
On Wednesday night,despite theexceedingly oppressive weather
and a huge counter-attraction in the form of Messis fiells Brothers'Circus, the attendance at the JubileeExhibition Building tosee the
concluding struggle for the tug-of-war prize was a large one. Ahorseshoe coy.-red with fljwers and adorned with yellow andblackribbon was hung from tbe supports on the southern end, the side the
Sweaish team hadallotted to them. On thenorthern end wassub-
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while little Dick laid his headonhis brother's shoulder and sobbed
convulsively.

Suddenly the head of the young hero wasdrawnback with thecry," they have cut off her beautiful curls 1
"

And he lookad rue-
fully at the pretty head on his bosom," Nevermind," said the surgeon soothingly. "They will soongrow out again, Bee the little rings clustering aroundher forehead.' *" She had a red dress, and dido-'t look like this," was the
aggrievedrejoiner."

She Bhall havea red dress this veryday,"repliedthe capitalist,
"My wife isgoing tomake her a number of presents, and will look
aftec her clothing andall such matters, if you willpermit her to do
so. A woman who lives in the same floor where your home is to be
will see toher baths, and will do whatyou cannot do as a woman
can. But youcanlive inyour own little rooms as before, if you
like that best,and noone shall trouble you."

"Wedo I Oh, wedoI
'

said both boys eagerly and again the
children werehugged and kissed withhungry longing. "

Iused to
cook anddo thehousework to givemother time to sew, so it comeg
handy evsr since," Sydney hastened to add, as if fearing th«y
might doubt his inability to keep house and provide for the children.

Tears came into the oldar eyes as tbe little convalescent gave
wayat last, andsobbed as if his heart would break. This glad joy
overpoweredhim, to think that the children were all his own again,
and noone would ever comelooking after him to take them away.
He had been assured of that, so bis heart was at peace, and he
declared himself thehappiestboy inall the great city of New York

Sydney Sterling's 20 dols. were found, and wereput in asavings
bank, whsremorewere addedevery week, afterstrength came torun
aroundand cry hia papers. They would have reached mighty salehad thepublicknown of the hero who carried them.

The busy years bore the boy on towards manhood, while hes'udied and worked happier than a king on his throne, refusing allff.rs of a higher and better position, thinking only of the farmtill he reached his twentieth year. He was fine-looking, tall andmuscular, with ab.ave, noble heart, full of all good impulses,looking
fearlessly out in the world, reaiy to take his place among men as a
larmer and a worker,and with a ready hand to help where hetp wasneeded.

The capitalist ami the surgeon went withhim to select his firm,
at no great distance from tbe city, where they assured him they
could come to seehim often and watchhis prosperity.

The peacefuland comfortablehome, and the fertile acres were
all that they ould wish,with fine horses, cattle, pig, fowls,and tools
inabundance to work with, so the little family settled down in glad
content, while the birds in the treeß were not happier than they in
their new home. They worked andcapered gleefully, as if it were
not possible toever feel fatigue, or weariness, or wantof rest.

Little Grace, now eleven years old, played housekeeping ia a
practical way, while the boys worked on the farm, with an ex-periencedman as helper and instructor, and Grace was to attend
school every winter."

Did Sydney Sterling prosper 1 '*
you ask"Yes, and his brave brother Dick with him. Thsir hearts wore

in their work, and though they made some mistakes, they learned
even from them;so that their happy expectations were fully
realised inyears that passed.

They wereoften visited by the doctor, the capitalist and thesurgeon, who with the lawyer were fast, firm friends to the little,
family ever afterwards.

THE IRISH WIN IN ADELAIDE.

"We didn't trouble nobody. Dick took care of baby,an'pickedcoal out of the ash barrels while the played around, when Iwas■elto'papers. I'vegot 20 dols. hidaway towards buyin1 thefarm,if tKeyaio't stole it, while they took the children. Itmost kills meabout them, andI'm dreadfully worriedabout the money while I'vebad to lay here.""Youmastnot bo troubled. Youshall not ba the loser, if it isgone;but areyousure that you would rather have the farm thananything else ?
"

IINothin' c»n besurer1 Iliveon that thought, an' thinkin' whatlamgoing to do for the children. Sis au' Dick talks of it all thetime, too.""
What do yonsay, surgeon ? Can he beargood ntws ?

""
Themorethe better."« Well my hero of fourteenyears,Iwill make you a pressnt ofthe farm, andplace themoney aside for you, in your name, for thatpurpose, in caseanything should happen to me. The surgeon anddoctorare witnesses to the agreement. Youcan save money to buyhorses and stook,and if you fall short of enough to buy farm tools,Iwillmakeyoua presentof them, also, for saving the lifeof my littledaughter."

111didnot do itfor pay. Isaw thebaby would bekilled,andIgaveaspring for her,an' tossedher aside whenIsaw the horses wasgoin' ter trampleme todeath."
"No,myboy,it is not pay. Iscorn the word in connection

with a deed so braveand holy," said the man of wealth,almost asmuch excitedaa was theboy of a few moments before, but who nowlay pale,limp, and languid, as he thought that his honour was atstake."The capitalisthad a presentof aJersey cow, lastspring, whenhemoved tohis placein the country. You would't call that charity,
would you?

"
asked the smiling surgeon."No, sir."

The emphasis was heavy on the last word The brown eyesbrightened like stars,and trn wan little face took o. the colour oflife ina moment,and wasgl .rifled with smiles of j >y.
"Idon'tkio>r how to thank you n^er, as you ousjht to be. Iwonder if it's a, tigu I'm a f >>1. Iwant to cry. I'm full up here,'1

and the boy put his well hand up to his ihroit, wail* tears rolledsilently downhis pale cheeks.
Oiher eyes looked as thougn they wanted to cry to, till ♥hesurgeon said. "You hive some gjod friends, my boy. A capita ist,

a doctor, anda eurgeon. We will stand by you through life,only letmesee that you are noble, gool, and true in all things.""
I'llbe all that. Igave the promise to motuer before she died«andIcan't break it never 1

""
When the surgeonagain visited his patient, he found the boy

much better. He smiled when Sydney asked for a pencil andpaper, that he might m»ke pictures of tha cattle and sheep he wasgoing to have onhis farm, bat the one hand could not do so much,
soit was abandoned,and he wjuldlie and think of the good which
wasto come tohim in the near future."CanIhare the children tertnorrer ?

" was the almost daily cry
of theboy whenever he got sight of the surgeon in themorning.

Thecbanpchad been too great from active outdoor life, so the
capitalist tookhim in his elegant cirriagj, with his wife and child,
for shortdrives, and thenit wasnot long before he could hobble on
crutches, but th« cry was even morepinful, if possible : " May I
have the children termcrrer ?

""Yes,"said the surgeon at last, as he came inone morning with
thecapitalist, while the doctor wasat thebedside, trying to keep up
the cohrage of the anxious little patient. "

Your home is ready for
you,all furnisLed. It is in a bitter locality, where you can sell
papers without going so fir, whenyou areable to take up your old
business, if you like that bettsr than any other. But it will be two
or three weeks yet before your strength is sufficient for the under-
taking. It will not do to begin toosoon and put youback."

Neverhad the great surgeon of B " hospital looked so noble
as when he came in with the motherless baby in his arms, «nd a
trembling boy clinging to the bandat his side. In the blue eyes of
the baby he sawhis own little one,thatall his skill could not &aye
whendiphtheriastalked through the land. Ha wanted to adopt thu
children, but Sydney was firm in bis overnustering desire for a
farm so it rested at that.

When the surgeon wenthimself for the children there was some
holding back aboutgiving them up. Excuses weremade, and it was
said that the committee wouldhave to meet and decide the matter
but the surgeon was imperative. '

The children were left by the dying mother in the boj 's care,
So he argued, and the patienthad need of them to make sure hisrecovery,and so the point was gained though with no very good
grace.

The manof wealth and position was by the side of theboy when
the children werebrought in. The cry from his lips ones heard
could never bejforgotton. With emotion he saw the eager claspof the
thinarms around the baby's chubby form, and the passionate kisses

(Sydney Freeman's Journal.)
Ihe Irish team, under Captain M.Ryan, have in the International
Tug-of-War at Adelaide, South Australia, followed the example of
thi:ir countrymen in Melbourne. InMelbourne Captain Flannagan
carried

"
the boys

"
through without defeat,andsecured the first prize

of £100. InAdelaide the" stout-hearted Paddies" alsocame through
taeUurnament with anunbrokenrecord against 17competing teams,
and carried off the bag of 100 sovereigns.

Irelaud's record was 8 pulls and8 wins. The PortNativescame
second with 7 pul'sand 6 wins, while the Swedes' score was 8 pulla
and 6 wins. The other principle records were Australians, 8pulls 5
winß ;S.A. Natives,7 pulls 4 wins; Young Australians,8 palls 4
winß ;Australian Police, 8 pulls 4 wins.

From the Adelaide Advertiser and South Australian Register
we glean the following particulars of the last night andits exciting
incidents :—:

—
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