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Boys and Mothers.
BY SIDNEY DAVRE.

School ont ? Shout, scream, jump, : race, wrestle—
everything by which boys let out their joy at being no
longer quiet !

“Let’s go up the hill for nuts,” was the cry.

“Yes—let's."”

“*You come too, Cliff,'" as one bov worked himself ont
of the small 2rowd just let loose from the country
schoolhouse and went out of the yard:

“No, I can't " .

“Why not? We'll have Inta of fon.”

“1'd like to."”” C'iff cast a longing look wvp the bill
shining with the scarlet and gold of antumn, Very well
he knew the fun of hearing the brown nuts rattle down
an -ccnmpan(;nrni to the shouts.of merry boys.

' “Come oo, then

For a moment Cliff wavered, then braced up

*“No,” be said. ''My mother’ll be looking out for
me. She always feels a little afraid about the bridge, and
if T am pot home just'st the time she gets frightened.”’

“Pshaw!' cried Tom Barnes, with a sniff. *‘As if I'd
be tied to my mother as you sre. I can'tgo up the bill
‘cause my foot hasn’t got over the spraio and it hurts,
But if I counld, I'd go, mother or no mother "’

Cliff was angry, and cst about for something sharp
enough to say.

“Perhavs I would if I had such a mother as yours.”'

““What's that '’ cried Tom, flaming up.

‘1 say,” snewered Cl ff, delighted at seeing the ¢ flect
of ks words, ‘'that if I had such a mother 8s yours I
suppose 1'd do just as you do. But I haven't such a
oue. 1 wouldn't bave a mother who wasn’t worth mind-
wog."’

CNAf had multiplied his words, fiinglog them ount with
more and more relish at Tom's anger, He now turned
and ran away with a langh.

With s shriek of rage Tom started to follow him, but
was soon forced by the pain in his foot to stop. As he
continued to shout his anger after the enemy, the teach-
et came from the schoolbouse and . went towards him.
The other boys were by this time beyond hearing.

* DA you hesr him, Miss Morse? -Did you hrar what
he said 7 1’1l thrash him tomorrow,” doubling up his
fists, till he takes every word of it back. And won't
you punish. him, o)

Well, I don't know,"” said Miss Morse, drawing the

boy to & step and sitting down beside him, ** What did
he sy ? '’
“He said—whv be sald,’ said Tom, inhiv excite.

ment po' really iememberiog what had been ssid,’’ he
said that my mo'hier wasn't a good womsn ™

1 didn't hesr thet, and I could hear it ail through
the open window

* Well, be seid he wonldn’t-
mother ltke mive '

N4 exactly that, either, 1 hestd
woulds t have s mother that was not worth minding
And | don’t Bpow, bat | agree with him, I shounldn't
ke that ®ind myseif ™

* And who says my mother lan't worth mindiog? ™
wssld Tom, eistiing agein

SWell, don't you ? '

o 1 never said snch & thing in my life’

4 Bee bere, Tom,' ' Miss Morse smoothed the boy's
balr snd farpued Bis hot fsce with his hat, ‘don’t you
ver wop o think that there are different ways of saying
thiuge 1hat ou sctions speak s londiy as our words ?

More loudly 1should say, for we can sny what s vot

trus, but what we do shows really what we are snd what

we ihink  Now, bow does anybody know your mother
is worth obeylvg 7 Do they learn it from you } '

Tom stared for & moment st his teacher, then gave a
Jow whistle , Sresat inellence while one new thought
after another crowded upon bis mind.

How d1d anybody know it snybow? Tom had never
reslly intended to be undutiful to his gentle little
mother, who indulged him fsr more than was good for
bim. Now he recalled the morning chores she asked of
bim. 1f he felt like doing them they weredone, but
more often they were lelt for some one else. If there
was nothing '‘up'' smong the boys after school he
beeded her mildiy-expressed wish that he shovld come
bome promptly : otherwise he stayed ont as long as he
plessed. No, certainly, nobody wouid know from him
that his mother was worth obeying.

“Idon't know . )iff's mother,”’ went on Miss Morse,
‘beeaure I haven t been here very long, aud it is quite
a walk to their hounee, But I went to know her, for 1

*s feel sure from what I have seen of Cliff that she must be

s good woman. When you see a boy resdy tothink of

bis m ther, ar xious to keep her from anxlety. willing t»

g ve up a pleasnie rather thau rua the risk of distressing

ber, 1 can give a pretly good guess what she must be.”
Tom colored deeply. *'My mother’s good,”’ he growl-
ed, under his breath.”

» )

wouldn't-—like to bave a

him say he
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“ I haven't a doubt of it, my boy. But how are peo-
ple to know it through you, unless you are? People will
judge her by you, If you do not honor her by obedience,
how cen you wonder at thelr thinking that, as ClUff ex-
preseed it, she is not worth minding?”

‘ But she is,”’ exclaimed Tom, firing up again.

1 wish more boys would remember,” said Miss
Morse, gently, afler another little pause, *‘what joy and
comfo't they can be to their mothers if they will. Ard,
oh, that they wounld remember it while they have time.
There must come a time, you kvow, when their voices
will be hushed. Our words can never reach them when
the sod is between them and ns, nogmatter how we acbe
and ache to tell them how much we did love, love them,
in spite of all onr careless ways *

Tom set hislips hard together as he choked down a
lump in hia throat.

“*‘And I think those of us whose mothers are mild and
quiet, not sharp and loud, but low-voiced in their way
of lettiug ns know what they want of us—we ought to
feel speeial tendevness for them—don't you "’

“Yes'm, I do.'’ sald Tom, getting no. “Good bye.”’

“Why, Tommy, yon're home so early?’ said his
mother, looking up with a pleased smi e as he entered
the room at home. Tom liked the smile; it was so dif-
ferent from the troubled look with which she usually
met his home-comings.

““Ves—'cause,”’ he began, in the embarrassment of
the new feeling which he did not like to show, ‘“‘my
foot hurt—and —say, mother,’’ with a burst, “I'm com-
ing home when you want me to. Every time."’

““Are you, dear ? Well, that will be a great comfort
to mother."’

She looksd after him as he went abont some small
duties neglected for days, and there was a mist in her
eyes along with the smile as she thought :

“The dear boy will forget it all before long.
good to have him think it.”

Cliff, arriving at home, found the house quiet and his
mother avay., It was disappolating and he growled a
Hit'e.

*‘There, now ! I might have stayed with the boys as
well as not."”’

And the feeling stayed with him as the lonely evening
dragged on and she did not come home until late. But
the Jast of it went out of his head when she said :

**My good boy | I had to goto your aunt who wae
{11. But I shou!d not have had an easy moment if I had
not felt sure you would be at home just when I expected
you.'

Tom did not offer Cliff the threatened thrashing, In.
deed, it seemed from that day on to take 80 much of his
energy to show that his mother was as well worth mind-
ing as Cliff's mother, as to leave little opportunity for
quarreling with anybody.

And Ciff never knew the effect which his brave stangd
for duty to his mother had had upon one of his mates.
For some of us is ordered this joy of seeltg the blessing
following one good word or work, but for most is sim-
ply the fuith, not to be changed to sight till we reach
the great hereafter, that onr good must surels reach into
the lives of those about us. -~ The advance,
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What Ralph Saw.

Ralph bad been sick & whole month, and pow that be
was able to sit up agaln he liked to have his cheir by the
window, where he could Jook out and watch the men who
were at work npon & new house which was belng bnllt
next door.

He was 80 glad that the men were at work (here just at
that time, for the days sometimes seemed very long to
bim, and be lked to see the house growiug before his
eyes. Nothing elee entertained him for so long a time,

But one day the funniest thing h d.at the new
house. A stringe workman appeared on the scene, but
this workman hindered more than he helped.

Ralph was at his accustomed place at the window and
was watching a carpenter who was mensuring pleces of
lumber for a certain part of the bullding. Ralph saw him
take ont his measure and mark the length with a pencil.
He then lsid the pencil down beside him while he sawed
the board. Pretty soon he looksd around to get h's pen-
cll, and it was gone. He looked about & few minutes;
then he took another pencil from his pocket. He mark-
ed auvother board with this and Jaid it down ss before,
and when he wanted it again, it, too, was gone.

The man now began to look vexed, and he searched all
about, probably expectisg to find some mischievons boy
around, Raiph thought. But finding no boyand no pen-
clis, he borrowed another pencil of one of the workmen,
and this time, when he got through using it, he put it in

his pocket. So he managed in this way to keep the one
he had borrowed.
Presently he d to have d all the board
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he needed, and then he began nailing them in place. He
took a handful of nails from the pocket of the big avron
that he wore and laid them down within easy reach. He
used a few of them, and when he reached around for
more there were no more there, Then he stood straight
up, took off his cap and scratched his head.

Ralph bad been watching all this time, 4nd hed seen
where all the missing articles went, and now at the man’s
perplexity he laughed a'oud. Mamwa, who was in the
next room, heard the merry laugh; avd it did her good.
She determined to go in ss soon as she finished the dust-
ing and see what was amnsing Ralph so much.

After the loss of his nails, the workman seemed to
think something was wrong. He looked all about, ques-
tioned some of the other carpenters, and finally went to
work once more. But this time lie took the nails from
his pocket only as he needed them, and once in a while
he would look around as if watching for somebody. But
as nobody appeared, he at last seemed quite to forget hie
mysterious losses, and to work o1 in his usnel manuer.

It was & warm day, and as the sun rose higher he be-
gan to feel very warm. Ralph could see how heated he
looked, and finally he took out a large red handkerchief
and wiped his forehead.

He seemed a very sbsent-minded sort of workman, for
now he Jaid his handkerchief down beside him while be
again turned to his work.

** Mamma, come quick, quick !I’’ Ralph shouted, and
mamms hurried to his side.

He pointed to the window.
handkerchief,” he said.
| Ty

Mamma wondered what Ralph meant, but she did as
he said, axd pretty soon, when the man had gone to his
work and guite turned his back to the bandkerchief,
down ewooprd a big black crow, picked up the handker-
chief and flew off with it,

Then how Ralph did laugh and clap his bands. “‘It's
just too funny, mamme,” he said. And then he ex-
plained to her how the crow had been playing jokes on
the carpenter all the morning. Mamma laughed too,
and then she said, “'I think, Ralph, that we will bave to
arrest Mr. Crow, Shall we tell the man who his tor-
mentor s ? "

** Yes,' said Ralph ; only do please wait ti!l he finde
his handkerchief gone.'’

8o they waited, and presently the man turned to take
up his bandkerchief, for he had grown very warm agsin,
His look of blank sstonishment when he found it wae
gone was too much for both Ralph and mamma, nnd
they laughed till the tears stood in their eyes.

Then mamma went out on the front steps and irhd to
call to the man, but he was shouting and gesmiculsting
to the other workmen in such a frantic way that she had
to goover to the bullding before she could make him
hear her

Ralph watched from the window. He saw the man
Anrn at last and listen to what mamma had to say, and
he saw them both go around to the further end of a pile
of lumber, where there was & space between two boarde,
and there, safely stored away, were the pencils, nsils and
the handkerchiel, as they axpected

When Ralph saw mamma point up into the branches
of a tree’ which stood near, and from which, as she did
80, there came & ery of “‘Caw | caw | caw i’

The other workmen shouted with langhter. At first
the su! ject of Mr Crow's practical jokes was inclined
to be angry, but at last his better nature conguered, and
he lsughed with the rest,

As he went back to work Ralph saw him take the
handkerchief and tle it under h's chin, and mamms ex-
plained when she came in that he sald he would bave to
tie his cap on or the bird would be flying off with that
next,

But Jim Crow seemed satisfied with his moruing's work
and after his trick was discovered he flew off home, ard

the poor workman was left {u peace.

As Ralph was much better the next day, mamma ssid
she believed that his laughing eo hard over Jim Crow's
pranks had done him more good than medicine. —Snouth.
ern Churchman,

‘‘ Now, watch that man’s
“‘Don't take your eyes off from

R
A Suggestion From Dennis. *

When Dennis mentioned the matter for the first time, 1
was almost indigrant. We were sitting by the fireside
one evening ; he had been reading the paper, and I wae
almont dozing over s dull book, when he looked up quite
suddenly and said : I have been thinking, Clars, thst
you and I should begin giving systematically.”

“‘Giving systematically to what?" I asked in genvine
m::;ddu. and endeavoured to look wide-awake and inter-
e8! 8

““Why. to the church and missions, and so on,* ex-
plained Dennis.

“Give what?'’' I eaid again, setting my lide a trif




