The Word of a Boy.

“ What do you know about him, anyway ?" asked
Alfred Grierson, sharply.

“ Not.much, only he thinksa lot of his word,’” an-
swered Charley, timidly.

“ What do you mean ?"'

“ Why, if he says he'll do a thing, he'll atick to it.
His word is enough.”

The questioner turned aside with a profound whistle.

The boy who had won the approvalof Charles Grierson
was & newcomer in the school they attended, and more
than & year older than Alfred. George Sanborn soon be-
came popular, and Alfred was secretly jealous of his iv.
fiuence. The old Romans were not the only ones who
admired great physical strength, and Ssnborn was tall for
his age, well built, and with les finely developed
His widowed mother was too poor, and too prudent to
pamper him, but plenty of open-air exercise on hillside
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able, and he thought little of the turnout. Now, how-
ever, as he coutrasted it in his mind with a certain
double sleigh he had seen, with a fur rug thrown over the
back and another drawn up in front to keep the feet
warm, while a pair of deshing horses proudly tossed their
necks and set the bells a jingling, he was conscious of a
glow of shame. He hated himself for the poor pride, but
it had been there, and left a sore spot, as if scorched by
fire,

But this was only the beginning of the humiliation.
Returning home,some hours later, a sleigh swept pass,go-
ing in the ssme direction, the bells and glad young volces
mingling in merry music. Sanborn’s schoolmates shout-
ed their recognition ; only one failed in a fraternal greet-
ing. As the gentleman in charge of the party turned to
look st the object of their salutation, his eyes d

whether it was right or not. But it doesn’t seem just the
thing to be able to play golf in the rain, and stay at home
from church because it rains. Let's hurry and dress in
something that water won’t hurt, and go to church. How
surprised our pastor will be to have some one in our pew
on & rainy Sunday " S

** The congregation was very small. Not a young
of our crowd was there. The young men we knew were
also absent, with one or two exceptions, who were aston-,
ished to see us, and us on our courage.
The pastor did not do himeelt justice, He seemed great-
ly depressed. He brightened up a bit at the end, and st
the close of the service came to ns and thanked us for
coming out. My cousin felt ash d ‘when the mind .
said, with a faint smile :

** It does not rain quite as hard asit did yesterday, but

over the homely figure of the mother, the poor, shabby
vehicle and the heavy horse, with a sort of comprebens-
ive pity. Alfred Grierson, catching that look, was

and river, freq plunges, and good, ! food,
were combining to build up an early, vigorons manhood,
which was good to behold. Almost immediately on en-
tering the school Charley Gri ‘s what diminuti
figure and delicate appearance bad appesled to him as
weakness always should appeal to strength.

“ Hello," he sald one day durlog play hour, passing &
cormer where e had seen Charley s short time before
pouring over a volume profusely illustrated. The little
fellow was mow sitting with bands idly folded and »
droopiy tip, but no book. ‘' Have you finished read-
g P

“1 bad to give up my book,” was the spiritiess
snswer

* Were you reading it 1’

“ Of course | was, snd just o the finest part, where
the bear—"'

“ Who's got it 1"

“ Murmy."

“ Never mind, old chap,” sald Sanborn, heartily ;
** another bear hias got into the school ; he must be tamed
& bit. You shall have your book."

Charley never inquired by what meaus this desirable
end was sttained. Heonly knew that in tem minutes
the book lay in his lap, and he was pursuing the bear
through its pages. It was this incident which made the
new boy & hero in Charley Grierson's eyes.

There are heroes iti humdrum, everyday life, in humble
homes, performing common tasks falthfully and unsel-
fishly. They are in training, and perhaps some day
hearts will be stirred by the account of some brave deed
which brings one after another to the world's notice.

“ What would I do without him '’ said Mrs. Saub

hamed to shout.

 Never mind, there will come & time when they won't
be ashamed to know me,”’ George muttered to himeelf.
** Money means influence, and influence and mouney mesn
labor, The road doesn’t lie before me as clear as this
I'm driviog on vow, but 1'11 learn all | oan, and it will
come 1o me or 1 shall come to It.”

And it @M, soouer than be thought. Mr. Orlerees
kept his aye on the Ind, and at the close of the schoot
term offered youuy Sanbors e place in his office

1 want him there,” be explained to his mother, ““be
coune | oan Gepend on his word, and i he b» what |
think, he will get on. He shall have lelonre and sdvan
tages for evening study. And now my wife s coming to
son you, If there ls anythlng you would lke to bave
done, let her know." .

Mrs. Grierson was & kind-hearted, Christian woman,
with tact and judgment. She avoided wounding the
widow's feelings and her son’s boylsh pride, but thelr
home had more refining lnfluences, and Mre Sanborn
added comforts from that time.

And in after years, when people commeunted on the
prosperity of a certain man of business, he was wont to
say :

** 1t all came of my keeping my word to my mother,”
—New York Observer.
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The Rainy Day Club.

Twenty young ladies in a village received a little note
in the same mail. It was as follows :
Dear Friend :—gm you meet the young ladies of our

stopping one moment in the porch to watch the active
figure of her lad as he sped to the village on an errand.
** He promised his father he’'d be a help to me, and he
never once broke his word." L

The next morning as the gate to the school yard was
about to open, a gvoup of boys were seen talking excit-
edly.

My father says I may bring three of yon fellows
slong,” exclaimed one, in'a high tome. “ You, Grier-
son, and Murray and Samborn, We have a two-seat
sleigh and a pair of horses.”

Sanborn canght his cap and tossed it into the air with
a wild ** Hoorah !" but ag it d ded his face clonded

* It is too bad,” hesaid. ‘I hate myself for saylog
that, but it is too bad. I must go home directly after
school this dfternoon.” =

“ Who said so 7"’ asked the others,

“1did.”

“ Pehaw I laimed Alfred Gri

A flush rose to young Sanborn’s face, but he answeced
steadily. :

* 1 promised mother before | came away. Igave my
word and I'll stick to it. It is something that can’t be
put off, or you know I would try all'I could ; I'm up to
fun as well as any of you. Now, don't let it be harder,
but do something for me, to make up. Will you take
young Charley Grierson in my place? 1 can't tell how
obliged 1 am to you and your father for ‘ssking me,' he
concluded, turning 1o the lad who had invited him. It
was resl good of you."_ ) :

There was & siraightf manliness in this that was
eatching, and the boy e cried out : ** Charley
shall go,” snd Murray vchoed : *‘ Charley shall go,”
and even Alfred struck-in, ?

S0 Charley went, and rubbed his little haods in glee,
snd lsnghed and shouted, while George Sauborn was ten
times wore his hero than ever before,

But previous to this, just as the gate swung opem,
George slmost knocked against & gentleman who had
come up unperceived and heard the jon,
With & friendly nod, he sald in passing : * That's right,
my boy ; stick to your mother. You never'had, never
will have & better friend.”

Mrs. Sanborn had business in a town about five miles
distant that afternoon, and her son was to drive her in a
w,-mmnﬂ. At first the ides was agree-

hurch, at my r to-morrow at three p. m., to or-
ganizea * ny-Day Clab

Ella White, the writer of the letters, was a very popu-
lar young woman, who had just returned from a visit of
several weeks to a neighboring city. Every recipient of
the mysterious letter was interested. Those who saw
each other before the time of meeting had many questi
to ask, which no one could answer. But at the hour ap-
pointed every girl was in her place. They talked about
everything else but the one thing that filled every mind,
until all were assembled. Then a chorus of voices almost
in unison exclaimed :

 'Will our old dresses do, or shall we have to get new
ones, with a uniform color and pattern ?"

Ella smiled mysteriously as she said :

“ Let me tell you a story. My cousin in the city,
whose guest I have been for several weeks, is an enthusi-
astic golf-player. She tried to teach me the game, but
did not succeed very well. I have to acknowledge I
hacked my pretty white ball shamefully, and dug some
surprising holes in the green turf, while I was learning.
At last T began to be enthusiastic myself, and, if I had
stayed long emough, I might heve become golf-crazy,
too. .
* One Saturday we had a merry party appointed for
the golf-links. When the day came, it was drizzly, with
a raw, cold air, that threatened to spoil our game, We
all met at the sppointed place for starting, and waited a
bit to discuse the guestion whether or not to go. One
jolly, sturdy girl laughingly said :

* I'm not going to be cheated out of my sport by &
miserable little drizzle. I am well protected from rain.
My mackintosh and rubbers make me independent of the
damp, whether it comes from above or below. I move
we play in the rain. It will be something mew, and

fun.”

* A bearty shout of approval was the answer, It was
declared carried by s | vote, We did not mind
the rain & bit, and we bhad the most_enjoyable party of
the season. The next day it rained. My cousin said :

* Jan't it too bad to have it rain on Sunday ? It Is s
slow and poky to stay st home all day I"

** Why not go to church on rainy Sundays as well sa
play golf on a rainy Saturday 2" I asked.

§.“ The idea! You can’t wear your good clothes to
church in the rain. I never think of golng when it is
wet or stormy. In fact, I never thought much about it—

s Sunday rain st church time is always wetter than a
Saturday rain on the golf-lnks, '

 Nelther of us spoke as we walked home from church.
We sat for & while in our room, thinking seriously, but
sying notbing. Suddenly my cousin sprang to her feet,
and shouted :

“ Bureks | I bave found it | I willorganize a Ralny-
Day Club, We will get every young man and woman in
the comgregation to join, and agree never to mise attend.
ing church on & reiny Sundey unless prevemted by fli-
* The Relny Day Club was organized, and was a great
suocews  (ver » hundred young people were pledged to
sttend church rainy Sundays, and invite others to do so.
The largest congregations are on ralny deys.”

 Now you girls understand what kind of & Ralny Day
Club | wish you to organiss. The first Sunday after 1
cnme hosbe wed & maluy day. Not ome of you was st
church.  The congregation was less than one-fourth the
weual sumber. The cholr omitted all their new music.
The pastor seemed 80 beavy-hearted that I thought at
oune thne be would break down, We can change all that
if you will help organize the club,”

The idea was approved enthusiastically, The girls de-
termined to pledge everybody to secrecy so that they
might have & delightful surprise for their pastor. They
took the cholr into their confidence, and the chorister be-
gan to prepare s programme of choice music. They
divided the church and congregation into twenty divis-
jons., Rach girl took one division, and visited every per-
son, and fully explained the plan. There wss not a
single objector in the whole parish.

After the organization was com pleted and the pro-
gramme arranged, the weath er persisted in remaining
fair and pleasant. Some of the girls were discouraged.
They were afraid the enthusiasm would die out before it
could be exhibited. But at last Old Probebility predict-

ed a regular cy The fearful velocity of the wind,
the terrific rainfall which the f d, fright-
ened the Rainy-Day Club at first. One girl, who had
been enthusiastic from the beginning, said a little petul-
antly :

‘* We have been praying for rain, but we didn’t want a
harricane. It's just the way with you girls ; you always
over-do the thing. If you had been moderate in your en-
thusiasm, we might have had a' delightful storm, and
water not too deep to wade through, Now we are to
have a deluge, and how are we to go to church when not
half of us can swim "

Sunday morning dawned, and found the town just in
the outer rini of the sweep of the storm. The weather
was bad enough to nerve everybody to extra effort, but
not bad enough to discourage anybody. Beginning about
nine o’clock, & stream of uncouth-looking individuals,
with bundles and umbrellas, began to struggle
the wind and rain toward the church.
flowering plant. The local florist, w!
the plan the night before, sent a
palms, Nearly every home had co-operated
decorations, so that the pretty church was
plants, palms, bouquets and flags. < Eyerybody was
hand early, and quietly seated before the organ began to
play the opening voluntary. 3

As the organ voluntary began, the pastor’s study-door
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service with a stirring anthem that quickened every pulse
beat. The first hymn by the people was electrical in its
power and fervor. The pastor was #0 aroused that he

which Ol Probebility had predicted
village. Mnhlppﬂdu&ow-d“
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