
THE WORST BOY IN TOWN.

to his feet on a rail of rcaKonaV»lo Hatucss
(for a fence rail) he stfa<lie<l himself with
his rod, and accomplished with celerity tho
trip to the anyle where the rail terminated.

' Hurrah, Matt !' he sliouted, ' look here !'

and he walked along anotlier rail.

Matt saw and was glad, and following
Jack's example, he made some excellent

time himself.
• We'd never have learned that trick if

it hadn't been for the overflow. How
gla<l I am that 1 came, and—Ow !'

.Jack's abrupt termination was due to his

own course having temporarily terminated,

for the third rail upon wliich he ventured,
not having been designed for the par-

ticular object which Jack had in view,

had been split triangularly, and one of

Jack's shoes had slipped to one side, the
other slipping in an opposite direction, and
the young man came down astride the un-
yielding oak with a thnd whose sound was
something inaudible when considered in the
light of the anguish which it caused. No
new wonl presented itself for use just then

;

Jack continued to remark ' Ow, ' with a
variety of long drawn inflections, while Matt
precipitately lowered himself to a position

of safety, and manifested no inclination to

go farth.-r. After some movements devoted
strictly to facial contortion. Jack succeeded
in changing his position so that b«th legs

liuiig upon the same side of the fence, then
he examined the rail closely, as if to see if

the tip of his spine had not driven a hole

through it, and remarked,
' We'd better do this in our stockinged

feet.'

Matt thought so too, so both boys re-

moved their shoes, tying them together

with the strings upon which the fish were to

be strung, and slinging them across their

shoulders. Their progress thereafter was
considerably morcrajiid, but a sudden shriek

and a splash of voUuuinous sound and dis-

placement announced that Matt had fallen

entirely from his rail, and when Jack came
to view the scene, Matt was
flood with his own tears.

* I declare,' exclaimed Jack. ' that's too

bad, o'd fellow ! And you hari the worms
in your pocket, too— .'" hope the water has
not gol into tlie Viox and drowned them so

they can't wiggle when they're on the hooks.

Say, its warm; your clothes will dry on you,

Ijefore we reach the dam. Oh, I'll tell you
what,—we'll take them off and wring them
out, and go swimming at the same time.

'

At the prospect of an unlooked-for sport,

Matt dried his tears, and a broad flat rail

having been found the boys disrobed and
took whatever comfort could be found in

swelling the

water eighteen incliei deep with a field of

corn stubble at the bottom of it. Malt's
clothes '^eemeil ratiier clammy as he again
resumed '.lis normal position inside tiieni,

but Jack described so delightfully the as-

Hortnient of fish which he wished to catili,

that damp elotliing became a mere thing <.t

the forgotten past. Started again, Jaik
moved rapidly for some moments, but sud-
denly 3t;)pped and shouted,

' Hurry up. Matt ; here's tho splendidcst
thing uhat ever was.

'

Ma'ct obeyed orders, and while yet
twenty rail lengths behind he heard Jacli

shout.

' Hen's a bridge that floated away from
one of the little brooks ; we'll just make i

raft of it and reach the dam in less than no
time.

'

Matt eyed the bridge with manifest fa-

vour ; it was simi)ly two logs,—nmd sills-
connected by three cross-ties, upon wliic!i

the planking was laid.

' Won't the current trouble us when we
reach the river road ?' he asked.

' We won't go that way,' said Jack.
' We'll go tlirough the fields and then alon r

a wood road that goes through the timber.

It's half a mile the shorter way, besides

being the safer. Come ahead ; we'll use our
rods for poles to push the raft with.

'

' Then we've got to knock down fences,'

said Matt.
' Well, ' said Jack, who had a con^cienjo

in hiding somewhere about Ir'm, ' we "11 come
back in a few daj's, when the flood has g^ no
down, and put them up again. And we 11

play the raft is a ram—a re^'ular Merrimac,
you know,—and the fence's are an enemy's
fleet, or a cliuin stretc'.ied across the river.

Let's back out and get a good start.

"

The bridge, which did not draw a foot of

water, was backeil across the road, one boy
stood at each t-ide, and at a signal from Jaek
it was driven against the fence, througii

which it crashed most gloriously, sprinkling'

a dozen fence-rails about the surface of tlio

water.

'Hooray!' shouted Jack, 'now for tho
next one ! The Union forever '* and then
Jack, while en route for the next fence, find-

*

ing himself une ^ual to the task of extem-

f)orizing a stirring address to his commanil,
)egan to quote from ' Rolla's Address to the
Peruvians,' which was considered the gem
of that much-used book, 'The Comprehen-
sive School Speaker'— * My brave associates,

partners of my toils, my feelings and my
fame, can Rolla's words add fresh vigour ta.
the
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