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Littlo boy, little boy, would you go
ot :

80 ? 5 4
To the land wihere the grown man

lives? il el
Would you barter your tioys aind your
fairy :

For the things thet the grown man

gives ? .
Would you leave

days are set 2
With the jewels of Love's alloy
For the l;md of emptiness amd

Touls you go. Hetls Bog, Hetle tidy?
It's a land far off, little boy, little

boy,
And Lhéyway it is dark and steep;
And once you have passed through
its doors, little boy,
You mayn't even come back to sleep,
There is no tucking-in, no good-night
Kiss. _ .
No momnings of childhood joy,
It's passion and pain you give

this,
Think well, little boy, little boy.

the haven whose

re-

for

Little boy, little boy, can’t you
the g

That live in the lamd o'f'f there: o

The ‘‘broken hearts,”” ‘‘fair hopes,
all dead; o

“Tost faith,” and “‘grim despair?

There's a train for thaeit land in the
after years,

When old Time rushes in to des'roy

The wall thet stands ’tween the ioy
ragec: mrl:—‘ho little boy!

So don’t go, litt Y, oy !

—Maynard Waite, in Metropolitan

Magazine.
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A YOUNG FINANCIER,

A twelve-year-old boy is earning
$6 a day out in Clinton, O. T., ac-
cording to a Chicago paper. A num-
ber of Chicago boys are.preparing t.a
follow his geruine ‘‘get-rich quick'’

method. " This

the Rock Island treins that — pass
tlirough. the town. Thet is
these embryonic financiers of Chi-
cago are planning to do,
Thee Clinton boy, ‘whose name

work with' the aid of his:

younger
sister, Edith. Following is'  the
story of his meteoric eareer, 18 Le

told it to the tounist from Chicago:
“Yes, I have done much better
than T expected. How did I come
to start? Well, let’s see. I started
with forty cents, and meke an _aver-
age of six dollars a day now.” We
Came here from Douglas, Kam., a
Yyear ago. Father was a carpenter,
but wasn't doing very well just
; 88 We were stramgers here,
One day I was down at the train
here and noticed that the people
were hungry, and that there was
no eating station like T had seen in
places as we came down here on the
cars. T hed forty cents I had saved
up, and I ran uptown and bought a
quarter’s worth of cooked steak and
fifteen cents’ worth of buns and ran
back and sold them all. T kept that
up all day, and went home with two
dollars. That night I got two chick-
ens—that cost me fifty cents—eard
mother cooked them, and mext day
T made four dollars. Next day J
@ot six chickens, and sold it all.
‘‘Since that time I just on
getting what I thought 1 could sell,
just like T am now. I saved the
money until I got enough, and then
I bought two lots here in town.
Then I bought some furniture and w
watch and chain for memme. Then
father drew up the plans and we
built a house. Father built it and I
paid for it, and we Mve in it. We
have five rooms downstairs and
two rooms upstairs. We were of-
fered $1800 for it before it was
finished. Now we are building - a
greenhouse and a cistern.’’

HER WILFUL WAY.

B

By the Authior of “Dolly's Golden Siippers,” “‘Claimed at Last,” ste.

CHAPTER VIIL.—-NO LETTER —
THE PRETTY SALLY SAILS
WITHOUT OLIVE—MISS BUSH.

But, alas! ro letter: mno Mre.

Rainsford: nothing but dead silence.

Poor little Guy, with his fever gomie,

lay in a meze of wealmess, sleepirg

and dozing, end sleeping agein, the
livelong day, while the wind nomped
in from the sea, 80 <cool, 80  life-
giving, into his chamber, amd the
sunflowers in the atrip of garden
looked in at his window like a gol-

den glory. As for Olive, she 'was
giving Mrs. Ramce amd her little
daughter much to their temper,

by her self-will and naughty imperi-
ous ways. In fact, though only two
days had gone by, she amd Liz had
begun to openly bicker amd quarrel.
It would be well that Jim would
be home that evening, end  out
egain with the mext tide; 'them Mrs. !
Remce decided that it would be best
for her refractory little guest to re-
turn home, and Guy ¢o tarry on.,
ewhile to grow stronger. With this |
prospect the child ssemed even more
self-pleasirg and disobedient, than
usual this morming, Ah! little she
forcsaw that her own selt-will  was

to frustrate this pleasamt  home- | here

going as in a moment.

“No, Migs Olive, mother. dom’t al-
low us to go up ladders,”” said Liz,
as she heedlessly darted to a ladder
leaning ageinst the wall at the beck
of the cottage, amd essayed to as-
cend it.

“But 1 went to  go up amd oot |
upon the wall %o see if the Pretty
Sally is in  sight;"* and up ‘went,
one wayward foot. But Liz’s hand
detained her

“You mustn’t, Miss Olive, Fa~
ther’s ship won't be in till sundown, I
amdm-tvtm;erneverleumﬂlmlﬂdf

€ says ladders  amin’t for
girls.” i

"They are—what's for 1
for girls, amd :

I shall go up,” Away |ly
Liz, end

s | poor little proud heart.’’
up!’

’

ting would be to her, and with the
Pretty Sally coming in at sundown,
which was to have taken her home
on the morrow, Ah, well! tihe
doctor came and set the bone—g
compound = fracture he called it,
which must have time amnd rest, come
what may.

She was sleeping when the Pretity
Sally came riding in on the tide
at sundown, amnd the three ohildren
went down alone to the shore to
meet their father.

Poor, kind-hearted Jim, i#t wae
hard for him om the morrow, at
daybreak, t0 hearken to Olive’s sobs,
to feel her soft little hands clinging
to his nough omes, as she beged him
to talke her home with him—home to
Uncle Fred—she mustn't be left be-
hind; she wouldn’t!

‘‘But think of your poor little
broken leg, dearie,”’ he urged with
tears in his eyes; ‘‘ye mustn’t ibe
moved; ’twould hurt it.”

““Oh! it wouldn’t hurt me—and you
promised;’’ so she sobbed.

‘“Ah, dearie, and ye kind of broke
‘my pnomise for me when ye ‘broke
your leg.’’

“I can't stay bere. I won't stay

“Don’t say can’t, Miss Olive; we

can do almost amythirg if we tries;
and Master Guy don’t say such
words.”’

She emewered nothing to this.
“And do you kmow the

wered mather sulkily.

““Yes, there is this reason: Master
Guy is suffering what came to  him,
and your trouble, as you have to
bear, you bhought on yourself, amd
ye're kickin' egainst the pricks of

g b an’
“No I don't,” she confessed sullem-
“Well, ye're sayin’ you womn't bear
this, if ye did bring it on yourself,
and consotence is sayin’ you must ;
and bearn’ is like pricks to  your

Heart isn"t proud,” sobbed the

“'Ay, dearie, moth ng lile pride to
biind us'to our pride. But come, I

Oklahome. boy sells
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Dbrepared 'delicacies to passengers on
what
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amnd [ coloring,

4

CATHOLIC CHRO

NICLE

kept to herself.
‘Was now able to go in and

& hollow-eyed little
wasted limbs.

““Oh) 1 wish
he

longingly from the window. of

day. when he had tired himself with
-wallkling  in the garden, and Mrs.
Rance was sewing by the side of his
made-up sofa where he lay.

‘““No, Master Guy; I think, meaybe,
no news is good news for a little
time longer; and my Jim is sure to
run in and Jet ‘em know, comin’
back. That is, if his sldipper is
80 minded; and I think he will be.”
“But  I'm afraid she'll think me
dead,”’ whispered the boy, in a voice
husky with tears.
““Well, dearie, I always keep  to
what Jim says; and he said: ‘Never
write again: I'll go'—and I think he
will.”?

“But 'tis so lomg till he
back,”” sighed Guy.
“We don't kmow bhe didn’t call 20~
ing forward,’’ said Mrs. Rance.

“Then, if he did, mamme would
have eome, except she’s ill; and then
papa would have come, or Olive's
Uncle Fred.”
Poor little Guy! -
Well for him that he did not.
know, nor of thet little sea~bedabbl-
ed sun-bonnet, still hidden away
in the stable, like a secret dread.
Olive was very fractious and difficult
to menage—they were obliged to lay
restraint upon her, ard bind down
her poor little restless body into po-
sition amd keep it there, for omce amd
again she shifted her injured limb,
and so brought pain to herself, amd
an undoing of the doctor’'s work,
“I thick, sir, if we could get her

comes

under a lady’s care, 'twould be bet-
ter for the poor little thing. You
see, she’s been used to folks and

places different to me and mine,””
sald sorely tried Mrs. Rance to the
doctor 7

That was in those days of dead
silence and mystery when no word
or sigr came either by land or sea,
and Olive had  been sobbing herself
into a feverish state, very like some
poor little captive hird—beating it-
self against the bars of its cage.
‘“Well, we will see,” said the doc-
tor; mo more, no less.

But thatvery day, toward evening,
a refined female voice said at  the
cottage door—

‘““Mrs. Ramce, Mrs. Rance, may I
come in?’’

Poor little Guy, lying on his couch
in his chember, heard it, and half
started therefrom. But no, it was
not «hiis mother, and a little hunger-
ing sigh stole from his lips. He
heard Mrs. Ramce go to the doonr,
as if to eamswer the woice, end
followed the rustle of someome en-
tering the kitchen, and the hum of
voicess talkirg low, almost in a
whigper. ~ Then presently he heard
Olive’s chamber door open and shut,
then silence—a long silence, as it
seemed to the expectamt child. Next
his own door openeéd, and Mrs.
Rance showed an elderly lady in.
‘“This is Master Guy, Mis¢ Bush,’
said she, and the strange lady came
and kissed him.

“I've come to take your little
friend to my house, and T want to
knpw if you’d like to come to?’’ she
said, bending over him.

Such a funny old lady, as Olive
would have said; ~Guy could not,
help wondering what the flippant
little mite thought of her, whether
she would like to go home with
her.

‘“Well, what do you say?'’ inquir-
ed Mise Bush rather sharply, as his
thoughits wenit ‘wiool-gathening like
this.

"‘I. beg your pardon,’” said he,
“I—I think I like Mrs.
Rance 8o much—I think—I don’t think

it,” . .
~‘Then I would like to stay, it
you would like me to,”” said the
grataful boy. !

“Like you to, dearie—I'd like you
both to stay, only 'twill be best for
Miss Olive; the change will do he
to be i1 a-real lady's  house;
8 what she’s beemn used to,
so_finikin® like.””,
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sit
:ﬁh Olive, and to wander out into

» among the sunflowers—
boy was he, witih,

mamme would come,”’

craved in those long, silent, wait-
ing deys of hope deferred, glancing

hig

ther¥| wiid she had the bearing wof @ gentle-

gnga.mwalkwm:hm. and

'jleaving me alone.”

| with your poor leg.”
Then they

c | gone.” : :
“Nay, Miss Olive, that sounds very
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ma used to say.” Used to say—the
boy had begum to speak of his mo-
ther in the past tecse; it made one
sad to hear

“Well, she spoke the truth that
Was unpleasant to me once,”” said
the flippant tongue.

{‘Ah! tit for tat—just like

a girl,”
laughed the little
low

pale-faced fel-

“Well, she did: she said I was a
rude girl when I said she was a
fright omce in the train, and that
was unpleasant.’”’

“Oh, Olive! wher?”’ inquined
boy in shocked surprise.

‘““When I was coming from London
to Uncle Fred’s.”

‘“And now she's asked you to her
home: that's like returning good for
evil.”’

“Yes, but she doesn’t know me £
'tis such fur; 1 knew her because she
is such a guy.

the

‘“Oh, Olive!”’

“Well, I don’t care; I have the
good- and she the evil,” and the
naughty child dared to laugh.

“I'd not care to be evil to any-
body,” said Guy.

“Don’t you wish you were com-
ing too?” asked Olive, Aas if to

change the subject.
‘““No; Miss Bush asked me, and 1
said no.”
‘“Well, you wene silly.”’
“I like staying with Mrs. Rance;
and I think she was pleased when I
said. so, for she looked like mamma.’’
“I'm sure she couldn’t look like
mamma—look like a lady; Mrs.
Rance will mever look like a lady.”’
“Do you kmow what mamme once
said was a true lady?”’ inquired Guy
serfiously.
“No, but I suppose mice manners,
nice clothes, and a nice house.”
“No; just to think of others and
forget self; and I know Mrs. Rance
did that for me when 1 was ill, and
she does it every day for all of us.”
“Pooh!"” said she to this, ‘‘to
compare & woman to—’'’ but Guy cut
short the disdainful little speech by
whispering—
‘“‘Here they come!’’
And in walked Mrs. Rance amd the

funny old lady again. Well, her
clothes were funny, in that they
were old-fashiomed, but her face,

though plain, was  kindly-looking,
woman, and her woice was
masculine in its fulness amnd
ness. z
The little girl was soon ready for
flitting,~ bound and wrapped about
with blankets, till she looked like a
new-world mummy; and they laid
ber on a stretcher made comfontable
as a bed, .two bearers were called in,
and away they bore ber to & new
life and to mew advemtures.
- e e
CHAPTER IX.—POOR ROLF — NO
TIDINGS — BESS THE GYPSY
—OLIVE LOST.
Olive lay, very like ar Eastern
princess, on a low divan by the bay
window of the drawing-noom at
Birch Cottage, as Miss Bush's house
was called—an Bastern princess, ar-
rayed in a crimson merino frock
tnimmed with dainty lace, the gift
of her kird hostess, enthroned on a
blue satin divan in the beautiful
room. The little girl was quite at
bome now with Miss Bush and the
servants, for a fortnight had gone
by, and her leg had grownm stronger;
and She was allowed to sit up when
she liked, and amuse herself. She
was even allowed to use her leg a
little, only she had to be very care-
Guy came daily to see her, and
once Liz accompamnied him; but Olive
Joftily told her she’ meedn’t come
agnin, she didn’t want her—so she
came no more. To-day she was in
8 Vvery perverse umamiable mood ;
her self-love lay wounded within her,
for Miss Bush had gone a long walk
with Guy all along the shore, amnd
she always felt jealous and out of
buomor when her kind friend paid any
wittention to the little boy. Nay,
wihen the old comfidential servamt,
Namcy, who was almost like the
mistress in the well-ordered house-
bhold, looked into the room to see
if" the child warted anything, this
was the rude girl’s greeting—
“Why do you peep in like that
Namcy? I don’t like to be peeped
at, as if you thought I was doing
some 54

‘“Very well, Miss Olive; Master
Guy will be in soon _to amuse you,

“Master Guy! 1 don't wamt Mas-
ter Guy.” Miss Bush had no right

almost,
rich-

““But you couldn’t have gone, dear,

oughtn’t to lave

like the dog in the manger, to hear
you: tali like that.’”.
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vestless spirit, to the dog, who was
basking in the sunshine outside the
window; amd the obedient creature
came trotting in.

“Now 1'm going to cut your hair;
Miss Bush said it wanted trimming,
wmd I'm going to do it—ha—ha !’
What a perverse little laugh it was,
“But I must have some scissors;’’
and the small imperious lady rang
the hand-bell.

In peeped Nancy again.

“Naney, will you bning me
scissors? 1 wamt to cut
hair.”’ - .

““No, indeed, Miss Olive, you won't
do any such thing, and I won’t bring
you any scissors.”’

With this Namcy closed the door,
and Olive laughed a little tinkling
deffant laugh.,

“Wiom’t I?’’ said she, amd
limping across the room
Bush’s work-basket.

Here she found some nice “‘snip-
snipping’’ scissors, as she herself
seid. Now she would surprise her
kjnd friend, thought she, with naugh-
ty exultation giving never & thought
to Rolf, poor fellow, deprived of his
coat and winter on.

)

some
Rolf’s

‘went
to Miss

(To be continued.
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