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The Family Circle

A BOY’S MORNING RESOLVE

Everything happy and everything gay—

These are the things I will talk of to-day.
Everything sorrowful, dreadful, and wrong—
These are the things I will keep from my tongue.

Everything gentle and everything kind--
These are the things 1 will hold in my mind.
Everything hateful and everything low—
These are the things I'm resolved not to know.

Everything helpful and everything fine— ]
These are the things for these small hands of mins.
Everything lazy and everything mean—

These I will leave, and, in (God’s sight, be clean.

JOHNNY’S TOMMY

Johany and his Tommy had a whole big beautiful
orchard to themselves to play in. 1In spring it looked
at if it had been covered with pink and white snow,
the blossoms were so thick on the trees; and in late
summer and the fall there were ripe apples lying in the
grass under the green (rees. Johuny liked summer
best and so did Joknny’'s Tommy.

Jolmny was a very little boy, and his Tommy was
a very small calf. This little calf was as white as
snow and had the dearest dark eyes and the most
silky ears one cver saw! Tommy belonged wholly to
Johnuy, and every day the little boy went three times
to the orchard with milk in a pail for his pet. Some-
times greedy Tommy upset his bucket and spilt the
milk and then Johnny would have to travel back for
more.

road track, and sometimes the up-freight train had to
“walt right in front of the orchard until the man in
the tower by the track signalied for it to comc on.

This was great fun for Johnny, for Jehnny’s father had

fixed up a pulley-post by the hedge with a wheel that
Johnny could turn and which weuld wind up a long

rope hanging from the top of tho post; and to the end’

of this rope was fastened a small hasket. Johnny
would fill the basket with big red apples and wind it

slowly to the top of the hedge. Then, quick as a wink,

the fireman’s big black hand would seize and empty

the basket, and all the train men would eall out,’

‘ Thank you, Johnny !

Johnny dearly loved to work the little pulley,
and if the train had to wait very long for the signal
the basket was raised more than once and every man
on the train was sure to have scveral apples in his
pockets to take Lome to his children.

One morning when Johnny went out to the orchard
the little white calf was nowhere in sight. The inquisi-
tive little creature had squeczed through the hedge and
when at last Johnny spied him he was standing exactly
in tho middie of the track.

‘ Come, Tommy! Come, Tommy! called Johnny
in a fright for it was not long until irain time. *Qh,’
said he to himself, running up and down behind the
hedge, ‘if mamma only hadnt told me never to g0 on
the track T could get out and drive him off—but I
promised her T'd never go outside the orchard !’

There was no use in running to the house for
help, because his mother had gonc down to the village
and there was no one at home but grandma, and she
was lame; so Johnny could only coax and call to
Tommy, and hold outé a tempting applo through the
hedge. But Tommy had all the apples he wanted, and
he paid no attention. “Youwll ho killed, Tommy !’
screamed Johnny suddenly, for he lieard the freight
train coming.

Tho engineer had told Johnny that hie would always
whistle ¢nce if the train must stop; but if the track
was clear and the signal was cut, he would blow twice
as he came on,

Just outside tho beautiful orchard lay the rail-

Clear and sharp came the two blasts that said * No
stop !’ o

Johnny Jaid down in the grass and sobbed to
think of his dear white Tommy being crushed by the
big engine. But Tommy, outside, planted his feet
firmly on a tie and, like the ‘goose’ a young calf
often is, stood and faced the monster.

Suddenly the engineer saw Johnny’s Tommy and
brought the train to a standstill, A grimy brakeman
leaped off, scized the stubborn fellow, rushed down the
bank, and, in spite of his kicking, thrust him through
the very hole where ho had crawled out to the track
an hour before.

‘Dor’t  ery, Jolmmy!” he called cheerfully.
‘Tommy is all right. You watch this hole till some-
one comes, for aunother train’il be along pretty soon
Can't wait!” And in a minute the train was rushing
along again. '

When he had wiped away his tears, Johnny buckled
on Tommy's strap ard led him to the house for he
didn’t dare lcave him in the orchard until the hedge
was mended. He led Tomuny up to his mother and
told her the story.

‘That was a very kind engineer,’ said Johnny's
mother aiter she had bLeard it. Guess he remembéred
the apples!” '

Then they both laughed at the big black finger-
marks on Tommy’s white coab; but that foolish fat
little animal just kicked up his heels, broke locse and
scampered to the pail by the gate to see if dinper had
been served !

SPINNING TOPS

Spinning a top has been a favorite amusement of
smaii boys-—yes, and of some fairly big boys, too— for
a good many hundred years. Suidas mentions tops
among the toys of Grecian lads away back in remote
times, and Roman boys spun them in the days of
Virgil, ' :

As for the name, top (says the Adve Marig), it is
probably just one form of the old word, tey. The
notion that a top is so called * because it is sharpened
to a tip or top on which it is spun,’ or ‘ from whirling
around on its top or point,” is quits incorrect. Any
boy knows that a top doesn’t spin on its tip, which
is the bottom. One of the big dictionaries defines the
top as ‘a children's toy of conieal, ovold (egg-shaped),
or cireular shape, whether solid or hollow, sometimes
of wood with a point of metal, sometimes entirely of
metal, made to whirl on ils point by ihe rapid un-
winding of -a siring wound about it, or by lashing
with a whip, or by utilising the power of a spring.’

Now, this definition is not complete. It 5aYys
nothing of the old-time top, or peg-Lop, which one's
big brother, or one’s self, used {p make by taking a
wooden spool from -which the thread had all been
unwound, and whittling half of it into a miniature

“eone, then putling a round stick through the hole,

sharpening the lower end to a point and leaving the
upper end projecting from the top of the spool. The
spinning used to be done by laking this upper end of
the stick, or axis, between the thumb and eitlier the
index or the second finver, and whirling # vigorously,
Whenever the top began to wobble, one used to talk
of “walching the old cat die,—a process of which, by
the way, the unsatisfactory big dictionary referved to
above makes no mention at all.” We haven’t any doubt
that this was the particular variety of the toy which
Blessed Thomas More meant. when he wrole
A toppe can I set, and dryve it in his kynde.’

A LABOUCHERE STORY

A Laboucherc anecedoto which has not been done
to death is given in the new volume of Tecollections by
Sir Henry Lucy, to whom it was told by Labby him-
self. Tt concerned the younger son of a peer, who
thought that a berth in the diplomatic service was as
desirable a place as any for one who tonk life rather
easily.  Te knew nothing of the special subjects upon
which. the preliminary examination was based, hut
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