PLEASANT HOURS.
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His Pirst Luve.
His first love ? Yes, I knew her very
well—
Yes, sho was young and beautiful, like
you;
With cheeks rose-flushed, and lovely eyes
that foll
If peoplo praiged her over much, but

truo
And fearless, flashing out as bluo eyes

can -
At any cruelty to beast or man.

Her volce ? 'Twas very gentlo, sweot
and low,
With tones to hush a tired child to
sleop ¢

In every cadence clear, its silvery flow
Beslde a sick bed has a charm so deop
Its spell could banish creeping waves of

pain,
Bring easeful quiet to the favered brain.

Her hands ?  Well, dear, thoy were not
quite so small
As these that trifle with your dainty

Jaces ;
A little ]l;rowned. perhaps, they had such
ca

To carry sunshine into shady places ;
Less delicate than yours, and yet I doubt
If one who loved her ever found it out.

Her feet ? Sure nover steps so swift
and steady
Went straight as arrow fiying to a goal;
It duty summoned her, the ever ready
To minlster to any ailing soul.
Dear tl?;lt that followed where the Master

y
And set their prints where first he'd left
his tread !

His first love ? Oh, you do begin to see

That he might love her dearly, and
that yet

His m%ghood's love to you might guerdon

Upon your woman‘'s brow, its coronet.
Dear girl, accept the gift. There is no
other
First lovo so holy as she gatned—his
mother.

J. Cole, e Boy Hero

BY
EMMA GELLIBRAND.

- Honnerd Madam,
“ Wich 1 hav seed in the paper a page

Boy wanted, and begs to say J. Cole is

over thertene, and 1 can clene plate,
«ich my brutther is° ynder a butler aad
ternd me, and 1 can wate, and no how
10 clene winders and boots. J. Cole
-opes you will let me cum., I arsks 8 and
all found. 1f you do my washin I will

take sevven. J. Cole will serve you well
and opes to glv sattisfaxshun. 1 can cum
‘to-morrer. “J. Cole.

“P.S.—He.is not verry torl but grow-
in. My bdbrutther is a verry good hite.
4 am sharp and can rede and rite and can
’hadd figgers, if you lke.”

CHAPTER 1.

I had ‘advertised for a page-boy, and
having puzzled through some dozens of
.answers, more or less illegible and im-
possible to understand, had come to the
Jast one of the packet, of which the
above is an exact copy.

The epistle was enclosed in a clumsy
-envelope, evideatly home-made, with the
.aid of scissors and gum, and was writ-
ten on a half sheet of letter-paper, in a

lurge hand, with many blots and smears, .

-on pencilled Ines

There was something -quaint and
straightforward in the letter, in spite of
the utter ignorance of grammar and
-spelling, and while I smiled at the evi-

dent pride in the ¢ brutther’ who was:

a *“verry good hite,” and tho offer to
take legs wages it ‘I would do his wash-
-in,” I found myself wondering what sort'
of wait upon the sex of life was this not
-very tall person, over thirteen, who
“ would serve me well.” ’
I had marny letters to answer and

bunch of wild flowers that bore signs
of having travelled far in the heat of the
sun, their blossoms hanging down, dusty
and fadirg, and thoir petals dropping one
by one on the ground.

“Who aro you, my child 1" I asked,
“and what do you want 1

At my question the boy placed his
flowers on my table, and, pulling oft his
cap, mado a queer movemont with his
feet, as though he wore irying to step
backwards with both at once, and said,
In a volce g0 deep that it quite startled
me, s0 strangely did it secem to belong
to tho sizo of the clothes, and not the
wearer— .

* Please 'm, it's J. Cole : and I've coma
to itve with yer. I've brought all my
clothes, and everythink.”

For a moment I felt a littlo bewildered,
#0 fmpossible did it seem that the smnll
speclmen of humanity beforo me was
actually iIntending to enter anybody's
servico: he looked so0 childish and wist-
ful, and yet with o cortain honesty of
purpose shining out of those big, wide-
open oyec that interested mo in him, and
made me want to know more of him.

“You are very small to go into ser-
vice,”” I sald, “and I am afraid you
could not do the wosrk I should require;
besides, you should have walted to hear
from me, and then have como to sco me,
if 1 wanted you to do so0.”

“Yes,I know I'm not very big,” said the
boy, nervously fidgeting with his bundle ;
‘ leastways not in hito, but my arms is
that long, they’ll recch evor 80 'igh above
my ‘ed, and as for bein’ strong, you
should jest see meo lift my father’s big
market basket when it's loaded with
‘taters, or wotever Js for market, and I
hepe you'll not be angry because I come
to-day ; but Dick—that's my brutther
Dick—he says, ' You foller my advice,
Joe, he says, ‘and go arter this ‘era
place, and don't let no grass grow under
your feet ; I knows what it is goin arter
1 Places, there's such lots a fitin’ after ‘em
; that if you lets so much as a hour go

) afore yer locks ‘em up, there’s them as:

slips in fust gets it, and wen yer goes to
the door they opens it and sez, “It ain't
no use, hoy, we're sooted,” and then
where are yer, I'd like to know ? So,’
sez he, ‘ Joe, you look sharp and go, and
maybe you'll get it So I come, mum,
and please, that's all.”

“But about your character, my boy,"”
I sald. “ You must have sometody to
speak for you, and say you are hunest,
and what you.are able to do. I always
want a good character with my servants
—the last page-boy I had brought three
years' good character from his former
situation.”

‘“Lor ! said Joe, with a serious look,

“ did he stay three years in a place afore
; he came to you ? Wotever did he leavo
 them people for, where he was so com-
| fortable ? If I stay with you three years,
; Jou won’t catch me a lgavin’ yer, and
; goln’ somewheres else. Wot a mauff
{ that chap was!”
1 I explained that it did not always de-
pend on whether a servant wanted to
stay or not, but whether it suited the
employers t0 keep him,

*“'Praps he did somethin®’, and they
gl’ 'im the sack,” murmured Joe; “he
was a flat !’

“But about this character of yours,” I
safd ; “ 12 I decide to give you a trial,
although 1 am almost sure you are too
{ small, and won’t do, where am I to go for
your character ? Will the people where
your brother lives speak for you ?”

“Oh, yes ! cried the little fellow, his
cheeks flushipg ; * I know Dick'll ask ‘em
to give me a caricter. Miss Edith, I
often cleaned ’er boots. Once she came
‘ome i{n the mud, and was agoin® out
-agin directly ; and they was lace-ups,
and a orful bother to do up even ; and
she come into the stable-y.rd with ‘er
dog, and sez: ‘Dick, will you chain
Tiger-up, and this little boy may clean
my boots if he likes, on my feet?* So I
cleaned ’em, and she giv’ me sixpencos:
and after that, when the bootgs come
down .in the mornjn’, I got Dick always
‘to let me clean them little boots, and ‘I
kep ’em clean in the insides, like the
lady’s mald she told me not to put my
‘ands inside 'em 1f they was black. Miss
Edith, she'll giv' me a cericter, it Dick
asks ’er.”

{  Just then the visitor’s bell rang, and I .

severel appointments to make, and had ; sent my would-be page into the- kitchen

-scarcely made up my mind whether -or , to wait until'I could speak to him again,
not to trouble to write to my accom-, and tcld bim to ask the cook to give him

plished" correspondent, who was * sharp, | something to eat.

:and conld rede and: rite, and hadd fig-
gers,” when a shadow falling on the
ground .by me as'I sat by the open win-
dow,.1 looked .up, and.saw, standing op-
pos «» my chair, a boy. The very small-
-est' woy, with- the very largest blue eyes
I ever saw. The clothes or his little

Jimbs were evidently meant for some- .
but they r didn't know you ‘ad beauties of yer own,

body almost double his size,
were ciaan and-tidy.

In -one:hand ke held a bundle, tled in i ‘em to the cook.”

sa Ted handkerchlef, and in. the other a

‘“ Here are your flowers,” I.sald, “take
them with you.”

Ho looked at me, and then, as it
- ashamed of having offered them, gath-
ered them up in his bands, and with the
corner of the red handkerchlet wiped
some few leaves and dust-marks off my
table, then saying in a low volce—"1

like.them in the glass pots, but I'l} giv’
So saying, he went
away into the kitchen, and ‘my visitors

.picks the strawbesrles.’

|
cama fn, and by-and-bye some more,
friends arrived.

The woather was very warm, and we
sat chattering and enjoying tho shade
of the trees by the open French window. ,
Presently, eomobody belng thirsty, I sugs
gested lomonado and ice, and I offered |
strawberries and (It possidblo) cream,
though my mind misgavo me as to the
latter delicacy, for wo had sovoral times
been obliged to do without somo of our,
luxuries if they oatalled *fotching,” as
wo had no boy to run orrands quickly
on an ¢mergency and be usoful. How-
over, I rang tho bell, and when tha
house-maid, whose temper, since shoe had |
been what {8 curlously tormecd In sor-
vants’-hnll language, “ single-hended,"
was most trylng, entered, I satd, * Mako i
some lemonade, Mary, and ask cook to
gather some strawberries quickly, nnd}
bring them, with somo cream.” \

Mary looked at mo as who should say, ,
* Well, I'm surc ! and who's to do itall ?,
You'll have to wait a bit” And I knew
we should have to walt, and thoreforo ,
resigned myself to do so patlently, keep- i
ing up the ball of gossip, and wondering
it a 1ittle music later on would, perhaps,
while away the time.

Much to my amazement, In less than a
quarter of an hour Mary entered with the
tray, all being prepared, and dlirectly [
looked at the strawberry bowl I detected
a novel feature ic the table decoration.
A practised hand had evidently been av |
work ; tut whose ¥ Mary was far too
matter-of-fact a person. Food, plates,
knives, and forks, glasses, and a cruet-
stand were all she over thought neces-
sary ; and even for a centre vase of
flowers I had to ask, and often to insist,
during the timse sho was single-handed.

But here was my strawberry-bowl, a
pretty one, even when unadorned, with
its pure whito porceldin stem, entwined
with & wreath of bluo. convolvulus, and
then a spray of white, the petals just,
peeping over the edge of the bowl, and
resting near the luscfous red fruit; the
cream-jug, also white, had twining )
flowers of blue, and round the lemonade-
jug, of glass, was a wreath of yellow|
blossoms, .

“ How exquisite!” exclairied we all.
“ What fairy could have bestowed such a
treat to our eyes and delight to our sénse
of the beautiful 7

I supposed some friend of the cook's
or Mary's had been taking lessons in the
art of decoration, and bad given us a
specimen,

Soon after, my friends baving goue, I
thought of J. Cole walting to be dis-
missed, and sent for him.

Cook cameo in, and with a preliminary
“Ahem!” which 1 knew of old mesant, |
“1 have an idea of my own, and I mean )
to get it carried out,” sald, “Oh, it you i
pleass 'm, if I might be so bold, did you
think serious of engagin’ the boy that's
waitin’ {in the kitchen 2” i

*“ Why do you ask, cook ?" I sald.

“'Well, ma'am,” ahe repiled, trying to'
hide a laugh, “of courso it's not for me i
to presume,—but if I might say a word
tor him, I thiuk he's the very handlest
and the gharpest one we've ever had in
the house, and we've had 2 many, as you
know. Why, it you'd only have seen'
him when Mary came in in her tantrums ‘

-
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at 'aving to got the tray single-handed,

and begun a-grumblin’ and a-bangin’

things about, as is her way, being of a

quick temper, though, as I tells her, too
slow a-movin’ of herself. As I weré,
a-sayin’, you should have scen that boy.

It he didn’t up and leave his break-and- |
butter and mug of milk, as he weas
u-ecjoyin’ of as ’‘arty as you lke, and, .
‘Look ‘ere,’ says he, ‘giv’ me the jug.
I'll make some fine drink with lemons. ;
1 see Dick do it often up at his place. ,
Giv’ me the squeezer. Walit till I wasnes
my ‘ands. I won't be a minnit.* Then
in he rushes into the scullery, washes
his honds, runs back again in a Jiffy.
* Got any snow-sugar ? I mean all done !
fine like snow.’ I gave it to him; and g
sure enough, his little hands moved tbnt',
quick, he had made the lemonade before

Mary would have squeezed a 1emon.f
“'Whera do yer buy the cream 2" he says

next.  “‘Pll run and get it while you,
Perhans it

wasn't right, me a-trustin’ him, being a

stranger, but he was that quick I couldn’t ;
gay no. UD he takes the jug, and was
off ; and when I come in from the garden
with the strawberries, if he hadn't been
and put all them flowers on the thinge.
He begs my pardon for interfering llke,
and says, ‘I ‘ope you'll excuse me 2-
doin® ot it. but the woman at the milk-
shop said I might ’av "em ; and I sec the
butler where Dick lives wind the flowers
about like that, and ’av’ 'elped ‘im often;
and, Dlease, I pald for the cream, be-
cauge I got two bob of my own, Dick
glv' mo on my birthday. Oh, I do ‘ope,
Mrs. Cook,” he says, ‘that the lady'll

take me ; I'll serve ’er wll, 2 will, In-

deed ; and then hLe begins to cry nndi
tremble, poor little chap, for he'd been |

running about a lot, and never eaton or
drank what [ gave him, bocayse he want-
ed to holp, and it was hot I the kitchen,
1 suppose, and ho folt fatnt like, but there
ho is, crylng; aund just now, when the
boll rung, which was (00 great big doys
after the place, he says, ‘ Oh, pleasc, say
* We're sooted,” and ask tho lady it 1
may stay,” so l'vo takon tho lborty,
madam,” sald Cook, *for somohow 1
llke that llttle chap, and there's a doal
in him, I do bellove.”

8o saying, Cook retired, and, in a mo-

, ment, J. Colo w3 standing in hed place,

the blue oyes biimming over with tears,
and an cagor anxicty as to what his fate
would be making his poor llttle hands
ciutch at his coat sleaves, and his feot
shuflle about so nervously that T had
not the courage to grieve him by refusal,

“*Well, Joseph,” I sald, “1 have de-
clded to give you n month's telal. I
sholl write to the gentleman who om-
pleya your brothor, and i€ ho speaks woll
of you, you may stay.”

“And may I stay now, pleaxo I he
tald, **Aay I stay beforo you gets nny
answor to your letter to say I'm all
right ¥ I think you'd bLetter lot me;
there ain't no boy ; and Mrs. Cook and
Mary ‘1l ‘av 8 lot to do. I can stay In
the stable, 1t you don‘t llke to lot mo be
in t‘he houso, afore you writes tho let-
ter.”

* No, Joe,” I replicd, * you may not
bo a good. honest boy, but I think you
are, and you shall stay horo. Now, go
back to Mrs. Wilson, and flnish your
milk, and cat somothing more, if you
can, then have a good reat and a wash |
they will show you where you aroe to
sleop, and at dinner, this ovoning, [
shall geo iIf you can wait at table”

“Thank you very Kkindly,” sald tho
boy, his whole face beaming with de-
lght, “and I'll be sure and do every-
thibk T can for you Then he want
quickly out of tho room, for X could see
he was quite overcome, now that the
uncertairty was over,

Alone once more, I reasoned with
myself, and felt I was doing an unwise
thing., Just at that time my husband
was away on husiness for some months,
and T had no one to advise e, and no
one to say me nay clther.. My consclonce
told me my husband would say, “We
cannot tell who this boy 18, where he has
lived, or who are his assoclatos; he
mny be connected with a gang of thloves
for what we know to the contrary. Walt,
and have proper references before trust-
ipg him in the house.”

Angd he would bo right to say so to me,
but not overy one listens to consclence
when it points the opposite way to in-
clination. Well, J. Colo remained, and
when I entered the dining-room, to my
solitary dinner, ho was there, with a face
shining from soap and water, his curls
evidently soaped, too, t¢ mako them ge
tidily on his forechead. The former page
having left his Hvery jackot and trousers,
Mary had let Joe dress in them, at his
earnoest request,

She told me afterwards that he had
gown up the clothes {n the neatest man-
ner wherever they could be made smal-
ler, and the effect of the jacket, which he
bad stuffed out in the chest with hay,
as we discovered by the perfume, was
very droll. He bad a great love of bright
rolours, and the trousers being large,
ghowed. bright red socks:; the Jjacket
slecves being much too short for tho
long srms, of which be was so proud,
allowed the wristbands of a vivid Due
flannel shirt to bo seen.

I was alone, 8o could put up with thia
droll figura at my elbow, hut tho serlous-
ness of his face was such a contrast to
the comlcality of the rest of him, that 1
found myself beginning to smile every
now and then, but directly I saw the
serious eyes on mse, I felt obliged to be-
come grave at once.

(To be continued.)

THS JEWEL-WXED A MINIATURE
OANNON.

The most curlous of all the ways ot
spreading the seeds is that adopted by
the jewel-weed. This {2 a handsome
plant, often seen in shady places along
prooks. It owes its name to the dew
that In carly morning hangs in glisten-
ing drops, like wmall round dlamonds,
along tho scalloped edges of tho leaves
" Lato in summer—{n August and Septem-
ded—tho jewcl-weed {8 covered with
pretty flowers, eomething like snapdragon
blossoms, orange-red spotted with brown.
Later on, when the seeds aro ripe, the

" Hghtest touch wiil make the pods that

hold them hurst open suddenly, and scat-
ter them far and wide, Hko ghot from &
tiny cannon. For this reason ths
European jewel-weed is known as Nolj-
me-tangere, which is Latin for ‘ Touch
mo not.” The garden balsam, or ledy's-
siipper, a relative of the jewel-weed, has
the same sort of elastically-opening pods



