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75 FOMANCE OF A CARRIER BOY.

1t 1RO by Amerionn Pros Assucli.
e tlon) :

impfrh:
& i time of tho yeor whon we poiise

::"?::‘ H,‘: .t_":_.:if:l IT.'I eomu, and the pause

1;71:'; I;:utl‘:“:%. yonres that we've Tved
M&u;:::ﬂ:'b;;; what in the ian's in
wmgﬂmm up aceannts with o dubilons

semueh bettor to ey,

dp,
# ipealt
Iving hepoalls ttlod this polnt

then whon wo've st
n our misd
we tupn with oW
to flnd
U ulu‘u\»T g R
Th":':;“‘l';h Joy i b less and the griet
may De 10N

r thoughts retrospeetive

in soencs that we've Nyed

sorrows gone by, na we look,
s reading o |
|

even 4D
%‘b: ot tho same plensure

qhat, slways fomillar, still mokes ous
tiearts hurn

|
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And Helom Grom's ovie. wiad Hitr tose, wna |

~ her bair,
And hirold fashloned ways wem bevond
all compiare, y
v watuwenly then, whivh Munnos ove
i 10 averTy
Tatu his paper ut Groon's, ho should ltiger
Lk Apeak
Juss noword or feculve just a wuntderful
il
From the swoet ety glel with the old
fueliloned style,
And ‘twas purfeotly plain—Ie 15 nature,
not are—
Mt An thie young Munroo should fng
bwkiog Wis heart,
And thon campe the offer frin New York
ong day,
And{:!\ rihur Munroo and his mothor Jeft
Ay,
Andthe boy found bimself, with his youth
and mmbltion,
A vlsing young man with an onvied pos-
tlun.
Reportor and edlitor—thus had he grown
To bo quite 0 power 1n the time that had
) flown
Stneo ho loved Helen Groen, yet hio felt an
addd theill

Whon le plotired Wor fuo, for bt loviad

the wirl sl

And wo Gn ot siminer he sought compon- |

#atlon
For yenrs of Lned work, and he took his
l yvacitlon
In Clay, whero tho love of his 1o _mighe
b soem, .
And ho sent up his eard, I you pleaso, to
| Miss Groon,
She woas so gl to see him,
Ing hisw tall

"Pwis strike

| Thut was nlL
LAnd thene tho door opened.

She turned,
with a sl

|
ULy friend from New York—>My Sldney

do Listo. "

Tho two moen hoth howed.
tively know

It wne wor to  the death, and thelr fuces
both grew

Quite sot nnd determinod.  Fow men can
Bonee =

Like wonien so suddenly just what they

They tnstine-

Its pages at Now Year's wo turm foal.
gﬁ{mr }\Tﬁnm\-, a8 ho tradgel down | The fatal day came when Munroo tmust re-
thio stroct, I tirn.
Weappd up in his greatooat, hls fuco to Ho resolved to stake all.  Oh, dear rond-
the slect, | er, discorn
with crowrds all pround him wnd yet nll Why it is that the honrt of o malden's so
alone, T Mghty

Diwelo on seenes of the past snd the years
that hud flown,
And g0, my dear reader, 10 you will deaw

noar,
T'll give you n glimpse of Muntoo's pist
OB,

RETROSPECTIVE.
1t you'll travul ull night in the fast mall

CXprOss
O the A and B, ond to s point—I con-

fesa
T'ye forgotten the nume.  IVs n junetion,

And clings to the weak when she conli
hnve thy mighty,

And s it enme out, a8 you may hnvo ox-
pootd,

That Munroe turned his foce back to

work, ernabed, rojectod.

To hitvve sueh & sctback was not o Ught
blaw

To o man of the stump of young Arthor
Mungie,

But work helped him grostly. Then after
awhilo

He I‘il'a':'r?c(l of her marringe to Sldney do

M LIS
Though his face turned qulte pale, he e

you s,

And it's down in some mnps Just as plaln
na cun b,

And then, chianging ears, 1 you'll rlile
bl b diy |

fou will come to tho beautiful village
of Clay.

1e was hore I o quning Hitle cottage onn
tnorn

solvod to forget

And harbor no feolings of hopeless megrets

So now that T'veshown you the past of hils
Life,

Donr roadur, you'll kuow why he insn'ta
wife,

And you'll know why It 12 thit 1is hend's

That Arthur Monzoe, aur young hero, was
bori |

They say, and with truth, that' the coun- |
try's th placo |

Whero n man in the years that come after |
chn trage

Therich drmfts of health that have been
sueh o blessing

To help in his life work. But I am di-
grossing,

And
Thanxloﬁ
Iar

ta o bricf, T will merely remnark
k" bog's enrly 1ife was indeed all &

Horan in the flelds, aud he grew stout and

With sffntt;;g and swimming and playing
rhall,
And hls mother, dor womnn, W
of lier boy

nd Batlud b o Wlessing—in fact, her
omi Jor,

But, alns for o
Ur story,
told, -
Was tint uverstocked with the motal
eallind polg,
fthe time enn
L tamw no shirk,
W

obillewd to stop pl ¥ "
10/ wogk. op playing nnd go right

Which ko did with o will, thougl the
on ;rlm quite sminll,

n]lll. Herald, n werkly sheot tiken: by
1 13 0!
. |E:n‘ti,l1m1ﬂ Of Clny, nnd, 'tis noedloss to

Mog. +
‘:";li"‘:‘lllnr paper "twould b haml to
o,

a8 proud |
|
the truth must be |

e whon Artlinr, by nn-

pay

6““&;‘:}&’ Young hero, to whom typo was

Bef:n it The Herald at so much n week,
_T“mliu diminutive, T must allow,
uld be quite too petty to mention It

ow,
&ndwﬂ‘khtf was this—to deliver each
I:‘:! H‘\;fn_ld 1o all of the lowly and meok
50 wha were not so—in brief, 1
To ;;‘E“J‘ Ry
L'Im‘-h« fubscribers who pald up in

A h .
m“.;’R thess sibseribers was one named
Whe Hilge Grouy,
\ :I:Lt_lnwnnln days tnthe week might
Hiding gy with
. ¥on
With & tage thes
A3 sinld
As the ditnrest
&l in boak:
™ Wag

hls dnughiter, a dark oyed

"

T Wins swect, an expression

3‘011113 Erandmother pictur-

10 k:n othier girl who excelled Ber

)

slightly bowed
A8 he walks in deep thought through the
Noew Yonr's ove crowil.

THE MEETING,

Haowo you ever walked Brondway nt night,
when the snow

Has turnod Into sléet nud the winterwinds
Tlow

From nll quarters ot ones o o frenzy of
fsport

And cut off tho broaths of tho passporsby
short?

Have you scen the Hghts glinimer, as i
thirough n fog

On o nlght when you'd gather In oven i

e,
Thnugllti-h-! sorrlest pup thab you ever b
lield,
Or the worst looking tramp thiut, by Lun-
gor compelled,
Asks food ns he oringes in front of your

door

While the storm howls aronnd hilm ns ney
or bofore?

Huwe you soon the shop windows all glie-
ter with glory

On the nlght before Now Year's?
then my story .

Wil belng back the scene. Huve you gono
with the throng

Of bundlod up humane, the wiak and the

It so,

strong,

Tho rich and the poor, the sad and thoe
BNy

As they hurry nlong In the night on
Bromlway?

Hove vou notleed the beggar, whoese neted
despair

Gives color at nlght to that great thor
onghlore?

Bo Arthur Munroo walked along in tho
night,

But absorbed, so that Hitle appealad to his
slght,

And hls cars woro quite deaf to tho beg-
pars' fulnt ory

As they tonched hils greatcont of In yaln
eaught his eye

Until ‘nesth the gaslight’s falnt glow he
was stoppid

By a manin his wog
drapprad

His hu:ni.I I his poeket, and then be lsok-
od down

With a curlous oyo on this trasnp of the

He mechanieally

town _ )
Who'il jostled agatnst kit Thiscristur,
for 50
Ho scmd to tho vision of Arthur Mun-
o,

Whs o ninn who sppearcd to have shrunk
by soine lasw )

That applics to all victins of povorty's
1aw

|
Ho'd grown I the years that had presed!
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Then joy and peac

i In twelve months more

‘ We shall FO stern Foraet,

We may be happy yet !
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revatl,

ness sail hton
Then the cl, oamld sho Lk pirove 1n thie el

o e Etsongoer.

ith ptlonce, bogan to dlssomn-

o smile whin, hér heart all

i ] f‘k"‘,l S0 ( e ke erying, whils Sidtoy
el Wongandall {0\ -7/ |1t
,\-_ y/at To o down this WL And yoty still ko o
\\\‘.'\- Y To Btk beal with foate, and T think he did
LAY 3
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NeLx I - \"‘E_-k . £ | | And ¥ e tuen back, ah, how Uitle

% or l‘f nEwho've fullowed us on-

Al g0

Hig ¢lothes hung arcund him in tatters
1115 faco

Had writtén In Innguage quite plainly
““hard onse, '

And yot there wis something—deflne it
wlio enn—

To show that Its ownor hod oned boen o
man.

“Beg pandon, ' be muttered.  Like somo
missing link [

Of tho past, Munrde henrd, and he felt his |
heart sink:

|
]

The volee was familinr. Amain, ps ho
gazotd
At the faece of the stranger before him half

dizid,
He knew by the pose and the general style
The one who addressed him was Sldoey
iy Llale,

TIE HAND OF A FIlIEND. ‘{

There are some who aver, and with truth |
Iy 1% gald,

That the man who §s weak might mueh
Dot ter b demd,

You may curl n strang notire or pruno Ib
ot will,

But you can't make o river gush forth
frons o rill,

You moy nurture n secd with a eare quito
complote,

But you can't make an onk from n smnll
grain of wheat,

And yet {0 this riddle you'll solve, o to
spenk;

You have first got to know I the man's
roally weak.

In every man's We there's o thne when
ho'll fall

It he hasn't the strength of & friend with-
in call,

But ones uver thls by hlnself he oy
Hrow |

To o much higher plane i ho hos but »
show.

Thero's n weak spot inall of os  Think
of 1t yet .

As you seo poor Do Lisle in the cold and
tho wet.

Was he hopelessly wesk?  Was s soul
shriven bare

Hy the curse put upon it, or was v do-

spair

That bronght hlm so low?  Did ho need

naw the hand |

Of o frled to roturn Wi his own self

cotnmsnd? |

These thonghts through Munroe's mind
cane sHrelng qulte fase

Do Lisle, and o » thought |

|

As ho £throd ut
aof the past.

Meanwhilo there had eome through
wit and tha cold

A flnsh from the oye of his rival of old,

A flash that was full of complete reeognl-
tion

the |
|

Ho know

Hlan,

And with quick intultion took in atn
glanoe

The wholositustion, Munroe, In b trance,

Reogvered more slowly.  De Lisle, withn
Alight [

Shrug of shoulders, turned away 1o the
night.

Tlien It was thst Munres, with s quick,
hoarty simile,

Latd his hand on the shoulder of Eldney

Liklo,

Utsme, D Liste, " Ho sald Uriefly, this
niver will do.

I'm not such o fellow ns that, As for you,

If oyer o man was in nood of & friend,

You certalnly are  Huot you pever can
mend ,

Yourslf on the whiel of o falsified pride.

The other man stoppesd, shook, then trem
hited nnd eried,

With lis honds to hls face, nod ho sobbed: |
*1 ain wolk

BT

Prom exposure, My Gogd, yoa'ro the st

ane tiy speak
A kind word ooy for o o wilL 16 [ % Lot

R . So Helen declnros,  Thies were dull, so
An utirnlty, stueh aso s droam ol In 1 ealil

!Il’. {11 - ¥ st N

=i this head of his ofllc r T his

Slnco sho'— AU tho tiimtlon of thisswoeg | 5 the Bead of his ‘offlea Just eubafft b
3 Munro Then It svies that Do Lisle lost his headon
Gruw storn, and lils volon slippod his sofe T

figree R AN] =0t
Ho burstiont, ** you have loft ok, vou éut!
The othor man’s epes oshid. Ho did r

1ehit o could drown all hils toon-
in drink,

.
‘|

That phews Lint the follow wis wonk or
. diomiue wag L e
For an Instant of thoe  Theon his face It Just rhio vlght felond o seotro o n
quickly Mushed hineking,
W ul(lrlrlh;‘ lll--tli' upm 1t Nob utiorly | 1o pot Ruow whieh, but the facty must
v wliinl, s i
- Fostiain,
Ho drow htmself up and salds “Never!l | g0 pnd et with Tis Tife. Thougly 16

ikt dlaen
To ropent what you'vosabl, for, Munroe, 1| 0 o
will swoar

moy glvo us pein
ke thils was s, yot it wos, all tho

That 1*111‘1!- not da fhla Wi -‘"'”| For tho fault wis Do Lisle's, and with Lilm
swione,"" snlid Munros, Show bl Blnme

*Thot you |l|n ver 11 trontord hort 10 nob | g, proud o werlto Tome, sho'td have died

- thien gt : | Frb thih vl

‘"“III‘T ‘;"]“’l‘]"“'l ue fel, Now, IW |1 py ehinren slio’ had not Tieen dlwerved
=it ALY !

JorE " : 1 S 3 friend

No \'\;-nllu:‘ your past.  Aa the post Tob it thier st who took 1n at a glance her
stand,

edpuial
Bub T ask: Do you tove hos? s sl

s sho now?

I do not require that you tell o just
how

You have brought yourself down.
all of us wele,

Bub have you i1l trosto
Lisle? Speak!™

Do Ligle paused n tnonient and Jeoked In
e e

Of his montor.
Yoy disgrace

Is not of thnt port, and 1T swear, sir, o

Al whero

Wo aro

I your wife, [

SMunpoe,'' e moplied,

you

That sy wife has gone bonwe. Do ©lgve |
hert 1o,

Iswonr that glip toft we orsel fewwall, In
short,

For no other mnson thon this—nonsup;
Purt,

Since then'"—  Dut Munre, with n ges
ture, sald: “Stopl

You must tell mo no more
Ll you will drop

I we staml bero mineh longer. Your world
18 enough

Insk forno mare
togli.

I belleve you,
Yoty ¢aty,

From the wreok of yoursell n respoctablo

Came, Do

You're no Jonger o

I'IL Belys vou' 1o suake, if

maon. "
And wnder hils breath he <ald softly, 1711 =
mako Aml who eat down aml weate to the Julge
A mnan of thiv vogabond, just for her | tlteny il thore,
rake. ' | The Jodge pout on money amd wroto and

Lrtspade
¢e to leavs nand conle on to the Lomo
o' andorid
And talesvo e Ldslo thoeo,

ONE YEAR LATEIL l 1

|
Miss Porey of Clayto n friond out L-l'I Bhin refosed

¢ town— | the roqiced

Somo nes from hier lptter are hore Jotted b whis wonld stlelk by Dé Lislo in
down | Wik

MY DEAR—T vt o strange VL of pamnnie | Judgo won wroused,  Though ho
to tll sont no rebinle .

Its about Helon Groen. You momember Ho T‘I- -'I\ !.'=I-‘ !::1‘1 !I'-'.HII il e swent (o Du-
hoer Wall, I '

Vrang—may bo—
I LAkl thitend
the By

1t wonld lead in o home such

Itut sho

SN

htty Balalpd thist ilay

= i o with rerarss Was shn
3 v Elio wiung?

| Xou b we watien any doar. We

B at 2 0 wogne thiings nod wo weak In

¢ when abit Left i, or wis
O P

fur Norehild that had come In
n

wward Sidoey Jdb Ligle!

3 Hud
you s

Tha Mttlo ono's face an b eried for p

You would know Just the strngglo In 1
n's Licewst, At

Tol-

My diar, when the market of marrings

i i

WhHo hiae darned bils own broadl 'snd has
proved bigond doubit

s cnn stand on blw feet by Limself and

with

Yot resnomter hor ninerings -
Lisla
And how wiell sho lool

duwn the alshi

tor Bldney de | 4

ot |

i wanld better o

unt 1\

it lids Boad and Lls hands and |

uin o the |

I hava comn to a part, T oondens,
of Wall, and 1o e

w eonlid gie
B you havon™ v nlrondy the storg discorned

s | 1hio tpth is my dear, that Do Lisla has

iy Madie &ty Thelon.

Bl Bess ol
coudid

Howw b #, huw ho nets

{ wotthil L

Convigeod thiab the suan his Tmproved,
had you known

Young Do Lislo as 1 know him bofore; He
hisa grown

Mieh oldor, Bls mind and his gbul betler
shaped.

Mo looks Hke a man who's boon sconched
—and estaped.

I wish' you

I bllore son

|
‘l'. S.o=2iuee U've written this Helen lins
told

| M tho pltdfal story her husband’s inralled
Slnes the night that thoy parted. Ho does

not know how,

on to Now York he camoe after

how

|
{ Prut Somwo

Then for doys aml

Mo beat his way on.
for nights

o wandered around i the worst of all
pllghts

Ashamed to go homo in the state ho woa

in,
And il the tlme sinking still deeper b

sln,

Until ho was scen by o frond.  Who 16
W

OF Just when hoknew him wodin’t know,
LBl

Tho friend wade him promise o never
would tull,

Dut ho took Blm stradght home, goave hlim
sheltir, and—wull,

Mo braood up Do Lisle, and ho got him n

placo

And practieally saved him from deopior
dlsgraoe,

D Tdslo sloce thab thmo has been golng
up il

And worked {o n plsce that "twould bo
hard (o 11,

And now after walting for noarly a year

He's roturned for tho oned that ho holds
tho most dear.

They aro golng baelk ston to thele home.
What lhil?k PO

Of tho rominnes I'vo wrltten?  TH'd ovory
Lt truai,

And I know you'll be glod when you hear
in tho ond

That the husband was resciied by weans
of o frlend.”

A HAPEY TOME,

In ending o tale 'ths n priviloge quite

To show to the rendor n ploture that's
bright,

Not fur from the town, but away frot tho
rloty

Whoro things nro. moro peaceful mnd reat-
ful and qulet—

"Twas hero tho Do Lislos scttled down,
nnd "twns hero

That wo flnd thom agaln on s happy New
Year.

Y Hero's n book by Mutiros, " salid Do Lisle
i o onmo

And snt by his wifo in the lght of the
flamo

Of tho flre, “It's n

What suecess ho hna hnd!'"
hail Indeed,"”

Eall Helen. T often romember,” sho

ool ook to read.
“Yes, ho hoa

nised,
o \mr thnt hin looked on the day I Te-

frawed

i ‘ill"h-l'ur warelage, T 1itle thought
thon

That Arthur Munroo would bo great
AmMong men,

He must bave worked hard. A man who
wonld lot -
No abstaclo stund in hls way. "' " You re-
ruth

Bald hor husband ag, denwing quito noar,

[ Mo elasped her band gently, “‘Say, do
yon, my dosr?

Clegret!! who ruplied, with her faco all

They Wwigan In Dol A pemition he | And 1 Iy gonirsslt, the wan, my [ ajelow,

goty i As it siniled such o smilo ne a wife can
And with Jove un ik lrn n stnall wgh ho have wondth with- | hestow,

hthiase aned Jot “No, nover, thy dear”  (Ah, how lttle
They started In life Ty, 1 Tt Rship sl Tir sotne t8ings In this 1fo's | who krigw!)

was smnll, s whirl, * For Munroo cotld not Yove half so much
And ho hot » fow hindreds Bolilnd Bl | But ho won's mako o hosbaml for every ns you dol'!

That's all gl il | TOM MAHSON.




