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‘The Gale,

Merrlly gathered the holiday erowds
On the shorea of the ealin blue soa,
Aand in indolent pleasure they watched
the waves, i
As they stolo to their feet with glee. |
The sunbeams dunced, and the waters
played,
And the world was full of song,
And the breeze was llke a soft caross
As it gently moved along.

And then—what gpirit of wrath got loose
From {ts dreary hiding-place ?

The wind arose {n a furious rago,
And engaged in maddest ohase !

Over the waters they rushed and roared
Until they In angor rose,

And a terrible conflict was on tho gea
Between mighty, deadly foes,

The huge waves leaped on the sulen
shore,
And the waters filled the street,
Theredwas little of Sabbath calm that
ay
Where the land and the ocean meet ;
For the winds were screaming as If in
pain,
And the billows thundered loud,
And the holiday kecpers stood to watch
In an anxious, frightened crowd.

Alas, for the vessels tossed about
On the hungry, angry sea !
Oh, what can the power of the strongest
men
In the great wind-tempest be ?
The hearts of men in thelr periiled ships
Grew weak before the waves,
And they groaned as they thought of
their happy homes
And the awful deep-sea graves.

Somewhere near to the changeful sea
There were lifeboats stowed away,
And the holiday children had paused
sometimes
In the midst of thelr merry play
To peep within at the treasure-trove,
And the curious ropes and oars,
And to listen to tales of the brave, brave
crew
That live obn our jisland shores.

But now there's a cry for the lifeboat
men,
And a strong, determined shout
Swmnmons all from their quiet homes,
And the gallaut boats go out !
What is stronger thaax wind and storm ?
Duty, and love, and right,
Aud " the prayer, God speed the life-boat
men,
And bring them home to-night.

Ah, many a thankful song goes up
From lips that the gale had stilled,
It never a lifeboat crew had gone
To do as their brave kearts willed !
God bless and prosper the noble band,
And may health and joy be given
To the toilers who risk their lives for
the rest,
And the guerdons of earth and heaven.

““ Probable Sons.”

—

CHAPTER IL
DAVID AND GOLIATH,

Sir Edward Wentworth was, as he ex-
pressed it, a * confirmed bachelor,” and
though during the autumn months he
was quite willing to fill his house with
his London friends, he was better pleased
to live the greater part of the year in
seclusion, occupying himsel? with look-
ing after his cstate and writing articles
for several of the leading reviews of the
day.

The acvent of his small niece was in-
deed a great trial to him, but, with his
charscterigtic thoroughness, he deter-
mined that he wonld make the necessary
arrangements for her comfort. Accord-
ingly he had a long interview with her
nurse the following morning. It proved
to be satisfactory. ‘The nurse was a
stald, elderly woman, who assured him
she was accustomed to the sole charge
of the child, and would keep her entirely
under her own control,

“1 expect you would llke her to be
eent down to you in the evening—at
dessert, perhaps, sir ?” she inquired.

Sir Edward pulled the ends of his
moustache dubjously. **1s it necessary?
1 thought children ought to be in bed at
that time.”

“ 0Of course it shall be as you like, sir.
You do not dine so late as gome do. 1}
tbought you would expect to see her

ouce in the day.”
After a little hesitation Sir Edward |
gave hir permission; and when he found
that Milly neither sereamed nor snatched
for the Iruit on the table, and did not |
herself engross tho whole conversation, |
he became quite reconciled to the lttle §

the chair that was always placed at his
left-hand side for her.

Royond this he saw very little of hor
whilst hig guests were with him. but
afterward, when thoy had all left him,
and he relapsed into his ordinary ife,
he was constantly coming acress her
Sometimes he would find her in the
stables, her arms round the stable eat,
and tho grooms holding a voluble con-
versation with her, or amongst tho cows
at the bottom of tho paddock, or feeding
the pigs and fowls in the poultry yard.
Generally sho was attended by Fritz, a
beautiful collle, who had, with the fickle-
nogs of his nature, transterred his aftec-
tion from his mastor to her, and though
uncertaln in temper towards most, was
never anything but amiadle when with
the little girl,

Her uncle's form approaching was
quite a =sufficlent hint to her to make
herself scarce; she would generally an-
ticipate the usual formula: * Now. run
away, child, to nurse,” by singing out
cheerfully : “I am just off, unclo,” and
by the time he lud reached the spot
where sho was standing, the little figure
would be running off in the dlstance,
Fritz close at her heels,

One atternoon 8ir Edward was return-
ing {rom a stroll up the avenue, when
he saw tho child at play amongst the
trecs, and for & moment he paused and
watched her. She appeared to be very
buey with a doll wrapped In a fur rug
which she carefully deposited at the toot
of the tree; then for some minutes ghe
and Fritz scemed to be having a kisd
of game of hide-and-seek with one an-
other, until she pushed him fnto a bush
and commanded him to stay there. Sud-
denly dog and child darted at each other,
and then, to Sir Edward’s amazement, he
saw his little nfece scize Fritz by the
throat and bring him to the ground.
When both were rollilng over one an-
other, and Fritz’s short, sharp barks be-
came rather indignant in tone, &3 he
vainly trled to escape from thos littie
hands so tightly round him, Sir Edward
though it high time to interfere.

“ Millicent,” he called out sharply,
‘“ come to me at once; what are you do-
ing 2

In an instant Milly was upon her feet,
and lifting a hot flushed little face to his,
she placed hersel? in her favourite at-
titude when in his presenca : her hands
clasped behind her back, and feet closely
planted together.

‘“Don't you think Fritz might bdite
if you are so rough with him ? Were
you trying to choke him ?" demanded
her uncle,

‘“ Yes,” she responded, breathless fromn
her late exertions, “I was trying to kill
him! He's a bear, and that’s my lamb,
and I am David; that’s all.”

A child’'s games were beyond Sir Ed-
ward’s comprehension. He looked down
upon her with a knitted brow.

She continued,—

* You see, he has to do for both, a bear
and a lion, for they both came, and they
both tried to got the lamb. Nurse was
the lion one day, but she is too big; I
can't knock her down, though I try
bard.”

“I will not have Fritz knocked down
in that fashion; he might hurt yecu,” said
Sir Edward sternly.

Milly looked sorrow{ul; then, brighten-
ing up, she asked,—

“But I may kill Goliath, mayn't 1?
Do you know, that is one of my games.
See, I'm David, and you see that big
old tree standing by itself? That's
Goliath. He is looking at me now. Do
you see where his eyes come? Just
up there {n those flrst branches. When
i's windy he shakes his head at me
fearful ! He's a wicked, wicked old
thing, and he thinks no one can knock
him down. Do you remember about
bim, uncle ?"

Sir Euward was becoming slightly 1n-
terested. He leant against a tree and
took out & cigar.

* No, I don’t think I do,” he said.

“ Don't you remember ? He steod up
so proud, and called out: *‘Chooss a
man to come and fight me.’ He's say-
fng that to me now. I'm David, you
kaow, and I'm going. Just wait 8 mo-
ment til} I'm ready.”

She darted away to where her doll was,
and soon returned with a tiny calico bag,
which she opened very carefully and
disclosed to her upcle’s puzzled gaze five
round_stones.

*“ You see,” she went on, “it's a pity
I haven't a siing, but Tom in the stable
says he will mnake .u6 a cattypot; that's
a lovely sling, he says, which would kill
anything. But it's all right; I pretend
I have a sling, you know. Now you
wait aere; i'm golug to aeet him. I'm
not a bit ~’raid, though he looks so big,
because L -vid twasn't, you know. uod
helped him. Now, Goliath, I'm ready

Sir Edward looked on in some amuse-
ment as Billy stepped out with regular
oeven Steps antil ghe was about twenty

“] hear what you say, Goliath. You
say you'll give my body to bo pocked at
and eaten by the birds; but you wom't
do that, for I am coming, and 1 am go-
fng to kill you.”

And thon with all her strongth tho
cLild flung her stonos ono by one at tho
tree, pausing for some momonts whon
she had dono so.

“He's quite dond, unole,'” she sald
caimly, as sho retraced her stops and
stood before Sir Edward, again looking
up at him with thoso earncst eyos of
hors, “ quite dead; and {f 1 had a sword I
would play at cutting off his head. I
suppose you wouldn't lend mo your
sword hanging up In tke hall, would
you r*

“ Most certainly nol.” was tho quick
roply; thop taking his clgar from his
mouth, 8ir Edward asked : * And does
all your play cousist in killing pcople

“I only try to kiil the bear and llon
and Goliath, becauso they'ro so wicked
and so strong."

Milly continued,—

“This s such a lovely placo to play
in—trecs are 80 nico to have games with.
Shall T tell you some moro? You seo
that lttle tree over there ? That's
where I sit when I'm the probable son,
and when I've sat thore a long timo and
beon very miserable, and ¢aten some of
the beech nuts that do for husks, then
suddenly I think I will go home to my
father. It's rather a long walk, but I
get happler and happier as 1 go, and 1
get to walk very quick at last, and then
I run when I see my father. Do you see

that nice big old tree right up
there with the red leaves, uncle?
That's him, and 1 run up and say,

‘Father, I have sinned; I am not
fit to come back, but I am so sorry
that I left you,’ and then I just bug him
and kiss him; and, do you know, I feel
he hugs and kisses me back. He does
in the story, Sou know. And then I
have a nice little feast all ready, I get
somo biscuits from nurse, and a little
jam, and some sugar and water, and I
sit down and feel e¢ bappy to think I'a
nct the probable son any more, and
haven't got to eat husks or be with the
plgs. Don‘t you think that’s a beautiful
game, uncle 2"

*“ Do you get all your games from tho
Bible ?' inquired Sir Edward. “I
somebow think it {8 not quite correct,”
and he looked very dubiously at his little
nfece as he spoke.

* Well,” said Mlilly, the earmest look
coming into her eyes again, “I love the
Bible 80 much, you see. Nurss tells mo
the storles ever so often, and I know
lots and lots o!f them. But I like the
probable son quite the best. Do you
liko 1t 2

Sir Edward rsplaced his cigar in his
mouth, and strolled on without a reply.
His little niece’s words awakened very
uncomfortable feelings within his heart.
Years beforo he had known and loved
hig Bible well. He had been active in
Christian work, and had borne many a
scoff and jeer from his companions when
at Oxford, for belng * plous,” as they
termed it. But there came a time when
ocoldness crept into his Ckristianity, and
worldly ambition and desires filled his
soul; gradually he wandered farther and
farther away from the right path, and
when he came into his property he took
possession of it with no other aim and
object in life than to enjoy himself in his
own way and to totally ignore both the
past and futurc. Beyond golag to
chureh once on Sunday, he made no pro-
fession of religion, but that custom he
conformed to most regularly, and the
vicar of the parish had nothing to com-
plain of in the way in which his appedls
for charity were met by the squire.

It 18 needless to say that Sir Edward
was not a happy man; there were times
when he could not bear his owa thoughts
and the solitude of his position, a~1 at
such times there was a hasty departure
for town, and some weeks of clud life
ensued, after which he would return to
his home, and engross himself in both
his literary and country cocupations with
fresh vigour.

(To be continued.)

BERNARDO DEL CARPIO.
BY MRS, HRMANS.

Bernardo del Carpio is a sem!-mythical
hero of Spain, who lived {n the ninth
century. Tradition says that he com-
manded the army which defeated Roland
at Roncesvalles; and he algo earned
great fame in the Moorish campaigns.
His father, the Count de Salidzaa, being
{mprisoned, he soug’t his release, and
Airs. Hemans' lnes, familfar tc all
schoolboys of a generatfon ago, tells the
story of the king's treachery. The
Spanish legends do not represent Ber-
nardo as tamely submitting to {ndignity
as Ars, Hemars declares in her last
( Itnes, for, according to them, he raised

helllon during tho rest of his Mlo. Ual-
lads deallng with his achiovementa have
been writlen by lope de Viga in Span.
ish and by J G Lockhart in Fnglish

The warrior bowed his crested boad,
And tamed his hoart of fire,

And sued thoe haughty king to freo
His long imprisoned sire ;

"1 dbring thee hore my fortrese koys,
I briog my captive traln,

I plodge thee faith, my llegs, my lord,
O break my father’s chain 7

* Rise, rise ! oven now thy futher comes,
A ransom‘'d man this day .

Mouat thy good horse, and thou and 1
Wil mect him on hls way.”

Then Nghtly rose that loyal son,
And bounded on his steed,

And urged, as if with lance In rest,
His charger’s foaming spoed.

And, lo! from far, As on they prosa’d
There came a glittering band,

With cne that 'm'd them stately rode,
As a leader In the land ;

* Now, hasto, Bernardo, haste ! for there,
In vory truth, is ho,

Tho father whom thy faithful heart
Hath yearn'd go long to sco.”

His dark eyo fQlash’d, nis proud bhreast
heaved,
His cheek’s hue came and went ;
He reaeah'd that gray-halred chioftain's
gide,
And there, dismounting, bont ;
A lowly kneo to exrth ho bent,
His father’s hand he took—
What was it in his touch that all
His flery spirit shook ?

That hand was cold—a frozen thing
It dropped from his 1lke lead--

He look’d up to the face above—
The face was of the dead !

A plume waved o'er that noblie brow—
The brow was fix’d and whito ;

He met at 1ast his father's oyes—-
But in them wae no sight !

Up from the ground he sprang and
gazed |

But who can paint that gozo ?

It hush'd thelr very hearts, who saw
Its herror and amaze

They might bave chain’d him, as before
That stony form he stood,

For the power was stricken from his arm
Aund from his 1tps the blood !

« Father " at length he murmured low
And wept like childhood thon ;

Talk not of grief till thou hast scen
The tears of warlike men !

He thought on al} his glorious hopes—
On all his high renown,

He flung the falchfon from his side,
And iz the dust sat down.

And covering with hig stecl-gloved hand
His darkly mournful brow,

“ No more, there 18 no more,” he sald,
* To lMft the sword for now.

My king 18 false, my hope betray’d.
My father—oh ! the worth,

The glory, and the loveliness
Are pass'd away from carth.

1 thought to stand where bannors
wavegd,
My sire, beside thee yet ;

T would that there on Spain‘s {ree 8cl)
Our kindred bicod Lad met ;
Thou would’'st have known my

then,
For thee my flelds were won ;
But thou hast perish’d {n thy chains,
Asg it thou hadst no son.”

Then starting from the ground once
more,
He selzed the monarch’s rein,
Amid tac psle and withered looks
0Of all the courtier train;
And with a flerce o'ormasteriag grasp.
The rearing war-horse led,
And sternly sot them face to face—
The king before the dead!

* Came 1 not here upon thy pledge,
My father’s hand to kiss ?

Be still, and gaze thou on, {alse king,
And tell me what i5 this ?

The look, the voice, tho beart 1 sought—
Give answer, where arc they ?

it thou would'st clear thy perjured soul,
Put lite ip this cold clay !

“ Into these glassy eyes put light—
Be still, keep down thine ire,

Bid these cold lips 2 blessing speak !
This earth {s not my sire !

Give me back him for whom I strove,
For whom my blood was shed '—

Thou canst not—-and a king © Hiz2 Gust
Be mountains oa thy head !’

He lo0sed the reine, his slack hand fejl ¢
Upon the silent face

tie ca2st one long, deep, troubled look -
Then turn’d from that sad place!

His hope was crush’'d, his after fate
Untold in martial strain,—

His banner led the spears no more

apirit

white figure stealing In and occupying | feet from the trec, then suddenly stopped. i the standard of revolt and was In re- | Among the hills of 8Spain !



