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The Little Arm-Chair.

dlts- in the little arm-chair?
B g > 1D & corner dim ;
-Anq lte-haired mother gazing there
Yeey thy earningly thinking of him,
T Fough the dust of long ago
4 ! g 8g!

N}?ODY .
By 2tan

l: bloom of her boy’ssweet face
€ rocks so merrily to sud fro,
ith & laugh thaet cheers the place.

SO?Ietimcas he holds a book in his hand,
Sometimes & pencil and slate ;
ud the lesson is hard to understand,
And the figures hard to mate ;
ut she sees the nod of the father’s head,
‘So proud of his little son.
And she hears the word so often said:
« No feur for our little one.”

h“y, were wouderful days, the Jdear, sweet

W days,
When a child with sunny hair
as hore to scold, to kiss and to praise
She bl her knee in the Little chair.
\«V)os\ him back in her busy years,
ad llen the great world caught the man
i 16 strode away past hopes and fears
o his place in the battle’s van.

An(! now and then in a wistful dream,
Like a picture out of date,
he secs a head with a golden gleam
Bent over a pencil and slate.
Al}«l she lives again the happy day,
The days of her young life’s spring,
"hen the small arm chair stood just in the
L. way,
The centre of everything.
— Harper’s Buzaar,

PROSPEROUS, RIGHTEOUS,
UPRIGHT & GO.

By E. Donald McGregor.

CHAPTER VIIL

“ groc“ANGK had come over the firm of
0n.t"l)erous, lilghtenus, Upright & Co.” _I

Tenpe .‘"eﬂu_hy this that the members of this

R“h(‘t"d firm suddenly became very good.

Jink:r, would I have you know that Tom,
pol"”‘“ld Pete, having at last stepped ont
ermi 1¢ roud to the Place, set their faces de-
canedly forward,

%iq af ‘11 have to not be like

‘lfte;. M 16 opened the stall window,

Cw r. Black’s talk.

Worpj ?}} have to wash ourselves every
in’? Jinks replied gravely.

. }(:Wv do you know that?”

Ing theyl;':?“se the Chart says s0,” and open-
oF ang Bible Jinks hunted up a cerbain chap-

filthiy,, read: ¢ Cleanse yourselves from all
W“ ‘Kss of the flesh.’”

Tom s:(i L never knowed that was there,”

s“&pn id in surprise. * You an’ Pete an’

Sery yoglfv off to the biy fountain now, an’
dor gls_elveﬂ‘ an’ T'iL go after & while.”

Jinks r‘ (?'3"1’3 vigorously protc,\-led, when

the folll)n((‘.w ‘ded to dip him into the Dbasin of
“No ;”“' but Jinks said tirmly

Yag tg be (_'l““l’sy all the people in our business

So ‘i‘nYy(m ;::'S'.‘;, an’ you know you're the Co.;

1

ow ;:L;ﬁ:lt strealcy,” Tom exclaimed, when

3 ery <)fn ’ 1?‘_“3!’ he viewed the washed
All by the Firm, *‘at least,” he added,
i oun D cra,pa is.”

¢ y Bhuutn.efd soap, 8o you do,” & rough Irish
up o L‘ol]%( at them, as he stopped to buy 2
w a.t"e? and a hun.

ql;‘ Ok, it’: :O&P ? ‘” Pete asked curiously.

N 1 te] stulf as you buys at the grocer’s,
“Plieq, you it makes the dirs fly,” the boy

i
Wy We
l?" &nd hl:t,l-st have some ! ” Tom said decided-
p:“ s he ¢ ing carcfully counted the cash in
; Yhase an off, empowered by the Firm, to
hi ‘1p W? Plece of soap,
“:: “rndshed me off tine,” he announced on
ly Bho;]:nd Jinks and Pete agreed that he
Week op .
% hig, thg:, two B:itcr this, Tom discovered,
“:1311 the Chart ordered clean clothes

8l

¥ Le‘;

i\?{:f. in ?;{ garinents be always white,”” he

“‘Kel‘n mmlnim_slmmnt, to Jinks and Pete,
W gy, w;:i’ég“‘l‘% “’ We could never keep

L ® oo shirts.”

"higtth"“gl‘:élfl {m"e ‘em clean, though,” Jinks
s Megyy, ally, as he looked at his dirty

Uy Wop .
“le:x? the lie,.. if the Lord Jesns wouldn’t let
8 (&) or:llte ung, if we k(‘/ph rem good an’
gg”‘ted th&tquesbioued seriously, and Pete

selth“'t Vepy they ask Mr, Black about it.
g wy.qllesn‘V same evening Mr. Black was
i 1oned ax to the necessity of weat-

N o
. KQEp !

we was,” Tom
the day

s

&

Shirty
Uur\ while {ravelling to ti e Place.
SCives :
wes clean, clothes and ally”

—

he said, with » smile, ¢ and I'm sure the dark

shirts will be all right. ”
As o result of this conversation, Mrs. An-

drews entered into & contract to wash and
mend for the Firm. In return, her stoves
were to be filled, the shop scrubbed once a
week, and many little odd bits of work taken
in hand by thiee pairs of willing hands. You
will agree with me that this exchange of dirt
for cleanliness was bound to make a change
in the appearance of Prosperous, Righteous,
Upright & Co., but will you see the inward
change was as great as the outward?

é.t;s harder to get at, but let mne show you
a bit.

After reading Luke 6, 33, the boys decided
that a heaped-up glass of nuts was the only
right kind to serve out to customers. ‘T'he nut
shelf was a new department, and it was most
desirable that it should pay ; nevertheless it
was unanimously agreed to heap up the
glasses, and thus follow the Chart.

¢ It makes just ten nuts more every time,”
Tom caretully caleninted, and then he shook
down the next tumb.ers and piled them high,
with fat, brown skinned chestnuts, and paler
faced peanuts. ‘*IUs payin’, anyhow,” he
announced a few months later, and Jinks said,
«\Yell, so's everything. We've got a heap
biyger business than Mr. Syenceever thought
on.”

A man turning away just then said to &
companion ;

«’And so they ought to have a big business.
They’re. pleasant, and smart as crickets, and
not & bit stinzy, and their stuff is always first-
class. DIl be bound they’ll succeed if any one
can.”

Atbout helping other boys, the Firm found a
difficulty. They o-ten tried to tell some of
their street neighbours how good it was to
have the Lord Jesus for a friend, and how
splendid the Chart was, but generally they
were only langhed at. -

«They won't listen a bit,” Pete said sadly.

“They don’t believe in us,” Tom said
abruptly. «“If we was to give ’em stuff to
eat, I s'pose they’d know we was talkin’
straight.”

This last remark was the foundation-stone
of a supper that the Firm gave one day to a
dozen of their companions. \When the boys
had eaten huns and drunk coffee to their
hearts’ content, one of them said

¢ W hat struck you fellers to do this?”

«Phe Chart tells us to do this way,” Tom
answere:d cheerily.

«\Wall, if that's the kind of stuff as is in
that there book, I rather guess we'd like to
hear some out of it,” was the reply to this
statement.

And very often afterward, you might have
seen a rough, but interested  Bible-class

athered close Tound the stall of Prosperous,
Righteous, Upright & Co.

Mr. Black kept @ watehful eye upon the
lads, and every evening they came as of old
to his shop, and he taught them to write and
spell and do simple arithmetic. *“You want
to be something,” said he one night, as he
openedl @ geography, and put it on the table
before his pupils.

“ How be something?” Tom asked curiously.

« Why, you want to go out in the world
and fill a place; make up your minds what
you're going to be, and be it,” Mr. Biack an-
swered decidedly. .

T'he three boys stared at him. Then Tom,
after rubbing his hands together a few times,
ina thuughtml fashion, said :

e \Vell, if thats the way ¥y
Tl bea almp-kecper.”

way' Ili be a docto
an animal doctor, you know,”

ravely.
& i 1)\” T'll be & minister,

Mr. Black didn't swile -he o1
work theu, and be what you think

to be.”
When
a lamp,
« Come, hoys,
They lollowed him wonderingly
\ a street entrance, then up &
1 uto a large room. It was
and there were tables
the windows, and
made o really

ou do it, [ guess

r,” Jinks said, *‘ I mean
he added

" Pete sald shyly.
1y said, ‘¢ To
you ought

the cvening's work was over he tqok
and turning toward a side doot, said,
| have a sarprise for you.”

outl into &

parrow hall, with
flight of staivs ant
all seated with chairs,
too. Pretty curtains at
bright pictares on the walls,

sasant roonk

lculThis is my school-chureh,” Mr. Black

gaid, ‘‘and I'm going to preach here evely
night to boys who have never h’cfa.rd of the
Lord Jesus. - Will you help ple? -

« Pete’s the only one a3 is goin
minister,” Tom said cautiously.

¢« But 1 want you all to pyeta,ch to-morrow
pight,” Mr. Black replied smilingly.

©Oh, of course we an’ Tom intends to talk
bout the Lord Jesus, an’ the way 10 “the
Place, whatever we does fer bqsnymess, J}l)'l{s
said emphatically, “only we ain’t real minis-
ters an’ we can’t preach.” .

< But you must really preact
» Air. Black said geriously.

c L
from each oue of you-~
lan as decidedly &

i jpreach.

4

to bea

to-morrow
night «] want a
)

sh rt scrmon .
The boys viewed this P

pLINGL VR povertheless they

CHAPTER IX.

Turir heads were all rough and shaggy,
aund there were a good many dirty faces. I'he
coats and things were ragged and faded, and
scarcely any one looked as though they had
ever had quite enough to eat. Still they were
a happy crowd of hoys. They joked und
made merry among themselves, and you
would scarcely have guessed that they had
seen in their short lives, much of sorrow, and
misery and sin.  When Mr. Black stood up
to speak, they were inclined to be rough and
boisterous, but his firm, kindly words soon
silenced them into a very orderly, attentive
audience.  He told them of his plan to teach
them to read and write, and be men after the
Lo Jesus our pattern.  And then he intro-
duced Tom, and Tom began to preach.

¢ ]l start at the beginnin’,” he said,
tell you about (Grannie, an’ Primrose Coutt,
an’ how we found the way to the Piace.”

A good many of the ragged boys were in-
clined to make fun of the youthful preacher,
but when they saw that Tom intended Lo teil
his story in spite of everything, they became
quieter, and very soon the room was quite
silent.

Tom’s sermon was interesting. He told them
about the Chart, and the stall, and Mr. Black.
and when he said earvestly, 1 the Lord
Jesus’ boy now, an’ I'm makin’ straight for
the Place,” a big boy right «t the back called
out, < Why don’t you ax us to go ’long 77 and
another said, *¢Yes, pard, we'd like to strike
a place where no one’s ever hungry.”

«T do ax you to come,” Tom said simply,
and then it was Jinks’ turn.

He began by describing the morning when
he first saw Tom and Pete.

« T never reckoned then as we'd be pard-
ners in a coffee-stall,” he said, ¢ but somehow
we're stuck together, an’ now we couldn’t
manage no other way.”

Just at this pomnt in the sermon, Scraps
grew unusually restless, and Jinks had to
pick him up and administer a stern reproof.

« He don’t take to such a crowd of strange
folk,” he said, laughing; then running his
hand down the rough hair of the little animal,
he said fondly :

] think a heap

¢ \Where'd you
asked.

This gave
of Scraps’ rescue
mentors, and you ma

well. )
« No one can get into the Place who aint

good to animals,” he said decidedly.
¢« You don’t mean cals an’ birds, now
incredulous boy asked.

«Yes, | mean cats, an’ birds, aw’ right
down to flies, an’ anythin’ as can crawl,”
Jinks said warmly.

"This statement made & rea] sensation in the
audience, and acveral boys poked & little
quiet fun at the speaker.

«he Lord Jesus won't have nothin’ to do
with you if you plagues his beasts,” Jinks
continued solemnly, and then he read his verse,

e A righteous man regardeth the life of his
beast.”

P.te then stepped into the preacher’s place.
At first the poor wee lachiie was quite fright-
ened, but as he got into his story, the fear all
ran away, and instead came & yreat earnest-
ness. What was his story? Why, the story
of Christ’s life on earth, and be told itin a
fashion that made his ragged andience Cry.
As he stood on the litile platform, his cheeks
flushed, his eycs bright, and a mass of short
yellow wurls falling round his forehead, more
than one child said ferveutly :

« Aint he beautiful?”

The little preacher heeded them not. He
geemed to have forgotten everything bub the
story he was to tell. Stretchingout his hands,
he said pleadingly :

«you're all black with sin:
him wash you, an’ fix you upse as
long to him 77

«CYes, tell us bout it
room replied.

«Oh, he's jus
gaid; “ax hum quick.” .
« Wash us, Lord Jesug—oh, do it guick, do

Voice after voice was jicard in the
audicnee, and hoys who geldiom gl'iwl wept
out loud as they thought ot thew soiled hearts,
and the wonderfullove of Him who hu‘d prom-
ised to wash them and make them clean.

Mr. Black ouly suid a few words He felt
that Pete’s tirst sermon had reached many
hearts, and he wanted them to g0 away re-
the pleading, carnest words.
night,” he «aid heartily, and
wietly out to the street
bad left the room, &

san’

of this little beast.”
get him?” geveral voices

Jinks a chance to tell the story
from the hands of his tot-
y be sure shat he told it

7”7 an

wor’t you let
you can be-

17 yoices all over the

t lookin’ right down now,” Pete

it now.”

membering
« Come every
the buys went very q
Before the last oue

entleman said :
it I saw the boys, and T wanted to see what
good work was going ou here.’ o
e came slowly to the 1ront, glancing at
the pietured walis and the window hm:gzunTzs.
Then suddenly he started ff)rvyal'd. W }‘1)y
surely 1 know those eyes—I18 it, can it be
Arthur Black? ?

¢ And can it be Harty Rayeroft?”

Mr. Black graeped the stranger’s hand and
for » moment neither speke.

1t was ‘Tom who realiy broke the silence.

¢« Why,sir,” he began excitedly, *‘it was you
as gave me the Chart a year ago; don’t you

remember 77’

Mr. Raycroft looked puzzled.

“The Bible, sir, just 'fore you took a car
one night.”

Sure enough, I do remember,” and then
Tom pulled out the Chart from his coat
pucket, and everybody stood and looked sur-
prised. .

They talked too, you may be sure. First
of all’of the Chart, and the people whom it
had helped into better and truer lives, and
then the buys crept away to the little corner
of the shop which Mr. Black had curtained off
for them, and Tom dreamed that he was
travelling to the Place with a great pile of
Charts sttapp-d on his back.

Mr. Black and Mr. Raycroft talked longer,
and when they too went off to dreamland,
they saw schools and colleges and coffee-stalls
and Loys, but I niust not tell secrets.

T he bells of the vity are ringing midnight,
and all the peo 1o of this story are fast asleep.
Shall we tip-toe out and leave them?

Tell you tirst of the chureh-school ! Why,
it grew and flourished, and Mr. Black often
a0l that he loved the work., Mr. Raycroft?
bless you, he had been the minister of a
church, not quite a mile fiom Mr. Black’s,
for years and years, so Ol COuIse he was a
neat neighbour, and Mr. Black and the boys
walked every Sunday to hear him preach.

And now 1 expect you are going to usk me
ab_our, the merchant, and the doctor, and the
minister.

Suppose I make you guess? If you wanted
a merchant, a doctor. and a minister, what
w.ouhl you make them out of 7 What! you
give st up?

\V.ell, if T wanted a merchant, a doctor, and
a minisier, 1 conld easily cavve them, and
h‘e}ve a few ¢ Neraps’ to spare, out of the
iu(‘)r:)l.”of “ Prospcrous, Righteous, Upright

Tue Kxp.

BUSY WORKERS.

BY M. K. H.

) JAT\.IES and Alicn are cousins. James
lives in the country on a farm and Allen in
the city.  Their friends used to say ‘‘If
Allen were only more rugged, he and James
would be the image of each other.”

At the close of school last summer, Allen
lovked so pale and thin that his uncle said
to his father and mother, ** Let Allen spend
his vacation with me this summer. 1 am
sure that I can bring the rosesto his cheeks.
James is lonely and will be delighted to
have him 1t will do them both good to be
together.

Allen added his plea to that of his uncle’s,
and so his father and mother went to the
geaside without him.

At first it was very hard work for Allen
to get up 80 early in the morning as his
uncle’s family did. He had always been
accustomed to lying as late as he pleased.
but James kept at him until finally he
awoke and arose of his own accord, and
when breakfast time came he was as hungry
as he could be, something that he had not
known for a long time.

He shared all James' work with him, and
I will say right here that these cousins
never disagreed. The only time they came
near it was, when one or the other wanted
to bear the greater part of whatever they
were oing.

In a few weeks you could scarcely have
told themnr apart, for Allen had yrown so
rosy and rugged. So greatly had his appe-
tite increased that he could scarcely wait
for meal time to come.

James and he were as busy as hees all
day long.  1Eany of my readers have ever
been upon a faruy they will know how
many things are to be done between sun-
rise and sunset.

Although they

s

had work to do they still
found time for many pleasant tramps
through the woods, tor tishing, and all the
boys love so well, and they en-
e more because they had
It is true that

gports that
jnyed them all t
enrned thent

« Al work and no play makes Jack a dull

boy.”

but it is also true that

s All play and no work makes him a mere
oy.”

(God has given us something to do. What

has he given youl



