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"Old Jake' the rag collector, made tile lively 
for Harold in one respect, cursing at him 
and calling him tile names, and —even at 
times using a lash. Could you have 
the boy's emaciated and bruised body you 
would have wept. Could you have known 
of the sorrow and longing in his heart it 

. would have made yours ache. But at last 
there came a break in the dark clouds over 
Harold's head. He had been agked to go 
to the country. The old rag collector would 
not consent to Harold’s going, but as he had 
no claim on the child, the latter was taken 
from him. For the first time in his remem
brance he was thoroughly cleansed and neat
ly dressed. It was noon when he in com
pany with nine other children and 
taker, left the city in a trolley car. At three 
they reached the terminus of the road, 
where there were carriages in waiting.

A lew days before Harold was asked to 
go to the country an old couple sat on the 
porch of a small house talking earnestly. 
They had outlived their children and found 
life lonely. The cld man was rheumatic 
and really often needed young hands to help 
him with the chorea

"Samuel," said his wife, “the Hume are 
going to take two Iresh air children—did 
you know it ?"

"Yes 'I.ita, Tom Hunt told me about it 
to-day, and there are two going to Silas 
Greer's, two girls, Tom said. I wish wt 
could take a boy." wistfully.

he spoke. "Do you really mean it, Samuel ?" her
“Yes he has returned, darling. The words face lighting up. "Would you t,ke to take 

of a little girl that I know sent the prodigal a boy?" 
home and your Uncle Philip has promised The old man laughed softly, 
never to leave me now." "I'd like to have a boy around fora week

"Really truly ? Are you my Uncle Phil or two just to see how it would seem, and 
v ,, «T "ben I was a tiny baby? I'd like to give that boy a good time. I’d

, a l ,lU are, a rudl* lru|y one,are Oh I’m so glad," and then a thought sink- like some poor little homeless chap—an
narriL *n', you! ing her suddenly her face clouded again as orphan—who doesn’t know what a good
p rdon or anything polite. Why some of she added with quivering lips," but do you time means.” >.
them wont even soy "thank you" when -do you need to kill a fatted calf ? Speck- His face lighted up for a moment and

,.V 5lves them something to eat. les is pretty fat but I love her so muah, then the light faded.
Xos, Im a really truly one and a pro- wouldn’t something else do?" "But it won’t do," he added, "it won’t

d'gal to boot. Do you know what that is ? It was years since Philip Ellis had laugh- do.”
Oh yes, I hat * the person who cats fat- cd as he did then and Grandpa’s trembling “Wh,t won’t do?" the old lady asked

mu aùrt a’‘"‘ml ,h.en ge“ \,mCe )oi"td h-s- “It wouldn’t do to tske a boy-it would
nn£ înH ÎL» hy don J 7°u go home Lottie never fully understood how she make too much extra work for you—cook-

and get them. Haven t you got any had been instrument! in bringing Uncle ing and so on."
u. . . t . back, how, just as he had come to look I’d like the extra work," was the answer,

__ H rT,» 3UghJd m lr! , ie samc .b,,lcr uPon for the last time and perhaps to curse, "I'd like cooking for a hungry boy."
fr,/ftend,nhr h.ilcLT- mv“ V, ,'° ,m°Ll his old home before leaving the country for- Her face glowed at .he thought. His
frighten tne little girl . kou talk too much, ever, the ertmg son had been touched by the caught the glow.

d,V "" hnme now and even if I child’s words ; and how he had fought out “Would you ?" he said, "Ihen let the boy
had mere are some prodigals who can never there upon the road, a baffle with himself m come." *
abandon"ih^huOm! v.t ,*i!ck"j n0r »hlcJh rl*h‘ hld I'ixanrphed. It she had And the boy catne-it ... Harold. Sam-

••Oh I ri.HnVv 1111 onco* ll?em, heard all this she would not have under» uel Swift sent the message through the agency
Oh I didn't know. I thought they all stood, but she did know that grandpa was of Tom Hunt. * T

vood u, c,n 1 ,rtld n’ade happy by the return of a lost son and "Ask for a boy who has never had a good
hiPlc /rJl’n h )1 , s,*ld !P "Vhe lhal 'he prodigal dispensed with some of the lime," was the message.
and heX's ,r?.,sXoTXhX ^ ,hmg* "SpCCklt'" bo^hM^d""" »™P"*d

though I don’t believe he knows any I'd --------------- H,r^d *“ whe" «**"“• « -
try it U I were you. I know if brother Phil Mow Harold Found a Heme. h™' h Hc..h,d,.n01 looked *or » »«'•
was a prodigal he'd come back. Hut I hope ,,he ° d ““ '°°k his hands
he doesn’t be one," she hastened to add. "v IKNEST C,LM0VIL I c a“P ‘?d‘he old.
"for I’d hate to kill Speckles and she’s the It was, "red letter” day in Harold’s life *d Up°n- h,lm/1
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The Prodigal’s Return.

XV M-\RY !. UOUsTON.

gone home to get the calf and things," she 
said, as she turned away and put 
white teeth into the bread and jam.

,,c ... There were strange things happening at
bay, Mister are you a tramp ? Lottie the Ellis farm late that night but Lottie, far

hllis, ter face smiling ard flushed from a in the land of dreams, knew nothing of what
romp with Speckles, the pretty spotted calf passed She wondered a little that no one
that her grandfather had given her, for her was around to help her dress in the morning 
very own, a lew weeks b. fore, and her pink but she managed fairly well for herself and 
sun bonnet pushed back enough to show a then ran down stairs to breakfast. At the 
tangled mass of bright brown cur s, stopped door she stopped and a look of disappoint- 
and 1 oked tarnc-tly at the man who sP-o-i ment chased the smiles front her face for, 
g.tmg toward the white farmhouse. The seated in the kitchen, in earnest conversa- 
man started at the unexpected question, "A tion with her grandfather, was her prodigal 
tramp? Well I guess that s about the size tramp.
of it; 1 look pretty much like one. don’t 1 ?” “Oh Mr. Tramp, I thought you had gone 
he answered wulr a short bitter laugh that home for all the good things I told you 
was not pleasant to hear. about. I was sure you would, but you

‘Yes, 1 think you do, said Lottie with a haven’t gone yet," 
wise nod of her little head ; “only your face “Haven’t I the 
is kind of clean and most tramps never wash your grandfather about it * 
tlic.rs, I'lnl says. Phil is my brother, he’s Louie gazed in wonder from one to the 
fourteen and knows all about tramps and other and then to her mother who looked 
everything, she added by way ol explanation, unusually happy as she prepared breakfast.

1 he tramp gave a curmus start which the Grandpa drew the little girl to his knee and 
child faihd to notice and then turned and

a care*

Ask

, , , , , siroking the rebellious curls, that she had
stared hxed y at the white farmhouse, his quite forgotten to brush, his voice shook as 
<.*11 ows resting on the top bar of the gate.

“Am you awful tired and hungry mister ?" 
she asked after he had been silent for 
time.

some

“Oh, 1 beg your pardon, I almost forgot 
„ that you were there, little girl, and 1—”

“Well if you are’nt the very queerest kind of who 
a tramp.

mamma

could

worn*

.

;

j

ïfT


