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THE ANGLO-SAXON.

" ‘Wellden!”

| frightened.

“ Black you boots, sir?’

It was a childish voice, sweet and
pleading, most unlike the usual shrill,
half impudens tone of the boot-black |
army, .and George Meredith looked
down to see the speaker Being a tall
man, over six feet, and somewhat port
ly, with fifty-five years of life, mostly of
prosperity, he looked quite a distance

downward before he saw the little fellow
who speke. Such a very little fellow!
He did not look more than six years old,

and had close clustering curls of fair
hair; and big blue eyes like a baby ut |
the small face was pale and thin, the ‘
limbs;, but scantily clad, were far too |

|

slender, and the low, sweet voice had an
unchildlike pathos in its tone.

“No—" said Mr. Meredith, before the
look. “Well, yes, you may!” he added
afterwards. ‘“What’s your name?’ he
asked presently, :

“George Scott.”

“H’m. Orphan?

“No, sir. Mother is living, but she
glipped on the ice about two weeks ago |
and broke her arm She did not think
I'was big enough to work before that,
but she had to let me try then. Idon’t
make out very well, think
T'm too little, But 1 boots |
shine, can’t I?” ‘

“You have certainly made that one
shine,” was the reply, while Mr. Mere
dith thought: ‘“Here is something rare,
indeed, a boot-black who talks correct
Engligh. Has he out of a
novel 7"

In a moment he spoke again

Gentlemen

can make

stepped

‘“What work did your mother do?”
he asked.
‘“Embroider for a fancy store. She |

couldn’ty work very fast, because she
isn’t very strong; but we don’t eat a
great deal; that's one comfort.”

“Sorry comfort!” muttered the gentle-
man, ‘“‘Any brothers or sisters?”

“All dead, sir. Mamie was the -last |
‘cept me, and she died in consumption. |
Bhe was sixteen and helped mammgsew
and keep the rooms in order. Oh, :ltarl"

It was just a child’s sigh, coming from |
a full heart to answer the look of interest
and sympathy in the gentleman’s face.

“Do you like blacking boots?” was the
next question.

“No, sir!”

“Would you like to run errands?’

“T think I ghould.”

|

|

“How much can you make a day |
now?” [
“The most I ever made was forty |

cents. This is my first job to-day.”

“Can you read?”

“Why yes, sir. I am ten years old!”

“You come to-morrowanorning to the
address on this card, and I will try you
for an errand boy.”

Then giving the lad a fifty-cent piece |
and refusing to wait until he went to
get change for it, George Meredith strol-
led off to his his hotel, his solitary .din-
ner and bachelor apartments.

“0dd,” he thought, ‘“how much that
boy reminds me of some one, I can’t
think why it is. Some who had
just such big blue eyes, at once shy and
frank, drooping most of the time, but
candid and truthful when they did meet
your;own. H’m; it is very vagiie, but
somebody 1 oncel knew had just such
eyes. Poor littlé chap! I'll give him a |
decent suit of /‘clothes, and pay him
enough to live on until his mother gets
well. It won't ruin me?”’

And considering that the speaker
counted his toney by hundreds of thou-
sands, it seegned likely it would not.

The littlefy eager lad who walked into
the rich lax@¥er’s office the next day was |
an improv@d edition ofithe boot-black of
the night fpéfore. He had'en hig “best” |
suit, wellf#vorn, but whole, andhis linen |
was whige, his hair nicely brushed, and }
ﬁhinin;:.

o better?” asked Mr. Meredith,

one

“No. . was the sad, quiet answer,
“ghe oloMldn’t get over to the dispensary
this i hing to have her arm dressed.
She w o dizzy she had to lie down.”

ey % bad! Suppose you tell me

fou live?”

M7 Merriam Court,
46

Well, I’ll give you your first

gir, back of |

§é wrofe a note, directed it to “‘Dr.
mes Turner,” added the address, and
Jave it to the boy.

“Am I to wait for an answer, sir?”
“No! Leave it, if the docter is not at
ome.”

“Now.” he thought, “I shall know if
Phe is an impostor, at any rate. By
Jove!” he exclaimed aloud, “‘it's Agnes

friends, and some lovers

| if his professional

Then clients ana ITienas came in, ana
business of the day commenced. But the
the boy was not forgotten, Errand
that were not too far away to tax his
strength were provided, a hearty dinner
at a restaurant was given him, and he
went home with a steady engagement at
five dollars a week promised him.

In that home a sad-eyed woman, in a
shabby widow’s dress, her face lined
with e e=d gdyrow. hut ves a8 pet,
tender face, had been all the weary day
living her life again. She saw herself a
child in her father’s pleasant home,
where there was never great wealth,
but every comfort nd an atmosphere
of love around them all. She saw her-
self a young, pretty girl, with many
One of these
was a man older by fifteen years tnan
herself: grave and tender, but who seem+
ed in her girlish eyes too old and
solemn to think of love. When her
father told her that George Meredith
had asked her to be his wife, she was
It seemed as if it would de-
her take all joyousness

stroy youth,

.

| saw

from her life, to marry this stately, re- |

served man, already a lawyer of stand- |
ing

So she refused him, never appreciating |
the value of the heart that had been
taken captive by her brightness and

sweet girlishness, How could she know

that it would have made the happiness |

of the grave, lonely man’s life to sm
round her with all that could keep her
as joyous and free as a butterfly?

A Nnowe, 10 a stawe oL mmuoi“m; e
tience. It was something altogether
new for George to loiter en the way, or
to neglect any detail of an errand. Yet
he had been sent an a mission that need
not occupy twenty minutes, and three
hours had elapsed without his return,

Impatience was giving away to un-
easiness, when a policeman presented
himself.

“Lad employed here name of ;\'u)u?"
he asked. .

“Yes, what has happened?”

“Knocked down by a runaway team;
badly bhurt. We took him home, and
he wanted me to let you know why he
was away.” ;

“Thanks. I will go to him.”

He took up his hat as he spoke, won-
dering himself at the thrill of pain at
his heart. He knew then that he loved
the boy as he had not loved any one for
many years
with the eyes that were a memory of
his mother, had endeared him to the
world-worn lawyer, till it with
positive pain he bent over the bed and

was

the little face white and drawn
with agony.
My poor boy!” he said, tenderly,

‘what can I do for you?”
‘Did mother go away?’ the child
whispered. ‘‘She said I might see you

alone
““There is no one here but ourselves.”
‘Maybe I'm wicked,” the child
| said, ‘“‘because mother told me not to
| tell you what T am going to tell you
| now No, please; don’t stop me. I'm
badly hurt, sir, and I may die, and

He left his old home after his love- |
dream faded, but he left pleasant memo
ries.  Even after William Secott wooed |
and won the woman he had lost, she |
could not quite forget the grave man

who had loved hex

Sunny days of wedded happiness fol-

lowed her happy girlhood. Children
came to bless her, and swhen her par
ents died, her husband her sons and
daughters consoled her. She was past
thirty years old when troubles came,
thick, fast, overwhelming. Two chil-

dren died on the same day of a prevail-
ing fever, and before the month was
over hér husband followed them to the
grave. He had been a clerk, on a
der ate salary, and the nest egg in bank

mo-

was very small, yet the widow looked
at the little ones left her and strove to
face her future bravely. It was the
pitiful story to be heard every day—ir-
regular work, sickness, death! The re-
moval from a countrv home to a crowd-

edl city, in the hope of befter work and |

wages, proved a failure, and the air of
a crowded tenement house dwarfed and
injured the children, who died one by
one, till only her baby, George Meredith
Scott, was left to console the widow.

panorama of her life, wondering a
little thatsome long past memory had
made her name the boy for her old
friend, never hoping to meet him again,
Dr. Turner called.

He explained very courteously that
Mr. Meredith had requested him to see
services would not
help her, and examined the arm. His
directions were brief, and he left her to
wonder if indeed her old friend was the
gentleman who was helping her boy,

and whose card lay between the leaves
of the Bible.
Dr. Turner’s report to Mr. Meredith

was:

“Delicate woman, evidently a lady.
Arm doing very well, but general health
at the lowest ebb.

George Meredith being one of those
rare philanthropists whose left hand
knew not the good deeds of his right
hand, made no parade of his generosity.
If Mrs. Scott guessed, she never knew
whence came an envelope with a gener-
ous gift of bank notes. It enabled her
to make-George neaf, to add to her own
scanty attire, and to provide the medi-
cines and food Dr. Turner no longer hesi-
tated to order.

In these weeks that followed George's
engagement as errand boy to Mr. Mere-
dith, the boy won his way far info the
heart of the bachelor lawyer. For years,
after hisrejection by Agnes Wellden, he
had lived a busy life, trying to forget
the pain of his broken love dream in his
ambition. A man always reserved, car-
ing nothing for soeiety, he had given to
his old friend’s child the one love of his
life, never striving to replace hey im-
age in his heart, never seeking to add
family joy to his scheme of life. It
would be too much to say that he had

| not recovered, in the years that followed
| his disappointment, from its sting. As

time rolled on there were often months

when ke never thought of his old love;

| and when he took George Scott into his

employ, her image was entirely buried
under the varied interests of his career
of professional usefulness and political
interest.

But the boy stirred new well springs
in his heart, of love and gentleness, He
was a quiet, gentle child, with an active
brain. but delicate constitution, one of
the frail little ones who seem utterly
unfit to cope with the trials and sorrows
of this hard world. Willing, respected
and gentlemanly, he was trusted with
many errands that Mr. Meredith would
hayv hesitated to give to a boy of less
reflnemeny and intelligence, and his

tude made him ever eager to do his
El‘h please his kind friend.

Winter was over, and April winds
gweeping over the city, when one day
Mr. Meredith sat waiting an answer to

Wants good food, |
| better air, and, above all, mental (quiet,
| Fretting herself to death.”

mother will be all alone; and so I want
to tell you that she knew you
many years ago, and that my name was

once,

George Meredith Scott., I was named
for vou, sir; and mother’s told me so
| much about you, and how good you
always were, that I am sure you will be
kind to her if I die.”
You may be sure, George, that while
[ live ur mother will never want a
friend
he ume in, a pale shadow
rilliant y g love nd yet whe
reeted eaq ither the vVOolCe
both were unsteady, and in each heai
as a memory that made the meeti
Al once a pain and a Joy
Over the tle bed where George lay
for weeks in patient suffering, Georze
Meredith once more lét his heart expand
y new hope, loving with deep, protect

|

| once rejected.

«

ing affection his love of long ago.

And the woman who had once thought
life was to be all brightness, and who
had shrunk from even a shadow on her
path, knew at last what a heart she had
That he could love her
again, ‘with her Wkuty faded, her life

g o | sn by sorrow, did not occur to her,
While she mused and wept over this | broken. by Uy b

though she knew that her passionate
gratitude to him had long been love,
deep, sincere love, such as she had
thought buried forever in her husband’s
graves

It was in their first grateful joy over
Dr. Turner’s assurance that George was
out of danger and would entirely recov-
er, that these two long separated hearts
met at last.

They scarcely could have told them-
gelves in what words they exchanged
vows of fidelity and love, but in Mrs,
Scott’s heart there was not one thought
of the worldly gain that would follow
her marriage, and George Meredith
knew that for love, and by love alone,
his wife was won at last.
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CASH SALE

“OF

READY - MADE
CLOTHING.

Men's Suits,
Boys' Suits,
and Hats.

BRYSON,
CRAHAM

& Gl

46, 148, 150, 152 and 154
Sparks Street.

Use only Clapperton’s Spool COotton,
the_best. Bryson Graham & Co.

The lad’s own sweetness, |

THE NEW POLICIES

OF THE

LONDON AND

LANCASHIRE LIFE,

UPON THE FOLLOWING PLANS,

Are vell worth considering by those effecting Assuranees:

L

The Life Rate Endowment.

2. The Combined Life and Endowment.

3. The Deferred Bonus for 15 or 20 Years.

POLICIES WORLD WIDE AND
FREE FROM CONDITIONS.

Lapsed Policies Revived upon most favorable Terms.

Assurances Granted upon al!‘approved Plans.

Head Office for Canada, - -
B. HAL BROWN, Manager.

O

GENERAL AGENT FOR

Montreal.

Carleton, Russell and Renfrew Counties,
GILLIOTT & FLEMING, Central Chambers, Ottawa.

HARRIS

& CAMPBELL,

FURNITURE MMANUFACTUREBERS, BTO.

COR. O'CONNOR AND QUEEN STREETS, OTTAWA.

Our prices are right when yon take quality into consideration. Full line Dinin
room, Bedroom, Library and Hall Furniture, in latest styles of Silk an

coverings.

Any special design made to order.

»
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WHERE SHOULD THE CONSUMERBUY ?

commonly known as the regular channel of trade.

—————

In the ordinary course of trade the consumer buys his
tea from the retailer, the retailer from the jobber, the jobber
from the importer, the importer from the producer : * This is

This

is necessary in most cases as many merchants, both whole-
sale and retail, have not sufficient trade to purchase from
the place of growth.

STROUD BROS.

are one of the few firms who have built up a trade sufficient
to enable them to purchase from first hands and the benefit
of such buying enables them to be the medium through which
the Consumer of Tea can purchase that article WiTnouT
PAYING SEVERAL PROFITS.
STROUD BROS. name has become an household
word in every home in this great Dominion and their teas are
noted for their

PURITY, FRAGRANCE AND STRENGTH.

STROUD BROS. strongly recommend the tea drinking public to try any
of the following brands:—

BLACK, MIXED or GREEN AT .
ASSAM (Specially recommended) at
THiS IS AN EXTRAORDINARY TEA FOR THE MONEY.

ALSO "TEE

30 cts.
30 cts.

50+ 55¢. OR 60, PRIZE TEA.

The quality of

PSSR S

our tea and the Prizes given with pach pound is a
wodder to the trade that such value can be given.

Buying from first hands and SELLING AT A SMALL PROFIT is the
SHORBT OF SUCOCESS.

STORES AT

Montreal, Ottawa, Kingston, Toronto and Belleville,

PURITY, FRAGRANCE and STRENGTH !

i e - e b T




