
Our Boys and Girls
THE SIGN RAY HUNG OUT.

Ray came tumbling in, his eyes round with
a new idea.
"Oh, mother! Timmy and Rogers are going

to the links to-morrow to be caddie-boys, and
they get ten cents on every game. It soon
counts up to a dollar. I wonder" here Kay
stumbled a bit "Mother, would you let me

go? 1 need some new shoes so very much."
Mrs. Dcwees was startled out of her usual

calm. "My Kay," she began, excitedly; then
half paused and asked more quietly, "What is
a caddie boy?"
"Oh, mother, you know! The boys that go

round with the golfers, and carry their sticks
and wait on them. We can see all the inter¬
esting games, if we can't be in 'em. And the
ladies are so pretty and so nice, Timmy says."

"Aren't you too large for this sort of work?
Why, Kay, do you remember that to-morrow
is the Lord's day?"
"Oh, but mother, all the toniest boys in

town are doing it, some bigger than I am.

And there's just grind in school every day and
even my Saturdays are spoken for. I just
haven't any day but Sunday. Besides, moth¬
er, I can go to Sunday-school in the morning."
Ray looked as though he realy felt this to

be a "clincher."
"And Bobby Gray's father is going to play,

mother. He says that when a man's tied to
an office six days in a week, he has a right to
a little breath of fresh air on Sunday."

Mrs. Dewees saw that the boy was armed
in advance, and at every point, with false ar¬

guments. Opposition just now would only
make them seem the stronger.
t<Very well," she at length said, pleasantly.

"I will consent to your trying it for three
Sabbaths, to see how you like it, on one con¬
dition.that you tell Miss Bella, before the
class, each time where you are going in the
afternoon."
"Why-ee, mother! I don't think I ought to

do that!"
"I don't see why you think so, my son."
"But, oh, mother, there's Johnny! He's

younger, and maybe he'd want to go, too. It
wouldn't be right for me to get Johnny to
going. Besides."

"If it is all right for you, I think it can't
harm Johnny," smiled the mother. "But what
is the 'besides'?"
"I was thinking about Miss Bella."
"Well?"
"She won't like it one bit, mother."
"Why not, if your mother approves? You

can remind her how you are in school every
day and bnsy on Saturdays, and assure her
that it will be among nice respectable people
and well brought up boys. Then you can say
that you think our Heavenly Father was a
little hard on us when he told us to be so

very careful about the Sabbath day. Run
along, now, Ray; I think I see Timmy and
Rogers outside this minute."
Ray looked wondering and somewhat doubt¬

ful, and went out a little slowly.
"What did she say, eh? Must you go to

Sunday-school? I'm glad my ma ain't strict."
This was Tim.
And Rogers said, with a boy's bit of scorn

well feathered for Ray, "Some mothers never
want their boys to have any fun that's worth
while."

"You needn't be in such a hurry to make re¬
marks ; she said I could go and see if I liked it.
I don't believe it's as much fun as you fel¬
lows think, anyhow," was Ray's irritated re¬

sponse.
On the way to Sabbatli-school the next

morning he met Elsie Miller just at the corner.
To Ray's notion, Elsie was the prettiest, dear¬
est girl of them all; but alas! Elsie was

"strict," too, and he was not careful to meet
her, just this morning, lie soon guessed, from
Elsie's uneasy behavior, that it bad leaked out
that be was going on the links that afternoon.
After a few yards had been passed without the
usual comradely, frank talk, Ray suddenly
blurted out, "1 do wish there weren't any
Sundays to bother about!"
"I guess there's a difference in Sundays,"

said Elsie, gravely. "Our Sundays are so

lovely that I'd rather wish away any other old
day."
"Well, I'd just like to see one 'lovely' Sun¬

day."
"What do you think would make one of that

kind, Ray?"
"Oh, I don't know," said Ray, nonplussed.
"Just to do as I please, I suppose, and not to

work, but have a jolly time with the rest of the
boys. I never can have any real, first-rate,
good times. I always have to think of mother,
and Louise, and.Sundays; they just want me
to think about.about."

"Well, about God, our Father," said Elsie,
with reverent voice. "You can't help it some,
if you keep any Sunday at all."
"S'pose it does any particular good, any¬

how?" flung out Ray, sulkily.
"But but " hesitated Elsie, in despair.

"Oh, you don't look at it right, Ray. Yon
just think it is something God has taken away
from you, but it isn't; it is something lie
makes us a present of! Don't you see? If it
was as you say you want it, and no Sunday
'to bother with,' you wouldn't have your Play-
Sunday left. All of Sunday would go, and
everybody that wasn't rich would have to work.
Bobby Gray's father would have to go to the
office every one of the seven days of the week,
and my dear papa couldn't be with us, so that
we could have our sweet Sunday all together.
And then, the really poor people! Don't you
remember how God said Sunday was 'special¬
ly for them, and how He said the company,
or the cattle must not work, just so people
couldn't make their slaves and servants workl
'That thy man-servant and thy maid-servant
may rest, as well as thou,' it reads."
"H'm-m, I never saw that in the Bible, nor

thought of it," said Ray, rising for the first
time above the thought that God was a hard
master. "That's fair, isn't it? I say, Elsie,
what do you do Sundays, anyhow?"
"Maybe we don't do so much different," was

Elsie's slow answer. "But we feel different
about it. We love each other, and we love
God for making us a present of papa's com¬

pany one whole day ever week, and that is all
so pleasant. We like to go to church and Sun¬
day-school then, 'cause it's a sign, you know."
Ray looked blank. "A sign," he repeated,

glancing up involuntarily to the buildings on
the corner near. On one he saw a little notice
of the church and Sunday-school meetings, and,
further down, on another, a large sign, an¬

nouncing, "Liquors sold here."
There was no time for Elsie to say more, and

they passed to their separate divisions. When jthe moment carae to tell Miss Bella of his in- "

tended afternoon outing, Kay was far less
inclined to speak of it than yesterday; but, A
feeling that he could hardly draw back, he |jstammered out his plan in a low tone, just as ¦'

the bell called for general attention to the desk.
Miss Early looked surprised and grave, but, pj
before she could make any comment, Ray J
slipped away.
Titnmy and Rogers were 011 hand, and the 'l

three started out, apparently in the best of
spirits, for the links. These were crowded, and
th boys drove quite a business, particularly
as they got some special remembrances. But
Ray had seen one of the church officers look I
inquiringly at him as he passed the former's,
house near the playgrounds, and had felt his
face flush as though he had been caught steal- j
ing. On the grounds he soon found that, when J
hired, he was indeed "under orders," and that,;
besides being work, the position of "caddie-
bov" was one which separated him from th
well-born class in which he believed himsel
to belong, and made him a menial, as little to
be considered as the dog that swims into the
water to return his master's cast-away cane,
or bit of driftwood. Once or twice, when his
attention to the interesting game had been
greater than his interest in his work, he re¬
ceived a sharp, though low-spoken reprimand.
On the way home, though the generous coins

jingled attractively in his pocket, Ray suddenly
found that he had, somehow, less respect for
himself than had ever been the case in all his
fourteen years before, and his good-night to
Tim and Rogers was almost gruff.
"Go again next Sund'yt" called back Tim.
"Oh, I suppose so!" was Ray's uninterested

assent.
The mother repressed her desire to ask ques¬

tions, or to comment 011 his action. But,
though she was silent all the week Elsie's
words about "a sign" crept back and forth
through the boy's brain, and the saloon sign
haunted him.
"A sign says something in big letters, but I

can't make out how Sunday's that kind of a

'sign,' " he said to himself. "Oh, bother, any-5
how!" f
Of course, Ray preferred not to study his^Sunday-school lesson during this particular*

week, and he was not aware, till the lesson?
was announced from the desk, that it was upoujkeeping the Sabbath ; the very topic which,
above all others, he would fain have avoided.
He felt the rest look "cross-eyed" at him.as
he said.and had the hardest work not to
wriggle in his seat. He knew his face was
getting redder, and again was obliged to brace
himself up by saying, mentally, "Oh, bother!"
and added, "Who cares, anyway?"
But Miss Bella was a keen teacher, and, hav¬

ing something on hand of living interest to the
boys, she meant to make all she could of here
opportunity. In spite of himself, Ray becamee
interested in her graphic story of the vigoroust
way in which Governor Nehemiah drove outJ
the Sabbath-breakers from his city, where the-
Jews had sworn to keep the Sabbath. Before?
the boy realized it, he was asking about his
special puzzle, the "sign." Miss Early asked
the class what a sign was for. Ray- got in hissidea of big letters, and another boy ventured^that it was "for folks to see." ThoughtfulnJohnny asked if things that folks saw did noteinfluence them more than what they read, ort,what was told them.

k_
"I think we have almost the whole idea^now," said Miss Early. -"The large letters of<

a sign do speak 'out loud' just the business
and very often the character of the persons


