PLEABANT HOURS,

183

November.
BY ALICK CARY,

The leaves are falling and falling,
The winds are rough and wild,
Tho birds have ceased thelr calling,

But let me tell you, my child,

Though day by day, ag it closes,
Doth darker and colder grow,
The roots of the bright rod roses

Will keep allvo in tho sncw.

And when the winter {8 over,
And the boughs will get new leaves,
The quall come back to the clover,
And tho awallow back to the caves;

Tho robln will wear on his bosom
A vest that is bright and new,

And tho loveliest waysido blossom
Will shino with the sun and dew.

Ths leaves to-day are whirling,
Tho brooks are alt dry and dumb:

But lot me tell you, my darling,
The spring will be sure to comeo.

Thore must be rough, cold weather,
And winds and rains so wild;

Not ali good things togother
Comse to us here, my child !

So, when some dear joy loses
Its beauteous summer glow,
Think how the roots of the roses,
Are kcpt allve in the snow !

A BOY S BEST OHUM.
BY BEV, LEANDER 8. KEYSEER.

** There comes the boy who helps his
mother wash dishes! Heo! he

A loud shout went up from the three
boys standing on the ghaded lovee of the
river. It was Jim Lake who made the
Jeering remark, and as he uttered the
taunt, he pointed toward a halt-grown
boy who was approaching.

This Yoy was Walter Westcott. His
face was un honest, manly one, although
just now it was flushed, while his eyes
gleamed with something 1ike anger.
Still, he held back tho retort that had
almost sprung to his 1ips.

“Yes, en’ he sweeps the house, too,
for his mother, ha! ha " gcoffed Hal
Bigsby,

* And he helps his mother to wash the
clothes ¥ sald Roy Limbert.

By this time Walter bad come near the
group. Thelr guying hurt his feolings.
ior he was a sensitive boy, but he tried
to control his anger.

“Well, is 1t any disgrace to help my
mother 2 he asked, his eyes flashing a
little.

“It's girl's work !
Jeered Hal.
work !

* But my mother has no girls to help
her,” replied Walter, stoutly. “1t 1
didn't help-her, she'd have to do all the
housework aloue, and that would be too
hard for her.”

“0Oh, he's mamma’s boy! mamma’s
boy ! mamma's boy !" sang Jim Lake,
when he could not answer Walter’s argu-
ments,

It was no use to reason with the young
scoffers, for, you know, there are people.
old and young, who are much more skil-
ful at ridiculing than at reasoning. ¢
Walter bit his lips and kept stiil.  He
might have gone home and pouted. but
he was not that kind of a Loy. Fond
of play and sport like other healthy boys.
he was willlng to bear ridicule rather
than be “at the outs” with the boys of
the neighbourhood.

For an hour he played with the boys,
and all of them had elmost forgotten the
unkind remarks made when Walter
Jjoined the group. He could toss a ball
as well, jump as f27, and run as fast as
any of them, even if he was his * mam-
ma's boy,” znd they could not help ad-
miring bis skill. But in the midst of
the absorbing play a voice was heard
calling:

*'Walter, come ! I need you.”

It was Walter's mother.

*“ Yes, I'm coming, mother, right away,”
‘Walter replicd, throwing down his bat.

*“ 0Oh, don't go " coaxed Jim:

“No, don't I' added Roy. *We're hav-
ing so much fun !”

“ Mother needs e, boys,” responded
Walter, firmly, starting toward the house.

Then the three boys began to jeer at
Walter, calling him all kinds of names,
and even hurling a number of rocks after
his retreating form. Their remarks
stung him, but ke dld not turn or hesi-
tate.

“ Why are the boys meking fun of you,
‘Walter 7 asked his mother.

“ 1 don't Iike to tell you, mother,” an-
swered Walter, flushing crimson.

«But 1 think I ought to know. 1It's
nothing, Ym sure, that you necd to be
sshamed oL*

It's girl's work !"
* I'd be ashamed to do girl's

* No, indeed. Well, they were making
fun of me because I help you with your
ho.uaework. They call it girl’s work.”

“Oh! that fa the trouble, Is 1t? I
hope, Walter, you won't let such thlogs
Lurt your feelings 1t fs no disgrace to
belp your moter, my boy.”

I know that, mother. It would be a
diagrace not to help you when yo1 need
;!ga:o’ fmt!lc%ld 1'd hbel ashamed to eat a

n't he
woslc” P you with your

“You aro a brave boy, Walter.,” sald
Mrs., W.'aetco!.t. the toars glistening In her
cyes. “If it wasn't for you, I'd have to
hire & girl to help me, and you know 1
couldn’t afford to do that. But now, lot
me tell you something. The other day
Mrs, Lake praised you to tho skies. She
sald you were such a manly boy, a real
young gentleman, because you helped
your mother and wouldn't swear or lio or
do anything elso that's dishonourable.
And then she complalned bitterly about
her own boy, Jim, who's just been mak-
Ing fun of you. She sald he refused to
do anything for her, and he was 20 rude
and cross at home that sbe could hardly
get along with him at all. Now, do you
think that's manly ? 1Isn't it a good deal
tnore manly for you to help your mother
than to be such a disobedicnt boy I

Walter's faco brightened. Mo had got
8 new ldea of maniiness. Then a holp-
g:dthought came to his mind, and he

It isn’'t & bad idea for a boy and his
mother to be chums, i it
. His mother laughed hesartily at the

cute ” saying, and agreed with him.

You wouldn't belleve, boys, how it helps
a lad to be much in the company of his
mother, who, in her owa way, can teach
him many a useful lesson. This was
proved In Walter's case a few weoks
later. It was a pleasant evening, and
Walter had gone out to the levee to take
a walk and sec the sun set. Presently
those three boys, Jime Lake, Hal Bigsby,

and Roy Limbert, came along. It was
Just growing dark.
** Hello, Walter,” sald Jim. “ Come

along with us.
some fun.”

‘“ Where are you golng ?” Waiter asked,

‘* Sure you won't tell?”

‘“Of course not! I'm not a news-
paper.”

“ Well,” whispered Jim, “ we're going
to make a raid to-night on old Farmer
Burbank's meclon patch. Come along.
We'll have a big haul.”

Walter's very first thought was hls
mother. He had been with her so much
in the work about the house that he knew
just how strongly she would disapprove
of theft of any kind. He never hesitated
for & moment.

“I wouldn't go with you for a thou-
sand dollars,” he said, stoutly.

‘0Oh, come along !

‘“ Not a step.”

“ Mamma’s boy ! mamma’s boy ! guyed
Jim, “You're afrald to be out ot doors
at night.”

“I'm not, but I am afraid to steal.
a disgrace.”

“All right. Go on home to your
mother, and let her put you in your little
trundle bed. But mind you don’t cheep
a word about what I've told you.”

“I'm not a telltale any more than I'm a
thief,” Walter flung back, as he walked
away.

The next day there was great excite-
ment in the neighbourhood. The fol-
lowing paragraph from one of the even-
ng papers of the city will explain the
cause of the excitement :

“ Last night three of our city boys
went out to tke country on a foragicg cx-
pedition. It turned out rather sadly for
them. Their intention was to make a
raid on Farmer Burbank’'s melon patch;
but the old farmer was prepared for such
customers; he bhad hired a couple of
deputy-policemen to watch tho patch.
Scarcely had the boys began to roll the
luscious melons into thelr cacks before
they were seized by the burly sguards,
borne trumphantly to town and plgced
snuyly in the lock-up. To-day thelr pare
ents have refused to pay a cent of bafl
for the young pilferers, and so they are
destined to pine for a couple of weeks {n
gaol. The names of the three thleving
urchins are Jim Lake, Hal Bigsby, and
Roy Limbert.”

That evening Walter and his mother
were discussing the mnatter while they
were washing the supper dishes,

“1'd a good deal rather be here wash-
ing dishes than be in the lock-up whero
Jim and Hal and Roy are,” sald Walter.
“ Do youn know, mother, that those boys
wanted me to ¢o with them last even-
ing "

“ And why ¢&idn’t you go ?” questioned
Mrs. Westsott, with shining eyee.

‘Walter's tace falrly glowed as he re-
plied : “ Because a boy whoss bost chum
l& hif" mother couldn't do anything like

at !

We're golng to have

It’s

You may depend upon it, the thres
** guol birds,” as they were called for a
lopg time after their release, naver guyed
Walter Weitcott agaln for helping hls
mother.~Zion's herald.

THE OLD B8APSON.
BY HRLEN KENT.

“Hello, down thsre. What are ¥ou
d~eaming about 1" called a cheery volce
from the top of a crabbed old apple-tree,
whose scanty branches swaycd beneath
the cpeaker's welght.

“Why, Rob Jernings, what are 7ou in
tho top of that treo for T It will break
with you.”.

‘1l risk 1, lttle girl. What were
you looking for in that hole?*

“A bird's nest. 1 was surc I saw a
woodpocker fly out of there.”

* The old sapson {5 about gono,” sald a
pleasant volce, It was a noble treo when
I was a boy, but we 2re going down to-
gother. There Isn't a tree on the old
placo I care so much about. It has
quite # -stty history of my boylish days.'”
1t.::“ 1s it, grandpa ? ‘Tell us about

The old man glanced above him,
righted his spectacles, and looked agaip.

“Come down, you Young monkey.
You'll b5 tumbling on our heads noxt.”

In an instant Rob was on tho ground,
and in another he had brought a chair
and placed his grandfather in it.

“ Here, GQem, I8 a place for you,” and
the roguish boy seated upon the grass
pulled his sister down 1into his lap.
* There, grandpa, we're ready.”

*Oh, I don’t know as it is anything
you will care for, children, but when i
sr.w little Gem standing there so bright
e.0d cheery, it remizded me of another
little malden, with eyes as bright and
cheeks as red, who stood in that same
spot fifty vears ago, trying to decido a
hard question.

“You see, 1t was not as easy getting
about in those days as it is now. and
when Cousin Jennle came up from tho
city to make us a visit she usually stayed
all summer.

*“Thero were no girls in our family,
and five great nolsy boys kept things
pretty lively. We did try to act a little
less like bears when Jennle was here,
for she was one of those girls who, it &
fellow had done a rude thing, would
make bhlm feel ashamed of it, without
saving a word or even looking at him.
I ugsed to wonder how sheo did it, but as
1 took back now, I see that she really
did not do anything except to be what she
waunted us to be.

**She wasn't one of the still kind by
any means. A game of ball or tag was
quite as enjoyable to her as to us, and a
romp In the flelds was her 2special de-
light. In fact the greater part of her
time was spent in the garden, hay-fleld
or potato-patch, or wherever we hoys
were obliged to be.

** Mother used to declare that she was
the brownest one in the lot, but she wns
as pretty as a picture for all that, and
there wasn't one of us but would have
lain down and allowed her to walk over
us it it would have added to the little
lady’s pleasure.

* But one day g great trouhle came to
our little favourite. I never knew ex-
actly what it was, for we boys were not
called to family onuncil. We oply
learned that Jeonle had a letter from
home under cover to mother, who was
to read it before delivering. That some
dreadfut thing had happened I was cer-
tain, when I found Jchnle one afternoon
under the old sapson, crylug as If her
heart would break,

“ 1 saw at a glance that it was a sor-
row too deep for words, but, boy-fashior
I offered clumsy consolation Ly climbing
the tree and bringing from the topmost
branches the ripest and reddest apples.”

“*You are 8o good,’ she sobbed, *but
I can't cat them. Ob, Jimmy, do you
koow I am golng away, never {0 come
back ?

““No, T didn't know any such thing,’
I blurted out. *Who is golng to hin-
der, I'd like to know ?’

“<] am, Jimmy"’

“*You? Don't you like to como here,
Jennfe ?*

“‘Like to ¥ and then the pretty face
hid ftself upon my shoulder, and, not
knowing what else to do, I drew her
down into my lap, as you are heolding
little Gem, Rob, and ran my fingers
through her brown curls

“+Mamms told me.’ sl.. went on after
awhile, ‘that T might decide it myself.
1 can stay in this beautiful placo and be
auntle’s little girl always, or I can go
back to mamwma and begin work in oae
of the shops.’

“ “Yon, go to work in a shop ¥ I almost
screamed. ‘You who have never done
snything bnt play.’

“¢<All the more reason why I should

begin to earn something,' she said wirh
a smile, whirh reminded me of & ray of
sunshine hreaking through a cloud.

“*0Oh, 1 can help manma ever mo
much, and she will have a hard enough
time 1f I do all T ran,” and then the dear
iittle thing told me all she could adout
thelr trouble, leaving me to guess the!
her father had done same dreadful deed,
and had been zent to prison Cor lie, and
that her mother, in order to get away
from the disgrace, for the children’s sake,
wrs going far gway.

** Jennle, being such a little creature.
had becn allowed to dectde whether sha
should go with her mnther, or, remalning
with us, be adopted by my parents and
hrought up as one ut us.

**] came out here to make up my
mind,’ she sald. *'The old sapson lsa
such a noblo fellow, T know he would not
advise me wrong.’

* Asn I look back upon that afternoon, it
scems A Hitle odd to think of that tipy
croaturo belog entruated with so welghty
a matter, but her mother, wise woman
that she was, had no cause to regret the
:ruu she had placed in her little daugh-
er.”

“'Dld she truly go away and never
come back ? cried little Qem, her cyes
filling with tears.

* Yes, sho went thousands of mijes
away. and I have never scen her since,”
replied the old man, but a poculiar ring
in his volco caused both children to look
up

* Just fifty years ago tc-day litile Jen-
nle mado her noble resolve beoneath the
triendly branches of the old sapson, and
1 sometimes wonder if it does nnt long
for her as I have done, but 1t all ts well,
neither of us have much longer to walt.
for Jennie will be here to-night on the
five o'clock tratn from N—"

** Is little Jennio Auntle Morris *** cried
both children in a breath “The one
wiiom papa writes to, so often ?”

*The very same, my dears, Fifty
youra,” the old man addoed dreamily,
“what a long time to waitt But she
will never leave us again until called tn
that country whero there Is no pariing.
I am glad tae old tree is standing.'”

Hi3d MOTHER'S MEDICINE.
BY JOUXN TRUR,

it 18 quite probable that very many
men and women continue to take beer or
wine ag a medicine when they are not
fn need of any drug whatever, and take
such a drink stmply bocause they like it,
and not because they need it.  That waa
the case with a certain lady who had a
very bright ttle boy. She enjoyed her
glass of al. ~t lunch, and another glass
at dinner, and would not deny herself
even for the sake of her buy. Her phy-
sictan said she might continue to tak~
ale or beer medicinally. Ono day, aa
her boy was looking out of the window,
he saw a womsan staggor out of the cor
ner saloon and fall down., He cried
loudly :

“ Ob, mamma, dear, look there! Ser
that woman "

* Yes, dear; sho has fallen down.”

‘“ What is the maiter with her, mam-
ma ?"*

“ 8ha has been drinking too much bear,
darling.”

* Is that what you drink, mamma 2

“ Yes, dear; but you know I take it as
a medicine.”

The child sald no more, but ho evident-
ly was not satisfied with her excuse.

A few days later he came bounding in
the room after a frolic out of doors, his
eyes bright nnd cheeks glowing.

“Oh, mamma !” he exclaimed, “{t 18
such a lovely day and I feel g0 well.
Are you well, mamiaa, dear 17”

‘“Yes. my dear.”

* Are you perfectly well, mamma

“Yes, darling. I am perfectly well”

“Then, what do you take medicine for,
mamma ?**

She could not roply to that question.
She could not tell him the truth that she
took her heer because she craved it.  She
felt condemned for the first time,

The littlo fellow was in earnest, ho eti-
dently wished to cunvert hiz maother, to
make her a total abstainer, for he said -
*“Mamma, if you won’t take any more
beer or ale, I'll give you all my pocket
money, ever cent until I get 10 be a man.”

He looked up Into her face with such
a loving, pleading Jook, that his mother
could not deny his request. The boy
was allowed to keep his money, but his
mother from that day onward stopped
takiog her beer medicine.

From one of the “ L' road stations in
Now ‘Jork, the passengers took Jdown
upon 2 sloping roof, on which £3 pasnted
in large letters: * {Inder tuig roof will
be found the dry goods store of Book-
man & Bock.”



