... classic times are sharp, terse sentences.
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TH Ii PRESBYTERIAN REVIEW.
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The Family.

P

ULt LIHLBREN

[ looked a1 Lthe hay py chiklren
Whe gathered sraand the hearthg
So blithe they were, nu childien
Could happler beon canth,
Whh ihell merry plays, and thelr winsome

ways
And the sound of their sthvery mirth |

Then | thought of those other children
So winned, and hard, and bold,

\Whe hudidle in stum and cellar,
And shiver with want and cold;

Not fresh as the dew, oz the marring's hue,
Lat heggand, and lean, and old,

BBut yet may they still, those childien
Be taught ¢ forget theit paing

And gathered In arms that love them,
Their baughter may cotoe apain,

AAnJ the stare of woe and the craft may go,
Anod the apirht be wathed of stain,

But it 5ot in cold book learnicg
Those children's heatts to move;

And the stony eys of the serpent
Is deaib to the stricken dove;

"Tis at angel alone can touch them,
And that angel s name 15 love,

Far whatever the world may fancy,
And whatever the wise men say
Of our nineteenth-century progress,
Of & pow and betier way-
Silll it takes a soul to make & soul
Now, as in the olden day,
—Spectator
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SIMPLICITY OF LANGUAGE.

Bovs, if you have anything to say o
write, say or write 1t in a plan, simple
manncr. Do not be verhose (that i3,
wordy), do not am ata flond syle,
above all things asoid the grandilo-
gucnt {fine talking). \Vords were not

esigned to obscure thought. High
sounding phrases do not ndicate the
scholdr.  Monosyllables are abundant ;
the Anglo-Saxon is essentially vigorous.

A simple style of speaking or writing
can be gracefol and clegant. Even
sublime thoughts are most charming
when clothed in  simple language.
" God said let there be light, and there
was light,” What can be grander than
the thought, and yet what ¢an be
simpler than the language P—all mono-
syllablesp but compact with vigour.
“ Are not two sparrows sold for a far
thing? And one of them shall not fall
to the ground wihout your Father,”
etc.  Suppose we change that to,
#The feathered trnbes are considered of
small importance, and yet they share
the protection of Providence.” Does
that not greatly weaken the passage?
The energy and the searching sense of
theappeal are gone.

Most of the frequently quoted sen.
tences that have come down (o us from

*Of 'more modern lT‘“ X
-8 true. \What “made
" hist &

.'-{. . '

.-\\‘1
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have Ug’}m'?&dt had he worded
his order as follows: * If anybody re-
taoves the'Uhlted States colors from
the polé, énter complaint against
him at the earliest convenience, and
have him committed for tnal at the next
term of the Supreme Court for the
county.”

Balfour's sl:-le was gorgeously ver-
bose, Erskine’s, on the conttary, was
cnsp and vigorous.  The following an-
ccdote 18 told about the two barnsters .
Coming into court one day, Erskine
noticed that Dalfour’s ankle was band-
aged. “Why, what 1s the matter?"
asked Lrskine. Instead of replying,
*1 {ell from a gate,” Ballour answered,
in his useal round-about manner, » |
was taking a romantic ramble in my
brother's garden,” he sad, *and on
coming to a2 gate I discovered that 1
had toclimb over it, by which 1 came
in contact with the first bar, and grazed
the epidermis of iny leg, which has
caused a shght extravasation of the
blood.” * You may thank your lucky
stars,” rephied Erskine, * that your
brother’s gate was not as lofty as your
style. for you certainly would have brok-
¢n your neck.”

The Rev. Dr. Alexander, of Prince
ton Theological Seminary, was a very
learned man, but exceedingly plan 1n
his language. He knew how essential
simphciy was to clearness and force.
There was a school house 1n the vicin-
ity, where the students held religious
services and alred their cloquence. An
old colored man attended every Sab-
batk, but the students talked so far
abave his comprehension that he re-
membered little of the sermons and un-
derstood less.  But one Sunday atfter-
ngon, Dr. Alexander preached. The
old colored man wzs both delighted
and instructed, and made the following
comment: * A poor, unlarnt ole mzn,
Liu like myself preached 1 don'

now who he was, an’ didn't s'posc he
waz hatdly it to preach  But l'm glad
I weat, for I can remember everything
Aesaid” In this enticism was hidden
a compliment of the highest order.

The language of Franklin is notably
simple and explicit—a fact that may
have been the result of an experience
in his boyhood, at which period he was
sfilicted with a tendency toward the
grandiloquent.  He was s:udying phil-
osophy, and was in the habit of apply-
ing technical names to common objects.
One evening he mentioned to his fathct
that he had swallowed some acephal.
‘ous mollusks, whereupan his father
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state. Such would not

scized him and ealled loudly for help.
Mt Franklin came with warm water,
and the hited man rushed in with the

garden pump.  They foreed half a
gallon 0’ water down the boy's throat,
then Jield ham by the heels over the
edge of the porch, and shook him,
while the old gentleman eaid, ** If we
don't get them things out of Uenny
he'tl be plisencd suze. When they were
out, and the boy said they were simply
vysters, his f:u{m punished him for
alarming the family  We are not pre
parcd to vouch &)r the truth of this
story, but it at lcast illustrates the folly
of using uncommon and high-sounding
words when SImllﬂr.‘l‘ ones are far more
pleasing and explicit. —Selecied.
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BOYS WHO Ui CAME FAMOUS.

“\Wiy, Susan, what's the matter?
Nothing wrong 1 hope ?”

“If you please, s, it's Master
Tomwy,” answered the rosy cheebed
housemaid, whose ted eyes showed that
she had been erying bitterly.

“ Has he been nusbehaving, then?
I'm sorry for that,” said the visitor.

“ Not he, str; he's as good as gold,
Lless his little heart 2 But such storics
as he tells, all out of lus own head, just
like A print book ! Why they’d make
a firo-shovel ety alinost.  Only this ver
afternoon he began telling me a tate all
about India—for he’s wonderful fond
of India somchow—"'

#Ifhe had scen as much of it as /7
have, pethaps he wouldn't like it quite
so weli,” muttered onc of the two visi-
tors, a tall, hand«wome young man with
a tnm brown mustache, whose nght arm
was in a sling.

smard how some wicked king or
other,” went on Susan, “took away a
poor woman’s baby from her--mote
shame for him the old Tutk l--and
wouldn't never let her sce it again ; and
50 she begged for one tiny lock of haw
from the little one's head, just for a
remembrance, and then—"  Here the
tender hearted Susan broke down alto-
gether

“ But I hope all his stortes arc not so
sad as that,” saud the young officer, who
had been listeming with undusguised
amazement.

“Oh dear no, sit;” he tells such
funny oncs sometimes, about lutle men
living at the bottom of the sca, and
playing hide-and-seek with the fish In
anJ out of the sea-weeds, you'd be ready
to die with lavghing.”

“ I say, F——, let’s go up and look
at this prodigy,” cried Lieutenant C——
to his companion, a much older and
graver man thanhimsell, wholookedlike,
what he was, 2 college professor, 1
wish we had had him at cur mess up-
country in India, to tell us stories when

bad_nothing, to, amuse us, which
Hed . about, séwen,
ol

.

s . v‘m".' - - rd ,.
Iimemory T Gever knew fnf my life. ~Her
tan repeat whole chapters of the Bible

| by heart quite eanly, and I really be-

lieve he could do the same with any
book he has ever read. \What do you
think he did only last week 7 He had
just come down to the dining-room
after dinner when I happencd to quote
a saying of one of Waller Scolt's hetoes,
which I said came out of O Moriairily.

Quick as ightening hittle Tommy struck
in- 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Feee;
it's from Quentin Dursvard, chapter so

and so, page sc-and-sn,” And then he
repeated the whole passage as pay as of
he'd been reading 1t out of the book.
See, this 15 s room, let's look 1n
quietly and sec what he's about.”

Pushing open the door as noiselessly
as possible, they saw a small figure ly-
ing full length on the heasth-rug in
{ront of the fire, with an open book be.
fore 1. Oase hand held aslice of
bread and butter, but it was evidently
untouched, ard the cop of milk on the
table bes:de mm was #till brmful
Busicd with tus reading, the boy had
nuite forgosten his {ood,

The two men stale softly up behund
him, and bent down to peep at the
book, expecung to sce Grimm's Fairy
Zales or Robimson Crusoe. But both
stanted and exchanged looks of blank
astorishment as they saw that this boy
student was deepn The Mogul Emper.
ors of Indra, a work, which few men
would care to read for amusement, and
which 1n the hands of a child not yet
cight years old wat a stantling sight
indeed,

“Well, Tom,” said the Vrofessor’s
cheery voice, ' as busy as ever, I sce
Hert's a gentleman from Indiacome o
pay you a visit.”

“ ¥rom India!” cried the boy, jump
ing up eagerty. “ Oh, I'm rery glad of
that! I'm just rcading about India
naw, and hell be able to tell me all
about Babar and Heomayoon and Ak
bar and Jehangir and all the rest of
rhem I've just got to Jchangir now.”

©\Wel),” gaid Lieutcnant C——, with
arather embarrassed laugh, ** I'm afrand
that before I could tell you much about
them 1 shoutd hiave to begin by finding
out who they were

“ What? don't you know fhem?”
said Tom, opening his eyes. *“And
yet you've been in %ndia 2"

“ But when [ was in India I thought
morc of shooting tizere and spearing
wild boars than of reading history. JAre
you very fond of history 2"

* Oh yis, Ireadevery history I can
get hold of, and I'm just wnung onc
myself. look here,” And hedragged
down from-a shelf ovethead a huge pile
of scnbbled paper, on the uppermost
sheet was written, ©* A Compendium of

k2],

Universal Listory, belng a view of the
World from the Creation to the year
18c0.*

“\Well, yow've taken a pretty big con-
tract here” said the Licutcnant with
a gnn,  * Bul there scems to be some
more manuscript up yonder. Hallol
what's this? ‘the Battle of Cheviot;
An Fpic Paem in Three Cantos! ' I'in
al, a Pocm m Twelve Books.  Why,
say, if you go on at this rate, youll
stoch a whole library before you ate out
of short jackels.”

But at that moment a call of
“Pom!” was heard from below, and
the young hwstotian 1an off to ans-
wer the summaons.

4 Will he really wade all through that
great dry book?” asked Licutenant
C-—— 1n amazement,

" Indeed he will and he'll do it n
half the the tune that you or I would
take to it. e reads so fast that you'd
think he tooh 180 through his shn

More than forty years afier that day
a tall, gray-haied, thoughtfullooling
man \mﬁ a high forchead and strongly
marked face sat reading upon one ol Snc
benches on the promenade of an Eug-
hish watenng place, quite unconsclous
that all the lmscrs-b{ were furning
their heads to look at himy, and pointing
hum out to cach other as if he had been
an African chicf or Hindoo Rafah,

Just then a stout, broad chested old

gentleman with a long white mustache,
whose scarred faca showed that he had
been a soldier in his {img, came saunter-
ing slowly past. Catching sight of the
man on the bench, he gavea slight start,
and then stepping up to himy, lald his
hand upon the book. * History again 1"
ened he laughing.  * Well, no one can
say that you don't stick to your work,
for, tf I remember nght, you began it
before you were cight years old,”
# Genetal C———, I declare,” cried
tho reader springing up, * How are
you, niy dear fellow? Why, you look
hardly a day older, although it must be
five years since we met Jast,”

“ Well I darc say planting and gar-
dening {which 13 what I've becn doing
in the meantime) are easicr wotk than
wnting the hastory of England.”

« 1 shouldn't gtudge the labour,
C—— I I were only sure of hiving till
my work’s finished but therc's a great
deal to be done yet” .

“Wel, you're just the man to do i,
anyhow, said the old soldier, heartily.
“ Do you iemember our first meeting.
when you were lying on the floor resd-
ing The Mogul Emperors of India? 1
thought even Zrex that you'd be a great
man some day, but 1 certainly didn't

foresce that ‘little Tom ', wauld.grow

into Lord Macaulay."—Decdd Koy} in

Harper's Young Peopley \. |, ' ;1
*A pan of this extraordinary, peodh 1

satd to be il fa ulmnce—?,-
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a small farm, and sent their prodice to
market. Not onc of them was espe
cially clever, or had more than a. com-
mon school education, They were a
homely family, unfashionable and poor,
yet their house was a kind of rendez-
vous (or everybady in the towrship,
from the judge to the blacksuit
Their little world for them was but a
clan of friends. _
It was a clcan house, and the best
was made of every bit of furniture in it
Old Mrs. Kincaid had no money for
expensive plants, but fower seeds
planted in wooden boxes soon covered
the windows in the coldest winter day
with blossoms and vines.
When the Kincaids came downon a

drear?'. rainy morning in_hatvest, they
only faughed, and reminded each other
how good it was that half the hay was

safe,
When John woke with a gnping
pain, which warned him that a month’s

confinement with lumbago had begun,

he called out cheerfully to his father
that now he should ! ave time to finish
the honey boxes which he began long

ago.

Kthn old Mr. Kincaid was told by
the oculist that his sudden attack of
blindness was incurable, the girls gath-
ercd about him, and told him that his
work was stopped in the world in order
that hc might rest for the rest of his
life, and stay 1n the house with them,
and koep them alive with s delight-
{ul, funny storics. From that time un.
til his death there was not an hour in
which they, did not make him feel that
a helplesy, blind old father was an ¢
pecial gt and bleasing trom Ged to
them.

When Janc Kincaid died, after a
iong and painful illness, no one could
be miscrable or associate hir with
gloom or the grave, so brght and
cheerful a place had been her sick.
rovm and su brave and merry the suf-
ferer.  Her laugh had tung out 1o the
last, and she met death with her hand
stretched out, su surc was her hold
upon the happy life beyond,

This consant secutny in happiness,
th.> habit of content made the house
ot the Kinczids a ventable peol of
Bethesda, whetein all zad and aiting
folk who camec were helped and
healed.

What was their sceret ?

That chiid walks smuling and does
not stumble who keeps hiy hand secure
in his Father's clas

* My peace,” said the Saviour, "1
give unto you." _

You may have secn that in the!face
of an old biind pauper which showed

that she possessed something Twrc

precious than tjewels and higher than
rank ; a lofty, calm conient with what.
cver fate God sent her,

It Is worthy of note, especially by
struggling, anaious, neivous people,
that the blessing which the Saviour
cmpowered His apostles to give to a
family or community, was—not wealth,
success, nor oven good furtune— but
peact.

" Peace be upon this housc 1™ they
said on cntening But how can peace
come unto any house, though the he
loved disciple himsclf stood on the
threshold, if within it are lives full of
ambition, Wltemper and  incessam
anxicty about tabies ?— Yorsk's Com-
fanen.

PHIL.OSOI'HY QF A COLD,

Savs Professor  \Woodbury, of the
Medico Chururgical College of DPhila.
delphia, © If there 1s anythang calculat
cd to take all the brightness out of the
sunshine, all the savour out of our food,
and alt the swectness out of our life,
it s acoldin the head.”  1le presents
sonie thoughts in its philosophy, the
substance of which may interest the
mighty host of suffercrs,

n cvery casc there are two factors,
an {rritant and a susceptibility of the
system.  Among the irritanis  are
microscopie germs tahen in from with
out, as innflluenea, and certain poisons
which are developed from bad nutn
tion or imperfect assumilation withn
the body, and which 1t 1s the office nf
the liver to destroy.  Indeed, the
cflects of the two causes are essentially
the same, for the genns act by gener-
ating certain violent poisons, whichr
ritate the mucous membrane of the
nostrils, pharynx, lungs, stomach, or
bowels,

As to susceptibilty to colds, a
healthy body, under ordinary circum-
stances, has very hule of tt. But sud
den climatic changes may induce it.
Horses, brought from the West, often
have a discharge from the nostnis which
lasts about six months,

A ship’s crew, who had been perfect-
ly heatthy while absent several months
on the Alaska coast, wuae all on thew
return, taker. down with a cold in the
head.

Of an audience going out into a
bleak atmospherc from a close, warm
rootn, a certain portion wilt take cold.
‘These have the requsite suscephibility ;
the rest ate hapmly lrec from .
all cases of this susceptibility there is a
lowering of the nutrition, a certain de-
waved or depressed conditton. ‘The
luxunous and indolent are as liable to
it as the poor, and those whose sur
roundings atc bad.

A normal condition of the skin s
the chief protection against a cold.

I once put on a changed and brightened

paticnt, and herole, and enduring.
Our fricndy press nearer to us, and love
Is born of sympathy ; and resignation
brings to the pained heart something
which 1s reallf akin to happiness.  Dut
the cllect of the little every-day troubles
and vesations Is very different, and he
who could be happy under them would
need to be almost more than huwan,
And yet these things are preventible
God doct not send them; we bring
them upon ourselves, and give them to
onc another, and we never need havo
them ; nor, of we were all that we might
be, would they be possible.

What we have to do then s to make
happy years. A few people are doing
this, only let the number be increased
a hundredfold and the world would at

aspeet. et wg resulve to have done

In}.

Three fourths of _the, sufferers, from

come qm&. i a s nod
tective covering for the body

The skin needs to he hardened by
the use of the flesh brush, the cold
douche, the air bath, and by frequent
change of under-lulthing.  Active ex-
ercise needs to be added, to keep the
tissues from clogging  The ume to
cure the patient is before he gets the
cold. — Youth's Companion,

.

MAKING HAPPY YEARS

Wt could, if we would, oursclves
answer many of our owh prayers, and
fulfil many of our own wishes. It
would, therefore be a great mufortunc
if the hundreds of thousunds of Enghsh
men and women who have been ghibly
wishing cach other a happy New Year
should lct the matter rest thete, imagun:
ing that they have donc the courtcous
and the graceful thing, and, in doing
it, have discharged, ¢aurcly, their re-
sponsibility.  I'here 13 no doubt that
in a good natured, casy-going sort of
way, we all wish cverybody eise all sorts
of good things, and a happy year
amcng them , butf we really want and
intend 1889 to be better than s pre-
decessor we must s¢t to work to make
ft s0.

We can all make happiness for our:
selves and others—and we can prevent
italso. Lot us think for a moment of
what it 13 that makes us miscrable, and
we shall find plenty of facts to prove
thix. Luttle jealousies and misunder-
standings, titesome, unlovcly habits,
coldncss and disttust of cach other, the
selfishness that is always putting forth

Fioather trettufly.

its claims, the indolence that escapes
from its own share of the work and
forces it on others, the lack of consci
enticuisness which almost renders the
mind unable to comprehend duty, the
snarlsh illtemper that makes some
peaple unbearable cxcepting to those
who are unually nuch n chanty.
Thescarc the things that bamish hap-
iness, When we wish cach other a
appy New Year we nish anampossible
thing, unless these peace-spoilers can be
swept out of the heart and out of the
home, where certawnly they oupht never
to be If the heart and home profess to
be Chrustian. It 1s such encmies as
these that overshadow the. life and
darken the face.  Of course there arc
great sorrows, which God sends to do
us good, but they never come without
1413 compensauions also.
tea! trouble entenng a household does
an angel's woik, for Lefore it all the
miscrable ntle self made wornies and
pains stink away ashamed. A great
sorrow throws us upon God, and He

Sometimes & | R

with morosencss and discontent, with
cartletsness and cavy, with indelence
and impatience, n a word, with selfish-
stess, and wo shall be happy, and so will
other people,  We are hiving our lives
on toolow a level altogether. 1o we
1cally behieve i God as cur Father, m
Jesus as our Saviout, 1n Ileaven as our
hume, and yet altow such ttle thangs
as our ordinary wortics and troubles to
make us unhappy?  True religon isa
joyous thing. Chnst came to brng
peace and good-will to the carth ; and
we ar¢ not ke Him if we do not the
same.  Cheenly let us turn to our daily
task, and take up our daly cross, and
be as metry and as kind, as honour
able, and as friendly, as we can, rc

wembenng Him who ¢ pleased not
Himselr,” and who said, * Your joy no
man taketh from you."” - Alurianne
Farningham, in Christian World.

The Children's Corner,

LITTLF CLARA'S GRIEYANCE,

Out, how Sad 1 Is 10 know
Little pitls must atways grow—
Grow i uze an grow in years !
Thunking of 1 bangs the tears.
Dut though I may ¢ty and fret,
Every day I biggez ge1;

Every day I'm older too.

And there’s nothing I could do
Thai would mane me stop & growing,
Or would keep tbe )'ﬂ‘t from goling.
Now I'm five 3 soon 1] be six ;
Here's a poor ehild tna fixt
After six comes seven ; then
Follow ¢ight and nine »od ten.
Hlow I wish that I could stay
Av [ am this veey day-

Always have my hair in cunl
Always be mamma's wee ghi !
But I can’t 5 I've got to grow.
Oh, dearme ! why isfiso?
Very soon 1 st be six ,
ITere's & pooe ¢hild in a fix,

—FlarpePs Young People.

DOING FOR MOTHER.

day. 't po ¢every morning and fin
all her thi'ngs fo! her, an%l put ’cn{z
on a chair by her so they won't
get .losz again. I know what I'll do. ¢
that's better than that.” e gave such O
a jump as nearly to upset hg pail of 2@
berrics,  His new thought took such
hold of him that he had to sit dows
and give his full avtention 10 1t fordRNA
awhile, and then the boys were astor.
ished at heating him propoese 1o g&
::o:lm;. ll\ls ntlane of them were fuclin
o leave the betries so carly
by himsclf, L to. do a1 cars
mother, truly 1 am,” he sald to himse)
“but Um wot going 1o begin all otd
once, for fear she should guess what's'g
up.” o)
He carsicd her a saucer of his betries, 3
and the next daj and for scveral dayg.
aficrward waited on her kindly and @
carcfully in the morning, and then kept §
3 gooc deal away from her tizough the »
day, fearing that she might read in his
face that he had a wonderful secret, 4
*“What is George about that | 3
litthke of him?” St:nis mother askse‘:lc :3" .
Susan, the woman who took care of the
howse. *“Is he away from home 3o .3
much?” X
“Oh no,” sald Susan, *he's about -
nios! of the time, and as busy as a bee
but there’s no tellin’ what he's up 0.3
It must be some new caper, for he' -3
shuts bitnself up in the tguf House, and A
won't let noboly pofamg\ Mischisf:
hatchin', like cnough ™ ™" T
Susan was a good, faithful woma, .
but not at all given to putting things
pleasantly or cheerfully, :
George worked away for several days,
at the end of which he came to ‘is ’
mother's room, looking as if he had &
great weight on his mind.  ** Mother, X’
he said at length, in a tone which
showed her that he had paid no attea.. SR
tion to what she had been saying, S}
“wouldn't you be willing to let me \
have these little pictures in my room 2
1ic pointed to two which hung close
beside her, above her bed. _ )
“Why, Georgrc, do you really wast
my pictures? 1I'm very fond.of them,
you know, and like to hay g:qu e
“1'd like to have 'em !]; while)'arly

way,” he said. i .
*“Then you shall have them, of -
course, dear.” Bututhe, woids were
said alittle regrettully, and she looked .

hutt and sorty as, GGeprge, without say--
ing anytbiog more, cartied away the -
pictures;for therg were not many pretfy .

things in het toori, ‘s

She wis awakened the next momﬂi’g

P
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by & slight noise, and opening her ¢ :
caught sight of George bobbing be :
the foot of the bed as if anxiousips - ]
escape her notice, & -
‘'1s that you, George ?” she asked, ., :$
U Yes, mother,” he said, coming’§§
kiss her, looking as if very much puzz3§

'(‘0.01- Y r i~
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uSoit does. I'erhapsthey arcunder
the ﬁlllow, ot pethaps they have fallen
on the floor.”

With a very bad grace George shook
up the pillows and looked on the floor.
=« No, 1 don't sec them,” he sawd.
O here they are under my shawl.
Now, dear, hand me your jacket to
mend, And sec, nmy wotk-basket 18 2
little beyand my reach.”
“The boys arc waiting for me to go
bersying with them,” growled George.
“Well, I am sorry to keep you, but
I'm aftid you'll bave to run up Lo the
machine drawer for a bit like this
jacker.”
‘The scoml on George's face deep-
cned as he went upstairr, nol with a
run, but with slow, upwilling fect  “Is
there anything clse you want?” he asked
in an injured tone, as he brought the
pece.  She did not answer at once,
and as he looked at her face he saw
that her hps trembled ane tears were
in her eyes,
“ No, dear,” she presently sad, tak-
ing his face between both her hands
and giving him a very tender ks, “ I
hope you will have & very mcc,timc.
1t is 2 beautiful day to be out, lsn't it "
A sudden thought struck sharply to
the boy’s heart. It had never before
occurred to him how hard it must be
that his mother never could go out;
that for three years she had been ’I'ylng
in that onc room. O mother, l:e
said, 1 wish you could go outs I'd
be glad to stay in if you could.”
“You dear boy,” she said, kissing
him again. “Hurty away now.
can't gg. but it makes it a good deal
caster 1o stay when I know you wish I
could.”

# Docs it really,” he said wistfully.

" Yes, really.”

“ Hurty, Geoige,” called the boys,
and he went out. .

But he did not join in the {rolic with
his usual headlong cagerncss. His
head was so full of thoughts of a kind
very unusual to him, that there seemed
something lacking in the brightness of
the sunshine and the softncss of the
Summer wind. When the boys reached
the benrying-ground, they separated
mote or less in search of the red, tipe
fruit, and George several times found
himsell atonc and able to go on with
his thinking.

ul b%on’t believe I've been a very
ood to mother,” he said to him-
sell. "{ know ] haven't.  I'm slways

in a hutry to get out, and I grumble
when she wants me to read to her, and
make a fuss when she can't find her
things. If1 had to stay in bed all the

comforts us, it arouscs the nobler
qualities of our nature, and we uyto be

time, I guess 1'd lose things worso than
she does. I mean to nclp her every

I i
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quiet movements. Then he crisdy 7§
“Vake up, mother 1" Wi

She opened her eyes to see ~ 3
standing at the foot of the bed wateds , 3
ing her face with a pleased, expectnet SRS

look. NN

A

(] td

Somcthing on the wall close
her drew her attention, and she tu
her head that way. O, the exclaimed,
in great surprise and pleasure, at s .
of a bracketshelf which hung withie, ° .
casy reach of her hand, Yy !
*1 wmade it every bit mytell)” pﬂ '
George, his face beaming still mere
brghtly. ¢ All except those little b
of fancy doings glucd on, and I workes;
for half a day in Billy Dyet's carpenter,

shop to pay for 'ewmr. 1 ;iilded er
sclf, and I bought the staining stuff :
stained the rest of it. Tt looks almeets

.
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as nice as a bought onc, doesn’t -
mother ?”

. 7
+ Ten times nicer to me, dear—mt“

¢ And sce, mother, here’s the pla
for your work-basket, srd here -arg-.
your glasses and your books. Plésty;
of toom for everything you want. Yo
won't havc to keep hunting for ya !
things any more, O, I forgot to,’ﬁ-('“ |
Kou about the cord and tassel. Spsan - IR
elped me to twist it up out ofiyed, ,-
s

worsted, last night.  She promised, .
would not tell you for anything,. '
T've promised to make her one to & :
her things handy, and she's a3 pl

as nh”e can be, and says I'm a tj .

et s

w?
¥ S
* I think Susanis r:?ht." said “‘0\5"!2‘,
But George rushed from the room .

before waiting to hear more, eturning, . §
in & moment with hammer and nailgy 5, *

“Did you really think I meantote - . '
take away your piclures, mother?%:hef, ‘JEE' .
sald, laughing in great glec.  “ You sew.”
I could not make out how I was tagef .
my bracket hung without drivingsje . !
nails,and letting the whole secreviry
So I made believe I wanted the pictosesl: IR .
Now I'm going to hang 'em over hatel
“You are the dearest comlort /.
blessing in the world,” said his mollwe)
when at length he came and bent sves ‘ .
her. I shall never look at youd -
bracket without a happy thought;ef -
your kind thought of me. And I h
never take a thing from it without b
lad, becayse of your dear hands puty '~
ﬁug it here for me” £ T
"The crowning point of George's sudy
tise came in his going out and gathésy
?ng fowers to put Into a tiny vase o bg -
laced on the bracket. Il belag
th ones 10 her cvery morning, . e’ -
declared to himsclf. “1 never foltam
glad about anytking in my life. s3'm . 3
going to keep up doing thingh Ses

el e

1

mother—see if I don't."—Selected,int- . .




