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OBBY DORAN had never seen his grand-
father. What the trouble wds Bobby never
knew; but his father and his grandfather
had quarreled before he was born, and had

never spoken since.

“It must be very lonesome for him without
any little boy of his own,” said Bobby, one
morning,. as his father was bottoning up his jacket for
him, for Bohhy's mother was dead. Sha had died when
Bobby was yet a baby, so that he did not remember

very much about her,

“Lonesome?" said Bobby's father, shrugging his shoul-
i'u'a‘ “For whom? Father Doran? Oh, I think not.

e 's not the lonesome kind. He would feel crowded
with six rooms empty in the house, and a back yard
thrown [n.”

The Dorans had no back yard—that is, none worth
speaking about. They lived in three rooms, the half
of a flat in the city, on a block in g side street where
all the houses were exactly like one another before and
behind, and had no side yards between them.

Bobby's father would not let him go up on the roof
nor out in the street to play, for Bobby was not strong,
and the river wind on the housclops was very damp
and cold, while the street was an endless procession of
rattling wagons from morning until pight.

For that matter, the procession was an all-night affaic
as well, for business is never ended in the city; aml
Bobby's father often came home in the evening utterly
worn out with work, too tired to talk to Bngby. and
too blue to do anything but to sit by the fire and shut
his eyes, while Bobby borrowed his long lead-pencil
and made pictures on all the scraps of paper that he
could find.

A week was a long, monotonous round of days with
Bobby Doran

But when Sunday came things livened up, for then
his father was free, and when the weather was fine
would take him to ride on the ¢levated railroad down
to see the shipping in the harbor, or up to where the
high bridge was, or out to walk in one of the great
uptown parks, where often they spent the whole long
day together, looking at the wild beaste in the zoo,
watching the pracocks strutting in the grass, the nim-
ble squirrels, the sheep in the pasture, the handsome
horses and carriages in the drive, the bicyclers, the
flowers, the blue sky, and-the trees. Once Bobby roda
on the merry-go-round, but the whirl of it made him
dizzy, and he liked the patient, homely, long-eared Ditle
donkeys better, ur the goat-carts on the Mall, where
the brass band played.

But the drives in the goat-carts grew fewer as time
wwent by, end tlie rides on the little donkeys came to
an end. ;

“Why can't [ have any more rides, papa’ asked
Bobby, sorrowiuily,

"Btcauu"‘ have not the pennie: to spare. Robin,
my man," sald his father, king quite cheerful all
at once, and laughing as if it were a huge joke. "You
are getting to be such a tremendous fellow now, and
have such an enormous appetite, that it takes all my
munificent salary to keep you in provender.”

“What 's provender?” asked Bobby, doubtfully. "“Is
it that bitter stuff [ drink in the morning? If that s
what takes the money, I'd just as soon not have any
more of it. 1 can do without that."”

Bobby's father laughed. *No,” said he; “that ‘: not
provender; that 's putriment. Provender Is pork and
beans"

“But you and Bridget eat the pork and beans.”

“Why, to be sure. We must have something to eat,
and pork and beans are very satisfyving confectionery.”

That night Bobhy thought until he had four wrinkles
in his brow. Suddenly he looked up from where he
sat bgside the fire, with his hands cfasptd around his
knees.~ “Papa,” said he, "l am going to make some
money."

“T hope wou will, my hoy, and that you will not he
80 poor a business man as "

“But you ‘re grown up,” said Bobby, “and that ‘s
different. | am going to make some now."”

“Oh, vou are?’ exclaimed his father.
going to begin immediately?”

“Well, no: not right away—to-morrow, merning.

“Humph!” said Mr. Doran. “To-morrow morning
fs not so very far off. How are you going to do it?"

“] am going to editor a newspaper,” Bobhy answered
with slow precision. A newspaper makes money.”

“Sometimes.”

“Well, this is going tn be one of the times"”

“What will you call it? ‘The Great American Spread

“Are you

Eagle'?"

“No, «sir. Tt is named the Violet,""

“The “Violet'? Ah! ‘Within a green and shady nogk
a modest violet grew." 1'm al’ﬁig a modest violet will

have a pretty rough time tryin{ to be a newspaper.
How came you to think of that?”

“Why, you used to buy a bunch of violets every
Sunday morning when we went walking, you know,
and leave them up there.”

Mr. Doran was very quiet for a moment, and then
he said softly: “That 1s a very il name. The robins
and the violets come together in the spring."”

Next morning Bobby was exceedingly busy when
his father went downtown. “Hulle! Robin, my man,
where are you? It 's time to sayfood-by," called out
Mr. Doran from the elevator landing.

“Good-by, good-by!" cried Bobby, charging out into
the lobby; “I 'm editoring mg newspaper. May [ go
down to the street'to sell itz

“What are your orders about golng out into the
street, Robin?"

“Oh, 1 don't mean out in the street, papa; just to
the steps at the door. I will not go off the steps; and
oseph will bring me up in the elevator—won't you,

oseph :

“Well, T should shg_ T would!” replied the.ebony
ITosephus, grinning whitely; “a dozen times, if you
ike.”

Mr. Doran looked down into the eager face. “All
right, Mr. Editor, this once,” said he; “keep an eye
on him, Joe.” N

Bobby went back to his paper.

The first thing was the heading, so he printed that
in large, bhold capitals. '

Then Bobby began in earnest:

Omnce there was a little boy.
His name was Tom,

P Once he was left a lone, and
was told not to go off of
the porch. So his mother
came home, and took him out
to take a walk in the woods,
when Tom sat down to pick little
flowers in the.grass he hearde
a sond that sonded like
some wolfs running to catch ,
him. The mother and the boy
ran as fast as they cood.
And after they went home
they lived happy cver-after,

Bobby drew a great’breath. He could almost hear
the “wolfs" running to catch that little boy; but “they
!iwed' happy ever after,” he said to himseli, half aloud;

so it was n't so very dreadful I must n't make it
too dreadful or folks won't buy it.” Then at the
bottom of the page he drew some very charmin
flowers with some colored pencils he had saved wit
most jealous cara since Christmas, “Now,” said he,
“I 'l go down and sell §."

The first man passed without so much as looking
at him.

A dirty boy with a blue ¢nat and a red-striped cap
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buy one every morming. Mind you, 1 don’t promise
to pay this for them every time’; and with that he
was gone, and Bobby was standing on the step with
half a dolar in his hand, staring like a little owl

“There, papa,” said he, that night; “there 's some
money” ; Iﬂx‘i'll! laid the half-dollar proudly on the
table. “The old gentleman said he would take one

every day, but not pay so much as that cvery time, 1 will
just e as much as I can, and help to keep us in
providence.” .

His father laughed, but in the middle of his laugh-
ing, choked, and threw his arms around the boy. "Uh,

5

““PLEASE DON'T BOTHEH, BEIDGET; t'M BUSY MAKING A PAFER!"

came slowly by, I'lldini a folded pamphlet.

“Don’t you want to buy a paper?” asked Bobby.

“Paper? What pa?cr ?" said the boy.

“My paper—the “Violet," said [obhy

“The which?” )

“The ‘Violet.'" 1 make it all myse!f

“Oh, get off the easth!” said the hoy,
slowly down the street.

Half a dozen others passed before he summoned
courage enough to speak up. The wind was blowm'i
keenly down the marrow sirect, pent in by the tal
buildings on the other side, and the men who came
burrving up from the elevated station to their business

Jaces in the thoroughfare beyond, held to their
ats and morning papers with both hands.  As one
passed by, a fold of his paper caught the wind and was
out of his hands in an instant, whirling under the
horses’ hoofs and the wheels in the dirty street. He
was a very stern-looking, dignified old gentleman with
iron-grey hair and a smooth-shaven tace =
=Good morning!" said Bobby. taking off us hat. ! m
sorry it went away. Do you want 1o buy another“?. .

The old gentleman merely turned his head. “No,
caid he: “I don't.” Then he turned sharply all the way
around and looked at the small boy perched in the
corner of the steps. o

“It 's a wvery good paper, sir,
fidently.

=1t 's a good paper, is it?' the old gentleman asked
quizzically. _

“Yes, sir; | think it is a good paper.
myself!” .

“That 's not so bad, either,” said the old gentleman,
musingly. “A man ought to think that the things he
makes bimself are pretty good” -

“But there are mistakes sometimes,” said Bobby.

“The old man looked at him sharply, and flushed a
little under the boy's frank gaze. “Yes, s-.gari he:
there are mittakes. Don't make any and you °ll be a
happy man.” ‘ F -

‘%h. 1 'm going to be happy,” Bobby replied, “when
1 make lots of money”

“Don't do it.” said the old gFentleman. suddenly,
ghutting his stern lips together over his words; “that 's
the first and fhe worst mistake of alll | lmn'w—ln?r
Y made it myseli” He smiled cynically. “What 's
the price of your paper?” )

Bobby was nonplussed. A paper should have a
price, to be sure. He had not thought of that, ““What-
ever vou think a real good paper is worth, sir,” said he,
doubtfully; “I never made any before” )

“Sp, this is the first, hey? hy did youamake this
one?”

“To make some monéy for papa,” cheerily. “It takes
all of his mu—munifercent salary to keep us in provi-
dence. He told me it did"

The old gentleman began to laugh.

and went on

said Bobby, con-

I made it all

“Here,” said .he, “just this in your et, son.
I "Il take your paper, 'm"llmhlmlmu
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Robin, Robin, my brave lintle man, vain ‘Il keep vnur
old daddy in Providence and the truet in it, aftereall
But I 'd rather you would not sell 1= papers in the
street. We 't¢ not 5o bad off a< (har vet,” and he
smiled a trifie sadly.

“Oh,” said Bobby, “bhut
one every day! 1 must
said | would’

So he sat down &nd wrote

I promised to make him
make 1o morrow's paper—I

Once there was a small litle ha
bad man and <ent hmm aut 1o the wonds to get lost.
The little boys name wus johms iohnny was three
years old, his father thought that he was not alive, but
all this time he hade Been taiong lintle walks., hut some
people took him to there homes they liked him very
mouch. one day he was taking a Intle walk with 4 frand
of his, but who dn vou think he saw walking from the
house he did once live in. lie saw his father. his father
soon knew that he was his little boy that ke hade lost in
the woods. and his father took him to the house and the
boy was there for (wo days. but the next day the father
killed johnmy, and the father cried after he hade killed
the little boy. And after that time the father got nicer,
h?t the father died soon. and they lived happy cver
after.

liis father was a

"That is rather a small paper, Robin.," observed Mr.
Doran, patting the small boy's curly head. “Had n't
you better get vut a supplement with the latest news
from the war?"

“All right,” said Bobhy, and wrote:

SUPLAMENTE.

In olden times there was a war betuine the Pnglish
men and betuine the ameracons, This war began by the
English men trying to kill the ameracons. George
Washington was the jenrell of this time in the war.
The war lasted eight years. many men were killed in
that war. Scon George was killed and the ameracons
were nearly beeten and starved  Because they did not
get any foud. But at last the English were beeten and
serrendered to jenrell Washington and that is the end
of the war and they lived happy ever after.

He was on the front steps bright and early in the
morning. At nine o'clock the express came down,
and soon among the pushing men he saw the tall old
gentleman.

“Well, sir, is the paper out yet? asked his single
customer, smiling.

“Yes, sir,” answered Bobby, promptly. *“I promised
)“‘510{:, wouldl be, you know. toes. do -

u always ur promises, Bobhy
hung his. Bead. Mo e -

old tleman smiled a bitter smile. “That 's
the way of the world; don't follow i i you '
gt ing but trouble and regret out of it.”
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“I told Bridget T wonld take my medicine this morn-
ing,” «ail Bobby, slowly, "and then 1 pouted it in the
it 1s %0 batter, von know.”

The grim look upon the old gentleman's face was
altered 1o a smile.  “You are not the only oene who
wounld like to pour his medicime into the scuttle and
forget: and yon ‘re lucky that vou can

“But papa will be ashamed of my pluck. He =ays
it 15 what a mwan ought to do, to do what he should
whether he wants to or not; and that 1f you make a
promise, keep it, or clse don’t make it at all”

“Nour Tather 1« a2 most remarkably wise and vir
tuous man,” sl the old gentleman, smiling a tntle
unpleasantly with the upper corner of his mouth, as he
Intd a gquarter in Uobby's hand. "There was not a
sreat deal of newe in vesterday's edition” Bobby's
ace fell. "It was very good what there was of i, but
there was not very much of it"

“Oh, but they alt hved happy ever after, sir!™ said
Bobhy, eagerly, "and surely that 's something, They all
lived happy ever after”

The nld

entleman stared at him again. “What is the

name of this remarkable father of yours, son?" he
asked.

“My papa’s name Is John Doran, sir,” answered
Bobby. He ‘s a—"

But the old gen!leman had wiirled upon his heel,
and was a dozen paces up the streer, ﬁrrrrying into
the crowd.

“1 "Il have to make him another paper, papa,” said
obby, that mght, “for he did not take the one 1 had,
he was 1n such a hurry; and now 1t is old, and Joseph
crumpled it.  He left a1 quarter for it, so you 'll let me
make another for him, won't you?"”

“Certainly,” smid My, Doran. "Never take money for
gonds that you don't deliver. That is not honest
husiness,”

So Bobby made a paper with an illuminated back
a vellow sun, with a multitude of orange rays, rising
from a brick-red sea ncross two purple hills, with
amazing grass along their crests

But in the morning, when he waited upon the steps,
the ald gentleman went up the other side of the street
atl dild mot look across.  "Oh, Joseph, Joseph ™ eritd
Rohby, running into the hall. “He went night past and
never came at all Do take 1t after him. See, Joseph!
“There he goes; the 1all nld gentleman with the white
hair and the stiff back. He will take it”

" And he did

The old gentleman Jonked at the «lip of paper in his
hands., His desk was piled deep with letters that must
be answered, and with matters most imperative.  But
the yellow sun and the childish scrawl seemed to fas
cinate him. Then he threw them both together into
the waste-basket, and with a bitter frown began to
read the letters on the desk. Yet he fidgeted uneasily.
“There 't no fool like an old fonl,” he said, and, stoop-
ing, picked the yellow sun and the purple hills out of
the waste-basket again and spread the paper on his
desk  Bobby's story was in his best hand—a queer
lot of curls and quavers. This was how it ran. -

n

_Once there was a man who had a little boy. they
lived at a place where there was no mama, to the boy

was loansom and went away Where he cold find g
little boy of his own for company. so the man was ve

anger at him and he shut the door in apd said you caa
vome in, so they went away and there was no mama
there. the little boy’s father was too busie to get an+
other. so the new litile boy was loansom too and it
was very loansom there. but the other father was loans
com too and next week he said come home, there is
six roomes and a back yard and a biley-gote; and they
lived happy ever after.

He luid the paper down on his desk. “Thomas.* h‘ 1
called sharply, “if Henderson comes ahout that Chicage ™/
deal, tell him that I am not in”

Then he sat in his chair looking steadfastly at the
paper on lis desk witli Bobby's scraw! and the flaming
yellow siinirise

“Jumison,” he called again, not quite so sharply as |
hefore, “you will please to answer all these letters on
the desk for me; you know the business and whab it
needs.”

Then he took a pen himself, and began to write
a letter. But as fast as he wrote one he tore it tor
pieces and threw it on the floor. But the sixth one =
he finished, folded up, and placed in an enveclope, and
sealed 1t

*Jamison," said he, very quietly, “ I am going home,™

“Yes, sir.” The private secretary did his best tg ‘13
look as if he were not surprised, but his effort failed, 8
“When will you be back, sir?” -

1 do not know,” suid the old gentleman, smiling =
very oddly. 1

“The private <ecretary stared. 5
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And what is more, Jamison,” said the old gentle=
man, placidly, with a mistiness creeping down into
the corners of his eyes, “hetween you and me and the
gate-post, | don't care a picayune when I come badk”

I'Me private secretary gasped. .1

“There is going to he a new partner in this firmy, 0
Jamison.”

“A new—new partner?”’ stammered the private sece
retary, holding fast to the arms of his revolving chair;,
“W-why, Mr, Doran, did 1 understand you? What! y

do vou mean, «r?” -

“ | mean, Jamison,” said the old gentleman, mml'ﬂ
around to face his private secretary, “that I am tin l
of being sole and only proprietor of this firm of Johni
Doran, Sr, and that after Monday morning next-thef |
firm name n this house will be *John Doran & Son,' and}
that | am going out now to find the son.” ol

And when gnhb}"s father came home that ni
there was a large envelope upon his tabls conta
Robby's paper with the yellow sun and the purple
and a note in a Armrébusiness hand:

}
My Sox Jonn: Read this story that your boy
written; let bvgones be bygones: forgive and forget an
old man’'s mistakes, and come¢ home. There are ‘six
ronms and a back vard, and by the time the boy gets|
hrre there will be a billy-gnat. Come home, both o
vou, for | am very ‘loansom’;: and, please God, Ja
we ‘Il all ‘live happy cver after. :
Your father,
Joux Dorax,
And they did,

"~

the fall}

®' But he knows well how
to do
Courteous acts—les acles gracienr,

‘When he says, *‘Bonjour, monsieur /'
Just the way he speaks
Brings a sunny summer smile
To Grandpa’s winter cheecks.
When he brings his mama’s chair—
Which he loves to do —
Mama says, ‘‘Merci, mon cher.”™

-

»'8 comprenez-vousl
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By Annie E. Tynan.

Paur Fiezepor is a man

Tres Petit—that's very small,
He will not be eight years old
Till laniomne—that means




