
WHAT IS A CRANK? A GENERAL FAVORITE. mad, and ie snapped at him and his own
y boefell in.the water, and lie did't .'gitWhy arId, my.; o y hat have you It me oti:a l.

lbeen doing ? Youlk so hot and seaye a s at tls -oint aleyed
I 'should think o' iad.beëŽï 1 'Tisn't either, -%h hreaI a s pttoinetd ahestleand: - d WTis. Guess you said I could have t Watten ni....i.rstod.

I never said such a thing. sr esmhingYaiThfgc a ,is'eWell mamma, I have been runng Ys Yu did. freshèrnd1ink'h o ahwite' uàiining. -. ~teacherÉ,a «nd1knew à ho w'.'to èhaügè.-thle su-
running to get away! from the boys.. They Ldidn't.i Jet.'Fo h pockets Dicl d'ew'Didn'It he' say, so, WilleI saîd- one o!ô the- Jet From due of lis pcktsDik die
are just as ÌÉatèful as can be:; théy àaid you di a half-dozen small cards and laid thèm out
were "a crank ' andl t.hy kept 'shouting u flushed combatants to a small companion before the admiring eyes of hls small
"Crank,' crafk 1 as long as the duld see whoas looking on with wide openleyes o friends
me. What is a crank, mamma and -why iterest . .Theyere struggng fi tie co There is a man in the store uptôwn that
do .they call you a crank ? It is just' as r os 0 a long tin wh t le. Alsavës themfome, h said I dd.aner
me n:as it n be and Harold Brown. bling and rolling in the thik dust' of the rand for him one day.. Hes the nicest man

gaCor me ybyadroad. Their dark and freckled faces 'were in townCom here to me, my.boy, and aftereyou streaked -ith dirt th-ir. uncovered heads. 'That's pretty,' said Sammy, touching
haver, hade o face autie nde al ltale with tieir mass of unliemnt hair, their gently with bis dirty forefin'ger a clean,'
cooler, sideas well as outside, brown gs ith their light :ovei'gs white card. There was a wistfulness about
about i .sdags made"them objects of littie interest. the boys'.ook that 'free-hearted Dick could

There, 1 feel cooler no adHarold 'yes ..he diýd nodde*d théemil y not resist.
Iso" please tell me about the eranks." î aed e 'H e s mll oy ai - Tll gIve you ethoeiet h sdid generously.'

7 'I hope . the. water made you feel cooler hea dt 'him ie "îd'YouTàdlcanhpickv .onlyetnlotv that one lies
inside; as vell a onyour face, my boy. Did 'I didn't.N eei ald it,' angrily 'prote stad for She likes lthe posies. I like 'em,

'Why yes have seenb donHr ?ittle Sammy Scott, kicking out at the. of.- too

se whyat tey have to do with you;b anyvay tfending party,-but never loosening for a mo- The boys chose their cas, and.sat don
or why anybody should o wit yu a crank ment his tight 'clinch« on. one end of the long by"the side of-the road- to admtire and com-

hn whistle pare. They were friends again. Gus, du. the
Tell me, said Mrs. Brovrn, ' the elg and brown fists tool up the bat. fence;,looked disgusted

cranks you have seen. urnest. Willie came to bis 'chum 'Fun's all up,' he exclaimed discontented-
Well, Ive seen the cran tofgrandpa's rescue azid together the three rolled and ly. 'And all on account of that old Dick.

grindstone, and to grandma s cof'ee..ilo, tumbled in the dirt He's always spoilin- things. Don't see
and to Aunt Mary's churn. I can't think o 'Got it,' souted a boy, erchng himslf why everybody likes him so well, giving bim

an oteust do, said Hisaoadof on top of a rickety old fence in order to see cards and things. Theyýnever do me.'
That will do,' said his mamma 'but of thefunbWhy was it, I wonder ?. Gan .any pne

* what use are the cranks V' the fun better.Why duse t are u th rnk? Theg'Look at 'em fight le shouted" tel m' ?-Filorence M. Ekins, Iu New York
.Why, -don't you know ? The grindstone 'Gv i nteSmy uc im' 'Observer.

could not turn, nor the coffee-mill grind cof- lGive hm auother, Sammy. Punch h m 'O
fee, nor the churn make any butter If the luthe head, Willie,', lie -roared fram. time to
fenr d't chur ke an g e i the time encouragingly, laughing uproariously
boy. mae em g ep.de as lie watched the youngsters have It out.'

boy Sddnlyhi ecouagngremrk cased 'A AB LITTLE aCHILD.,:
'Oh, I see! was the reply •cranks are to Pick bis eucouraging remarksc9ued.

make things go, are they ?' Dick Clark was coming down the road-on a Here is-an incident which took place dur-
'Of course they are. But, mamma, they run. For reasons best known to himself' ing last Christmas between two of dur In-

called you a temperance craunk., - . he preferred to keep quiet till Dick got past. nt-cass chidren:-'Auld~ on't yo smerne, yby 'racodin t"The -dark,.*swartbiy looking boy that ap- fn-ls hlrn
'And, don't you see, my boy,'acc rding to peared o a run.looked muclh like his fel- Bértha-' Chrissy; what should you like to

your own definition, what would, a temper lows-in appearance, -except perhaps that have best this Christmas?-
ance crank be but something t mak te there were fewer degrees of dirt ou the Chrssy-' A dolliy.'

o meant Who sedthe word' utheir hear- patclied. clothes, and a clearer,: brighter ex- Bertha-'So should I. I wonderwhat we'pression in the face. better" do? "
ing, and so they ised it to. And it is -a 'What's all- this row about.?- lie shouted Clirissy-2 -'Miý 'téacher says we ought to
splendid name to give me, so -dont feel bad bringing himself-to, an abrupt halt. . ask Jesus foi everythiuig We want.
about it any more. You kowy go and ask Hin.
workt to make temperance go and- drunken- Git up ere,'hevigorously added, withîout- . Bersa-rteh aittle nis i

l ga- Awy trotted the itl ne upsar,'in"
noss 'stop. When anyone gets greatly i.. waiting for a reply, uceremoioulygrab-their bedroom, and, kneeling down together,
terested in anything good; and puts a .great, bing at 'the. same time one of- the urchins tsed bedrsomo ,and timg dowte.
deal' of Uie .and labor in it, people; that is from' the tangled assortment of legs and asked -Jsis fo send ritem c a doldy. csome people, are sure to call him or her a -rChs ad sout upou bis -dOn ristas niorning the e hidren came

crantrigtein hlms uhý epe aeth hn et dowustairs, full of eïcitemènt andl Ïonder;
crank, because such people make the thing et e two b uickly s and there, sure enough, lay two dollies.

o. . .The otbier toboys uikyscramhied thera
'Yes, mamma, im beginning.to see, and I looking shame-faced as they' saw it was 'Oh,' said Bertha, 'I woider what we urht

don't feel so bad as I did about it.' Dick. They liked Dick. lHe was always to do iiow.
'Why, no ! I suppose some -would. have good In his rough way to the little fellows. Again. Chrissy came , to. the rescue.

called the apostle Paul- a 'rank, because he 'What's the. row this time ?' lie asked, 'Teacher says we ought to tliank Jesus when
was so earnest in trying to be like J'ýus, his straightening up and putting bis hands in He sends us.what we want.'
Master, that lie said, "This one thing I do- his poekets, looking down on the guilty .. 'Come on,.then; iet's.go and thank Him.'
I press forward." But he gained a heaven-' three•with an air of a small judge. . And. off. they ran,. with their tréasures
ly crown, because lie did press forward. No 'Johnny says the' whistle is his'n, and clasped' in their arms; and, kneeling down
doubt some would. have' called Columbus Sammy says 'tisn't, it's his'n,' said small. 'in tlae very same place where they had sent

crank ; but le made things go till lie dis- Willie, coming to :the front' as being the up their petition, they thanked Jesus for
covered a new world. Very likely Neal most disinterested party. in the matter, and sending thiem their dolies.
Dow has been called a crank many a time, thus better able to- explain.. What à lesson for some of us older chiI-
but he made Maine a prohibition state.' Our 'What ?' That thing ?' exclaimed Dick, dren. We may not get ' everything we
dear Saviour set us the example, showing kicking a much flattened piece of tin at bis want,' lut like the tan lepers, how few of us
the same spirit, doing the wilI of his Hea- feet. ' return' to thank HIm for what we do re-
venly Father, .though it caused Him to be 'Yep,' said *Willie, speaking up boldly, ceive.
crucified , He kept right on, and did just 'that's it. . Smashed, ain't it ?' In our yàung days almost*the first words
what He came into the world for, and to-day 'Looks as if the whistle was all squeezed we were taught to say were ' Thank you,
He is at the right band of the throne of out o! it,' said. Dick, putting the battered and how often, in our èxcitement over the
God. Why, my boy, all the grand work of whistle to his mouth. gifts bestowed upon us, we had to. have the
the world bas been done by so-called cranks, 'Who wants it ?' Hé held it out. -gentle reminder put to us, 'What do you
who bave turned bad things upside'down.' But nobody seemed to care for it now. It say for it?' So, too, after the many bless-

'Well, mamma, I guess the boys didn't ' wouldn't whistle. Ings we receive from our Father, might He
know what a nice nickname they were giv- ''Tain't no good,' said Sammy, eyeing it not put the same.question to us, 'What do
Ing you,' said Harold. with a forlorn expression on his face. you- say. for it?'

'I don't count it a nickname,' said"nam- 'It's flattened all out, and the whistle isn't If, instead of always looking at our.
ma, 'but'a title. It is a good Ititle. . And there,' said Johnny. troubles and.thinking of our cares and wor-
I want my boy' to remmber, that, if lie is .'And nownobody can get any' fun out of ries, we were to' watch bis hand, 'and trace
ever going to do any great good in the world it. Haven't I told you bushels of times his goodness lu all our lives, our mouths
lie must be willingto be called "names." If" tha.t fIghtin' didnt pay ?' questioned Dick would be filled with praise continually.-:-N.
lie is going to be 'like Jesus, lie must not severely. 'Besides it isn't the right thing Bristow In 'The Christian.'
fear to be called a crank.' to d o. You were flghtin' yesterday. Saw

'Oh, mamma,' said Harold, 'do you think you.' .
Jesus will be willing to let me be one of His The boys looked sheepishly at each other
cranks, so I'can do 'some good In the world?' atthis accusation.
The. tears were in larold's eyes now. 'Johnny wanted my pencil. I found it, ASCAR.

'My dear, we will ask Him,' said mamma ; volunteerea Sammy.
and, laying her hand on ber- boy's bond, Mrs. 'I saw it first, anyhow,' cried Johnny. 'John,' said a father to his son, 'I wish you
Brown asked the Heavenly Father to help 'Yes,- he did, Dick,' -chimed in Johnny's would get me the hammer.'
hini'to le god and pure,'never afraid to do staunch defender. 'Yes, s.r.
right ; never afraid to be laughed at'; neyer 'People that want the whole world is 'Now a nail and a piece of pine board.'
afraid ta be called a crank, or a fool, even, mighty likely not to git anything,' said . 'Here they arefsir.'
for Chrlst's sake. Dick, throwing down the piece of tin and. . 'WIl you drive the nail into the board?'

And when Harold went out' again to his slipping his hands back into their accus- It was done.
play he went feeling kindly toward his play- tomed place. .'Teacher told us a story she 'Please pull it out again.'
mates, stronger to do right ; stronger to re- read about a dog once. - He al'ays wanted 'That's easy, sir.
sist wrong, because his mother had so lov- everything himself. One day he was going 'Now, John,' and the father's voice dropped
ingly taken him ta help 'hii in the very across a little bridge' carrying a bone in bis' to a lower key, 'pull ont the nail hole.'
best way. He is not afraid now of being. mouth, and le saw a dog lu the water with Every wrong act leaves a. scar. Even if
called a crank.-Temperance Banner.' a bone ln: his inouth, too. It made him the boad be a living tree, the s'ar remains.


