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Miow to Read.
(Mrs. G. S. Barnes.)

Oh! for a booke and a shadie nooke,
Eyther in-doore or out;

With the grene leaves whispering overhede,
Or the streete cryes all about,

Where I may reade all at my ease
Both of the newe and the olde,

For a jollie goode booke whereon to looke

Is better to me than golde.'

Waiting in a.public library, I found my-
self by the side of a bright young girl.

'You here for a book, too?' I said. 'Do

you then find time to read library books

with all your studios?'
'Oh! yes; I generally read two books a

weel.' . .
'Two books a week! How can you do jus-

tice' to so much reading ?'
'I read very fast! I often read quite a

large book through in an evening.'
'Will you tell me something.about-them?

What sort of books do you read?'
'Oh! stories mostly. I have read Jane

Eyre, and'-here followed a list of fascinat-

ing novels.
I once heard a prominent literarian say,

'If I were a tyrant, I would compel every-

body to read the Odyssey through at léast
once a year.'

I thought as I turned from my young
friend that were I a tyrant, I would compel
everybody, and especially every young per-
son, to forego the rapid, thoughtless and ut-
terly unprofitable reading, which Is the
habit of so many. It is not simply the read-
Ing of so much fiction that is ruinous to the
memory, It is the habit of reading without
the efort to retain what Is read, whether it

be th daily paper, the religious weekly, or
novels.

It is surprising how much reading the

average person does without any apparent
results. Let one, who on Sunday reads his
church paper through, try on Monday to give
a fair account of its leading articles, and he
will learn of how little value is his reading.

It is hardly worth while to read anything
that brings us only a passing pleasure.
There are many 'great readers' who, not-
withstanding their familiarity wlth good
literature, have a povery-stricken vocabu-
lary, incorrect language and ability to con-
verse only on trivial commonplaces.

My young friend of the library reminds
me of another young girl, who, above all
things enjoyed reading, and read whatever
came in her way-mostly stories. No one
took the sort of interest in her reading that
would be any help to ber. Her mother
fretted over such waste of time, and her
father grumbled whenever he saw ber with
a story, whatever its merits. 'What's the
use of reading such stuff ?-nothing but a
pack of silly. lies! There is 'John Quincy
Adams,' read that: that will do you some

good.' But as 'John Quincy Adams' was thé
only book she had ever known him to read,
his literary judgment had lIttle weight.
This unsympathetic treatment of ber read-
ing proclivities had no effect except to
arouse a rebellious spirit; but later, as a
student, she was in the home of a lady of
fine literary taste, 'gho said kindly:

'It is all right to read occasionally a first-
class story, but you cannot afford to rend too
much or unadvisedly; it will Injure your
memory, give you false ideas of life, and is
a waste of preclous time. Let me select
your books; you shall give me the benefit of

the thoughts in each book that Impresses
you. That ,will furnish plpasant topics ot

conversation.'
This arrangement proved delightful and

helpful. A little sympathetic interest is

sometimes most effective in influencing thé vice ln tbat way, 1 shae feel obllgod ta maie
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cannot read two,book a week In this way,
but we soon learn to find pleasure in lin-
ern over a book till we make it our own.

g g

One can afford to linger since 'A good book
is the life blood of a master spirit, treasured
up to a life beyond life.-'Michigan Advo-
cate.

Bob's Decision.

:A TRUE INCIDENT.

Does any boy know what It is to want a
wheel, and to want it, and want it, until the
want grows fron small letters into capitals?
I suspect there are many such.

When at length Bob Thurston's desire
was gratified, he was happier than can be
told. Learn to ride? Bless you, he didn't
have to learn! Boys take to a wheel na-
turally. A boy who can stand on his head,
or dance on the lieans in a barn, doesn't
find much difficulty in balancing on a bi-
cycle. Then Bob had had more than one
ride on other boys' whoels. So he was quite

.ready to begin when he had a wheel of his
own.

'I shan't need my life insured, either,' he

comforted his mother, who felt a little anx-
Ious.

The precious machine came on Tuesday,

and there's four days before Sunday. The

novelty wear off ln four days? No, indeed!
• The Thurstons lived about a quarter of a'

mile from church, and Bob suddenly feit

as if he couldn't walk. He approached the

subject with the wisdom of a lawyer, in a

way to disarrn objections-so he intended.
'There's the Olmsteads driving by.

Wonder what makes 'em always drive to

church. They live only two.houses beyond

us. Do you think it's right, papa ?
'Certainly; what a queer question! You

know old Mrs. Olmstead is lame, and could

not possibly walk.'
'\ bat is that boy up to?' thought Mr.

Thurston. Pretty soon he knew.
'I thought-papa-may be I might ride

my wheel to church, 'twould be just the

same as going in a carriage.' Bob consider-
ed that a clincher.

Mr. Thurston was a wise man. He liked
to make his boy see the reasons, Instead of

giving him a sharp, irritating 'No!'
Just thon two or three young men wheeled

past the hoùse.
'Look there,' said Mr. Thurston. 'Do you

think those fellows are going to church?'
'No, sir,' Bob was forced to covfess
'Now, Bob, it's this way. When old Mrs.

.O1mstead drives by, every body knows she is

bound for church, going early, too, so she

cqn get ber lame foot propped up cormfort.
ably before many get there. But whon a

wheelman goes by, cverybody does not know

he is bound for church, in fact, the supposi-

tion is against that. I like to please you,
however, and Ill tell you what I'lFdo'.' -If
you'll hang - placard on your back with
the wor'ds on it," I am on my way to

church," in large letters, ao all can read It.

I'll say "Yes," and you may ride the wheel.

But until It-is more common ta go*to ser-

(By Mrs. Helen H. Farley.)

Two grey-haired men were walking- along
the street, one of them carrying a bouquet'
of beautiful fragrant flowers.

'Wait a minute,' said the latter as he
stopped before a small cottage and rang the
bell. A little girl opcned the door. She
smiled as she took the flowers. 'I know who
they're for,' she said, 'they're for 'gran'ma.'

'Yes,' assented the giver, 'with my love.'
'Well, I do declare,' observed his friend,

as they passed on. 'You surprise me, I had
no idea you went around leaving flowers
and your love wfth old ladies.'

'Just with one old lady,' laughing. 'You
see, it is this way. When I was a boy, this
dear old lady's son and I were chums. We
were going away to school. I was an or-
plan. I left the bouse, where I had been
boarding, with a heavy heart. No one cared
tht I was going away, no one would miss
me.

'I stopped for Dan, that was my chum's
name, on my way to the station. As I en-
tered the yard, he and his mother were say-
ing good-by. Thé liot tears rslied to my
eyes as I saw Dan's mothér kiss him

'Good-by, my boy, God bess you,' I heard
ber say.

'No'one had hissed me. No one had asked
God to bles.s me. Well, God was not bless-
ing me, I said to myself bitterly, and thon
my tears vanished. I felt defiant and set
my lips hard. Then Dan's mother looked
up. She must 'have read my feelings in my
ugly face.

'"Good-by, Davie," she said, gently, hold-
ing out ber hands to me. I knew my face
looked stern and hard. I pretended not to
see the outstretched hands, and I wouldn"t
look into lier face. I was turning away
without a word of farewell, when she called,
oh, so sweetly, I can hear her now, even af-
ter all these years, "Davie, my dear boy,
aren't you going to say good-by to Dannie's
mother? Aren't you, Davie?" I turned and
took ber hands, the loving compassion in
ber voice had won me from myself and my
despair. I held close to ber while she kissed
me. Then gently loosening my grasp of ber
bands, she threw hei arms about me.

'"Good-by, Davie," she said,' "I love you,
too, my boy, and may God bless you.'-

The gentleman's lips quivered.
'The world grew bright .to me thon and

there,' be continued. 'I had something to
live for, and I did my best in school and in
college. Over and over that tender good-by
of Dan's mother rang in my soul. "Good-
by, Davie, I love you, too, my boy, and God
bless you." God has blessed me.'

'Where is Dan?' asked his friend.
'Dàn died six years ago ; that is his little

-girl who came to the door. .It was an awful
blow to the dear old lady when Dan died.
and she bas never been strong since that
dark day. But she has been so good as to tell

me that I bring much sunshine into lier life,
and I thank God that I am able to do so.'-
N. Y. 'Observer.'


