S

PLEASANT HOURS.

119

Vacation Song.
BY XATHARINE LK BATES.

1 have clossd my book and hidden my
slate,
And thrown my satchel acrosa the gate,
My schoo] i3 out for a season of rost,
Aud nl(;\' for the school-room-1 love the
est |

My school-room lles on the meadow wido,

where under the cluver the sunboams
hide ;

where the long vines cling to the moussy

bars,
And tho dalsles twinkle llke fallen stars;

Where clusters of buttercups giid tho
scene,

Like showers of gold dust thrown over
the green,

And the wind’s flying footsteps are
traced, as they pass,

By the dance of the sorrell and dip of
the grass.

My lcosons are written in clouds and
trecs,

And no on¢ whispers, except the breeze,

Who sometimes blows, from a secret
place,

A stray, sweet blossom against my frce.

My school-bell rings in the rippling

stream,

Which hides itselt like a schoolboy's
dream,

Under a shadow and out of sight,

But laughing still for its own delight.

My schoolmates there are the birds and

bees, .
And the saucy squirrel, less wise than
thege,
FFor he only learns, in all the weeks,
tiow many chestnuts will fill his cheeks.

My teacher {s patient, and never vet

A lesson of hers did I once forget :

For wonderful love do her llps impart,
And all her legsons are learned by heart,

O come ! O cnme ! or we shall be late,
And autumn will fasten the golden gate,
Ot all the school-rooms, in east or west,
The school of nature I love the best.
—The Pansy.

NEMO
The Wonc;:rfm Door.

BY THR AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIES OLD
ORGAN

CHAPTER II.—Continued.

It was not a pleasant conclusion to
arrive at, and -Abe] felt the perspiration
streaming down his face, and his little
legs shook Wwith fear as he stood in the
empty bedroom.

The crying had ceased when he entered
the room, all was now quite still, and
ho was turning round to go downstairs
that he might search the lower rooms in
the house, When he thought he heard a
sigh. A very small sigh it was, it
seemed little more than a breath, and
yot he felt sure that it came from some-
thing or some one close to him.

Abel noticed now that behind the door,
in a recess, waz & small cupboard, which
he had not seen before. Could it be
that the sound he had heard came from
thenco? Summoning up all his cour-
age, he threw open the closet door and
looked inslde,

Was the cupboard empty ? No, it was
not. A bundle, a long, narrow bundle,
lay on the lower shelf, and just ag Abel
caught sight of it, the same dreary wall
to which he had been listening for so
long broke forth &gain, and went straight
to Abel’'s heart.

He lifted the curious little bundle out
of the closet, and, carrying it icto the
next room, he lafid it on his bed. A
thick woollen shawl was pinned tightly
round it, but with trembling fingers he
took out the pins, one by one, and then
there lay before him the contents of the
bundle.

“Why, i¥'s & little babby, blesa itt*
sald Abel Grey pititully ;—" a poor little
lonesome babby, that's what it fo!"

The chfld was weak and exhausted,
and did not cry long, but lay quietly on
‘he bed, moaning every now and then,
and softly sighing to itself, &8 Abel had
teard it do Dbefore. It was neatly
dressed, and iis clothes seemed to be
Quite new and clean. It had a littls
white nightgown, with tiny frills on the
‘op and gleeves, and round its neck was
a small card on which some words had
been printed in capital letters.

| this card had been fastened, and, holding
it up to the candle, he road aloud—

Nomo,
From Nomo,
For Nemo,

“Wel), to be suro!” said Abel to him-
8elf; * whatover doss that mean? Who
can Nemo bo? 1Is it tho child’'s nams,
I wonder 7"

It was a night of wondering —there was
no more sleep for littlo Abol Grey. He
did not oven attempt to go to bed, but
sat all tho rest of the night holding the
tiny hand in his, woadering who the
child was and whers it had como from.
It must surely belong to the people he
had seen in the house when he came to
look over it, and yet he had noither scen
nor heard a baby when he had visited
the house earlier in the day.

And now, what was he to do ? It was
clear he must walt until daylight cams
before ho could do anything, and then
he thought he would find the landlord,
and ask for the address of the people
who bad been in the house before him.
Meanwhile, he could only wait and
wonder,

The child slept nearly all night, only
now and then waking to cry, and thon
falling asleop again.

It must be hungered to death, poor
Httle thing, bless it !* he sald; “ why,
ft can have had no food for hours, and
I've nothing in the house to give i{t—
nothing at all.”

But the child was not huagry, it was
exhausted and weary, and there was a
strange faint smell about its breath
which Abel did not like, and which made
him very uneasy.

“I belleve it has had chloroform or
some such drug given to it,” he sald to
himself, and then there followed a ter-
rible thought. Perhaps the child would
die before the morning. Ought he not
to go for help at once? Yet where
should he go, and whom should he bring?

He was & nervous man, with very little
presence of mind, and he was not quick
in thought nor ready in action. S0 the

) selt a cup of tea before she began her

There was old Xrs. Riddings in the
next street, sho sold niilk. He won-
derad It sho was up, and whether, it he
went to har, he could got what the poor
chlld sb sorely needed. Ho determined
to try.

Thore was ho dne In tho streoet when
Abel turned iInto it. Thoe men whu had
to bo at their work at five had all gone
by, and tho six o’clock men had not yet
started. He wondered {f old Mrs. Rid-

| dings would be aslevp, and if su, whether

he should have tho courage to awake her.
But, to his great joy, when ho drew near
tho house he saw smoke coming out of
the chimney. ;
It was churning day, and Mrs. Rid-
diugs was up carly, and was making her-

work., The door was open, and Abol al- |
most sent the old woman fnto a fit by .
walking {n and standing bohind her as .
she pourcd the water from the kottlo
into her little black teapot. |

**Ay, man, but ye¢ scared me ! sho
cried. * Why, it's nover you, Abel Grey, |
at this time of the morning! Whatever ,
in the world are ye after now ?" \

*“ drs. Riddings,” said the littlo man,
*“1 want a pennyworth of milk.”

“ Milk at this time o' morning’, man !
What, are ye golng off on your travels,
and want maybe to make yerself a cup o
tea afore yo go 1"

Abel was very much tempted to say
Yes, that ho might save himself from
further questions, but he was a truthful
little man, and so he answered,~—

* Well, no, Mrs. Riddings, not exactly; )
in fact, it {sn't for myself I want {t.” i

“ What, ft's for a friend, is it " sald
the old woman, all her woman's curiosity
rising within her.

“Well, no,” sald Abel, as he pictured
to himself the poor crying baby which
had so disturbed his night's rest, "1
couldn't exactly say it was for a friend.”

‘“Well, it {sn't for an encmy, I sup-
pose 7" gald Mrs. Riddings, lcughing.

*“Oh, dear, no, not an enemy ! said
kind-hearted little Abel; “ nai a bit of an
encmy, Mrs. Riddings.”

*“Ah, I have it at last,” sald the milk-

B

night passed away whilst he tried to de-
clde what was best to be done, and when
the grey morning light stole into the
room he was still holding the tiny hand
in his, and still gazing anxiously into
the pretty little face of the sleeping
child, .

The baby was so quiet, 80 terribly
still, that several times he thought it
must ve dead, and he stooped down and
strained his ears to listen for its gentle
breathing, and he felt for the tiny beat-
ing of the small pulse, in order to assure
himself that life was still in the child,
[ and that it was not yet too late to save it.

But when the cocks in the next garden
began to crow, and the sounds of 1life
began to be heard in the street, the baby
woke, and cried more loudly than before.
Then its littls hand went into its mouth,
and it began to suck it ravenously.

“ It must have something to eat, poor
little thing,” said Abel Grey. *“Could I
fetch it anything from home ?”

He went over in thought all that his
little larder contained. There was a bit
ot Cheshire cheese, and a smoked bad-
dock, and a slice or two of Bologna
sausarge, #~d a small box of sardines,
but he fancled he had never seen such
thiugs as these given to bables.

There was old Mra Stubbs, who had
that baby from the workhouse to qurse—
what did she give it ? Why, she hul a
2 sttle, and a nasty dirty bottle it was,
and it looked like milk inside it. Yes,
| it was milk he wanted, and how was he

to get it? The man who brought him
| his pennyworth every day did not come

round until eight o’clock, and it was now
balf-past five, and bhefore eight o'clock

Abel untied the blue ribbon with which | the child might die,
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woman; “it's for your old tabby caty
now, isn't it

“ Nay, you're wrong again, Mother
Riddings,” he said; * but I want the milk
in a great hurry, so if you'll promise not
to ask me a single question more, I'll
tell you what it’'s for.”

‘“ All right ! tell away then,” said Mrs.
Riddings, laughing heartily as she went '
to the dairy to get the milk.

‘* Well, then,” sald Abel, as he took it
from her hand,—* not another question, i
you remember,—the milk .s for —is for— i
is for—a baby. Good morning, Mrs.
Riddings.”

(To be continued.)

GIVE THE BOYS8 AND GIRLS A
OHANCE.

I wonder that there is not in overy
town one man or woman who kpows,
plants and animals and birds and insccts, ,
whn will take clas.es of children in,
their vacations, or on thefr holidays, inlo
the flelds, and there fnstruct them,
While a child one should lcarn how to
sualyze a plant, and should have been
taught tho nature and habits of things
that walk or fiy, and should make col-,
lections of them. The enterprise thus ,
learned is often the bast part of & boys
education. It fs more valuable to hlm ,
than half the scientific biology he will
ncw be taught in college. 1 vould give
more for 8 cabinet of minerals which a .
boy has collected by hard breaking of .,
rocks, going on expeditions to localities,
and trading with his fellows, than for all |
the trigonometry he i3 ever likely to
learn. This has in it the element of re- ;

seatch,

. out of school, as recieation.

it makes a boy resally scholarly
avd enterpriging, It gives promise of
suctesa {n later life, and of real tntoreat
In ts work and study. :

This must be done for the muat part
Tho aame
13 true of a lovo for litemiure, which &
child must acyuire at home and not a*
school. That comes beat LY reading
poetry. Lot the parent plan to have ai

“the best poetry, in the cheuapest form.

if nccessary, tn the Louse, especially nar

. rativo poems, like those of \Walter Booti,

Wourdsworth, Moute, Whittier, and Lung
fellow, Nor let the humourist be misa

. ing—~Hood and Holmes, which children

will casily learn to love. The advantago
of these {s that  hildren can be encour

"aged to commit such verses to memory,

descriptite and sentimental, and not
think it work. One thus w{ll acquirc a
literary Instinct, and for this purpose
poetry, and a grest deal of it, committod
to memory, aftords the vory beost dls-
cipline. Wo mako a groat mistake In
not cultivating tho momory enough, as
it it interfered with the logical faculty
The memory s far the more important
for the first fificen years ot life.

No matter how poor the parent may
ve, {t tho child shows unusual ability.
i¢ the boy (or gir)) leads hig classes, then
nothing should stand in the way of giv-
ing him every opportunity for education
The paront may not be able to afford to
send him to the higher and the highost
school; but no matter. Il.et him go just
the same. Any sacrifice should bo made.
and the child should bo told to plan for
it, and earn his own way through. There
will be scholarships and ways of earn!ng
money by teaching. We want no twmute
{nglorious Miltons in this age of oppor-
tunities. In our fathers' day the minis-
ter tn the country town, who was the
school committeeman, used to pirk out
the bright boys {n the district schkool,
and sce that they wont to college 1
wonder 1f teachers and public school
superintendents do this duty now, and
give the parents of such children no rest
and guide the ambition of such children
fnto worthy channels.— New York Inde-
pendent.

“ Ready-made bridges are something
pow under the sun,” explained o well-
known and prominent bridge bulider to
& reporter of the Washington Star, * but
there are o number of concerns now that
keep on hand a full stock of ready-made
{ron bridges of mearly all sizes.”

“ By this,” sdded the bridge-bullder,
«1 do not mean that I could pick up,
ready-mads, 8 bridge as long as the Long
Bridge. 1 would bave no difficulty,
powever, in finding ready-mado and
packed, so that it could be shipped in
less than a half-day after the order was
recelved, a bridge as long as the so-
called chain bridge on the Upper Poto-
mac., The customers for the rcady-
made bridges are mostly ratlroad com-
panles, who, when they want anything,
want it mighty bad and are in an awful
burry for it. Only recently a raiiroad
bridge was washed away from a streal
in Pennsylvanis. In less than tws
hours 5 bridge nincty-seven fect long and
aineteen and o bhalf feet wlde was or-
dered by wiro, In six hours every part
of it was shipped, and In two hours less
than tbree days’ time trains were ruh-
ping regularly over It It had to" be
hauled over two hundred miles, too.

Margaret W. Lelghton says that scarce-
1y a day passes i which we do not seo
some forms of fungi, so common are thoy
—inbabiting every houk and corner, It
we walk in the flelds, the woods, even in
the dooryard, we sco ihe Litle white,
gray and brown umbrellas of the toad
gtools and musbrooms. Going to the
preserve closet, we see that on the tops
of many of the hottles a whito growth
bas formed. Our old shocs hidden away
in the dark have a grecnish dust upon
them: this {s another fungus, and the
« mother” in vipegar claims cousinship
with the yeast which ralses our bread.
The paste-pot is fleched with pink, green
and gray spots, all fungl. Some of the
graip crups are often subject to partial
or compiete dustifuction from different
kinds of fubngi—the *smut” of wheat
and corn, ergot of rye and others,

When the Roman Emperor Titus had
let a day pass withuut accomplisLing
anyithing worth while, he used tu say In
the evening, 1 La.¢ lost a day.™

A class of girla In 2 certain Sabbath
school wero so .mpressed when they
learned this fact abuut the emperor that
they formed thcmselves into a Titus
Swcicty. The conditien of membershlp
1s that cach one shall allow no day to

; bass without speaking some kind word

or doing somse helptul deed.



