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' Boy wanted. Call at the othee
early to morrow morning."”’

At the time named there was a host
of boys at the gate. All were admit

| ted, but the foreman was a little per

plexed as to the best way of choosing
one from so many, and said he
** Now, boys, when 1 only want one

lof vou, how can 1 choose from so

many ?"

After thinking a moment, he called
them into the yard, drove a nail mto
a tree, and taking a short stick, told
them that the boy who could hit the |
nail with a stick a little distance from |
the tree should have the place. 1

The boys each tried three times, and |
failed to hit the nail. They were told |
to come again the next morning.

When the gate was opened there
was but one boy, who, after being ad-
mitted, picked up the stick, and throw-
ing it at the nail, hit it every time.

““ How is this ?" said the foreman.
‘““ What have you been doing ?"

And the boy said :

““ Yon see, sir, I have no father, and
I thought 1 would like to get a place,
and so help mother all I can ; and after
going home yesterday, I drove a nail
into a post, and have been practising
ever since, and I came down this
morning to try again.”

The boy obtained the situation.
Many years have past, and this boy is
now a prosperous man. His success
has come simply by perseverance.

Catarrh in the Head

Is due to impure blood and cannot be
cured with local applications. Hood's
Sarsaparilla bhas cured hundreds of
cases of catarrh because it purifies the
blood and in this way removes the
cause of the disease. 1t also builds up'
the system and prevents attacks of
pneumonia, diphtheria and typhoid
fever.

Hood’s Pills become the favourite
cathartic with every one who tries
them. 25¢.

From Tim’s Point of View.

The March sunshine had hardly
succeeded in melting the last linger-
ing mounds of snow, when the parks
and lawns were all alive with spring-
ing grass. The winter was really over,
and Mrs. Willard, looking from the
window of her desolate home, remem-
bered how Charley had always rejoiced
at the approach of spring.

It had been three years since he
died, and the seasons which had come
and gone had brought no relief to the
mother’s aching heart. Outwardly her
life went on much as before her loss.
She bad laid aside her mourning, she
mingled in rsociety ugain, but the
spring sunshine had lost its charm,
the flowers their fragrance, and the
world its beauty, since Charley could
no longer share her joys with her.

| spring freshness, and abundant hfe.

ture and art had done so much to beau-

It was almost inevitable that
steps that afternoon should turn in
the direction of the cemetery. On
every haud she saw the indieations of
returning hfe. The buds of the maple

were swelling above her head, and
the birds twittered shrilly in the
branches. To her sore heart there

|

seemed something almost cruel in the

She had just passed the massive \
stone entrance leading to the cemetery,
when her eyes fell upon a ragged boy
standing 1rresolute upon the pave-
ment. As she glanced at him the
thought tlashed through her mind that
Charley, if iving, would be about the
age of this lad. There was an invol-
untary gentleness 1n her expression
as she made this reflection, and the]
boy, already versed in reading faces,i
saw this at once. |

““ Please, lady,” be said coming for- |
ward, ** 18 this the place where poor
folks 18 buried ?”

“I'm afraid not,”” Mrs. Willard
answered kindly. ** Were you looking
for the grave of a friend, my boy ?"

““Yes'm,” he replhed soberly. ‘1
wanted to find Sophie's grave, if 1
could.” He was silent for a moment,
then looking up with a smile added,
‘* But then 1t don’t matter so much.
It ain’t as if the real Sophie was in
the grave.”

He was very ragged. His hair was
unkempt and his face not quite clean,
nevertheless there was something
about him, as he said the last words,
which went straight to the heart of
the childless mother.

‘*“ What i8 your name ?"’ she asked.

“ Tim, ma'am.”

*“ Then, Tim, I wish you would sit
down here and tell me about yourself
and Sophie.”” And Mrs. Willard seated
herself on one of the benches placed
along the driveway, while Tim, evi-
dently somewhat embarrassed, took
his place beside her.

‘““ There ain’t very much to tell,” he
began. * She an’ I were in the hos-
pital together. She was a little thing,
an’' my | but she was pretty | Both
of us had ‘most got well, an’ were up
an’ dressed, an’ then she took worse
an’ died,”

‘“ Poor child "
sighing.

“You don't mean Sophie, do you,
ma'am ?” asked Tim, looking puzzled.
‘ 'Cause she ain't poor any more.
She’s in heaven now. I don't su’'pose,”
said Tim, looking reflectively about
over the City of the Dead, which na-

said Mrs. Willard

tify, *“ I don’t 8'pose this place is any-
thing 'longside of heaven, nor the
park, nuther.”

Mrs. Willard did not smile. On the
contrary she looked at him almost as
if his words had suggested a new
thought.

‘1 uster be afraid at first,” said
Tim, growing confidential, * that she’'d

her |
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be lonely up there all among strangers.
An’ one day, I told the lady who came
to the hospital 'most every day about
it, an’ she said there wasn't any
danger! She said that the Lord Him-
self wouldn't be above lookin’ after a
little girl an’ seein’ she didn't get home-
sick. An’ what with the angels an’ all,
she’ll have lots of company.”

“Do you miss her very much ?"
said the lady suddenly,'and she looked
at him as if she was eager for his
answer.

““ Yes'm, 1 missher bad,” said
Tim, sighing.®** But I wouldn't be
mean enough to wish her back. You
see there's a good many things about
livin’ in this world that ain't very nice.
Sometimes you're cold, an' sometimes
you're hungry, an’ sometimes you're
gick. An’ I wouldn't want anybody
to come back from heaven just to keep
me from bejn’ lonely.”

_He stopped dismayed, for Mrs.
Willard had buried her face in her
handkerchiefand was sobbing violently.

(Za be Continued.)

-Blood and nerves areclosely related.
Keep the blood pure with Hood's Sar-
saparilla and you will not be nervous.
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