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tion for yon, which you are conscious of being
best fitted to do, It is almost better o chonse
the wrong work than pot {9 begin any, To
Joinge and loiter theough life has not only an
nn=pueakadble haseness with it, but it is environ-
ed with the subtlest dangers" Ttis to be hoped
that thexe wise and loving counsels will be
seattered throughout the land, for if thereis one
eanker more than another that is ruining cur
Faglish charaeter, trade and  prosperity, it is
the ever-inereasing dislike of presistent, honest
work.

Family Department.

AUTUMN LEAVENS.
BY GEORGYE L. CROCKET.
Theswlthered eaflcts fole and tall
Before theeaatumn ez
Preely Hiey ghve thefe e o all
Ut e phrent trees,
Their perfeet worke performed, they e
Contented at ibs elose, todie,

They kought nar inrash pride to stanl,
Faeh separate Jearalone,

Sat grew together, prowd thele hiindd
O1 brotherhood 1o own,

While every tiny sell wis lost—
Allby o grenter seltengrossed.,

And so, when all was tindshed, Goil
The witnean glory gave,

And shool theny down upon the sodd
Untongatet gravae;

Confented when thelr course was rin
L nilo Ws elose, with s Well dome”

Al pre not we ns atamn lepves
Lipon the prrent Vine,

Where vach frrom one dear henrt receives
L slore of Hie's rieh wine,

Aldding mst with one dear Iriend

Apd resting with Hun In theen o

s ours (o llve fn elosest tes
O holy Yot o,
S walking on where shuty Jles,
fov bz ntd doing sl
Kneeling before aone nling throte
Al owntug one dear Nue alone,

O thas o live TS sunomer through
Vit the sl come
To dondenth’s wlorvles, Lae on hae,
Then stlently Qoat hone
Lok nutuimn baves vne Hie to shnre,
And nutunmm's beightest robes to wene ?
—~Llvfug Chureh.
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“Hoere's your ginger-beer, mum,” suid the
ervand-hoy, daying the piece of wood on the
Kitehen window.sill,

Mrs, Manda put the wood (o her lips, and
deained mvomaginary delicions draught, simacleed
her lips, and told theervand boy that * that “ere
ginger-beer s first-rate, and tell your master
' endl and pay him to-morrow.”  Then she
took her red arnes ot the window-~ill, and went
back to her work, toallappearances groatly ro.
treshed,  Click went the Iateh of the side door
leading into the yawd, s elatter of merry voices,
and Guy, Rose, Flsie, and Banee burat in upon
them,

“Soven and o half minntes past six, " eried
Julie, pnning to meet them, all trace of vexa-
tion and reseniment gone.

“Seven nnd w half minutes past six ? You're
sure, Julie 7 Phat last sentence was only
aomatter of form, By George! 1 stavted them
at sixexuctly, They've done itinseven minutes
and o half, banee, What - splendid - ehaps !
Whow, whew, YWhew, whow Whistled Guy,
woing ap to the voach-house, which he had furne
ol inte o disst-rato dovecot, © Whew, whew,
whow, whew!”

The pigeons know his whistle; it was his call

to them. Ttwas pretty to see twenty to thirty
birds come fluttering round and about him with
no sigrn of fear. )

And Emperor, perhaps to show off after his
recent oxploit, suid, *Coothdra-con! Cooth
dra-coot”  And Joan curt-ied and spread her
tuil.

“ Chubbie! Poft 1" ealled anntie, coming to
the door ; < time for you to get to bad.”

And the grocer's and errand-boys’ fuces fell,

CHAPTER III
ELSIE'S BTORY —SUNDAY,

The next morning was Sunday. At first T
thought it was Monduy,and wole up with a pang,
Monday was always the worst day at School,
chiefly, Iilare suy, because it came directly after
a half holiday on Saturday and along, delicions
thay on Sumbiy.  So 1 woke up with a pang;
but the hall clock was striking seven, und no
sound of Manda came stumping up the stairs,
Shie was punctual to the minute with our hot
water on week-days; on Sundays wodid not get
up till hall-past seven, Thou [ remembered
with a sigh of relie] and turned over on the
other side, when Rose opened her eyes.

“Nunday, Rose” I saiil,

“ Jow delicions ' Rose marmured, and shut
her eyes aguin,

Weall loved Sunday; Tt was such a peaceful
time.  There wits no hurry-skurry and rushing
about the place, and banging about books, and
tearing ol to school.  We dressed quictly, and
had our breakfust in peace, and had choenlate
instead of cotlee on Sunday morning always,

Of course we wont 1o ehurch—Chubbie and
Puft and all. A mission chapel it was, built
just above the village, and only three minutes
and whalf away from our house.  Auntie said
it was a great convenience; and o, indeed, it
was, for thenearest church after that was quite
two miles to walk,

It had only one cracked bell, that went
“Pinkaty-tink ! tnkkary-tink 1" and the seuts
were harvd and nneomtortable ; but our clergy-
man was steh adear ol man, and he preached
such splendid sermons, that every one in the
villzge came to hear him, and Jots of outside
people also from the town, some walking & mile
and o half even on a drizzling day.

We used {0 have o cold dinner on Sunday 5
s that Manda neal not have much work todo ;
amd in the afternoon Manda went out with pink
roses in her hat, and wallked about with a young
man,

Then auntie xat in the drawing-room and read.
Poor auntie! [ think Sunday was the only
timo she had to read.  Amnd we all went to our
play-room, becnuse wo thougsht it was the nicest
room in the house.  Not that it really was, be-
ciuse it was sinall and dark, but we liked it the
Lost, and always preferred to =it there, 1t was
a funny little room right at the back of the
house, on the ground floor.  Une window toolked
outinto the yard, and the other window looked
into the eoach-house,

Auntie said that when the louse was first
built the room was meant for a conchman, but
as wo had no conchman—und he would have
beon of no use if wo had, as we did not keep a
arringe or hovse—we used the room for our
play-room instead, and the window we liked to
look out of best was the one looking iutq the
coach honse,  TFor Guy kept his pigeons in the
couch-house, and had tixed little boxes for them
all along the walls.  Grovers’ boxes they were
mostly—the ready made doveeots were so dear
to buy—but Gy used to divide them in two
with a shelt’ of wood, to make a top and bottom
story, with a litdo ledge standing out tor the
pigeons to {ly on betore they went to their nests ;
and then he painted them over with a bright

{:l‘ctly greon, and a narrow steip of white us a-

ordor to the doorway.
Mr. Tozer, round the corner, sometimes sent

the groceries in & fine large box, with a messuge
that the box was a present for Guy., We |
liked Mr. Tozer, He was a very nice man, ..
kept the largest grocer’s shop in the villuw.
and auntie generally got her things from there,

Guy had wire-netted oft the front of the concl,.
house with the cunningestlittle trap door for the
pigeons to goout and come in by ; and sone.
times a quarrelsome old fetlow would take his
position there, and flap out his wings and zhow
ficht if any other pigeon wanted to go out o
come in, (ruy had a string tied to a nail wlher
he could reach it throngh the play-room window,
and by just pulling the string he could open or
shut the trap door as he liked.  So we Jikel
looking out of that window best; and as it L
alow wide »ill, Puft and Chubbie were always
perched up there.

Perhups we did not wateh the pigeons quite
50 much on Sunday afterncois, because Rose
used to read uloud tous. I liked Rose's read-
ing—everybody did ; she went smoothly alan,
and didn’t stumble and irip over her words, She
had an interesting voice, and whenevershe came
to exciting parts even Chubbie and Puft opened
their mouths wido and would look at her insted
of ut the pigeons.

Sometimes, when her voice got tired, she
would puss the book to me, and L would get very
ved in the face, and go stump, stamp, along,
till Guy wouald cry—

“Oh! stop that humbug ; pass it on to me.”

And then he would clear his thvont very lowd,
and get on pretey well; butif'he did read betrer
than I, he could not read as well as Rose; and
in a little while the book would come back 1o
her, and we would all give asigh of relief.

There wasa round table in the middle, and
no carpet on the floor; only a large hairy rug
before the fireplace, and Chubbie and Puft were
always twisting their fingers in the hairy stuit
and drageing handfuls out) so the boys said the
rug was like an old moulting fowl.

There were two easy-ehinirs, one on each =ide
of the fiveplace, and against the wall a big old-
fashioned sofn with a head at each end, andu
farge press where we kept our Iesson-hoolks
and other sorts ol things; no curtiains, beeause
they would have mude the rovm darker—oniy
Llinds; but it was the cosiest placo imaginable,
and we loved 1o hear the pigeous flapping their
wings, and coving softly to cach other.

Twsummer, on Sandays, Bose {ay on one halt
tho sofa and 1 on the other, and Guy and lance
had the cusy chairs. Chubbie nnd Puil ool the
wile window-zent, where they could look at the
pigeons if the reading was too dry ; and Jahe
generally curled herself on the hearthrug, with
her head aguinst Guy’s knee, and he uzed to
play with her hair till it got into frightfal tan-
gles.  But Julie did't mind ; she liked the feel-
ing of somebody stroking and tonching her hair,
which neither Rose nor L could ever put up
with,

But in winter, when it was eold) we all hud-
dled together on the rug, and leaned aguinst
each other’s bueks, and scorehed vur faces near
the fire, and told stories or read alowd,

The ** Inquisitives™ were the greatest nai-
sance we had to put up with, ard we had to put
up with them every second Su duy. Their names
were really Morley.~Sidney and Harry Morley--
but we always eatled them by ourselves the  In-
quisitives ;" and Mr. and Mrvs, Morley were just
as bad. :

They were the most inquisitive’ people you
could ever come ueross ; they were alwuys ask-
ing questions about things that did not concern
them at all, and poking their noses into other
people’s aftairs,

“Where are you going 7" and * What for ?”
and “Why ?7 till we got sick of it, and turned
down another road whenever we saw any of the
Morleys coming along.

Mr. Morley was a rather handsome old gentle-
man,with a shaven chin and neat white whiskers,
and a big hooked nose, Ilewasone of them that



