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LITTLE BROKEN SHOES,

S—

Y NATHAN D, URNES,

0r6 go you, little Broken S8hoes ?
&y SOur eyes are bright; what cheer?
lam gom; around the corner, sir,
To buy my mother some beer.’
Your uother, instead of drinking beer,
« uShould buy you a pair of shoes.
Wall, I don't know. Bhe has trouble enongh.
But I haven’t much time to lose. "’

But your little toss peep out in the wind,
YU{: mice from s%:p ard crack ; *
?x: dlit.tle' no%o i:i l. nnbbinwof blue!; K
you've hardly & rag to your back.
“ Well, what of that 1’ Do you wn::t. & cove

SoTlo have fifty jaokets and things ? A
|

ong as I'm cheery, and mother has beer, 4
What odds if the 6old wind stings t ’

“ When Pop was alive, before the War
And hunger and hard times pressed,
1 remember I used to whimper and ory
To be even better dressed,
Though snugly clad, and as neat and olean
:‘lthooh} dotaltl man;- X 50 hard
now, gsince mother’s to work so ha
Lstand it the best I can, ’

“Sometimes I may ory in a corner alone
0 00 her 4o tired and ¢ beat,’
she bends above the wash~tub’s brim
All day for the crusts we eat.
But I'n alwaya cheery to her, though [ know |
Abﬂe bi nghlhnl’ h:r ge .1:”’ theol
nd wringing her heart as she wrings the
All thrpugh the sloppy day.,. othes,

“ But it oan’t bo always winter, you know ; f
Beuter dayd in store may be 3 |
An ) wianter or summer is all the same, !
¥ur [ always cheery, you seo,”
Gowl-by and good luck, filtle Broken Shoes! f
Like a bero this lifo you bm{in.
You won't starve in this whirli

Here is five-pence, to give you a lift;
Now run for your mother's beer ;
Ang never you wmind if the chill wind nips,
You will never have cause to fear.
“ Not 1! I'm hearty and gamey, L am! !
[ All the d‘%yn ure alike to ‘iue. B
suppuse thare’s some good in everything,
Amf—l'm always cheery, you see.”

HARD TO BEAT.

A DRAMATIC TALE, IN FIVB AOTS, AND A PRULOGUH.
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SCENE II, ?
MR, MORWON FINDS HIMSELY MI9PAKHN,
Time, September fifth, sighteen hundred and
Seventy; place, Mr. Howson's residence in Sher-
broake Street.
Mr. Murton had not been able to earry out his
Iotention with referonce to Miss Howson during
Past two weeks, for the reason that he had
Bever been 4o fortunate as to find her alone,
On the occaston of all his late visits he had been
somewhat unwillingly, to endure the
Sompany of elther Mr, Jobnson or Dr, Grifith,
Sometimes af both.
I am afraid theso tnals did not sweeten Mr.
Tton's tomper, and he fervently wished both
:*e doctar and Mr, Johnson oould be transported
fome romote portion of the earth, there to
&’“ﬁh untll he should desire thair recall; he
ght 1t very probable they wowld remala
Te 8010 time,
he three or four visits during whish he had |
::°°“ntorod his two rivals for so he felt them
ot bad served to confirm him in hiy deter-
Py Ralon (o ask' Miss Howson to be his wife.

thy had been kinder to hima on his last visiy
R sho had been for some time past, and Mr,
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gig world, ! "
1f pluck and bottom can win. ' !
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# BOMETHING SBRIOUS TO SAY TO MB ?”

Morton flattered himself thare was a touch of
tenderness in her tone when she asked him to
s call agaln soon.” He determined to take ad-
vantage of the invitation, and 8o, on the even-
ing of this fifth day of September, although it

| was only three nights since he had seen her, he

ealled again,

Fate was not any kinder to him on this oc-
easion than on former ones, for on entering the
parlor he found Dr, Griffith already there; how-
ever, this time he was the last caller, and ho
determined to quletly sit the doctor out.

The meeting between the two men was
polite, but not very cordial. Charlie Morton had
pever quite got over his boyish distrust of Harry
Grifith; he treated him as an old acquaintance
and school-fellow, and to the outward eye they
were great frlends; but there was no bond of
Mympathy between them, and they never grew
{0 be more than intimute acquaintances and no-
thing more.

There i8 & much broader gap between the
meaning of an ¢“intimate acquaintance” and
« g friend ” than most people suppose, Oneisa
person whom we meet frequently, are always
on pleasant terns with, trust, perhaps, (0 &
small degres with some of our little secrets
whioch sre not very important; but we cannot
place implicit confidence in him ; we cannot
open our secret soul to him, ge to him for ad-

viee or comfort lu the bouur of need, plves our \

whole trust in in the hour of danger. Although
our tastes may aesimilate, our pursuils be al-
most the same, our intercourse constant and tu-
timate, yet we never get beyoud that imper-
ceptible barrier which divides acqualintanceship,
however intimate, from true friendship. The
other 18 one whom we can trust fully and en-
tirely, in whom we repose our whole voufldence,
and lay bare our most secret thoughia to, cer-
tain that we shall get an honest expression of
opinlon, well and kindly meant; it may uot ai-
ways be pleasant—a true friend’s advice is fre-
quently the reverse, for he will tell us our faults,
which an acqualutauce won’t,—but there 1s a
bond of sympathy betwesn us which makes the
most unpleasant pills go down, because we
know they are intended forourgood. Two such
friends may have the ocean roll between them,
but it will not wash away the bond that links
them together; they may not see each other’s
faces for years, but the oid Kind feeling will re.
main; their tastes, interesls, pursuits may
differ, but that very difference frequently only
serves to strengthen the bond; tnere is some-
thing more than mere companionship between
them—they are friends; they can have truss
and confidence lu each other, and neither time
nor distance will change the feellug. There is
nothing like absenoce, or danger, or difieulties
to test friondship; many persous walk through

when the time of trial comes it is found that
they are simply intimate acquAintances, no-
thing moro. And so with marriage; many and
many & couple go through life to the grave, and
never get beyond the stage of intimate ac-
quaintanceship; they have a transient passion
for each other which they think ia love, that
wears off, there is no bond of sy mpathy betwee:
them, and they drift iato intimate acquaintance.
ship, and never rise to the height of friendship.
Husband and wifa of all people in the world
should be friends, — close, intimate, bosom
friends,—and when they are not there isalways
danger of their union being an unhappy one;
they may drift through life together without
any serious mishap, but they are very apt to
run aground on the first sandbauk they meet.

Oharlie Morton and Harry Griffith, from oarly
associations, from oircamstances and from
habit, had reached the stage of intimate ac«
quaintanceship, but they were destined never to
pass it.

The evening at Mr. Howson’s was not & very
brilliant one. Mr., Howson ¢ looked in” for a
little while, and the doctor engaged him in &
lively discussion about the war and other cur.
rent topics, but Mr, Howsou did not seem to
relish it very much, and afier half-an-hour's
oconversation, in which the doctor did nearly all
the talking, he went off to his club, consoling
himself with the reflection that Charlie's pro-
sence would have a neutralizing etffuct on tho
dootor's fascinations, and that he would not Le,
able to attack Miss Annie’'s heart-—which he
strongly suspected he was doing—too severcly
that night.

Mr. Howson was an easy-going, quiet man,
'\ who wad quite content to let things tuake their
natural course, 80 long as that course was nut

| highly improper ; he was a man of very even

temperament, but of strong will, and, when
once he made up his mind on any subject, ho
was, t0 use & vulgarism, ¢ as obstinate as a
mule,” He knew Miss Annie’s weakness for
flirting, but it gave him little uneasiness; he
conaoled himself by saying, « all women have a
certain amount of devilment in them, and it is
Just as well If it comes out while they are young,
they will make better wives und mothers for it
by and by.” 8o he troubled himself very littlo
about Miss Annle’s suitors, thinking that ere
long she would get tired of having haife
a-dogen strings to her bow, and be oontent to
seitle down into staid matrimony. On that
point Mr. Howson had made up his mind, and
it would take & greut deul t0 eauss him teo
change tt.

After his departure matters did aot improve
very mueh in the parior. The “neutralising®
process was strougly at work, and al
everything went smoothly en the surfaco, eno.
gentleman beurtily wished the other at the
bottom of the sea. As for Miss Howson, sho

| would bave preferred a iéte-d-Udte with her be-

trothed, but she also desired to have a quict
talk with Oharlie Morton, for she had deters
mined to solicit his assistawoe in gaining her
father’s eonsent to her engagement; she folt,
therefore, very much like Captain Macheath in
the Beggary’ Opera:
“ How happy I soula be with either,
Were 'Wther dear ehurwer away.”

There was some singing and playing and a
good deal of eouversation about nothing, but it

what was sald waus meither very brilllaut mor
very new.

At last the little ermolu sloek on the mantel-
pleee clilined out half-past ten, and the docter,
finding Morlon was delermiaed W sit Liw out,
Tose to go,

Miss Howson accompanied hime te the doer,
and it seemed to Mr. Morton, who sut idly run-
ning bis fingers over the keys of the plang, that
it teok much longer to suy good-night thia
either negessity or politeness required ; at lust,
however, she retur..ed, with ratlier a heighteii-
ed golor, and seating herself al soine liltle dix-
tamce froia the plany, sald:

« 8ing somethiug for wme, Charlie; you only
sang ouce to-nighi.”

« [ dow't feel like singing, Aunnie,” he answor-
od, ohauging his seub 10 one u littie nearvr 1o
her. 1 have sometllng very seriows 10 sy W0
you.” |

« Something serious 10 82y 10 me ?” she ask-
od 1u surprise, rislog wod faciug Wiw, ¢that iz @
strange sulueidence, fur 1 buve avuiclilng Nedie
ous to say to you.”

He did nob nolies the inlerruplion, bub wens
on:

life apparently surroudod by iricuds, sud yet 3 oI want (o ask you a very setluus questjon,

-~

wus hand wor ik to each of the three to talk, and -/




