1d -
'he

tle
ger
vnd
the

pey

fell
elr
en
the

air. .
vith

0ys
‘ous
nd-

and

tced that he began

took down another that had been
heating all the evening, and was
again ready for business.

But there was something beslde "
bulter in the deawer of the cart. There
was a partition in the drawer, and
in the smaller side glistened nickels,
dimes and quarters

“Yes. I'll hang around,” sald the
man on the curb, deeisively.

“Hullo,” c¢ried out a malicious-
faced boy, popping up suddenly from
somwehere, and evidently having
nothing to jingle, and so taking iis
worth Iin mockery., “You feel grand,
don’'t you? You feel too good to
work, don’t you?”

“No, 1 don't,” said John, guietly,
brushing up his corm into a neater
heap.

“Ya'as, ver do, Yer wouldn't black
shoes n'r sell papies: you'd feel (00
good, wouldn® yer?"

“I don't feel too good to do any
honest work,” replied John, holding
out a few corns to the mocker, who
took the corns eagerly but with a
shame-faced air, but only half mollo-
fied.

“Yer setl up to be a gemleman any-
how.”

“Yes, | set up to be a g&ntieman.
A fellow can be a gentleman, no mat-
ter what his work is.”

The boy stared, twisted on his

" heel, snuffled, munched his corn, and,

when he had gone a shot distance
called over - his shoulder, *“I'H be
around agin some time when 1 have
a nickel.”

Hot-corn John apparently immedi-
ately forgot the existence of the mali-
cious’ boy in attendlng to a new cus-
tmlwr but the man on the curb no-
to have lapses

of thoughtfulness. A bhoy who jumped
off one of the trolleys, who was very
shabbily dressed and  eviden{ly a
stranger, got an overflowing bag of
corn richly salted and buttered.
“Pooh,”’ said the man on the curb,
looking vexed and jerking his el-
bows up and down discontentedly, “he

- was nbaanted-minded that time, that’s

all iy

Then a fussy little nld wuman came
along, and asked if the corn was
fresh, and told John to be sure and
give her good measure, and picked
up ‘all the corns that dropped at the
side of the measure, and asked if
he couldn’t let her have the corn a
little cheaper, times were so hard
and there were five children. And
John put in an exitra bag in the same
way, handed them to her with a fine
bow, and told her they were for the
babjes, with his compliments.

Then the man on the curb groaned.
After all, Hot-corn John was not
like the rest of them. He shuffled
about uneasily as if to go on when
an auto, coming decently down the
street all according to law, suddenly
went crazy and made a bee-<line for
a little Irish lassie crossing the street
with a milk can in her hands.
~ John dashed into the street and
pulled lagsie and can out of harm'’s

way, and lingered to soothe her fright,

and looked to see that no further

harm was coming from the crazy auto.
Something had haappened at last.

this,” taking up the nickels.
“1 made three sales,” said (he man.

The man on the curb slowly walked
to the front of the hot-corn cary ev-
erybody was gaping at the auto. Hn;r
wok John's place, filing a bag with
corn. Nobody noticed. When he set
the bag down with one hand, he
pulled open the drawer with the oth-
er: nobody was looking. In an instant
he could seize two handfuls and walk
off, and who would be the wiser?
He must be guick about it, too, if
he was going Yo do #; for John and
the other people would be back dereot-
iy.

But somehow the man's hands kept
on measuring corn and when a cus-
tomer held out a nickle, he took it,
and handed out the bag of eorn and
placed the nickel beside the salt jar.
Then he stuffed his mouth with the
corn and ate it greedily. '

Two other customers came along,
and then John came up in a great
hurry and looked anxiously at his
cart, and then suspiciously at the
stranger standing in his place. “Muck
obliged to you,” he said, and glanged
at the three nickels beside the salt-
shaker,

“l could have gone oll' with all
vour cash, easy,” sald the man.

“So you comld,” said John.’ What';.l

John filled a bag with corn and
handed it to the man. He gave it an
eager look and put it in his pocket.

“Any little folks at your house?
asked John.

“Three,””’ said the man with a chnke -

in his voice.

- John quickly filled three bmwith *

corn, and then another for the moth-
er, he said. *“l1 am greatly obliged
to you for lunkln; after my cart,” he
said. “ And if you want a favor any
time, come around.” -

The man was eating out of one of
the bags of corn now like a famished
man. “You don’t know of any one
who wants a man for any sort of
work, do vyou?” he asked.

“Yes, 1 d6,” said John, "That
woman over there wants a man
take her auto home, and she wants
a man to take care of it. She says
her man - is careless and she will
never go out with him again. But

mabe you don’t know anything abouit

autos.”

The man gulped hard and said, “A
little—I owned one once.” =

John stared, but said quickly:
‘“ There’'s luck for you then. She
treats her hired men prime. I know
her. And she pays well. Hurry up,
and tell her Hut-Cnrh John sent you,
and, when she looks this way, |1
will nod and point to you.
want to leave my cart again.”

“Guess 1 have made a hole in the
profits this evening,” said John, as
he gathered up his change; bhut he
whistled as though he was happy
about it, and, when he really found
it all there, he was happier still

A little later the man who had stood

on the curb flashed by in the auto
and nodded brightly to John. “It's
all because Hot-Corn John is not
like the rest of them,” he said.
—From the Christian Register.
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Print a nice little souvenir card
of your own as a Christmas
message to your friends. The
News-Letter office bas c¢very

facility for the very best work.
P 1 A S 0 8 0
S¢e the Scripture and Dymn
Serics of very fine post cards,

8 different subjects. Printed
at the News-Letter office. On

‘Cln Bible in Slnhapean, . $1.50
~ The Religion of Ruskin, . $2.00

Botb large library vol-
~umes uniformly bound
and boxed ready for
mailing. Dundreds of

%] the leading papers re-

9

view these books in

terms of culogy.
Send to . Burgess,

. News-Letter office, for

. ,é a cmular.
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