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- PLEASANT HOURS.

Grandpa’s Orazy Quilt.
BY HARRIET FRANCENE CROCKER.

That's what I call grandpa's farm.
Here's a red patch,- that’s the barn ;
Here's g white one, that's the house ;
Here's one, gray, Jjust like a mouse ;
That's the granary, big and old ;
Yonder §s a patch ot gold—

Grandpa’s wheatfield, bright and yellow
Rippling in the sunshine mellow.

‘Way up there a patch of green

On the billslde steep I8 seen

Stitched all round with barbed-wire
fence,—

That's where grandpa's woods commence.

Dark green patches,—that's the ploes ;

Strips of ilght between, sometimes;

Squares of dark, rich, golden brown,—

That's where grandpa's ploughed the
ground.

Mamma’s crazy quilt 18 preity,
But. somchow it seems a Dity
Hours and hours to sit and sew
On that sort of thing, you know.
\Vhen it's done it's far too nice
To use, they say, at apy Dprice.
So I think that grandpa’s quilt
Is better than une made of silk
And satin pleces, ‘cause, you see,
His {8 useful as can be,

DRIFTED AWAY.*
By Edward Wlliam Thomson.

—————

CHAPTER I.—LosT.

About five o'clock {n the afternoon of
a raw March day, the report ran about
‘T'oronto that two boys in a skiff, without
oars, paddles, or sail, were belng blown
cut in the open lake. This alarm or-
iginated with a butcher who had driven
into town along the shore ot Ontarlo
from the mouth of the Humber River,
some four mliles westward of Toronto
Bay.

A keen though not & great wind
prevailed’ that afternoon. Navigation
had scarcely begun, hence it was almost
certain that no incoming vesse! would
pick the boys up. The probabllity that
they could be found before nightfall by
a tug seemed small. Only one Toronto
tug had steam up, and that little vessel
would not return till nightfall from its
work at a long distance from the
wharves,

Scarcely had the report begun to travel
by word of mouth, before an evening
paper distributed it broadcast. Home-
going business men, leaving their offices
to shoulder through the cvening throng,
heard newsboys calling, * All about the
boys adrift!”

The gas-lamps just then being lighted
seemed to accentuate King Street's
cheerfyl bustle, and so impress people
more distinctly with a sense of the quick
spread of night over the face ot the
waters on which the two lads were help-
lessly fioating away. Toronto people
are 8o familiar with the lake that thou-
sands had instantly grasped the full sig-
niticance of the rumour.

In a few minutes it roused something
like a panic. Groups formed round men
who talked loudly of the chances of res-
cue ; women hysterically inquired the
names of the boys; cries of sympathy went
up from persons who, on coming out of
stores, suddenly learned of the case. The
fmminence of darkaness forbade .con-
fidence that the boys could be found
alive, and the meagreness of informa-
tion left 2 multitude of parents to fear

for sons they had not seen during t.he,

day.

By 8lix o'clock a great crowd had form-
ed on and about Brown’s wharf, whero
the tug A. G. Nixon was almost ready to
start. As she whistled, a cheer went up,
which was understocod by the people far-
ther back, caught, passed on, and echoed
to and {ro and sidelong and:-far away up
many an avenue. At that, factory nper-
ativas pouring into the streets and home-
stayers who had not yet heard of the
thing stopped, or rushed out to qQuestion
what was the matter,

Just as the Nixon was about to leave,
a man running down the middle of
Yonge Street Into the crowd, cried:

*Stand aside and let me pass'®
of them is my little boy !”

So quickly did the people push side-
wige to give Mr. Lancely room that
three mnen were thrust off the slip Iato
the water, At this the scared crowd
struggled to get back off the wharf to
firm land, and the generai attention was
distracted from the boat till the three
men were pulled out. By this time the
Nixon, with Mr. Lancely aboard, hal
started,

One

* From & new volume, “ Walter .Gitbs,
the Young -Boss, and Other Storles.”

Toronto ;. William Briggs. Price, $1.25..

Plusrated,

Before she left the sllp ho bhad ex-
plained from her deck that his son, nine
years old, and his servant-boy, perhaps
soventeen, were certainly those adrift,

**He's the only child we have left.”
said the gentieman. [ want somebody
to go out to my house.
hurry. Tell my wife that I've started
with the tug, and we're sure to catch
the skiff soon. Say sure to, mind that,
sure to, or she'll dle of anxiety.”

* Al right, Llancely. I'll go my-
sell !" cried an acquaintance. * Keep
your heart up. You'll find Charley all
right, poor little chap !”

At that there was a cheer from the
people, and the throngs began to break
up; but many persons remained on the
wharf to see the Nixon make her way
out through the floating ice-cakes that
sti]l swung to and fro in tho harbour.
As the tug passed beyond the westera
gop 8 cloud of snow drove forth from the
land, blotting her out at a breath.

**God help the poor boys! God help
them ! sald some man in an earnest
tone, and the prayer and the emotion
went up, repeated from muny lips.
Meantime the captain of the tug was
questioning the anxious father.

“ Wil they have plenty of clothes on,
Mr. Lancely ?” asked the Nixon's skip-
per.

“1 don't know. Al I know is {n this

Take a cab and |,

“What about the servant-boy ? Would

he likely be well covered 1

t " No, poor fellow, He has a big, warm

1 old overcoat of mine, but he's almost too

+ proud of it to wear it

« Whote coat before, and !t's altogether

ltkoly he went to the boat-houso with-

| out It on”

i Pretty bad, pretty bad, sir. I'll sco
and have some blankets put over tho
boller to heat, and they')l be ready In
case we find ‘efm.”

“In caso! Surely, you don't doubt
that, captain 7"

‘ * Oh, we're bound to find them, bound

{ to find them. But when? There's no
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telitng how the currents will act round
this part of the lake. Hey! No flnding
em it we can‘'t see ths surface of tho
water ! Consarn it all, here's what 1
was afraid of !
At the word a coming cloud of snow
hid the land and the lights ashore.
When the snow had cleared away, the
tug, stcaming slowly with the wind, was
far from Iland. Soon afterwards the
straggling clouds blew away, leaving
over the sullen cxpanse of Ontarto a
moonless, starlit vault. Low on the
y horth horizon the iight-house dwindled.
Nothing but the sighlng wind, not gale
cnough to rouse a tumbling sea, could
be heard responding to the long shricks
of fteam with which the Nixon strove
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teicgram that a dlstrict telegraph boy
handed to me just as I was preparing to
go home :

‘* Charlie and Isidore are adrift in the
skiff without oars. 1 can gee them
tloating out half-way between the island
and the Humber. Act quickly. No one
hore cen suggest anything except to send
out a tug.’

“That’s from my wite,” said Mr. Lance-
ly. *“1I instantly ran down and found
your boat starting. No, I can't imagine
how they got adrift, though this morning
1 told Isidore—he's my servant-boy—to
loosen a strip of carpet that runs the
length of the skiff. It got frozen down
at the stern Jast fall because I forgot to
bail her out. Isidore is very fond of my
lttle boy, so 1 suppose they went to-
gether to the boat-house and somehow
got afloat and were blown out. How
long before we shall catch up to them,
captain 7"

The skipper looked gravely at him,
glanced at the porthern sky, and replied,
“ Well, sir, we will likely make out to
resch them if the wind don't change or
something worse happen.”

* Surely tr -~ wind won't change !"

“No, I don't say it will. I'll do my
best, you may lay to that, sir., What
I'm most afeard of {s that the litile fel-
low will be done out with coid. Would
he likely have his overcoat on ?”

“ vm afraid not. He's fond of going

round without it, no matter what we say.” ,

* Boys is all iike that, sir.”
“St1]l he may have had it with him,
for 1sidore s very careful of Charley.

1f ‘not, he'll be half-frozeu, and have a only go strajght abead and we'd aught to-
| trigntral cote” ‘ '

to let the boys know she was seeking
them.
“ That will hearten them up, anyhow,”
said the captain.
As the tug “teetered” up and down
the scarcely broken swell, Mr. Lancely
in the bow gazed steadlly forward,
, around and down. Often he thought he
j saw the skiff rising upon some shoulder-
, Ing billow, but ever the lapse of the

roller renewed his {ncreasing tear. Once

the bow struck some heavy thing. His
. heart fell at the sudden cuntact. He
, sprang to look over, expecting to see the
y SKIfT; but before he had fairly peered
, down, the grinding sound betokened a
. Sake of ice.

Once, after abandoning the fdea that
he had darkly seen the skiff on 1 wave,
a thought that it had perhaps been there
grew to an overpowering fear that they
were leaving Charley astern. The pity-
ing captain backed up then, and ran to
and fro over the adjacent water. Then
the wretched father groaned with self-
reproach for having caused the loss of

, tirae,

y  *“Could the skiff swamp in this sea 2"

. *Nu, that's not likely. There's scarce-
1y 8 break of water anywhere, and she'd
arift easy. Do you suppose that ser-
vant-boy of yours would know enough
to rig up any kind of a safl ? But I for-

- got, they'd nothing to rig one with. So

I reckon we're all right.”
**What do you mean ?”

¢ 1 mean that we'll bc more likely to
find her than we would i 8h0 waue Zafi-
ing Iinstead of just drifting. 8She can

1ind:ker.”

-

He nover had a |

- - en———

After the tug had run out to about
where the captain  theught the boat
thould bo, ko headed duo east, kept that
coursc for somo two miles, and then
went back and  forth, cast and woat,
, steaming rcouth or with the wind a fow
, minutes upon cach turn, Thua the Wt-

tlo steamor degeribed many long, nacrow
, waraliclograms on the surface of the

lake, but tho skiff of tho lost boys was
not scen,
Soon the evening past, and the depths

cf darkness drew on., It was after mid-
[ olght when the skipper, pointing to the

cried Mr.

I north, shouted with joy.

“\Whero? 8how mef”
i Lancely, I can't s¢e them! \Vhero?
| Do you sco the skiff 1"

I *No, sair, 1 didn't mecan that. But
jsee! Yonder! There's more help cotu-
{ tng 1"

{ Away off toward Toronto a lght
\ gleuxlxlled. then another and another, flve
i in all

1 Fivo more tugs! Good boys!” crled
) tho captain. ** Hurrah, now we can do
; fomething 1"

Across the Intervening leaguo a dull
bass note camo with the wind,

“It's the commodorc's steam yacht.”
sald the skipper. Soon the lttle vesscls
were all within hsil.

* ranceiy !'* shouted the blu®t old com-
modore of the Yacht Club, * When we
lert, there was word frora your house
that your wife was bearing up well.”

*‘Thank heaven for that!”

* [ thought you'd be anxinus, old mnn,
and 8o I teolegraphed for noews of her
while stenm was getting up. Now, we're
going to fnd Charley pretty soon, 1
hope,” and he rapidly explained his plan
to the Nixon's skipper.

Soon tho litle steamers were systc-
matically rapging to and fro, passing
and repassing, over a tract somo five
miles wide, whistling i{n unlson ovory
fitth minute by the watch, that the
hoped-for replies of the boys might be
heard in still intervals,

But the night scemed to thicken till far
toward morning, when a thin moon camo
up over the waste. The constellation
of the Great Bear whecled bigh and far
past the Yole, the wind slowly fell, nnd
the solemnity of the face of the waters
deepened in the bush, whiloe still tho
searching father gaxed from thc bow,
praying dumbly to see again the flaxen
head and bold bLlue eycs of his little son.

(To be continued.)

THE EMPEROR AT THE FORGE.

Boys often resent being called upon to
do a plece of work which they think be-
neath them, especially if 1t i{s a task
which properly belongs to some ane clse.
But every ono should cultivate an ablig-
ing disposition, and be able to help in
any ecmergency to the extent of his
ability.

Emperor Joseph set a good example in.
this respect one day when travelling in
Itely. A wheel of hls carrlage broke
down, and he repaired to the shop of a
blacksmith in a little village, and de-
sired him to mend it without detay.

*1 would,” sajd the smith, “ but this
deing a holiday, all my men are away
{ at church; even the boy who blows the
t boilows is away."”

“ Now 1 have an excellent charce to
| warm myself,” sald the unknown em-
| peror. So, taking his place at the bel-
i lows, instead of calllng an attendant to
+ do so, he followed the smith's directions

and worked a8 if for wages. The work

was finished, and instead of the little
sum which ho was charged, the soveroign
handed out six gold ducats.

“You have made a mistake,” sald tho
i astonished blacksmith, *and given me
| six gold pleces, which nobody in this vil-
| lage can change.”

, “ Change them when youn can,’” sald the
laughing emperor. as he entered his car-
! riage. * An emperor gshould pay for such
' a pleasure as blowing tho bellows.”
' 1 have known some shop boys who
* would bave waited long, and sent far for
' belp, before they would have * come
t down” to blowing a bdblacksmith's bul-
' lows. It {s not boys with the best senso
* who thus stand upon the!r dignity. A
t readiness to oblige. and to take hold of
l unaccustomed work when necessary, has
)
|
]
|
]
]
|
i
[}
1

often been excellent business capital for
a young iman.—Youth's World.

* Can you tell me wtere I will get the
Lancaster Aveaue car?” Iaquired s
middic-sged fussy woman, who was
standing {n the middle of the car-trsck,
of a2 man who was in 2 great hurry.

y " Yes, you'll get it right.in the middle of

.

i»youx- back, if you stand there,” he re-

Piied, and then passed on.



