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A HOUSE-CLEANING CAROL.

The melancholy days havé come— the

' saddest of the year;

The carpet ’s on the Tlothesline,
incessant whacks we hear;

The bedding ’s on the kitchen, and the
beds are in the hall,

The pictures are upon the floor while
someone dusts the wall; _

We eat cold meat and crackers from a
warbly kitchen chair,

And this is glad house-cleaning time—
so free from toil and care.

and

The neighbors line their windows and
a hasty census take
Of all the bric-a-brac we have,
calculations make; \
1f it was bought with ready cash, or
‘ " on the instalment; plan
We rescue our provisions from the
hasty garbage man,
And life is gay and careless-like, it
makes one want to roam—
To hide away—because the folks
cleaning house at home.

and

are

The melancholy days are here—the days
. of soap and: brush. _
Stove polish daubs the tableware --
there’s pie on Wagner’s bust —
Piano holds some frymg-pan—the bath-
tug 's filled with books—
The women folks—ah! who could tell
who they were by their looks!
Sing hey! The glad house-cleaning
time of dust and soap!
It is a gladsome sight to see—-through
a big telescope.
—Baltimore American.
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HOW THE BALL ROLLED.

BY MRS. M. H. COCHRAN.

“(Q grandpa, here are your glasses.”

A breathless schoolboy came running
in the arbor where the old gentleman
was seated.

“Where did you
boy"’ e

. Over on Ned Water’s porch. You
know you sat thcre talking with his
father last night.”

“Yes, I remember taking them out to
look at a photograph he showed me.

But 1 thought you started out early to

have a game of ball before school.”
“I did, but- Ned told me about the
glasses—"
“And you gave up your game to come
all this way and bring them to me?”
“1 knew you'd want them, grandpa.
I didn’t mind.”

-The affectionate assurance beamed in’

the frank eyes which met the faded
ones turned on him in loving recog-
nition of the little act of unselfishness.

“You’'ve been setting a ball rolling
this morning, I think, Harold.”

s don’t know what you mean, sir,
I told you I left the ball game.” :

“Not that kind of a ball. But you

~are now due at school. LIl tell yon
later what I mean.” “

5 have a little more time.
go on.”

“When I was a boy,” began his grand-
father, “my mother used sometimes to
say to me: ‘Can’t you set a ball rolling
to-day"’ ' 9

“That’s just like you, gfandfather,
dld I—taroid, settﬂﬁ' himself with'a con
tqndeq pmnlc to listéil: - “You 0 ;?‘; be
gin with a lot of motil talk dhe
talk to us boys. You ﬁf jude
what you Rave to say:

Please

find them, my

THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.

- “O grapdpa, dear, that wasn't what
you call doing a kindness. That was,
why—I don’t eall it just a duty, but
just-a llttle thing, 1 dld because I liked
tO »

Grandpa patted Harold’s head as he
went on.

“But you see I took it as an ob-
ligation laid on me to roll your ball on.
So I had to keep it in mind.”

“You, grandpa,” Harold looked
highly amased, as he listened thh a
look of great interest.

“I must go back a little,” said his
grandfather. “As 1 went into town
on the trolly two or three weeks ago,
I saw a forlorn looking boy, evidently

_also on ‘the way to the city, but not
taking it so easily as I was taking it,
he depended on his legs to get him
there. An hour later he came to my
office, asking me to taken him in as an
oﬁce boy and errand runner. He beg-
ged so hard, telling such a pitiful story, -
that 1 agreed to try him. .

“As the days went on I found him
active, willing and bright about com-
prehending all his duties, but notwith-
~standing all this I began before long
“to -realize‘ that he had a fault so serious

as to overbalance all his merits. He
was trtcky and deceitful. I had reason-

“to know. that he was dishonest in trifles
and would do things behind my back
that he would not do before my face.

-“I knew the little rascal was very

anxious to stay, so I felt sorry to
thmk of turning him out. But just as

“She didn’t say it very often,” went
on the old gentleman, “for that would
have made it seem hackneyed. When
she did say it, it seemed to come fresh,
and stirred me up to try how I could
work it, and I always found fun in it
sooner or later. This was the kind of
ball she meant—she had talked it over
with me long ago and didn’t need to
say anything more—to make a special
point of doing a kind, helpful thing to
some one, and set it rolling by asking
the one receiving it to pass it along in
the ‘shape of a kindness to some one
else, the some one else to ask still an-
other to have it-passed on.”

“That’s jolly,” said Harold, with a
laugh. “1It’s like having other folks do
your good things for you. Did you
use to try it?’

“And did your ball ever
far?” ;
“0, I cannot say as to that You
can’t keep track of it very far, you
know. It is like a good many more
things that we do for the love of what
is right—we have to ieave the results
with the Lord, in full faith that he will

bless our efforts.”

“I'm going to try it~ sand Harold
I shall begin this very morning.” &

“Then come at night and tell me about
it,”

Harold sough‘t his grandfather with:
a face which showed that he had a
story to tell.

“I went to school after I left you,
sir,” he began. “I had my dinner bas-
ket with a good lunch and a ‘bag of
peanuts in it. Just as I crossed the
corner’ of the woods- I heard some
shouting and Jack Pierce came run-
ning along after his dog. Rover had
started a chipmunk. I knew he couldn’t

" catch it, but if’s always sport to see
him paw and howl when the chatting
little rascal” goes up on a tree out of
his way, so waited to see. I put my
basket behind a stump and went a few
steps into the woods. Just as I came-

go very

gave me a shock of astonishment, by
coming to me this morning with a con-
fession of his mis-doings made of his
own accord.” :

“Ho!” said Harold,
prise. '

“Yes, he said:. He told me of small
trickery—things 1 knew ‘he had done,
but he didn’t know I knew. Then he
said, between catches of his breath:

“I—don’t want to be a ‘thief. 4 ain’t

in great sur-

out I saw a boy stealing along towards that kind of a boy I—just—didn’t
by basket. I hid behind a tree and think—’ e ks 5
watched. 1 saw htm open the basket “Grandpa!” Harold exclaimed in
and take out the nuts. Then I gave a  astonishment. “ What is the name of
whoop and jumped on him. your boy?” o o IR T

“William Hart.”

“Not—Billy ?”

“Yes, the same Billy—whose way
your ball rolled this morning. I talked -
with him and he told me about some

“¢You rascal!’ I said. Soyon want
my nuts, do you? ‘I was just going to
give him a shake when it ﬂzshed on
me to think of your ball. My ball—
1 mean—the ball I was to set rolling.
1 thought this was a good chance, SO
I said: :

“‘Billy, T don’t believe you want to
be a thief. I know you’re not thnt kind
of a boy. You just didn’t think.

“ He looked a great deal more as-
tonished than he would if I thrashed
him. He put back the nuts, saylng :

“¢‘I'm sorry. 1 will think next time.
You're real good to me.’ : :

“<Well, I said, ‘if you think so, you
try to do something good yourself to-
day. Now, is that a promise, Billy?’
‘1 will,” he said. Then I gave him the
nuts—he didi’t want to take them, but
I made him. Then, it is a [ittle strangc,
grandpa, but T did see a little of the
passing on. -When I came home from
school I went round by a way I don’t
often go, and soon I was passing Bil-
ly’s honse, and on the porch was his
little lame sister—they're dreadfully
poor—and, grandpa, 1 saw Billy had 3and a good man, instead of a bad one
kept his promise by giving them to —think of the difference it will make
her.” . to all within his reach.’ ’

“I' don’t believe ‘that was all that fol- “Yes, we never can tell how wide

thief. ‘And I dont, he repeated. “And
1 promised him I'd do something good
—s0 l—had to tell you!”

Did you turn him away?”

loving smile, “that you had already
sent a ball rolling my way. It was my

further. Poor Billy had given his hon-.
est shove in coming to me with his con-
fession. So 1 forgave him and pro-
mised that he should remain on con-
dition of his mending his ways. And
with such a wise mentor as you, I have
little doubt he will.: It will probably,”
grandfather spoke more soberly, “be a
turning point in the boy's life. If so,
your ball will keep on rolling, who can

if Billy should turn out a good boy

lowed the ‘starting of your ball,” he our influence may be, or how far the

said. effect of a kind action may reach.” —
“It was all 1 know anything about,” N..Y. Observer.

said Harold. . 3

“You forgot perhaps that you had
already set a ball rollifig this fiibming
in bfhmnd m imy .mu..

1 had made up my mind to do it, he

-

one. who knew he dida’t mean to be a

“Grandpa, what did “you say to him?

*“You seem to forget,” again with the

bounden duty to send that ball rolling

tell with what beneficent results? For

Better to be a fiettle in the side of
your friend than his echoi—Emereon:

the eating of nchqndheavyfoodn.“
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A WISE OU) m& o
* The horse belonged to ﬁ;e
Lane, of Frescombe, €
+ England, and. ‘the anecdote ms-v
the Rev. Thomas Jnekson
Mr. Lane, on going ‘home
turned the horse into a ﬁeld,te_ e
A few days before this theh#so had
been shod, but had been “pinched,” as
~ the blacksmxths call it, in the
of one foot; that is, the shm:‘
nght as to hurt his foot..
- The next morning: ﬁfﬁr
had turned the horse into. th
graze, he missed him,  “What ¢
become of old Sot?" m:f_h'. .

forlcannot ﬁndSOIm

the fie
the COW . yml." e

the ﬁeld has been hfted‘ Oﬁ :
and left on the ground.” Y
the horsc. sauL Mr, Lai '.
that old Sol must bave «doue

we shall know -he has let hnudf
So they went to the gate, uﬁ

horsc 8 tooth ' :
“Now, why should old Sol w', )
get out of this nice field, so full of gr
and clover?” thought Mr, Lane, =~
“Perhaps,” said Tim, “tﬁ 3
smith can tell us about hm."
‘I will drive over to the
shop and see,” said Mie




