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PLEASANT EOURS.

The Best of AlL
$Y RDWIX 1. B4iBIN.

fiad 1 my wish, no powerful throne,
I truth, would I oceupy;

Nor wealth possess, nor title own,
Nor travel at will—not L

A boy I'd be, whose treasures are
in the guise of ball and kite,

A% hote rambles by day may tnke him far,
But back to his mother at night.

A boy, with a loug, long look ahead.
And p past 80 short and near,

That at night, while drowsy-cyed In bed,
All ho has done Is clear.

The brook he waded, the fish he caught,
Tho fun in the wind ana cold—

With a morrow at hand which surely

oug
Fresh pieasutes in store to hold.

So short a past, that the rosy hours
Quito blot frum the sight the gray.
And the futuro is vnly & mass of flowers

Growing from day to day.
White the world of the present has won
ders more,
Than oyes have timo to see,
With creek and meadow and woud to ex

ploro,
And citles beyona the lea.

Tis reserved for a lad of ten, (ndeed,
To encounter lon and pard,

And Indlans £ght, and rescues lead,
In the depths of his own back yard.

With many another source of foy
No older head may ken—

I'm certain it's better to be & boy
Than oven the greatest of men
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the man on the log, the squirrel present-
fy mado a dash from tho tree, scurried
up on my friend's stoulder, bounded to
the carth again, and ran off “laughing.”
my friend says, “as distincily and mer-
rily as ever 1 heard any human belng
laugh.” In two or threo minutes he was
vack ngain frisking about my friend’s
fect, and ending up by perching on the
100 of his boot and chattering amiably to
aim —New York Observer

*WRITE TO MY MOTHER."

When we arrived at the tencment in
Cathorlne Strect that night, wo found
him in o miserable bed, fu the Afth
floor, back under tho roof

He had been kaotked down by a truck
on Canal Street that afternoon, and the
ambuiatce had borne hlm to his lodg
ing: soon as it appearcd—t 3

The detective trlmmed tho candle, re-
) airanged the (luthes on the bed, and
| ohuuk up the ieeble fire In the stove.

\ You arc so kind,' he whispered
fanlly, and 1 knuw jyou will grant my
wish 7

” Write— a—letter- to—""

Then the strong man sat himself dowa
besido the table, and beneath tho splutter
of the candle, held his sheet of paper and
his pen,

“ 8ay,” ho murmured, “ say that—*"

Then we waited a long time.

“Say that I never for—forgot—them."

* That you liavo never forgotten them,”
and the pen raced on with death.

Ho stared Into the alr and & glassy
look grew in his eyes.

“ And—that~I-—am--coming—home.”

“And that you are coming home
egaln,  Yes, my boy, yes.”

Tho pen raced on, but swifter still sped
death,

* And—that — my- mother —should—
not—weep, but—-"

* Yes, yes"

Ah, how the pen sped on, with death
so near at hand !

“ And tho address—where does your
mother llve ?”

" She lives fn—*'

We heard the death-rattle in his throat,
we heard the sobbiug of the wind out-
side, we felt that strange glamour, the
creeping lack-lustre in his vacant
glance, and we knew that another soul
had slipped forth In the dark unknown,
unwept of men, but numbered with his

God.
Next day) he was burled in Potter's
Field

The unfinished letter to his mother
was placed upon his breast.

BRBAKING HOME TIES.
BY ALICE S. PREEMAN.
“The traln leaves at 9.02
hurry breakfast, Meg.”
“Somehow 1 can’t do a thing thils
1 go to the pantry, and when

Better
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LITTLS NEIGRSOURS.

My observation teaches me that birds,
especlally, are perpetually hungering for
and seeking the love and companionship

of man.

Last fall thers was a gparrow that
came two or three times a day and
perched on the sill of the open pantry
window, just to be chirped to by my
wito. Ho was not physically bungry.
for he seldom touched the crumbs we
threw bim—it was his Iliitio heart that
was hungry, I think.  He wouid always
coms at such times as my wife was ac-
customed to be {n tho pantry, and light-
ing on the st would give a little shrill,
interrogatory chirp as much as to say *
« Good morning. How are you to-day "
Then my wife would chirp back to him,
and he would flutter his little wings with
-delight, bopping back and forth and an-
swering bor talk with language as full
of gratitudo and affection as any I ever
heard, It was conversation well worth
Hstening to, &nd often tho whole bouse-
hold has xtood, o pleased and smiling
audlence, Just outside the pantry door.

A friend of mine, while tramplng along
a mountaln road last summer, sat down
to rest on a log by tho wayside.  Pres-
cntly a bright-oyed red squirrel came
+ hitching” down the trunk of a Spruco
near by. to bar
overy fow feet. My friend mumply sat
still and watched the litte fellow.
Growing boldor, or, rather, as i explaln
it. more assured of the disposition of

| get there forget what it is I want.
Where Is mother 2"

“ Upstatrs, packing the satchel.”

" Poke the fire a little, will you,
father ? I want to mix up some johnny-
cake for Dick. It is tho last he'll have
for goodness knows how long.”  And
Meg brushed away a tear Witk the cor-
ner of her apron.

“ Where i8 he, father 2"

“Qut in the barn.”

Yes, Dick was out in the barn, with
his arm around the neck of a llttle gray
colt, Nac.

*J wisk I wasn't going,” he muttered,
looking through the barn window at his
dovecot, 1 didn't think it woun]d be
so hard. Baut I can't stay out here, for

time {is almiost gonme. Good-bye,
Nan," and for a moment his head rested
agatost the sliky mane, * Good-bye,
Non. Pl come back some day;” and
with a last look around the old familiar
barn he went out. Just outside, in spite
of the protests of tho bristling mother
hen, he stopped and looked at the brood
of downy chicks. Then the pretty Jer-
sey calf, Dlck’s favourite, claimed his at-
tentlon. The blg eyes had a mournful
look, Dick thought, as ho stroked the
soft neck. * Pretty Boss,” he murmured.

But he must hurry on, for Dick loved
every living thing on the farm, and his
time was short’in whick to say good-bye.
Nothing seemed forgotten, and he had
just completed the rounds when Meg
called him to breakfast,

“How much time bave I, father ?"
asked Dick as he entered.

* An hour and a half. Sit down. Call
mother, ¥Meg.”

Just then Mrs, Warren eotered with
the satchel. There was a lock of suf-
fering on her face as sho crossed the
room and stood behind Dick's chalr. She
did not cry, but only leancd her head
down against his, and her arms went
around hig neck.

*Mother I whispered  Dlek

in a

choked volee, while Meg gently pushed
a chalr clese beslde Dick’s.  For a 10-
went no one spoke, But these last mo-
ments were too dear to the mother's
heart for her to glve way to griet now,
#0 sho took Meg’s chalr with a smile.

After all, breakfast Is quite a cheery
mwl, nnd Meg brought blushes ofcen to
Dick’s cheeks as she gave him hints
about designing girls.

Then the neighbours dropped In, ecach
with a word of advice or of good will,
and wished him Godspeed. Old Aunt
Martha was the Isst to come, aud Dick
was loath to Jet her go agaln, for ho felt
In the happy days of his return Aunt
Martha would not be with them, Her
ship was almost in the haven, and Dick’s
heart was heavy as he watched her plek-
ing her way across tac flelds toward her
home,

st last they wera all gone, end.nothe
ing was loft but to say good-bye. The
trunk had already been carrled to the
waggon.  Meg sits by the window with
ner hand on Guess's head. FPoor Guess,
what will he do without his master ?
Al the morning he had been Dicks
shadow, and his eyes fastened on Dick's
face with a look which plainly sald:

Take me with you.”

“Well, time to go, Dlck,”” satd Mr.
Warren, as he picked up the satchel

Mrs, Warren looked quickly at the
clock, " 'Why, no, father; not for ten
wlnutes yet*

“1 leave at 902, you know, mother,”
Dick cxplsined.

" And you must go now ?” She was
at his side in an instant, and, putting
her hands on his shoulders, gazed up
Into his face as though she would never
look away. Just so she looked when
she bent over Jamie's lttle cofin and
kissed him for tho last time. A lookx
which sought to fix his face In her mind
for ever, and at the same time pierce the
future, and see What it held for her boy.
Dick longed to comfort her. His beart
was almost breaking, yet he could only
stand there awkwardly holdlng-his hat.
Ho was not looking at his mother, but
off into the distance, and was struggling
hard to keep back the tears, In his boy-
1sh heart ke believed that to show any
emotion was unmanly, yet how he longed
to tell that dear, hard-working little
wmother how much he lovea her, and how
nard it was to leave her!

But Mr. Warren-was calling from the
waggon, and after one last good-bye Dick
was gone.

In the farmhouse that night a silent
figure stole Into the south room under
the eaves and kuelt by the bed. The
moonlight, streaming in through the
open window, lighted up the disordered
room and the tumbled bed. Evidently
nothing had been touched there that day.

Far away the same moon was looking
down upon a young boy staunding on the
forward piotform of the traln speeding
castward: The world was before him,
and-he was looking manfully through his
tears into the future.

‘Breaking home ties ? No, thank God;
they are not broken. It may be some
cbance word or look- which .wilt bring
back to the poor wanderer the dear old
farm, that father leaning over hig Bible,
or the mother's loving face, and with the
rush of mewmory will come, too, the old-
time thoughts and desires,

* No! the tie Is never broken, the chaln
is only lengthened;
the tle
That binds tho heart to home.”
—Northwestern.

A GOOD INVESTMENT.
BY MBS, A. B. C. MASEELL.

John and Jares Roding were twins,
‘fouricen years of age. Their father was
very wealthy  On overy birthday they
expected a rich present from him. A
weex before they were fourteen they were
talking over what they most wanted

“1 want a pony,” sald James,

“ And what do you want, John 7' asked
his father

“A boy”

A boy'!" gasped his father.

“Yes, sir. It dom’t cost much more
}o’kecp a boy than it does a horse, does
e

“\Why, no,” replled his father, still

very much surprised.

“And I can get a boy for nothing, to
vegin with”

*Yes,” replied his-father, hesitatingly,
*1 suppose go."”

*“Whby, papa, I know so. There are
tots of 'em running around without any
home."

* Oh, that's what you are up 0, I8 it ?
‘Want to tuke a boy to bring up, do you 1"

**Yes, sir, it would be a great deal bet-
ter than the St Bernard dog you were
golng to buy me, wouldn't it 7 Tou see,

my Dboy could go about with
me, Pplay with ms, and do all

' word “ now.”

kinds of nice things for me-and |
could do nice things for him, too, couldn’y
1?7 Ho could go to school and 1 could
help him with his examples and Latin,’

“'Fxamples and Latin ? God bless the
boy, what is he alming at ?* and Judge
Roding wiped the sweat trom his bala

head,

1 know,” lnughed James. ‘' He's al-
ways up to something like that. I'll bet
a dollar he wants to adopt old drunken
Pete's son.”

“Is that so, John 7"

“Yes, papa; "cause ho Is running about
tho strects as dirty and ragged as he can
be, and old Peto don’t care a cent about
him, and he's n splendid Loy, father,
He's just as smart as can be, only he
can't go to school half the time, ‘cause
ho hasn't anything decent to wear.”

* How long do you want to keep him?”

*Untll ho gets to ba a man, father."

“And turns out such a man as old
Pete 7

“No danger of that, father. He has
slgued the pledge not to drink intoxi-
cants, nor swear, nor smoke, and he has
helped me, father, for when I have want
ed to do such things he has told me
that his father wr onco a rich man’s
t;? and just as promising as James and

“Do you mean to tell me that you
ever feel lke doing such things as drink-
ing, swearing, smoking and loafing ?"
asked his father, sternly.

“ Why, papa, you don't know half the

boys have a Why
boys ot our set swear and smoke and
drink right along when nobody seces
them.”

“Don't let me ever catch you dolng
such things.”

““Not now, father, I think, for I am
{rying to surrender all—every vice, every
bad habit, unnecessary pleasures. I
don’t see how 1 could enjoy & dog or a
pony when I knew a nice boy suffering
for gomo of the good things I enjoy ™

“You may have the boy, John, anc
may Gdd bless the gitt.”

And God did bless the gitt.  John
Roding grew up to be a much better mm
because of the almost constant com
panionship of drunken Pete’s son, and
as for the drunkard's boy, everything he
touched seemed to prosper. John and
James’ mother sald It was becauso God
had said, “When your father and mother
forsnke you, then will the Lord take you
up.”  The Lord had taken up drunken
Pete’s son and he couldn’t belp prosper-

ng.

Fred Rodicg not only lifted up his
own fallen family, but became as much
of a* prop for Judge Roding’s family.
“ Higs delight was In the law of the Lorc
He was like a tree planted by the rivers
of ?t'er. and whatsoever he di4 rou-
pored.’

THE LITTLE WORD “NOW."

Canon Wilberforce tells a pathetic
story illustrating the force of the lttle
It was of a miner who,
hearing the Gospel preached, determined
that if the promised blessing of imme-
diate salvation were Indeed true, he
weuld not leave the presence of the min-
jster who was declaring ft until assured
of ita possession by himself. He walted,
<onsequently, after the meeting to speak
with &g minister, and ia his untutored
W .

2y :

' Didn’t ye say I could have the blestin”
now 7" -

“Yesmy friend"”

“Then pray with me, for I'm not golng
awa’ wi'hout it.”
They did pray, these two men, unti!
tbe wrestling miner heard silent words
of comfort and cheer. .
“I've got it now ! cricd the miner,
his face reflecting the oy within; “I've

Bot it now

The next day a frighttul accldent oc-
curred at the mines The same minls-
ter was called to the scene, and among
the men, dead and dying, was the quiver-
ing, almost breathless, body of .the man
who only the night before, big and
brawny, came to him to know it salva-
tion could really be had now for tte ask-
Ing. There was but a fleeting moment
ot recognition between the two ere the
miner’s soul took fight; but in that-mo-
ment ho had time to say, in response to
the ministers sympatby, “Oh, I don’t
mind, for I've got it'—I've got it t—it's
mine ! Then the nzme of this poor

man went into the sad list of the
“ killed.” - .

In = Glasgow Sunday-school one Sun-
day the lesson bore on the land of
Canaan, where it is ken of as a land
flowlng with milk and honey, -

*“YWhat do you think a !and flowing

with milk and honey would bo like?”
asked the lady teacher.

“It would be awfu’ sticky,” responded
a-'wee chap-at the toot'of the.class:”™ ¢ ~




