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PLEASAN

T HOURS.

eon hked. 11l Hang my Harpon a
Willow Tree” s said to have been
written by a voung Engirh nobleman
n Jove with the princess (now Queen)
Victorin. ** Rock we to Sleep ' wan
wntten by Mrs. Allen, of Maine She
wis pard 85 for it, and Russell & Co,
of Boston, who had in three years
wuned $4,000 by its aale, offered her
€5 apiece for any songs she might
write.  Somne years after, when a poor
widow and 1n need of money, she sont
them n song which was promptly
rejocted.

DOT.
A STORY OF THE FRESH AIR FUND.X
I
« TS a harum-scarum idea ! ” said

Miss Reliance Roxbury. “A
most ridiculous idea! I won-
der what this gushing Ameri-
can people will do next?” And she
gave an emphatic twitch to her purple
calico sun-bonnet. .

There was a faint murmur of dis-
sent from a little woman on the osher
gide of the moss grown fence.

“ No—of course you can't agree
with me,” continued Miss Reliance.
* You're so suft-heartsd that your feel-
ings are forever runmng off with your
common sense. Aund now, you're
going to open your houss to a lot of
little ragamufiins from New York1”

The motherly brown eyes on the
other side of the fence were fuil of
tears, and a pleasant voice replied :

“ It makes my heart ache to think
how the poor things suffer crowded
together 1n dirty streets, with never a
breath of clover field or a glass of
milk. If you'd just read about it,
Rehiance, you'd count it = blessed
privilege to give them a bit of our
sunshine.”

“1'd as soou have a tribe of Zulus
on the place,” sud Miss Reliance,
**and if you'll take my advice you'll
save yourself Jots of trouble.”

Mrs. Lane stopped her work for a
moment aund said :

« Liskim and me are all alone now,
Rolunce. One by one we've laid
Kate and Sarah and baby Lizzie over
there in the old burying ground ; and
Juck is in Culorado, and Richard in
Boston, and we get hungry sometimes
for the svund of little feet. When I
began to read about the Fresh Air
Fund it kind of sent s thrill all over
me, and "Liakimn he reads about it
every day, before he ever looks at the
Egyptian war, and he wipes his glasses
pretty often too. Then when we
heard the parsun say that a party
would come here if places could be
found for 'em, Liakim spoke right off
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*This charming tittle story so attrncted
the attenuon of >, H. blake, Esy, Q. C,
late Vice Chan¥'lir f Ontarin, that he
stronglv recammended it for publicstion agree-
g to take a thousand copies tor distnbution.
Heo wrote to the publister as follows : ** The
reading of the enclosed - (harmed me
much, Read it Is it not pood? Would
it not be well to pubhish it © Tt must strike
a responsive chord in many hearts.  How
calinly and with retned seifishness we pass
by on the other side in place of grasping the
offered opl[mrmuitics of berevolence and
charity. 1 believe in the Iast day there will
be no more wonderfal revelation than the im-
mense number of mnstances in which *ye did
it ot wght, by us, have been changed -
to the benedistion ‘y¢ dil it” May God
bloss the truching circumstances hers relatad
to the hearta of all roaders &s Ho did to the
once stealed hoart of Miss Reliance Koxbury. *
We have pleasure in repnnting it for the
bonefit of the readers of PLsAsaNT Hovrs

for four, and thoy'll be here next
Tuesday, and I'm going to wmake it
just as much like heaven as I can.”

“You'll mak~ vourself sick, that's
what you'll do, Amanda Lune,” replied
Miss Rehiance, * but if you want your
gurden overrun and vour silver spoons
stolen, and your houss full of flies,
and your nerves prostrated, why it'’s
your own fault. I must go in'and
get my jolly started.”

Miss Roxbury entered the large
sunny, airy kitchen, and hung the
purple calico sun-bonnet on the nail
that for forty years had been dedicated
to that purpose, and went into the cool
sitting room to rest in her favourite
chintz covered rocker. Dliss Reliance
Roxbury had been for twenty years,
with the exception of a érdenor and
house maid, the sole occupant of this
stone dwelling that had stood for more
than a century beneath {t8 elms and
maples the pride of the village of Lyn-
ford, She was a stern woman who
liked but few psople, and had a horror
of children, dogs, and sentiment. The
village boys with a keen perception of
her unsympathetic nature, called her
“ Old Ironsides.”

She was proud of her birth and the
snhstantial property that<had fallen to
her at the death of her father, old
Judge Roxbury. She was a member
of the Presbyterian church and paid
high rental for the Roxbury paw, but
with that considered that her pecuni-
ary oblizations to the cause were at an
end. Asa general thing she bad not
allowed convictions on the subject of
giving to trouble her, but somehow,
ever since Sunday, when the pastor
stated the work of the Fresh Air
Fund, and made a fervent appeal for
“ these little ones that suffer,” she had
been subjected to numerous vague but
uscomfortable sensations. She rocked
back and forth in the spacious sitting
room that no fly dared to invade, and
noted the perfect order of the apart-
ment. There was torture in the
thought of huving the table cover
pulled away, of secing the shells and
prim old daguerreotypes disarranged
on the whatnot, and of having sand
tracked in by small feet over the faded
Brussels carpst.

Surely religion and humsnity could
not demand such sacrifices of her.

She took up the Bible to read her
daily chapter. Opening it at xrandom,
her eyes feel upon these words:

“Then ghall He answer them say-
ing, ‘Inasmuch as ye did it not unto
one of the lcast of these ye did it not
uftto Me."”

Miss Roxbury read no further on
that page, but hurriedly turned back
to Chronicles, which she felt was per-
fectly safe ground. But mingled with
the long genealogical tables she saw
other words between the lines, so that
the Istaelitish records read thus:

“The son of Elkanab, the son of
Jorl, the son of Azariah. (‘Ye did
it wot.’)”

“The son of Tanath, the son of
Assir, the son of Ebiasaph, the son of
Korah. (¢ Ye did it not )"

Finally the whole page seewed to
resolve itself intc these four mono-
syllables.

She closed the Biblo and put it in
its accustomed place on thetable. She
was restless, miserable, tormented.
She did not enjoy her dinner. She
could not take her arcustomed after-
noon nap, and for the first time in
vears the Daily Tribune lay unopened.

At last the dreary day came to its
close, but was succeeded by an equally
uncomfortable night. Awid frequent
tossing and waking, Miss Rouxbury
drenmed of thin little hands stretched
out to her in piteous appeal, nud a sad
wonderful voice that said with infinito
reproach :

“ Yo did it not.,”

The TRev. Joseph Alder was sur-
prised soon after breakfast the next
morning by the appearance of Miss
Relinnce Roxbury at the parsonage
porch, She brought a basket of rasp-
berries, and raid :

] won't come in this time, thank
you. 1 just want to sy I'll take one
—aone of those children.”

1I.

¢ Mamma, is it mornin’ 1"

** No, Dot ; go to sleep.”

The child turned rvestlessly on the
miserable straw pallet in the corner of
the small, hot room. It wus after
midnight, and in summer, but there
was a fire in the stove, for the woman
at tho pine table was ironing by the
light of a glimmering tallow candle,

There was no breeza, but in at the
open window came stifling, poisonous
odours.

Pa'e and faint, the mother bent
over her work, and smoothed the dark
calico dress ag carefully as if it were
the finest muslin and lace. She had
worked from early dawn until dark at
her daily task—button hgles at four
cents a dozen. A cup of tea and crust
of bread had been her sustenance. For
Dot there was a bun and an orange.

The dress was finished and hung on
the only chair in the room, with
several other small articles. A hat of
coarse white straw, with a blue ribbon
twisted around il, a pair of bright
stockings, 8 tiny handkerchief with a
bit of colourin the border. All were
pitifully cheap ip texture, but dear in
patient toil and loving sacrifice, Dot
was going to the country for two long,
blissful weeks, and the mother could
cover the expense of the meagre outfit
by some extra deprivation during the
child's absence. She turned toward
the pallet. Dot's violet eyes had
opened. Her golden curls were tang-
led by the tossing of the little head on
the pillow. Her thin, pinched features
were flughed with feverish excitoment.

“Aamma, ig it mornin’1”

¢ No, darling.”

The woman blow out the light and
threw herself on the pallet. Tiny
fingers crep* eagerly into her palm.

¢ Mamma ; me more about it,”
pleaded Dot.

_“ Darling, it i years and years since
mamma saw the country, but it was
just as I've told you. Wids, clean
streets, with big trees, and blue sky
and flowers.”

¢ Oh, oh ! murmured Dot, “ Does
you 'spose they'll give me one flower,
mamma? I found on the strect once
—aittle w'ite fower. A lady drop-
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“Yes, dear, you’ll have all the
flowers you'll want; don’t talk any
more to-night.”

. The sky was already white with the
dawn. The mother did not sleep.
As the light of another day of misery
crept into the room, she raised herself
on one elhow and looked long at her
child, resisting an impulse to snatch it
to her heart, then softly rose, and after
bathing her face and bands and kneel-
ing in prayer for endurance, took her
work and sat dova by the narrow

.

window. A few hours later she stood
amid the bustle of the Grand Central
depot with Dot clinging to her dress,
A crowd of wondering, expectant chil-
dren were being marshalled into line
to take their places on the‘eastward-
bound train.

“ Come,” said the kind gentleman
in charge, to Dot.

Dot kissed her wnother “ good-bye,”
and laughed even while the tears ran
down her face, as she entered the
ranks of the odd procession.

“ Qh, sir ! ” said the mother, as she
turned away, ‘‘ take good care of my
baby. I've nothing elsein the world.”

T II1.

There was an vnusual stir in the
village of Lynford. The railway sta-
tion was thronged with people, and
surrounded with vebicles awaiting the
afternoon train.

The Rev. Joseph Alder and the
ministers of sister churches conversed
togother on the platform.

“A glorious charity!” sgaid the
Baptist minister, raising his hat to
wipe the perspiration from his brow.

« T oxpect that these poor children
will be a great blessing to our people,”
said the Methodist minister, ¢ in
breadening the symp.ithies and warm-
ing the hearts of some who have been
oblivious to all interests save their
own.”

“ Yes,” replied the Rev. Mr. Alder, |

“ I have a practical illustration of that,
not a stone’s throw from where we are
standing.”

The “ practical illustration” coe-
sisted of the Roxbury rockaway
drawn up amid the other conveyances,
with Miss Relidnce on the back seat,
in a statv of mind in which newly-
fledged philanthropy struggled with a
terror of ragamufing. 8he kad come
to the conclusion that her visit to the
parsonage had been made during an
attack of mental aberation ; but the
word of a Roxbury was as immovable &8
the historic granite on which Zephaniah
Rokbury stepped from the Aayflower
in 1620, and the last representativa
of the race would not falter now,
although seized with dire apprehension
whenever her eyes rested on the ver-
bena bed. ’

It wes with a grim determination
$0 brave the worst, that she awaited the
train that afternoon, but when the
locomotive appeared on the bridge
below the village, the thought of the
drdadful boy who wag coming to in-
vade her peaceful domain nearly over
came her, and her impulse was to order
the hired man to drive homeas quickly
as possible. She could appreciate the
emotions of a Roman dame at the
approach of the Vandal,

As the train stopped at the station
the people crowded forward to welcome
their guests. AMiss Roxbury peered
anxiously from the rockaway. It was
not s very appalling sight. A gron
of pale little children,stgired, dnstgym ang
bewildered. Many eyes overflowed
as the train moved on, and loft thess
wistful faces, pinched by want and
misfortune, in the midst of the kindly
villagers, .

“ Here, Miss Roxbury, here is s
wes lamb for you,” said Mr, Alder.

Miss Roxbury had not observed his
approach in the crowd, and gave s
start of surprise a» he stood before her.
As she looked there was a curious sen-
sation under the left side of her crape
shawl, and her cold groy eyes grew
misty.




