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"Me’n' Bose.” error to the heart of an Invader. When the Ser "Of course, Patty," she said, "I know It Is every-
géant fave place to_Mrs. Nugent, Bose fell Into thing one could ask for in comfort and happiness—

A sharp bark testified to the presence of a dog In _e?c?; ““ *y“TeI? «‘«adfast, hie muzzle qmv- that is, the happiness that comfort does bring 
the court room. he ‘ *” “C °f * The silver knife slipped from her slender hand

"Whose doe is that?" asked Justice Murray. nan circle, ne Dreatnea deeply. and rings of fuzzy parings clung forgotten to the
"Mine •• said the prisoner, with aplomb, and his Mrs. Nngent understood him; she was on terms peach, while Evelyn threw herself back In the rock

small brown fiat gripped the hair on the dog's neck. te^ü^'lîêtetaSrf'to'Rlchïd' " cla8pe<l her fing"s behind her head.
"A curly, brown haired, brown-eyed boy; a curly, “““R,Ch*rd' "But '* “ a narrow »f* У<™ know, " she went on,

brown haired, brown eyed dog. aid мЛ«тГ“Ї1к von and ““'Г * т°Т”' , "We “ lhe 8ame соа”'гу F*°Pk
"What have you been doing?" demanded the ^ to màk.m. vbdt " ^ ’ “k yOU ,nd week in and week out, there are no new books, no 

lustier Bo8C. Г? ? va6! ШЇ.Є vlslt' _ ... .. , lectures, we hear no good music, see nothing.* Oh,
Noffin," replied the boy, with conviction. her»*™ ^ChriatlTn ^ho^id ‘Ton Patt3'."-and now there was a passionate sound

"Vaerancy." said the big blue-coated man. b're j a Christian who aaid You and Bose. creeping Into the girl’s voice— "you don't know
"N0% /edge " remonstrated the prisoner, They departed under a fire of reapectful smiles of re- how hard it Is lo feel life slipping away 

" taint vagrancy la it jest to sleep in a boz w 'en Hef from the representatives of the police force. ever having a chance at anything ! 1 don’t mind so
you have to 'long ol Misa Rose bein' gone to the J“a,!c' Marray came in with a big silver dol ar. much not having things or not seeing them, but « 
country, an'her room locked up?" bnaluaa*" hc^i^laln.d "P "“** ,boe bIack,Dg almoet kills me to do anything ' How would you

"Where la this Mias Rose?" „J. '. „ fetl lf Vou nevrr had a cranee to make any impies
•Gone to the country for her health.*' Tbey re gone—wltn Mrs. Nuyent. stone on your circle for good—if you felt that you

“Where ?” ■ ^ln<*°*Pb Nugent ? Oh, then they are all had to die like a worthless weed by the roadside
••Countv Farm M . . . and leave the world no better or happier because you

You'll be much better offln the House of Refuge. "Mournin', rna'ani.brought me another .tray ?" had been in it ?"
or the Reform School, or the Industrial Farm-----" M™, Na,Sntj|lln,l'd1 ovtr th« boy and dog to a Evelyn's gloomy words came to a sudden halt, for

“No, I wouldn't,*’ said the prisoner, emphatical- Signified negro barber, splendid in the pastor of Tinkling Creek church came out to
"Them’s the places lor bad ones. I ain’t a white shirt, white apron, white jacket, and with an the shady lawn and joined his daughter and their 

bad one. Me’n1 Boee Is all right, ain't we, Boae ?" orange silk necktie pulled through an enormous gUe«t. The pastor was not a man whose presence 
Bore assented waving his bushy brown tall—we rl”g„ _ . , . encouraged Інше or fret. Strong, grave, earnest,

had almost said vociferously, so intense was jthe Now, my little man you see, here a soap and there was yet about him a sunny tenderness which 
affirmation conveyed by the action. towels and tub; you pull this out to let off the water, compelled cheer; one would no more violate it by

Alter this defence the officer thought best to prof- and Уоц turn thia on for hot, and this for cold. So fretlulness than bring a noisy disturbance Into some
ГЄІ HavTyoÎ/âid yoü/dog Ur ? You have broken J*bl£a fgffhtfal ch^t.a^ Т^ЛТІ!?10"? ' "'Л^и'іе “had'an Interrupted morning father,"

I never Г.,Го^8иХтГп”^Гь:1Г^:Ї.'Ш

bought him. You see, ledge, it was jest this way. Bose, with his nose over the edge of the tub endured "I wouldn't be surprised," answered I)r. Graham,
I was walkin' 'long Water Street when up comes “ oag,“ P°”*ble that enticing spectacle, then he helping himself from her peach basket; but I oft in 
this dog an' puts hie cold nose right into my hand, nounced In with a mighty splash. find interruptions the most important work of the
an'my hand kinder went to partin' his head; and . t0J?LJ0\ "üllr m u “lî a day "
we've been together jes’ like brothers ever since; brown coat was soaped and nibbed until Bose had This morning's, for instance?" asked Misa
’cause I ain't got no folks, ah' he ain’t. I didn't enough of it, and leaped to the floor, ahaklng him- Joliffe.
know his name, so I called him Bose, an’he liked КТ, ... . .. . , , "This morning's, decldeilly. Miss Patty. Young
it; didn’t you, Bose?" tilïï aUernatoto Conr.dcamelo.sk my help in getting Work. He

The dog settled upon his haunches and gave an Г?*ІГЄ?,*° *)|* “d alternately ie about half way through his rollege course and
r ffirmative double rap on the floor with his tail al'his life Richard ran the water off from rhe і ib must now earn a Httle more money to carry him"The dog may go to the pound. Put the boy In “5 ““ пи мЛІЇїЛ V,° еЛ'г through to his degree. ' '
a cell) nut, I the Children’s Aid Society can look v“”fra“^„0bjI.b!!l^H“t'(.„rA ^nbK.,f "Could you help him about the work, father?"
after iim." e!Jte™ldYn^^v...iSTR^'.n^dlvc asked Evelyn, and Мім Joliffe looked at her In au-

"Nb, no, Jedge !" shrieked the boy, great tears “ achlng again^ Rnb, snap, dive, priae Gone was the air of indifference and lasai-
welllng into his brown eyes, a note of agony in his *f k., ЬД d tude with which she had taken part in the morn
voice. "No, I can't be put from Boee! Don’t take *?*.!?£“‘ cI“?“ ing's talk. Evelyn was keenly on the alert now.
ïiïtr«mBMê?"dge ! We're alone in tbe WOrld; lay an undersuit of red flannel, lonjTblack hose' "I gave him several strings to his bow, " answered

B^lickrf the face bent toward, him and gave a gray jacket and trousers, and a red tie. ™ ^meî^ers'lwfu^to write f« him Thb
consent!nv howl How could one boy wear so many clothes ? are some letters I want you to write lor him. t his

"I Cannot Mud a doe to iall and thev won’t take Richard thrust hU head Into the hall, calling, "Ho, “ Evelyn s job, Miss Patty-one of her Sunday 
him at a Reform School ” said the Judge mhrter ! I dunno how to get into two suits at once.” school boys, of whom she expects to make a greathim at a Reform School, smdthe Jndge.^ _ ^ ^ big black man had dressed him, stockings da™“a “‘"t a»d «sage. "
the bov eaverlv 8 "Sav mav I ledze >" ’ brace» up, and his hair was shampooed, combed, If he Is a saint, murmured the Sunday schoolWhy ^y/f you go to the pound you'll be put trimmed, while a man buttoned bi.feetinto such a teacher somebody else s b<ÿ must be the sage."
i, ,hWeX№^ ^dTmorro^ you'd V pair^shoMm, breed him to say, "Reg’.ar swell: „me

r° Ne«r i^Tnd ? don*t «re9mào"me'n1 Bose keeps Then a sudden light flashed on his mind. Mrs. Ung Creek parsonage, did not hear Robert Conrad’s 
together “’«^edJed« "’tried twict to buy *1 Nugent came and held out her hand. "Come to name again, nor did she again draw out of Evelyn 
.hVbîLk » klt.Tnd make my livin'; but when I d|nner, Richard. Send Bose with Mary; she w.ll the pass onatediscontent which seemed to lie under
!ші“м1^т m.aî,herSL0U 'тип/ I’ve°ï£d ^Thïtübk •^D^^sît"^? "white napery, Bm long Z” yürs. indeed-when 
to set up for a newsboy, too. If you'll let me n' china, silver, a tall central bouquet. Mrs. Nugent Miss Patty Joliffe was no longer Miss Patty, but 
Bo* of! mrhhv we'll have better timea, 'n' make It cast down her eyes and Mid a few soit words, not the wife of Mr. Clinton Park, a well known city 
,H 1 ran t і/Воле ain't along" м thouth complaining of the dinner; oh, no' she lawyer she suddenly met the quondam Sunday

B. J'. brown UM*wagged ffantically —med to be tanking «me One who wm not there, «hoo boy o Tinkling Стек and remembered him
,Z: oldTre ro!nT** The sight and amell of food brought a strange Perfectly. It was one of those meetings which
I duouo aaobbv *bout 'leven " gooene* and dimnern On hi. plate atood a cup «tory-writers hesitate to invent, being careful of
WbMe'did'vou com^from ?"' of brown, warm, enticing drink. ‘heir art. but which life, that greatest of story-tell-
M, lotto .11 goTd^wned when the flood wm up Mr. Nugent Mid : "Drink your heel tea, Rich- «s lavishly and boldly to the best advantage, 

the rive I s,m/other folks brnng me to the dty, nrd." When he drank it he wm so strengthened Mrs. Park was one of the receiving party at a
an I've been 'round since " that he could eat his dinner. Yes, two dinners; for great social function on this occasion and 1! any-

' Mavtre I'd better put them both In the cell one dinner being ended, straightway the maid tbmg waa entirely below the line of memory and 
until the pound wagon comes round," Mid the cleared the table, gathered the crumb, up In a .liver |£n^?U*ru*“ ‘‘Л'чівїіепї'е .ьГ*ГопРАГ‘ьП‘^Г 
nolkeman with a .ly wink at the Jostles. tray, and *t forth—wm there ever the like 1—an- W» past orltg «jMgnt. Suddenly she found herself

The big оїкег pu/hl. double charge Into a cell, other dinner, “all the мтеmsbeke^hop window." Д™!*' Ув“* тЄ” ®bo *aa
It wm warm and clean The boy oromptly lay "She Mked you an’ me. Boee, to stop for a week, claiming her acquaintancedown on the floor clasped hi. arma under nia bear/ an'Itol'her I'd learned to read off. sign, an' „ ' ! a” tak',ag “? unfair advantage of you, Mrs. 
and took no the threXf tho* .lumber, broken; poeter. an aech " Thus Richard Mid during the р«к, he ..id, "tocau« 1 have just found out who 
earlier In the morning by hie arrest. The dog ™ opportunity for private conference with his Уои ere wh‘Ie you'“
crouched by his side laid his head on his master's <*°g * hve” as Ignorant a person as Patty knows some
chest, put one ear up in a manner of expectancy, Over six years later a young collegian ran brisk- thing about the new superintendent of the steel 
trailed the other low, as a banner in the dust, and «Р Mrs. Nugent's front steps one April day; a works.” said Mrs. Park's brother, and the lady's 
»o remained on guard, growling aotto-voce if any dignified dog with advanced doghood stood waiting eyes brightened with a quick interest for now she 
one neared the half open door for him. knew him as a wonderfully succeaeful manager cl

The reporter who had been^making a telling item It was the old story told to Justice Murray : “He machines and of men—“a riaing man." of whom
of •Me’n’ Boee,” lounged into the street, then held up his cold nose and put it right into my hand, people were saying that Mr. Conrad's rising meant
looked alert, and lifted bis hat to Mrs Randolph »«d my band dropped down and began to pat his always the upward life of many other people and
Nugent. head.”—The Advance. the betterment of the whole cQmmuuity. But she

“I have an Item here that will suit you exactly. ” * * * was now to feel a new interest in him
He held forth his tablet with “Me’n’ Bose” fairly R«t frw tk» fLrakame “My claim,” said Superintendent Conrad, “is on
written out for the printer. anamz. Mrs. Park's part.” Then he spoke of the Grahams,

“He is asleep in there now, with his ‘brother “This is à dear home, Evelyn ! I am going to and straightway out of some unsound depth in
Bose' lying on his breast. ” be a better traveler along duty’s dusty highway for memory rose the fair picture of the parsonage lawn,

Mrs. Nugent entered the police station. The having known its sanctities.” the girl paring peaches, the noble pastor of this
Lieutenant of Police privately dropped his cigar “Yes,” answered Evelyn, without enthusiasm; country flock, and the whole morning's conversa
into a box behind hia desk; the Sergeant took his “yes,, it Isa dear home.” tion, which had oeen so long forgotten,
teet from the top of the stove, and two “blue-coats, But she spoke languidly, as lf not greatly valuing “So you are Evelyn's saint and sage !” she cried, 
seemingly asleep on leather softs, awoke and sat up. its peculiar dearness. “By no means !” laughed the stranger Then,

Mrs. Randolph Nugent très ed them to a smile Miss Joliffe threw a keen gla ce across the grass with a look of great earnestness, he said : “I hope 
apiece, after which she remarked : “I came to see to where her friend eat under the elm tree, paring I am an honest workman. Mrs. Park, whose succès 
that boy and dog peaches for marmalade. Her look had such a ques IPach as it is; is due under God’s grace, to your

“Here they are. ” said the Sergeant, pushing the tioning power that Evelyn looked up uneasily and friends, the Grahama. I would go far to touch the 
cell door wide open. At sight of the blue-coat, Boee colored, as if ehe were being put on the witness hand of any friend of theirs and to find a listener 
gave a long, low, warning note, intended to strike ,tand. Who will echo my God bless them !’ ”

without

iy

Then let me

if
v

Srsuew
eeSH

SSM
EB

li


