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February 13, 1919.

‘ an, w'at’s the reason you
‘Jvtﬂlﬂ' xI:e pay for his milk?” ask-
v:'io Tode, after a little.
’ Then it was Nan’s turn to look un-
mfortable, and the color rose iIn
ff.’,, cheeks as she answered, “I can
ay now for all ‘he needs. - You know
‘n’m Hunt gets a double quantity o’f’
bags. and 1 work on them every day.
ut this anss(\i;vert did knotnzathsiffy
) 4 on’t make -
Tode. -, Thas “Do}xll’t’ ;ee
won’t let me do nothin’ for
:ilg”y:lrlld he cast a gloomy glance at
the ‘baby, but Little Brother laughed
up at him and the gloom speedll,y
melted away. After a x}lomenys’
silence he added, slowly, “It’s. comin
cold weather. He'll want a jacket or
somethin’, won’t he?” ,
“He'll have to have some warm
clothes,” replied Nan, thoug}}tfully,
«put I can get them—I guess.

Tode tarned upon her - fiercely. “I

let him grwmhpo death
' ou’d let me buy him any
cflgtrl.;eg" he burst out, angrily. “I
sh'd like ter know w’at’s the matter
with ye, anyhow. Has that measly
Dick Hunt ben stuffin’ ye ‘bout me?”
Nan coloured again and dropped
eyes.
he‘I:S::;r—has he? I’ll give it ter him
next time I catch him out!” and
Tode ground his heel suggestively
into the gravel walk.

“Oh, Tode, don’t! Please don’t
fight Dick,” pleaded Nan. “How can
you when his mother’s so good to
Little Brother?” g

“Don’t care ’f she is. He ain’t,”
was Tode’s surly reply. “He don’t
want you'n him to stay there.”

Nan’s eyes were full of uneasiness.

“Did he say so?” she questioned,
for she had noticed Dick’s coldness
and been vaguely disturbed by it.

The boy nodded. “Yes,” he said,
Said there’s 'nough
fer his father ter feed ’thout you’n
him,” and he pointed to the baby.

“But I work,” pleaded Nan. “I
pay for all we eat.”

“But ye don’t pay for the rent
an’ the fire, an’—an’ everything,”
Tode replied with a note of triumph
in his voice, “so now, ye better let me
pay fer Little Brother an’ then  you
¢'n pay the rest.”

Nan hesitated and her face was
troubled. Finally . she lifted her
dark eyes to his, and said bravely,
“Tode, I guess I ought to tell you
just why I couldn’t anyway let you

g'pose you'd

- do for Little Brother as you want to.

It's because—because you don’t get

_your money the right way.”

“Who says I don’t? Did that Dick
Hunt say so? [I'll”—began Tode,
fiercely, but Nan laid her hand on his
arm and looked steadily into his face.

“Tode,” she said, earnestly, “if you
will look straight into Little Broth-
er'’s eyes and tell me that you never
steal—I'll believe you.”

“I never”—began the boy, boldly;
then he met a grave, sweet glance
from the baby’s big blue eyes, and he
hesitated. The lying words died on
his tongue, and turning his eyes
away from the little face that he
loved, he said gloomily, “What’s that

got to do with it anyhow? S’posin’ .
- I do hook a han’ful of peanuts some-

tu}}es. That ain’t nothin’”..
Tode,” do you want Little Brother
o hook a handful of peanuts some-
times when he gets big?” asked.Nan,
quietly.
- The boy turned his eyes again to
the baby face and the hot blood burn-
18 own as he answered, quick-

Iy, “Course I ’ ’
tiat gt don’t. He won’t be

“No, he won't, i TR
plied Nan, gr av’eg- 'I can help it,” re

.Tode dug his toe into the dirt i

silence. Nan added, “Tode, by and

:Yé :yllllen he
2t b
thief 7” e

When Tode looked up there was a

gets bigger, would you
know that you were a

lips were set in
'ferll’lv resolve,

A e got ter quit it,” he said
lolemnly, “an’ 1 wquli Sa’y, Nan,” he

~world for whom he cared.

‘ness when I'm

ing of  sympathy

‘run the
get better.”

eyes, and his
an expression “of -
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added, wistfully, “if I quit now, ye
wont ever let him know ‘I used ter
be—what you said, will ye?”

“No, Tode, never,” answered Nan,
quickly and earnestly. “And Tode,
if you’ll stick: to it, and not steal or

-lie or swear, I shan’t mind your help-

ing me get things.for Little Broth-
er.”

The boy’s face brightened, and he
drew himself up proudly. “It's a
bargain, then,” he said.

Nan looked at him thoughtfully.
“I don’t believe you know how hard
it will be, Tode.. I find it’s awful
hard to break myself of bad habits,
and I don’t s’pose “you've ever tried
to before, have you?”

Tode = considered the question.
“Guess net,” he said,'slowly, after a
pause. r,

“Then I'm afraid you'll find you

can’t stop doing those bad things all

at once. But you'll keep on trying,
Tode. You won’t give up ’cause it’s
hard work,” Nan pleaded, anxiously.

“Nope,” answered the boy, briefly,
with a glance at the soft little fingers
that were clasped about one of his.

When Nan went home he went
with her to the door, loth to lose
sight of the only creature in the
As the
door closed behind the two, he walked
on thinking over what Nan had said.
Much of it seemed to him “girls’
stuff an’ nonsense.” As if a feller
couldn’t stop swipin’ things if he
wanted to!”’ he said to himself,

As he went on he passed a fruit
stand where a man was buying some
bananas. In putting his change into
his pocket he dropped a nickel, which
rolled toward Tode who promptly set
his foot on it, and then pretending to
pull a rag off his torn trousers, he
picked uyp the coin and went on
chuckling over his “luck.” But sud-
denly he stopped short and the hot
color rose in his cheeks as he ex-
claimed with an oath,

“Done it again!” .

He looked around for the man, but
he had disappeared, and with an
angry grunt Tode flung the nickel
into the gutter and went on,

ning so soon to realise that evil -
habits are not overcome by simply

resolving to conquer them. Tode
never had made any such attempt
before, and the:discovery had rather
a depressing effect on .- It made
him cross, too, but to his credit be it
said, the thought of giving up the
struggle never once occurred to him.

He found old Mr. Carey asleep in
his chair, and he awoke him roughly.

“See here!” he exclaimed, sharply.
#Ts this the way you ’tend to busi-
gone? Seme cove
might a stole every book. an’ paper
on the stand, and cleaned out the
cash, too.”. He pulled open the
drawer as he spoke. “No thanks to
you that ’tain’t empty,” he grumbled.

He had never spoken se.sharply
before, and the old man was vaguely
disturbed by it. He got up and
walked feebly across the room, rub-
bing his trembling fingers through
his grey hair in a troubled fashion,
as he answered slowly, - .

“Yes, yes, bishop—you're right. It
was very careless of me to go to
sleep so. I don’t see how I came to
do it. I'm afraid I'm breaking down,
my boy—breaking down,” he added,
sadly.

As Tode looked at
dim eyes and shaking

the old man’s
hands a feel-
and compassion

stole into his heart, and his voice

softened as he said, “Oh, well, it's all -

right this time. Reckon I'll have to

“PI'm" afraid you will, bishop. I’n}
not much good anyhow, nowg.days,’.
and the old man dropped again into
his chair with a hea h,

The weeks that io'ifofwed were the
most miserable weeks of Tode

Bryan’s short life. He - found out
some things about:
had never before s

ted. It was

uspec
- wholesome knowledge, but it was m

her first doughnuts,
“him a couple, which- he had

- sleep

‘said Mrs. Hunt, looking up

business altogether till you

himself that he

pleasant to find that in spite of his
strongest resolutions, those nimble
fingers of his would pick up nuts and
apples from street stands and his
quick tongue would rattle off lies and
evil words before he could remember
to 'stop it. The other boys found
kim a most unpleasant companion in
these days, for his continual failures
made him cross and moody. He
would speedily have given up the
struggle but for Little Brother,
Several times he did give it up for a
week or two, but then he staid away
from the Hunts’ rooms until he grew
so hungry for a sight of the baby
face that he could stay away mno
longer.. Nan ecame to understand
what these absences meant, and al--
ways when he reappeared she would
speak a word of encouragement and
faith in- his final victory. Tode had

‘not cared at all for Nan at first, but

in these days of struggle and failure

‘he began to value her steadfast faith

in him, and again and again he re-
newed his‘vow to make himself “fit
to help bring up Little Brother,” as
he exprassed it.

It was one day toward the close of
winter that Tode noticed that Mr.
Carey seemed more than usually dull
end [istless, dropping into a doze
even while the Boy was s ing to
him, and he went to bed - directly
after supper. When the boy awoke
the next morning the old man lay
just as he had fallen asleep.

and his hands were cold as ice to the
boy’s touch. '

Tode did not know what to do, but
he finally hunted up th i
who knew him,\ and
back together and found the old man
dead. As no relatives appeared, the
¢ity authorities took charge of the
funeral, the books and the few pi
of furniture were sold to pay
expenses, and Tode found = himself
once more a homeless waif
not minded -it before, bu
experience of even this
had: unfitted him for l:vh;g :
ing in the streets. He fou
pleasant too, to have no
cept the little he could - earn
papers. He set himself to f
future in earnest, and ne
conclusion that it was time for
to get into some better pa 3
ness. After thinking over the
ter for several days he went |

“You know them doughn
made th’ other day?” he began.

- “Yes,” re Nan, wonderingl
Mrs.'lftm?ﬁnd : nght' her to
as
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had happened in the day she
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nounced “prime!” :

Now he went on, “I don’t wan
'round the streets 'any m
I'm sick of it, but I can’t make money
'nough off papers to. do anything ‘

‘m %hinkin’ of settin’ up-a o
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He did newspaper route, _mon
not answer when Tode spoke to him, came g

or. 'ﬂn
r forgiven t

ter of him on tl

back
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“A’ book'tand" Tode?” qmﬁow : —-'~

‘Nan, interestedly.

“No—a -eatin’ stand—fer the ¥el-
lers ye know—newsboys an’ such. 'F
you’ll make doughnuts an’ er- -
bread an’ san’wiches fer me, I bet all
the fellers’ll come fer ’'em.” =

“Now that ain’t a bad idea, Tode,”
Now that ain’t a bad ides, Tode,

work. “Of ‘course the

buy good

an’ Nan,

could earn more that .

them at once, a

“homemade food instead of feet, b
the trash they get from the cheap #-URK

a
as this one

nowhewm
revenge.

hungry boys, he

he saw a
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