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PLEASANT HOURS.
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Only a Bird.
HY MABY MOKKISOX,

Oply a bird—and a vagrant boy
Fits a pebbles with boyish skill
into the fulds of a gupple sling
* Wateh e it hlin.  Lean, an’ I will”
Whirr ' and g silenee chif! and =ad
Falls 1iko a pall on the vibrant alr,
from a birchen tree, whenco a shower
of song
1las fallen in ripples everywhere.

Only a bird !—and the tiny throat
With quaver and trill and whistle of
flute
Iirulsed and blecding and silent e
There at his fect.  Ite chords are mute,
And tho boy with a loud and boisterouas
Inugh,
Proud of his prowess and brutal xkiil,
Throws it aside with a careless toss—
“Only a bird !- it was made to kIN*

Only a bird !—yet far away
Little ones clamour and ery for food—

Clamour and cry, and the chill of night
Sottles over the orphan brood;

Weaker and fainter the moanings call
For n brooding Lreast that shall never

oome;

Morning breaks o'er a lonely nest

Songless and lifeless, mute and dumb !
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LOOK AND SEE.

How many schoolboys in all the land,
a very thoughtful one inquires, can tell
what kind of timber will berar the
heaviest burden, or why you take white
oak for ome part of a waggon and ash
for anothber, and what timber will last
longest under water, and what out
ot the water? How many know
gsandstone from limestone, or iron from
manganese ? How many Know how to
cut a rafter or brace without a pattern ?
How many know which turns the faster,
the top of the wheel or the bottom, as
the waggon moves along the ground ?
How many know how steel is made, or
how a snake can climb a tree? How
many know that a horse gets up before
and a cow behind, and that the cow eats
grass from her and the horse to him ?
How many know that a surveyor's mark
on a tree never gets any higher from tho
ground, or what tree bears fruit without
bloom ?

There Is a power of comfort in know-
ledge, but a boy is not going to get it
unlese he wants it badly. And that {s
tbe trouble with most schoclboys. They
do not want it. They are too busy, and
have not got time. There is more: hope
of a dull boy who wants knowledge than
of a genius who generally knows it all
without study. These close observers
are the world’s benefactors.

BENNIE AND HIS TEXT.

*“There's no use trying, mother. I
have been to every house in the neigh-
Loorhood. and no one wants help. We'll
be turned out of home next weeek. It
don’t do us any good to be Christians,
for we'll have to go to the poorhouse just
the same. Gh, I can't dear it!” and
poor little Bennfe almost gave up in de-

spasr, ond rat there sobbing bitterly on
the doorstep.

They were both pale and thin., The
biare howre told the story : no father and
a cobyumnptive motber Bronle was a
Nttle jad of about fourteen. amd had
hungered ro loug that it seemed there
wos nothing l<ft hut g little shadow and
two lurge, honest bLlue ejes.

Mra. Word brushes) the tears away and
knelt by him, trying to conxole hin.  Sho
whispered to him the lttle text that sho
had long ago taught his baby lips to 1isp :
“Seck ye first thoe kingdom of God, and
hls righteousness:; and all these things
shull be adided unto you.”  She toasted
the cold brepd for thelr supper, and soon
afterwards they hegan to talk over new
plang,

It was fifteen fles to the clty, but he
deciared that he conld walk the distance,
and xhe declded te let him go there and
hunt work

The morning dawned bright, and they
were both up early  There was no time
for delay, and as soon ag breakfast was
over Mra Wood followed him to the gate
| She put the letter of recommendation that
good old Farmer Jones had written for
Bennle right opposite his Httle text. He
begged for her picture; and though she
had but one—a Ilittle, faded thing left
from girthood—she satirfied his childish
whima by putting it In the envelape with
the letter.

* Now, mother,” gatd he, “{f I can't sce
you, I can look at this, and won't feel so
lonesome.”

The Iitle, old, worn Bjble was tled
securely, and he put it in his pocket,
They Kkissed each other good-bye, and
poor little Bennie choked back his sobs
and started up the big road. His mother
watched his sieader, receding form, and
prayed God to strengthen him and give
him work. She went about her daily
| tasks with a heavier heart than usual,

thinking how she would miss him, her

only solace.
Bennte hurrted 2long the roadside, and
nature’'s charms soon soothed him. He
| caugkL. the fragrance of the flowers that

nodded at him by the way, whispering .
l “Trust.” The very birds seecmed to
i sing his little text, wnd it grow so beau-
tiful 1o him that he sat down at the foot
of a great tree, and soon had his Bible
in his lap. Yes; the plcture and letter
were both secure, and there was his Jittle
text that his mother had marked : “Scek
ye first the kingdom of God, and
all these things shall be added unto you.”
How plain that promise ! how strong!

There were the cows grazing upon
great meadows of grass, and farther on
were the little Jambs., The birds too
had all they needed, and were happy; and
it seemed that little Bennile alone was
hungry. Perbaps he had not sought the
kingdom of God ? He hugged hig little
Bible tighter, and, kneeling down, the
question was soon settled; his burden
rolled away and faith came to comfort
him.

* Hello, sonny !"” shouted the husky
voice of an old farmer. * Got er long
wuy t' go, eh ? Taen jist hop in the
back end o' my waggon an’ ride. These
here mules is stout 'nmough t’ pull sich er
little pale face as ye «ir; an’ it they
hain't, guess I'll jist poke ‘em er little
more fodder."

Bennie thanked him, and was soon
comfortably seated. They went speed-
ing away up and down the hﬂls, and
were soon fn the heart of the great city.
Bennie bade his honest old friend goodo
bye, and some impulse turned him toward
a large store, where he saw a sign:
‘“Wanted : A Bry.”

He at once entered, and tremblingly
asked of the man with glasses at the tall
desk : ** Please, mister, are you the man
that wants a boy ?

The stern man scowled, but his frowns
melted when he looked down into tke
{ittle, thin face and saw its wan, refined

features. * Yey,"” he answered coldly,
“but you won't d-, you've got no
strength.”

Bennie quickly responded. * Ob, sir,
but Im stronger than [ look, and
mother's so hungry! Won't you please
read my rec'mend letter 2% .

“ Yes; be quick " he answered sternly.

Bennie took the old, worn package
from his pocket, untied the string, found
the place, and handed it to him.

The first thing that greeted the stern
man's cyes was Bennie's little text

* Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and
his rightecusncss; and all these things
shall be addesd unto you.” Mr. Dinmont
grow pale, for they were the same words
that his mother had taught him; and he
had been so faise to her precept—ah?
worse than false; a great sintter. They
seemed to be a message from the grave.

He opened the letter, and a faded ple-
ture fell from the envelope.
glance ho cxcitedly gasped . * Speak ! Is
she living ? Arc you herchild? O my
sister ! my sister I Ho caught Bennle
up {n his arms, and the little thin thing
told him all he knew.

At one
i of the gentlest and most considerate 1it-

In a few hours a carrlage stopped ln

| front of the gate at the little country
home of Mrx \\'ood and goon a slster
and broth.

, Joy, and .
{ night Bennle's unelo had found * the

kingdom of Gol,* andl a woman's heart
was made to rejolee,

The 1ittle lad hugged his Bible tighter,
and I am sure that " all these things ™
were added unto him.

“THE BURNING TREE."
BY MARUARKT HOLMES DATEM.

In some parts of Burmah there grows
a treo, the mention of the name of which
causes the native to shudder aml breathe
2 prayer that he be spared fits torturing
touch. 'This tree i8 known to traveilers
and natives of Burmah, the villages of
the Himalayas, and the Malacean penin-
sula as “the burning tree.”” A small
gpecimen of it has lLeen placed in the
great botanical garden In the city of
Madras. It is given a lberal space and
18 surrounded by a strong plcket fence,
upon which hang placards in English
and Hindustanee, bearing the words:
* Dangerous : All persons gre forbidden
to touch the leaves or branches of this
tree.”

To those who know what the burning
tree is, the caution Is unnecnssary. But
it {3 said that tho name does not glve
the right tmpression of tho torturoe pro-
duced by the tree. 1t stings rather than
burns. The upper side of the leaves is
smooth, but on the under side are mil-
lions of micrascopic stings that plerce
the skin without leaving any visible
mark. The fluld contalned in the plant
fs secreted in the skin by the slightest
touch, and the most distracting pain fol-
lows that may continue for months. Evi-
dently the tree is a species of nettle.
Victims say the sensation is that of hav-~
ing the flesh seared with hot irons. but
probably they have never tried the irons
enongh to know. Besides, for the smart-
ing pain of a burn there are many re-
medles.

After one has been stung by the burn-
ing tree, damp weather greatly increases
the pain, and to dip the afllicted part into
water will throw & strong man into con-
vujsfons.

This tree has been seen fully seventy-
five feet in helght, but, strange as it may
seem, it is said that the larger the tree
grows, the less danger there is In_it.
Possibly the poison is held ja the leaves
n2ar the top of the tree, and these being
difficult to reach, the tall tree is not so
harmful as the small one.

The Burmese in the paris of the coun-
try where this tree grows hold It in great
terror, and run wildly when they find
themselves near it. There is a peculiar
odour about it, that once known can
never be forgotten. Persons who have
been so unfortunate as to plunge into
one of these trees have fallen to the
ground and rolled over and over, shriek-
ing and tearing their fiesh.

Dugs touched by it are driven mad.
They yelp and run, biting and tearing
the parts of their bodfes that have been
stung. Even the thick-skinned elephant
cannot withstand the touch of the burn-
ing tree. A returned missfonary relates
that he saw a huge male elephant tearing
up trees, rolling in the soft earth, and
bellowing with ail his strength. On in-
quiring of his Burmese guide, he was
told that without a doubt the elephant
had been stung, as the odour of the
poisonous tree wus heavy in the air.

Another traveller {ells of a horse that
had come in contact with the tree. The
poor beast ran wildly about, biting at
everything and everybody, and in his
frenzy jumped from a steep hillside and
was killed.

The serpents of the Burmese jungle and
the wild monkeys never spproacin the
tree.  They know the odour, and avoid
it by instinct.

A missionary at Mandalay was very
curi,us about this poisonovs tree. and
purp.sely touched a leaf with the tip of
one floger. He sald he could not de-
scribe the agony he suffered constantly
for a month; and, for a year afterwards,
he felt occasional darting pains In the
finger after the burning scnsation was
gone.

The native physiclans know of no an-
tidote for the pain, nor do they know of
apy gond in<the tree.

TEACHING POLITENESS.

A mother noticed a remarkable cha.ge
in the deportment of her six-year-old
son. From being rough, noisy, and dis-
courteous, he had suddenly become one

tie fellows in the world. He was attend-
ing the kindergarten, and his mother
naturally inferred that the change was
somechow due to the teacher's instruction.

mingling thelr tears of .
sun went down thf\t '

* Miss Smith teaches you to be polite 2
she remarked, in a tone of interrogation.

** No,” said (he boy, * she never says
a word about it.”

The mother was puzzled, and all the
more when further guestioning brought
only more cmphatic denjals that th:
teacher had ever glven her puplls lesson«
in good breeding.

* Well, then,” the mother asked, finalls.
it Miss Smith doesn’t say anything.
what does che do ?”

**Shoe doesn't do anything,” persisted
the boy. “ She just walks around, and
we feel polite.  We feel just as polite
as anything.”

That was all he could tell ahwut it,
and his mother began to sce through the
mystery.

YOUNG AMERICA.

The difference between the English
House of Commons and the American
House of Representatives in varlous mat-
ters of decorum, custom and usage, Is
very great. In the House of Commons
children are neither seen nor heard, and
the small gallery reserved for ladles i~
surrounded by & high grilled fence, or
screen, so that they are not visible to
members. In the House of Representa-
tives it is not uncommon for o member
to bring his little boy or girl upon the
floor. In such cases the chlid 18 always
sure to recelve a good deal of attention.
and sometimes has the full run of the
chamber. One little fellow, of six o1
seven years of age, who comes to the
House rather frequently, finds it an ex-
cellent play-room. Yesterday while the
House was In session he was up besiic
Speaker Reed, whose broad, jolly face
was radjant with smiles as he fondle!
and chatted with this young member
who might be said in parliamentar)
phrase to have risen to a question of per
sonal privilege. Then the boy rushed
down into the House lobby to play with
the telephone, calling up his friends at
varfous hotels. To my certain know-
ledge several members wished to use the
telephone, but noune of them disputed thc
precedence of thls young legislative colt
The American mind and the Americarn
heart are very easlly dominated by &

child.—Independent.
BITS OF FUN. %
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Mrs. Naborly—'So your name is the
same as your papa’s, Harry ?* Harry—
“Yes'm.” Mrs. Naborly—'" How do you
know, when your mamma calls, whons
she means ? Harry—*" Oh, she always
calls me kind of coaxing.”

Patient—*" Look here, doctor, do you
think you will ever be able to tell ex-
actly what is the matter with me ?"
Doctor—*“Oh, yes. I will ind that out
at the autopsy.”

Mrs. Kelly—"So they sint yure poo-
little Timmy to th’ refarmitery ? Such
a good child too.” Mrs. Grady—‘Sure,
and he wor thot, Mrs. Kelly. 1verything
thot darlint jver sthole he'd brlng roight
home to his mother.”

Miss Hichurch—* We have a dreadful
time with our clergymen !"

isitor—* What’s the trouble ?”

Miss Hichurch—* Well, the last one
was so religious that he neglected socia
matters, and this one {s so social thar
he negleets the c‘hurch 1

Ignorance is never shown more effec-
tively than in an attempt to conceal it
A countryman wandering about a ceme-
tery, came upon a stone which tore the
fnscription : “Sic transit gloria mundi.”
“ What does that mean ?° he asked the
sexton, who was at work neer by. The
sexton, not wishing to confess ignorance.
replied : *“'Well, it means that he was
sick transiently, and went to glory Mon-
day morning.”

A certain eminent bishop belonging te
the Roman Catholic Church was oncr
attacked by a Prussian lieutenant, who
had more impudence than brains, and
thought he could succeed $in making
the cccleslastical luminary look foollsh
Said he to the bishop: ‘Do you know
what is the difference betweenr a bishop
and a donkey 2" “ No,” said the other.
‘““what is it 2 “ A bishop wears his
cross In front, and a donkey wears his
on his back.” “ Ab, indeed,” safd the
blshop composedly; “ and do you xXxow
what is the difference between a lieu-
tenant and a doukey ?' The leutenant
thought and thought, but could not ﬁnd
anything witty to say. “I do not know.”
he sald at last. “ Neither do 1, said
the bishop, quietly. It was not the
bishop that looked foolish.



