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PLEASANT HOURS.
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b“ﬁa}illlllie?\ was working for Mr. Ladley

ome Ul}qe, and belng nearer his own

tennptod a}n iis employer’s, and, moreover,

Promis ?/ some duniplings which Mercy
T’“Sed, e was to dine at home.

on tlllat afternoon, as Letitla and Mercy sab

a on he porch with their sewing, Letitia saw

Sté}ay man and a gray horse, coming at &
e"‘“ly pace up the road.

Mother,” she said, *¢ there's the man

I thought might be Uncle Barum!” She

(11'<)1)[)ed her work and rose. Mercy rose

also,

It is ! it is Uncle Barum ! he shall not
pass without speaking this time! " cried
Mercy. And running into the road with
Letitia, she held out both hands erying:
“() Unele Barum ! stop ! stop !”

Unele Barum slowly turned the gray
hiorse toward the block that Achilles had
'i'“t for the convenience of I'viend Amos
40‘\‘vevll, in mounting and dismounting.
hop e yes, Mercy,” he said, ¢ your

use now looks fit for a decent man to

Come to.”

n‘i: soon as hc.alighted, Mercy threw her

Ty around his neck and kissed him.

o seUnclo Barum, 1 have wanted so much

8ee you, for so long !”

ing it ou took a precious peor way of show-

TR said Uncle Barum,

Letiti:_me An, uncle, come right in,” said

13 .

lmusee:l’ Yes, now thepe is no one at thig

“said 5 Wt 1 don’t think unfit to meet,
o pphcle Barun.

1 lead your horse around to the

OS‘“d Letitia.

A y you won’t.

l':td 8ee what sort of a
Orted the old man.

“Ildhfg; let him go to.the barn by himself,

and ¢y concluded from his stay there,

ar rom seeing him walking about the
arn-yard, examining the water-trough,
and logking into the pig-pen and the chick-

N coops, that he was investigating their

fairs,

 Achilles had ordained that every day

Samuel should gather up a certain amount

of stones, draw them in his small hand-cart,

and lay them up into a wall, which in the
course of two or three years was to grow
into a nice stone wall, cutting off a good
field.  Achilles was a greab lad to plan for
far-off consulates. 1t was thus that he
accomplished so much. The old Saxon

Proverb, ¢ Do the next thing,” was deeply

mbedded in his nature, and, as he told

Sal}luel, it was step by step, and a little at

4 time, that did the work. )
Samuel at his work beyond, and a little

above the barn-yard, saw and recognized

't'\e visitor. He dashed down to the barn

'“‘9 grected him with childish rapture.

I ‘O Unole Barum! have you come?
ow long you have been ! Did you know
expected you? Why didn’t you come

aelfOIje ¢ TIs that your horse? You'll stay

night, won’t you ¢ Did you se¢ mother ?

Vasn't she glad ¢ Tish_is home, did you

Y“”‘KV that 2 Now you'll see Kill, won’t

iﬁl‘ll ! Unele Barwn, didn't I tell. you our

as"cc had got to be real nice 9 Isibas nice

You thought it was?”
thaly“ur tongue’s hung in the middle)nlore
grutlﬂl thought it was,” said Uncle Barum
Sillly, ““ Do you ever stop talking 47"
Noy | don’t know,” said Su]\l}lel, a little
exc{) ussed. ¢ Yes, when I'm asleep—

et sometimes ; il says 1 talk in my

"8,
3

}){ﬂ‘n’y
‘ P11 take him myself,
barn you keep,”

8lg :
Qahtel.)‘ He says mother oughtn’t to et me
it 12 much supper. Do you think that’s

* onele Barum 27
don’tl lca“’t tell,” said Uncle Barum, “1
ape Khow much about children, but 1
iy, {;’U 1l let your mother and sister get
hﬂusu.,,{)rd edgewise, when we get to the
n;esl}:‘ %l,f-i;'eWise, what's that, about words, T
“IIIS;{? Barum groaned.
Létitiawer; ‘when they reached the house,
Mg o gave Uncle Barum a rockin&—chalr
ide glass of milk, and taking amuel
{‘drd ’aégstr.ucted him to go to the barn-
tey attklu and dress a chicken that had
Casion ed .and reserved for some great
Bhan the o What occasion could be greater
hag beee visit of Uncle Barum? Samuel
fowp joeh Well instructed in this work of
‘;u aiply becauso  Achilles had. taken
*ehare e winter holidays to help
(},&rxc)ﬁlr.lefowls for the city mark):at for Mr.
L?l!)lo Bar e was careful but slow.
X Unglq sum would have a respite.
¢ ‘Barum sipping his milk, looked

critically at his surroundings and at his
niece.

¢ You've picked up here, Mercy,” he
said, ** better than ever I thought you
would. I had heard of your improvements
here, but they beat all T expected. Never
would have thought you could do so well
in four years. Shows what it is worth to
cast the drink devil out of the family. I
reckon if the Lord Christ wasin the world,
going about now, the most devils he’'d
have to cast out would be the whiskey
ones. You've picked up yourself. You
look more like old times than you did six
years ago.”’

¢« T did not know you saw me six years
ago, uncle.”

«Yes T did. 1've seen you more times
than you thought. But after that scoun-
drel got his descrts, just thought you had
no one to hinder you, and if you wanted
to see me you could come.”

<1 had no idea you would 1ét me come,
uncle.”

« My latch-string has always been out
for you, Mercy, whether you knew it or
not,” replied the old man.

“Unele! I always knew you had the
kindest heart ! But I had four children.”

T had nothing against the children

Meorcy. My quarrel was with the scoun-

drel!” .

“{ncle,” said Mercy, carefully ignoring
his reference to her husband, ¢ you were
very good and kind to me, and I was very
ungrateful and disobedient to you, and 1
have long wanted to ask you to forgive me.
1 did write you two or three letters, but
you sent them back unopened.”

«T wanted nothing to do with you,
Mercy, so long as the cursed scoundrel was
around,” said Uncle Barum with great
emphasis. :

< After that, uncle, when I had so much
trouble and poverty, I did not go to you,
for I thought you would helieve it was not
merely forgiveness but help I wanted.
Now you see 1 am well, and comfortably
here in my home, and we need nothing
but what our hands can earn, and I can
tell you how much T have repented, and
ask you to say you forgive me.”

She had her hand on Uncle Barum’s
shoulder, as he sat in her big rocking-
chair.  Uncle Barum reached up and took
her hand.

«Yes, yes, Mercy, I've forgiven you.
1 have nothing laid up against you or your
children. That girl there looks very much
like you when you were her age, but she
looks, too, as if she had more sense than
you had. T say, Letitia, if that's your
name—1 like it, too, for a name, it was my
mother’s—1 say, you wouldn’t run away to
get married, would you? You wouldn't
marry a scoundrel that drank, would you P

Thus called upon to pass judgment on
both her parents, poor Tetitia turned
crimson and tears stood in her eyes.

“No, she would not,” .suid Mercy
quietly, “ there are some things which a
girl can learn by her mother's experiences.

Uncle Barum pushed Mercy into a seat
near him, and still held  her hand.
«What's a woman get married for, any
way, long as she’s got some one to take
cave of her, and give her a home ! What
does she get by marrying, but hard work
and no thanks for it, and a raft of children
to share her troubles with. What did you

,et married for, Mercy 138 .

«Why, Uncle Barum,” said Mercy
firmly, 1 loved Thomas. There was
much in him to love. He was as promis-
ing a young man as there was 1n the
country then. H,e’a loved me, and I loved
him, and 1 do yet. 4

<Well, Merzy,” ¢aid Uncle Barum with
conviction, ‘‘you are & %‘reater fool by a
long shot than 1 thought you were |
always told your mother that that name
she gave you would ruin you, and so it has.
You are too soft for this world. Younever
could show proper respect for yourielf in
laying up an injury, you poor child !

"he tone of these last words and the
look that went with them, suggested to
Letitia that Uncle Barum's heart was not
nearly so fierce a8 his general language and
demeanor.

« Merey,” said Uncle Barum, ““when
you 1an off you left me no one to tie to but
Cousin Sacy Terhune.”

«1 hopo she has
uncle.”

¢ So, so,

heen good to you,

as good a8 she knows how to

be ; she has an eye to the main chance, has
Sacy, but she is a sensible woman.”

" And she has nice children, 1 hope.”

“Two children; the girl is about the
age of Letitia here—Madge. I don't like
her much, she’s a proud chit. Don't
speak to you, does she, Letitia? She
always seems ashamed of the way I talk
‘and dress. I tell her I wa'n’t learned
grammar the way she is, and I dress to
suit myself. She says my old coat is
horrid ; it's a good coat. I've only had it
five or six years, good, solid stuff. Imean
to make it do me the rest of my days.
She, turns up her nose at it, and hLopes i
sell it for rags when I go to live in Lad-
bury. But my old coat will last me out, it
is worth more than her popinjay fixin's,
hey, Letitia ? What do you say 1"

i'] should say you had a right to wear
what you pleased.”

«Yes, yes; that's what Isay. That's
what Philip says. You remember Philip,
Mercy {1 Little boy when you ran- away.
Now Philip Terhune is a young man worth
owning. Twenty, Philip is. He lived
with me from he was twelve to fifteén,
and I never saw a better boy. Then he
went to Ladbury to the High School, and
graduated, they call it—last year. Now
he is with Homer Perkins, learning stock-
raising. Philip Terhune will be about the
best stock-raiser in this State. He has
gense, and grit, and honor, and dash in
him.  1f you had picked out such a lad as
that, Mercy, I'd have put up with it may-
be.  But there were no such lads in those
days, and nothing would do you but the
scoundrel, Mercy. I'm going to live in
Tadbury. 1 shall hire that little house
with the front yard full of roses—1 always
did like roses—and the pillars in the
porch—the house Amos Lowell owns.”

+¢ Oh, that is such a pretty little place!”
cried Letitia.

“Yes, yes; & pretty
Leased it for five years.”

« Won't you miss the farm and be lonely
in town, uncle ?”

«T]] keep the farm and ride out there
every day or two. I'll be busy in town.
Jacob Terhune, Sacy’s husband, has been
appointed post-master at Ladbury. Did
you know that, Mercy [

<] gaw it in the paper Mrs. Canfield
lent me last night.”

«Well, I'm going to help Jacob quite a
bit in the post-oftice on busy days, and
that-will take my time, and I'll see my old
friends to chat with. Sacy and Jacob will
live the next block to me.”

«“T'm glad you won't be alone, uncle,”
sald Mercy.

Samuel had thrust his curly head inside
the door and announced to Letitia, ¢ It's
done.” Letitia went out.

«Hurry and make the fire then,” she
said, ‘‘and then you may go and wash
and dress clean for supper.  Pick me first
a few little flowers to put on the tea-table
in the glass. 1 shall make it a party to-
night, on account of Unele Barum. How
nice that you picked so many berries this
morning | I will make some biscuit, and
have fried chicken, and you can get me
some cucumbers from the garden. Al!
there comes Patience from her sheep-earn-
ing. Now she can set the table, as soon
as she has put on her pink frock and
spoken to Uncle Barum.”

Patty, being skilfully engineered around
the house by Samuel, made her best toilet
in the bedroom, and was duly presented
to Uncle DBarun, who said she was a fine
child, placed her on his knee,.afnd kept
her there so resolutely that Letitia had to
set the table herself.

However, Samuel came down from the
nd in a clean shirt-waist, and

his tongue flying as

little place.

attic, washed and 1
did her good service,

fast as his hands. v
as“Didn’t 1 tell you Uncle Barum was

007 Ain’t you glad he came?! Did you
zllllcijnk he wo?xd?g Wasn't mother glad?
Think he’ll come again 1 Won't he think
you know how to make & good sugper?
What do you s'pose Kill will say?” and
80 ON. N )
Finally Achilles came and gave his
grand-uncle manly welcome. Letitia
announced supper, and gave Uncle Barum
a seat by her side. Samuel was so well
provided with good things that 'hq was
busy eating, but after five minutes” silence
he began: * Uncle Barum, [ }illled and
plucked this chicken. It was a yellow one,
Uncle Barum. Kill, do yellow chickens

taste different from ovher chickens?
Unecle Barum, don’t 'Tishia iake nice
biscuits? Uncle Baru 2, most usually we
eat brown bread ; we Lave biscuits on your
account to-night. U de Barum, I picked
these berries. Kill, I've got a dollar and
ninty cents laid up in my box now, from
berries —strawberries,  raspberries, and
blackberries. Kill, if with the rest of the
berries-and nuts and mushrooms, 1. get
four dollars, can’t I buy one book after. 1
%{etnzr}y cap and shoes, and those things,

1. R

Finally, exhorted by all the family and
threatened by  Kill,” S8amuel addressed
himself sedulously to chicken and biscuit
and subsided. — .

¢ Letitia, you are a good housek "
said Uncle ,Be);rum. good housel;eepgr,

“‘She is that,” said Mercy.
keep house as well as I can.” ;

«“Well, Mercy,"” said Unitle Barum, **you
were ungrateful, and ran away with a great
acoundrel ”

¢« Uncle Barum,” said Achilles promptly,
““the person you mean is my mother's
husband and our father, so please do not
say what you feel about him— before us.”

Mercy and Letitia looked inexpressibly
surprised at this new departure of Achilles;
Uncle Barum gave & grim smile and eon-
cluded :

““Well, Mercy, you ran away, and left
me alone. You say you are soiry. I give
you a chance to show it. I am going to
the village and I dow’t want to live alone
any longer. 1 want Letitia to come and
live with he, as you ought to have done.
She can go to school all the same and grad-
uate, if that is what she wants. I think 1
have a better right to her than Friend
Amos Lowell has.”

“.Friend Amos, Uncle Barum,” spoke up
Achilles, ¢ was the first man to lend us a
hand to help us up when we were lat
down. But we owe you a good deal ; you
took care of our mother for over fifteen
years, and were like a father to her.”

Letitia was a girl of distinguished
promptness; she looked at Achilles, and
then at her mother, then at the old man.

T will go, Uncle Barum,” she said.

(To be continued.)

BOYS, DON'T HURRY.

BY €. H. 8.

““She ean

Lucy Scorr, in her little book, “Boys
and Other Boys,” says, A boy of fifteen
once came to a school where he was an en-
tire stranger. Noticing he was slow in mak-
ing acquaintances, 1 asked him why he was
not more social. He replied, with a smile,
¢T shall be as soon as the right boys show
themsclves friendly.’ And so hé waited

several weeks, coming in and going oub in

his own quiet, modest way, until the best
students, who had held aloof at first, wel-
comed him as one of themselves. Had he
grown weary in his solitary walks, and en
couraged the mischief-loving, frec ard-easy
class, who were ready to give » *hail fel-
low’ to anybody and everybodly, he necd
not have waited three days for conirades. ”
Boys, don’t be in a hurry. Wait !
Don't take the first cigar or cigarette, ov
the social glass to please any other boy.
Wait ! Suppose they say you are “tied to
your mother’s apron-strings,” this anchor-
age has saved to the world some of its best
men. When others want you to go into
bad company, and say, «“You dassent,”
have courage to say, ““No, 1 don't dare.”
Wait, as the other boy did ; yowll get the

right kind of companions in due tine.

et

HOLD FAST, BOYS.

Hoip on to your tongue when you are
just ready to swear, lie, or speak harshly.
o use an improper word.

Hold on to your hand when you are about
to punch, strike, scratch, steal, or do any
improper act. ]

fiold on to your foot when you are on the
point of kicking, running off from study, ov
pursuing the path of error, shame, or crime.

Hold on to your temper when you are
angry, excited, or imposed upon, or othe:s
are angry with you.

Hold on to your
ciates seek your company,
to join in their mirth, games,
Advance.

heart when evil asso-
and invite yeu
and revelr, .



