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The Right Kind of a Boy.
Hero’s to the boy who's not afraid
TG do his slare of work ;
Who tiver {8 by toll disinayed,
Ahd nover trles to shirk,

The boy whose heart {s brave to meot
All lond in the way !

Who's not discouraged by defeat,
But tries another day.

The boy who always means to do
The very boet ho can ;

Who always keeps the right in vicw,
And tims to bo n man.

Such boys as these will grow to bo
The mon whoss hand will guido

The future of our land ; and wo
8hall speak their names with pride.

J. Cole,n.Boy Hero

Y
EMMA GELLIBRAND.

CHAPTER IV.

And now I must confess to those—for
surely there will bo a few—who have
folt a little Interest so far, in the for-
tunes of J. Cole, that a period in my

story has arrived when I wonld faln |

Jay down my pen, and not awaken the
sleeping past, to recall the sad trouble
that befell him.

I am almost an old woman now, and
all this happened many yeéars ago, when
my hair was golden instead of silver. 1

was younger in those days, and now am |

peacefully and hopefully waiting God's
time for my sumipons. Troubles have
been my lot, many and hard to hear.
Loss of husband, children, dear, good
friende, many by decath, and some
troubles harder even than those, the
loss of trust, and bitter awakening to the
lngratitude and worthlessness of those
In whom I have trusted. All theso I
have endured. Yet time and trouble
have not suflicientiy bardened my heart
that I can write of what follows without
pain.

Christmas was over, and my dear hus-
band again away for somec months. As
soon as I could really say, ‘ Spring is
here,” we were to leave London for our
country home, and Joe was constantly
talking to Mrs. Wilson about his various
pets, Jeft behind in the gardener’s care.

There was an old jackdaw, an especial -

favourite of his, a miserable owl too,
who had met with an accident, resulting
in the loss of an eye; a more evil look-
ing object than °* Cyclops,’” as my hus-
band christened him, I never saw.
Sometimes.on a dark night this one eye
would gleam luridly from out the
shadowy recesses of the garden and an
unearthly cry ot * Hoo-oo-t,” fall on the
ear, enough to give one the * creeps for
a hour,” as Mary, the housemald, said.
But Joe loved Cyclops, or rathpr
“ Cloppy,” as he called him,.and the bird
hopped after Joe about the garden, as i?
he quite returned the feeling.

All .our own dogs, and two or threo
maimed ones, and a cat or two, more or
less hideous, and indebted to Joe's mercy
in rescuing them from traps, snares, etc.
—~all these creatures were Joe's delight.
Each week the gardenmer’s boy wrote a

few words to Joe of their health and '
wonderful doings, and ecach week Joe .

1zithtully sent a shilling, to be laid oiit
fn food for them. Then there was Joe's
especial garden, also a sort of hospital,
or convalescent home rather, where
many blighted, unhealthy looking plants
and shrubs, discarded by the gordener,
and cast eside to be burnt on the weed
heap, bad been rescued by Joe, patiently
nureed and petted as it wero into life
by constant care and watching,
and after belng kept in pots awhlile tiil
they showed, by sendjng forth some tiny
shoot or bud, that the sap of life was
once more -circulating freely, wero then
planted in the sheltered corner he called
*“his own.”
‘What treasures awalted him in this
small square of earth. What bunches
of violes he would gather for the

“24issls” ; and his longing tn get hack |

to his various pets, and his garden, was
the topic of conversation on many a long
evening between Joe and Mrs. Wilson.
Little Bogle, the fox terrier, was the
oply dog we -had with us in town, and
Bogio hated London. 4 ier the qulet

country life, tha fncesssnt roll of car-

riages,-trampling of horses, and callings
of coachmen, shrill cab whistles, and all

the nolsos. of a fashiorable neighbour-

hood ‘at night during.a L«dndon season,
were. mmost abjactionable -0 Bogie; he
oould not rest, and. often Jos got out of

Guld not ‘Fest, and ofte ¢
bed B G, R eing a1l o¢ ai|.our Mouss instead of toward it. He

" wrma, to prévent kls waking all of

with his shrill barking at the unwonted
sounds, -

As 1 have sald before, I am very nor-
vous, and the prospect of spending
soveral more weeks in the blg London
house, without my husband, was far from
pleasant ; g0 i Invited my widowed sister
and her girls to stay with e some tlmo
longer, and made up my mind to bantch
my fears, and think of nothing but that
the dark nights would be getting shortor
and shorter, and mecanwhile our house
was well protected, as far as good strong
bolts and chalns could do so.

One night I felt more nervous than
usual, 1 had eoxpected a letter from
Amorica for gome days past, and none
had arrived. On this evening I knew
the mail was due, an« I walted anxjovsly
for the last ring of the postman at ten
o'clock , but I was doomed to listen in
valn ; there was tho sharp, loud ring
next door, but not at ours, and I went to
my room carlier than the others, really
to give way to a fow tears that I could
not control.

I sat by my bedroom fire, thinking, and
I am afrald, conjuring up all sorts ot
terrible reasons for my dear husband's
sllence, untfl I must havo fallen asleep,
for I awoke chilly and cramvyed from the
uncomfortable posture I had slept in.
The fire was out, and tho houso silent as
the grave; not even a carriage passing to
take up some late guest. 1 looked at
the clock-~half-past three, and then from
my window. It was ‘that darkest hour
before dawn,” and 1 hurried into bed,
i and endeavoured to sleep ; but po, I was

hopelessly wide awake; no amount of

counting, or mental exercise on the sub-
ject of ‘' sheep going through a hedge ™
had any effect, and 1 found myselt lying
awake, lstening. Yes, 1 know that I
was listening for something that I should
, bear before long, but I did not know
" what,
|+ Hark! what was that 7" a sudden
' thud, as if somothing had fallen some-
where 1n the house ; then stlence, except
for the loud beating of wy heart, that
' threatened to suffocate me. ‘‘Nonsense,”
I sald to myself, 1 am foolishly mner-
“vous to-night. It 18 nothing here, or
Bogle would bark ;" so I tried again to
sleep. Hush! Surely that was a foot-
step golng up or down the stairs! I
could not endure tha agony of belng
alone any Jlonger, but would go to my
sister’'s room, Jjust across the ‘landing,
and get her to come and stay the rest of
the night with me, I put on my siip-
pers and dresslng-gown, and opening
my door, came face to fuce with my
sister, who was coping to me.

“Let me come ip,” she said, “aund
don't let us alarm the girls, but I feel
" certain something i3 going on down-
stairs. Bogie barked furiously an hour
age; and tuen was suduenly silent.”

' *“That must bave been when I was
¢ asleep,” I replied ; “but no doubt Joe
* heard him, and has taken him in.”

“‘That may be,” sald my sister, *“ but
!'1 have kept on hearing queer nolses at
! the back of the house; they scemed in

Joe's room at first. Come and listen

yourself on the stajrs.”

It §s strange, but true, that many per-
! sons, horribly nervous at the thought of
¢t danger, find all their presence of minda
in full force when actually called upon
* to face {t. So it is with me, and so it
+ was on that night. I stood on the land-
t ing, and listened, and {n a few moments
heard mufiled sounds downstairs, like
persons moving about stealthily.

*“There is certainly somebody down
there, Nelly,” I said to my sister, “and
* they are down in the basement. if we
- could creep down quietly and get into
' the drawing-room, ve might open the
window and cail the watchman or police-
man ; both are on duty until seven.”

“ But think,” gaid my sister, “ of the
fright of the girls if they heard us, and
find they were left alone. The servants,
too, will scream, and rush about, as they
- always do. Let us go down and meke
sure there are thieves, and then see what
is best to be done. The door at the top
of the kitchen stairs is locked, so they
must de down there; and perhaps if we
could get the watchman to come {n
quietly, we might catch them in a trap,
by letting him through the drawing-
room, and into the comservatory. He
: could get into the garden from there,
t and ag they must have got In that way
from the mews over the stable wall, and
f through the gardeu, they would try to
¢ escape the same way, and the watchman
! would be waiting for them, and cv* oif
! their retrcat.”

I agreed, and we stoie downstairs into
the drawing-room, where we locked our-
selves in, then very gently and carefuliv
drew up one of the side blinds of the bay
window. The morning had hegun to break,
and evervihing in the wido road was
distinetly visible. In the cistance I
.cuuld see-the policeman on duty, but on
the opposite side, and golng sway from

i

¢

reom

would turn thse corner at the top of the
road, and go past the houses parallel
with the backs of our row, and then ap-
pea: at the opposito ¢nd of the park, and
come along our slde; thore was no In-
termediato turning- -nothing dut an un-
brokon row of ahout forty detached
houses facing each other

What could we do? [ dared not walt
until the policoman came back , quito
twenty minutes must pass before than,
and day being so near at hand the light
was fncreasing every moment, and the
burglais would surely not leave without
visiting the drawing-room and dining-
room, and would perhaps murdor us, to
save themsolves {rom dotection,

It T could only attract the policeman's
attention—but how ?

My slster was close to the door listen-
ing, and overy instant wo dronded hear
ing them coming up tho kitchon stafra.
I could not undorstand Bogic rot bark-
ing, and Joe not waking, for whero 1
was T could distinctly hear the men mov-
fng about fn the pantry and kitchen.

1 wonder,” I sald to my sister, it I
could put somcthing across from this
balcony to tho stonework by the froat
steps ? It scems such a little distance,
aad if T could step across, I could open
the frost gate in an finstant and run
after the policeman. I shall try.”

“You will fall and kill yourselt,” my
sister sald ; * tho,spaco Is much wider
than you think.”

But I was determined to try, for 1 I
let that policeman go out of sight, what
horrors might bappen in the twonty
minutes before he would come back,

The idea of one of the girls waking
and calling out, or Joe waking and be-
ing shot or stabbed, gave me a feeling
of desperation, as thowgh T alone could
and must save them.

Luckily the house was splendidly built,
every window-sash sl!lding nolaelessaly
and casily ic its groove. I oponed the
one nearest to the hall-door steps, and
saw that the stone ledge abutted to
within about two feet of the low balcony
of the window; but I was too nervous to
trust myself o spring arross even that
distance, At that moment my sister
whigpered :

“1 hear somebody coming up the
kitchen stairs I

Desperately I cast my eyes round the
for somethirng to bridge tho open
space that would bear my we!ght, it only
for a moment. The fender-stool caught
my eye, that might do, it was strong,
and more than long enough. In an in-
stant wo had.it acress, anl I was out of
the window and down thLe front steps

As I turncd the hardle of the heavy
fron gate, I looked down at the front
kitchen window. A man stood in the
kitchen, and he looked up and saw me -
such a ‘horrible looking rufiian, toc.
Fear lent wings to my feet, and I flew
up the road; the watchman was just en-
tering the park from the opposite end,
he saw me, aud sounded his whistle; the
policeman turped and ran towards me.
I was too exhausted to speak, and he
caught me, Jjust as, having gasped
“Thicves at 50!’ (the number of our
house), I fell forward in n dead swoon.

When I recovered, I was lying on wy
own bed, my sister, the scared servants,
and thé policeman, all around me. From

them I heard that directly the man in .

the Kitchen caught sight of me, he
warned his companion, who was busy
torcing the lock of the door at the head
of the kitchen stairs, and mgy sister heara
them both rushing across the garden,
where they had a ladder against the
stable-wall. They must have pulled this

up after them, and tossed it into the '

next garden, where i{t was found, to de-
jay pursuit. The park-keeper had, after

sounding his whistle, rushed to our ;
house, got in at the window, and ran .

to tho door at the top of the kitchen
stairs, but it was quito impossible to

open it; the dburglars had cleverly left .

something In the lock when disturbed,

and the key would not turn. He then .
went through the drawing-room into the ,

conservatory, where a glass door opened

on the garden, but by the time the heavy .
sliding glass panel was unfastened, and .

the inner door unbolted, the men had
disappeared; they took with them much

-less than they hoped to have done, for

therg wera parcels and packets of spoons,
forks, and a case of very handsomn gold
salt-cellars, 2 marriage gift, alwass kept
in 2 baize-lined chest in the pantry, the
key of which 1 retalned, and which
chest was supposed until now to be proot
against burgiars; the lock had been
burnt all round with some i{nstrurmecnt,
most likely a poker heated in the gas,
and then forced inwards from the burmt
woodwork.

“ How wes {t,”” I asked.  Joe did not
wake during all this, or Bogie bark ?”

As 1 asked the question, I noticed that

oy sister turned away, and Mrs, Wilson,

after vainly endoavouring to look uncon-

cerned, threw her apron suddenly evee
her head, and durst out crying.

“Vhat {8 the matter ™ I sald, siiting
up: * what are you all hiding from me?
fend Joo to me ;1 will learn the truth
from him.”

At this the policeman came forward,
and then I heoard that Joe was missing,
hiis room was fn great disorder, and one
of his shoes, ovidently dropped In his
hurry, had been found In the garden,
near sowme spoons thrown down by the
thieves; his clothes 'wore gone, so he
ovidently had dressed himalf after pra-
tending to go to bed as usual; hls
blankets and sheels wero taken away.
used no doubt, the policeman maid, o
wrap up the stolen thingn

“Is it possible, I asked, “ that you
suspeck Joo fs in Joaguo with these
burglars 1”

* Woll, mum,” sald the man, ¥ it looks

queer, and very like it.  IIo slopt down-
stalrs closo to the very door wlere they
got in: he nover gives no alarm, he must
‘ have been expecting soutething, or elge

why was ho dressed T And how did his
! shve como In the garden T  And what’s
{ more to tho point, if 50 ho as he's inno-
! cent. whero is he ? Theso young rascals
{s that artful, you'd be surprisad-to know
tho dodged they’ro up to.*

* But,” I Interrupted, “ it 1g impossible,
it tg cruol to suspect hlm, e ia gono,
trus enough, bhut I'm sure he will come
back. Perbaps he ran after tho man to
try and catch thom, and dropped his
shoo thoea.”

* That's not lkely, mum,” sald he,
with a pitying smile at my {gnorance of
circumstantial evidenco; *“he’d havae
called out to stop 'om, and it ain‘t likely
they'd have let him get up their ladder,
afore chucking ot it into the next gar-
den, if 80 bo as he was a-chnsing of ‘em
to got 'em took. No, marm; I'm vory
sorry, particular as you scom so kindly
disposed ; but, in my humbdle opinifon,
he's a artful young dodger, anad ihis ‘ere
job bas beon planned over so long, and
he's connived at {t, and has hooked it
) along with his pals. 1 knows ’em, bui
. wo'll soop nadb him; and {f so be as you'll
be so kind as to let me take down in
writin' all you knows about *J. Cole,’
which s hir name, I'm tnformod—where
you took him from, his character, and
previous career, it will help considerabls
{n laylng hands on him ; and when he’s
found we'll soon find hig pals.”

Of course. I told all I know about Joe.
I felt positive he would come back, per-
haps in a few minutes, to explain-evory-
. thing.  Besides, there was Bogle, too.
. Why should ho take Bogie ? The pclice-

man suggested that * perbapa tho dawg
| follei’d him, and Ne had taken It along

with him, to prevent being traced by
, its means."”
, At length, all this questionlng being
) over, the household sottied down into a
sort of strange calm. It scomed to us
days since we had sald ‘ Good night'
. snd sought cur rooms on that nigat, and
yet it was only twenty-four hours ago;
; in that short time how much had taken
place ! On going over all the plate, ete.,
we missed many more things; and Mrx

Wilson, whose faith in Joo's honesty
, bever wavered. began to think the poor
, boy might have been frightenod at hav-

ing slept through the robbery. and as
, he was so proud of having the plate used
overy day in his charge, when he dis-
, covered it had been stolen, he might
, have feared we should blame him o
. much for it, that he had run away home

to his pecople In his fright, meaning to
. ask his father, or his adored. Dick, to re-
turn to me and plead for bim. I
thought, too, this was possible, for I
knew how terribly he would reproach
himeelt for letting anything fn his care
‘be stolen. I therefore made up my
mind to telegraph to his father at onco;
but not to alarm him, I sald—

“Is Joo with you? Have reason to
think he has gono home. Answer back.”

The answer came some hours after,
for in those small villages communica-
tion was difficult, The reply ran thus*

*“We bave nut scen Joe ; if ho comes
. to-night will write at onco. Hcping

there is nothing wrong.”

So that surmise was a mistake, for Joe
had money, and would go by train §f ho
went home, and be there in two hours.

« All tho household zat up nearly ail
that night, or rested uncomiortably on
sofas and armchalrs; we felt too un-
getticd to go to bed, though worn ont
with suspense, and the previous excito-
ment and fright. Oficials and detectives
came and went during the ovening, and
looked .about for traces of the robbem,
and befors night a deseription of tho
stolen things, and a most minnte one of
Joe, were pasted outslde the police-sta-
tions, and afl round London for miics.
A reward of twenty pounds wax offerod
for Joe, and my heart ached to know
thero was a hue and ery after him ifke
;. & common thief.

i (To be continued.)




