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»unwr*»lHh "’e' b'” 1 W‘m had me hand,ul of coppers, some exploded bullets,

‘.‘Tell - Jb-Th. Jimmy,” I said, pre-  ̂ « *»*“>.up on the stone wall,
rK i0 1 .>•”«•, , , an Old pigskin purse in his inner xZ, he ^Tumi /tThe other'" 006 hlnd *"d 1

tt id all the pleasure in loife, sur. It’s a took two gold coins, and laid them above tx n " lh , , .
good story, but they won't tell it in camp, the silver he had placed in a little heap 1 he yellow .eaves ot toe big elm came
becos its to the honour an' glory av Jimmy ”11 yer honner would take cere av me bit nu,,t'rm6 * «" around hcr. 1 here was a 
O'llowd. Well, sor, Sharp on eight i/clock av money an’keep it out av harm's wav »«et smell of ripened grapes from the wild 
1 finds myself at Helder’s Farm. You know It's savin' av ive.v penny I'll be now ■ yer T™ "T?»' 'V"* ™ ,W1S u*"? md‘swsr? - rtzi T’
'very sudd', l,"n;Wi V ,hhtt walktd 'his rough Irishman upon" whom" lo""haj K'lnl £!5te?'Sh"P C,iek °f
lark. They were hfflhV behhu theZil whin XZ E . v«u see 'em?” said 'Manda', twin
I wint through the courtyard ; an' 1 let on Ins soul, and there w is a look of dumb8 en- "J1?' vZ reach"'K, “P 80 that her freckl-
not to see thim, though they was waitin’ fur i , r,» , r u i , . . e(l forehead was on a level with the stone
the fun wo, didn't ct off" TwiTu", * whi, h no man couîS’reZ, L"°qUC"t I™ 'Me“a eouldn'tclimb up because
the door as bould as brass, sor, an' knocked, ""An’I'll lake the pledge if you please 'hc had a «one bruise on her f.xjl, and it
an I heard thim laughin’ fit to bust their- sor. afihcr breakfast this ver, day. An' h”" her '° pUI hcr toc ln the crcvlccs of ,hc
at ves >e in t e wall. VYhin she comes to could ver honner s take a good word for me ,iYps ’* renlieH l

trimblin’ loike ; but whin she tco ni«, W of ïhZrZÆ Sf '* TTP"* M^'na doten there,

O'Dowd, she breaks into the swales, s,nolle, in thun parts They stiake av ',m as he i gx haV,e K°' "h«e*“«8. and ««
Bulls,, Wasn't expected, and I didn't was à 3d haste an" n^Hn? le™” " ^ve, jackets and ruffles on their
give myself away. 1 jes says wid me best 1 promised Jimmy heartily enough, and . ........
bow an' me Sunday ,mode. 'I've come ,0 the though, oi , "visit ,0" Helde", Farm said’Me", neuishlv ' “
wish yez all a merry Christmas ' Wid that pleased me not a little. I knew it would .. .r- P . y' . , .
she opens the door wide an bids me come add ,0 the odd bit, of experience I had i g W7e l>0,0r andour m0,her ,allÇ' 
m an’I goes,,, and stops .her,, yer honner, picked „p in ,LZkeof ” Bu, the Lhats ” sotZ a'U °nl"

“ïæs, ..... saasrfzev-,:s «»*<
coa, sleeve, and then turned ,0 me" w„h a ,h d. with a burning fi^-r n mv vein, “ -a61”66" 7' even . wh,tc
pertdexed ,00k on hi, face. and wh"en "he docZsL me /was^eX down fmmZ wah" "' “ ^ 8Crlmb,ed

X er honner, this is a ciooil war. I niver orily bidden go back to it and stay there “T >,« v 1 1 ,* 1 , „
thought av it till last night. We're the same unlil he gave me leave to get up. A sharp "Ho»?^ Letsmakeone'
mothers sons ; we shouldn t be tearm’ at attacl: of fever laid me low for a week, and o0h voum, see , »
•^^eback a pro-Boer, S&tttt.'Zi'&i 3™ ™ **

Vm tend'e^orZore^ympadleticZha^^immy sS’TS 1^52
agm this war, he said, steadily. “What O’Dowd. His love affair impressed it ! ? ’ 6 f, h°?P''fe . ,he
îut ahv°tlheirWowfinliLddaC?”nt '"llt a"’ ,hi"‘ “u"’"! ‘° wilh surPrlsi"K ral’idi'v. and la’^siioo", from motherland long sticks

I perceived that there had been some dis- and"k"e,p^^“"blueXtZ,:^
cussion at the burgher’s farm, and that the till the dawn of brighter and more peaceful ™lïu ‘ a gK, ' bl ' , V orane>!.
women of Ihe Helder household had talked days Wha", ,S« VmmVs mmuTnt ba™ ^

o Jimmy to some purpose. But he was an have I know not, but this I know, that even was belt» than the li«le hard ann ». hè
n ividual of such limited intelligence that in its earl v stages it made a better man of him; windfalls scattered on the orchard «!ri6 >

,hewrrr»hi,hyhS;i":,v carry on ,he -f hi.r
"It’s natural^ou should fee, as you do m 5 bri«hl.Rho*-»'>"d

the circumstances, Jimmy. 1 suppose this good report. And so whether it bring to
W°«?/i ^our *a8t v'slt t0 Helder's harm ?" him ultimate happiness or not, it has not

It s a grand country this, yer honner ; been without its message of inspiration and 
it laughs when you touch it, an’ there's a gi ace for the soul ot Jimmy O’ Dowd.
Iiyin in it dacent for man and baste. I’d 
loike to be done wid solderin’ after the war’s 
through, an* settle down in it.”

“You might do worse, Jimmy. Did you 
tell Miss Helder this ?”

“No, yer honner, I didn't dare,” he 
wered. Then there came upon his lace that 
1 idiscribable pathos which could disarm 
even a just anger against this wayward 
of Erin.

“ I hey've been blackballin’ me to lier, yer 
honner ; some av the bhoys that’s eaten up 
wid jealousy an’spite. Have I served yez 
faithfu', an’ will ye do something for O’Dowd 
that he won’t forget till hi* dyin' day ?”

y What is it, Jimmy ?”
“Could yez lake a walk quite nateral like 

to Helder’s Farm an’ see the colleen, an’ 
spake a good word f.r Jimmy O’Dowd?
He may have been a baste in the past, 
but he’ll be a baste no longer. For to win a 
smile from the colleen or a kiss from her 
bps a man wad give up everything in the 
wurruld.” 6

With that Jimmy began to empty his 
pockets on the little table, and the contents 
were a sorry sight, A few bits of silver, a

Two Bits of Fun.

And when- 
were smashed by lusty 

blows, it was easy enough to get more.
Such a jolly game as they had 1 It 

so funny that the girls never quarried a bit— 
and I’tn afraid I can’t say that of the 
folks over in Judge Edwards’ yard.

•T tell you what, mother,” said ‘Manda, 
as she went into the house for a new spool, 
“home-made games are the nicest, after all. 
One has two bits of fun with them ! The 
first is the making them and the second is 
playing them 1 ” —Mary E. Q. Brush, in 
Youth’s Companion.

ever the “balls”
4

young

In The Orchard.
When the fiery maples blaze through 

golden haze.
And the early frosts begin,

Then we children have suchefun, brisk and busy 
every one,

Gathering Ihe apples in.

a smoke of

It was such ;i pretty sight when the orchard 
blossomed bright,

May-day wreaths on every hough,
While the petals fell below in

,U think

A clergyman, taking occasional duty for a 
friend in one of the moorland churches of a 
remote part of England, was greatly scandal­
ized on observing the old verger, who had 
been collecting the offertory, quietly abstract 
a half-crown before presenting the plate at 
the altar rails. After service he called the 
old man into the vestry and told him, with 
emotion, that his crime had been discovered. 
The verger looked puzzled. Then a sudden 
light dawned on him. “Why, sir, you 
doan’t mean that ould half-crown of mine 1 
Why, Oi’ve ‘led off with he this last fifteen 
years !”—Denver Times.

a drift of rosy

it prettier now.

For we love the apples red, blushing, burning 
overhead,

All n-tiptoe for a fall ;

Hut

Up the mossy trunk we spring, to the gnarly 
branch we cling,

pluck them all.Till at last we

On a windy winter's night, when the fire is flam­
ing bright,

We will bring them from the bin,
And with peals of laughter glad we will tell what 

fun we had
Gathering the apples in. What makes life dreary is want of motive, 

—(ieorge Eliot,|—Ex,
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