A HERO SMALL AND POOR.

¢ Well, then, I must hurry up,” and was
about starting off at once.

‘“ Here, Jolly,” said the soft voice again,
‘““why didn’t you help yourself to enough
out of this big pile to buy halt a dozen
oranges? No one would have known it.”

“ 0, gir, that—why, that would have
been just like stealing ; and I wouldn’t steal
for any money.”

“ Who told you not to steal ¥’

¢ I dunno, sir,” said Jolly, looking con-
fused ; *“ maybe *twas mother.”

The truth was, that honesty was so early
a part of his being, that he could abont as
soon tell when his arms grew on, as when
honesty and truthfulness were drafted into
his character.

“Look here, Jolly,” sail Mr. Herndon,
in one of those sudden, quick ways, by which
little Jolly would ever after remember him,
‘““you ought to have a birthday present.
Come and take enough out of this nice pile
to buy just one orange, mind; and then
you can go right home and make your
purchasge.”’

Helping him toguessatthe right quantity,
the kind gentleman saw that Jolly was
surprised enough, and grateful enough,
though he only said, “ thank ye,” in a very
low tone indeed. He made his funny little
bow, though, and was going off happy as a
king, with the heavy sack over hisshoulder,
and the pick in the opposite hand.

¢ Here, Jolly, you needn’t carry it so far
to the store, just put it back here, and I will
buy it of you,” said Mr. Herndon, at the
same time taking out a silver half-dollar.

Jolly looked at the gentleman, looked at
the mineral heaff, looked up at the sky and
down at his feet, and then at his hands,
when the coin seemed to have a restorative
influence, for he breathed and put the
money in his poeket, and turned out the
mineral. Seeming to fear that something
else quite as astonishing, but not so pleasant,
might occur next, he said, “thank ye,”
Jjerked his little bow, and ran off home to
tell his mother all his strange adventure.
She was but little less astonished and
pleased than Jolly had been; told him it
was a reward for his good behavior, which
the Lord had sent direetly to him, and he
might go and get the orange at once.

Off he ran as if the clouds were under
his feet, and a great white bird wafted him
along.

«QOh, now! what if they are gog,” he
thought, and down under the clouds he
went, and off the white bird flew, leaving
him far behind. On he went to the store,
where he stood a moment, not daring to
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look toward the window for fear he should
miss the box of oranges, which had stood
there two days already.

Then looking, ¢ Oh, they’re not gone!” he
eried out aloud, and hastened in on white
wings again. ¢ Well, Jolly Namara, what
do you want?’ said the gay young
clerk, looking the other way, rather on
purpose, for he saw the yellow stained
clothes, but not the pure white wings of joy
underneath them.

“1 want a norange, sir,” said Jolly,
smiling all over.

¢ Oh, no doubt. Many little boys wants
oranges, but you see they're fifty cents
apiece,” said the clerk, in a tone which
seemed to settle the business.

¢ Here’s the money sir,” said Jolly, who
feared they were not tor sale to little boys
at any price.

¢“That alters the case, as most circum-
stances does,’”” said the clerk, taking the
money and selecting a fine orange. Jolly
took it, and I ask whether Napoleon entering
France as her Emperor, or little Jolly in
possession of his orange, was the happier?

Seizing the yellow ball, about the color of
his clothes, hands, feet, face, and all, he
rushed out, not forgetting, even in this try-
ing and peculiar moment, his bow. Out,
and up the street, he ran ; the clouds under
auis feet light as air, and the white bied
carrying itim on so bravely. He had gone
a couple of squares toward home when he
met little Julia Criswell at the gate of Dr.
Snowball’s oftice, where she had been for
some medicine.

“ 0O Jolly,” she said, *do come’n see poor
Jim. He is so sick with the fever'n the
doctor says he might ’a got well, only he
bain’t had nothin’ good to eat. Mother’s
set up with him two nights. She does all
she can, 'n cries the rest, 'n if we wasn’t so
poor ; 'n mother can’t go cut a washin’ now,
‘sount ¢’ Jim’s bein’ so awful sick, and
we’re all half starved, let alone poor Jim,”?
she rattled on, regardless of pauses, nor
seeming to lack for breath. ¢ Why, Jolly,
a norange! my! if poor dear Jim—.”" She
suddenly checked herself, for that would
seem exactly like begging, to say, “if only
Jim had an orange!” and she wouldn’t
beg even if they all starved, but it was
pretty hard.

Yes it was hard. Jolly knew it all, felt
it all, deeided it all in a very few moments.
Jim should have the orange, the precious
orange which Jolly had dreamed so much
about, and now possessed at last. Jim
should have it. How tar off hovered the



