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In .
the Children’s Hospital.—Etumie.*
BY ALFRED TENNYSON.

1.

Ov .
® doctor hag call’d in stiother; I hever bad
g 1500 i e
fie sefit o chill to thy heart when I saw
Fresh"f‘n‘%me in at the doot, )
of tom the surgery-schools of France and
Hapigy Other lands—
“oned hair, big volce, big chiest, big mer-
Watggo s hands |
E?flll cures he had done, O yes! But
Hy Vva? s6id, too, of him
"84 happier using the koife than in trying
* Ang ﬁ’”ﬂ-ve the limb.
P hett T can well believe, for he look’d so
m‘?@?sq and red,
| think he was one of those who would
Teak their jests on the dead.

Teo

11,

Herd v
ere ‘l:’fls a boy—T am sure that some of ouf
Byg fc ildren would die
ti)r the voice of love, and the smiile, and
Her. "¢ comforting eye—
© Was & hoy in the ward—eévery bone
flee‘.“ed out of its place—
ght ih 4 mill and erush’d—it was all but
And‘: opeless case ¢
1e handled him gently enough ; but his
Anq

Cau

n ".2106 and his face were not. kind, .
1t was bt a hopeless case, he had seen it
Audd;nd made up his mind, .
te suid to rhe roughly, ¢ The lad will
heed little more of your care.”

€¢
All the more need,” 1 told him, ‘to scek

the Lord J i ;
T rd Jesus in prayer ;
he% are all his chil«’i)reg here, and I pray
Bus ]01‘ them all as my own :”
le turn’d to me, * Ay, good woman, can
ThelpTa)’er set a broken bone ?”
2 he mutter'd half to himself, but I know
« o that T heard him say
very well—but the good Lord Jesus has
had his day.”

. 1L
4d? Hag it come? It has only daww'd. It
o will come by-and-bye. )
oW could I serve in the wards if the bope
’How()f the world were a lie ?
could 1 Lear with the sights and the
But oathsome smells of disease,
that he had said  Ye do it to me, when
ye do 1t to these ?”

Iv.

8o he went, And we passed to this ward
Hey where the younger children are laid:
ve is the cot of our orphan, our darling,
Ex our meek Kttle maid ;
\pty, you sec, just now ! We have lost her
Pat'“’ 10 loved her so much-- .
tent of pain, tho’ as quick as @ gensitive
H Plant to the touch;
OIS was the prettiest prattle,
B me to tears,
ers was the gratefullest heart 1 have found
N n a child of her years— .
ay, you remember our Emmie ;
" send her the flowers;
ow she would smile at ’em, play with ’em,
we BTk to ’em hours after hours !
They that can wander at will where the works
. of the Lord are reveal’d
Little guess what joy can be got from a cow-
slip out of the field ;
Flowers to these * spirits in prison”
. they can know of the spring,
1hey freshen and sweeten the wards like the
waft of an angel’s wing ;
And ghe lay with o flower in one haud and
w her thin hands crossed on her breast—
an, but as pretty as heart can desire, and
Qui we thought her at rest,
‘e}}y sleeping—so quiet, our docter said
Nur Poor little dear,
’i‘?: I nust do it to-morrow ; she 'll never
1ve through it, I fear,”

it often moved

you used to

are all

V.

I walled ws :
aﬂ: dh with our kindly old doctor, as far
They It ¢ head of the stair,
o returned to the ward ; the chitd didn’t
Gve:e I was there.
smee T wy; o he
1 and s vcx‘t&!ﬁ nurse had 1 heen so
“nmie had heard |
“ H;‘::yc"’%‘ to tiio
8 I shall ne L
Aunie hat shall T qg s Ve thro’ it 1 O Annie,
nnie considered ; « gy n
N € -, r T N
1 Annie, “was you, sadd the wise little
should cry to the dear
me, for, Lmmie,

grieved

::; ‘ Softly she call’d from

Lord Je,

sug
You see, to help

—_—
* ur
We print, by re

rint, by request, the whol ;

Poem, which the Kev., Dr. Roge q:«)&f 1ﬂns
¢ A iny

- the kel ' Methodis
2o egazine, in his admirable article on ¢ ']‘:n()dm

™8 Indebtedness to the bible,”

hny.

It’s all in the picture there : Little children
should come to me.’ .
{Meaning the print that you gave us, I find
it nlways can please
Our childven, the dear Lord
dren about his knees.)

Yes, and I will,” said Emnie,

. TIcallto the Lord, )

How should he know that it’s me? Such a lot
of beds in the ward t”

That was a puzzle for Annie.
sidered and said :

¢« Kmmie, you put out your arms, and leave
em outside on the bed—

The Lord has so much to see to! But,
Emmie, you tell it litm plain,

It's the little gitl with her arms lying out on
the counterpane.”

Jesus with chil-

< put then, if

Again she con-

VI.

I bad sat there three nights by the child—I
could not watch her for four— »

My brain had begun to reel—I felt 1 could
do it no more.

That was my sleeping-night, but I thought
that it never would pass.

There was a thunderclap ouce,
of bhail on the géass.

And there was a phantom cry that
I tossed about,

The motherless bleat of a Jamb in the storm
and the darkuess without ;

My sleep was broken besides with dreams of

7 the dreadful knife,

And fears for our delicate Emmie, who scarce
would escape with her life;

Then iu the gray of the morning it seem’d she
stood by me and smiled, )

And the doctor came at his hour, and we went
to see the child.

and a clatter

1 heard as

VIL

He had brought his ghastly tools: and we
believed her asleep again—

Her dear, long, lean, little arms lying out on
the counterpane.

Say that His day is done!
we care what they say ?

The Lord of the children had heard her, and
Kmmie had passed away.

Ah, why should

A GIRL'S CHIVALRY.
BY K. (. WALKER.

T anwy one bright January morning, a
few winters ago, a pleasing little incident
happened in an Eastern city. Two or three
warm days had been followed by a sleet
and weather bitterly cold. Everything was
as radiant in the vivid sunlight as though
powdered with diamond dust, and the
trees were great crystals; but the glassy
rime on the sidewalks and crossings was
very treacherous, and many an unwary
footfall brought dire disaster.

Avis Morton, on her way to her daily
work, after many narrow escapces, reached
& street-car in safety. She had the good
fortune to secure the list vacant seat, and,
smiling and warm in lrer plain, comfortable
clothes, she sat watching her fellow passen-

ers. At the next crossing the car stopped,
and a shabby little old woman fell on the
steps, and was assisted by the conductor,
with rough good-nature, on to the platform.
Weak and dizzy from her fall, she entered
the car trembling in every limb, and with
a pitiful appealing look on her pale,
wrinkled little face. There were a half-
dozen men and boys in the car, but not one
of them saw her ; of course not, they were
all absorbed in their morning papers.

Buat Avis saw her, and in an instant she
sprang up, and led the old lady gently to
her place.  With a grateful look into the
gitl's frank, compassionate eyes, she mur-
mured tremulonsly

You ave very kind, child, very kind to
a poor old woman.”’ )

“T ought to be, madam ; Tam young and
strong, and it would be a shame for me to
keep 1y suvat while you were standing;”
was Avis® chivalrous reply.

Severn) gentlemen arose and offered their
seats to Avis ; bub no, she would not accept.
one of them. They thus acknowledged
that this fair, lithe young girl of fifteen had.
put a stigma upon cach of them.

After riding three or four blocks the old
lady wished to alight.

It is so slippery T am
fall,” said Avis ay’ she arose
car.

‘Tt can't be liclped, child ; it can’t bé
helped ; but T am grateful for your kind-
ness.”

The woed volce was very tremulous, and
went straight to Avis’ heart. She hesitated
only 4 moiuent—every penny of the three

afraid you will
to leave the

dollars a week she got for clerkihg in the
great down-town store counted in tlie petty
sum she and her mother could scrape for
their living, and she would be docked if she
were late—but it was only for a moment.
The old lady needed somebody to assist het,
and the next moment Avis was on the plat-
form, saying:

T will see you safely across.” o

Very carefully and kindly she assisted
the shabby, uncertain little figure whic
clung so closely to_her across the glassy
streeb. ;

<« Oh, child, if I had known it was s0 bad,
I never would have come out ; but 1 must
oo on. Oh, dear!”

«‘How far have you to go?” asked Avis.

¢« Two blocks down this street, I think.”

«T will go with you,” said Avis, quietly.

In ‘a little while Avis had her protege
safely at her destination.

«“Now, child,” said the little woman, as
she stood at the door, ¢ tell me your name,
and where you live. I never want to forget
the blessed girl who saved poor old me
from breaking my boues.”

Avis told her, and then added :

“¥ am only a poor girl and shall have to
make my own living, and T may be glad
when T am like you to have some one
remember me; but it’s nothing at all,
ma'am,” she added, with a light laugh,
«for I should have had the blues all day if
T had let you go by yourself.”

After making Avis write her name and
address on a card, she said :

“Good-bye, child, I can give you only
an old woman’s bléssing.”

“T am very grateful %or it,” replied Avis,
reverently. ‘Good-bye.”

She was late, and was docked, and that
meant sacrifice ; but that did not matter
to Avis. Her gifts went with a sovereign
frecness that admitted no regret.

A year passed by, and sickness had
brought many privations to Avis and her
mother. While health lasted they could live;
but the fever that had overtaken Avis had
made the future very dark. But one day
during her convalescence the postman
brought an official looking document ad-
dressed to herself. Had the stars fallen,
she could not have been more astounded as
she read : *‘ Christina Long has bequeathed
to Avis Morfon 850,000, in remembrance
of her chivalrous kindness to an old and
helpless woman !”

This is a true story, and not a make-
believe one, by any means. A fortune may
not reward us for kind aets, but every one
lifts us into a nobler life.

et - @ — e

DICK.
BY NED GWEN. .

¢ CLEAR out, you little darky !”

“Home with you. We don’t want

ou!”

Dick Thurston made no reply, but,
swinging a pair of skates high in the air,
he burst into a perfect roulade of melody.

His one weapon of defence was irresisti-
ble, and whether he trilled like the birds of
the forest or sang the quaint old Negro
songs his grandfather taught him, the vil-
lage boys were silenced when he chose to
have it so.

_As soon as skates were strapped, the
river, with its sparkling icy coat, was a
scene to delight the eye.

Suddenly, when the jollification seemed
at its height, little Dick, after a pirouette
no other boy dared attempt, struck out
for shore.

¢ What's the matter, Dick ?” ¢ Where
are you going 7" shouted the boys.

¢“Goin’ home to get a lickin’, an’ T must

run.”

“«“What for?” ** What do you mean ?”
cried one and another.

«'(Canse mammy said if T went on the
ice before she said so, she’d whip me ; an’
she allus say, « When you get a hard thing
to do, Dick, do it quick and have it over ;’
so I'm goin’ to cut and take it,” )

«Hurrah for Dick!” cried one of the
isiliest of the crowd.

«Tf you have a hateful old thing to do,
why do'it.  V'm going home to split the
kindlings.” .

««There'll be a splendid moon to-night,
and V11 be back,” he called to those heleft
Bhehind.

Tred Danforth lovked av Tom, and Tom
Tooked at him.

¢ That miserable little imp

P

2

1" muttered

one; and then they both laughed ra
faintly. But they p{:lled lig thgir skatetsl.ler

As soontas they reached honte one ““ went
st that horrid compositibﬁ,” that was
itsually dreaded and postpotted till it became
& veritable nightmare ; while the other,
who ‘‘slways studied his algebra last,
because ‘twasn’t any use anyway, and
he didn’t see why a fellow hced learn
it,"” was, as he tolg his mother, *‘hard at
it, to have it over, like Dick’s lickin".”

Mrs. Danforth, who hdd often toll her
boys to ‘‘have nothing to do with that
low-lived coloured boy who brotight home
their laundered clothes,” was not only
dinazed at the unusual spectacls, but she
herself could not but think of dreaded
duties, and in & few minutes was at the
door of a bedridden woman, on whom she
had said she would never call except for
decency’s sake.

The visit so soon followed a
ono, and was so totally unexpected that the
sometimes neglected old lady was almost
amiable instead of in her usual exasperat-
ing mood. .

The girls who were skating—but it woul.d
be quite impossible to tell you all about it
in this little space. Besides, the end isnot
yet. Butif you will follow the a_dee of
Dick’s ““mammy,” you may be sure you
will inake the world better and brighter
for having lived in it.
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«DRINK IT? NBVER!"

It was a gay, cohvivial matriage_enter-
tainment. Mabel Howard had Just been
united to the man of heé‘1 choicé. -Many
young people were assem ;
enjoying themselves greatly. . The ruby
conterits of the wine-cup flashed ﬂ‘a,dﬂy m
the bright light, and lent a glow 0 MARY 5
inanly check, and made many# ’malden 8
eye sparkle with brilliancy. Fe“’,.,th?re
were who hesitated to sip the spatkling
fluid. ey

Perhaps the most beautiful being 1B the
efitive assembly was Mabel Joward, W 0
had just become the wife of Hugh Hatrison,
She was a lady of most aftractive form anl
features, admired by all and res )ec'tg : fo;
her strength of chatacter #hd nohility Od
nature. A friend led her to the table, an
pouring out a glass of winé from the :(')
canter, offered it to her, inviting her
drink with him. Mabel took the gIab:S, an
holding it at arm’s length, and pointing #
the sparkling wine, she exclaimeéd:

‘Drimk b1 Drink that which has been
the cause of so much misery to me ' 0’§°
T had a mnoble and generous father- °
nobler man existed than he. Admirec,

respected and honoured by all for his talents

and manly beauty, he was nevertholess
rained by the demon—Drink. Lower &5
miserable

lower he fell, until he became h
sot-—a disgrace to humanity. And now 3
fills a drunkard’s grave. One day, fren?li
by this, this which you ask me to dritp
he struck my darling mother-—his oWl he
—a fierce blow, and felled her Po_jf °
ground. She never rose agaity z:;
he killed her! And yet you ask !_ﬂe
drink this ! This, which has brought 5
much woe to me! This, which has do
stroyed the happiness of g0 many v’,';!?eﬁ
and daughters and mothers ! This, T }:‘?s
has ruined so many noble men : ;é
which is a curse, and nothing but 2 cg sd
to society ! Drink it ¢ Never ! 1;(_ ‘
she dashed the goblet to the ground, bred
ing it into a thousand pieces. bl

A solemn silence rested on the assém yr.l
Surprise and astonishment were V}Slble o
every countenance. The wine was remfiveo}
and never again was seen on the table a
that mansion. From that evening many
man, accustomed to imbibe sparkling wine,
rofused ever afterwards to gouch the ruin-
ous wine cup.

A& PONY SAVING THE LIFE OF
ITS MISTRESS tay in her
A wroie girl, playing one daY n 2
father’s grouﬁds, I;ell into a. canal ‘;’1}‘;"’;1
passed through the estate. No hum:ming-
ing was near to save her from dro e
But a small pony, which had becOU‘lﬁldren
in the family, and of yvhwh the childre,
who often rode on him,

were esptfc?’h,y
: 1es Oof n1s
fond, was gazing near by. he grlefunging
little wmistross fell on his ears and, p
iuto the stremm, he quickly

seized he}x"
¢lothing and took her as’hm:: with suc

gentleness that she was unbu oxcépt bY
her fright.



