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Litlle Bessie.
THY WAY IX WHIK 28¥ aFNLL ASLE S

Hea e closer, Jeser mother.
Put your wimrs aroutd o Hght,
T am old wnd tived, meother,
And I el 0 stre ge to-night:
Something huety me here, dear maiber,
Like » stone spou my breass,
Oh ! 1 wouder, mother, mother,
Why it i# I cannot veat.

Al the day while you were working, .
As { Iay upon my bed,
T was trying to be patient,
And to think of what you said,—
How the kind sud blessed Jeans
Loves his lamnba to watch and keep,
And I wish he'd conié aud take me,
In kis arms, that I might sleep.

Juak befors she lamp was lighted,
Just before the children came,
When the room was very quiet,
T heard some one vall my name;
All st onsoe the windew epened ;
10 & Seld where lathbe and sheep,—
Some from out & brook were drinking
Some weve lying faat aslecp.

But I tould not xoe the Bavioury
Though I striisel my eyés to scet
And 1 wondered if he saw,
If he'd speak to such as me
In a moment I was Jooking
On a world so bright aod Isie,
AVhich was full of litile children,
And they seemed $0 happy there.

They wers singing, ok ! how sweetly,
Sweeter songs I never heard ;

They were singing sweclee, wmother,
Than cau sing out Yellow bitd.

And while I, my breath wis holding,
One, »0 bright, upon ne amiled,

And I koew it must be Jesus,
When he said, ** Come here, my chitd.”

s Comte up here my little Bossie,
Cotie up here and lve with me,
\Yhete the children wver suffer,
But are happier than you see.”
Then 1 thought of ull youd told me
Of that bright and happy land ;
I was going when you called me,
When you came and kissed my hand.

And at first 1 felt 50 sorry
You had called me, I would go;
Oh 1 to sleep und peter suffer j—
Mother don t be crying so !
Hug me clower, closet mother,
Put your ariis arothd me tight;
Oh, how much Ilove you, mother ;
But I feal so atrange to-nightl

And the mother pressed her closer
To her overburdened breast ;
On the hears 30 near to breaking
Lay the heurt a0 noar ite rest
1n the solemn hour of midnight, .
In the darkness calm and deep,
Lying on her mother’s bosom,
Tittle Bessie fell haloep !
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Have You = Boy to Spare?

Tax saloon must havé boys, or it must shut up
shop. Oan't you furnish it onst It is a great
factory, and unless it can gut 9,000,000 boys from
each generation for réw material, some of these
factoriss must close out, and its operatives must be
thrown on s vold world, sad the public revenue
will dwindle. i

“Wanted ! 2,000,000 beys 1™ is the notice. One
family out ‘of every five must contribute a boy tu
keep up the supply. Will you help? Which of
your boys will it be! The mingtadr of Creéte hed
to have » trireme full of fait maidens wach ywr;
but the Minotiut bt Atherioa démands w city full
of boys eadh year. Are you & fathett Have you
given your. alié to kesp up -the supply for this
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gre it pubbeo o on that sl perg e pay yeor
triom, oo d Wil placrimg public offeuls for yoad!
It not, some. gther ; word ” aud Dk zey'y.

Huve you eontnbuted & 00y ”
fatuity has had to give teove thin its share.  Are
you seifals, voutng tv kxep the saloon open to goed
wp bags, and then Jdoing uothing e keep up the
supply §
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Dick’s Signature,

Larrex Dick Howell was & box who often ser
prised peaple. ‘They vatlod him * Lazy Diek.” be
cause he Toved to get into sunny corners and thiok,
and he was not always ready for such work as Kitle
fellows can do.  But one day he said: “ Pa, T wart
a lot of woney.”

“Yes, Dick, I have knowa other folke wha felt
so. Go to woek, and earn it*

«How 1” asked Dick, who realiy wat in enrnest,
for he longed for a Jittle express cart.

«QOh! weed the garden,” said Mr- Howell, grow-
ing ahsent-miuded, as he often becatie. Heo re-
membered suddenly a business letter he muat write,
and s¢ when Dick said: “ Will you give me a
pentiy for every big weed 1" his father said “«Yeui™

Well, that night Dick amazed his father by pee-
senting him with four huudred big weeds, and
eagerly claiming four dollara Mr. Howell never
broke his word to a child. Hé said he not think
what he was promising, becsuse he knew there
were too niany weeds in his garden for such a bar-
gain; but he paid the money down, and Dick bed
the prettiost cart in town,

Not long after, his father said : “Dick, you and
I cught to have made a written conttuct about
those weeds. IE we had, T should ot have agteed
to such terms as I wade. A man thinks, when he
signs his name.  If X had been dishonouralile, too,
I could have sald I never agreed tc pay you a
pouity & weed, anci you could not have proved that
Idid. You must learn to write ysat nime before
I do any imofe busiress by ocontract with you.
Then we can each sign dut names.

Add so Dick’s iather went oni to tell him that
solemn promises not to be broken wetd made in
writing, and men who broke such promises were
wen whow nobody could trust. .

Dick hated to read, and he could not wiite &
latter, but, after that, he used to climb up on the
wood-shed roof, with his dear little dister Nellie.
She did her best to teach him, and the first word
he ever wrote was “Dick,” and the next was
« Howell.”

Such funny business contracts as Dick made
that year with his father! And such a plle of
nickels as he earned! Hirst, five cents for every
weed that he never forgot to shut a door, and never
glammed it ; ten cents for picking over a barrel of
apples ; and so on, up to a dollar and a half in
shree months. Frery time he sighed a written
contract to what he agreed, or try his very Lest to
doit. How proudly he used to sign < Dick,” with
a big, inky flourish |

When Dick was twelve years old, he was asked
to sign s temperance pledge. He tosk id to hisj
father, who talked it all over with him, and pro-
posed that they sign it together—a contract that
neither would break. Dick did not khow then, nor
until years after, that his father was taking too
much wine. They signed the pledge, Richard
Howell, Senior,” * Richard Howell, Junior,” And
then Dick’s father told him to kueel by his knes,
and, laying his hand upon the boy's head, he prayed
God to help them both to keep the pronise they
bad made,

« You have signed your name & groat imany
tinied, my boy, but never to a paper that moant so
much as this”

.
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w0k L odon't ever wand te drnk, father It
easy o proasse, aud §oolals wewer g back o WY

Years wenk by, Dick grew wp, amd wmany and
many & tins he wis tuepted to ke & glass of
i 0f beer  Ho mever ywided, for be badk sigued
Jie pame, and was va s benour. A few wmors
yeors, and be Dad seen che ovise of druvkeunves
and wai 5o glad of that bovisk pledge—so elad of
a father who wade him feed the sioredues of a

prowmiee,

o

Bits of Fun.

—When lecking for Jodgings ivquire within, or
go without.

—A Prowising Youth—Magistrste (to China-
man)—* What is your cowplaintagainst this youog
man, Jobwt”

Chindman (unable to collect & kundry bill)}—
« He toe mudhee by and by.” .

=% Yo girls want the earth,” wid a State ttreet
father, when oue of bis daughters asked hiw for $6
for 4 Mew jwcket.

 Xo, papa,* said the ingenvous child of twenty,
# 10¢ the oarth—ouly & new jersay.”

—A Manchester fiem having intraduced a type-
writer into their correspondence department re-
ceived a Jeiter from an indiguant cwstomer, saying,

«I wamt you to undotstund that yew needn't
peint letters sent to me. T oant reud weitlag - even
yours—and I dou’t want to be insulted by refloc
tiont o my education.”

-t Why Elsa, arer’t you bathing to-dayt*

“Ng, sir. Mamma won't let me”

«Why nott”

“Why don't you know! The other day a little
girl was drowned while bathing, axd mamma said
then that I coulda't go iuto the water again Wl I
vould awim.”

—Futmer’s wife—1 must harey home; there's
a groat deal to do, for we ate butchering an ox to-
day.*

Professor's wite—~ What ! You don't kill & whale
ox at a time?”

“A boy heseesin henged,” vead Mes. Dassow
from a newipaper. ‘“Well," sha vemarked, “a
sassin’ boy ia & great trial, but I doa't think ke
ought to be hanged for it.”

—A ohild was recently watching a Foung Iady
in Holliston busily talking to a telephone tréns-
mitter. Suddenly the ohild ssid,,

« Who are you talking w0 1"

The lady auswered,

o1 am talking to & man.*

The child replied, .

« Wall, ia must be an awful little man to Jive in
such a sall housd as thas™

—Hare is a apecimen of youthful ingenuousness
in » listle fellow who confessed to some wrong:
dolng. “Paps, X oan yet along well with you and
the rest of the family. 1Ilove you all; but there
is one of ts that I am always having trouble with,
and that ia thia fellow,” painting to himself. Tsis
& great pity that sonte of the brothren who are
aiways in trouble as church mombers cannot seo ax
well what's the watter,

—Five conts apiece for peaches!™ she ex-
claimed aa she retréated & step of two in amase-
ment,

«Yeow'm-five conte.”

« Bug-jsu't that awtult”

“Yos, isther stesp, ma'am, Therefore permit
me to oall your attenlion to thess beautiful Ber
muda onivds, five times wa lavge as o peach—uo pit
in the te, - to take up tooti--and selliug for thtes
ocents each: Might say aig

for 15 cents, ma'sm” 1]



