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Haying Time.
BY QRORGR K. BOWEN,

The heated sun s shining on the fields of
rich July,

In blazing summer splendour from his
throne of turquolsze sky,

.The perfume of the mesdows fills the
soft, aweet morning alr,

The corp blades wave a proud salute to
the flelds of clover fair.

The farmer {s the charmer In tle ro-
mance of to-day; .

A story of tho glory of the time of mak-
Ing hay.

The mowers in the dewy flelds press
through the ylelding stand,

To music of the keen machine now hum-
ming o'er the land,

The long windrows of clover
surf the rakers leave
bekind

Are quickly tossed by gleam-
ing forks in hay-cocks
soldler lined.

The waggon takes its Jag
on to the yawning big
barn door,

Where tramping btoys with
romping noise tread
down the fragrant
store.

There’'s stubble in the
shaven 1{lelds clean
swept of every spear,

The big red moon comes
safling up the sky so
sparkling clear,

A gentle hush has touched
the scene, the weary
toilers sleep

To dream perhaps of greater
flelds of richer grain
to reap;

The day is done, the hay is -
won, and grateful rest
is meet,

Till morning sounds {ts warn-
ing ne'er disturb the
slumber sweet.

clover-scented, sunny
days of fragrant new-
« mown hay,
Your Iincense breathes ideal
life that fills the soul
for ‘aye. M
Oh, breezes waft the blessed
Joys to toilers in the
town,
gladden hearts that
sigh with care ‘'neath .
smoke-grimed chim-
neys' frown.
The pleasures and the trea-
gsures of the glowing,
mowing days,
fajrer, sweeter, rarer,
than & year of budding
Mays,

Oh,

And

Are

——————

*HONOUR BRIGHT.”

“Yes, mother, I will,
honour bright! Did you
eyver know me to break my
promise ?*

“No, my son, I aever
did.” And Mrs. Dunning
stroked the soft browa curls
lovingly, as she Jooked down
into the bhonest eyes that
never in all Harry Dunning’s fifteen
years had failed to ook straightforward
back into hers,

*'Well, mother, you never will, I'il
be home by ten, sure. Now, I'm oftI"
and Harry sprang down the steps and
was away like an arrow.

Hia chum, Alden Mayhew, had invited
him to a candy-pull and ‘ general good
time,” and Alder's invitations were al-
ways accepted. by bis boy. and girl
friends; for Father and Mother Mayhew
and grown-up sister Nell had to perfec-
tion the “Xknack™ of making a * good
tme* for young folks.

No wonder that Harry could not believe
bis.own eyes when, In the height of the
fun, ke looked up snd maw the hands of
the clock pointing to a quarter of ten!
No ous alse looked as though even thiak-

ing of golng home. But Harry's “honuur
bright * promise rang In his cars. No-
body guessed the struggle that was golug
on in tY - bur's heart as he mechanicaiiy
perrorm‘Jd his part in the merry game.

“ Why can't I stay until the rest go ?
Don't T work hard enough? And 1
haven’t had an evening out fur wachs

It was all true. Very few and far be-

Iis father dled, two years befure, when
little Day was a baby, and left him tu be
the support and comfort of his mnther.
“ It isn't late” he thought irrltably.
“ Mother's only nervous.” ‘Then his
cheeks reddened, and he straightened up

quickly. “ Who has a better right to be

i nervous ™ he thought fiercely, as though

fighting an Invieible fue. His aweet, In
valld mother ' And he knew little Day

was not well.
fretful all day.
Abruptly he excused himself, bade hasty
good-nights, and sped “way across the
flelds, putting on his reefer as he ran.
His mother met him at the dear.

“ Day is worse,” she whisperet huskily.

She had been pale and
And he had promised.

“It's croup. Rum for th doctor-
quick I

And Farry ran—ran as he had never
dreamed he could, even when he belonged
to the * nine,” and its honour depended
on his speed and surefootedness. And
the old doctor, el-~trified by the boy's
breathless energy, harnesssd old Jim,
with Harry's help, in &n incredidbly briet
time, and drove off down the hill at a
.pace that brought night-capped heads
‘from darkened windows and caused many
a conjectare as to who wac si:k down In

tween had beca his " good times: alnce {

tho -~ houlier. Tho keen-cyed old man
louked very serivus as he beut over Day,
but he was a skilled physiclan, and be-
fore long the uttle girli was breathing
easily aguin.

“But let me tell you." he sald, Im-
pressivels,
aut have been of much use tu call me or
any one else.”

Harry listened silentiy, but when they
| Were ofice mote alune he drew his mother
j down by his sule on the shabby littie

sofa, and told her of the resisied tempta-

tion.
* And, oh! wmother,”” ho concluded,

‘I'm g0 glad I kept my promise, © honour
|brlgl|t'! I teel wo thongh °d just es-

caped from being a marderer.”

l * I have perfect confldence tn my bLrave,
true laddie,” said the happy mother,

stroking the bonnle head bowed on her
shoulder.—Zjon's Herald.

CODFX8H AND OCLLEGE.
BY TOUIS ALBEET BANKS.

Methodism is rich in those heroes who
have had to fight their own way from
the start. One of these is a hero from
the codfish region. Away down at the
end of Cape Cod is Provincetown, where
it catches the first chance at the winds
and the codfish that come in from the
see. In a little, low red-and-brown cot-
tage on the outskirts of this fisherman’s
‘town was born Isaac Rich. It was a dig
family, and not much money to Xeep it
going; 80 when Isaac was twelve years
old, and small of his age at that, he weat

ten minutes later it would -

to Boston to mako his fortune. He was
little, but wiry., and he had struggled
with the winds of Cape Cod and battled
dith poverty until his purpose sas hard
anGg rugged, and his grit waa woll tem-
pered.
. Like every senatblo voy should, he
'(urncd to du the thing he knew how to
i do, untll he could get himselt on hia feet.
. He hired himself tu an vy ster dealer, and
. went around from house to house carry-
ing oysters (o tL: pevple.  But, little as
’ he was, he had a big soul in him, and de
t

soon concluded that It was a good doal

better to work for himself than for some-

body else. So before very long he act
up on his own account. As he did not
. have mouney enough to hire a stall in the
, market, or pay rent for a store, he began
 With & wheelbarrow, In winter Uime he
went up and down the streets
crying out, *“ Fresh oystars !
Fresh oysters I undor the
windows of the well-to-do,
aud in good weather he ran
his wheelbarrow out as far
ag Brighton, five mlles away.
He drove a big husiness there
amopg tha cattlemen. He
carrfed with him a vinegar
cruet, a pepper-box, and
saucer, and with his cyster
kuife, and wheclbharrow full
of Cape Cod oysters, ho was
n Httle business world all
to himself, The big, jolly
drovers admirest the plucky
little fellow, and came to
patronize LUim ilargely.

But Isaac was constantly
looking out for a step In ad-
vance. Though he began
with a wheelbarrow, he had
no {dea of ending there, and
he had his eyc out all the
time for a chance to ges into

a stall at Fancull Kall
Market. Not many months
had passed away unti] he

had saved money enough to
sclze ap opportunity. Then
bhe set himself to work with
greater devotion than ever,
Three o'clock every morning
saw him rowing his little
boat across the harbour after
his oysters. and he was back
in his place, the first boy in
the market to be ready for
business. He got many cus-
tomers in this way.

He had been steadily ad-
vancing in his business until,
at eighteen, his father died,
leaving hls mother a widow
with eleven children, ten of
them younger than Isaac.
He was not selfish and in-
different toward her -cares,
but he put his young, strong
arms underneath his mother,
and out of his savings sent
her money every week to
help mceet the wants of this
large family. But God tnkes
care of the boys who take
care of themselves and their
mothers, and Isaac Rich
constantly grew {n his busi-
ness. After a littlo he be-
gan to d fish to the
oysters, t first he could
only buy o few fish and put
them on his stall alongside
the oysters. The landlord
of the Tremont House, the famous hotel
uf Boston of that day, had taken a liking
to this bright, plucky young fellow, and
asked him one day why ho did not keep
salmon. He replied that it was because
4a did not bave money enough {0 buy
them. * How much would it take 2’ {n-
quired the hotel man. * Two hondred
dollars,” was Ricl's reply. * The next
boat that come In, buy it up, and I will
lend you the money,” was the big-hearted
hotel-keeper's reply. You may depend
upon it that Isasc was on the fookout for
the next coming of salmon into town.
He didn't walt for it to get Into the
dock, but he met it out in the harbour
in his littls dory. and, getting on board,
bargained for the whele load. Thatl was
the beginning of a very great advance ia
hjs business. From that day he became
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