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Mdther's Boom,
awiully sorry for poor Jack Ros ;
}‘l?a the bgy Lhr:yz llvex:o;llh his aunt, you know,
And ho says his houso Is Alled with gloom
Eecauss §¢ has got no *‘mother’s roon.”

' tell you what, [t is fine enough
:l] ifor e . !roeuﬂ:ol “boudoirs* and such fanoy stuft,
this wick Bl B){'the room of rooms that sectns bost to me
cs returs B Jomother's room, wheres a fellow can rest,
it quartes, [l And talk of the thinge his hoart lovos best.
d writey L1 T do got dirt about,
1ce. m oomellmgc: startle iny aunt with a shout ;

- 1t s mother's room, and if she don't mind,
To the hints of the othore I'm always blind,
ENTS,

Maybe 1 lose tny things, what then?
In mother’s roomn I find them again
> of And I've pevor denled that I litter the floor
any of the R with martics and tops and many things mors;
hour. AUENR Butltell you for boys with a tired hesd.
ter, is jud J Ive jolly to rost on mothers bed.
st cnon‘\ Now poor Jack Roe, when ho visits me,

1 take him to 1nothor’s roon, you seo,
Beosuso §t's tho nicest place wzf"

When a fellow’s spirits are gotting low;
4nd mother sho's always kind and sweet,
And there's always a amllo poor Jack to greet,
Aad somehow the sunbeams seem o glow

Ncre brightly 1n mothor’s room, I know,

Thaz anywhere else, and tio.m’ll nover fnd gxloom
Otany o{:shv.!ow {n mother’s room,
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Bob's Patticeats,
BARAY J. BURKE,
the nlﬁht beforo Christmas,” apd litle
Bob Moore

0od tuzging tho bell at his ows father’s door
pd c7ying, ** You Maey Aon, lot me in quick 1"
'k.cgnﬁnt, she said, “*t» {t'spaughty to kick.”

t's timo for yor supper, t0o, Bobby,” she sald,
‘ez mother Just towld me to put ycr ter bod.”
ted. E w:ked et,” hecried, * and it's all for your
Cy N
ow you Just want to go off to a wakel”

¢t, finding his mother, he threw his brown head
ter lap, and between his sobs doletully sald,
llnererxio out on the sidewalk again’;

fellows keep calling me ““Sweet S8arah Jane”
Mamma Hoore's taste aud his own wers at

strife
pretty Xil{ ekirts wero the plazue ol his life,
d he'd soapod his brown ringlets to tale out the

. curl
I 14 quito broke his icart to ook 80 like a girl }

mamma long noted her little boy's grict,
d ber dear loving heart had boen planning

relict;
sbeknew, withoat Eroo! of the tearor tho sob,
life's Joad was 200 big for the ahoulders of Bob.

I be u(ig‘ﬂnmn to-morrow,” sho said as she
kInk how folly, my boy I DBut she breathed
ot & word

b3 cate little sult in her own burean drawer
bad come from tho tatlor tho ovenliog before.

aman, Bob, sheaddod.  “My own darling

200
bolhr.}vo.l Dry your oyos—they wero only
- lafun!™
do try,” he moaned, **to bo as brave as I can,
a fellow i petticoats can’t bo a man§”

, 8 5000
is is butfu
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t, and tha
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spongo 8 mamms {n his ringlets hiding a smile
bl‘:d) b 100 amryhh;gietto zlle; '
that the e pleading tor ¢ Tew Littlo Niggers” aguin,

pforgot all the trouble of “Sweet Syvah Jane”

[ night when his father had chuc4led to sco
J s stocking stuffed tight ae & stocking could be,
0ok the groat shears (n hishand,

, and bo crept
H Ch:i"l” TN 3ide of the crib whoro bis littlo toy dcp&-
3 3
outh; hls mgﬁr had eald, when his mother had

wmond,

of Graf D !:he:d brown cutls on the procious brown

Duke of§ boy's nearly six, and, my darling, tu tut,
o oranpe s lmwlnta!ilnz,hh’curluhgﬁld tt;o cutt”
ke of Bt

Bramma, © They’re so lovely, I could'nt cut
: of the »

oxe!

brag of tha must do it vourselt, If the thing’s to be done.”
s one of W33 the reason papa held tho shears,

b * b mamma held her handkerchie! over hor
of men, tears!

c most 8l

d?:l’l 'Iho bright rings on the whito pRlow

len.n the ecene only motbers can tell 3
l1st by a very alight twisting and twir)
¢at Bob's last and his bludermost carl.

inquiry o

vou, Tt

are ruid
18 no s Lald them all fn & book on tho shelt
and vitaS °"';'33"§JI‘5{' n{t? 4 I’d': Bis petticoats too,
suit, an coa
:nuppo‘:‘. o “Xet and trousers of navicst bh‘x):. !
iink

[Feesaiag & kiss on tho warm rosy check
t him there looking 8o quiet and mﬁ
e alowly and wearily went to her
Fun that her own Jittlo Bobby wasdead |

m ! next momniog ho thumped at her

E:** Now fe4 mg in, for it's me, Bobby Moore1®
ﬁ?lmma reiched §t, tho door was flung

€,
bea she caw Dobby sho taughed till she exriod.

rybody do
vgpists, 308
More yo=
wticasyloy
Break it X
nity. D&
nd, or g%
uo that bsb

t. They§
3. Firsh, et 224 trousers had mado bim so tall
7ith it, apd ex by tho early dim light in the hall,
natio asylo o Lare feet and hisfanny cropt hoad,
B 207°s 11098 of mine,” sho could aln-ocd havo
meut, D3 wid,

it is for S vieass” hocriod, “wlll you ted Mary Avn
yet to0 mewbmuu&mnfco&eun?
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CHAPTER VIIL-—SINDBAD THB BAILOR'S

DAVY AND THE GOBLIN,
BY OHARLES CARRYL.

HOUSE.

Horo Sindbad stoped, and gazed solemnnl
at Davy and tho Gom . 8“ =y

‘1f you please, sir,” sald Davy, reapoct-
fully, ¢ what is gummeory broad 1’

«Tt ' bread stuffed with molasses,” sald
Sindbad ; “but I nover saw it anywhore,
oxcopt aboard of the ¢ Prodigal Pig.”™

‘“But,” said Davy, in great surprise,
« g:n said the namoe of your ship wag—"
‘3o I did, and so it was,” interrupted Sind.
bad, testily. ““Tho namo of a ship sticks to
it lika wax to a wig. You can't chango it.”

‘*Who gave it that namo?” said the
Goblin,

*“What nomo 1" said Sindbad, looking

very much astonished.
‘“Why, ‘Tho Cantering Soup-tureen,”
said tho Goblin, winking at Davy. .

“Oh, that namo! " said Sindbad ; ¢ that
was given to her when but speaking
of soup-turcons—Ilet’s go and have some
Eio ;" and rising to his feot, ho gave ono

and to Davy and the other to the Goblin,
and they all walked off in a row toward tho
littlo sholl housc. This, howover, proved
to bo a very troublesome arrangement,
for Sindbad was constantly atepping on his
long beard and falling down’; and as ho
kept = firm hold of his companions’ hands,
they all went down in a heap togethera
¢ many times. At lastSindbad’s turban
oll off, and as ho sat up on the grass and
began etirring in it again with his little
wooden spoon, Davy saw that it was full of
br?‘klen’cheas-mcn. "
t’s a ¢ improvement, is n't it ?
said Sindl\af.m P
lo‘t; What is ! said Davy, very much puz-
zlod. :

“Why, this way of playing tho game,”
eaid Sindbad, look?ng up at iim c%mpla-
cently. ¢ You ace, you make all the moves
at once.”

“It must bo a very casy way,” said
Davi'.
‘It '8 nothing of tho sort,” said Sindbad,
sharply. ¢ Thoro are more moves in ono of
my %zlnmcs than in twenty ordinary games;”
and beroe ho stirred up the chess:men-furi-
ously for a moment, and then, triumphantly
calling out ““Check 1" clappe? $his turban
on his head. ’

As thoy sct out again for the little house,
Davy saw that it was slowly moving around
tho edge of the lawn, as if it wero on a cic-
cular railway, and Sindbad followed it
around, dragging Davy and the Goblin with
him, but never gotting any nearer to tho
house.

‘‘ Don't you think,” said Davy, aiter a
while, “that it would be a good plan to
stand still and wait until the houso camo
around to us?”

¢ Here, drop that !” oxclaimed Sindbad,
cxcitedly, ¢“that ’s my idea, I was just
about proposing it mysclf.”

““So wae 1.” said the Goblin to Sindbad.
* Just leavo my ideas alone, will you?”

* Your idcas!” retorted Sindbad, scorn-
fully, “Idid n't know you’d brought any
with you.”

¢ X had to,” replied the Goblin, with great
conterpt, “‘otherwise there wouldn't have
beea any on the premiscs.”

**Qh ! come, Ieay !" said Sindbad, *“that’s
my sacer, you know. Don't go to putting
tho point of it the wrong way.”
‘“Tako it back, if it’s the onl
havo,” retorted the Goblin, wit
wink at Davy.

“Thank yow, I beliove I will,” replicd
Sindbad meckly; and as the little house
camo along just then, thoy all atepped in at
the door as 1t went by. As thoy did so, to
Davy's amazement Sindbad and the Goblin
quictly vanished, and Davy, instead of being
insido tho house, found himself standing in
a dusty roas, quito alone.

CHAPTER VI
LAY-OVERS FOR MEDDLERS,
As Davy stood in tho read, in doubt
which way to go; & Roc came around tho
corncr of tho houso. Sho was a lar§o bird,
nearly six foet tall, and was cowfc. izl

one you
another

vg the lawn every morning with a fine-
tooth comb, and brushing thoso sholls every
morning with a fino tooth-brush, I don't gat
timo for anything elso, lot alone feoding tho
anfmals.”

‘“ What animals ?* sald Davy, boglaning
to bo intercated.

““Why, Ais, of courso,” sald the Rac,

rattling on in her harsh voico. ¢ Thore' s
an Emphasis and two Poriodicals and o
Spotted disaster, all crawlin’ and oreopin’
and screechin’—" -

Horo Davy, unable to control himsolf,
burst into a fit of laughter, in which the
Roo joined heartily, rolling her head from
sido to sido and repeating, *All crawlin’
and creopin’ and serecchin’ ”? over and ovor
again, as if that wero tho cream of tho joko.
Suddenly sho stopped lnuﬁhing and sald in
& low voice, ¢¢ you don't happen to havo a
beefsteak about you, do you?1”

Davy confcaso(r that ho had not, and the
Roo continued, “Thoen I must go back.
Just hold my basket, like o child.”
Horo there was a scuffling sound in tho bas-
kot and tho Roc rap on the cover with
her hard boak and cried, ** Hush!”

What's in it?” said Davy, curiously
taking tho basket,

‘‘Lay-overs for moddlers,” eaid the Roc,
and hurrying back along the road, was soon
out of sight.

““I wonder what they 're like,” said Davy
to himself, gotting down upon hisbhandsand
knees and lfstening curiously with his car
against tho cover of thoe basket, The scuf-
fling sound continued, mingled with littlo
snceses and squeaking sobs as if some very
small kittens had bad cclds and were crying
about it.,

““I think I "Il tako a peep,” said Davy,
looking cratiously about him, There was
no ono in sight, and ho carefully raiscd tho
cover a litclo way and tried tolookin. The
scuffling sound and the sobs ceased, and the
next instant the cover flew off the bas-
ket and out nevired a swarm of little brown
creatures like snuff-boxes with legs. As
they scampered off in all directions, Dav
made a frantic grab at onc of them, whic!
instantly turned over on its back and blew
a puff of sumoke into his face, and he rolled
over in the road almost stifled. When he
wag ablo to sit up again and look abonthim,
the empty basket wes lying on its side necar
him, and not a lay-over was to bo scen. At
that moment, tho Ro¢ came in sight, hurry-
ing along the road with her shawl and her
bonnet-strings fluttering behind her; and
Navy, clapgmﬁ tho cover on tho basket,
.k to his hecls and ran for dear lifo.

(T0 BE CONTINUED,)

A Way to Success.

Aro you a young beginner in lifo and with-
out capital at tho start, save brain and
muscle? Theso aro amply sufficient for tho
battle if faithfully and well employed. You
must not cavil or find fault with your lot,
but go in with cnergy and make the best of
it. Faule finding is o chronic disesse. Iy
prevails largely among those under employ,
Clorks nnd salesmen ave addicted to this
habit, whichis a bad one. In theiroyes tho
employer is mean, grasping and avaricious.
Heo oxacts long hours with Elenty of hard
work, Heo is niggardly in his ecstimato of
salarics; ho is stern in manner and over-
bearing in word and action, Al this and
moro i3 tho frequent utteranco of employees.
What a mistake. No clerk will succeed
who is a chronic fuult-finder. Nine times
out of ten tho fault lics at his own door and
ariscs from a lack of well-performed duty.
Employers, as a rule, arc not harsh, and do
not exact more than their dues. Thoy pay
for services and have a right to expect fam-
ful performance. If their rules are not to
your liking you aro freo to go clsewhere.’
This course is tar morc manly than to stay
and at tho samo tako private excoptions to
them among fellow clerks.

hlerchants soon discover tho discontented
cierks who aro usually of that class who
shirk their duty. Thoy aro also quick to
perccivo thoso who are faithfnl and who
aro determined to carn their wages. Itis

dressed in a bonnot and a plaid shawl, and
woro overshoos. About her neck was hung I
a covered basket and a dnes Loy, awa Davy
atonco concluded that gho was Sindbad’s
housckecoper. ]
*“I did n't mean to keop you wa.ting,”

5 them (or calling 16 *Gweet Barstidana.

-~

road; “ but X declare that, what with comb.
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8aid the Roc, leading the way alorg the |to

the latter who stay and climb up step by
~tcp to position nd a business intercst, whilo
t. formor drift here and thero until bereft
~"influence and situation thoy sink down to
nothu,sucss and despair.

Ono swm 2 way of success is to mako your
cmployor’s interest your own.  If you add
is profit tarough your cndcavors, you

Ing good sced that in duc time will ripen
into an abundant harvest, Tho clork who
speaks in disrespeotful languago to a follow
salésman commits a sorious blunder, Lay
that to hoart, and if you havo beon guilty of
this offenco abstain from it in futurc,

Years ago théro entored tho counting room
of o promincut dry goods jobling hause in
Now York a young lad as offico boy, Hc
was bashful, silent and timid. Ho minded
his business, kopt his tonﬁuo still, and dili.

cntly porformed his tasks. Ho wag never
card to find fault with salary, with his
omployor, or his duty, Had ho been dis-
poscd ho would have found frequont oppor-
tunity so to dv, for it wasa cominon practice
with both entry clorks and salesmen, Ho
kopt his lips closed and his booka well
sted, for ho was advanced to head book-
ceper, In duoscason ho wasrowarded with
a partornomhi};, and is to-day an active
member of a large jobbing firm and has
made an honest reputation and fortune,
Do likewiso, young bogiunor, as it is o
good way to gain business success.

Watohos,

Edward VI appoars to have been tho
first ) nglishman to wear a watch, aud this
consirtod of “onno larum gilt, ‘with two
Hlumnc‘: of lead;” thatis to say, it was
riven by weights, This is supposed. to
havo been received by the king as a present
from Nuremburg, and was playfully called
a Nuromburg animated cgg. ~ The word
“wateh” was derived from an Anglo-Saxon
word meaning to wake. The first portable
timopieco of which wo have any record was
that of the Chinese pocket dial mounted
ug)on tho head of a canc or carried by &
chain round the neck. Queen Elizaboth
had & watch in shapo like & duck, with
chased feathers, tho lower part of which
opened, and the faco or dial of silver orna.
mented with a gilt design. Tho outer
caso way of brass, and that in tum was
covered with black leather ornamented with
silver studs. Mary Queen of Scots gavea
curious token of affection to her faithful
maid-of-honor, Mary Scaton, in tho sha
of a watch t;‘n th? fOl'ﬂfl % a skull, th(:l déal
occupyi e placo of ;tho palato and tho
\vork%%gt of tBo brain, Tl?:lhonm wero
marked in Roman lotters. A bell in the
hollow of tho skull received tho works, and
a hammoer struck the hous.

Honesty is the Pivot,

It is woll known that Thomas Carlyle
hated the city. One day busincss induced
him to enter London, Wishing to bo in-_
formed as to a certaiu locality of tho where-

abouts of which he had uo notion, he stop-

ped & young man in the neighborhood of
tho Bank and asked of him the direction.

Tha ycung man, recognizing his interlocutor,
at onco volunteered to accompany him to
the required spot. On'the way Cariylo
openod a conversation with the young man,
and elicited from him tho fact that ho was
o clerk in a city house at a weekly salary.

Arriving at their journey’s end, Carlylo

turned to his guido with a ¢“Now, young

man, you may go.” “Thank you,” said tho

clerk by way of a gontloreminder. “Thank

you for what?” asked the sage. “Young
man,” said he with cmphasis, “honesty is
tho pivot on which tho actions of a man
should hang. You have stolen your em-

ployer’s timo, and now you como and ask

mo to thank you for buving dono so. The

receiver is worse than tho thief. Get to

your work.

The Lesscn of Patience,
A cortain lady bad met with a serious
accident, which nccessitated a very painful
surgical operation and many months’ con-

finement to her bed.  When tho physician
had finished his work and was taking his
leavo, tho patient asked : “Doctor, how long
shall I have to lio hero helpless

“0, only one day at a time,” was the
cheery answer ; and tho r sufferer was
not only comforted for the moment, but
many times during tho succceding weary
weeks did the thought, “Only onodayata
time,” como back with its quioting influenco.
I think it was Sidnoy Smith who recom-
mended taking ‘‘short viows” as a good
safe.guard _against nccdlesss worry; and
Ono, far wiser than ho, said : *“Take thero-
foro no thought for the morrow. Sufficlent

indirectly add to yours also. You aro sow.

unto tho day is the ovil thorcof.”




