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A Boy's King.

3Y 8. R. KISER,

My papa, he's the bestest man
Whatever lived, 1 bet,

And I ain't never seen no one
As smart as he is yet.

Why, he knows everything, almost,
But mamma says that he

Aln't never been the President,
And that surprises me.

And often papa talks about
How he must work away—

Ha's got to toil for other folks,
And do what others say;

And that's a thing that bothers me—
When he's so good and great,

He ought, I think, at least to be
The Gov'nor of the State!

He knows the names of lots of stars,
And ho knows all the trecs,

And he can tell tho different kinds
Of all the birds he sees,

And he can multiply and add
And figure {n his head—

They wmight have been some smarter men,
But I bet you they are dead.

Once when he thought I wasn’t near, .
He talked to mamma then,

And told her how he hates to be
The slave of other men.

And how he wished that he was rich,
For her and me—and I

Don’t know what made me do it, bat
1 had to go and cry!

And so when I szt on his knee,
I ast him: *“Ig it true

That you’re a slave and have to toll
When others tell you to ?

You are so big and good and wise,
You surely ought to be

The President, {nstead of just
A slave, it seems to me.”

And then the -tears came in his eyes,
And he hugged me tight and said :

* Why, no, my dear, I'm not a slave—
What put that in your head ?

I am a king—the happiest king
That ever yet held sway,

And only God can take my throne,
And my little realm away !

—Cleveland Leader.

AT TBE AUCTION.
BY HELEN A. HAWLEY,

It was only a sale of household furni-
ture, and as the day was in midsummer,
the auction was held in the front yard
of the dismantled home. The house
was an old-fashioned square brick.
Probably it was once the great house
of the village. Now the bricks were
weather-stained, the blinds had many
broken slats, here and there hinges were
lacking. There was a mournful air of
decadence about it. The great house
had reached the last disgrace. It was
“sold on a mortgage.”

Groups of country women stood about,
dis_ussing in low tones the merits of each
article. Varlous country vzhicles were
outside the fence, the horses expending
their surplus energies in lashing flles
with thefir tolls. Fortunately these ap-
perdages had never been shortened in
oledience to fashion’s demands.

The men talked over their crops. Now
and then a man elbowed his way to a
point where he could nudge his women
fclks, and whisper a caution about bid-
ding *“too high.” On the sidewalk sev-
eral amused spectators loftered—people
who were in the country for the summer,
and seized upon anything to vary the
monotony.

The auctioneer, a burly, middle-aged
man, was sufficlently witty for his busi-
ness, and doubtless helped the sales
somewhat by the absurdity of his claims.

** Here's this eouch—must have cost
twenty-five dcllars, worth fifteen to-day
it it is a cent”

The last words might constitute a sav-
ing clause, a savipg of the truth. For
the poor old couch was upholstered with
the conrsest carpeting, its gaudy flowers
now worn off to the gray background,
while the humps so plainly visible
showed that the springs were topsy-
turvy. Everything sells at an auction,
and this twenty-five-dollar plece found
a place in some humble home, at the
humblo price of two dollars and fifty
cants,

The bids dida't take long jumps, but
crept up by five, tem, twenty-five ce: .
steps. When the aucloneer held up a
breadth of old rag carpet so skilfully as
to hide the holes, his audience shouted
in glee, and when he named the bat-
tored, two-tined forks, * the latest thing
{n oyster-forks,” it was conr.dered the
lagt achievement of .humour.

All this was very amasing, if it had
not been pathetic.. Pathetic, because

| was to be sheltered in the future.

1
gods
song.

To
Each

cheapened, ridiculed, sold for &
him, every article was sacred.
one held some memory of wife or
child, Wife and children were all gone |
now. The old man wag left to spend

his few remaining ycars {n lonellness and

povorty, i

Evidently ho hat merved himself for the ;
occasion, He stuud In tho background,
chatting by fits and starts with a nelgh-
bour, trying to take things with a care- '
less alr,

This was In the earller part of tho
afternoon. But when tho auctioneer
lald.hls hand upon a plain wooden desk, |
and called for bids with the usual re-
marks on *this clegant plece of furnl- |
ture,” the okl man's manner changed. |
He came fu:~atd and touched it with
tenderness, He scanned eagerly the
faces of the poussible buyers. He lowered
the lia, disclosing drawers and plgeon-
holes,

It was a rude affair, standlng oa &
small, four-legged table. Perhaps he
made it himself in his younger days.
y Any one with a little skill at tools could
+ easily have done so.
t But this old man had been a power In |
, his timo; he had occupied various posi- |
i tlons of viliage trust. This desk had
y held public documents, it had seen gov-
| ernment service. Here his signature
, had been written, when that signature
{ meant ecmething. Now, alas! it would I
) scarcely pass muster cven on a promise

to pay. To part with this desk was to

relinquish the last vestige of former
greatness, to sink to the level of com-
mon men. No wonder his face was keen
; and baggard.
| Desks did not seem to be at 2 premium
‘ln that crowd. The bids were few and
} feeble. The auctionecer, a compassionate
i man, and mind{ul of his own per cent.
withal, delayed the final stroke.
I In the gatherlng were three lads—
’ ccuntry boys. They were great friends
and generally pulled together. Some
man who read books once named them
I *“the three musketeers.” Had they heard
i it, they wouldn't have known that this
y phrase was a synonym for loyal friend-
ship. They had had much fun at this
auction, slipping {in bids where they
dared, inciting others to bid, rollicking
around generally, though not in a noisy
way.

When the old man approached the
desk, the oldest of these boys noticed
him, and the laughing face became sober
with unwonted sympathy. He sought the
other two and they whispered together.
An eavesdropper might have heard
words like these : “ Hard on the old fel-
low.” *“That's immense!” *“Don't
beileve it'll go higher than a fAive.” *I've
got a dollar sixty.” * And you said two
twenty-five—a dollar sixty and two
twenty-five, and I've got two fifty. I
guess ’twil] do'it. Now, scatter !”

By this time the slow bidding had
reached “one seventy-five.”” The auc-
tioneer held his hammer poised to strike
the word ‘' Gone!” when a voice called
“Two dollars !” *

“ Two, two, two,” roared the auction-
eer, “ going at two.” But the new bid
acted as a stimulus. If some one really
wanted the ancient article, it might be
+ worth striving for. The old man’s face
visibly brightened. At least his heart's
treasure wouldn’t go for = mere nothing.

Suck a strife couldn’t last, however,
there being a tottom to the country
purse, and no lack of good sense in the
country brain. The last bid came—
“ Five dollars, ten.”” No one seemed in-
clined to raise it, and the name of the
buyer was handed very carefully to the
auctioneer.

That night the old man went to 2
lowly home, in one room of which litt:
was all he could afford noww. He went
with many sad thoughts of former joys
and comforts, yet trying bravely, sub-
missively, to take his reverses like =2
Christian.

As he-entered the room, almost dread-
ing itz bare aspect, the first object he
saw was the dear, prized desk. A slip
of paper was shut part-way within the
1id. He pulled it out. his fingers trem-
bling, and read these words, “ From
three hoys, who wish it may make you
happy.*

The old man knelt by the desk, and
the tears which fell were not altogether
grievous. Surely heaven had becn
kind !~-Christian Endesvour World.

| now 2"

, Dilllngham, smiing wanly.

1 on the well-worn study carpet, the Rev-
{ erend Andrew Dillingham sbhut up his,
i Hebrew 1lexicon. his preoccupation vaao- ,
: Ishing in a moment.

HOW FRED'S TASTE WAS FORMED.
BY HARRIET LUMMIR
At the sound of his wife's light step

He would have.

one old man stood there und saw his : been sadly lacking in penetration K;
bome demolished, saw his household : fifteen years of married life had not,

given him a key by which to translate
Mra. Dlllingham's hesitating movoments
into an intelligible stalement that some-
thing was wrong,

* Well, dear,” he sald, with an inquir-
Ing upward glance which confirmed hie
previous impression, ~how can I help
you " which, by the way, was a favour-
{to question of the Rev. Androw Dilling-
ham, taking the place ot that other query
which does such {althful sorvico in many
households, ** Well, what's the matter,

Mrs, Dillingham placed a codectlon of
cheaply printed perlodicals on the study
table, and her husband noticed tho trom-,
blilng of her hand. 1 found these in,
Fred's room,” she said, simply. I,
thought you cugh!’. to know."

The minister sclected the uppermost
of tho pile for inspection, and spread It
open upon his knees. * Tho Weekly
Treasurc-House,” ho repeated, musingly.
* Nothing compromising about the name.
In fact. it has a distinct suggestion of
sanctity.”

“ And the {llustrations convey quite
different impressions,” returned Mrs.

*“ Yes, the illustrations certainly leave

something to be desired,’ admitted Mr.,
Diltingham, studying critlcally a cut ro-

presenting a spirited youth, apparently
f his teens, defying a band of beardod
outlaws, while a maiden in high-hceled
slippers and with dishoveled halr, gazed
rapturousiy upun her preserver. ‘St
down, Annie, while I look over these
thinga.”

After fifteen minutes, which secemed
much longer to the waiting mother, Mr.
Dillingham gave his verdict. * Silly,
trashy, and demoralizing becauso 8o
utterly worthless, but not actually viclous
as far as I have found.”

* But shouldn't we do somocthing 2
asked Mrs. Dilllpgham, with a mother’s
quick anxiety.

“ Do something ! repeated her hus-
band in a tone which set her heart at
rest, “ Indeed we should and will. But
meauwhile put these back in Fred's
room and say noihing to him until I
have had time to think the matter over.”

That afternoon Fred and his father
had an errand at the clothing-store of a
nature familiar to the parents of grow-
ing boys, and on thelr way they stopped
for a moment at the principal news-stand
fn town. ‘I suppose, Mr. Gavin,” eald
the minister pleasantly, “that I can
leave my subscription here for The
Weekly Treasure-House ?*

Fred jumped. The proprietor, a fat,
rosy little man, gasped as it his surprisc
were an assailant. and had taken him
by the throat. ‘ The Weekly Treasure-
House !" he repeated. ‘' Why, yes, sir.
Aud do I understand that you wish to
subscribe for the paper 2

“ A year’s subscription,” returned the
minister, briskly. * Beginning with this
month, please.”

*“Apnd may T ask, Mr. Dillingham,”
sald Mr. Gavin, his volce husky with
emotion, “if You're famillar with the
paper 7"

“I've looked over several coples,” re-
plied Mr. Dillinghars, depositing a dollar
upon the counter. “I belleve ‘that’s
right, fsn’t it ? Good.afternoon.”

Mr. Gavin's natural eurprise at this
unexpected betrayal of the minister’s
literary taste was trifling in comparlison
with that which Fred experienced, and
close on the heels of his bewilderment
followed the keenest mortificition he had
ver known. He blushed till it seemed
ag if all the blood in his body was in
his burning cheeks and tingling ears.
What did Mr. Gavin think of his father,
the boy wondered, casting an indignant
side-glance at the little man's apoplectic
face. What would the postman think
when he dellvered coples of The Weekls
Treasure-House addressed to the Rev.
Andrev Dilngham ? With his mind
full of chese perplexities poor Fred had
little thought to give to the selection
of his new euit, and the saiesman and
the minister settled it between them.

Yet worse was to come. [t was the

custom of the Dillinghams to read aloud 1

on the evenings they were at home to
gether, acd only the week before they
had finished a8 classic volume which all
threc had epjoyed equally. It is not
easy to describe Fred's feellngs when
that evening, as they gatherad about the
shaded lamp, his mother took from her
sewing-basket a copy of tke already de-
tested Weekly Treasure-House, confiscat-
ed from the pile upstairs, and quietly be-
gan the harrowing tale, the first {nstal-
ment of which appeared in that number
As the reading prog.csse!l Fred writhed
in his chalir.
the fortunes o! “ Hank, the Avenger,”
whien conccaled behind the cover of a
-choo geos-aph. .° slosed away in the
loft of somebody’'s barn, but quite an-
other to hear his mother's sweet volce

It was one thing to follow |

describing the Avenger's bioody decds.
1t M:, Dilitngham found anything In-

congruous in the combination of m:;l

wife's lady-llke accents and cow-dey
slang, his tranqull fece betrayed mothing
of his sentiments. Fred's feelings were
not under such control. It was easy to
seo tho keenneas of his mortificatioa.

For a fortnight the readings coatimued
faithfully. Desides making * Hank'a"™
acquaintence, Fred's father and mother
had become famillar with the dolngs of
a talented amateur dotective, young only
in years. who, stumbling upsn a clue to
a mystery which had long bafled the
pollce, followed 1t up so shilfully xs to
expose a gang of criminals, and lift the
incubus of suspiclon frorm the shoulders
of ths Innocant. To the jist of thelr
fictitlous herocs they aleo were privileged
to add the name of " Klondlks Karl” a
spolled favourite of fortune If one ever
llved, as well as that ot a warllke youth
trom Now York, who having allfed him-
golf with the Cuban insurgants,pecformed
deeds of valour such as hlstory falls to
chronicle. By the time one Treasure-
House was exhausted, another was on
hand with a fresh story of valuablesa.

Fred came home one afternoon In a
state of plensurablo excitement. “There's
going to be a stercopticon lecturs at our
school to-morrow night,” he told his
father during suppor. “It's about
Japan, and there'll be lots of plctures.
1 can go, can't 17"

Mr. Dillingham reflected. * Why, I've
no objection to your going if you really
think you'd enjoy it. But the Treasure-
tHouse comes to-morrow afternoon, aad
{f you'd prefor to hear the next chapter
about that boy who ran away from home
to go to the Klondike~"

Fred choked over his milk toast, aad
his oycs filled. * O father! I don’t want
to hear any mare of that story.”

* Not to-morrow evening, I suppeso
you mean,” said his father looking at
him. °* Well, it will keep til} Friday.”

“1 don't want it on Friday either,'
crled tho hoy. * I don't want to hear
that silly kind of story ever agaim, as
long as [ live. They ain't true, and they
ain‘t funay, and they ain‘t cothing,” ssid
Fred, hurling out the necgatives reck-
lessly. “*I'd rather hear anything. 1'd
rather hear that big history of Greece
you've got in your etudy.”

Mr. Dillingham smoothed away a smtle.
* Well, my boy,” he sald, " from certain
signs 1 imagined this might be your
favourite sort of literature, and I'm
rather glad to find T was mistaken. I
think, myzself, you could use your time
better than in reading such stories.”

“I've had enough of ‘em to last me’
the boy answered, and then be devoted
himself to his milk toast, and ate rather
fast to make up for lost time.

Two dutles remuined to be disposed ot
before Fred coulQ be satisflied. One was
to write to the office of The Weekly
Treasure-House and order the paper
discontinued. Tbe other was to volun-
teer an explanation to the proprietor of
the news-stand.

*“You see, Mr. Gavin, my father
wouldn't want a paper lltke that in his
house.”

“No, indeed.,” assented Mr. Garvin,

* I was sure thore must be some mistake
that day he stopped in and subscribed.
it ain‘'t a paper for ministers, though it's
pretty good for boya.”

Fred sniffed. ** Well,” he returned
with dectsion, “1 don’'t think much of
a8 boy who gets any fun from reading
that sort of stuff.” And the hest thisg
about the superior sentiment was the
fact that it was not a mere echo of a
father's opinfoa, but the sincere con-
victioa of the boy's own heart.—Interior.

“O.u-g-h;” or, the Cross Parmer.

A farmer’'s boy, starting to plough,
Once harnessed an ox with a cough;
But the farmer came out,
With a furfous shout,
And told him he didn‘t koow hough.

In a manner exceedingly rough,
He procecded to bluster and blough.
He scolded and scowled,
He raved and he howled,
And declared he’d bave nona of suck
stough.

At length, with a gros: and a cough
He dragged the poor boy to the trougn,
And ducking him in
Till wet to his chin,
Discharged him and ordered him ougzh.

And now my short story {s through-
And 1 will not assert that it's trouy)
Bug 1t s chiefly designed
To tmp-ess or your mind
What wondurs our spelling car dough

And I hope you will grant that althougk
it may not be the smoothest in flough.
1t has asswered its end
If 1t only sbail tend
so prove what 1 meant it to shough.
—8t. Nichniax,

)



