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THE WINNING OF JIM.

BY MISS MAY EVERETT GLOVER.

“I just think it is too mean!” Ethel
Cameron exclaimed, coming hastily into
her brother’s office and leaning against
the desk where he was writing.

" \X/hy, Pussy, what is wrong?” he
asked, looking up. “Did the taffy burn
or have the people not gotten through
with the last lot of all-day suckers?”

he asked teasingly. :

The Sunshine society had been work-
g hard for two months to raise money
to send little crippled Bessie Haines
away to a great doctor who it was
thought could cure her. It was a large
sum of money for them to attempt to
carn; but as Frank Lane said, when they
had decided to undertake it, “that all
they needed was Git up and elbow
grvease,” they had gone to work. Frank
had set the example by starting the next
day to peddling vegetables out of school
hours, with a book tucked down in the
corner of the cart so that he could peep
at his lesson in odd moments. Some

whom they cut kindling, carried water
and ran errands. The girls tended babies
—made fancy work and anything they
could get to do—and at each meeting
. they were delighted to find how the
money was growing. Ethel and Susie
Winters had been making taffy and
si'gar candy and selling, and the twelve
dollars they had represented a good
many arm aches and burnt fingers.
“Come, Pussy, don’t worry. I -will
see that you do not have any left on your
hands,” her brother said, after waiting
a few moments for Ethel to tell the
cause of the trouble. He liked to tease,
bt he always helped her all he could
—even to taking a lot of the taffy and
selling to every one who came into his
office.

“We don’t have any to sell,” Ethel
scid at last; “ Susie and I had the finest
taffy that we have ever made, and we
iad made more than we usually do. We
wrapped it in tissue paper and set it out
on the big stones to get real cold, just
a; we always do before selling it, and
when we went to get it, basket and all
was gone. That Jim Fargo and his
' breaker gang had slipped in and stolen
it. It was too late to make more; and
we haven’t as much money as we had
this morning, for we spent for the
materials. We wouldn’t have had a bit

to-day.
worth.”
“And you are sure that Jim Fargo
took it. Might it not have been some-
cne else? I never knew Jim to steal.”
Her brother had a class in the Sun-
day-school composed of boys who pick-
ed slate at the mines, and he had consid-
erable trouble to get Jim Fargo to at-
tend; he was interested in. the boy,
as he much much brighter than the
usual breaker boys, and was the recog-
nized leader among them.

“Oh, he took it! We went down
street to see if we could find out any-
thing about it; and there was Jim and
several others sitting on the grass out-
side of old Mr. Gordon’s eating it. They
defited taking it, even when they had
their miouths so full that they could
Séarcely talk. 1 wish they had choked
-80 badly that they would never want to
steal any more taffy. They said that
~ they thought that taffy must be growing

We had over twelve dollars
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. until proven so.

ci the boys had regular customers for

of trouble to have sold every bit of it
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THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.

on trees, and that it was time for it to
be ripe, as theirs had fallen to them,
and a lot more of such nonsense. Then
I got cross and told them what I thought
of them. Jim Fargo got up, he had his
month empty by that time, and straight-
ened himself up, and brushed the dust
from his old ragged coat sleeve—you
know he says he is going to be a lawyer
like you, that is his whole aim—well, he
straightened himself up and said in
what he thought was a very dignified
tone: -
“‘T will admit, Miss Cameron, that
the evidence against us 1is rather
strong.”” 'Ethel’s tone was such a good
imitation of Jim’s that her brother, lean-
ed back and laughed. “ But every one
i3 entitled to a doubt, and is not guilty
We did not steal your
taffy; and as it seemed to be growing on
the trees and falling to the ground, we
saw no harm in eating it, as we do not
often get a ‘chance to taste things of
this kind. Allow me to congratulate
you on your ability to make excellent
taffy. And if what we have been re-
ceiving is a sample of the Sunshine your -
society scatter around — why beg par-
don, Miss Cameron, I don’t think that
I would want any of your thunder
storms. You may tell your brother that
I will not be at Sunday-school to-mor-
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“He tipped his old ragged hat and
turned down the street as if he had been
President of the United States instead
of ragged Jim Fargo. Then the rest of
his gang got up, tipped their hats just
like him, and followed him down the
street, looking the picture of injured
innocence. I couldn’t help getting cross
after the way we had worked and all
the money we lost.”

Ethel looked in her brother’s face,
“Oh, Rob, do you really. think he will
stop Sunday-school? It will just about
break up your class, for the others do
just as he says. I am so sorry, and you
have worked so hard to get these boys,”
she said anxiously.

“I think that I can get them back.
It does look suispicious, but I never
caught Jim in an untruth. Don’t worry,
Pussy, it can’t be helped.” Ethel
knew what he cared more than he want-
ed her to know.

It was quite late that evening that
Ethel was startled by a long ring at
the bell, and she heard some one inquir-
ing for Miss Ethel Cameron, and a very
large old man came hustling into the
room. It was old Mr. Gordon, who
lived in a fine ol dplace with his house-
keeper, and a very large monkey, which .
seemed to be the only thing he cared
for, and it was known that he did not
like children or young people.

“Miss Ethel Cameron,” he said,
gruffly, stopping at the centre of the
room, “I want to know what you put
into that trash that you made this after-
noon. I believe you call it taffy, it ain’t
fit for anyone to eat, let alone a monkey;
but I didn’t come to discuss that.”

“Your monkey!” Ethel exclaimed,
“Mid he steal our taffy. Then Jim
Fargo didn’t take it after all.”

“Excuse me, Miss Cameron, my
monkey does not steal. I presume that
he saw the taffy as he got loose this
afternoon, and being of an inquisitive
turn of mind, wanted to investigate it;
and so took the basket that you had
carelessly left out of doors, as I learnt
from some boys, as he threw a lot of
the taffy to them, and seeing them eat-
ing it, got to eating it himself, and now
he is very sick, as he ate too much, or
there may be something poisonous in
W

“Oh, there is nothing in it to hurt
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Trawvellers and Tourists

L —

Travellif;g from place to place are subject to all kinds
of Bowel Complaint on account of change of water,

diet and temperature.

Dr. Fowler’'s

' . lgbtt. ‘)’ i :

- - '
Wild Strawberry
is a sure cure for Diarrhcea, Dysentery, Colic,
Cramps, Pains in the Stomach, Seasickness, Cholera,

Cholera Morbus, Cholera Infantum, Summer Com-
plaint, and all Fluxes of the Bowels in Children and

Adults.

Its effects are marvellous.
It acts like a charm. F o

Relief is almost instantaneous.

. Does not leave the Bowels in a constipated condition.

him.” It is just sugar, a little vinegar
and soda. There was over two dollars
worth in' the basket, and we thought the
boys took it.”

“Two dollars! Hump! It would
be worth ten dollars to me if he was not
sick. Made of sugar—a little vinegar
and soda. I’ll tell the doctor; no won-
der he is sick after such a mess,” and
the old man hobbled out of the
room muttering half aloud, “Sugar, a
little vinegar and soda. Trash—trash!”

Half an hour afterward Ethel stood
in the poorly furnished little house which
Jim Fargo called home; for she had
declared to her brother that she could
not sleep a wink until she had told Jim
Fargo that she was mistaken. Jim was
surprised when she entered; he listéned
quietly to her apology, for her angry
accusations had hurt him more than she
ever dreamed—then he suddenly looked
up, the tears were in his eyes, and his
voice trembled for a moment, then he
was his old self again.

“Of course I do not blame you, Miss
Ethel, it is all right now. I know that
it did look as if we had taken it, and
I should have told you where we had
gotten it, but—you must excuse me,
but you took it so for granted that we
had stolen it, that it made me angry,
and I thought it did not matter what
you did believe. I am sorry now, and
I hope you will forgive me for speak-
ing to you the way I did. It was not a
gentlemanly thing to do—and not many
would have bothered to come and—and
explained it to me as you have. I will
never forget it,” and he took the hand

extended to him in a warm boyish
clasp. , &

“You will see me to-morrow at
Sunday-school, and I will have the other
boys there,” he said meeting Rob’s eyes
with a new expression in' his own. “You
can depend on me now, Mr. Cameron.”
—N. Y. Observer.

o n R

A long record of success in curing

- all sorts of cuts, burns and bruises, as

well as all bowel complaints, is held by
Pain Killer—over 60 years. Avoid sub-
stitutes. There is but one Pain Killer,
Perry Davis’. 25 and 50 cents.

Christian§ who control their tempers
and tongues, who. are patient, tender-
hearted, and forgiving, who know what
loving-kindness means,, and practise it

at home and abroad, are a good kind
of peculiar.

Sore Throat/ o
Don’t delay; serious bronchial

trouble or diphtheria may develop.
The only safe way is to apply'op

'Painki\\eg

& remedy you can .depend upon.
Wrap the throat with a cloth wet

in it before retiring, and it will be
well in the morning, ‘

There is only one Painkiller '\. :
“PERRY DAVIS'.? “*&




