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TIHE CIIILDREN'S RECORD.

ONE BLOCK AT A TIME.

VERY old friend of mine, one wno
hardly ever fails me when I go to
him saying * Can you give me a
good true story 2” has just given
me the following little anccdote,
and as it is a picce of hisown bright boyhood,
vou will read it with interest.
© One day when I returned home from school
I saw outside our door a large pile of wood
blocks. My father was going to bunild an
additional room at the hack of the house,
adjoining the parlour, and these ok blocks
were to form a solid flooring for the new
room.

“ Shall you have to take in those blocks?™
asked Ted Hune, one of my school com-
panions, “T callit & shawe if you do! MMy
mother says you do ton . mch at home, and
that you don’t have time for play. She says
nlay means good health.™

“Stop that,” [ eried, for I knew whyihe
spoke its he did. Tt was Saturday afternoon,
and we had a little cricket mateh on, and X
was bowler.  “If T have to do it, I shall not
be very long.™

“X would not do it,” persisted Ted, *vour
father ought to hire a wan™ Something
inside meleaped up at this. I saw the pile
of blocks getting higher and higher, and by
the time Ted had left me, and I was going
dejectedly indoors, Ifelt that I was indeed a
very badly used boy, and how fine & thing it
was to be Ted.

As if to rebuke my unworthy thoughts, my
entle mother gave me a bright smile as 1
Toafed discontentedly  into the kitchen.
“Willie, my boy,” said she, “the wood has
come, so on Monday father will be able to
Legin the new room.”

I saw it I conldn’t help seeing such an
enormous pile as that,” I said, with a grunt.
X wentand looked ont of the window, and
:u‘)]pcarcd to be studying the size of the wood-
pile.

i How long do you suppose it will take a
man to get in all that, mother?” I asked,
guilefully. “ Will Trouncedo it 2™

“Noj; Trounce will not do it. ny son,”
my mother's reply.

Iy heart: 1 knew why, My father had
Just begun business for himself hy starting o
chemieal factory, and he now needed all his
available capital, so that for some time my
mother and he had resolved to live as econ-
omically as possible, that it might be the
better for us all by and by.

Dinner was now ready, and our dear
parents took their }ﬂaccs at table with grate-
ful thanks to Gad for his mercies, and with
smiles for my two sisters and myself. My
mother was so bright.

“1 hope, Will,” said she. when she had

was

helped my father, “that you have brought
three things to table with yout” i

“What are the three things, mother?”
asked father.

“Gratitude, hunger, and cheerfulness,”
said dear mother.

But I made no reply. My head was hung
sulkily over my plate, and { would not smile
at any of the pleasant and cheerful talk
around me. I was half choking over my care-
fully-prepared meal, and no wonder, for 1 felt
all the time that I was trying to swallow the
pile of wood blocks ! My father stood in the
entry after dinner. He'called me.

“Now, my boy,” said he, “make up your
mind to get in that wood before I return,
You have a loag, fine afternoon.”

“‘ But, father,” I grumbled, “* I shall get no
play, There's a mateh on this afternoon at
four, What shall I do?”

L have told you what to do, my son,” said
father, taking no notice of my objection.

I sought ont my mother, hoping to find a
weak spot i1, ler,

“ Mother,” I said, dogging her footsteps as
she went actively about her duties in the
house, ** why does not father hire a man_to
et all that wood in?  You should hear what
Ted Hume's mother thinks : she says it is too
much for a boy to do.”

Suddenly I'saw a flash of pain cloud my
mothers dear face; she turned away, but
there were tears in her eyes. I knew she
never spared herself for us; ashamed, I
hurried ont of hex presence, and stood before
the wood-pile. I took off my jacket, and
went round the side of the house to put it in
alittle arhour there; on my way I passed
mother’s room, and looking in, saw her kneel
ing with hands clasped and head bowed.

I rushed out to the pile of blocks, but again
the words Ted Hume had spoken came upper-
most. Evervihing looked black. I began to
chip the b:u-k.oﬂ'onc of the blocks with my
penknife, while I whistled my discontent.

* I wish it would take fire ! I said to my
scelf ovzrand over again. I saw my mother
coming, and I began to bustle over doing
nothing. Sl 8[;0‘)(0; “Willie, my son, had
yvou not_bietler begin to stack the wood at
once? It will not take you long, then.”

“Algiher,” I cried, * it is such an immense
pile. Just think of doing it all this hot after-
noon! I shall be foreverat it, and then when
it is done I shall be nearly dead.”

“Willie,” said she, ‘““come with me and
look at the wood ; I must not have you * nearly
dead,” and if by three oclock you have not
taken in all the logs I will finish it -

“ That you shall not!™ I exclaimed, stuns
by her gentle words. “ I don’t mind doinz
it, but Ziow I aum to do so is the thing.”

K This was talking nonseuse. as I quite well
tnew.




