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DESELCEE BEES EEEEEEEEEE: I am so much obliged. I cannot imagine things’ 

i ~ The Fireside. mn 

Hh saad 

where Thomas can be.” | 

“You're a lady, mum,” said the tramp. 

On the way back, he was hailed by a 
woman who came to her gate with a 

shawl over her head. “Say, mister, was 
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you goin’ anywheres near the post- : ios ted 4 fs 

FOR TOMMY. y woman. “Go round the corner to the (ffice?” will pea © pret begs se Jim’ 

BY LAURA RICHARDS, wi i house a it’s for Tom- “ Most probably I was,” said the COLDS, 

hi op, at ye waitin’ fer?” tramp. “I'm in the delivery business | § . CROUP. 
It was New Year's Eve, but the tramp “I didn’t come here to do errands!” - i = 

did not know that. He was tired and 

hungry. He had been walking all day, 

and had not been well treated. At 

many houses he had been turned away 

without ceremony; at others, work had 

been offered. = Only one woman had 
taken him and fed him for nothing, and 
she had given him sage bread, which 

always disagreed with him, and cold Shie pushed the tramp out gently, but As he. drove by the street-lamp, a of Years From 

tea. The profession was not what it frely and shut the door on- him. rough voice called out to him to stop. ia. 
” “Well, I swan!” said the tramp. fo moe 

had been cracked up to be, thought the 

but, after all, was honesty the best 

said the tramp. 

“Yes, you did! ” said the little woman 
sharply. “That's just what you came 
for. I've been waiting the past haif 
hour for the Lord to send me some one 
—I can’t go out at night myself, for 

fear of the asthmy—and he sent you. 

Reckon he knows what he’s about!” 

He carried the bowl safely to the 

pressed deep injury. “You'd think 

to-night.” 
“Then if you'd post this letter for me 

I'd be a thousand times obliged to you. 
It’s to my son, and he'll fret if he don't 
hear from me New Year's Day. Thank 
you, sir. I hope your mother feels 
comfortable about you this cold night.” 

The tramp winced at this. He said 
nothing, but took the letter and went. 

He checked the horse, and was aware 

est man, was you? And got a team 

x tramp, and be began to think that the . of the burglar with whom he had walk- 

8 burglar had the best of it, after all. mig . no gpa wey wipe? scab ed and talked a few hours before. 

i He had always called himself an honest on = - § é gt roy oy “Hello, pal!” said the burglar. 

fi man, and he now and then split wood, _ — ; % — Ta “You're in luck. Seems to me you was 
i when he could not get food without, ~~ rommy!” he said, and his tone ex- the feller that was goin’ to stay an hon- 

policy? He knew burglars - who had 
‘their little houses as neat and pretty as 
any one could wish to see. Texts round 
‘the walls, too, “God Bless Our Home,” 
and all that. The tramp liked a pretty 
text. This very afternoon he had been 

2 walking with :a burglar—they separated 
when they eame to the village, in mutual 
though friendly disgust—who was going 
home with a New Year's present for 
his little boy—a gold watch it was. He 
had taken it from an old curmudgeon 
who kept it locked in a box doing no 
good to anybody. The burglar was go- 
ing home to have a cosy time with * his 
wife and child, and here was he, a &) Ap “tramp, an honest man, and not able to 
get a bite of supper. Decidedly, tramp- 
ing was not what he had been led to be- 
lieve it. He thought he should try 
stealing after all; he.stopped, full of 
the thought, and looked around him. 
A bright light shone from the window 
of a cottage hard by; the blind was up; 
the “tramp stepped to the window and 
looked in. A neat, bright, cosy kitchen, 
a little old woman busy over the 
stove. No sign of. masculine presence 

i «py try here,” said the tramp. 

He opened the door without knock- 
ing and went in. The little woman 
looked up. “Good evenin’!” she said. 
“Y didn’t hear ye knock. What can I 
do for ye?” 
“x want some money,” said the 

ire in a hoarse voice, for he had 
his mind now. 

"he 1 haven't got a cent!” said 
tle woman, “and if I had I 
t be fool enough to give it to 

Lo "So here it. is, you see. But you 
can do something for me,” she added, 
brightly. “You've come just in the 

they might have called him William, or 
something else. There’s names enough, 
you'd think, without hittin’ on Tom- 

my. But that’s the way. A man doesn’t 
have no chance!” 

A horse and buggy stood before the 
white house, and when he knocked, 
the door was opened by a short, square 
man with “doctor” written all over 
him. 
“What's this?” asked the doctor, 
“Soup!” said the tramp, “for Tom- 

my! » 

“Who sent you?” asked the doctor, 
“Old woman, brown house round the 
corner. All ight! If she sent you, I 
supose you are a respectable fellow. 
"Jump into my buggy and drive to 140 
Gage Street. Give this note to my wife 
—Mrs. Jones—and bring me back the 
medicine she will give you.. Hurry, 
now! I can’t leave this boy, and T've 
been waiting half an hour for somebody 
to come along.” 

He nodded and shut the door. | 
“Well, I swan!” said fhe tramp 

again. 
He pocketed the note and hi rapid- 

ly away, He did not know where Gage 
Street was, but a few questions put him 
on the right track, and after a drive of 
some minutes he drew up before a neat 
white villa standing back among well- 
trimmed shrubberies. 
A lady answered his ring. She be- 

‘gan to speak before she saw him. “Why, 
John!” she cried. “Did you forget 
your key? I heard the buggy wheels— 
oh, mercy! who is this?” 

. “The tramp gave her the \ note, 
which she read quickly. 

© “Yes,” she said. “Oh, certainly, if 
will get them at once. And while you 
are waiting "—she looked at the tramp, 

“mick of time. I want this soup taken to x /doubtfully. “The doctor sent you—it 
a sick boy round-in the next street. His 

ard mother is “sick, too, and can’t ceok 
things nice as he ought to fave. ‘em; 

Noms means to get 'em, neither, I ex- 
and I set out that he should have 

good and hot to’ ‘go to sleep 

5 sonrishment sh 3 inside of him. a as dh Fi girl 18 sick. If you would be so kind! said the tramp. “I'l be. dressmakin’ made. Ci ae 
; : felling Sin Ta : ‘She showed him the cellar door and before I'll get through with this.” : Very easy digi. Ei 

ant bo eo Ro. ran to get. the medicine.” § ..." + He stepped inside, ‘but, stopped ‘short "Gives strength to thapody : : 
of 09. p + The tramp stumped down the cellar at the bedroom door with a white face, ¢ re | ‘she said, and she ured . Increases the wei a+ all . the ok Sadek iat po stairs, shook’ the furnace thoroughly, = A child’s voice was heard within, asking < ob by 

: that og - . into : ely put coal on, and shut it up. + for water." Y The best Remedy for £8 
& guess y When he went up, the. fire was burn- “Who's that?” asked the tramp, star- General Deb’ lity, rs 5 2% 

9 ing well; and the doctor's wife was ing at the doctor. “Whose voice. is 1.0 Gr by CHIE Ce Te Be 
glared at her, but Prd waiting, for him with, 2 packet and a that?” - oh Fo La pp, Anaemia, 3 

5 Was cup of coffee. “Tommy's,” said the doctor. Tom. | Tis Bo rep sem x his! “said the little “You mg: be cold she. said. “And P00PG C90 600000000¢ 

begin the new year with ; 

must be all—I wonder if you would be 
- so very obliging as“to look at the fur- 
nace for me? Our man is gone off—I 
don’t know where he can-be—and I am 
sure there's something ‘wrong. The 
house is cold as aban, and I can’t leave. 
the baby more than ‘a moment, and my 

wt 

in. 

‘already! That's smart business. Gim- 

me a lift!” 
The tramp grunted and shook his 

head. “I'm on an errand,” he said. 

“Sick granny!” said the burglar. 
“You go shares or I'll give you up.” 
He grasped the horse’s bridle as he 

spoke, and his looks were ugly enough. 
” - right,” said the tramp, “jump 

He drew back the ropes and held out 
his hand. The burglar left the horse’s 
“head and was in the act of springing 
into the buggy, when the well-directed 
blow sent him sprawling | on his back in 
thefoad. 
The tramp drove on itive “Some. 

"folks ain’t got no sense of what's right 
and fittin’,” he muttered. “There's a 

time for evigyililng; That’s scripture.” 
He found: the doctor waiting at the 

door of the white cottage. 

" SHarp? s the word! ” said the doctor. 
“I was getting uneasy, iy man.” 
“So ‘was 1,” said the tramp. He ex- 

plained that the hired man was gone 

and the lady had asked him to see to 
the furnace. 
“Gone, was he?” said the doctor, 

“and his face darkened. “Then that’s 
the last time. He needn't come back, 
the tipsy rascal!” 
Again he looked keenly at the tramp, 

who was shifting a buckle of the har- 
ness in a very knowing way. 
“Know anything about horses?” he 

asked. 
“ Reckon,” said the tramp. 
“Who are you, anyhow? e asked the 

doctor. 

“Well, I was wondegin’,” ‘esld the 
tramp. “I took care o’ horses five 
years. I been sick, and since then I 
began tramping a spell. To-night I 
started out to be a burglar, but I ain't 
had no chance. I might as well go back 
to work again and done with it” 
“1 think you might,” said the doctor. | 

“Come in and help me with this boy. 
‘He’s pretty sick, and his mathe s not ] 
much better.” 

- 

“ Well, it’s all in the night's, work.” 

my Trent” 

'o Sold hv aN TNenooiatg, 

A 2Bc. Bottle for a Simple Cold. 
i A 60c. Botlle for a Heavy Cold. 
i A $1.00 bue tor a Deep-seated Cough. 

Suffered For ANumber 

| you I ain't had no chance.” 

“O my Lord!” said the tramp. “How 
did he come here?” 

“ His- mother came some weeks ago,” 
po the doctor, “to get'work in ‘the 

Good, steady woman. She was 
pi ‘well till she fell sick, and then 
Tommy took this fever. Nice boy, 
Tommy. Do you know anything about 
them? They seem.to be quite. alone. 
There. .was an older son, I believe, but 
he seems to have. got into bad ways and 
gone off. Do, you know anything about 
Mrs. Trent?” 
* Reckon,” said the tramp. He. hid 

his face against the wall ‘for a moment, 
then “he turned upon the doctor with 
flaming eyes. * “Something's beeh after 
me to-night!” he said fiercely. “Things 
is all of a piece! I don’t say what it is. 
You may call it the Lord, if you’ ve ‘a 

mind to. 1 shan’t say nc othin'; % Fagsll 

se) doctor aside with one hand, and slip- 
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