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AN EIGHTH BIRTHDAY.

'BY*GRANDMAMMA.

I 1ook for the baby I used to know,

(It is not so many long years ago),

I find him not: can any one tell, oh,

Where he has gone, this dear little fel-
low?

I look for the small kindergarten child,

That sweet kilt-clad darling, with face
so mild,

And he has gone also,—gone quite away,

Oh, where is he now? Oh, where does
he stay?

I surely shall find the glad trousered
boy, ,

To whom his first pair was a world of
joy!

What! He has gone also?
shall I do?

Oh, what

" Can all ‘this sad story be possnbly true?

Well, where are my eyes and where are
_my ears,

I wonder what power that big football
uprears?

I wonder whose shouts are so rend-

ing the air?
I wonder whose wheel spins hke light-
ning out there?

-

Aha! I have found him! I know by hns
-eyes,
And his mouth, and his hatr, but I
don’t know his size;
This baby——-thas child— from my life
disappears,
And here stands this big boy, just count-
ing eight years.
' ~—Chris. Register.
X JE B
COFFEE PAIL EZRA.
- “No, I can’t go,” and Ezra looked
reproachfully at a pail of hot coffee
which he had set down close by, under
the shadow of the big ore ‘bin.

“Oh, bother!” said Jack Evarts,
“uncle doesn’t need that stuff. He’s
well now—been well this two weeks.”

“1 know, but Grandma Hillis thinks
he needs it.”

“Well, he doesn™. You know, half
time he doesn’t touch it.”

“ And sometimes he scolds you if ,»u1

get in the road of his pick,” ,put in
Herbert James. - B

“Yes,” and Ezra stroked the long ears

of Nancy, the burro, meditatively.
“But, then, you see, he might want

it to-day,_and it wouldn’t be there. And

besides, grandma depends on me to take
it down to him.”

‘Still, he looked at the coffee pail with
no friendly eye. If he had a mother,
or even a Sabbath' school teacher, he
would have learned long before that
duty is duty, and must be done, how-
ever hard it seems, but he had no one
except a feeble old grandmother and
a big, busy~ uncle, who worked so hard
-all day in the mine that he invariably
fell asleep at the supper table; at least.
he fell asleep every evening except that
of the pay day What he did on pay
day nights is quite a different and less
creditable story. So, it is no wonder
that when Jack and Herbert proposed

an expedition out in the sage brysh after
cotton-tails, Ezra looked at his coffee
pail in deep disgust. Every day since

~ Uncle Tom had the fever, grandma had

sent the boy down in the mine at pre-
cisely ten o'clock with coffee, and the
task had grown very wearisome to him.
At the first, when Uncle Tom was so

weak, and the coffee seemed to do him
so much good, Ezra was glad to take
it. But, for two weeks past, Uncle Tom
himself protested against it, and Ezra
felt that he was making a goose of him-
self in the eyes of everybody, except
grandma. She could not be made to
see that Tom no longer needed it.

“No, I can’t go,” said Ezra again,
taking his pail and turning toward the
engine house. :

“It's all nonsense, 1 tell you,” said
Jack; “grandma’ll never know if vou
don’t tell her and your uncle doesn’t
want it.” ;

“I know,” said Ezra, resolutely,
“but it is my business. Grandma de-
pends on me.” And then' he began
“climbing the hill as fast as he could go,
which, although he did spill some of the

coffee, was the very best thing he could

do, for he was sooner out of tempta-
tion’s way. TR
At the top of- the shaft he gave_one

rueful look at two boys and the burro

out in the shimmering sunny valley,
and then climbed into the car, nodded
to the engineer, and slid down into the
dark, close mine. The engineer knew
his errand, but he had to scramble out
as fast as he could to let the car go on
to the seventh, from which ore was be-
ing hoisted. At the fifth level, that day,
the air seemed unusually close.

“1 ’spose it’s because I wanted to go
after cotton-tails so much that it seems
uncommonly hot and nasty down here
to-day,” thought Ezra. He lighted his
candle and plodded his way along the
low-walled drift. He was in the “old

works,” long ago stopped out, atsthe

- far end of which the company had -a
gang of men makmg a vertical shaft,
or “upraise,” as it is called, to the fevel
above. - At irregular intervals cross

~cuts came in from the darkness at either

side, leading sometimes only a few feet
and sometimes -from some distant ore
chamber. Ezra was eleven years old,
but to cross the black mouth of an un-
used cross cut was till an ordeal to him.
Something about its thxck silence and
darkness and its unknown depth awed
and troubled him, He had walked om

little distance, trying to keep up »-hxs'

spirits with whistling, when he sudden-
ly halted, His breath was coming quick
and short, and he began to realize that
he was breathing smoke. Where> Jid
it come from? Lifting his candle, he
‘peered. out carefully. He could see n~
sign of fire, but the drift was gray with

smoke—a heavy curling mass that vas

coming toward him in sullen silence.

His first thought was to run for the

shaft. But no—where were Uncle Tom
and the other men? If the fire was in
one of the cross cuts, the smoke would
seektheopenshaft.asntwonldutu

a chnmney and the men would have ro

warning until the whole drift was ab-
laze, and it- would be too  late. He

must find where it wu,a.ndhemust.

reach them if he did not already know.
He hurried on, but his light grew dim

in the smoke, and his feet stumbled over

the uneven floor. His breath was grow-
ing painful, and his eyes smarted un-
bearably. He remembered insti‘nctive'ly
having read somewhere that one must
not breathe smoke, and he stopped and
looked back toward the shaft. He could
see the faint twinkle of the light that
hung over the car track, and he beld
otit his hand toward it as toward a friend:
But he knew that his way led in the
other direction. He must find the men.
He stumbled on, groping with is eyes
.shut, every breath a stab of pain and
his mind holding but one thought —

reach the others before it was too l'at'e.
Once he fell headiong, but it was a
f .

rmrzu.xcmcmt. '

- pail flew off, and half the contents were
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for the lid of his coffee

dashed in his face. Quickly righting
the pail, he dipped his handkerchief in
the remaining coffee—one of the big
red cotton handkerchiefs of the mining
camps—and tied it over his head and
facee. He could have cried from the
feeling of relief that it gave, and the
way grew easier until the heat dried
the handkerchief and forced him to take
it off. Then he groped and stumbled
and fell, and picked himself up again,
and ran on and fell again, and then on
once more. His strength was giving
out, and the curling, lead-colored mass
wrapped about him closer and thicker.
It was the battle of a child against a
relentless, unreasoning foe, and it was
bravely fought. But he could not fight
‘always. His foot caught beneath a loose
board, and he fell at full length. Vague-
ly he felt that the struggle was over,
and he was glad he had done his best.

- He gave a little gasp—and then sat up

and looked around him in surprise. The

~air was clear and he could breathe.

There was smoke, certainly, but still he
could see and breathe. Where was he?
How did it happen? And then he saw
what made him moreé anxious still for

‘the men in the upraise. His fall had

carried him just past the mouth of a
deep cross cut from which the smoke -

was pouring in thick, leaden masses to-

ward the shaft. He could hear the dull
crackling of the burning timbers, and

- he knew that the time was short. He

stood up and tried to run, but his mind
was in a whirl, and his legs tottered

beneath ‘him. ~ Still. he would not give

. The worst was past and his head
in  the better air, his
strength began to come back also.
In less than five minutes the men in
the upraise were standing about him,
and he was telling them as quickly as
he could of their danger, and of their
one chance of escape. ~A
“We must make a dash for it,” said
Tom Hillis, who was always the leader.
The men nodded, threw down their
picks and shovels, and marched grimly
out into the drift to meet the foe. How
Ezra got through the second time he
never knew. He remembered being
dragged along by hard. kind hands, and,
at the last, being’ ﬁftadonapaxroi
strong shoulders and carried * pick-a-
back” like a baby, but when he opened
hiseyeshewasmthehonmmom.
and the superintendent of the mine was

 there, too, lookmg very wa@d m
ous.

“Wnll he Jive?” he w uﬁub! the
~ doctor, who was st:mnt omieth
- a glass. Vo

“Oh, yes. He'll not d:e yet. Hes

a plucky little chap. He will be all
in a little while.” :

“It is strange how- thmcs luppen,
- the superintendent went on. “It is
_certainly strange. If this boy had not

~been going about his plain everyday

business this morning; these men would
have been smothered, and the whole
mine would have been in such a blaze
that we couldn’t have stopped it.”

- When Jack and Herbert came home
that mght with four cotton-tails, they
were very much surprised to find that
“Coffee-pail Ezra” had become a hero
- in the camp, and was to be taken into

the superintendent’s family to go to "~ Sweeten after removing

school with his own boys.

“It’s mighty queer how lucky some
folks are,” said Jack.

“Tain’t so queer,” answered Herbert,
“ when you consider how plucky some
folks are.”

“Humph, I guess anybody would have
warned those men.”

“ Maybe they would, and then may-
be they wouldn’t. But what I am

4 thmkmg xt tht therc
one boy in the calﬁﬁ

- with, but it is worth re

To the Weary Dyspepﬂc. | ?‘f

We Ask this Qnestiou°

Why don’t you rcmrcf

that weight at the
the Stamach?

Why don’t you regulate |
variable appe‘tite“, and ‘on

to avoid distress after ¢ :{'» Jor 12
The first step is ﬁo regul;
bowels. £

when the other boys m
hmm'ng. That's where the |
I’m thmkmg.—-—Ckra
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‘Rhubarb—Some an nl'-"‘
About this time g
through the vegetabk gard
“The rhubarb is startin
And sure enouﬁLtha;
red tufts that “soon win"
irregular crmkly
and more, never
cold, until fine, lme :
spread over thrifty, succul
 Rhubarb is an excellent

Tb m vamm ni rg
" had, and i!\OM“W tender
growing so quickly as it doe
glass or in very warm exposu
it should not bc '
from its

- the basis of maay
barb pie ahpost eve:

it takes twice as much sugar to §
rhubarb if added when it

A change in the two-crust pie -
stew the rhubarb, kng a mfff th-
fill, cover with 18
bgkg. This makm what

omﬂ)etopa&erw

two eggs beaten to a stiff

little sugar. Itum
Inmahng



