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How the Leaves Jame Down.
BY §UBAN COOLIDOE.

T'll tell you bow the leaves come down
Satd the great Treo to his children:
“You'ro getting sleepy., Yellow and

Brown,
Yes. vory sleepy. little Red;
It 18 quite time you went to bed.”

* Al 1" begged each sflly, pouting leaf,
“Let us a little longer stay;

Dear Father Tree, behold oir grief;
Tis Such & very pleasant day,
Wo do not want to go away.”

S0 just for One more merry day,
Tq the great Tree the leaflets clung,
Frolicked and danced and had thelr way,
Upon the autumn breezes swung,
Whispering all their sports among.

“Pernaps the great Tres will forget,
And let us stay until the spring,

1f wo all beg and coax and fret.”
Byt the great Tree did no such thing;
He smiled to hear thelr whispering.

“Come, childrey, all to bed,” he cried;
And ere the leaves could urge thelr
Pl'ayer.
He ghook his head, and far and wide,
Fluttering and rustling everywhere,
Down sped the leafiets through the alr.

7 saw them; on the ground they lay,
Golden and red, & huddled swarm,
Walting till One Lmom far away,
White bed-clothts heaped upon her

arm,
Should come to wrap them safs and

warm.
‘fae great bare Tree looked down and
smiled,
" Good-night, dear 1little leaves,” he
sald;

Atd from below each sleopy child
Replied, * Good-night,” and murmured,
“1t 18 50 nice to ge to bed”

MI88 OHATTY'S HALLOWEEN.
BY MY B. Q. BRUSH.

Miss Tempy looked up at the calendar
ganﬁmg above her little cheery writing-

es!

“0 hum, almost the last of October !”
she gaid, and then suddenly paused with
an apprehensive glance toward her sls-
tet, \is3 Chatty, who sat by the window
enBaged at her annuai task of making
over Mrs. Deacon Rogers’ winter bonnet.

The two Misses Martin were alsters,
but q1d not resemble one another in the
siightest degree, for Miss Temperance,
the eider, aged fifty, was thin and dark,
blatk.eyed and solemn-looking; Miss
Charjty was barely forty years old and
nhad rosy cheeks, merry blue eyes, and
was, poreover, as plump as a partridge.

Migg Cbhatty's eyes (everybody called
the Misses Martin Chatty and Tempy)
had g roguish twinkle in them, as, look-
lnfdup,trom the rusty black velvet, she
sald ;

“Abhg, Tempy! I know of what you
are thinking. To-morrow—yes, let me
seé~tg-morrow night will be Halloween.
And tpere aroe those Thurston children !

“Well, yes,” with a sigh, “I must
coblegs You've read my thoughts. Those
Thurgton children, indeed! You know
how tkey acted Jlast year. Somehow
they seem to regard us as thelr especial
victime. Don't you remember their
prankg ? The boards I had plled up
for n new sidewalk were lugged away
down to the end of our street, they hung
our millinery sign over tie office door
of the horse doctor; they lifted our gato
grom jts hinges and carried it up oa top
of the band staud fn the park; they put
a Ted fannel Jacket on little Dude and
tied g Tibhor to his tail, and the dear
&0g was noarly wild teving to scramble
and chew.his wWay out!”

“I1 remember they placed a long row
of tabbiges on our front porch and
scareq us, for When we pesped out of the
window Wwe thogght eome tramps were
1ying there sleeping; those mbbages did
100X just like Tound shaggy heads.” And
Miss Chaity Inushed.

“Laugh it you want to, but I can't,”
Migs Tempy rejolned, grimly. * I think
It’s too serious a thing being at the mercy
of hal! a dozen youngsters. They'll
treat us worse this year—you'll sce now!
Do you know™—hero Miss Tempy's
black eyes snapped angrily—*“do you
know they are plotting mischief this
very minute? I saw tho wholo five
going out for a consultation behind our
own barn. Five? I should say six,
for that three-year-old Capple is able to
keep up the famlily reputation for mls-
chief, I'll warrant.”

A thoughtiful expression came over
Miss Chatty’s face.

*True, I laugh, sister, at the funny
things they do, but at the same time I
feel sorry for the children. They're
motherless, you know, Tempy, and thelr
father i{s so abgorbed in his tusiness.
His housekeeper, old Mrs. Grindstone,
knows no more about the care of chil-
dren than—than our old Tabby cat—and
not ag muca, for I must say, that old
Tadb {8 a dear, good, fafthtul mother to
her little kits, But really, Tempy, I
can't help being interested fn the Thumr
stons; thoy're such bright, pretty chil-
dren. I do want to help them. Did my
best to coax them to come to my Sun-
day-schoo? class, but they sort of shy

oft. I suppose they're a little afrald of
us. You know you have scolded ‘em a
good deal, Tempy."”

‘“S'pose I have, but not a quarter to
what they’'ve deserved,” was the grim
rejoinder,

Miss Chatty tucked a black ostrich
feather on Mrg. Deacon Rogers' bonnet
and held it aloft on her chubby fist to
study the effect. Suddenly she pushed
her work aside and sprang up, eagerly
exclaiming :

“Qh, Tempy, Tempy, you dear old
girl! T've thought of a charming plan.
It'll be such a joke, tco. We'll win the
Thurstons by a master stroke! Let us
play a Halloween trick on them

“ Chatty,” severely, “are you crazy ?”"

Miss Chatty danced about, shaking off
little snippings of velvet and ends of
thread from her ruffled apron.

that one original fidea would make me
fnsane ? No, ma'am! Let me tell you
my plan. We'll give a real nice Hal-
loween party for tho benefit of the
Thurston children ¥

‘“Humph ! they won’'t come !

“Won't, eh ? Just let me drop a lLiint
about the decliclous cocoanut cake you
make and the games wc¢'ll play after
supper. Of course they'll come !’

Miss Chatty was right. Of course the
Thurstons came. There was Bess, the
eldest, a bright-eyed hoyden, with her
mane of wondrous yellow hair; sturdy
Walter in his new sallor suit; Tom, his
face a network of gring and freckles and
odd grimaces; then Leona and Marie, as
merrv as little grigs, and Capple, the
voungest, with wide, wondering eyes
peeping from under his fringe of fiaxen
tangs. Evidently Mrs. Grindstone had
glven some attentlon toward drilling

them for the occasion, a9, for the first
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“ What,” she gatd, gaily, *“ do you think l Chatty are just lovely.

|

|
twenty minutes after thelr arcival at the

milliners’ cottage, thoy sat as solemn as
a row of young owls, bhlinking away with
round inquiring oycs. But presently Miss
Chatty, rosy-chocked and bright-cyed,
started ono merry game after anather;
and it wasn't long bofore tho houso re-
sounded with pattering feoet and gay
laughter and the passers-by might havo
heard even Miss Tempy singing shrilly .

“ Oh, say, 4o you know the Muflin man?"”

Old games and now ones; Halloweon
games, of course—apples floating in tuds
and chestnuts popping from their shin-
{ng brown coats by the red coals,

Last, but pot 1cast, thoy had tho jolliest
kind of blindman’s buff, Going Into
the sitting-room the children found &
network of cords strotched from wall to
wall, and on these ropes were parce!s of
all kinds, red toy balloons, jumping
jacks, and little Japanese parasols and
fans, to say nothing of oranges and bags
of candy, all dangling beside dollies
drossed so gally from remnants of bright
silk ribbons from the milliners' * plece-

x.ib
Each child was blindfolded in turn and
furnished with a wand, and while Miss
Chatty sat dcwn to the old yellow-keyed
plano and rattled oft a aprightly ig, he
or she circied round gnd round, striving
to strike or loosen some of the gifts
overhead.

Such & happy evening as it was, and
how astonished everybody wus, to be
sure, when the tall, old-fashioned
clock struck ten.

tricnd satd something lltke this.  Watrh
that clock oh the shelf, and you will
sco that when it comes time {t always
strikes the hour, It doesn’t lag and
delay a few minutss over, but precisely
at the moment the long hand points to
twelvo it strikes the proper hour. 1t
it didn‘t, the whole houschold would be
in troublo, for each one of us depends
on the striking of tho clock to mark off
the hours for us. When the time comes
tor you to meoct & hard thing, do eo
uravely: don’'t complain or delay, for
that would ounly make your troublo
otiier people’s as well.” The boy who
puts off filling the wood-box until he
has finished his kite, and so delays bhis
mother's baking, is refusing to strike
his hour. 8o is the giri who puts off
dolng thoroush work in her school untlt
{t s nearly time for examinations. Ever
30 many of us are trying to get out of
“ gtriking an hour’ as long &s we can.
We shall save ourscives and others much
2 12 1s sounded the moment {t becowmocs
due—~Happy Hours.

HELPING THE WEAR.
BY DR. JANKS.

An Eaglish traveller who was oob-
siderably intervested in birds happened to
be passing the autumn {u the Isle of
Crete, in the Mediierranean, and he often
noticed s sound like the twittering of
small birds at tin.es when the sand-
cranes were passing overhead on their
way southward. Az the only fowl In
sight were the cranes, thls aroused his
curlosity, and he men-
tioned the matter to a friend
who was a native of the
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HALLOWEEN PARTY,

* Nicest Halioween I ever bhad ! ex-
clalmed Walter as he and Bess with
much importance marshalled the rest of
the Thurstons homeward. * It was lots
more {un than scooting around as we did
last year, playing tricks that we got
scolded and punished for the next day.”

“ Yes, indeed,” £ald Bess, enthusiastic-
ally. “1 think Miss Tempy and 3iss
I'm golng there
again Saturday, and they're going to
teach me how to maike the dearest ltile
apron for Marle! And say, Walter,
Miss Chatty told me of & real nice pres-
ent I could make for you Christmas.”

“Did, eh ?” complacently. * She {sn't
one bit lke Mrs. Grindstone, {s she ?
Miss ClLatty seems to think boys are
worth something, and—well, I say,
Bess,” lowering his voice confdentially,
« 1 say, it she asks us again to joln her
Sabbath-school class, let's do it. I
think she'll be the kind of a teacher a
fellow’d like.”

ALWAYS S8TRIKE YOUR ROUR.

In one of Sophia May's delightful
gtory-books this odd pleve of advice is
given to a young girl who soes a bard
trial ahead . ** Always strike your hour.”
When she looked up In surprise her
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fsland, suggesting that pos-
aibly the noise wus caused
by thoe whirring of the
feathers of those great birds.
His friend, howaver, said
no; the nolse, he declnred,
was made by song-birds that
were riding on the backs of
the cranes, and he.furthsr
asserted that the saucy little
fellows had comoe all the
way from the coast of
Europe with their good-
natured companions, who
lent: it not a helping hand,
a helping back, which was
much more servicoablee. A
few days later the BEoglish-
man got pretty conclusive
proof of the truth of this
statement, He was crulsing
about in a boat about fiftecn
miles from shore, when an-
other flock of cranea passcd
overhead, and he heard the
same twittering notes. He
therefore discharged his guo
to sce what would come of
it, and forthwith ho saw
threa gmall birds rise up
frum the flock in fright, After & shori
+ Ume they disappeared again amopg the
ycranes. The Indians of the reglon south
of Huasons Bay tell a similar tale of a
song-finch which travels across that
great body of water and ire very com-
| fortably on the back of a Canada gnoso
It seems that God has thus pul into the
instinct of geese and cranes to give a
helping back to bhear the burdens of
weaker fowl. Those who name the
pame of Jesus Christ ought certainly to
have hearts as tender as these birax
We show forth the spirit of Christ when
wo bare our back to carry tho burdens of
God’s weaker singers. No music will
be 80 swWeet as the thanksgiving of such
hearts whom we have gladdened by our
help.—~Dr. Banks,

Liss Leltch tells of how the native
Christians of Coyion contribute for the
Lords work. Each morning when s
Christian measures out the rice for the
family for tbe cCay, so many handfuls
for her busband, for each child, for her-
sclf, she takes one handful or so more
and puts it into & box marxed. “ The
j lLord's Box,” From time (0 time the
church treasurer visits ali the Christian
homes, collects tho tice {fom thege boxes,
sclis 1t, and sends the wmoney to the
native missionary society.




