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BOYS’ RIGHTS.

I wonder now if any one .
In this broad land has heard
In favor of down-trodden boys
One solitary word :
We hear enough of *woman’s right,”
And “rights of working-men.” - :
Of “equal rights ’ and “ nation’s rights ;’
But pray just tell me when
BO{/S, ights were ever spoken of 7
Vhy, we’ve:becowme so used
To being snubbed by every one,
“And slighted and abused,
That when one is polite to us
We open wide our eyes,
And stretch them in astonishment
+To nearly twice their size !
Boys seldom dare to ask their friends
To venture in the house ;
It don’t come naturalat all |
. To creep round like a mouse !
And if we should forget ourselves,
‘And make a little noise,
Then ma or auntic stre would say :
“Oh; my ! those dreadful boys.”
The girls bang on the piane
In peace ; but if the boys
Attempt a tune with fife and drum
It’s—* Stop that horrid noise!”
- “'That horrid noise !”” just think of it :
‘When sister never fails
To make a noise three times as bad
With everlasting “scales.”
Insulted thus, we lose no time
- -In beating a retreat !
So off we gu to romp and tear,
And scamnper in the street.
No wonder that so many boys
.~ Such wicked men become ;
*Twere better far to let them have
[Their noise and fun at home.
- Perhaps that text the preacher quotes
: Sometimes—* train up a child ?~~
Meéans oxly train the litt{c girls
. __Andlet'the boys run wild.
But patience, zmc{ the time will come
“When we boys will be men,
And when it does, I rather think
Wrongs will be righted then.
—Selected.
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THE FLOWER OF AN HOUR.

.

“Can’t you choose, Floy?’ said Mrs.
Temple. “I’'m sure I never saw a more
beautiful collection of plants. I can hardly
blame you for hesitating, with such roses,
fuchsias and geraniums {o tempt you ; but
as you can buy only one, you should make
a judiciouns choice.”

Floy moved slowly down the long ranks
of potted plants, pausing first at one and

.then at another with such a doleful look of

indecision in her face that her mother laugh-
ed outri;;ht. ‘ .

“Don’t be wretched because you can’t
take all of them, Floy. Fix yourmind upon
the fact that you can have but one.”

*Yes, I know, mamma. Isn’t this the
loveliest carnation ?—Dbut then it’s such a
tiny plant.”

“Tiny plants have a habit of growing,”
her mother answered. “Come now, make

haste, for I've been a whole hour waiting

for you. A littlegirl twelve years old ought |

to know what she wants without taking so
long time to decide.”

Z['?loy uttered an exclamation of delight.
“I’ve made my choice, manuna. Isn’t it
the most splendid plant you ever saw in
your life ?

It was a hibiscus, covered with douhle
blooms of a rich dark crimson. Mis. Temple
did not look charmed.

“TIt's a hibiscus, Floy,” she said; “the
‘flower of an hour.’ It has no odor, and
the flowers will wither and fade before night.
Besides, it is a coarse flower, and not satis-
factory to any sense, unless it may be that
of the sight, for those who like glaring
colors.””

“PButit’s so beautiful!” Floy cried enthu-
sinstically. Mamma, I'd rather look at it
for one hour, if it lasts that long, than any
other flower for a week. It does’t need

[ but to pay for the flower and have it sent,

home, It was intended as a reward to Floy
for the good lessons of a school term, and 1if
she had taken a fancy to a weed, no one had
a right to object. o L

"Mr, and MaE Temple ;were not wealthy
Eeopl'o, and their little presents to their chifl-

ren were simple ; but they understood oné
thing that.richer parents would do well to
learn.. A gift, to please children or to profit
them, should not be hampered by restric-
tions, and if they are to choose for them-
selves, they shoild, beyond - necessary
limitations, have full liberty of choice:

The hibiscus came home, and was pro-
moted to the place of honorin what Floy
called her.“ bow window ”—a kind of recess
or shelf which extend beyond the window-
sill.

" She spent the day admiring her flowers,
and when they dropped off the ‘stalks that
evening, she was comforted by the munber
of buds which would bloom the next

day. o
iﬁut someliow the second crop of flowers,
though as brilliant as the first, did not give
her the same pleasure. She could not ﬁelp
thinking how soon they would fade, and she
wished they had perfume ; and now that she
liad time to examine them, she saw -the
flower was far from perfect in its form ; that
it had, in fact, nothing but bright coloring.
Other girls gave bouquets to their friends,

purpose? - - S

In two weeks the poor hibiscus was neg-
lected and forgotten. o
%So your hibiseus is dead, Floy,” Mrs.
Temple said éone day: - L

“«Oh yes!- I didn’t like it a bi

such a poor useless tlower. I see you smile,
mamma, Yes, I remember how crazy I was
about it, but I’ve learned a lesson sinee
then. Il never be so attracted by ~mere
looks sgain.” . o o
“ A very good lesson, my dear. But see
hiere, I have a surprise for you; an invita-
tion from the Wilson girls to join them’in a
pienic to Montelair to-morrow. . And here’s
a note from your Unecle James, asking. you
to come the same day and help him unpack
and arrange his books and pictures, which
hive just arrived from Europe.” i

thing in the world. . All the girls will be
there, and O, mamua!- the Montclair gar-
dener lets anybody have fruit out of the
orchard, for it’s just decaying on the ground.
But then Uncle James’s books and pictures,
that I’ve been longing to see cver since he
came home! Why can’t I go to'the picnic
and to Uncle James’s the day after? One
day will not make any difference.”

“Tt certainly will,” her mother answered
drily. “If you prefer going to' the pienic,
Helen can go in your place to your uncle’s.
She will like it bettcr,]I am sure.”

“«Of course she will,”” Floy answered
quickly ; and if she is younger than I am
vou say yourself she is more active and nse-
ful. - She doesn’t care a straw for amuse-
ments of any kind, Besides Uncle James
isn’t going to'Tun ﬁvay with his collection.
I oan sée 1t at any time ; but the picenic is
to-morrow or never for me.”- - .

Left to herself, Floy began to think tha

crhaps she had not made the wisest choice.

nele James was a bachelor and something
of an artist, with means enough to trave
and taste enough to pick wp Tundreds of
pretty and artistic things.

What a dear helter-skelter house his was,
where his nieces could roam unchecked and
listen to the stories attached to his curiosi-
ties and hear of the foreign lands where so
ranch of his life was pasted.  But then that
pleasure would not he lost entirely by going
to the picnic—only postponed. Besides, the
3‘[ontcfair fruit. ‘

Floy went to the pienic. -

Noihing was quite as charming as she had
anticipated, though cverything went off
wiell.  The fruit wad certainly fine, but she
ate too much of it, and after dinner felt un-
comfortable and very impatient forthe time
to come when she could reburn home. It
waé dark when she reached the house and
she wasmore than half sick, vexed and cross.
Helen was talking to her mother in an ex-
cited manner.

% Qh, such a charming timeas I’ve had,
Floy! I’'ve been telling mamma all about
it. Andlook at this hook of drawing lessons
“Uncle James has given me. He’s going to
bave me taught by Prof. Knox, and I'm to
Degin my dvawing-lessons to-morrow. Uncle

perfume, it’s so enchantingly lovely !”
v »

Of course there was nothing more to do

James says I have quite a talent for dvaw-

{ going.to.a

but of what usé was a hibiscus for that|

i)it, it was{"-

~ «0h, what shall' I do?” she cried. = “ Ay
picenic at Montelair is the most delightful |

but ‘he said 'he guessed mot. If you had
really- cared for works'of art, he said, you
would have preferred helping him to-day to

_ %tcmc.” o .
Floy sank into a secat fecling her heart

very heavy. She had a decided talent for|

drawing, and it' had been a cherished bhope
for the last year that Uncle James would
give her the advantages that had now fallen
to-thelot of her fortunate sister.  She knew
that he would not do it for both and she had
twice the taste and capacity of Helen.
- It -was very hard and the thought of the
Eic.x_u'c which had caused this disappointment
ecame disgusting to her. Lt

“ Did ‘you have. a pleasant day, dear?”
her mother asked, -with sad -pity in her
kind cyes. ,
hopes,and she sympathized in her disap-

pointment.

“I suppose so; Idon’t know. Oh, I'm
so awf ul{y tired, so worn out, that I believe
Tl go to bed.” S . '
" Six years volled over Tloy’s head, bring-
ing with them. no pleasant changes.  Her
father and uncle were dead, and Bfrs_.- Tem-.
ple’s means were so straitened that it was
only with the most rigid économy that she
could provide for -the daily’ wauts of her
family., - e .

Helen, slow. and,plodding as she was, had
attained. some reputation ag an artist, and
the ‘sale of her best sketches eked out their
seanty living. TFloy, brilliant. and -accom-
plished, scemed unable to . turn her abilities
into any profitable channel. In fact, she
fritted them away on a thousand useless
triflés. © -

She attempted to give music-lessons ; but
the stupidity-.of her scholars disgusted her.
She wasted her time at the houses of weal-
thy people, who invited her to make use of
her ‘talents, and thought thémseclves really
charitable for inviting “poor Temple’s
daughter?” to their homes or social gather-

ings. o :
« Shockingly reduced,” they would whis-
per amongst themselves. “But poor Tem-
ple was. of a good family, and she sings and
‘plays remarkably well too. Useful to have
some one to play darce-music of an cven-
""" ;.and then yow can putiher anywhere,
fou know.” - ) R
““One morning Floy entered her mother’s
room flushed and excited. .
“0 mamma, Mrs. Gray wishes e to go
with her to-morrow to Sedgebrook Hall!
The Seflgebrooks are going to have a con-
cert, and tableaux, and o play, aid other nice
amusements. They have some relatives
staying with them and they wish to give

them a good time. Mus. Gray says we will

be there at leasta week, if not longer. Noyw,
mamma, pull out your old finery, and letus
sec what we can find presentable in th

wreek.” . ..

Mrs. Temple turned a troubled face to her
daughter, - “Have you forgotten, Floy, that
to-day is the 10th, and that on the 20th the
coneert comes oft 1? :

“TForgottennothing. Of course I remem-
ber, when the nice little sum of six hundred
a year depends upon my playing to please
the fastidious ears of Signor Stefani. Why
o earth conldn’t the rector have chosen an
organist for his own church without calling
upon the great man to choose for him? £
perfect stranger, too.”

« For that very reason, Mr. Helmley told
me, so that-he would not be likely to have
his judgment warped by any personal con-
sidevation. Fle is o severe eritie; I am told,
and a fanatic about ‘church music. He says
the worship of Cod should have the highest
talent employed in its sevviee.”

«<That’s all vight,” remarked Floy com-
placently. - “I helieve I represent the Dest
musical talent in this place. Tls city pro-
tessor wilLhave to take me, whether I please
him or not.”

“T don’t know,” said Mrs, Temple du-
biously. “The Ellis gitls and Mary Beale
are practising their parts all the time. If
yow'go to Sedachrook for a week, you will
only got here a day or two before the con-
cert.” ‘

“ Plenty of time forme. I ouly need to
run gver my part once or twice. Let them
wear their fingers and their eyes out. I
will still triumph. I declare, mamma, I'm
surprised - you feel afraid of girls with such
moderate musical eapacity.” : .
““And such strength of will, and such
determined application, Floy! I entreat
you to stay at home, so very much depends
upon your success. 1 cannot have you risk

a chance.”

mg hnd-vI told “him j;ou‘imﬂ- morethan I;].

[attention and

She had known her daughter’s |’

chance in the slightest degree.
music to Sedgebrook and’ practise it. there,
though , there’s not the -least use in it. . I
nevér fail in niusic, do 197 - o

With that promise Mrs. Teniple tried to
content lerself, and Floy ‘set off in the
‘highest spirits. - :

with siich enthusiasm inte the enjoyment of
each’ day that the - concert alinost ‘passed
from her mind. “Her acting -and her sing-
ing and playin%_:1 gained her a gredt deal of
attery. T ani afraid that I
must say her foolish little head was quite
twned. = .. - : :
She remembéred her promise to her mo-
ther ouce, and took out the music she had
brought, but the solemn fugiie somehow

Jjarred “upon her light mood; and she threw .

it aside. . . .

“T have to be in the humor for these
slow old things,” she ‘said to lierself. ~ “It is
more difficult than I thought, but I’)l master
it as soon as' I get home.” - R

But she got home so weary from the dis-
sipation of the week, so fretful and discon-
tented at the contrast'of her humble home
with the Iuxurious, enseful life she had left
behind: her, that she could not settle herself
to uncongenial work. . o

T don’t play it well, mamma,” she said
the ' evening before the concert, “but I
think I know it, and the good playing will
come as soon as I am inspired by the
crowd.. I alwaysam at my Dest then, you
know!” ' ]

Poor Mrs. Teniple shook her head soi-
rowfully. She was prepared for frequent
mistakes, but Floy had a way of covering
these mistakes by some brilliant musical in-
terpolation of her own which drew attention
from them. L
But she was not prepared for a total and-
nominious failure at the concert, which

l?e\'CI‘t]quCSS took place.

i

"Floy’s firsi- mistake so bewildered " her

that to retrieve itshe made a greater one,
Conscious of her ignorance of the music,
with burning cheeks, unseeing eyes, .and

‘hands tréibling sd* much that she . could

hardly strike a note, she rose precipitately

and left the room. - . S
Mrs. Temple hwrried home to find her in

the depths o]f despair and humiliation.

+-« My poor child !I”” she said tenderly.
“Don’t say akind.word to me, mamma }{”

she cried, with tears streaming down her

pale face. “I deserveit all, all and worse,

only you have to suffer. I've always been |

just what Tam from a child. I chose the
“flower of an hour’ then against your ad-
vice; I've been doing it ever since. O
mamma, mamma, it would be better for me
to die at once, and get out of all my weak-
ness and humiliation ! I cannot resist temp-
tation when it comes.”

A good woman and a loving motheér can
bring comfort to the most erring child.
Ahs. Temple was both, and she only dealt
upon the great fault of her character that
she might point out the best way to remedy
it. '

. Under no other circumstances would Floy
have been impressed by good advice. Now
it seemed to buin into her soul. The-gext
morning she put on her bonnet, eaying, with
a faint smile : C.

“I'm going to try to get back the Beck-
fords as pupils, mamma, I remember what
vou told me last night about taking up each
duty earnestly. 1daresay they've not half
as stupid as my disinclination to teach them
made them appear. I'mi-going to force my-
self to like what I ought-to do. But tliere’s
some one at the door, Who canit be at
this howr ¥’

It was Mr. Helmley and Signor Stefani.

“Tve brought the Signor to hear you
play this morning, Floy,” he said kindly.
“T suppose youw were sick or nervous last
night, and yoT surprised me_ terribly by
Lreaking down, I do not wish him to leave
here after all I’ve said of you faneying you
can’t play at all. Give us something of
Chopin’s.” : :

Was Floy inspired that morning 7 I think
so, for she forgot herself, her fears and
anxietics, and played as she had never done

before in her whole life. ‘ :

4 JMadamoiselle wasnot herself last night,”
said Sigmor Stefani; smiling, as she finished.
“She is a musician, and her genius should
not be so capricious as to desert her entively.
She must study and master it,”

He bowed himself ont, but said a few

«T won’t,” Floy answered, langhing. . < T.
promise you,. mamms, Tll;not risk the.
I’ll take my”

. There was much to.be. done v;f]ien-.shev
reached Sedgebrook, and she threw herself:
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