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TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 7, 1895.
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“TAKE 'EM, JAOK."

A very pleasing incident occurred on
E-ouc of our busy streets during the heated
g tcna—pleaing because of the unselfish
sprinit iz displayed.

ft was a fatiguingly hot day, and only
 those whoso business wns urgent woro
B Tound npon the scorching strects. Pres-
cntly a httle nowsboy appeared 1n sight,
BB Ho wan not alort and busthing, as is tho
W idcAl newsboy ; on tho contrary, ho moved

along ns though cach step was painful t.
hun. Mecting an acquaintance, ho stupj« i
to sxchango greetings, ander the friendiy
shado of an awning.

¢ What's the matter with you to-day,
Jack 7 You got along 'bout as fast as a
snail.”

«So would you, X guess, Tim Ragan, if
your feot were full of blisters walking on
tho hot sidewalk. Esery timo I put a foot
down 1t's ike to set e crying,” the other
answered.

Tim looked down at the baro feot in
question, and glanced at his own. encased
in a par of shoes that had certaunly seen
duty, but which still afforded protection
from tho heat of tha dazzling pavements.
Quick as a fiash he dropped down on a
stop, and the next momcui was holding
out his shocs to Jack.

*Here, you can wear tha till to marrow
My fect ain't blistered. Take ‘em. Ja. k%,
it'’s all right,” snd away he went crying,

% Throe o'clock edition of tho Post,” at tho

top of his vuice. reemingly unconsciour
that he Lad just jerforined a *ravo deed.
Nowthesn Presh deaase

e

Wney wo say thata man 18 good-hearted
we o not always mean that he 18 a oot
mat

1. ey frienderps may bo mendod bat
st A usually a rly Jone job that will
soon nood to be dono over again.



