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Loss of the Royal George.

Y W. OOWPERA,

Toll for the brove!
The brave that are no more !
All sunk beneath the wave
Fast by their native shore !

Eight hundred of the brave
Whose «(ourage well was tried,
liad made the vessel heel
And lalé her on her side.

A land-breeze shook the shrouds,
And she wasg overset |

Down went the Royal George,
With all her crew compiete.

Toll for the brave!
Brave Keinpenfelt {s gone!
His last sea fight is fought,
His woik of glory done.

It was pot ia the battle ;
No tempest gave the shoc’ |

&he sprang no fatal teak,
She ran upon no rock.

His sword was in 1ts sheath,
His fingers held the pen.

When Kempenfelt went down,
With twice four hundred men,

Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes !
And mingle with our sup

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound,
And she may float again

Full charged with England's thunder,
And plough the distant main:

Put Kempentelt is gone,
His victories are o'er

And he snd his eight hundred,
Shall plough the wave no more.

THE STORY OF JESSICA.

CHAPTER X.
THE S8HADOV UF DEATH.

There was no coffee-stall opened under
the rallway-arch the following morning.
and Danlel's regular customers stood
amazed as they drew near the empty
corner, where they were accustomed to
get thelr carly breakfast. It would
have sstonished them still more if they
could ha'2 seen how he was occupied in
the miserable loft. He had intrusted a
friendly v.oman out of the court to buy
food and fuel, and all night long he had
watched beside Jessica, who was light-
beaded and delirious, but in the wander-
tnzs of her thoughts and words often
spoke of God, and prayed for her Mr.
Dan‘el. The neighbour informed him
that the child’s mother had gone off some
2ays defore, fearing that she was i1l of
some infectious fever, and that she, alone,
bad taken a little care of her from time
to time. As soon as the morning came
he sent for a doctor, and, after receiving
permisston from him, he wrapped the
poor deserted Jessica in bis coat, and,
bearing her tenderly in his arms, he
carried her to a cab, which the neighbour
brought to the entrance of the court. It
was to no other than his own solitary
home that he had resolved to take her;
and when the mistrxss of tho lodgings
stood at her door, with her arms a-kimbo,
10 forbi1 the admission of the wretched
and neglected child, her toogue was
silenced by the gleam of a half-soverelgn,
which Daniel siipped into the palm of her
hsard band.

By that afternoon’s post th minister
recsived the fnllowing letter :

* Reverend Sfir,

“ 1f you will condescend to enter under
my humble roof, you wili have the plea-
sure of seeing little Jessica, who Is at
tha point of cdeath, unless God in his
mercy restores ber. Hoplng you will ex-
cuse this liber.y, as 1 canpot leave the
chiig, I remain, with duty,

« Your respectfu: servant,
*D. Standring.

“pg8.-—Jesgica 4 sires her best love
and duty to Miss Jane and Winny.”

The minister laid aside the book he
was reading., and without any delay
otarted off for 2is ehapel-kesper's dweli-

ing  There was Jenslca Iviug restiully
upon Dantel’'s bed. but the pinched fea-
tures were deadly pale, and the sunken
eyesa shione with a waning lght.  She
Wasg too fevhle to turn Lot head when the
door opened, and he paised for a minute
looking at her and at Dantel, who, seated
at the head of the bed, was turning over
the papers in his desk, and reckoning
up once more the savings of his Hfetime,
But when the minister ndvanced into the
middle of the room, Jessica's white
cheeks tlushed into a deep red

* Oh, minister I she crted, ** God has
glven me everything 1  wanted except
paying Mr Dan‘el for the coffee he used
to give me.”

“Ah ' but God has pa'l me over and
over again.” rafd Dantel. rising to recefve
the minister “ile's riven me my own
soul fn evchange for it I~t me make
bold to sieak to vou this once. sir.
You're a very learned man, and a great
preacher and many people ficek to hear
vou tiil I'm hard put to it to find seats
for them at thnes :; but all the while,
hearkening to vou every blessed Sabbath,
1 was losing my soul. and yvou never once
safid to me, though you saw me scores
and scores of times, ‘ Standring, are you
& saved man "

“Standring.” said the minister, {n a
tone of great distress and regret “1I al-
wavs took it for granted that you were a
Christian."”

“ Al " continued Daniel, thoughtfully,
“but God wanted somehody to ask me
that question, and he did not find any-
body in the congregation, so he sent this
poor little lass to me. Well, T don't
mind telling now, even {f I lose the place:
but for a long time. nigh upon ten years,
I've kept a coffec-stall on week-days in
the city, and cleared, one week with an-
other, zbout ten shillings. but I was
afraid the chapel-wardens wouldn't ap-
prove of the coffee business, as low, so 1
kept it a close secret, and always shut
up early of a morning. It's me that 6old
Jessica her cup of coffee, which you paid
for, sir.”

“There's no harm in it, my good fel-
low.” said the minister, kindly; * you
need make no secret of it*™

* Well,” resumed Daniel, *‘the questions
tbis poor lttle creature has asked me
have gone quicker and deeper down to
my conscience than all your sermons, if
1 may make so free as to say ft. She's
come often and often of a morning. and
looked {nto my face with those dear eves
of hers, and sald, ‘ Don't you love Jesus
Christ. Mr. Dan‘el  ‘Doesn’t it make
you very glad that God 1s vour Father,
Mr. Dan‘el?” ‘Are we getting nearer
heaven every day, Mr. Dan’el  And one
day, savs she, ‘' Are you going to give all
your money to God, Mr. Dan‘el? Ah'!
that question mads me think indeed, and
ft's never been answered ti)l this day.
While I've been sitting beside the bed
here, I've counted up all my savings:
£397 17s. it 1s ; and I've said. * Lord, it's
all thine ; and I'd cive every penny of it
rather than lose the child, if it be thy
blessed will to spare her iife.” "

Danfel's ‘oice quavered at the last
words, and his face gsank upon the pillow
where Jessica's feeble and moticuless
head lay. There was a very sweet, vet
surprised, smile upon her face, and she
lifted her wasted fingers to rest upon the
bowed head beside her, while she shut
her eyves and shaded them with her other
weak hand.

* Qur Father,” she sald, in a faint
whisper, which still reached the ears of
the minister 2nd the beadle, “I asked
you to let me come home to heaven,
but 1f Mr. Dan‘el wants me, please to let
me stay & little longer, for Jesus C*rist’s
sake, Amen.”

For some minutes after Jessica's
prayer there was a de«p and unbrcken
sllence {n the room, Dani~l still hiding
his face upon the pillow, and the miais-
ter standing beside them with bowed
head and clesed eyes. as {f he also were
praying. When he looked up again at the
forsaken and desolate child, he saw that
her fceble hand had fallen from her face,
which looked full of rest and peace,
while her breath came falatly. but regu-
Iarly. through her parted lips. 1le took
her little hand into his own with a pang
of fear and grief. dut, instead of the
mortal chillness of death. he felt the
pleasant warmth and molsture of life.
He touched Danlel’s ghoulder, and, as he
1ifted up bhis head in sudden alarm, he
whispered to him, * The child is ant
C2sd, but {2 only assesp.”

Betore Jessica was  fully recovered
Dantel rented a Httie honse for himsel!
and his adopred daunghter to dacell in
ite made many tuq itries after her mother
but she never appeared again tn her ot
naunts, and he was well pleased that
there was nobody to igterfere wlth Lis
charge of Jessica When Jesglea grew
stiong enough. many a cheerful walk had
they tegether, tn the early morn'nes a«

they wended their way (o the ratlway
bridge. where the lfttle girl took her
place behind the stall, and soon learne !
10 gerve the dafly customers , and mans

a happy day was gpent fn he'pine to
sweep and dus<t the chapel into which
she had crept so secrotly at flrst  her
great delight being to attend to the pul-
pit and the vestry. and the pew where
the minivter's children sat, while Daniel
and the woman he employed cleancd the
rest of the btullding Many a Sundas
ulso the minister In hls puleit nnd his
httle danghtors in thelr pew and Dantel
treading softly about the alsics, as their
glance fell upen Jessica g cager, ~uinest,
happy face, thought of the first time they
faw her sitting amongst the congregation.
and of Jessica’s first prayer.

The End.

A LETTER FROM CHINA TO BOYS

BY CHARLES B, GALIOWAY.

There {8 a language in China known as
* Pidgin-English.” used more formerly
than now. It first came into use on ac-
count of the foreiguer's difficuity in
learning Chinese, and the Chinaman’s
fallure to learn English. So this * Pid-
gin-English ' grew up, which {8 nelther
Chinese nor good English. It sounds
very funny as spoken by the Chincse.
For instance, they speak of me as a min-
ister and of my office in the Church as the
*“ Number one top side heaven pidgin
man,” The word * pidgin * means busl-
ness, 8o thev somet. ‘es say : * It's none
of my pidgin.’ The lctter “‘r" 18
dropped and 1" used instead. In a
book I was reading last night, the poem
** Elcelsior " was rendered into *' Pidgin-
English.” I reproduce the first verse,
hoping every boy who reads it will get
the Engllsh copy and compare them :

That nightey tim begin chop-chop,

One young man walkee—no can stop.

Maskee snow ! markee ice!

He cally fiag with chop 8o nice—
Topside Galow !

In a Buddhist temple yesterday I sawn
a lad of the higher class, about fourteen
yvears old, worshipping in honour of his
father who had recently died. He put
on white clothes (white is the mourning
dress in China), and wore shoes covercd
with sackcloth. 1iis head was covered
with a white napkin. also. Before the
shr..2s, sfter lighting the candles, he
bowed a number of times touching his
head to the floor. Then back Into an-
other building, In which are ghastly
looking figures representing tie Buddhist
purgatory, he went and performed cer-
tain devotions there. Incense sticks
were burped, candles lighted, and a
basket of imitation sllver money made to
zo out in smoke and ashes. The poor
boy belleved that the burned money
would reach his father in another world
and be used by him there

A lady told me that she saw some
young men burning a paper house, in
which were all kinds of furniture. with
servants, cooks, etc. They thought i
that way their dead father would be pro-
vided with a house, furniture, kitchen,
servants, ete., in the world of spirita
Alas ! for such ignorance and supersti-
tion. So vou sec how necessary it s for
missionaries to come and teach these be-
nighted millions the truth. I have also
seen paper boats ready to e burned, the
superstitious imagining that their friends
in the other world travel on .lnals as
they did here and will need little row-
boats for their accommodation.

In China, nearly everything is done
differently from our methods. A China-
man shakes his own hands =hen he
meets a friend, and puts on his hat when
welcoming you to his house. te Ianghs
when speaking cf a death {n the family,
and a bride walle at her wedding The
Chinese compass points to the south, not
to the north as with us. They do not
walk by each other's sldc, dut follow
each other like the Indians of North
Amerten. The womesn waar sseks and

the men sometimes weer stockings o
Amerien the ladies lnce their bodtes. v
China they bind “helr feet.  We dlacken
cur shoes thev whiten the aides of their
sulog We Lare peakets {u our pants.
they make (oche's of their fong sleeves
In their books the ‘ottom of the page
is at the top the Leginning In at the end.
and footnotes are put on the upirer MAr-
g'n ‘Tle tact chapter in their hhle of
liokad at as an ordinary book is the
first chapter of Genrsis, a' 4 the first
verse 38 the ‘ast vetge of e velation
And many, many cther things ' »ard and
read, 1 could mention -

In nearly all the cities of China rall of
the walled citles) there are tall, altmoat
reund shaped, stroclures which csn be
ween for Mmtles Theaer ate calleyd pago
das. and rome of them are sery 5igh
Onn liere in Soochow 14 twa hundred and
fifty ‘oot high In samie of thear pago
das there are Llols and shrines, and peo
tle prabably warship there occaatonally
I believe the word means  Holy House ™
Thes are supposed alxo to ward off evil
inBucnrer and Lring good luck to the
) fex in menge sums of morey have
been spent In thelir erection, but most of
them are decaying in all probabillty
they will never bie ret:ulll on the larse
scale o! former Years in Saochow
there §a one palited black, called the
“Ink Pagoda ™  May God stir the heart
of every boy who reads these lines to be
come o missionary in spirit, and to have
a brotherly interest In the multiplied
millions of Chinese vonthia who have no
knowledge of our rellglon.

WHAT TO DO WITH YOUR SCHOOL
BOOKS

your e&chool-hooks {f yonu
possibly can.  Never sell them or dispose
of them In any way untileas It {8 very
plainly your daty to somebody else to do
80. For instanre, In a famlly an older
sister may let the younger chlldren have
her books when she 18 done with them
This may save her parents tho expense
of huying new ones, and having the same
books duplicated In the household collec
tion. Or thers may be in your ac-
quaintance a glrl too poor to buy new
books, who will be very glad and thank
ful to have yours nan gift.  In this cnse
it will be your pleasure, 1 am sgure, to
make this friend happy. and to relieve
her of anxiety, and help her in procuring
her oducation Dut, us a rule, T would
ddvise yvou to keep your books for your
self. Fven when yon  have finished
studying in a particular book, you may
want it to refer to, und after your school
days are cver. vaur books will be re.
minders of the delighiful times you han
when you uscd them.  School-hooks are
valuable because they are wrilten in a
clear, plain, straightforward styls which
it is quite easy to comprehend They
o not wander awsy from the point, nnd
they give a great deal of {information
packed up In & small compass. A good
school-book {8 a real treasure,

All books should be treated with re
spect. No nice person ieaves books lying
around heedlessly, with the bindinga
opened widely s that they bdecot.e
loosened, and the pages 8 curling up at the
corners. If a gir] s n.at abo.t her room
and ter drees, she wiil surcly de 50 {n ‘he
care of her bonks. Never let bdooks
gather dust. ‘They are as ornamental an
pictures, or flowers, or vascs, ’Rnd a houss
in which there are a number of books ia
already half furnished.

If by any chance %o0ks have boen used
by a patlent in {llness. such as scarlet
fever or any other contagious diseass,
they m-ist immediately be burned up. Th.s
is the only mafe was. A child recove:
ing from such &an attack may ask for his
or her books to play with 1ot the
buoks be given, if the mother 1a willing,
but they muret dbe destroyesd nfts rward,
Even {f they have remalned on shelven
in the roomn andg the patient has not o
much as touched them, they must be
burned. for Louks hLase a way of ore
serving germs of disrase, and mus: be
used only by people who are not 111 with
ar:'l'hln;: infectious or who are perfoctly
wel

Do I think bocks stould be covered *
To save the hindings, you mean ? de-
pends on how very clean and dainty are
the hands which hold thom. Smoo'h
white paper makes a good covering, and
Is easlly renewed, and most publishers
in these days provide attractive covers
for the beautiful books thay wall —Har
por's Nound Table

Keep all



