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Sam’s Boy
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It wag getting late in the afterncon
a8 Master Jones, In a somewhat
famished conditlon, strolled up Ald-
gate, with a keen eyve on the gutter,
In search of anything that would serve
bim for his tea. Too late, he wizhed
that he had saved some of the stale
bread and damaged fruit which had
constituted his dinner.

Aldgate proving barren, he turned
up into the quicter Minories, skilfully
dodging the mechanical cuff of the
constable at the corner as he pasged,

He saw p stranger adopt a mongrel

“'E's all right,” sajd the orphan,
wistfully; “no coppers to chivvy 'im
about, and as much grub as he wants,
Wish I'd been a dog.”

A thought struck him Just as a
stout, kindlylooking seaman pasged
with a couple of shipmates. It was a
good-natured face, and the figure was
that of a man who lived well, A mo-
ment's hesitalion, and Master Jones,
with a courage born of dospair, ran
after him and tugged him by the
gleave,

“Halloa!"” said Mr. S8amuel Brown,
looking round. *“What do you want?”

“Want you, father,” said Master
Jones,

“Loolk here, my lad,” exclaimed Mr.
Brown, goaded inte action by inter-
cepting a emile with which Mr,
Charles Legge had favored Mr. Harry
{reen, “you run off home."

“Where do yvou live now?™ inquired
Rilly, anxiously.

Mr. Green, disdaining eoncealment,
slapped Mr. Legege on the back, and,
langhing uproariously, regarded Master
Jones with much kindness.

“You mustn't follow me,"” sald Sam,
severely; "d've hear?”

“All right, father,” said the Doy,
dutifully.

“And don’t call me father” voeiler-
atcd Mr. Brown.

“Why not?" inguired the youth, art-
lessly.

“If you don't run away,’ said Mr
Brown, harshly, as he turned to the
boy, “I shall give you a hiding."

“Where am I to run to?"” whimpered
Master Joneg, dodzing off and on.

“Run 'ome,” said Sani.

“That’s where I'm going.'
Master Jones, following.

“Better try and give 'im the slip,
Sam,"” said Mr. Legpe, in a confidential
whisper; "thought 1t secms An unnat-
ural thing to do.”

“Wot'y your name?

“Bill¥," was the reply.

“Billy wol?"

“Billy Jones."

Mr, Green's face clearcd, and he
turned to hig friends with a smile of
joyous triumph. Sam’s face reflecled

said

his own, but Charlic Legge's was still
overcast,

“It ain't likely,”
sively;

he said, impres-
“it ain't likely as Sam would

“Wigh i'd Been a Dog.”

go and gel narrjed twice in the same
name, is iL? Put it to yourself, "Arry—
yould you?"

The unfortunate Sam said nothing,
but strode a haunted man down Night-
ingale Lane into Wapplue High street,
and so to the ketch Nancy Bell, which
was lying at Bhrimpett's wharf, He
stepped on board without & word, and
only when he turned to descend the
forecastle ladder did his gaze rest fgr
a moment on the gmall, forlorn plece
of humanity standing on the wharf,

“Halloa, boy, what do you want?”
cried the skipper, catching sight of
him,

“Want my father, sir—Sam," re-
plied the youth, who had kept his ears
fpen,

The skipper got up from his seat
and eyed him

"8gm, your boy's seking after you,”
#aid the akipper, grinning madly,

‘“He’s not my boy, sir,” replied Mr.
Brown, through his clenched teeth.

“Well, you'd better come up and
see him,” sald the other, “Are you
sure he isn't, Sam?

“You hear what your father says,”
safd the skipper—{("Hold your touguse,
Ham.) Where's your moiher, boy 7"

“Dead, slr,”" whined Master Jones.
“I've on'y got ‘lm now.'

The skipper was a kind-hearted man,
and he looked pityingly at the forlorn
little figure by his slde. And Sam was
the good man of the ship and a leading
llght at Dimport.

“How would you llke to come to sea
with your father?” he inguired.

The grin of dellght with which
Master Jones received this proposal
was sufficient reply.

At gix In the morning they got under
way, the boy going nearly frantic with
delight as sall after gail was set, and
the ketch, with a etiff breeze, rapldly
left London behind her. Mr. Brown
studiously lgnored him.

“I can't have somersaults by that on
this ’ere ship, Sam,” he remarked,
phaking his head; “it aln't the place
for ‘em.”

“I wonder at you teaching ’im such
things,” said the male, in grave dls-
approbation,

“Me?"” pald the hapless Sam, trem-
bling with passion.

“He must 'ave geen you do it,"” =sald
the mate, letting hiz eye rove casuaily

oy
“Don’t Talk MNonsense!™ Said the

Skipper, as He Came Up from Be-
low.

over Bam's ample proportions. “You
must ha' been leadlng a double life
altogether, Sam."

By the followingz afternoon Bam wag
in such a state of collapze that, when
they put in at the small port of
Withersea to discharge a portlon of
their cargo, he obiained permission to
gtay below in his bunk. Work pro-
ceeded without him, and at nine
o'elock in the evening they sailed
again, and it was not until they were
a couple of miles on thelr way to
Dimport that Mr. Legge rushed aft
with the announcemenl that he was
missing,

“Don't talk nonsense,” said tha skip-
per, as he eame up from below in re-
gponse to a hail from the mate,

“it’s a fact, sir,” sald Legge, shak-
ing hig head.

“What's to he done with the boy?"
demanded the mate, blankly.

“Bam's a unsteady, unreliable, tricky
old man,” exclaimed the skipper, hot.
ly; “the idea of going and leaving a
buy on our bands like that, I'm sur-
prised at him. I'm disappointed in
Sam—deserting!"

“What are you going to do, Bllly?
inquired the coolk.

“1 dunno,” gaid the boy, mizerably.

They came in gight of Dimport, Mr.
Legge, who had a considerable respect
for the brain hidden in that small
head, pointed it out to him.

“Doy’s worried,” said the skipper,
aside, to the mate; “cheer up, sonny,”

Billy loocked up and smiled, and the
cloud which had sat on his brow when
he thought of the cold-blooded deser-
tion of Mr, Prown gave way to an ex-
pression of serene content.

At the guay the skipper locked up
the eabin, and then calling on one of
the shore hands to kecp an eye on
the forecastle, left it open for the con-
venience of the small passenger,
Harry, Charlie, and the cook stepped
ashore. Thke skipper and mate fol-
lowed, and the latter, looking back
from some distance, called his atten-
tion to the desolate little figure sitting
on the hateh.

‘Father,” eried a small voice,

"He—he's adopted you now,”
the skipper, huskily.

YOr you,” gald the mate,
took much notice of him.”

“It's you he's after, T tell you,” sald
the mate. “Whe do you want, IMHily 7

“I wanl my father,” cried the vouth,
and, lo prevent any mistake, indicated
the raging skipper with his finger.

“Whe de you want?” bellowed ihe
latter, in a frightful voice.

“Want vyou, father,”
Master Jones,

“What's the matter?” fnquired Mrs,
Hunt, eyeing the crowd in amazement
A8 {t grouped ilzelf In anticipation.

“Nothing,” said her huosband, off-
handedly,

“Who's that hoy?' cried the inno
cent woman,

“It's a poor little mad boy,” began
tre skipper; “he came aboard—"

‘I'm not mad, father,” lnterrupted
Magter Jones.

sald

“I never

chirruped

“A poor little mad boy,” continued
the skipper, hastily, “who came aboard
in London and sald poor old Sam
Brown wag his father.”

“No—you, father,” cried the boy,
shrilly.

“He calls everybody his father,”
gaid the skipper, with n smile of
anguish; “that's the farm his madness
takes, He called Jem here his father.”

“No, he didn't,” said the mate,
bluntly.

“And then he thought Charlic was
his father."

“MNo, sir,” said Mr. Legge, with re-
spectiul firmneas,

“I gee,” sald Mra. Hunt, with a bit-
ter smile, “and these men have all
come up prepared to ewear that the
boy sald 8am was his father. Haven't
you?'

“Yes, mum,” chorused the crew, de-
lighted at belng understood so easily.

There was an uncomfortable sllence,
during which the crew, standing for
the most part on one leg In sympathy
wilh their chief’'sa embarrassment,
nudged each other to say something
to clear the character of & man whom
all eateemed,

“You ungrateful little devil,” burst
out Mr. Legge, at length: “after the
kind way the skipper treated you, too.”

“Did he treat him kindly?' Inqulred
the captain’s wife, in cun\orautiunal
tones.

“Like 8 fa—like a uncle, mum,” =aid
the thoughtless Mr. Legge, “Gave 'im
a passage on the ghip and falrly spoilt
m. We wag all surprized at the fuss
'e made of 'im; wasn't we, Harry?’

“Look here, Polly—,"” he began.

“Den’t talk to me,” was the reply.
“I wonder you can look me In the
face,”

“T thought there was something se-
cret going on,” said Mrs. Hunt, “I've
often looked at you when you've been
gltting in that chalr, with & worrled
look on your face, and wondered what
it was. Dut I never thought It was so
bad as thizs. I'll do you the credit to
say that I never thought of such a
thing as thiz.—What did you say?—
What ?"

“l gald ‘damn!'™ saild the skipper,
explosively.

Even as he spoke the handle turned,
and the door opening a few inches
disclosed the anxious face of Master
Jones,

“Mother!" he gaid, softly.

Mra. Hunt stiffened in her chair and
ker arme fell by her zide as she gazed
in speechless amazement.

“Mother, can I come in?" gald the
boy.

“0h, Polly!" sighed the skipper.
Mrs., Hunt strove to regain the utter-
ance of which astonishment had de-
prived her.

“I—what—Joe—don't be a fool!™

“Yeg, I've no doubt,” gald the skip
per, theatrically. “0h, Polly! Polly!
Pollyt™

“What do you mean by oa
‘mather? ™ she demanded.
¥our mother,”

“Yes, vou are,” sald Master Jones,

Mrs. Hunt eyed him in Dbewilder-
ment, and then, rouged to a sense of
her positiopn by & renewed gurgling
from the skipper's chair, set to work |
to try and thump that misguided man
into a more serious frame of mind.
Failing 1n this, she szat down, and,
after a fullle strugzle, began to laugh |
hergelf, and that so heartily that
Master Jones, smiling sympathetically,
closed the door, and came boldly into
the room.

The statement, generally believed,
that Capt. Hunt and his wife adopted
him, is incorrect, the skipper ac-
counting for his continued presence in
the house by the simple explanation
that ho had ndopted them. An ex-
planation which Mr. Samuel Brown,
for one, finda quite easy of acceptance.
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JOHNNY’'S HOME LESSONS.

Tells About His Work of Lagt Year
and Hopes for Impravement.
“Vacation is over, and I must refurn
to school again. 1 think of this with
the greateat pleasure. 1 shall fall in
love with my teacher, and the walk
between my home and the schoolhouse

will be romaniie.

“Lagt term I had orthography, writ-
ing, history, grammar, mathematlcs,
drawing, current events and about 14
other things. This term I hope I shall
have about 50 studies.

“Last term I had te study all day
and until ten o'clock at night, and
then get up at slx in the morning and
go at it again. This term I hope I
shall have to study all night and all
day Sundays.

“Nothing does a growing boy =50
much good as to work his hoeal so
much that he has no appetite, and zoes
about wishing he was dead. He
ought ta be made to talte up at least
40 studivs that will be of no us= to
him whatever as a man.

“Last term, in order to be perfeet
in my studies from day to day, I had
to have the help of my father, my
mother, m+ brother, my sister and my
uncle Jim, My father and Uncle Jim
did the swearing for the whole crowd
of us.

“This term they will all help me
again, and I shpll have the nid of
grandpa and grandma besides, | think
we shall get through the work every
night by midnight.

“There are boys going ta private
sehools who don't have more than slx
studies, and who have itme for recrea-
tion and sleep, but I doa't envy them,
It la puch boys that grow up to he-
enme pirates in the enqa The way
to make a good man of a bhoy 13 to
send him to a public schoo! and cram
him se full of knowledge that he will
zo around with hils eyes hall zhut and
hlz mouth wide open."—Rorkeiter
Democrat and Chronlcle,

Aerial Screw for Motor-Boat.
A pew motor-boat is propelled by
an aerfal gerew. Under favorablg cou-

 Feeling utterly

| cuss Magazine,

ditioné high speed is attained

OF TWO EVILS, ETC.

Youngster Evidently Had His Own
ldea aa to the Chaolge,

My nelghbor, writes a eorrespondent,
has four young sons, whom he and his
wife duly lead to church every Sun-
day. Just as tho sermon was about
to begin last Sunday one of the boys
wae ohserved to look very uncomfort-
able, and, baving explained the nature
of his sufferings, was gent home., Hlig
Younger brother, in an urgent whis-
per, demanded of his mother: "Where's
Tom gone?”

“He's gone home,”

“What for?”

“The mother whispered, low: “He's
Eot toothache.”

And the lad, as he sat up to listen to
the prencher, muttered, in & stage
whisper: “Lucky dog!”

LAME BACK PRESCRIPTION

The increased use of “Torls" for
lame back and rheumatism ia causing
congiderable  di lon among the
medical fraternity. It 1s an almost in-
fallible cure when mixed with cer
tain other ingredienta and taken prop-
erly. The following formula 18 effec-
tive: “To onchalf pint of good
whiskey add one cunce of Torls Com-
pound and one punce Syrup Sarsapa-
rilla Compound, Take in tablespoun-
ful doses before each meal and be
fore retiring.”

Torls compound I8 & product of the
laboratorles of the Globe Pharmaceu-
tical Co., Chicago, but it as well as the
other ingredients can be bad from any
good drupglst.

ENGLISH HUMOR.

Bhe—Pooh! What fa a kiss It is
nothing.

He—Woell you once sald you could
refuse me nothing, you know.—Chips

Ready with the Answer,
Milss Baxier, feeling the cffects of a
torrid afterncon in June, was attempt-
ing to arouse the Interest of her lan-

#uid class by giving, as she supposed,

an interesting talk on the obelisk,
After speaking for halt an hour she
found that her efforts were wasted,
provoked, she cried:
“Every word Lthat I have said you have

let In ot one ear and out of the other. |
You"—pointing to a girl whom ghe ne- |
theed had been particulurly inattentive |

throughout the entlre lesson—""tiell me,
what Is an obellak?”

The pupll, grasplng the teacher's
lazt words, rose and promplly an-
swored:

“An obelisk {s something that goes
in one ear and out the other,”—Suc:

Why He Remembered.

By some shufling of the social
cards the clergyman and the dog fan-
cier were at the same afternoon tea.
The wandering talk unexpectedly re-
golved iteelf into the guestion. Who
were the 12 gons of Jacob? Ewven the
eleric with the reversed collar had
forgotten, but the dogey man reeled
off the names without error, from
Reuben down to Benjamin,

The clergyman looked surprised.

“Oh, I'm not great shakes on Serip-
ture,” said the man with the fox ter
riers, “but those are the names whick
gome chap gave to & dozen pupples
I'm willing to sell.”

Mot Anxicus at All

“One word of our language that is
ralmost always misuged,” said the par-
tieular man, ‘“is ‘anxious. Yoo will
hear people exclalm how anxious they
are to see a certain play, or anxious
to get a new hat, or anxious to take &
trip to Europe, when they are not anx-
jous at all, but cager or deslrous. If
anxious were used only In the right
place we wouldn't hear It half go
often.”

A Death Each Second,

The number of deaths in the world
snnually s 32,333,333, or 91,954 per
day, 3,730 per hour, 60 per minute, or
one per second. It is estimated that
the populatlon of the earth at the
present time Is being increased at the
rate of .xlmut 16, aU(} {lt]D .1nuua1|y.

The blnd pn;.ular.iun of Great Brk
taip is about 40,000
We buy cream. Write desk No. 3 for prices
The Creseent Urenmery i_u, St. Paul,

A four-foot coal seam }lelrlu 6,000
tons an acre.

A DESERVED PROMOTION,

F. R. Pechin, for the past several
years Supt., of the Wisconsin Division |
of the C. & N. W. R'y, has been ten- 5
dered and has accepted the position of
General Superintendent of the C., St
P, M. & O. R'y, with headquariers at
Bt. Paul, Mr. Pechin was born in Penn-
sylvania and began his rallway career
with the North-Western as Brakeman
at Chicago In 1880. By sheer force of
Ablilty, coupled with hard work, he
roge rapidly, oceupying by successive
stages the positions of Conductor, In-
spector of Passenger Service, Traln-
master, Asg’t Division Sup't, Division
8up’t, and now General Sup't of the
Omaha Road, Mr. Pechin 13 a splendid
type of the gelf-made man—strong,
quiet, yet genfal—still in the prime of
Hfe, he will go far, and deservedly ao.
He has & peculiar faculty for handling
men, and always manages to get the
best. out of them. He has made hosts
of frlends who will watch his future
career with the livellest interest,

THE QUARREL.

Her—Why on carth did you every
marry me?

Him—Oh, don't be o brom!diet!
That's what ever)bud:r aska,

A Multlphcity of Fathers.

Ardyce had been learning to ging
“Americs at school and was trying
to teach it to brother Wayne. Ong
morning his father heard him shout-
Ing: “Land where my papa died, land
whera my papa died.”

Ardyce Interrupted: “gh, no,
Wayne, uot that way. It 1a 'Land
where ome fathers died.””™

Wayne's expression could mnot be
described as he tipped his head side-
wize, and In a very surprised tone
gravely asked: "Two of 'em?'—De
lineator.

How's This?

Wa offer Ons Fundred Dollars Reward for

Catarrh
i F. J. CHENEY & C0., Toleda, O,
We, the undersigned, have known F. J. Cheney
Tor the last 15 years, and beteve him porfeetiy hon-
crabla 0 all business transgetloos '\ml financially
able to carry out any oblirations made :y his firma,
'\\'M.mv...‘]-.l\'n AN & M

aEy |
mass of Catarrh that  cannot ba curcd by Iail's |
Cure.

Syru of ng
o Elmr FSenna

acts pently yel prompl-
on'ﬁue bﬁyw%ls, cPleangea
emef ec’tuull

CISSIS one ln Owrmln
habitual constipation,
%zrmonen’( ly. Tpget its,

ne{ucml eﬁects uy

the dgenuine. e

anu]ac‘tur

GRNIA

Fic Sxrup Co.

$0LD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS-504 par BOTTUE,

For Croup and
Whooping
Cough

there is no quicker, surer
remedy known than Dr. D.
Jayne’s Expectorant, Four
generations of children have
been relieved and cured by
this old and reliable medicina.

'DR. D. JAYNE'S
 EXPECTORANT

has been successfully em.
ployed for over 78 years in
countless cases of Croup,

ialeenla i rivtn. Taledn, O,
Tlall's Catarrh Cure 13 taken lnr nuli‘{‘ acting
dirertly upon the llood and mucous surfaces of ihe
Evatem.  Testimonials sent (ree. Priec 76 ccotd per
bottie. Botd by all Drugeista,
Take Hall'a Fomily Fiiis for ennsnmunu.

Rewards Constantly Pald.

The rewards of great living are not
external things, withheld until tha
crowning hour of success arrives;
they come by the way—in the con-
gelousness of growlng power ond
worth, of dutlea nobly met, and work
thoroughly done. Joy and peace are
by the way.—Mable.

Irrsportam to Mothersa.
Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA a safe and sure remedy for
Infants and children, and see that it
Bears the
Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Years,
The Kind You Have Always Bought,

Picked His Studies.
1 understand your son ig & hard
student.”
“Hard!

Why hiz muzeles are like

One Thing That WIIl Live Forever,
PETTIT'2 EYE SALVE, first hox sold in
1807, 100 years ago, sales in Y,

All druggists orilu“.ud.ﬁw._.,liu alg, M

Truth fs viclated by falsehood,
and it may be equally outraged by
silenee.—Ammiau.

WE STLI, GUNS AND TRAPS CHEAP
& oy Furs & Hiles. Write for eatalog 105
N. W, Hide & 't Co,, Minneupolis, Minn,

A poor appetite is & good thing— for
the boarding honse keener‘

Ars, Winslow's Scothing Syta
For chlldren tocthing, softeos the gums, reduces in-
fammation, v paln, vures wind collu - %5ca Lottie.

A tiresome speech iz apt to be a
cheerless affair.

{ron.” |

Whooping Cough, Colds,
Bronchitis, Inflammation of
the Lungs and Chest, Pleu-
risy, and similar ailments,

For the rike of your child i—m

keep @ bottle of Dr. D J
Expectoran’ in yourhome wh tra
vou wiil have it at hand in es
EmeTEency. Soldhy alldruggists
in three slze bottles, BLOG, 5ba
anddse.
Dr. D, Jayne's Tonic Vermifugs
is the ideal worm medicine, and
an effective tonic for adultsend
children alike.

~CAPSULES

aw URINARY DISCHARGE
DRUBGISTS OR BY MAIL INRECEIPT OF S
H.PLAMTEN & 9% HENRY ST, BRDO 9
Foew pliftas

BEST GIFT %5

mure appreclated by him or her thams pur

400 Toast Book

handsomely illustraced. A rare glit, sure
to please,  Seut posipoid g receipt of
Fifty Centa. Beud for one ta-day.

ROYAL PUBLISHING CO.
722 Andrua Bldg., Minneapolia

\Vondariul Invlentlon

GENTR WANT
for Pnt.emen Knrnmnu Mantle Burner. nitachable
old lamps, converts Ker 8 o1l mlc- gk and bwrm
i

ma ol mantle, 70 candio power )
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k (N0,
W 18 Ht., New York
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FOR MEN, $3.50, 54,00, 55 00 and

T. LOVIS

Are your shoes going down hill?

They havent lived up to the

T e i o e

e our sa tim t
stylish White lylo.s:ae Shme.

They fit frem tip to counter.

Fram well to top face, they meet

the graceful shape of your foolk
W And they hold that shane,

WHITE HOUSE SHOES.

FOR WOMEN, $3.50, 54 00 and $5.00.
Buster Browa Blue Ribbon Shoes for yoangstors,  Ask yoor dealer for them,

THE BROWN SHOE CO., Makers

$6.0
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MEANS QUALITY

8pot cash, 10 tob
st home, Write for
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PUTNAM FADELESS DYES

Gnlw mora poode beightar and fnlummn than any olhnd
without ri

kape oolovs afl Rbers. Thay dye In cold water better than s lnwm-n‘n. You cax
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