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The Family Circle

THE TWO LITTLE BOYS.

The good little boy and the bad little boy
Both live in the house with me;

But it is quite strange—-T can look and look,
Yet only one boy [ see- -

Just one little boy with sparkling eyes
Aud the funniest pudgy mnose,

Al brimful of life from the top of his head
To the tips of his ten stubby toes.

And yet there are two of Ium, T am swre,
For one is a bad little bov,

And T am sorvy he lives here
To bother the good little boy.

Yes, pester and bother the good little boy
Till he sometimmes drives him away ;

And the bad little boy 1s alone with me
For the rest of the long, long day.

And T ask him to go for the rood hitle bov,
And bring hin again to me:

But T take him up and hold him ¢lose
While T talk to him lovinglv.

And while 1T ain talking he someties Laughs,
But oftener Tfar he cries:

And 1 osce that the good little boy s hack
As 1 look into the bad boy's eves,

NAPOLEON AND THE CURI.

During Napoleon's sojourn in ihe town of Ram-
houitlei, Franve, there were many davs when no hunt-
itgr, no (‘on(*m't:-'; ne 1)1;1_\':: relieverd the manoetony of the
work in which he was evgared with his Ministers. To
compensate for thix dearvth of winusenment, the evenings
were spent in plaving cavds, chess, checkers, ete, Nine
tablies were avranyged 11 the vreat squarve walonn of the
paliaee  uie n the centre being reserved Do the Es
prerar birvnselr, should he deel dizposed 1o take part o
Hoeame,

One everine he happened 1o approack a0 table an
which lind heeu placed a zet of clicssien.

C(Come, Daroe,” sail he to his grand warshal, @ arve
vau anviliine of o chess plaver
’ ¢ No, sive

SAWell, see whether ven ocan find

IR these
.-

centhonen one who s and regrest iy to vive me a
vamne.

Turnine foa ceneral officer with whom he bl heen
tatking a few monwents before, Napoleon resumed the
int(\rr;iph?rl converssation.  Duroe i ithe meanwhile 1u-
guired on all sidex for a cliess plaver, hut among those
present not ene had e Jeaxi tdea of the difficult game.

O reporting s want of suceess, the Emperor
asked whether the Mavor of Rawbouillel was present.

CYes, sive. answered Dnroc. 01T =aw him a mo-
went, e’

SAsk b do enma here!’

Duroe went off, and soen vefurned witlh the mayor.

“Maver,” said Napaoleon, " have vou not in your
fown sntne one whe plays the game of chess

CRive, e pastor of our parish uunderstands the
satne, bt I canuot answer for his slkll”

CNever amned! [Te will do. Is he a good sort—
companionable and paticut ¥

CSire, he isoa very worthy man, venerated and
loved by all the townsfolk, especially the poor.’

‘b must make his acquaintance,” said Napoleon,
and, in obedience to his order, the grand marshal left
the salon.

A quarter of an hour later there enlered a hale,
white-haired old man whose frank, open countenance
was as venerable as it was prepossessing.  ITe was the
cure of Rambonillet.  On being presented to the Em-
perar, he bowed respectinlly and turned =a 1itt]f3 com-
pliment quite in keeping with his age and profession.

‘ Momnsieur le cure,” replied Napoleon, ‘I hear that
you are a good chess player, and 1 would like to try
my skill against yours. Come, sit down here, and play
like a brave champion. Don't spare me if I make
mistakes.’

* Well, well, sire! T once played the game passably
well, but now I am out of practice. When one neglects
an art, one soon grows incapahble.’

* Yes, but chess is not an art; it is a real science.
Come, come!  All rusty as you think yourself, T am
sure that you will recall &« move or two. Let us begin.’

The cure seated himself opposite the Emperor.
Napoleon put his hand in his waisteeat pocket, drew out
somo twenty-franc pieces, and placed one of them on
the table, saying :

* We must make the game interesting, but not ruin-
ous.  Wo will play only a twenty-franc game. My
dear cuve, your money Is the patrimeny of your poor,
and I would not have you risk the least portion of it at
play.  You and Duroe here shall be partners and your
shares of stock will Le quite equal—you giving your
skill and Le lis money.’

‘ But, sive,” replied the pastor, ‘the grand marshal
has perhaps a less fuvorable opinion of my skill than you
have.  1le who lias the honor of being your companion
in arms must know better than any one elss that your
npponents never triumph.’

This compliment, arising so naturally from the sub-
jeet and  pronouneed with  perfect candor, fattered
Napeleon far niore than the most extravagant eulogies
ot his courtiers, and ho smilingly replied:

"Monsieur le cure, botii Duree and T are your
puvishioners at present. You should not try te spoil
cither of us.’

The game began. It was indeed a strange speetacle,
the powerfnd Emperor engaged in a playful contest with
a madest old priest.  The great conqueror then in the
zenith of u glory that secined destined never to fade —
he who with a wovrd conld set half a million of men
marching from one extrendity of Europe to the other—
was soon deeply ineditating the movewents of a few
Lkmights across a chess-hoard.

Napolenn was completely routed by the cure, who
won  five successive ganies, At the end of the fifth
wame, Napoleon baonghiugly arose and sald to his ad-
versiry, i i most antable manner -

“ My odear cure, yvou have given me a capital lesson,
and 1 witl profit by i, T have learned more about
chess to-might than during the past twenty years that X
have plaved the zame. You have beaten e unmerci-
T'UH‘\’,‘

“Your Majesty is invineible on every other field,
answered the pastor:  the least youu can expect is to be
beaten at chess. Moreover, sire, vou owe your defeat
to the rapidity of yowr play. That style is successful
sometimes, but it iz not always fortunate when one has
an adversary who is slow, patient, aud experienced.’

Without intending it, the good priest had given
Napoleon ancther lesson in strategy.

The great persenages who had surrounded the
Emperor's table during the game made no comments
on the results. The cure took the five gold pleces, and,
approaching Duroe, said 1t a half-whisper:

COf this sum veur share 1s filty franes; the rest
is for charity .’

‘ Keep them, I beg you, and distribute them for
wy ntention ameng your poor.’

“Tt shall be as you wizh,” saad the cure.

Tn tho meantime Napoleon had been explaining the
ecavzes of his defeat to the bystanders, Turning again
io the priest, he remurked: .

* Monsieur le cure, you have given me a charming
evening, and T thank yvou for it. But T hope to get
even with you the next time we play.’ Then, changing
his tone, he went on: ‘ How old are you?’

¢ Qevenly-two, sire. For forly-five vears I have
praved for France in the exercise of my ministry.’

¢ Well, continue, my dear cure, to pray for France
and for me.’

They did not meet again.  The pastor of Ram-
bounillet died in 1813, and the Empire was then near its
downfall.—Ave Maria.
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