
THE WORST BOY IN TOWN.
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thorn, and how many, and how big tlicy

we;x', instead of ])ioking up their everhisting

twitciies and making themselves disagree-

able. Terch would bite splendidly to-day,

nnd tlicre are people in this town whotl be

j:lad to have a good mess of perch. I de-

clare ! I've ju.st the iilea ; soliool or no

tcliool, whipping or no whipping, itouglit to

be done. Ill go riglit away and see if Matt

can't go with me.'

.Jack moved ra])idly through streets which

crossed tiie main thoroughfare of the town ;

t-';en he approached a wood-pile wliere a boy

of about his own age was at work ; before

this boy's eyes Jack dangled two new lish-

lines and some h.ioks, and exclaimed

—

'Come along, Matt
'"

'I can't,' said Matt, gazing hungrdy at

thcnew fishing tackle, 'the governor wouldn't

like it at all.'

' Oh never mind the governor, ' said Jack,

ril explain tilings to him when we get

l>ack.

'

M at tseemed to lie in some doul >t as towhether

the inlluence of his tempter with the governor

jimounteil to much, for the functionary al-

luded to was master Matt Bolton's own
l:ither, a gentleman who held quite firmly to

tlio general opinion about Jack. Besides,

Matt was vigorously attacking the family

v oo Ijiile, his honest heart alive with a sense

<;f ths need there was for iiim to do all their

was in his power to relieve his overworked,

hither, and alive, too, with the conviction

tiiat he would have to work industriously if

he would chop and split a day's supply be-

fore school-time. J>esides, a fishing excursion

i aplied truancy, which, in turn, implied the

Ci-Ttaiuty of a wliipping in school and the

probability of puni.'shment at home.
' Fatlier wouhl ])u very angry,' said Matt,

as he sighing'' V withdrew his eyes from the

new fishing tackle, 'and he has already

e;:ough to bother him, without having things

made worse by me.'
' Uut Matt, he won't feel bad when he

knows what you did with the fish. We'll

^'i\e them to widow Batty. (This resolution

oi Jack's was newer even than his tackle, for

he had formed it while he talked). ' She's

been sick, you know,and I heard your father

say the other day that she must have a hard
enough time, at best, to feed that large

family of her's.
' But suppose wc don't catch any ?' sug-

gested Matt.
' Tlien you can tell him what we meant to

have done if we had caught some. Besides,

Avu can't help catching a lot at such a splen-

did tish-hole as the null dam. I think it's

awful that a whole family should go hungty

iast because it hasn't got any father. Didn't

your governor ever read you out of tlie Bible

of visiting the fatherless and widows in thoir

afHictiou ?—mine has.'

Boys are no more likely tlian adults to re-

sist Satan when he appears as an angel of

light, so Matt speedily agr-'cd to go as soon

as he had prepared a day's supply of tire-

wood.
'Get another axe, and I'll help you,' said

Jack, and witliin five minutes tho.se two boys
were making chips Hy at a rate which would
have been tlie wonder of a hired v/ood-chop-

l>er, while Matt's mother, who happened to

glance through a window wondered why
Jack's father could accuse that boy of lazi-

ness. Then both boys carried the wood to

tlie kitchen door, unearthed some worms be-

tween sundry logs at the wood-pile, and dis-

appeared as stealthily as if in their be-

nevolent priiject were animated by
the scrijitural injunction, to not
let the left hand know what the right hand
was doing.

Reaching the brow of the little hill upon
which the village was situated. Jack ex-

claimed

—

'I vow, if the river hasn't overflowed its

banks.

'

' Umpli, ' replied Matt, • I knew that a
week ago.

'

' Well,' said Jack, ' so did I, but I forgot

it. We can get to the dam easily enough,
though ; it's only half a mile across the low-

lands to the river, and tliere are fences all

the way. Riding rail fences is bully fun.

Wait till I get my rod ; I've got two and III

lend you one.

'

Jack extracted two bamboo rods from the
black-berry thicket where he hal)itually

kept them, lest they should occasion un-
pleasant questions, as they certainly would
have done had his frequent expeditions M'ith

them began at the house of his excellent

father. Then both boys mounted the fence,

which was of i-ails, and their trip to the dam
was fairly begun.
Now to travel by fence-rail is a delightful

method of passing time, as all liberally edu-
cated boys know, if one is bound for nowhere
in particular, but when one is t\\ o, and both
are boys, and are in quest of f'sh, and the
middle of the day is approaching, in which
fish do not bite, half a mile of rail fencing is

a trip which consumes patience with great
rapidity. Had the adventurers been othei'

than boys, they w«juld have turned back at
once, but when a boy gets a project clearly

into his heatl he never gives any one an ex-

cuse to say that the mule is the most ob-
stinate of all living animals. Jack soon
grew impatient of his slow progress, and
conceived a brilliant idea. Raising himself


