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HOME AND BOHOOL,

rvear car, Through that little hole we
slipped, and lives and property wore
saved, '

“Now, that brakeman was only a
common railroader, yet he saw that
situation &t & glance, There wasn't
time to run his whole train off the
orossing, nor even half of it—bavely
tims to pull one oar-length by prompt,
quick work. He kept his wits about
him as, I venture to say, not one in a
thousand would have done, and saved
my reputation, if not my life, He is
now & division superintondent on one
of the best roads in this country; and
may good luck go with him !
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The Old Church Bell,

Borx of the metal and tho fire,

They bore me from my raging sire,

And made me of the city’s choir
Which sings in free air only ;

And here sinoe shen I've patient hung,

Silent, untouched 3 but, being swung,

Giving my voice with iron tongne—
Alone, but never lonely,

The hermit of the belfry here,
Celled in the upper atmosphers,
I *oak in accents atern and clear
0 all the lintonin§l people ;

With none my speech to cheok or mar,
Sending my utterance near and far,
With sonorous clang and sudden jar,

I shake the slender steople,

I rinF the chimes for the bridal day ;

I toll when the dead are borne away ;

I clang when the red flames rise and play
On crackling roof and rafter ;

I tell the hours for the steady clock ;

I call to prayers the pastor's flock,

And back and forth in my work I rock,
And sink to silence after,

Here by myself in the belfry high,
Pe?ing through bars at earth and sky,
And mocking the breezes sweeping by,
And back thelr kissee flinging,
I chims for amilew, I toil for tears,
I herald news and hopes and fears,
As I have done for many years,
And never tire of ringing,

From ﬁ)hco of vantage, looking down
On {e ow lights and shadows brown
Which glint and tint the busy town
With hues that gleam and quiver,
I see within the streets below
The human currents crosswise flow,
Eddylng, surging to and fro,
An ever-living river.

Or ds{ or night they meet my gaze
The aloping roofs, the crowded ways,
The meshes of a dteary maze

Where men are ever wending ;
One day a rest for them may sse—
One day in seven ; but for me,
No time from call of duty free,

My toil is never-ending,

I chime for birth or bridal ohain ;
1 toll when souls have burst their chain 3
I claug when five its ruddy rain

From clouds of smoke is flinging ;
1 ohime for amiles ; I toll for tears ;
I herald news and hopes and fears ;
And so ahall do for many years,

And never tire of ringing.

—Ezxchange,

Ned Wright; or, The Thie? Turned
Preacher,

BY JAMES COOKE SEYMOUR,

Oxm morning, s few years ago, the
Muater-at-arms in one of yl;:r Mafjoeaty's
ships of war, looking down the ship's
hatohway, beckoned the stoker up the
ladder and whispered to him :
“ Don’t be Imed, old ]chap; I'm
sorry, but I muat tell you the
mt ofrg. They are making {:un

ments for you to be flakod (flo

this mom!nyg.”' (fogwed)
The stoker, at fimt, treated the in-
formation oavalierly ; but on obwerving
the pitiful looks with which wome of
ﬁeh nn:n:h dol: him, and e:i:o e

t of the at the m

ging, and thc?:t o aat-0"nino-talls,
with its baize-covered handle, his cour-

age began to fail. For the rest, the
stokor tolls his own story,

“One of the marines drow near me,
and whiapering in my ear, said:

¢ Here's a lead button, old follow ;
keep this betweon your teeth whilst
being flogged, and it will save you from
biting your tongue |’

“Ere I had got the button fairly in
my mouth a shrill whistle echoed fore
and aft the ship, followed by a lond
shout from the boatswain's mate

“¢Hands, all hands, to witness pun-
ishment,’

“The momentary bustle brought
about by this sound, soon gave me to
understand that I was on board a maun-
o-war, The ¢blue.jackels’ were gal-
loping up the stairs, the marines were
rattling their fire-arms, and everybody
going towards the quarter-deck, This
took all the bravery out of me; yet I
waited in silence, striving to muater
up courage to play the man, when
presently two marines with fixed bay-
onets marched me on to the quarter-
deck, Here I found all the officers in
full dress uniform, and the blue-jackets
srranged in rear of the marines. I
had soarcely taken my position againss
the mainmast, when the Commander
proceeded to read the Articles of War,
after which, speaking to me, he said:

¢ ¢ Birip, sir,’

“ Having previously bsen told what
to do by the ship's corporal, I pro-
ceeded to tie the lanyard of my knife
round my waist, and pulling off both
my Guernsey and flannel shirt, I stood
bare-backed, ready for the dreadful
work, My hands having been stretched
out, and tied up to the grating, and
my ankles fastened together, the boat-
swain’s mate took the cat-o’nine-tails,
and having tucked up his sleeves, stood
near to me awaiting his orders. For
upwards of & minute there was dead
silence, Then the Oommander called
out in & loud voioe :

‘¢ Boatswain’s mate, do your duty.’

“Instantly the cat-o-nine tails was
raised in the air, and, like boiling lead,
fell upon my back "

The ignominious sufferor on this
ocoasion was Ned Wright, Ned had
but lately joined the vessel, and on his
first evening on shore at Spithead he
had gone on & drunken spree with but
little money, but obtained more by
wolling his good olothes for old ones.
He stayed away three days without
leave, and returned to the ship, his
linen in ribbons, his blue canvas
trousers with one leg off at the knee
and the other torn half way up the
oalf, and minus shoes, stockings, hat,
and comforter. An imprisonment in
irons for three days havi.ngk had no
effect in improving his reckless be-
haviour, he was flogged. But even
this fearful punishment had but small
effect in curing his incorrigible way-
wardhess,

Ned Wright was a character of no
common wickedness. From a boy, he
bad associated with the worst com-
Pmiona, and had been ever foremost
in all manner of evil,. While atiil a
mere child, his propensity to steal
thowed itself in his helping to rob the

ge- | till of & small shop in London, Ned

orept in on hiz hands and knees, stole
the money, and spent it with the other
boy-thieves, in baked potatoes, fried
fish, and stewed ecls,

His father suoceeded in him

hing | into the Blue School, in Sowthwark;

but before he had been there I

enough to entitle him to the quaint
costume of the school, he decamped,

oug | what was

ntoaling several of the bright badges
the boys then wore upon the broasts of
their con‘s, aud selling them for old
brage,

As ho grew up, his employments
were vatious, but in each he displayed
tho same vicious disposition, and ever
going on from bad to worse. As a
waterman on the Thames he would act
in concert with the heartless  crimps,”
who decoy the poor eailors on landing,
and plunder them of all they have,
On one occasion, he fleeced six psor
fellows in that way,

Being concerned in a silk robbery,
he enlisted in the army under an
sssumed name, He soon became the
sourco of great trouble to the drill-ser-
geant, an impatient Irishman, *SBure
you're one of the Quoen's bad bar-
gaing,” he said, bidding him join the
“awkward tquad,”

He soon ran away from the army,
and next turned up as a prize-fighter.
In one encounter with a professional
pugilist, he fought for over two hours
and a quarter, and came off with the
victory, a broken nose, and a battered
head swollen like & pumpkin,

Some time after the terrible scene
on the man-of-war, he got his discharge
from the navy, and got married, But
his treatment of his wife was of a
plece with the rest of his conduct,
He was an habitual drunkard, and his
ill-gotben gaine, the prooeeds of roh-
beries and gambling, s well as what
he earned honestly, nearly all went to
satiate his thirst for drink, and indeed
that same love of /~ink had been the
principal inoitement to all the thefts of
which he was guilty, Indeed so brusal
was his conduct toward his wife, that
at one time she had to fly from “im to
save her life, at another %o procare
legal protection for herself and her
children, Onoe he had to appear in
Court for striking his mother on the
head and nearly killing her., But Ned
was familiar with Courts, He had
often been in prison, He knew well
the prison diseipline of Wundsworth
Gaol, Old Brixton, Maidstone, and
Newgate, An old gaol schoolmaster
scoosted him once as he was bein
committed to the New Model Prison
at Wandsworth,

“Hallo, Wright, what, come Aome
sgaint  How long for, pray, this
time 3"

Yet were there brighter and better
days in store for Ned, Strange as it
may seem, he was the mon of pious
parents, whose hearts were wrung with
unutterable grief at his wild and des-
perate wickedness. They never ceased
to. follow him with prayers, such ay
only broken, bleeding hearts can utter.
Nor did they pray in vain,

Ned had besn unsuoccessful in four
different attempts at robbery, and was

in extreme want of funds, He had { b

received a challenge to fight & pro-
minent champion of the ring, and now
fixed his hopes of ¥noooss on the issue
of this encounter, While training for
this combet he had to keep sober, and
to keep out of the way of his evil
companions. He and his wife strolled
out one evening towards Pimlico, A
boy on the way offered Ned a handbill,
sanouncing that a workingman would
that evening apeak on the subjeot of
religion in Astley's Theatre, Ouriosi
snd ‘“free seats and no collection ” in.
duced Ned to go. He and his wife
slipped in behind o pillar % watch
going on, The earnest words
of the workingman.prescher $ook hold

ty | and the tears streaming down his facé, [}

his knees and imglored God’s morey g

all “runaway ohildren” and ygy,
men whose wiockednoss wag bringiy
down their aged parents’ gray hyjy
with sorrow to the gravo. ,

“Young man, where will you Apond
eternity 1" orled the speakor wyain ayg
again, laying solemn emphasis on
Inst word, ‘

Ned trombled as his whole past lin B
came up vividly before him,
remombered, with terror, what (b
preacher had said: * The wicked sh
be turned into hell, with all tho natiyy
that forget God.” e became so over.
powerced with the sense of his wicked.
ness and the nearness of his doom thyt
he swéoned away. Whils in this stats
Nod had a kind of vision which he hy||
himsell described,

“I felt onrried away,” he says, “ayd
found myself arraigned before tho mos
awful tribunal I ever witnessed. Thers
sah the Judge of high heaven, upn
His throne of glory, surrounded by
angels and archangely, and the ransomed
saints, The brightness of these bein
dazzled my eyer, and made me foel a ]
if I would give ten thousand worlds|f
to crumble into dust. 8ins that had|
been committed and forgotten seemed
to appear bofore my eyes, caused me to i
hang down my head with shame, and
in my heart to exclaim, ‘Oh, that [
had never been born!’ Then a voics
echoed through the vaults of heaven,
saying :

‘¢ Prisoner at the bar, you ar
charged with an enormous number of
great offences, do you plead guilty '

*8hivering like an aspen leaf, not
daring to raise my head, I felt this to
be tea thousand times worse than being
tried at the Old Bailey, There wa
no deceiving the Judge of all the earth,
no bringing false witnesses to swer
one clear. His eyes were as flames of
five, searo me through, Ob, what
& dreadful feeling was that! I knev ||
I wus guilty; I felt condemned ; and
I stood a wretched sinner before the|f
Judge, Then, too, in all that vas |
assembly, there was no voloe raised in [§
my favour, My case was hopeless. Ifi
stood in breathless suspense wwaitiog
my sentence ; and while trembling and
quaking with fear, the scalding tesn
runaing down my cheeks, and my hesrt
bury within me, I heard a voice |}

toftly and gently whispering in my||
oar

“¢Look to Jesun; there is pardon |
and life through looking to Jesus.'
“Then I cried in agony
¢ Where, oh where is Jesus$’"”
Then oame a sight of Ohrist cruch||
fied. o lopked and believed, Thea|
he seemed to see the Judge arise snd ||
pronounce his acquittal. ‘
“ Prisoner, you have incurred the %
extrome penalty of the law, which you ||
ave 80 ropeatedly broken; you srt
absolutely withous exouse ; but this i ||
now the award of love—saolely becaus ||
of the merits of My dear Son, to whon

you have looked ; I ordain that you b
taken from the kingdom of Satan, and
be tranalated into the kingdom of Myf
Son, and that you be made an heir d f
God, and joint heir with Ohrist Josus.

All this seemed to be the work of 4 |§
fow minutes. When he oame back t
consciousnens, sweating at every pore:
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he was % full of amassment that b
did not know what to do. Seve
times he started to leave the place, b“:
% strong & hold hed the wonderft

of Ned, particularly as he dropped on

soene he had just behald upon his mind, | I8
that he could.not get away. ;
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