
"MY DARLING." ttA cows were gone; but so also was bis
oî'ly son, a brighit boy of six or seven years

'riiese words iii brighit letters stood out olti. Re wept, 0and refused to liear -ny
ip bolti relief on the (lasliboard of a hinge 'vords of comifort.
four-borse truckc in a street blockade. The "«Just as daylight camie, liowever, lie leard
driver looked roughi andi strong, but lie wvas a well-knowîî sound, andi, looking Up, lie
flot p)rofane or brutal to his borses. Pa- saw biis favorite cow leading tlie herd, and
tiently he waited the loosening of the jam, comning directly after themi was biis briglit-
wliile bis neigibors filled the air with eyed littie son. 'O0 my son! my son!' lie
cu rses. Finding bis liorses restive, hie cried, ' are you really alive?' ' Why, yes,
climbed from biis box andi sciotheti them father., Wlien 1 saw the fire 1 ran to get
with gentie words and caresses. Then a ourl cows away to, the pasture lands.' 'You
bystander asked Iiim wvby lie called lus are a hero, my boy! ' the fatlier exclaimed.
trucz «"Mày Darling." litt the boy said, 'O0 no! A liero, is one

'Wel'," lic saiti. "because it keeps tlie mwbo dues some wvonderful deeti. 1 led the
memory of my daugliter. little Nellie. Slie's eows away because tliey wvere in danger.
deati now, but before slie died she put lier, anti I knew it was the riglit thing to do.'
arms around my neck and she said : j' Ah! ' cried the father, ' lie wvho does the

«"'Papa, I'm going to die, andi I want you ri,-lit tliing at the right time is a liero.'
to promise nie one thing, because it will Reuben read the story two or tliree times,
niake me so happy. ViIli you promise?' -anti tlien lie gave a long, iow whistle,

Yes,' I saiti, 'l'Il promise anything. Wliat whiclb meant that lie 'vas seriously Consid-
is it?' ering something. 'l wonder, now, if that

-Tleri. fixing lier cyes upon mine, slie it true.' lie thought. 'A hiero is one who
saiti: 1does the riglit '.bing at tic riglit tiime.'

".'Oh. papa. doiî't be angry, but promise ,There are plenty of chances for nie to be
V3e you wvill neyer sweai' ariy more, nori tliat kinti of a hio."-Sd>.
whip yoîir borses liard, ancl tlîat you will be
hiati to niamma.'

"'Tlat's ail there is about it. mister; I' LORIN'S TOBACCO CURE.
prc miseti my littb-' girl, and I've kept my

word." 'Tle way it happened was odd enougli,
M'lien the bluekade was lifted Uic big "anti laugliable anti serious, too; but it cf-

trîickrnan re hit is seat. and wvas Soo11n fecteti a cure, anti for that reason the story
lo-t ia the tide of travel.-Eh'. ilis worth telling. You sec, Lorin Haley hati

______a secret. He guardeti it most carefully fromn
luis father anti motiier, iecause hie knew

110W TO BE A HEBO. tlîey woîîld disapprove of it, anti would,
perlîaps, pîînisli hixn if tliey discovered ilt.

Relbenwa la>oy wh 0ae f lie- le was led into the act of deception by
roie. but îînberoieally allowved blis inotiier luis neiglibor, Fred Raffsburn, one day when
to wear' lierself out in matters wlieîe hie tlley wvere walking home together from
Oliglit hatve giveii tlic lielping lian(l. town. Fred luati bouglit some fine-cut Lo-

One day lie took up a p)amphilet that was I laceo. anti wvlen the boys reacieti a se-
lying 011 the sehlool-mastei"s table. In it dlutiet place, lie drew it from bis pocket.
lip san' a stor'y <'lei"l'lie Hel.o." I "Wlîat's that?" asked Lorin.

"Halloo!" lie crie(]. "-Wlat îs tlîis abolit: "Doni't you sec?" replied Fred.
'I want to lie a hero.'"Il "Tobacco. I do belleve! Wliat do yon

The story wvas somnetliing like tblis : "A luîtcnc to (1o witiî it?
few years ago the tî'aveller niiglut have "OCuew it, of course!"
sc-en a elîarmnîixi little village-now alas! 'Il wouldn't, if I were you."*
no longer iii existenice. "Why not?" demandeti Fred. "Douî't al

"'A fiî'c bu'oke ont oîie day. anti in at few tlie fine gentlemen use tobacco in one way
hieurs the quîaint little frauîîe bîouses were 'or anotlier. Didn't you sec some of îbemn
entirely ilestroye<l. The îioou' peasauîts r'in to-day wlien we passeti the Allcott House?
arcunît wring-iing ilieir biands anti weeping H-ow grand andt important tlîey looked sit-
over their lost hocmes -andu foi' tlueiî' hum- ting on the veranda anti smoking tlîeir fine
cd cattle. cigars ! Tobacco, doesn't hurt sucli men.

"«One pool' mani was in greauter trouble than WTby sluoulti it hurt you anti me? Let's
hi-- neiglubors evexi. Truc. luis home anti have a cliew."
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