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"THE STORY OF A SHORT LIFE.
» BY JULIANA MORATIO EWING.
" Cuavzen T.—(Condinued.) . -

The child was naturally brave ; but the

" eleménts of excitement'and uncertainty in
“his up-bringing < were producing their
. natural results in a nervousand unequable
temperament., It is not the least serious
of the evils of being; *“spoilt,” though, per-.
haps,the 1host séldom recognized, Many!
a fond parent justly fears to overdo *‘les-
sons” who is surprisingly blind to the brain-
fag that comes from the strain to live: at

The ‘master of the house smiled, and
gazed complacently at the face beside him.
No pninting,"no china “in'his possession,
wag more beautiful.” Suddenly. the boy
jumped down and stood alone, with his
hands behind his back, and his eyes tightly
shut, ’ . ' .

“I am thinking very hard, father.
Pleaso tell me again what ur motto means.”

¢ Latus' sorte mea,—Happy in my lot.’
What are you puzzling “your little brains
about #° ' )

“Because I know something so like
it, and I can’t think what! Yes—no!
Wait o minute! I've just gotit! Yes,

two were happy, Lady Jane wasinno haste
'to go back to the library ; but, when she
did return, Leonard greeted her warmly.

" Ho was pumping at the bellows handle

of the chamber organ, before which sat the

master of the house, not-a rufile on his
brow, playing with ‘“all fours,” .and sing-
ing as he played. :

Leonard’s cheeks were flushed, and he
‘oried impatiently,— . -

““Mother! mother. dear! I'vé been
wanting you ever so long ! Father has sct
my texb to music, and I want you to hear
it ; but I want to sit by him and sing too.
So you must come and blow.”

“¢Yea'! YEA! Ihaveagood-ly her—
i~tage!'” .

And after Lady Jane had ceased to blow,
and the musician to make music, Leonard
still danced and ssug wildly about the
room. - S Lo .

¢*Tsn’t it splendid, mother #  Father and
Imade it together out of my Wednesday
text. ‘Uncle Rupert, can you hearit? I
don’t think you can. I Deliove you are
dead and deaf, though you seem to sce.”
~ And standing face to face with the young
cavalier, Leonard sang his Wednesday text
all through,

“¢The lotis fallen unto me in a fair

rown-up people’s level ; ‘and to the ner- . ,
gro 1[? P duced in childr T remember now ; it was my Wednesday| ¢ Nonsense, Leonard! Your mother|ground’: yea, I have agoodly heritage.””
vous exhaustion produced in children, no ~ 3 ASELE _ ) g8 ’ g g )

text ! must do6 nothing of the.sort. Jane;-listen | But Uncle Rupert spokeno word to his

less than in their elders, by indulged rest-

 lessness, discontent, and craving for fresh
oxcitement, and for want of that sense of
power and repose which comes with habi-
tual obedience to righteousrules and regu-
lations. Laws that can be set at nought
are among -the most demoralizing of in-
fluenées which can curse a nation; and their
offécts are hardly less disastrous in the nur-
sory. Moreover, an uncertain discipline
is aptb to take even the spoilt by surprise ;
and, as Leonard seldom fully understood
the checks he did receive, they unnerved
him. Hewas unnerved now; and even
with his hand in that of his mother, he

. stammered over his'story with ill-repressed
sobs and much mental confusion.

“W—we met him out walking. I
m—mean we were out walking. - Ho was
outriding. He lookedlike a picturein my
t—t—tales from Froissart.” Hehad avery
curious kind of a helmet—n—not quite a
hehnet, and a beautiful green feather—at
lenst, n—not exactly a feather, and a beau-
tiful red waisteoat, only n—not a real
waistcoat, b—but— "' )

“Send him to 'bed !” roared the master
of the house. “Don’t let him prevaricate
any more {” _ .

* No, Rupert, plense! I wish him_to
try and give a straight account. Now,
Leonard, don’t bo a baby ; but go on and
tell the truth, like a brave boy.” -

Leonard desperately proceeded, sniffing
as he did so.

 Fe c—carried n spear, liko an old war- |

rior. He truthfully did. On my honor !
Onc end was on tho tip of his foot, and
there was a flag at the other end—a real,
fluttering’ pennon—there truthfully was !
He does poke with his spear in battld, I do
helieve ; but he didw’t poke us. Ho was
b—b—beautiful to b—b—bo—hold! T
asked Jemima; ¢Is ho another brother,
for you do have such vory nice brothers?
and she said, ¢ No, he's—,” .

“ Hang Jemima !” said the master of the
house. - “*Now listen to me. You snid

_your mother told you, What did she tell |

you ¥’ )

“ Je-—Jo—Jemima said, ‘No, he's &’
orderly ; and asked the way—I qu—quite
forget where to—I truthfully do. And
next norning I asked mother what does

: orderly mean ? * And sho said- tidy, So I
“call him the tidy one. Dear mother, you
truthfully did—at least,” added Leonard,
chivalrously; as Lady Janc's fuce gave no
vesponse, ‘‘at least, if you've forgotten,
-never mind ; it’s my fault.”

But Lady Jane's face was blank because
she was trying not to laugh. The master
of the house did not try long, He bit his
“lip, and then burst into a peal. :

«¢ Better say no moreto him,” murmured
Lady Jane. Tl sec Jemima now, if he
may stay with you.” .

He nodded, and throwing himself back

. on the couch, held out his arms to the
child.

“'Well, that'l do. Put these men out
of your head, and let me see your drawing,”

Leonard stretched lis faculties, and per-
ceived that the storm was overpast. Tle
clambered on to his father’s knee, and their
heads “were sodiy ‘bent lovingly togethor,
over the much-smudged sheet of paper, on’
which the motto from the chimney-piece
was irregularly traced. - o

¢ You shonld have copied it from Uncle
: Rupert's picture. It is in plain letters
there.” -

Leonard made no reply. His head now
lay back on his father's shomlder, and his
cyes were fixed on the . ceiling, which was
of Elizabethan date, with fantastic flowers
in raised plaster-work. DBut Leonard did
not see them at that moment.  His vision
was really turned inwards. Presently he
gaid, “‘T'am trying to think. Don’t in.
terrupt mo, father, if you please.”

Al

Io opened wide shining eyes, and clap-
ped his hands, and his clear voice rang
with the added noto of triumph, as he
eried, *¢ ¢ Tho lot is fallen unto mo in a fair

ground; Yea, Ihave a goodly heritage.’”

Tho master of the house held out his
arms without speaking ; but when Leonard
had climbed back into them, he stroked

to this!—In a fa—air grou—nd. Bibt of
pure melody, that, eh? The land flowing
with milk and honey seems to stretch be-
fore one’s eyes—"

“No ! father that is-unfair. You are
not to tell her bits in the middie. Begin
at tho beginning, and—mother dear, - will
you blow, and let me sing ?’ -
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- ¢ e does poke with his spear in battle, I do belicve; but he didn’t poke us.”

the child’s hair slowly and said, *Is that
your Wednesday text 3

“Last Wednesday’s, I learn a text
every day. Jemima sets them. - She says
her grandmother made her learn texts when
she was a little girl. Now, father dear,
Tl tell you what I wish you would do;
and do it at once—this very minute.’

“That is generally the date of your de-
gires. Whatisit?
© 1 don’t know what you are talking
about, bus I know whatI want. Now you
and I are all alone to our very selves, I

_want you to come to the organ, and put

that text to music like the anthem you
made out of those texts mother choso for
you for the harvest festival. Tll tell you
tho words for fear you don’t quite remem-
ber them, and I'll blow the bellows.
may play on all-fours with both your fect
and hands; you may pull out trumpet
handle; you may make as much noise as
overyou like—you'll see how Fll blow !”

. P
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Satisfied by the soundsof music that the

“Certainly. Yes, Rupert, please. I've
done it beforo ; and my back isn't aching
to-day. Do let mo ¥’

“Yos, do leb her,” said Leonard, conclu-
sively ; and he swung himself up into the
seat beside his father without more ado.

¢ Now, father, begin! Mother, listen !

And when it comes to *Yea,” and I pull
trampet handle out, blow as hard as ever
you can. This first bit—when he plays, is
very gentle, and quite easy to blow.

Doep breathing of the organ filled a brief
silence, then a prelude stole about the
room. Leonard’seyes devoured hisfather’s
face, and the master of the house look-
ing down on him, with the double compla-

cency of father and composer, began to|

o )
& 4o Jot—thelot is fallen un-to me ;"

aud, his mouth wide-parted with smiles,
Leonard sang also:
is fallen—fallen un-to me.
- ¢ ¢Tn o fa—air ground,”” : .

¢t Yea!' (Now,. mother dear, blow!
and fancy you hear trumpets).”

ER

*¢ ¢The lot—the lot

young kinsman, ‘though he still *‘scemed

.to see” through eyes drowned in tears.

(To be Continued.) .
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A BOY’'S COVENANT.

Do you know what & covenant means ?
It is an agrecment between two persons.
Now the agreement we are going to speak
about was made by a little boy named
Zinzendorf, who was born nearly two hun-
dred years ago. :

Zinzendorf was the son of rich and noble
parénts, who would have had many tempta-
tions, but when he was only four or five
years old he began tolove to talk with
God. '

He was only a little fellow when he made
this covenant with Jesus: ¢ Be Thou
mine, dear Saviour, and I-will be Thine.”

What a sweet agreement that is, chil-
dren! Will you not make such a one with
Jesus now ¢

But Zinzendorf was not content to make
the agreement only ; he-lived daily as a

child of God should live, thinking much of |

his Heavenly Father, and spending time in
[prayer. :

The window is still shown in an old castle’
where little Zinzendorf dropped out letters,
addressed to the Lord Jesus; in those
little notes he told his Saviour. how much
he loved Him, and he never doubted that

1 Jesus saw them, .

One day, when he was only six years old,
he was praying aloud in his room. A party
of soldiers, belonging to an invadingarmy,
forced their way into the castle, and
entered the little count’s room. When
they saw how carnestly he was praying,
they stood quietly aside, and watclied him,
and then went away without touching him.
Does not this remind you of the text, *‘ He
shall give his angels charge. over thee, to
keep thee in all thy ways 1" - .

As Zinzendorf grew older, he worked
more for God, and was noted at school for
his earnest piety. He was not content to
know that his own soul was savéd, but he
worked hard amongst his school-fellows to
make then too feel theivr need of a Saviour.

You must not imagine, that because Zin-
zendorf loved God he was backward in his
lessons. He wasa hard-working boy ; at
sixteen was far ahead of those of his own
age in Latin and Greek. Whenhe became
aman he was a poet, preacher, and 1mis-
sionary.

We cannot all be Zinzendorfs, but we
can all make a covenant with Jesus. He
begs you all earnestly, *“ My son, give me
thine heart.” Do not turn a_deaf ear to
him, but answer quickly, *‘I am thine ;
oh; save me "—Christian.

. —_——— - :
BAND OF MERCY BOYS.

A short time ago, as I was crossing Mar-
ket street, near . Twenty-second street, a
boy not over ten years old, who had been
walking just before me, ran into the street
and picked up a broken glass pitcher. I
supposed he intended the pieces as missiles,
since the desire to throw something scems
instinct in every.boy. Consequently I was
much surprised when he tossed the picces
into a vacant lot on the corner and walked
quietly on. Ashe passed me whistling, I
said :
¢ Why did you pick up that pitcher ?”

#¢T was afraid it might cut some horse’s
foot,” he replied.

My noxt question was a natural one

¢ Ave you a Band of Mercy boy ¥

He smiled as he said :

Ol yes ; that’s why I &id it.”

The bands of mercy were drawn very
closely around the dear little fellow's heart,

I assure you.—-Sehool end Home.
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