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The Worst Boy in the Town.

A CANADIAN STORY,
ny

Florence Yarwood.

CHAPTER VL
TUY. WRONG RIGHTRD,

¢t 1 know that each sinful action,
As aure as the night bringa shade,
Is sorietime, somewhere punished,
Thaugh the how be long delayed.”
—Eile Wheeler Wilcoz.

Everyonk was much surprised the next
worng to seo Jack Harding walk into the
<« nool-toomnr just as the nme-o'clock bell
<swnded, Al but the tescher—=ho did not

ok 50, fu1 just a few moments beloro that,

rile Mary Stanton—one of the pupils of the
_rator fortn - had held a few moments’ conver-
wotion with him,

Lattle Mary had always felt somewhat
atiad of grave, stern-ooking Mr. Seburn—
the head teaclier of the semor department--
sv it was with o fast-beating heart that she
knocked at hi< door und asked fur a faow mo-
ments’ conversation with him.

*What s it, Mary? Don't be afraid to
tell e, * a8 ho saw her roll up her handker-
cutef 1 silent confusion ; and his tone was so
kmnd, his sinite so pleasant that she recovered
i s tneasure her self-possession, and hftng
her cyes to his she earnestly said :

** It's about Juck Harding, Mr. Sebura: he
aud not chear yesterday ; he deserved that
prize, and 1 can prove it, too,” stie said, with
energy.

The teacher's faco was all attention now, as
he quickly replied :

*Can you, indeed? Well, I am very glad
of that ; tell mo all about it.”

Agnin the confused look crept into the
child’s face us she looked dowa at the floor
and stamtered—*“But I 1 was domyg what
you have strictly forbidden or I would not
have known.” ~

‘The teacher looked both grave and amused,
and he lifted his cyebrows cither in ieal or
pretended surprise; she could not make out
which ; but his smile encouraged iier to go on,
o stic told hum the whole truth! .

< Well,” said the teacher, when she bad
whi i all, *1 cannot tell yoir how glad I-
am that the right of this atter has been
found out !  And, althvugh 1 do not wish this
Intie girl to continue to dwmobey orders about
playing in the school-room, 1 am real glad
she nd i there this once.”  And he smiled
again so pleasuntly that Mary wondered how
she had over thought him grave and stern.

*And now,” said the teacher, *“it will be
quste necessary for you to come to the fifth
form nud tell the claxs what you have just
teldl me. Will you come directly after
prayers? 1 will speak to your teacher to
seud you.”

“Yes," said Mary, gladly 1 was so
attatd you would scold we,. but you have been
ur)fkmd," and she gave a grateful sigh of
telief.

* Well,” said Mr. Scburn, ¢ you see, if you
L1 not told me all, Juck’s nameo might never
bve been cleared, but you have been honous-
able enough ta tell me for the sake of clmriu;:
b, %0 1 ha e uo scolding for you this time.”’

When Jac: walked into the school-room
and took 4is seat, Bob Pierce, who sat near,
contemptuously whispered :

** He's come back 1o writegome more essays
with his book open.”.

lack’s cyes flashed, but he remained proudly
suent, for his hour of triumph was coming.

After the opening exercises everybody—
ae Jack—wondered why the teacher did
uot, as usual, begin the work of the day. He
sat gravely silent, aud presently thero wasa
tiwad knock at the dour.

**This is Miss Mary Stanton, ono of Miss |

thvan's papils from the junior form," said the
tencher, as ho admitted her. ¢ She has soine-
tning to tell us which will be interosting to
us all—particularly 50 to two of you.”

No one but Jack Harding hud the slightest
niea what she was going w say, and breath-
lesaly they all listened.

Mary felt nervous and confused for a no-
went to find so many looking at her—and
moat of them strangers—for in our large
~ nools in towns and cities, scholars in ditfor-
««t compartuicots Jdo not all become ac-
o amted—bui presently her eyes rested on
4wk Hmding’s face: and ho gave her such a
gostefui look that she forgot her fears in
trnemberiog how much siie was helping him,
auw i aclear, childiah, but strasghtforward
was she told her story.

When she ceased speaking all oyes were
centted vn Bob Pierce, and hie looked 8o con-
tu-ed and ashamed that 1 um certain a very

swall crack in the floor might have swallewed,

'

him up at that moment.  As ono of the boys
comically expressed 1t: ‘*He looked as
thuugh lic would hke toerawl through a knot.
hole, and pull the knot hole in aftee him,”

‘I'o ad 1 to his mor titication, no one spoke ;
the tescher sat motionless for & fos moments
ant waid nothing at all; breathless silence
reigned,  ‘Then he turned to Mary aml said :

> Thnt will do, Mary ; you have given vour
evidence very nicely, and Jam truly gratetul
to you for your uaastance in helping mo to
clear up thas wystery.”

0], too, wish o express vy thanks,” said
a tnly voice, and Jack Hardmy stood up,
aml w well-chosen words expressed his grat.
tude.

Tuen the weacher handed him thy prize,
whitle he said :

** I, and wo all, sincerely beg your parddn
for suspecting you so wrongfully. 1 felt
thut you were teiling me the truth even
though overything looked against you ; now 1
wm glad that it bas been proved.”

““And now,"” camtinued the teacher, turning
to Bob Pierce, who had slid {arther and far.
ther Jdown into his seat until he was in dan.
i;cr of being lost sight of altogether, *if you
wve unything to say for yourself, any sxcuses
to offer, we would like to heat them.”

But his face grew still redder, and he sald
nothing at ull.

*“Then,” said the teacher, **you are to
pack up your Looks and go hame ; and do not
come back again un-il you ure ready to do
what is right, and apologize to Jack here in
the presence of the claes.”™

And hurtiedly gathering his books together
he lefe the room,

Only Ja k Harding heard his low muttered
threat as he gathered up his books:

¢« ’lf be even with you yet, Harding, sco if

Idon't!”
(70 le continued.)

JACK WILDER,

‘“ Hene, Bub, hold iny horse a minute,
will you? 1 have a little business to
transact and the impatient fellow will not
stand hitched a minute.”

Jack Wilder turned around at the sound
of the pleasant voice, and with a courteous
*¢ Certainly, sir," stepped out iu the snow
wheve tho high-spirited animal was prane-
ing nhout in u reckless manner.

“*Xeep u firm hold on the reiuns, my
boy, and if he beging to show bis mettle,
speak kindly to him and he will quiet down
at once,” remarked the gentleman, as he
gave the horse a friendly tap.

““I'll take good caro of him, sir,” re-
turned Jack, gently stroking the Jong black
mante of tho seusitive creature.

There was a striking contrast between
the man, mufiled to the ears in warm furs,
and the boy, shivering in his thin jacket
out in the storm, but they were both so
niuch secustomed to the dulerence thny
neither of them gavo the watter u serious
thought. Tho stranger's minute length-
ened into ten, twenty, half an hour before
hie returnod, but though Juck'sears tingled
with the sharp cold and he had to blow his
fingers'to keep them from growing nuimnb,
he kept his plico in the face of the storm
until the gentleman was ready to relieve
him of his charge.

Wath a hasty apology for his delay the
man leaped into the sleigh, took up the
reins, and then, as if he had forgotten
somothing, be took out his pocket-book and
hurriedly selecting  coin tossed it to Jack,
with a pleasant ** Here is something for,
your trouble, my boy."

It fell in ths anow at Jack’s feet, and
bofore he had succeeded in finding it the
black horse and its driver wero gone.

**Why this isa five-dollar gold picce!”
gaspod tho astonished boy, as he rubbed
the anow from the shining bit. *The man
made a mistake, 1 an sure.”

* What's the differenco if ho did 7" said
a man who had witnessed the little scene.
“Put it in your pocket. He gave it to
you and it will comne in good place, I am
sure,” with a glance at Jack's well-worn
shoes.

1 did not carn it, and it would be
wrong for mo to take advantage of a mis.
take,” rcxllicd Jack, as he started in pur”
suit of the stianger. Several times ho
caught a glimpse of the light-running
sleigh a3 it wound in and out amnong tho
throng of vehicles that crowded the wido
strget, but in spite of his increased speed
it gained stewdily upon him until it was
lost in the diMance altogether. As night
wag fast counny on he delermined to go

home and begin the search anew in the
murnng,

** look here, mother, ' he said, display-
g the gold prece, as ho enterod the httlo
bare roam he called home, ** A gentieman
gave it to e for holding tus horse, but 1
am eury he made & mistako

“He certanly dul,”  auswered his
mother, taking the bright com in her hand
to oxamne 1t more closoly. ¢ No deabt
hio thonebt 1t wns & gquatter, which ® vo.
semblos 1 wizo and werght.”

3 at were miue you should have an
enny chiair to rest upon and o good warm
supper to cheer you up quicher than you
could say °Jach “uLlllsull,' " returnod
Juck, with a fond luok ar the weary woman,
who, after her intd day’s wark, was shiver-
ing over the handful of embem that sorved
the doublo purpose of lizhting and heating
tho dingy apartmout.

* Money would buy us wmany comforts,
Jack, but that does not belong to us, and
wo ought to be very thaukiul that we have
no wish to appropriate othor peoplé’s pro
perty,” answered Mrx. Wikler. ™ Wo are
very poor, but, thank God, we have been
taught to bo honest. You must put a
notiee 1n the mormng paper about it.”’

*That s yust the thing exactly, mother,"
smd Juck., > Pll be up by daylight to
get it to the offico in tume. 1 wondor T
dud not think of thut plan oanor.”

He kept lis word, and lgug beforo dark

Lie next dny the owner of the black horse
cailed nt the wulow's humble door to in.
quizo what the boy who had held his horse
the day before know that would Lo of in-
terest to i,

Jack was up to the elhows in the wash.
tub when the stritager knocked, but it did
not tako lum long to dry his hands and
bring the gold picce from its place of
safety.

*“Jv was a mistake,” said tho young
man, shpping the bright comn mto s
pocket. < Why didn’t you put it into
your purso and keep your mouth shut?
Nobody would ¢ver have found it out.”

¢ 1 would have knowis it »ir, and 1 have
too much 1espeet for my<ell 1o he foand in
such company,” Jackrctorted, indignautly.

The stranger smiled nud went away, but
that was not the Lt of him, for a few days
later the postinan left a letter a ldressed to
¢ Jack Wilder” at the door; and when he
opened it ho read. **I'he boy who has too
much respect for hitacelf to do a dishonest
thing will hear something to his advantage
by culling at No. 36 La Salle Street. John
Rao.”

In John Rae, Jack fuund the owner of
the black horse, nnd the something to his
advantage proved to he work—henest
work—ir: his offico. Brivhter days had
como for the mother at home, and it is
needless to say that Jack performed his
now duties well and faithfully.

BURNING HIS COSTON LIGHT.

Thar is surfman No. 4 who has now left
tho Life-Saving Station and will patrol for
two miles the beach foinging the white,
roaring sutf. It is widnight. The surf-
man who has becomo « patrolnan cardies a
beach-lantern in s hand. le has also
two or three Coston lights, or red hand-
hights. ‘Through the wiuter cold, over the
sand and the shppery rocks, or across the
ice bunks liugh up tho beach, he struggles
bravely, coutinually on the watch for
vesseds in danger.

Ah! *hcrc i3 a dark object not far from
tho shofe waves. It is & vessel, and the
captain has ignerantly permitted it to run
tuo near the breakers, It must be wamed
off. Tho putrolinun halts. He burns his
Coxston light, aud the red flame throws out
its sharp, sudden wannng.

To-morrow night it may bo storiny.
The wind drives in the patrolman’s face.
The rain pelts him.  Tho huge waves roar
at him. He pushes abead. Ho eagerly
searches the night for any.sign of disaster.
ILook ! A sharp hine of fire springing froin
the sea curvos its red arch in the air, and
then vanishes. ‘A wreck, 8 wreck!™
cries the surfman. 1o stops, pulls out’
his Coston light, burns it.  He burns an-
other as a response of hope to those on
that wave-swepit wreek, and tiien dashes
away w the Life Saving. Station to amuse
its crew to a rescue by the suri-Loat ora
ropo shot. to the imperniied crow.

o you krow that, though young, you

are a patrolmin 7 Qud hiasy given you your
beat, where you mny walk and watch and
wartt and save.  Somu ommpanion may
have ventured amony ovil nasoctates, He
miay bo neglecting God's Louso. e may
have contracted hnl-m of profamty. e
may have fallon tnto the tep of a Lad
book. Now, burt youe Coston lighte Say
kindly, tondorly, tn great love, a word of
warping. Not only warn, but rescue.
Nat uu?y signal, but wave.  ‘There is a Wifs:
saving powor to which you can go. As
you look up every might, the windows of
God’s houso of rofuge in the sky aro all
ablazo with light. Let tho rescuer’s cry go
up to God. Pray for souls. Don't live to
f'ouml!. Live for others. Burn your
lgh‘- ¥

A True Hero.
BY 1DA SMATRR.

You sk for.a tale, dear readers,
A tale of some deed aubliine,
A Fu e from the life of & hero
\'Eono fame hes ontlived bis tiwe, i ..
Fain would you list to a owr{ G
‘That, touchiug each youthful héart, - -
Would awaken your emulation,
Esach nobly to bear his part.

'

And » talo 1 have o tell yoo;~ 2
I knuw you will understand. A
Why [ give to my huble hero, g'~" 70 %
A place ‘mid the great and grand ;° ¥
And know that 1 boll, dear readary,- *
‘Tho story not told invaip, ~-- " ¥
1f it teach therv are hicroca of fecllng,’ <3
As well an of might and brafn,

The datn had scarce been for an hour,
Yet the depot wasall alive, = | .4
And the many voices mingled, .
Seemed liko to & humming bivel
The wmorning.air through the windows - «
Brougnit the pufling engine’s smoke,
And the faint, distapyt huwn of thecity
‘F'o the day's toil just awoke.

Through the waiting groups passed a cotlie,
Wit imbd und expressive gaze,

Eliciuug notice from many
By luy kind and engaging ways.

The children romped wath hio gaily, -

The ladies pated his bead,
Aund the negro alone in his corner
Parted s breakfast of bread. -

While this bustle went on in the station

A siding held cars apart, s

And a woman washing the windows,
Was minging in gladuers of heart ;

Her boy, a three.year-old baby,
\Was playing just at her back,

But sceing the car door open,
Jumped oo a neighbouring track.

Up tho self-sawme track come thundering
From the east the through express;
All saw, and hush of horror,

Then & 80b of deep distress .

Broke from the hearts of the peopls
As there, with bated breath,

Stood hundreds, and not & mortal
To save the baby from death.

Ab God ! will sone come o rescue?
Quick as the turn of an eyo
The collie spravg out st the haby,
Who atarted back witha cry 2
And by the train camis thundering
\\'itﬁ noise that alinoest drowned
Onc faint little cry of agony,
Though men grew sick at the sound.

All stand with faces averted ;
When again they turn thewr face
They see the baby come smihing,
And there in the very place
A moment ago he had stood,
With death rushing o1, vehind,
A sbapeleas, crushied mass lay Collie,
Ris lifo yielded up for our kind,

¢+ Pamacngers, Pittsburgh ¢ Chicagot
Passengers for Western train !

Pazseugers goinyg Kaat ! the ery went.
All pe'er to mect again ;

But the faces of many were pallid, .

And their oycs were full of teare,

LAY

B

For thoy saw and felt 1o those momnents:

What memory Bolds for yearn &
Thoey wero rich and poor who parted,
Old age and frolicsome youth, R

That carried away from that <tatimn,
Thoughts stirred that may in truzh «

Ennoble the wholo of their futnre.
And none may know but Gund,

\What lives belped upward, onwani, -
Tbe heroic death of n-doy [ BY]
Wina.peg, Man. PR s |



