PLEASANT HOURS.

Lady Lazy Bones,
BY WUSIX 3, BYAT,

LAttle Lady Lazy Boucs
Lives in Ulty Bhirk,

8ho would have a nt, I fear,
It you mentioned work,

Little Lady Lazy Bones
Yawns the live-long day,

8ho can hardly be induced
To tako part In play

Iattle Lady Lazy Bobes
#ighs in discontent,
8bo is certain that for her
A luckier lot wae meant

Iittle Lady Lazy Bones
Nover wins & prize,

Nover learns the plcuauro that
In emulation lMes,

Little Lady Lazy Bones
Finds-to her disgrace,
In_tho lviger buok of itfe

She fills a cipher’s placo :
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the majesty of his Indepondent manli-

nouncing and defying them, “Peter, freo
from the thraldom of cowardice, became
a world-power —Forward.

A BUNCH OF MAY-FLOWERS.
BY FLORENCE YARWOOD WITTY.
1

It was a showery April day. The aun
would occasionally plerce through the
clouds, and then the next moment ft
would disappoar again, and tho mist and
drizzling rain would fall

On one of the narrow, back strects of
tho city of Torontn, a_young woman was
walking quickly along, hecedless of the
raln drops, which over and anon the wind
sent whirling under her umbrciia into her
faco. She was well protected by a long
waterproof cloak, so sho did not mind
tho rain, for sho had important work to
accomplish that afternoon.

8ho paused at length in front of a long,
untidy-looking boarding-house, and look-
ing intently at its number for a moment,

sho knocked at the door. It was opened
by & dirty-faced boy of some nine or ten
years of age.

“Is therv any one sick here 7 inquired
the lady, as she shut down her umbrella,
and stepped in the shelter of the porch

' No, mum,” answered the boy, with a
broad grin.

* Are you quite sure 7 inquired she.
“1 heard there was a young man board-
ing ‘hero who 18 sick or hurt or some-
thing.”

“ Oh, you mean Jack Lawton,” sald the
boy  * He's been actin’ up prize-fighter,
and got a lame ankle.”

* Has ho any ote to look after him
asked Mliss Brown, appearing not {0 no-
tice the latter part of his reply.

“Only just me,” replled the boy.
“ Mother said she could not be pestered
with taking care of such worthless board-
ers.  Our baby squalls all the time, and
dad comes home drunk ev ery night now,
80 mother ain't got no time.”

“WIIl you please tell that young man
that a friend of his would ltke to see
him a fow minutes ?” satd Miss Brown,
and stepping In the hall sho took off her

an

. wet - 0 she
wore revealed the fact that she was a
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STANDING WITH THE WRONG
CROWD.

3Y WILLIAM T, ELLIS.

“ And Peter stood with them >

That was Peter's mistako, ho got Into
the wrong company. Instead of-bolting
from them, be stuod with them In tke
crux of his lifc Peter lacked the courage
to bo singular, Ho was atraid to stand
alone, 80 ho stood with tho crowd that
he should have stuod against. His

dread of larity led-him
to fhng to tho winds everything that he
shouid have heid sacred, all for the poor

privilege of standing by a fire of coals.

with tho encwnics of his Master.

Alas for Peter! Yes, and alas_for
every young persun who lacks the pluck
to stand out against odds. Fear to be
siogular 1s the sin that bas blighted
countless falr lives. Boys want tc do
wbat “all the fellows do.”  Girls are
governed by what “everybody does.”
The desire 1s deep and strong in all of
us to run with the crowd  We dread
uwapopularity as if it were leprosy. For
tho sake of standing with the nearest
rond, wo often tLrun aside the dearest
convictivas of lifo.

Conardico glies <rowds their power.
and yet «. - ds are made up of cowards.
When a pe o has not backbone enough
to stand up alune, he tollows a crownd.
*Thoy say,” becomes his master. He
tives In terror of a sneer from his nelgh-
bour. He shuns slngularity more than
ho shuns sin

Yot crowds arc really neither to bo
teared nor respected They represent ‘he
lowest lovel of intelligence and morality
The wise man cannot bo led by them,
thereforo Lo leads them. The world's
history is not made by mobs, but by In-
dividuals who dare to be pecullar and to
stand out in splendid aloneness for thelr
convletions.

Peter was a sorry spectacle as ho stood
with thnt low crowd himselt by

The boy went up the stalrs, and In a
few moments returned,-saying, “ Go on
up it yer wanter sec him to room ten,
but I guess he don't wanter seo you very
bad, for he sald some bad words when 1

in thege parts,

With light toomen Miss Brown ascend-
ed the stairs—such dirty, dingy stairs
they were, too, but sho was often found
labouring for ‘her” Master -In Just such
places as this—and reaching the upper
hall, ehe paused & moment, untll her

darkness, then she found room ten, and
knocked gently at the door.

** Come 1in, it you lfke,” sald a frettul
voice.

8ho at onco opened the door and step-
ped in, and on & couch before her lay a
joung boy of some fifteen or sixteen
years of age. He stared_at her hard
for-a moment as he sald, “I thought you
sald you were & trlond but I'm right
down sure I don't know you."

“§o 1 am your {riend, and have come

to see it I can do anylhlng for you,” satd
she.‘é% the gentlest of -tones.

bluntly.
“1am a visiting deaconess,” sald she.
“Well, I'll be blamed if I know what
that is," said he.

“We find out the sick axd try to help
them all we can,” explained Miss Brown,
briefly.

*"And do t*, usual amount of preachin’

ond prayin’, 1 suppose,” sald the -boy,
twisting his face In anmpt. - Well.
don’t want to preachin’

prayin’, neither one. l‘m slck of it1 A
long talled coat of & preacker just
switcked out of here 2 llttle while ago I
fired-a book at him at last, and he
thought it was time to go. = He. went
quick, too,” -and the boy gave an in-
solent chuckle.

Miss Brown sat dowa In a chair by
him as she quictly replled, * I really bave
no intentions of preaching or praying to
you untll you are quite willing that I
should.”

“Well, you'll walt a mighty long time,
migs,” said he,

* And now about your ankle,” sxid she,
e you got-it bandaged 1"

No, I ain’t, and it punn me 80 nights
1 dou't know what todo.”

Miss Brown opened a small satchel
which she  carrled, and produced some
and & bottle of liniment. = A

a fire that could not drive away the chill
-from his hoart. But Peter loarned his
losson, and .there came-a day-whea, In

Taint bit of colour came to the
and drawing himselt up a little he sald,

“1 won’t cheat: you, miss; it you tnaw
T

ness, ho stood facing tho crowd and de- |-

told him, and sald he hadn’t no friends |

eyes became ~accustomed to the semi- |

o aro you, anyway ¥ asked:-he |

“and it -will

boy's face, |-

how [ .hurt my ankle, you wouldn't do-a

“Yos, I would. It is our chosen work
to help the unﬂerlng in overy way wo
possibly can.

“ Well, just you_hold on a minute untfl
I tell you. A boy on tho strect was givy
ing mo some 1ip, #o I hauled up and slap-
ped him.  He slapped at me in return;
the street was slippery, and down I wont
flop on my ankle,”

But with deft fingers Miss Brown was
bathing tho swollen anklo by this time;
and soon she had it snugly and carefully
bandaged.

Y That fecls a heap bottor already,”
sald the boy, his face brightening up.

“ Now tell me a little about yourself,”
'“:lg_“'“ Brown, ‘“What do you work
Ay

“1 don’t work at nothin’, only Just
km)ck around from one odd job to an-
0

“But isn’t thero somo onc thing: you
would l(ke to do when you got woll.”

“ Yos.” sald he, with rising determina-
tion 1n his volco, “T'd like to, and I'm
goln' to do it, too! I'm gofn’ to thrash
that boy.that mado me sprain my ankle,”
nnd he shdok his fist angrily.

“0Oh, I wouldn't do that,” sald Aiss
Brown, gently. *It will only make mat-
ters worse if you do. Tell me about
your mother  Where does she live ?”

"I ain't got no mother  She's dead

"I wag a good boy when sho was n!lvc'

Wo lived in the country, and-I
merebor how wo used to gather tha ﬂow-
ers in tho woods, and have such good
times; but after sha died I didn't have
10 one to look after me, and I went all to
smash.”

* Poor boy,” sald Miss Brown. * What
a comfort it Is to think that you once
had a good mother, though. I am sure
it Z!lll help to make a good man of you
yet”

Miss Brown placed a dainty Httle can
of Jelly on the table for him, then she
arose to go. “I am-coming agaln-to-
morrow afterncon,” she sald, *I_think
that ankle will need some more care be-
fors it gets well,” and with a pleasant
smile she left him

“She's-a brick 1 sald_the ‘boy to him-
self, as he looked down with satistaction
at his now comfortable ankle. *“I
thougm at first she was just a crank of

old .maid comin” to preach and pray
wlth me,-but dldn’t she fix*my ankle up
fine, thoush. She put -me {n-mind of
mother.” )

SUOR A JOEB.
BY RUTH CADY.

He was a new boy, and we didn't itke
hinu very well. Maybe he was too good.
Apyway, he was always studying in
school time, and he had such a sober Jook
that we just named him “Old Solemnity,”
and let him alone.

He scowled his forehead into wrinkles
wbea he studied, and had a_fashion of
reading his history lesson and rolling his
eyes round to aee where the places wero
on the map, till he did look funny enough
to make anybody laugh. Dick drew a

-pleture of him on his slate, one day, and

the fellows nearly went Into fits over it.

At recess we loft him to himself.
see, there. were enough of us for our
games without him, and we didn't belleve
he would be_much good at-playing. He
used to stand and look” at-us, and he
looked . pretty sober sometimes, but we
didn’t think -much- about it

One morning Tod brought a big orange
to school. He was always bringing

“something, but this was more than com-

mon; we didn't get. oranges very often.
He had it all wrapped up in paper, but he
promised to-divide it with Dick and me.
Then ke showed us something else—a b!g
potato_that he had cut into a llkeness or
Tom’s face. “Tom was the new boy, you

_know; and it veally did look like him.
-It was the shape of his head
-on-one-side for a nose; and Ted had

, with a knob

scored queer little lines in the forchead,
and.given-the mouth-and eyes just the

.right twist, Just then the bell rang,
and we hadn't a chmmdw show ft to any-

body else, but Dick
“We'll put it on a stick and pass it
round at recess. My, but Tom wm be

Ted rollad tupina paper—* g0 its fine
features wouldn't be rubbed off,” ke said,
and dropped it into a.drawer -under tho
seat, where weo kept our penclls and traps
generally, After wo had been busy over
our_ books a little while, another 1dea
struck him, and he wh!spercd ittome:

“Say, lot's slip that into Tom's pocket
where he'll find it -at recess. We will
tell-the - boys, so they')l all be watching,

bo .the biggest joke out.
mlck can mansage it; he sits nearest to

_mad }"

So I told Dick, and he slipped Bls hand._
-into’the drawer behlod him, and when he
"sot-a casnce, dropped the Uttlo bundle

kS

-slater Sue,

You-

into ‘Tom’'s pocket. We threo bhardiy
dared to look at cach other, for fear weo'd
laugh aloud. DBut that was every bit of
fun wa got-out of It, for the minute recess
came, before wo had a chance to tetl any
one, Tom rushed up to us with his face
1lke a full sunrise

“T'm ever so much obllsed to you fel-
tows, for I just know you'ro the ones
that did it,” he said; and I hadn't thought
he could tatk so fast, * It was real good
of you, and I mean to toke it home to my
You don't care, do you?
she’s glck, you know.”

Thero he stood, holding up our nlco big
orange! Dick had mado-a mistake in
tho package, and wo know pretty well
who had tho best of that joke. We'd
have mado good models for potato heads
ourselves juet then, for wo.all stood and

‘stared for a minute, with our mouths

open,

“Why, we- didn't "—began- Dick; but
Ted gave him a pinch that stopped him,

“We hopo she'it 1ike it,” sald Ted,
grand as & prince. Ted lsn't selfish,
anyway, “Is Suo the little lame girl
I'vo seen at your houso 2"

So Tom told us all about her—I sup-
poso he thought wo must be Interested,
or we wouldn’t have glven tho orange—
how the scarlet fever had left her lame,
how worrled his mother was about it, and

“how ho was trying to help all he could.

Wo did get interested, sure enough. We
put that potato where nobody ever saw
it, and we got Into a way of bringing
some little thing for Sue nearly every
day after that. We 1lke Tom first-rate,
now; he's tiptop when you get to know
him. I never told anybedy but grand-
mother how we came to get acquainted,
and she laughed and sald:

“ A good many of the people we dislike,
dear boy, would look very difterontly to
us gl ouly wo took the trouble to be kind

em.

A SINNER'S FRIEND.
BY L. O. GORANFLO.

“ How shall wo escapo I we neglect so
great salvation, which at the first began
to be spoken-by the Lord, and was con-
firmed unto us by them umt. heard him.”
—Heb. 2. 3.

Dear rcader, have you accopted this
‘salvation 2 If you have not, it Is for
you. *And the grace.of our Lord was
exceeding abundant with faith and love
whick is in Christ Jesus. This is a
faithful saying, and worthy of all accep-
tation, that Jesus Christ came’into the
world to save slnners,-of whom I am
chiet*~=1 Tim. 1. 14, 16. This is what
Paul says to Timothy. And {t {s indeed
true, so when we desire to get saved, and
i1t really is our heart’s desire to be set
free, we wiil be set free. “If the Son
thereiore shall make yuu freo, ye shall.
be free indeed.”’—John 8. 36, hen we
feel like saying with_Paul, Jesus Christ
came into the world to save sinners: ot
whom I am chief. Before we were
saved we were slaves to sin, and the
devil.

‘What -good_bave you in this world-?
You say that you have enfoyment, you
have friends. But, dear ones, how long
does your joy last ? And how long will
you-have your-friends.? And what can

they do for you when “you are in distress

about your -soul ? Let me tell you,
there {s one Friend that can help you in
everything, and in every time of need,
He i3 a friend indeed, a friend in time
ot need: Accept him, now.—The Gospel
“Banner, T

THE BUABRBD HAND.

A little girl was one day- looking-very
earnestly and wistfully at-her mother’s
hand.  She had looked at it often be-
fore, and had noticed- that it was unlike

the hands of other people whom she
knew. It was so :scan'ed and un'*n,hv.ly.
Tn her childish she
question : * Mother, <what-13-the msuer
“with your band 1" The mother in reply
told of & time when the little daughter
was a babe in the nursery. A firs broke
out in the house. In:her cfforts to save
her child she facurred -the risk of-her
own life, and the scarred and. twisted
hand- was the lifelong reminder-of her
self-forgetting love, ~ As sho-told the
story, the tears gathered-in-the child's
-eyes, and fell thick -and fast upon -the
_maimed hand which she lovingly car-
“essed. She had-always loved her motaer,
yet-at this moment there came-into her
heart a-new sense of-appreciation, and

| sho learned to.love as never before. The

malmed and scarred hand seamed - al-

n-its silen
the depm ofa mot.her’s lom and ucrl-
fice.

'n:u boy Ho 18 too 132y to try has sut-

fered._the worst kind of defeat.  The boy
who hu tded and falled is Mm&l
‘by.the offort-—Forward. B




