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* THE MUTINEERS. 
BY MARY WHITING ADAMS. 

John Henry had ten fingers, 
Two eyes, a tongue and brains. 

But ‘when he started in at school 
He didn’t take the pains = 

To make them yield obedience 
To what the teacher said; 

And so they quickly learned to do 
- Just what they chose, instead, 

The fingers would not follow 
The copies they were set; 

The tongue refused to get 
The lessons, right, but ‘whispered 

Instead the whole time long. 
As for ‘the brains, 

,dreamed, . 
* And let things all go wrong. 

When days of school were over 
John ‘Henry went to ‘work; 

‘But eyes and tongue and fingers 
And braifis still joined to shirk, 

First one’ job, then another, 
He spoiled, and lost his place, 

While other boys less clever 
Passed by him in the race. 

FP 
TWO BOYS IN ONE JACKET. 
BY THE REV. AMELIA A. FROST. 

“Hi! Yah! Come sée the kid with a 
baby’s hand.” "Distress flushed the little 

- fellows handsome face. His big dark 
eyes snapped with anger as he quickly 

thrust the deformed hand behind “him - 
and backed up against the school house, 

“Jiggers and bumblebees! Looks ’s if 
he wanted ter .fight, * shouted the same 

rough voice. 
By this time "a + erowd of children 

stood in front .of the young stranger as 
he bravely faced - ‘his -persecutors and 
choked: the 't tears back. 
_ “What's his name, Don?” asked an- oy. “#Say, bub, What's yer name? 

where'd yout’ come from?” he con- 
   

  

“Oh I Reisios ‘his genie? otbod a girl's 
voice. “It’s s Wilbur Sherman. board: 
him tell teacher this morning.” 

“He's moved into the house. S- ‘0 
mine, and theres a sick woman,—his 
mother, I guess,” added another, 
Wilbur's lip quivered but he straight- 

he up. As he did so a clinking sound 
Foie oh © caught the ear of his first tormentor. 

3 “Say, kiddie, what's them irons on yer 
legs for? Ter make yer run fast? Lost 

yer tongue? Here! Show up yer fightin’ 
Band?” and he roughly seized the rigid 

arm to bring forward the tiny Aiisilnp: 
= en hand, 

Like a flash Wilbur doubled his strong. 
right fist and dealt a stunning blow be- 

A 2 © tween the eyes of the larger boy. It 
| Was. so. sharp and’ unexpected that D mn” 

was dazed for an instant. The 
id ‘ astonished crowd quickly parted in 

front of the. two bogs. - Wilbur, his 
little heart: pounding, his face burning, 

3 his eyes blinded with tears that would. 
3d push into them, made a dash for the 

The stiff i irons, worn to straight- 
en is ankles, made it harder for him & 

3 to 1 Tan, In spite of the irons he had to 
ur “on the sides of ‘his feet. But he 

ale A run faster than most boys of ten. 
fo the astonished Don realized 
ed “befallen him, Wilbur was 
Hil down the street. : 

fon’t He get a poundin’? Jest Tet. 
hi? exclaimed the furious 

The eyes kept ‘wandering here and there 

they strayed and 

THE RELIGIOUS 
both fists in fighting trim. Several 
children were close at his heels, excited 
and curioung to see what would come of 
it. They were not prepared for what 
did come, 

Wilbur sped toward Main Stings. 
‘Without taking cross ‘walks he rushed 
heedlessly into the broad square, dodg- 
ing wheels and horses with the skill 
early acquired by every city boy. Elec- 
trics had no terror for him; and so he 
hurried on to cross in front of the ohne 
approaching. But one of the poor un- 
certain feet .gave a sudden twist and 
sent him headlong. The motorman 
checked his car, but not soon enough. 
The prostrate boy was struck on the 
head. “A big policeman tenderly lifted 
the unconscious child in his arms. 

“I am his mother’s physician”. said a 
kindly voice. “Here, officer, get’ into 
my carriage; we'll take him ‘home. Poor 
little fellow! His crippled body doesn’t 
match his courage, This street is no 
place for him. Here, boy,” he added 0 
one standing near, “jump in next the 
‘'omcer, and let the legs rest on your 
knees.” 

“The boy was Don Porter. He “had 
come up just in time to see the acci- 
dent. Hot and angfy, at first he felt, 
glad when his enemy fell. But a feel- 

ing’ of terror quickly followed. He 
would ‘have ‘snatched Wilbur off the 
track had there been time. But now 
for an instant - the thought flashed : 
“What'll the fellers say to. see me «- 

 helpin’ to get him home?” Tt was. only 
_an instant, He took the place as direct- : 
ed, and carefully lifted ‘the iron-botnd 
legs to his lap. The carriage had’ rub- 
ber tires, the doctor drove carefilly, and | 
they soon reached the house. + 
Quickly ‘hitching his horse the dotor 

went in without ringing, as was his cus- 
“tom. . With a few words he quieted the 

fears of Mrs. Sherman. The big officer 
took the injured boy into, the “house. 

_ The door was shut, and Don was left to 
think it all over. 
Slowly he walked down the street. 

The picture of that white still face on 
the ‘policeman’s afm, and the tiny de- 
formed hand held so. “tenderly in the 

paid Wilbur was. not dead, bit. w 

  

all? ; 
“He Sah a plucky chap to it me Tike 

that.—only one hand, and no feet 

  

speak of; wonder if he'll die” said CR 
‘unhappy boy to ‘himsel?. 

Don's supper didn’t taste good that 
night. The boys played football on the - 
green without him. - Heé wis glad to. 
by himself into ‘the ‘wodshed and split 
kindiings. = It gave: him: a chance do. 
think. - Early i in the evening te crept ¢ 
to bed. It was long before he could get 
to sleep. The big brave eyes of Wilbur 
Sherman kept staring at him in the 
dark. “He could see the tears, and it 
made him choke. Why didn’t he fease 
a boy of his own size with two hands’ 
and strong feet? What could he do to 
show he wasn’t so mean as it-looked? 
There was his flower. garden, and the 

money he had earned for a fishing-rod, 
and the collie pups, and his rabbits, At 
last he went to sleep, 
When Mrs. Stierman’s Bridget was 

setting the table *for ‘breakfast next 
morning, she heard a knock at the kitch- 
en door. “There she found a frightened 
looking boy with his hands Be him, 
“Is he dead?” was the boy’s anxious 

greeting. | 
“An’ is it Wilbur yez be axin’. about? 

  

| “Heres one of my”’- 
Bridget “a small basket containing the 
dearest thing he owned—a ‘handsome. 

~then turned, and was out of 3 

“he should die? Who was to blame fr it : 

ints bo praised an’ he's Hoi Eo 

INTELLIGENCER. 

it’s a sorry time the darlint’s been hav- 
in” all night wid his ravin’s about the 
b’y that do be pokin” fun at his little 
hand. If yez know the varmint, jist 
bring him-in sight o’ Bridget Mahoney!” 
“Here—give him these!” interruptd 

Don, as’ he thrust a‘ great handful of 
sweet peas toward her and hurried 

© away. 
“Now isn’ t he the foine lad a-bringin’ 

the swate posies wid kisses o’ the morn- 
in’ all ‘shimin’ on their purty faces,” 
muttered Bridget as she watched him 
turn the corner, “Sure and I'll put ‘em 
on. the. table furninst the little bed!” 
and she tiptoed to the sick-room, 
“What if he should die? What if he 

should ‘die?” kept pushing itself in 
among Don's “map questions” and “mis- 
cellaneous examples” that day. Lessons 
went heard, and. he was glad when 
school was over. 
As Bridget stepped out of the back 

door, with her ash-pan next mogaing, 
Don came up’ the walk, =. 

“Hello I” said she, and tilted her pan 
on the edge of the barrel. “It's Wilbur 
yez be wantin’ to know about, and it's 

< meself wid be glad to say he's betiher, 
‘but fax thin I'd be lyin’ to yez.' The 

“poor. head of him is swelled to the size 
0 two, wid a face as black as the kitch- 
en stove. * He doesn’t know annybody, 
and the docther can’t tell which way 
it'll be tun min’ wid him.” 
“I-I'd dikerif “he” —stammered Don. 

—and “he passed 

on Loe 
e the astonished girl had time | 

8 ew i ren of 
The doctor soon found signs of im- y 

“provement in Wilbur, Don. came to the 
‘back door every morning to hear news - 
from. the sick boy, and always left some. 
smal} tFeasyre, bust wouldn't ida Bridget 
his name, 

One day, a fortnight after i séciding~ 
Don was mowing thé lawn for a neigh- 
bor “on the next street. “Suddenly a 
voicé called, “Porter! Don Porter! 
Come: here!” He looked -up and saw a 

group. Wesco he poh aw, 
great strong ‘fiigers, kept right before 
his eyes. He could still ill feel the weight 
of those" Timp: little legs in_ the fron 

Dropping his mower be Mason toward 
them. 
“Come onl!” \ called olla voice. 

“Here's a whole circus np i 
Just then beyond the group he opi 

: ‘Wilbur Sherman. It was the first time 
_ Don had seen him since the scese that 
for a fortni had been haunting him; | 

‘0  —Withur org “a es "pale pleading face’ 
backed ‘againgt-the Tenice by thoughtless 

boys, trying t6 hide the queer little Hand 
from cruel guiestioners, 
‘Like a flash the two boys in Don's 

‘Jacks. nset Sor 4 tastle; Should he join, | 
the persecutors?. He couldn’t do that, 
Should he make some excuse and go | 

back to his work? He couldn't 
Should he openly take ‘Wilbur's part? * 
That was the thing to ‘do, Sat ‘what 
would the boys say? This batile was en- 
ded in about two steps. ‘He braced up 

~ and" hurried toward them. "Poor Wilbur 
loked more tefror-stricken when he saw 
Don. Something dreadful would rely. 

Ehuse t to him now. 
“Here, you fellers! Let Sia FE 

“kee 2 chap yer own size, Say kiddie! 
Come an’ watch me mow the lawn!” 
These were the words Don flung out to 
the astonished group as he pushed his 
‘way among them. They were too sur-- 
prised ‘to resist him if they wanted to, 

‘Wilbur was dazed. He knew it was 
i Porter he had struck two weeks 
ago for teasing: him.~ But this. Don,— 

with ap arm_over his shoulder, taking | 
his part, leading him across the street— { Was it another Don. S, Times, | ou 

Lr » : 
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Er needs a boy over-at his store. 

do that.  jsked Mrs. Baker, looking up. rom her 

jo “Vim just, going over to Mr. 

nothing until éarly ‘Monday 
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remedy you require; 
thas no ual as’ a pring 

medicine. It has be en used by thousands - for a "quate 
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Fred Baker sat one. wiaier eyes - 
‘watching his mother as. she. patiently 
stitched away on {ie garments: of her. 
more prosperous neighbors. Mrs, ¥ Jak-~ 

     
     

  

      
      

    
     
       

  

   

        

BF ‘was a widow, and her income w a i] “ok : ; > 
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= bikie Sivelitood, for ‘his mo
ther 

Jot siglary, £4 A 
    

    

           
          

    

     
   
    

     

   
think Twill speak for the: ey He 

- He put on ‘his overcoat, took sh 
in went toward the door. 

"“Where are you going, my. wr w 
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store.” sa. onl a 
“Very well; Brome is a se lcs ws} :; es. 

   

           
      
   

   

            

      
ask something about the. To wel EE 
was Saturday evening, and. he had es i dl loking over his lesson leaf. But he did § - 
ot even think of the lesson. His mind =~ 

“was full ‘of his new plan, ‘He asked for 
the situation and procured it, ler 

  

   

      

   

  

   

      

   

  

     

      

   

      

    

    

   

  

     

  

   
      

    

  

          
     
   

            

       

   

  


