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« THE MESSENGER.

" one stnving to do something. Many ot the-

victims of the giant were recovered

The storming of the castle went on vigor-
ously, and it soon began to show signs of
giving way. One morning the ‘Blue Boar’
was left empty, and a notice ‘To Let,’ was up
in the window.  The gentleman who had
given them their room bought the property,
and handed it over to the Boys’ Temperance
Club. }

Now, indeed, was Jack’s dream moré than
realized, as he proudly entered the public-
house—he was actually in the giant’s castle.
Every arrangement was made for a com-
plete boys’ home, and Mrs. Symonds-and’
Jack were to live there and take charge of it.

PAUL JEWITT.

Qur Sweet Péas.

Mamma had becn out calling all the after-
noon. The last visil was paid to a charming
woman, right royally endowed with the gift
-of pocsy, as all who possess a volume of her
lyrics, or read them in. the passing papers,
will gladly afiirm.

Just as mamma was coming away she
caught a glimpse of a vista of pink, and
white, ard purple sweet peas, which bordered
the garden walk. .

‘ By what magic,’ she exclaimed, ‘do you
succeed so wonderfully in the culture of
sweet peas 7

‘ They always grow and blossom for me. I
helieve they know how I love them,” fondly
answered the lady, whom we will call Mrs.
Smith.

Then she went down the walk and picked
a lovely bunch of them for mamma. So it
came_ about that we had a pink and white
bouguet on the tea-table that night, which
filled the room with damty fragrance. Now
for many years we had always pla.nted sweet
peas, and yet scarcely a blossom had ever
rewarded our labor.

We planted them in a different garden-spot
~ every year, putting the seeds just so many
inches below the ground surface. We ‘bushed’
or strung them as soon as they peeped
through the earth, and watercd them Coplouia-
1y or left them to dry.

Do any wonder at these contradictory sys-
tems ? Between floral guides and horticul-
tural acquaintances we received so much ad-
vice that we had an opportunity to experi-
ment on the value of a great many, theories,

and the result had, mvana.bly, been scarcely_

a blossom.

(At tea, that night, we discussed .again the
old question, Why would not these dainty
flowers spring into beauty for us ? but, as
usual, it was left unanswered. And Mrs.
Smith’s swcet peas grew paler, and finally
faded away, leaving only sweet memories of
the giver. Fall and winter passed, each day
full of duties and pleasures, and one after-
noon when spring was beginning to wake
from her long lethargy, and the buds were
swelling in the crocus beds, mamma looked
out on the world of mud and water, and ex-

- claimed, decidedly, ‘I shall cultivate sweet
peas once mora.’

‘ Has somchody given you a new theory ¥

. we asked, laughingly.

‘No,” she answered ; ‘I have an idea, and
I believe it will prove to be a good one.’

TFinding it impossible to extract her secret,
we gave up attempting to satisfy our curiosi-
ty, and trusted to the future for revelations.
A few 'days later she came in from a walk
with a gencrous seed package, labelled,
‘Sweet Peas’ ina Chlld S round studied chilo-
graphy.

‘The germ of future blossoms,’ she said,
passing the paper about for inspection. ‘And
then she told us that she had gone to Mrs.

Smith for seed and advice, and found . that
lady’s little da.ughter, A.my, putiing up pack-
ages of seeds, all the proceeds of which were
for her mission jug, because she ° Wn:ﬂted to
earn tho money herself.

This time, the sweet peas wereo planted in
a new spot—a damp rieh corner of the vego-
table garden—a .part of the family posses-
sions we @id not visit, although mamma was
frequently seen strolling in that direction.

‘Have the sweet peas started ?* at first, we
asked ; later, the query changed to ‘ Are they
nudded 7’

To the latter questlou we recelved no reply
but dignified sxlence, and comncluded that, as
usual, ‘her bopes were blighted. What was
our amazement one warm summer evening to

. find a dainty bunch of pink, and white, and

purple on the tea-table,
¢ Amy’s sweet-peas !’ said mamma, trium-
phantly,

Figuratively speaking, the housechold wel-
kin rang lonz with applause, which the suc-
cessful cultivator gracefully acknowledged,
From that day every room had its fragrant
bouguet, and the neighbors received many a
bunch of the lovely blossoms. A sweet-
souled invalid was so fond of her portion,
that as she was moved from ]oung'e to ham-
mock, the vase of pink and white fragrance
followed, perforce. One boy who asked how
he could earn money for his jug, was delight-
cd when we told him he could have five
bunches to sell.

In a most ingenious manner he converted

a large paste-board box into a basket, lining

it with tin-foil ; and soon found regular cus-
tomers in offices and store, who gladly pur-
ciiased his tep-cent bouqiets. At the end of
the season he had eight dolla.rs as the result
of his labor.

Mamma stoutly affirms (and who will gain-
gay it 9) that her. success was due to the
fact ‘that her vines sprang from missionary
sced. Cannot some other ‘ Amy’ sell pack-
ages of flower-seod fcr the missionaries 7
Perhaps even a richer blessing would follow.
—Fannie Bell Pettog, in * Life and Light.’

The Spectacles Peddler.

‘No, I don't wish for anything,’ I said in
roply to the question of an old man who
called at my door on New Year’'s eve. Hav-
ing been imposed on many times; having
bought hottles of cement which was no bet-
ter than so much water, and of furniture pol-
ish which was worse, and .numerous other
articles which were of no earthly use; at last.
I had made up my mind to have nothing to
de with peddlers or agents of any kind, But
a second glance convinced me that my pres-
ent caller was no ordinary person, His long
white beard gave him a venerable aspect.
His eyes were deep-set and luminous. His
expression was that of a man who had tast-

ed life’s joys and sorrows, and had extracted .

sweetness from both. I was 80 impressed
by his appearance that it didn't occur to me
that it was a singular time for a peddier to
call; and notwithstanding the fact that I
was alone in the house, John and the chil-
dren having gone to a New Year’s entertain-
ment for the Sunday-school, I felt no hesi-
tation about admitting this stranger. He
fastened a searching but sympathetic gaze
upon me, as I resumed my easy chair before
the fire.

‘You are somewhat near-sighted, madam,
I perceive,” he said, at last, drawing from a
small bag a pair of siiver-bowed snectacles.

‘You were never more mistaken,” I replied.
‘ My eyesight is perfectly good.
read this fine-print newspaper by lamplight.’

‘ Nevertheless,” responded the old man in
a manner g0 geatle and courteous it was im-

I can casily:

possible to be vexed, ‘most of us have a
somewhat defective vision, and consequently
got on.ly a pa.rtla,l and 1mper£ect view. Now
theso glasses will enable you to see, not only
the side nearest to you, but the other slde
as well. If you will kindly test them, I am
gure you will find their use a great a.dvan-
tage. Please call to mmd some event of
the past year that disturbed or annoyed you, .
Do not select anything of too sericus a’ na-
ture as this is your first trial, and your eyes
not being accustomed. to the use of these, on
indeed, as you say, of any lenses, the effect
might be merely to produce a blur.’

I took the offered glasses, and the old man
tfurned away, as if to give me opportunity to:
reflect,  and "became apparently absorbed.in’
contemplating the fire upon the hearth.

It was not difficult to recall vexations and
trials. Indeed, I had been engaged in that
very common but profitable occupation when
interrupted by the old man’s knock., As I
found myself growing hot over the thought
of the meanness of my neighbor in setting
his dog upon my pet cat; poor Toddles' 1
adjusted the spectacles to my ncse. "Much
to my surprise I now beheld Toddles in the
act of dissecting one of my neighbor’s chick-
ens, ‘He was not without some shadow

of an excuse, then,” I thought, as I looked

upon the irascible old gentlema.n'himself,' at
that moment sitting alone in his great house,
fooking quite feeble and forlorn. IHe was )
evidently failing in mind and body, and yet
ho was without wife or child to care for ‘him
in his declining years. My indlgnatlon soft-

-ened into sympathy.

‘Poor old man,’ I murmured, ‘I ,think .I
will-invite him to dine with us to-moxrow.
He must be o lonely with only hu‘ed help in
the house. - ,

‘Excuse me, madam, did you spea.k to mo'?'
mquncd the spectacles peddler

‘Oh, no, only to someone I saw through the
glasses,” I replied ; and he. a.gam gazed at the
fire in silence.

My mind reverted to the time last spring
when in the midst of house-cleaning I was
laid aside with a sprained ankle. It seemed
a most unfortunate cecurrence ; but now by
the aid of these far-seeing glasses, I saw
what a real blessing my forced inactivity had
been to me and the children. It had made
of Helen, who was naturally rather indolent,
quite a good little housekeeper, and had de-
veloped in Tom, who, it must be confessed,
was in great danger of becoming selfish, a
spirit of helpfulness toward his mother and
sister. .Besldes I had enjoyed several de-
lightful rides with Mrs. Holmes, who would
not have thought of inviting me but for my
accxdent

Theh there came to my mind the thought
of a business opening which seemed to pro-
mise so much advantage to John, and of our
great disappointment that it was lost through
the unfair dealing of a supposed friend. Now
through. the glagses I was able to sce plainly
that the firm in which I so much wished to
seo my husband a partner, was on the verge
of bankruptey.

So I went from che subject to another,
firding to cach a brighter side than I had
discerncd before.  ‘The old man.is right/’
I thought; ‘I am a little near-sighted.’ )

‘Perhaps you are ready for sirongsr glasses,
he said, preducing a pair of goid-bowed spee’
tacles. ‘They have more power than the
others,” and if your eyes are able to bear
them, will enable you to sce farther.

As T adjusted the gold bows my gaze fell
upon a portrait which hung over the mantel.
It was a life-like picture of my precious
Charley. ' 'How many times during these
ten months I had lived over the last sad
days of his bright young life! How many



