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The Company Who Try.
BY AMABRGAREY B. BANGSTEM,

Yos, 1 love the little wianer
Wilh the medal and the mark :

He hns gained the prize he sought for,
Ho 8 joyous as a lark.

Every one will haste to praise him,
Ho {g on thoe honour iist ;

I'vo a teader thought, my darlings,
For the ono who wied, and missed.

One? Ah, me! They count by thou-
sands,
Thosp who have not gained the race,
Though they did thoir best and fairest,
Striviug for the winner’s place.
Only tew can reach tho laurel,
Many seo thelr chance fit by,
I've a tender thought, my darilngs,
For the carnest band who try.

‘T8 the trying that is noble ;

It you're made of sterner stuft
Than the }aggards who are daunted
When the bit of rond is rough,
All wil! praise the happy winners ;
But, when they have hurried by,
I'vo a song to ckeer, my darlings,

The great compaay who try.

BESSIE'S BRAVERY,
BY MRS, A. P. M'KISHNIE,

It was Saturday atternoon at the farm,
and Bessle went to and fro singing over
her work. No wonder ghe sang, for ail
nature seemed to rejoice. It was a
bright October day; the woods and flelds
around glowed in their many-tinted
colours, and the sun shone warmly down
through the Indian summer haze.

Bessie Morris was an orphan, but she
scarcely missed the tender, pareantal
love, for her Aunt and Uncle Chandler
were like mother aud father to ner, and.
were proud of thelr * boannie daugbter,”
as they called her.

They lived on a farm, in an, as yet,
unsettled district, with their nearest
market-town fifteen miles away, over s
lonely bush road. To be sure there was
a little village only two miles distant,
where Bessie went to church on Sabbath
mornings, and where the rough young
farmers of the neighbourhood went to
admire Bessie.

On this particular Saturday, Bessie
and Mra. Chandler had been alone since
long ere daybreak, Mr. Chand’sr having
gone to tha market with e 1oad of grain
Bessle sang as she tripped about her
work, making the old house look as cosy
and {nvitlng as her tasty fingers were
able for the return o? the tired and
hungry man in the everlng. About five
oclock in the afternoon, 2 tall, slouch-
ing, tattered figure came up the gravel-
walk and rapped lovdly at the door.
Bessle’s pretty face looked ont on him,
but & gualm of fear shadowed the bright
eyes as she saw .the evi] facs and down-
cast head.

“The man to WwWheam ?” inguirad a
gruft volce,

“ No,” said Bessle, * my uncle has gors
to market, dbut he wiil be home later in
.he avening, Did you wish to see him ?”

*Yes, on bDusiness,” answered the
wramp, with an ugly leer. “I happens
to know Dick Chandler, and Dick
Chandler happens to know me, s0 I'm
aure he wouldn't grudge me a bite to
&t'.'

* Why, @0,” answered Bessio, again,
though her heart sank within her at klg
ugly look and tone, *“I will give vou
seme supper i you are hungry; just sit
¢own in the porch till I can get it
l’eﬂdy." .

The tramp seated hlmself and stared
stolldly across the flelds. Preseatly
Bessle came back with a plateful of sud-
stantial food, and he took it cagerly wim
a grunt of thanks. Fiftecn minutes
vassed in demolishing it, then ho tapped
on the door and handed in the plate

“’Bout .what time d'ye think th’ man
"I1-ba- whoam ?” he questioned. -

“0Oh, we are expecting him at any
time now; if you- wish you-may sit and
vralt for him or come ‘inside™

*“Naw, thank 3, I'll not come in, but
maybe ye11 tell me which road he
comes.”

Bezgle was frightened, -for sho knsw,
her uncle would have quite a sum of
‘mongy home with him, buot she wonld
not 8toop to lie:

*Ves, he comes dy the rozd leading.
tbrough the woods,”” she replied, “but
surcly you must be a stranger here if.you

‘do.not know the road to town.”

“Maybe I am, an’ .)1aybe I'm not,”
chuckled - ‘the tramp. * Thank y’, miss;
an’ thanky’ again fer the bite,” aad-the
sloucking. figure went.off. down the road.
"~ “Bessle: hasteneéd "to tell-her aunt, who
Jad been"at Wwork at the spring-house.
.dairy, and- the merry .songa ‘were-hushed:
-on'her:lips for"the vemainder of tEat day.

-Bhe ‘kntw. the . {ramd ‘meant o - good

" “f6-bor Kihd-fmele:by. tho tone:of. batred'|
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in his voico when he spoke of him, and
sha would soonee lay down her lifo than
that any harm should come te him
through her,

Tho early, autumn twilight darkened
down, and stiil Mr. Chandler's cheery
whistle was not heard on the road.
Darkness and stillness sottled over the
land, yet no unclo came. Bessle's heart
stood still with o sudden terror. YWhat
it the tramp ¢ .ould waylay hilm on tho
road, and in the attempt to get his
mondy do him somo bodily barm! Tho
thought was torture, for her uncle wouid
be all unawars of tho rough's Intentlon,
and g0 weculd fall an easy victim.

1 will go and meot him,” she sald to
herself, *“and awntlo shall not know
where I have gone.”

8lipplug out the back way, she
whistlcd to the falthful oocllie, and the
two struck across the fields to got to the
road at the corner of tho bush’ It wns
quite dark; a few stars twinkled mistily
in the sky, and the gtillness made the
girl's heart beat with fear; but she kept
her.hand on the dog’s collar and went
steadily on.

They were approaching the twoods
Low, and Besslo paused to listen for the
sound of wheols. Far away, at tho
other gide of the woed, came the heavy
rattle of the waggon, and her uncle’s
loud, cheery volce ever and anon urglng
on his tired horses. About the middle
of the bush the wargon stopped.

“Get up, nogs! only & little further
anad you will bo home.” Thea, Indeed,
Bessfe’s heart did leap {anto her throat,
for in a louder voice her unclo said :
“ What’s this? Who are you, and what
do you m.1n by stopping my horses In
this way ? Get out of the road, or I will
drive over you.”

‘“Not sv fast, neighbour. Give me a
1iit, won't you? I believe I'm goln’
your way.”

Bessle fancied she recoguized tha
framp's ~olce. ’

“ All right; pile In; but dbe quick, for
T'm late enough now,” came through tne
woods in her unclo's volce.

Besals was quite near.them now, using
all her power of persuasion to keep the
dog in check, for he, too, had recognlzed:

+ his master’s volce and was eager to be

away to welcome him. On ske weat,
striving only to get nzar enough to wake

her voice heard above the rattle of the.

waggon before she called to her ancle
But ere it had gone a .lozen yards, the
waggon stopped again, and these words
came floating across the night :

“What do you mean, you raseal ?
Hands off " ‘Then in a choked voice,
“Help! Helpt™ ’

Bessie waited to hear no more. “Come,
Major,” she cried to the dog, and sprang
ap the road as fast as her fert would-
carry her, only waiting to-grasp in her
hands & good, stout stick. )

“Help! Help!” Again the words
wers borue to her as she lew along, this
time In a feebler voice. ]

“Yes, peighbour,” ghe called, pitching
her volcs to sound like a man's, “ I'll be
with you in a minute; what's the row ?
Go for him, Maf !’ -

The tramp heard the approaching foot-
steps, saw the dog, and with a fearful
oath loosed his grip on his victim’s
throat, sprang from the waggon, over the
;e!nce and into the wood, tha dog after

m.

‘““ Here, Major,” called Bessle, as she
climbed into the wapganm, eelzed the
lines, 2nd struck the horses with the
+hip. Her uncle was lying on the bot-
tom of the waggon, but she could not
wait to attend to bim now; her one
thought was to gat safely home. .

The horses, all unused to such treat-
ment, sprang Into a gallcp, and away
they went over the remaining mfle and
a half of distance that 1ay between them
and home. The julting of the waggon
brought Mr. Chandler back to conscions-
ness, and as they haited at the gate he
drew himself up to 2 sitting posture by
the seat,

* Why, Bess.” he began, *how's this ¢
What's happened ?”

Ther msmory came back to him, apd
he took the girl in his arms and kissed
her quivering lips. “God bless you,
my own brave mese! TYou came juet in
thme to seva me.”

Buot Bemle’s bravery had all deserted
her now, -aud she could only oling sob-
bing to her -uncle,

Inside, when Mr. Chandler opened the
door with the girl's trembling figure In
his. arms, Mrs. Chandler was -pacing to
and fro.in an agony of fcar., Sho quickly
sprang -to meet them, .and- the tired

horses had to wait while the whole story-
"was.gone over.

‘But-Bessie though?: the-
scare she-had-received  was quite-worth
while -when -sbhe felt. her-aunt’a teams oa:
ner cheek, and heard. her-uncle's voice,.
husky with feellng, &a3:

“.Dear little- girl?

She does lgve her

“old-uncle pretty well; after ail™
- Cecar.Springs, Ont.. .
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A LONG SLEEP.

All animals have their time for sloop-
ing. Ve slcop at night; so do most of
the insects and birds, But thero aro
somo 1ittle creatures that take such very
long slceps! When they are all through
their summer work they erawl into win-
ter-quartess.  Thore thsy stay until tho
cold weather 18 over. Large numbers
of frogs, bats, flies, and spidors do this.

It they wers only to sleep for tho uight '

the blood would keop moving {n thelr
velns, and they would breathe, But in
this wiater-sleep thoy do not appear to
breatho, or the blood to move. Yot thoy
are allve, only {n such a ““dead slcop.”

But walt until tho spring-time. The
warm sun will wake thom 2! up again.
They will coms out one by one frotn their
hiding-places.

i havo told you that this slecp lasts
all winter, but it often lasts much longer
than that. Frogs bhave beocn knowa to
sleep several years. YWhen they were
brought {nto tho warm air they camo to
lite, and hopped about as lively eas
over.

I have read of n toad that was found
in the middle of a tree, fast asleep. o
one knew haw ke canie there. The treo
had kopt on growing untll thore were
over sixty rings in tho trunk. 'The treo
adds a ring every year, and the poor
creature had been thero all that time!
What do you think of that for aelong
sleep ? And yet he woke up all right,
and ccted just ltke sny other toad !

LUOY'S NEW SHOQES,

One day Luey’s papa brought her home
a pafr of beautitul new shaes, #lth
patent leather tips that shone so brightly
Lucy cocld almost see her faco in ttuem.

Lucy was very proud of them. She
puat them on and tip-ided all around
the room. While she was admnliring
them in this. way, her mamms eaid,
“ Luey, it you go ou! to play, fut on your
cld shoes.”

“Yes'm,” repllod Lucy, and she reaily
meant to, dut her brother Harry called
"her to come to the brock with him to
sail his boat. She Zorgot about her
shoes till something  arcadful happened !

When tkey reashed the brock Eerry
wanted to cross to the other side, where
it was shady. He fourd some stones,
which he placed in the water for Lucy
and im to etep on. Harry skipped
over, and Lacy was foliowing, when slip
went one of the astones, and splaah went
Lucy into the water.

“Qh, Harry, I've rulned my new
shoes !” And coming out o the water,
siie sat upon the bank and cried.

“It's all my fault,” sald Harry; “I
-ought to have helped you across.”

“No, it's my fault,” mld Lucy; “I
.ought to have remombered what mammsa
told me.”

Lucy went to the house. and told her
mammge her trouble. Her mamma didn’t
scold her,, but she sald, “I'm very sorry
my Httle girl’s memery i3 so poor. She
hus epoiled Xer new shoes ino conse-
quence. But I'm glad she has coma
etraight to mamma with her trouble.
Now, it's no use to cry over what it
done, your crying won't make your shoes
new again, Put on your old ones and
go back to Harry and sail your boat.”

Lucy pat herarms around her mamma’s
neck, and sald, “You're the dearest
mamma in the world I Ana I think
she was very sweet.

PRESERVING THE HONEY.

At a recent mesting of learned men fa
Berlin it was said, as a fact, that when
2 beo hag filled her cell with honey and
tss completed the 1id she adds a drop
of formic acld, which she gets from tho
poison-bag connected with the sting. To
do this, she perforates tie l!d with her
sting. The acld preserves the honer.

BOBBY'S COMPOSITION ON
PARENTS

Parents are things that most boys have
to locX. after. Blfost girls 21s0 have
parcats, Farents consist of Pas and
Mag., Pas tali a good deal! about wWhat
they are golng to do, but mostly it's mas
that make you mind. Somectimes it is
4ifferent, though Once there was 8
boy came howme from collcge on vacation.
His parents lived on & farm., There was

work to be dono on the'farm  Work on !
-the farm always had to be done early in

the morning. ‘The boy dldn't get up.

“Big sister goes {o the stairvry and calls :

* Willle, "tis a beautitul mcraing. Rise
and 1is¢ to the lark.” The boy dldn‘t

Your

breakfast is getting ¢old.”” The boy

"kept 7right on 7ot saylny anytaing

Then his pa puis-hiz' haad In the stair-

avything. Then his nia calls: |
T eiillam, it is time to get up.

“Blir *Comiug,
sir I says the boy. I Xnow = boy that
. hasn't got auy parents. e goes in
| swimnming whover he pleasea. But { am
. going to stick to my parents. Howerer,
' 1 don't tell them 80, ‘cause thoy might
5 got it into tholr heada that f couldn't
get along without thom. Says this boy
to mo: “Parcnts are a nulvance. They
aren't what they'ro cracked up to bet™
Says I to him: **Just the same, I find
‘em handy to have, Parents have thelr
failings, of course, llke all of us, but on
the whole 1 approve of ‘em." Onpco a
man says to me. “ Bobby, do you lovo
your parents ¥ “Well,” says I, “I'm
not quarrelling with ‘em.” Once a boy
at boarding-school went to calllng his pa
tho Govornor, and got his allowance out
down to one-half. His pa said that ho
ought to have walted till ho was golng
to oollege. Much more might bo writ-
ten about paronts, showlog thelr habits
and 8o forth, but I will leavo the task to
abler pens.—Harper's Round Table.

way, and says:

HOW IT I8 NOT DONE

There are somo trustworthy courts tha:
will enforco consclentiously tho laws
agalnst the liquor buainess, bat in very
many instances~—~indeed, usunlly—saloon-
keepers find easy escape from serious
punishment. Here is an {llustration
showing how it 18 often not done :

* This Incident, it is sald, occurred in
an American court-room. Tho lawyer
began the prosecution as follows: °*Mr.
§——, where i3 your place of business 1

‘*\What for you ask e such foollsh
dings? You drinks at my plsce more
as a hundred times'

***That has nothing to do with the
case. Mr. 5~—, state to tho jury where
your place of business is.’

*°*De shury-! de shurri Ob, ahiminy!
Every shentleman on c¢.ss shury Las a
shdring of marks on my oellar door shust
like a rail fence

“ His Honor here interceded in behaif
of tha counsel, and in & calm, digaificd
menner requcsted the witnoss. to state
tne place of hig business,

*“*0Oh, oxcuse me, your Houor; you
drinks at my blace s0 many dimes. 1
dinks you knows fery well vere 1 koops
mine place.

CURIOUS FAQTS OF MANY LANDS

‘Tho children of the poor in Japan arc
nearly always ladolled in casp that they
should stray ftrom their -homes whiist
thelr mothers are engaged §n domostic
duties,

Paper houses, for tho usse of travellers
in Africa and Australla, have been
manufactured. They are made in sec-
tions, and can b3 put together ar tuken
apart in 8 few moments.

There are no undertskers {n Japan.
YWhen a person diks his neatrest relatives
put him in & cofiin and bury him. The
mourning does nst begln till after durial
" The earlisat lbrary in tho .world was
that of Nebuchaduezzar. Each book
was a brick, and on it were engraved
4ko etrangoe characters of tho language
of that country.—Little Wozker,

THE VALUR OF TRIFLES.
BY Wi MATHEWS.

In the United Siates Mint at Phila-
delphia tho visitor to the gold room
notices & rack placed over the floor for
him {o walk on; on inquiring iis purpose,
he is told that it ia to provent tho visitor
trom carrying away wich the dust s¢ his
feet the minute particles of procious
metals which, In spite of the untmost
care, will fall vpen the floor when the
rougher edges of the bar ars filed, and
that the gweepings of the bnllding save
thousands of dollars yoarly. How much
more precigus are tae winute fragments
of Ume which are wasted by the young.
especially those who are toiling in thoe
mints of knowledga ! Vho cau esiimate
tbe value to & college student of this
golden dust, th2se raspings and parings
o? life, thoae leavings 2f days and rem-
nacis of hours so valuclese singly, so
{nestimabdle i{n the aggregate, could they
be gleaned up and tarned to mentat !m-
provemeont ?

He was a countryman, and he nlked
along a busy thiroughfare and roz2d a
sign over the door of a manufacturing
esablishment, “Cast Iron Sinks™ 1t
made him mad. Be said that any 160l
ought to know that,

- -

i A Lioely young lady met hor lady
.frlend who h2d just got married and

sald: “I would hate to be (n your
; shoes,” The Ilittle marricd woman
, Jooked at the fect of the larger woman
aud said . ** You could not get into them
12 yon tried.”



