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JOHN'S FIRST BALL GAME.
By Angelina Tuttle,

“Please, mother, | want  exceedingly
1o go.

“Exceedingly, you dearest wee man?”
ropeated Coustn Constance, and she kiss
ed John for the twentyseventh time that

a

She and mother were pinning on the
violets which father and Mr. Stuart bad
brought home, and taking last looks in
the hall mirvor at the fastenings of thew
hlue ver Nam and the horses were at
the door, a Jarge blue fiag decorated with
a white Y Hoating from the back et
of the carriage.

After they had driven away, John went
to the back window and ¢red.  Some
one else was erying. Kl was wailing and
moaning in a way to make the neighbors
frantic, He sat in the next back yard,
tied to a clothesline post.

“Poor ENLT said Jolin diving s eyes
to look at the dog.

Eli was a very stylish young bull aog
He was brindled brown and black and
had white spots.  One half of his fac:
white, the  other  half  brindled. 1)
white half had an e with pink lide
amnd the brindled half had an eye finished
in black.  His collar was so wide il so
studded with brass nail heads as to gve
Eh quite a dudish air.  He had come
to New Haven with his master the ugnt
before, "

Eli cared nothing for travelling sighty
miles on  account  of a  Yale-Princewon
foothall game, but he adored his masier
and wished him never more  than  ten
feet from his nose. When he saw -Jolin
at the window he put his head o one
side and looked friendly and inquiring
Then he cast his homesick gaze up
the high brick building on one side, at

the lines of unfamibar windows on an
other, and about back fences he  hal
never seen or smelled before, and a ‘ong

drawn, yelping arose from his hes
John went around and found K
lease put on my coat,” he
think I'll go out and see EN.”
YEl, indade, and who was telling yo
the name of the crathur, Swaleheart?
“The man who owne him. He is com
ing to Yale next year.”
“Wall, sit on the nixt steps and don't

i,

I a hand nare the howlin® hasie,”
utioned Kate,
“0, he won't hurt me,” John illed
back.
Eli appeared  social.  He came and

smelled John's hand, then he tugged at
his chain and  wagged his tail Leseech-
ingly.  Finally he sat down agam and
whimpered and trembled.

“Poor  ELY  said  John, I was
homesick once.  “It's worse than mea-
sles, isn't it?

At that Eli came near and st down

and laid hs broad head on John's litte
knee. He whined softly, and tremblod
and shook with longing.

Want to walk around the yard a lit-
tle, Eli* Youn can walk in this yard anl
i e and in Mrs, Camp's. She won't

So John unfastened the chain, keep
ing hold of the small bar at the 'nd.
But what a whirlwind Eli he had let

loose!  The dog yelped for joy and
sprang up and around and all over John
till, being but and slight for

live-year-old, the boy had hand work to
keep on his feet. He was glad  when
Eli stopped thanking him. Up the “lens
dashed the dog, then, as the door did
not open to let him in, he dashed down
again. It took him less than a winute
to make the round of his yard and
John's and Mrs. Camp’s.  After that
he made a bolt for a back gate.

“Wait,  Eli.  Please, Eli.  Mother
doesn’t let me,”  wailed John;  tugging
at the cham.  But out they both went,
around the alley and into the stree:.
Eli tugging ahead like a small locomo
tive and John pulling back hard as over
he could.

The street wae deserted, but at ihe
corner were  plenty  of people, all har
rying in the sume direction, No  on»

noticed John and  Eli.  Maybe the log
felt in his bones which way his mascer
had gone, for he determinadly took the
course other feet were following.

b wished with all his heart  that
Eli were safely back, tied to his lonely
clothes-line jost, and he intended to
hang on to lis end of the chain till he
could somchow bring it about.  Findir
his handoo giowing tired he linked i
chain about his belt, and so

ing to see his own  policem say
ing over and over, “05%1 Forest Streed,
We're not Jost, 953 Forest 8 e
Presently they were in the thic
such o gay crowd—pretty  girls, with
either violets or yellow chrysanthemams
ever and ever so  many young men,
all the city ecemad  pouring out \Wost
Chapel Stre Long 1ows  of trolley
cars, and barges crow with vusen
sers, automblbles,  carviages,  bigeles,

big vans and sidewalks full of people,
with blue Yale tlags and black and yel-
low Princeton flags  sprinkled  over )
and gayly aflutter,
led  wallantly
were the sailes and
John trotted past.
there was no older person
for the droll pair.

many
and

ahead, and
jokes as  he

e guessed that
out

looking

“IUs mor'n forty miles ot
guess,” panted  John,  “I hope
find father all vight.  He'll

back for me.

His feet w fecling as if they eould

not take another step, bug 1t was no
use to tell K. So fin M€ they arvived
at the big fence, and the packedn

crowd, alive with its chatter and stir
and jollity.  Through the erowd ran Eh
and trailing  John

noeing  everywhire,
after him as a neadle trails the theead
in and out,

Some watching angel must have heen

guiding the brave and faithful that day
for amid all the thousands. of young
wen there Eli did finally  vun  stra‘git
against his master's feet,

“Pon my word, here’s EN,” open
lated the young man. Then he and all
his friends broke into a laugh, for when
he pulled the chain there, on the other
end, was John. John, flushed and tived
and ready to cry, but trying to bhe bheave

and act a man’s part,
“How de do, young man? How did
you  con asked  Eli's  master, and

the people laughed again,

John looked up as steadily as  he
could, “1 told Eh he could walk in oor
yard and in his and in Mrs. Camo's,
I didn't know he could pull %o, DBt
when 1 find father he'll take El bhack
and tie him up where he was.”

People seemed to think this funniest
of all, but a lovely lady stooped down
and  hid  John's fice in her soft furs
and mid in his er, “Never mind, you
1 ws boy.  We will take cars of
you, and as soon as the game is over
we'll you and Eli home all safe.”

Then with John's hand held fast in
hers she asked Eli's master to take the
dog to their man, Soon a tall gentls
man picked John up  and they all went

in through the big gate.  When they
werk in their seats John looked hout
a big open space walled in with peaple

enough to make three cities full. |
was no use looking for father, [le «qt
and watched the Yale men and 1l
Princeton men running  and tumbling

and struggling, and he heard vells and
calls and  hoarse shouting till  his cars
ached. 8o he leaned against the lovely
most comfortable  nap
tmong ber furs and yellow roses,

A territie shouting, louder than
before, awakened him. The tall gentloa-
man held him vight up on  his shoul-
der where he could see everything, and
told to wave his yellow flag  with
all his might.

Finally they rode home in a big yel-
low automobile with Kl sitting  upon
the back of the chauffeur's seat wear-
g nine black and yellow flags all stuck

lady and had a

any

about his collar.  When they came to
5% Forest Street, father and ~ mother
were juet getting out of their carrmge

and their eyes grew round and  sston-
ished at seeing John there in  the hig
yellow automobile, carrying a great yel-
low chrysanthemum in~ one hand  and
waving a - yellow and  biaek Hag with
the other.  Even Eli was excitel and
stood up on all four legs and  barkel
til his master's cane reached over and
thumped him.  That made Eh sit down
and run his red tongue about his juws

to vuy he knew he had  heen behaving
silly.

As the automobile rolled up lo the
curhing, Eli's master sprang  out  and
John'’s father came forward and  for

three minutes everyhody smiled and how-
ed and said polite things till again the
wen's hats were lifted, the auto coughed
and jerked and went chucking away

Then came the dreaded moment when
father turned to look down at John
and say, “Well, young man? i that
distresing way which always gave Jonn
queer feelings  down back, Bue
mother stooped down so that she was
Just the right height for John's arms to
slip around her neck,

“Where have you been, my
she eried and her arms trembled so
John was sorry.

“To the ball game with Eli
truly, mother, T didn't mean to
Congregationalist,

————— e

THE IDEAL GARDEN: A DREAM,

I dreamt that T was transported to the
Tdeal Garden. 1 know it is the Ideal Gar-
den because T have never seen another
like it. T found myself standing in the
centre of a green lawn, more beautifully
oft than any other I have ever seen,
Many paths led away from this lawn to
different parts of the garden, each path
Leing bordered by a different kind o
fluwer,

T go down one edged with roszes, of all
colors and kinds, Suddenly before my
eves is a lovely lake, edged with water
lilics both yellow and white, Its depths
swarm with gold fish, and swans glide
majestically on it, and T can see a lovely
waterfall which falls, with a musical rip-
ple. from a high cliff,

T see afar a shady glen, and hasten to
it, for the weather is warm. When 1|
reach the glen T find it carpeted with
violets, and shaded with delicate lime and
silver birch, of all trees the most beau-

tiful.

Larks are singing in the sky and
thrushes in the bushes. Tall forns wave
their delicate fronds over the paths as 1
go on. 1 turn down another path, and
find another kind of view, Here the
ground is laid ont in neat heds with soft
liwn between. T do not stay long here,
but wander off in another direction to
where a large glass building shows ahove
the trees,

boy
that

One candle may light a thousand, so one
good life may fill a neighborhood with
light and still «hine as brightly as before.




