

*“I'm pretty sharp set,” -Tim answered,
with a comical smile. *-Not a bit or a
sup has passed my lips sgince yesterday
afternoon, and then ‘twarn’t anything
good, just 8 few dry crusts.”

* Come with me, and. 1I'!l find something

to fill you up,” ratd Mr. Doddn, who, ln
8pite of his gruf exterior. had a very
kind heart, and was movel with com-
passion by Tim's forlorn and wretched
appearance. *“Como along, you shall
have breakfast aboard ship for once {n
your life."

Awe-struck by the unexpected honour,
yet proud and jubllant, was Tim as ho
followed his guide down the cabin steps,
and then to the steward’s pantry, whiere
a thin, elderly man was busily engaged
in piling together some newly washed
plates and dishes.

“ Steward,” sald Mr. Dodds, “this
young shaver hag brought a message for
me, and while I write an answer I want
you to give him some breakfast A drop
of hot coffeo and a plate of ham and cggs
;v(;gldn't be amiss; I see you have plenty
e ”»

** All right, sir,” answered the steward,
who, fortunately for Tim, was a very
good-natured man., *“I'll see to him; ko
do look a miserablo little object, and no
mistake. It's not often ho gets a plate-
ful ot good victuals, I'll be bound.”

In a few minutes Tim was seated be-
fore w large mug full of hot coffee weli
sweetened with brown sugar, a generous
slice of ham, two fried eggs, and a great
huzk 5f biead.

Tho ham and eggs, being half cold and
embedded In a stiff mass of greuse, would
not have pleased an epicure, but to Tim
it was simply delicious, Never in his
life could he remember having tasted
anythiog half so good, and he ate so
ravenously that the steward paused in
his occupation of washing up dishes to
stare in amagement.

* I ghould judge it's o pretty good spell
since you took such a cargo aboard,” he
remarked presently, at the same time
putting before the boy a large, three-
cornered piece of jam tart.

Tim nodded, his mouth being too full
for speech, and the man, seeing this, con-
siderately asked no more Questions.

At length the glorious feast was euded,
the mug of coffee drained cven of the
dregs, the plate that had contained the
ham and eggs was scraped almost as
clean as it it had heen washed, every
crumb of the tart had disappeared, and
{ Tim sat licking his sticky fingers 12 the
j most blissful content.

He was stiil ragged and dirty and very

once 1a his life he had bad as much food
| a8 he could possibly eat, which was an

* Do you always have grub like this ?”
he asked;  because It you do, I'd like to
be In your shoes. I once huard a chap

Me." He was a knowing old chap. °
guesg he'd been aboard ship to break-
fast,” added Tim, with a twinkle of fun
in his eyes.

“Why, bless your ‘art,” said the
steward contemptuously, * this ain't no
specimen of sea life. If you were In this
little bit of a box (tbat you think co
snug-ljke this morning) on a dirty,

a-pitching, and ali the plates and dishes
tumbling down, and the hot soup upeet-
ting over your legs, and the captaln
a-swearin” at you because youre as sick

| 88 & dog and can "ardly ‘old up your ‘ead,

you'd p'raps change your mind about the
Jolliness of a sallor’s life.”

“ Look here,” sald Tim earnestly, “ you
get me a berth on this ship and I'l} risk
itt T'm not afraid of the captain
a-swearin’ at me. He can go it as hard
as he likes, hard words break no bones;
it’s sticks and leather belts I'm feared
of, like Granny Brown uses when she's
mad with me. Couldn't you take me as
boy to help you? I'd pick up all the
basing and things when they come a-
tumblin’ down.
nigger, and I wouldn't want no wages,
Just my grub. that’s ail.”

“ You're a plucky sort of alittle chap,”
sald the steward admiringly, * but you're
far too young for a trade like this; get a
few more years over your ead and then
talk about belng a sailor.”

“I'm eleven gone,” cried Tim earnestly,
“and though I'm little I can work. You
might try me, sir, I'm awful hard up
just now., J dopn't know what’s to be-
come of me, for I won't live much longer
with Granay Brown, I've made up my
mind to that I would rather go to
prison or the work-hus.”

‘Have you no father and mother 2"

1 had once, but they died when I were
.a very little kid. I dun't 1emember any-
thing about them. Granny Brown says
that when my mother was dylog., she
told her to take me for her lad, but I
b'leeve that’s a lie. She's a bad ’un is
_.granny, I hate her lke poison.”

*Js she your {-*her's mother 2’ asked
the steward, who felt very much inter-
ested in this qucer littie bit of humanity,
so fricndless and forlorn.

grany,

wet, but he was no longer hungry; for

at the the-a-tur-ging, - A Shtlor's Life for

stormy day, with the ship a-rolling and

I'd work Hke a black |

"No! Why, bless you, she ain't
really no relation to me. 1 calls her
‘cause everybody docs. She

| . ) .

thers s and bones: buys 'em some
flames. ml;t.ls steals ‘em when she gets the
chance. Often ['ve to o with her and
carry the hag, and, my goodness, it aln't
casy work  If she happons to have &
fow coppers i her vocket sho whi call
at every pub, and by the timo she's had
nalf a dozen nips of xin she's clean mad,
You see, she ain’t exectly drauk, or you
could dodge her; she knows what she's
doin', and the bharder she can hit you
the better she's pleased.”

* What other work do you do besldes
carrving the bag for that old wroteh

“Why, any sort of odd jobs, I aln't
perticler; running of errands, holding
horses, beggin®, and steallne too, some-
times, when it pays me better. Ounly
I'm awful feared of tho ~pollis’ catching
me, ‘cause 1'd llkely be v 2t to tio train-
Ing ship in the river.”

“It would be tho best thing as could
happen to you,” sald the stoward; * you
would bo taken care of there, and taught
an honest trade.”

Before Tim could reply, Mr. Dodds
camo i with a letter in his hand.

“Now, my lad, take this lctter to the
lady at No. 5 Dale Street, and she will
give you - s pence for your trouble. Have
you had sod breakfast 7

* Yes, sir, thank you, I never tasted
such grub in my lfe,” sald Tln frankly,
then, as Mr. Dodds was turning away,
the boy added timidly. = Oh, it you
please, sir, do you want a boy on this ‘erc
ship? I'm little, but I'm strong and
willing, and I'd do any mortal thing as I
were told.”

The mato paused and looked at him
with a kindly twinkle in hiz oyes.

“ No, no, my lad. You are too small
for a sallor at present, and just let me
give you a plece of advice; if you can get
honest work on shore, never go to ses,
ever. when you are old enough and big
cnough to choose for yourself.”

He went away, and Tfm stood still for
a moment with downcast, disappointed
look, twirling the letter in his dirty little
hands.

“It'a a bad lookout for me,” he sald,
at last. " There duesn't seem to ke any
work as I can do.”

* Cheer up, my lad,” said the steward
y kindly, “ You'll grow bigger ever day.
1 may bappei. to see you again some
time, for the Argus often comes here.
We sail in less than a week's time for
Constantinople, and from there to other
ports, It will be sbout three months

out for the ship and for me.”

‘ “ Please, sir, whai's your name, in case

I had to ask for you ?” said Tim, who
atill looked very mournful and downcast.

“John Wilson. My home is at Sua-
derland. I 1live there with my old
mother—bless her !~ when I'm ashore.
Now, lad, you'd better be off.  MMrs.
Dodds will be wondering what's become
of you. Here are a few scraps as will
help you along for a day or two when
you're bhard up.™

The kind-hearted man thrust a googd-
sized package of broken bits of tood into
the boy's hands, and very reluctantly Tim
sald * good-bye.”

The nex! moment ho was speeling
along through the rain and storm, alter-
nately whistling and singing the refrain
he had heard at the music hall, ‘ A Safl-
or's Life for Me.”

(To be continued.)

MFELINDA'S DAY OFF.
DX E. I, ALLEN.

The old fashioned knocker on the
Moore’s farm-house door rapped sharply,
once, twice, and again, before the mald,
Mclinda, brisk as she was, could answer
the knock. Half a dozen boys and girls
filled up the door as soon as it was
opelned and clamoured for Belle and Ros-
well.

‘“ They're here, and as they ain’t run-
ning away p'rhaps you'll dust your feet
before you come in on my clean fioor™

The young folks went laughing bark
to the shuck mat; they were used to
Melicda's sharp ways, and did not mind
though she did look a trifle crosser than
usual.

They did not stay long on Melinda's
clean floor, however, for Roswell and
Belle were burning brush {n the back
lot, and the party trooped out after them.

“"We've just the finest scheme golng
for to-mobrrow's holiday,” shnuted one of
the boys as soon as Le came within hail-
ing distance; “NMrgs Best has given us
ber donkey cart for the dav and we are
going out to ‘ the pass’ on a plenic; weo've
cume to get you all to go along.”

Instead of a gleeful acceptance of this

y jovitation, Roswell looked 2% Bello and

Belle looked at Roswell, and nefther sald
‘ a word. .

Ok, it's all right, Belle,” spoke up one

of the girls, who thought aske saw what

: Was the matter, “ of course wo couldn't

g Ly oufielves, Uncle Tom n going
along on horsehack tn take crrs nf us™

But the viston of Unrle Tom on horse-
tack (dear, Jolly Unels Tonm, who niways
mude young folks have a gomld timed, did
not scem to relleve tho situatton.

*Well I eoxclalmed Paul RBrown, .
patientld, “don't jou say it will bs
jolly ¥

* Oh, tremendous,” answered Roswell,
but rather weakly. ** we can't go, though.*”

*Can't gn!' Why not*  What's the
good of a holiday If you can't go on a
plente °

But nuw Roawell looked resolutely at
Belle, as much as tn say that this was her
put,

*We promised Melinda a week agoe”
safd  Belle, with some mournfulunss,
= that wo would do her work to-morrow
and let her go and sao her mother: hee
mother’'s awfully old, and sho is bed-
rldden; she lives with M~linda's brother
out on Kerr's Creek.”

“Oh, won't anme other day do " eried
Frances; * this s the only Juy wo can

o.it

‘It is thoe only day Melinda can go,”
answered Belle, shaking her bhead and
trying not to sound as It she were going
tn ory, * sho has mads SrTRABNETIMEAG W
have Mr. Clark call for her in the mal:
waggon before daylight.”

*“But one of you could go,"” suggested
Puul, it don’t tako two to do the work

“ It would take twonty of us,” sald
Belle, petting back her bright smile, “to
do all Melinda does, in the way zhe does
ft! I am obliged to stay because mother
is sick in bed, you know: uot very sick
but not able to ba up, and 1 must mind
the children. But Roawell might go.”

“No, he mightn't, elther, aunswered
that young gentleman, grufily, because he
wanted =0 badly to go. ‘' Is there any
fairy godmother around to maka Kitcher
firas and bring water from the syring **

Thére was nothing to do but to give uy

hoaving Belle and Roswell on tho pleni~

*'Jow about Sally Elder ¥ suggested

Belle; I think sho would just lovo t

| 89, and 50 would Bessie; they hardly ever
g0 to things, you know, they'ro so shy

l “Well, it you ain’t ono of a kind, Miss
Belle McClung Moore ™ cried Paul-

|

|

!

“ you're not satisfled with belng a home
missionary yourself and dragging Ros-
well Into {t O I know you got him Into
this thing but you must be sending us
off on a foreign mission **

Belle coloured up, but she knew that

experience as delightful as it was strange. | béfore we get back, and then you can look , Paul's mockery was only skin deep: she

felt sure the Elders would get the trolle

“Thero is one thing, pleaze’ adide?
this little woman, to whom God had given
the gentle instinct of her sex, ' con't ler
Meclinda hear anything about this plente-
she mlight recfuso to go, and anyway it
would spotl I~ day”

The sun was gulng down behind House
Mountain on the day of Melindas holi-
day, the day of the picnic, wheh the
weli-warn old knocker at the Moorc's
sounded again.

- Thats the doctor,” sald toe Invalid
mother, 1§ know hia way of letting the
bar fail.”

It was the doctor, a surly old chap on
1 the cutside, sumething ltke Melinda, o
| heart of goid inside, also like Melwud:.,
- Weil, he sard, coming in with heav)
tread, “ not much fun going on here, ch ?
1 reckon everybody can't take bhollday at
once.”

«“ Have you seepn anybody taking holl-
day to-day, doctor 2" asked Belle

* I've been as far as Kerr's Creck io-
day,” he answered, bending his shaggy
brows on her. *“1I 8aw a happy old wo-
man out thero to-day, she docsn’t hasve
many happy days, lying up in bed, waited
oa by a complaining daughter-tn-law, but
ghe has had a good time to-day. You
lon’t happen to know anything about her,
¢h, Isabel 27

The little mald lovked up, smiling at
Roswell, but boyllkc he looked out of
the window.

1 passed another happy lot,” con-
tinued the doctor. " in a cart trimmed
| witk flovers, 1 thnk it is the first time
{ I ever saw those Eider children having
a sure enough goud time. Know any-
thing about them, puss ?”

Wise old doctor !

{ Tho sun was gonc now, the doctor
| must be going too, but tefore he got on
{ his horse he felt an arm steal aroand bis
{ neck and heard a soft whisper .

* You Jjust camo hero to zsy that, you
dear old humbug: Aaybe you didot
find so much peazure whed you came

j 1n. but youre leasving ail anybody could
ask. And Melinda can havc another day
off whenever she likes.”

i He stared at her with bulging eyes
She had a boxing glove on her left hand
and a2 bammer in her right  “M.my
deur,” ho stammered. * wha what are you

,golng to d0”" "Sir.”” sbe spapped,
“I'm polng to drive tacks.”



