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THE LITTLE FOLK.

THE BOY.

When yo3 hoar a fearful racket,
Like a miniatare cyclone,
With somo sounds so stravgo that surely
Their like was novar known,
While the rother listens calmly,
Even with a smiliog faco,
You may know that it ia nothing
But the toy aboat the place.

Wheo there’s famino In tho capboard
And the milk patl sooa rans dry,

Arnd you can’t keep pies or cookles,
No matter hotw you try ;

When you vainly seck for apples
That have gons and left no trace,

Hard times is not the tronble—
Therc's a boy about the placs.

{When there’s sawdust oa tho carpet
And soms shavings on the beds,
When tho rags are tossed in corners
And yoar chairs stand op their heads,
While, if a tool you're needing, you
All round the house must race,

You may know he's making sometking,
Ts tho boy about tho place.

When tho hoaso is fall of sunshine
On tho darkest kind of day,
Aud you hayo tolaugh at seeiog
- Somo outlandish, boyish play,
And wkon oyes 30 bright and loviag
Oft aro raised to meet your face,
You will pray, I know, ¢ God U'cxs him,
Bless our boy about tho place.”
Pacifis Coast Endeavorer.

THE OI.D PASTOR'S FAITH.
DY MARY BLED,

Several years have passed ainco wo Ieft tho wounded coemy to
partake of Pastor Sasillo’'s bospitality. Again 1t is wioter. &
dark, atormy night; the wiad howled throngh the pincs, and
drifted tho snow, which fell in foathery flakes, deep in tho glens.

Pastor Savillo and Margacet drew close to the choetful blazs in
tho wids, old-fasbioned fireplace. Margaret sst on the groond at
her graodiather’s feet readiog the precious Bible which she held in
her bacd. Theblzzing log on tho hearth afforded sufficiens light;
#o the rash.wick candle on the rade, homo-mado dresser bad not
been lightod.

s« Hark] child, I bear a footall,” exclaimod the old man,
placing his hand behind his ear iz an attitado of listenicg. Taen
cams » Joud keock at the door.

1 Strike & Light, cbild,” sid the old maa, rislog quickly.

Margarel sprang to the dresser, and, takiog Jdown the flint
s tonos, atruck them togethar over the candlo-wick. Tho ola man
tock the candlo from the gitl's band and harried to open tho door.
Holdiog tho flaring light abovo his head, he pecred out lato tho
darkness. Thero stood 3 man wrapped in a large cloak.

1t Poacs, Father Saville 1" exclaimod the man, springing through
the open door; ** put vat the light acd bar the door; no ons must
»ce mo in your hone.”

Tho old man recoguizou ait a. once as tho man whose life ho
had saved.

4t Y on briag me eril tidings,” said be, with a quaver of appro-
henslon in tis voice.

1 do tndeed,” was tho reply ; ** perhaps I do wrong in comiog;
but my conrcience waras mo that I promised you whea yon rescued
me from death to roxmpesss you il ever the opportnaity conld b
found, So lcame to warn you. Early to-morrow morning two
oficers with a aguadron of cighty dragoons will bo hero to ssarch
tho town. Now, sate yourselves by -flight.” With thess words
the mesmnger thrusta roliof moaey into the hzod of tha aslonished
0'd man, and, muflling himself in his hoge cloak, was goaa.

Margaret flung her arm aronnd her grandiather's neck aad laid
ong trembliog 1 and on bisarm. .

s*Child, ba beave; foar not; what did’at thou read ?” mid the
old man, drawing the frigbleaed grd clote to him, and kisslng
away bor tears.  **Doat thon remember, doar™

**Whea thon passees throagh the waters, I will be with thee,'”
repeated Marparet.

¢ Aye, child, and ho wul {alfil hts promisze. Harry, dlargnret,
we mumt pek ott beloagiogs, and foa.”

¢ Bat our people.”
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¢ Ayo, child, they will go with us, I will go and wara thew.!

% Not you, grandfather; lot me go; Ican run faster,” sald
Margaret, anatebing her cloak, aod darting out Into the atormy
darknoss.

Then the old pastor quickly and silently gathored such of their
belongings as they could carry, and tiod them, together with their
provislons, in littlo bundles. Then, with a murmured prayer of
thankfalness, the faithfal old servaunt of Qod went out and cloacd
the door of the little mountsin home for the last time,

Baif an hour later pastor and peopls were horrying silently
along the border of tho sleeping town. The fast-falling aoow, liko
an angel of mercy. quickly covered the tracks of the fugitives, and
many miles wero covered cro the faint atreaks of dawn bogan to
pencil tho east with light. Through the deep drifts ina narrow
glen the little band pressed on, A ledge of rocks walled the ateep
bank on one side, whilo the other was screened by a thick growth
of trecs and shrubbery. A narrow boulder had fallen from the
rock, and ore of the men, mounting a rounded ledge below peered
ovor. The faint morning light dimly revealed the joy expressed on
his faco; but his volco—the firat voico raised above a whisper—
filled the cumpany with courage. Clinging with one hand to the
bonider, he rased the other toward heaven and cried ina tone of
exultation ; *“ God defends the right1”

The company rushed forward, and saw a warm, dry cave. By
raplacing the fallen bouldet they wounld be safe in comfortable
qu-rtors. As thoy entered their rocky rotreat tho dragoons
marcked into tho deserted village, and quickly surrourded all the
Proteatact houses that no heretio might'sscape. At a sigoal from
their loader they rushed into the deserted housca. Three days
thoy searched ap and down tho mountains. The little congrega-
tion, safe in their 1ocky retreat, could hear the clatter of the hoofs
and tho shouts of their onraged enemice. From every tonguo old
enough to lisp a prayer axcended a cry to God for help. The
prayers were heard and answered. The soldiers, confounded by
this divine iaterferenoce with their plan, gavo up in despair. The
scattored troopa gathered at & sigoal and quickly retired.

When tbs shades began to gather on tha fourth night the little
bazd came forth {rom the friendly shelter of tho cave, and, trust-
ing in God, they renewed their weary journey, Hiding by dayin
caves or bushes, they slowly made their way to Germany.

Time had been moving with them, aud it was Christmas morn-
ing when thoy cromed ths Riine, and gathered in a cold, bungry
group at the fcot of a mountain. Oaly a few dry crusts remained
c. their provisions, and starvation stared them in the face.

In perfect faith tho old pastor, leaning for succonr on the breast
of Christ, gathered his peoplo around him, and offered & ferveat
pntition for help. Sweet wero the promises of which the old pastor
reminded his God. TWhen tho prayer was ended thay lifted their
voices, 20 long quies, and the decp forest roverberated with the
swect psalm of praise which thoy sang,

* Hark! What sweet mausic! Man, whence comes it?™ ex-
claimed a Serman Prinocs as ho reined his steed and listensd.

** From yoader {oreat,” anywered his companion after a moment
of fistening, as he pointed down tho highway.

“Truo enough. I wot thero are gypaies epcamped there.
Wo will run down the highway, cross ths forest, and rout them.”

The prince and his fricnd had atarted out upattended, that
moraing to join the shase, and had just estercd the highway when
the rioging notes of the aweet old psalm fell opon their cars.

Over tho creaking smow, fcllowed by their dogs, flaw the
mounted riders, amd came npoa the littlo auembled congregation
juat us the faitufal old pastor was telling tha beantiful atory cf the
Babe of Bethlehem. With a gesture ot impatience, the prince
demanded in a tons of authority : ** What it goiaz on hero?®

The cld pastor approached the horsemsn, with tottering foot-
steps, Lo tell their story, when the prince’s companion sprang from
his saddle, and grasped the old maz's Land, exclaiming: * Pastor
Savrille, thack God! Wo are yoar {riends.”

Tho old pastor’s syos were dim, Lat he was not alow in recog-
nuring the man whose life he had saved, and who in return bad
zaved his owa. :

Erxplasatians were made by both partice.  The good Protestant
prince apologized for bis graffacss, and, haading tho old maa a roll
of mioney, directed him to take his congregation to an inp, aad
bastily wreto a note to tho proprioter, bidding him sheiter and
{oed tham.

A few yoars alter this tho old pavtor died. Oao lovely wintex
day the beautiial Murcaret became the wifs of the gonsrous young
princs.  Whon the merry weddiag bells had csand to ring out joy
and good withrs; when the cresceat mooa reflected boe 2ght on
the waves of tho Rbine, tho lovely drideled her husband across
tha soowy plaic, snd togsther they knolt and thacked God for His
Prossrving cate, -




