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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 didi’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 thmgs 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 oneé’ job, then another,
He spoiled, and lost his place,
While other boys less clever
Passed by him in the race.-
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BY THE REV. AMELIA A. FIOST

_ “Hi! Yah! Come sée the kid with a
_baby’s hand.” "Distress flushed the little
- fellow's 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 bumblabees! Looks ’s if
he wanted ter.ﬁght " shouted the same
_rough voice.

By this time "a erowd of cmldren
stood in fmntsof‘be young stranger as
he bravely hced ‘his -persecutors and

choked: the 't tears back.

. “What's his name, Don?” asked an-
% "Say,&u‘b ‘what’s yer name?

'ﬁéﬂ:‘i mmme from"”’ be cén-

“Oh! I lmow ‘his name, plped a girl’s

mieu. “It’s Wilbur &m‘m I beard
lﬁm@eﬂ teacher this morning.”

"He’s moved into the house. next ‘0

mme, and there’s .a sick woman,—his

mother I guess,” added another, -
Willmr's lip quivered but he straight-

ened up. As he did so a clinking sound

c *r ; cmg‘!it the ear of his first tormentor. ,

"Say, kiddie, what’s them irons on yer
ksgs.ffor’ Ter make yer run fast? Lost
yer tongue? Here! Show up yer fightin’

nanar' and he roughly seized the rigid -
- _.arm to bring forward the tiny mnsshap-
' ~e;; ~en hand,

Like a flash Wilbur doubled lus strong
oight fist and deak a stunning blow be-

% "!’m the eyes of the larger boy. It

m 0. sharp and’ unexpected that D m”
' was dazed for an instant. The

f:'-l‘j.‘ ,_‘;;- amdaed crowd qmcldy -parted in

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

- his eyes blinded with tears that would.
3l mh into them, made a dash for the

The stiff i irons, wom to straight-

;” Qu ankles, made it harder for him

&

fo* m In spite of the irons he had to

ur “on the sides of ‘his feet. But he
1le m faster than most boys of ten.
fo the astonished Don realized
“befallen  him, Wifbur was

Mm down the street. :
fon’t He get a poundin’? Jest Tet.
Mm!" extlaimed the funom

H ﬁ!ﬁﬁ Qﬂﬂ' thc mner wngh
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The eyes kept wandcrmg here and there

they strayed and
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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 Strect
‘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 ohe
approgching. 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 -

hclpm’ to get him home?” Tt was. only

_an instant, He took the place as dlm(:t- :

ed, and carefully lifted ‘the 1ron-b6und
legs_to his lap. The carriage had’ rub- -
ber tires, the doctor drove areﬁiﬂy, and
they soon reached the house. -«

chl:ly ‘hitching ius“hcrae the vdoetor'
went i without ringing, as was his cus-
‘tom. With' a few words 'hequu:hed the

fears of Mrs. Sherman.  The big officer

-took the injured boy mto the “house.
_ The door was shut, and Don wat left to

think it all over.

Slowly he walked down the street.
The pfoture of that white still ‘ﬁbe on

the ‘policeman’s atfm, and the tiny de-
formed hand held so. tmderly in the

rand Wilbur was. not dead, biit.w

all? oy

“He was a plucky cbap to hft me\ ﬂke
that—only one hand, and no feet *o
speak of; wonder if he'll die” lﬁd the

‘unhappy boy to bimseﬂ

Don’s supper u:dnt taste m thar
night.  The boys played football % the
green without him. - Heé wis glad to.
by xmusetf into 'the ‘wodshed and 491
kindiings. - It gave- him: a chance 40
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
aboyofhxaownmwithtw%hands
and strong feet? What could -he do w
show he wasn’t so mean as it-looked?

There was his flower. garden, and the
money he had earned for a ﬁshmg-rod,.
and the collie pups, and his rabbits, At
last he went to sleep,

When ' Mrs. . Shermans Bm&ct was

settmg the table ' for ‘breakfast next

morning, she heard a knock at the kitch-
en door. “There she found 3 frightened
looking“boy with his hands behhld him,
“Is' he dead?” was the boy’s anxious
greeting. |
“An’ is it Wilbur yez be axm about?

Thc.mnt! be praised an’ he's !ivm’ bnt ‘

| ‘“Here’s one . of my”’-
.-Bﬂdget “a small basket containing the
dearest ﬂnpg he owned—a ‘handsome. -
~then tarned, and was out of 3

“he should dae?WhombMﬁtr :
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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 thesel” 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 mommg,

Don came up’ the walk, ~

“Heﬂb 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 wifd 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

o two, wid a face as black as the kitch-
en ‘stove. * He doesn’t know annybody,

‘and the docther can’t tell which way

u’l!betti min’ wid him.”

“I-I'd -;hkgy—l'f “he” tammered Don.

—and “he passed
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‘pro*muenthdm. Don,cametoﬂae

‘back door every morning to- hear news -
from. the sick boy, and always left some.
smal} tgeasgre, hut wouldn’t tdl Bridget
,lns name,

One day,_a fortmght after the accuimt‘

‘Don was mowing thé lawn for a neigh-
bor “on " the next street. ~Suddenly 2
voicé called, “Porter! Don  Perter!
Come- here!”  He looked -up and saw a

- group . of&ny&ontheoppomeudm&
great strong ‘fiigers, kept ﬁﬁibefm
his eyes. He could still ‘fcelthcwﬂght'_
of those" Timp: little legs in_ the fron

Dropping his mower he\mw tomrd
Athem.

“Come onl!” \catled Anothcr uoiec.
“Here's a whole cirous !" i

Just then beyond the group he cuied
. ‘Wilbur Sherman. It was the first time
J)on hnd seen him since the scese that

for a fortni had beqn haunting ‘bim.'
“——Wﬂbur wg:; ‘& (

" pale ‘pleading face’
backed ‘againgt-the Tenice by thoughtless
~'boys, tryihg-td’hid&thequeerﬁtﬂehmd
ﬁunmdqmsﬁmn.
L&gaﬂaﬂnthétﬂgboysml)on’
)ackumetforamsle. Shoumhejom
_the persecutors?. He couldn’t do that,

Shpﬂldhemkesommasemdﬂop
. back to his work? He couldn’t
Should

he openly take ‘Wilbur's part? *
_That wasthéthhgta?do but ‘what
would the boys say? This batile was en-
deﬂmabwttwom:. ‘He braced up
- and"hurried toward them. "Poor Wilbur
loked more tefror-stricken when he saw
Don. Something dreadful won!d aurely
hmeu to him now.

“Here, you fellers! Let hun alone!
Tzke_a dmpyer own size, Say kiddie!
Come an’ watch me mow the }lwn!"
These were the words Don flung out to
the agtomshed group as he pushd his

‘way among them.. They were too sur--

priaed ‘to resist him if they wanted to,
‘Wilbur was dazed.  He knew it was
Dm Porter he had struck two weeks
ago for teasing: him.~ But this. Don,—
~with ap arm_over his shoulder, tgkms
his part, leading him across the street—
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l‘lﬁdﬁe needs a boy over-at his store.

do that. . jsked Mrs. Btker 1ookmg up. rom her
j “!’mjmtzohcmrtom

‘ wﬂnh*mtobliquew explain, . 7
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l'md Baker sat_one. y&gtpx,,,cym

‘watching his mother as. she. patiently '
stlwhed away on ﬁmgarmem oﬁw

morz prosperous neWrs. .ui% Jak-~

BF Was a WIdOW an@n& W' “ ; >

small am she must

= b iatige ‘"""“”‘ ‘“ ‘his  mother
andmtem £ A

think T will speak for the: ol-w.m
He Mon ‘his overooat. taoig s h
am! went toward the door.

"“Where are you going, mr m’z v

work

store.” sa. oanlg
»“very well' tlm s a uleM w«# f,; .

‘ask something abont_the. lgsm Cah B

was Saturday evening, and he had m o G
Alokmg over his lesson leaf But he did . § -

ot even think of the lesson. ~His m
wa;fui‘loflusnewphn. ‘He asked for
the' situation and procured it, el
_nbdung ufttil éarly ‘Monday
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