i-*'A Boys Resolution.
Ll _'(N Gurney Calher 1n ‘Darly Days ’)

‘Late again’ to- day, excla1med hig .

' sister Mary, as Jack rushed in from

"7 school; when'all ‘hiad; finished tea. -’
SRRTENE “T'm too"

. ;.‘Please don’t. bother, \(Iary
" “hungry to talk. G1ve me SOme tea
' ‘1nstead g '

" Mary. was. the only dauﬂhter of_
‘Mrs. Ewing. {had died -
suddenly a year ago," leavmo- her. ‘
Mary,r ,

Dr. Ewing.

two boys in Mary’s charge. _
a.girl’ of fifteen, found her position

* difficult sometimes, for Dr. Ewing

-‘ﬁrst Jack’ asled Mary

" .pigeons.

‘Well Mary, I must go to the

‘ch01r practice to- mght and I prom-
ised” Jones to (run over and see his

I’ll learn the lessons to-
he ;murmured

IMOTTOW " mormntr before breakfast’

‘And he went' out iagain

Por some time after her brother
had gone Mary sat thinking. *¢I
wish I’knew -what to do;” she sighed.
‘I feel that I ought to tell father,

had little time to devote to his mo-
therless children.

Bertie, the youngest, was a quxet

lad of ten, who spent most of his

* time ih'reading, and never gave his

' sister anxiety. But Jack, who was

two years older,was ever in mischief.

At school he was lalways being pun-

- . ished for breaking rules or playing
i ... - tricks ; besides which, he seldom

~took the troublejto prepare a lesson.

' To-day, as soon as he had ﬁmshed

L \ ‘tea, 'he took up his cap !to go out
. again.
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o ‘I w1sh you would do your leSsons,

but'.it might‘ not do any good: If
only jmother were near to help me!

‘I wonder whether it would be of
any use to show J ack mother’s last

letter. -

‘As Jack was going to bed that

evening, Mary gave him the letter.
‘I thought you might 111\e to see 1t,
Jack,” she.said. -

“When Jack. opened .the lctter he

‘found it dated.June;3, 1884,.the. day
Withe
tears-in his eyes; he: read: her -part-
ing. Words to Mary to look after the
Vboy.s

before -his " mother’s: death..

J ‘mL is' 80 full of. mlscluef ?

e

‘It’s su»h-
a p1ty to be Lept in 5every day If
'father hears of 1t he W1ll be 80 an- -

.,';hlm in .God’s hands." A
best love, and tell, h1m to, meet me .

in heaven ! Jack dashed as1de hm T

. letter.

: from' his: mother..

- his-resolve...

she had Wr1tten
‘3 boy

tears ‘
‘0 mother, I WlSh you Were here,

letter on his table. Jack said no-
thing, and he was- late from ’school

‘as usual, R L
B Sunday mormng came round.
Jack and Berue were choristers; it
bad been their mother’s wish. In
church Jack thought of his mother’s
. The sun, which was stream-

ing throuﬂh the Wmdows, seemed to
be coming straight from heaven—
_The fpreacher
gave out the hymn, . Holy 1 Holy'

Holy !” the mother’s fivorite hymn. -

Jack fahcied he could hear her voice
mingling with theirs as. they san0'
the Holy! Holy! Holy! - S

AT throu«rh the sermon he could'

" hear her speakmo to h1m just as she

used to do. Then ‘he- remembered

Low many resolutions he had made
- to please her, and how easily he had -

broken them. *I’ll try not to dis-

. appoint-her again,’ he’ sa1d to’ h1m-.j .

self as’'he walked home

As the days wore on J acL lrept;

' ~His lessons Were al-
U ways learnt, and hé was soon at the.: '

. top of his form. | And ina few years
Jack found ‘himself head of the -

school, the favorite of the master
and ’of all his schoolfellows.

The leference '

When the wmds of winter beat
Little Bunny’s hollow tree,

‘ For a blanket round his feet

Close his bushy tail tucks he.
Never mind how loud the storm,
Sound he sleeps and snug, and

warm., .

When the little honey bees' L
‘See the Snow : come powdermg
down :
On their roof beneath the trees

In the pleasant Beehive Town, -

Then away to bed they creep,
All the wmter lono they sleep

' But when 11ttle busy Ned :
/Hears the-noisy north- Wmd bl_ow,' -

Out lie rushes Wwith his sled,

“Por he loves the wh1r11nfr $now. o ‘

‘Bees and bunnies, sleepy thmws !

Lose the: fun that wmter bI'ngS L A

‘Youth’s Compamon. P

‘Hé" is'every inch. - .
_I.wish I'could have.been’ " .
always neaf, him, but I. shall leaye . -
Give him my, - '

$ 4
“It’s hard work for . X

" a.boy without you.” And J ach cned ,
- hlmself to sleep.

The next morning Mary, 'found the ’



