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The Pocket Knife..
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'Well, Jack?'
'Come here and.look at this poc-

ket-knife. Now, is not ita jollygood
one? The price is only half a crown,
too! - Ido wishI could have it; but
I.can't byit, forlI have only a six-
pence-the sixpence that Aunt Mar-
garet gave -me a day or two ago.'

'You can save up your pocket-
money until you have half a crown.'

'But before that ftime the knife
will perhaps be sold. .You know
I don't get much pocket-money,
May.'

'If I had not spent My sixpence
I would have given it you to help
you.'

The above conversation took
place between Jack Howitt and his.
sister May. It was a cold day to-
wards the end of November, and
Jack and May -were standing at
the window of a toy-shop, looking
at the bright goods. displayed there-
in. The knife which attracted the
boy's attention was a large one, with
two or three blades, a cork-screw,
etc., There were. many othei knives
li the window. besides, but it was
this particular one, and no other,
which Jack thought he should lke
to possess.

'Come along, May, let's go home T]
now.'

'All right, Jack.' *
The two children proceeded along

the snowy streets, when suddenly T
Jack's eyes lighted on something
lying in the snow.

'Look what I have found! It is
a purse!' said he.

Jack opened it, and saw that it À
contained two bright shillings. A

'You can buy the pocliet-knife
now, Jack,' >cried May. 'Your -six-,
pence and those, two shillingys make-
baif a crown, you know.'

'What luckP' cried Jack. 'Let's
Pogo and buy the knife at once.'

But, lie sudden1y stopped,, and bis
briglit face became grave.

'May,' lie said, 'q must not taire bi
this money; it; would.be wrong for -j
meto do so. To ail appearance the
purse belongs to some poor person 13

*for it isý old 'and, sbabby; a-nyhow, fo
*it is uotmine though I did fi .d it.t

I woul.dbeàtealin ifIk ket itbut.
I'd. scorn to be -a 1hef Iwouldi. '

'Jacir, you 'are iglit,'.- said, bis
siser. 'Le'sgo, ho me and telli
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-'Youth's Companion.'

other about it. But look at that
or boy here, he is ciying.'
Jack' looked, and saw at a short
stance from where they stood a
ttle ragged boy who was crying
tterly, and who seemed to 'be look-

foi something.'
'Perbaps it is he who lost the
Lrse, and he has just come to look
r it. l'Il ask him what is the mat-
r.'
Wht is the matter with you-

hy are yon crying?' tliey asked.
'Tve lost a purse and two shil-
ngs,' he sobbed.

Oh, you need not cry any more,
then,' said Jack; 'here is your purse
-I found it. The two shillings
are there all safe?

'Oh, thank you!' said the poor boy,
as he eagerly grasped the shabby
old purse which Jack 'banded to
him. 'I was so sorry to lose it, be-
cause I Wanted to get sone food nd
medicine for mother.. Motlier's aw
ful, bad, and what's in~this purse
is all the money we have. I earned
it thisforenoon bY caxrying parcls
and runing errands. As -Iwas go-
ing to buy something for mother I


