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CuA.'rn I.-(Continued.)
Tho child was naturally brave ; but the

elements of excitement:and uncertainty in
Iis up-bringing were producing thieir
natural results in a nervous and unequable
temperaient. It is net the least serious
of the evils of being; " spoilt," thougl, per-
haps, the mnost ãldomî recognized. Many
a fond parent justly fears te overdo "les-
sons" wlo is surprisingly blind te the brain-
fag that coees from the strain te live at
grown-up people's level ; and te the ner-
vous exhaustion produced in children, no
less than in their elders, by indulged rest-
lessness, discontent, and eraving for fresh
oxcitement, and for want of that sense of
poiver and repose which comes with babi-
tual obedience te righteous rules and regu-
lations. Laws that can bo set at nought
arc among the most denoralizing of in-
fluences which can ourse a nation; and their
offects arc hardly less disastrous in the nur-
sory. Moreover, an uncertain discipline
is apt te take even the spoilt by surprise ;
and, as Leonard seldom fully understood
the checks he did receive, they unnerved
him. Ho was unnerved now ; and even
with bis band in that of bis mother, ho
stammered over bis'story ivith ill-repressed
sobs and much mental confusion.

" W-we met him out walking. I
m-nean we were out walking. Ho was
out riding. Ho loolced like a picture in iy
t-t-tales from Froissart. H had a very
curious kicd of a helmet-n-not quite a
helnet, and a beautiful green feather-at
least, n-not oxactly a feather, and a beau-
tiful red waistcoat, only n-not a reail
waistcoat, b-but- "

"Send hini te 'bed 1" roared the master
of the lieuse. " Don't let him prevaricate
any more !1

" No, Rupert, pleaso ! I wish bin .to
try and give a straight account. Nov,
Leonard, don't bo a baby ; but go on and
tell the truth, lilco a brave boy."

Leonard desperately proceeded, sniffing
as he did se.

He c-carries a spear, liko an old war-
rior. Ue truthfully did. On mny honor !
One end w'as on tb tip of bis foot, and
there was a flag at the otlier end-a real,
fluttering pennon-there truthfully was I
He does poke ivibli bis spear iii battl, I do
believe ; but lie didii't pok'e us. Hc whs
b-b-beautiful te b-b-b-hold 1 I
asked Jemiia,. 'Is ho another brother,
for you do have sucli very nice brotlers?'
and sie said, ' Ço, he's-,

"l Hang Jemima !" said the master of the
louse. "Now listen to me. You said
your mother told ye. What did she tell

"Je-Je-jemimîa said, ' No, he's a'
orderly ;' and asked the way-I qu--quite
forget wiherc to-I trutlfully do. And
next norning I asked mother what does
orderly mean ? • And sho said tidy. Se I
call Iii the tidy ee. Dear mother, you
truthfully did-at least," added Leonard,
chivalrously, as Lady Jano's face gave ne
response, "lat least, if you've forgotten,
never mind ; ib's my fault."

But Lady Jane's face was blank because
she wvas trying net te laugb. The master
of the lieuse did net try long. He bit his
lip, and then burst into a peal.

" Better say no more to hiim," murmured
Lady Jano. "lI'l see Jemima now, if lie
iiîay sbay witli you."e

Ie îodded, ayd throwing hinself back
on te couch, leld out lus arms te e
child.

h Well, tbat'll do. Put these men out
of your lead, and let nie see your drawiig."

Leonard stretched his faculties, and lper-
ceived thatb the stormn was overpast. Heo
claibored on tu his father'sknee, and their
heads worc sodii bont lovingly togethor,
over the muncli-smudged sheet of paper, on
which the motto froin tho chiiney-piece
was irregularly traced.

" You should bave copied it fron Uncle
Rupert's picture. It is in plain letters
there."

Leonard made lie reply. His head now
lay back on his father's shoulder, and his
eyes were fixed on the ceiling, which was
of Elizabothan date, with fantastie flowers
in raised plaster-woric. But Leonard did
not sec them at that moment. His vision
was really turned inwards. Presently lie
said, "lI am. trying te think. Doi't in-
torrupt me, fatier, if yoîu please."

" o does poke with his spear in battle, I do believe; but ho didn't poke us.

the child's hair slowly and siaid, "l Is that
your Wednesday text ?"

"Lasb Wednesday's. I learn a text
every day. Jemiia sets theim. - She says
her grandmother made lier learn texts when
she vas a little girl. Now, father dear,
I'll tell yeu what I wisl yeu would do
and do it at once-this very ninuto.'

" That is generally the date of your do-
sires. What is it l'

"I don't know what you ai-e talking
about, but Iknow what I want. Now yen
and I are all alone te our very selves, I
.want you te comle to tho organ, and put
that text te music like the anthei you
made out of those texts mother chose for
you for the harvest festival. I'1l tell you
the words for fear yen don't quite remein-
ber them, and I'll blow the bellows. Yeu
may play on all-fours with both your feot
and hands ; you may pull out trumpet
handle; yon may make as much noise as
everyou like-you'll see how I1l blow 1"

Satisfied by the sounds.of music that te

"OCertainly. Yes, Rupert, plcase. I've
donc it beforo ; and my back isn't aching
to-day. Do let mo?0

"lYes, do let lier," said Loonard, conclu-
sively ; and le swung hinself up mitto the
seat beside his father without more ado.

" Now, father, begin 1 Mother, listen !
And when ib comcs to 'Yea,' and I pull
trumpet liandle out, blow as hard as ever
you can. This first bit-when he plays, is
very gentle, and quite easy to blow.

Deep breatbing of the organ filled a brief
silence, thon a prelude stole about the
reoom. Leonard's eyes devoured his father's
face, and the master of the house look-
ing down on him, with the double compla-
cency of father and composer, began to
sing

"'The lot-the lot is fallen un-to me
and, his mnouth wide-parted vith snles,
Leonard sang also "'Tho lot-the lot
is fallen-fallen un-to me.'Y

In a fa-air grounc.'
'Yea !' (Now, ,mother dear, blow !

and fancy you hear truipets)."

"'Yen'! YEA I Ihaveagood-lyber-
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The master of the houso smiled, and
gazed complacently at the face bosido ini.
No painting,- ne china -in his possession,
was more beautiful. Suddenly. the boy
juniped down and stood alene, with lis
hands behind his back, and his eyes tightly
shut.

"I am thinking very hard, father.
Please tell nie againîwlat our motte means."

'Ltus sorte men, -Happy in iy lot.'
Wlat arc you puzzling *your little brains
about V'

"Because I know something se liko
it, and I can't think what i Yes-no I
Wait a minute i I've just got it ! Yes,
I reiember now ; it was my Wednesday
text 1"

Ho opened vide shinig eyes, and clap-
ped bis liands, and bis clear voicu rang
wvith the added note of triunip, as lie
cried, "l ' Tho lot is fallen ute mi in a fair

ground. Yea, I have a goodly heritagY'"
The master of the louse held out his

atris wibout speaking; but wiien Leonard
had cliibed back into theni, he stroked

two were happy, Lady Jane was in no haste
te go back te the library; but, wlien she
did returni, Leonard greeted lier warnily.

Ue H vas puimping at the bellows haudle
of the chamber organ, before which sat the
master of the lieuse, net -a ruffle on his
brow, playing with " all fours," and sing-
ing as lie played.

Leonard's clieeks were fluslied, and lie
'cried impatiently,-

" Mother I mother. dear 1 I'vo been
wanting you ever se long ! Fatlier lias set
iy text te inusie, and I want yon to hear
it; but I want te sit by hiiu and sing tee.
Se you must corne and blow."

" Nonsense, Leonard i Your mother
must do nothing of the.sort. Jane-listen
te this !-In a fa-air grou-nd. Bit of
pure melody, that, eh? The land flowing
with milk and honey seemîs te stretch be-
fore one's eves-"

"INo i fatlier that is unfair. Yeu are
net to tell ier bits in the iiddle. Begin
at the beginning, and-nother dear, will
you blow, and lot me sing ?"

" 'Yeai'! YEA ! I havo a good-ly hier-
i--tage !

And after Lady Jane had ceased to blow,
and the musician te make music, Leonard
still danced and sang wildly about the
room.

'Isn't it splendid, mother i Fatlier and
Imado it together out of mny Wedntesday
text. Uncle Rupert, cai you iear it? I
don't thinîk you can. I believo you are
dead and deaf, though you sei te sec."

And standing face to face witli the young
cavalier, Leonard sang his Wednesday text
all througl.

"'The lotis fallen unto nie in a fair
ground': yea, I have a goodly lieritagc.' "

But Uncle Rupert spolce noi word to htis
young kinsmian, thougli lie still "l seemeied
te sec" througli eyes drowned in tears.

(To bc Contiuccd.)

A BOY'S COVENANT.
Do ye know what a covenant mteans ?

It is an agreement betweon two persons.
Now the agreoiment ve are going te speak
about was made by a little boy naned
Zinzendorf, wlio was borni nearly two hui-
dred years ago.

Zinzendorf was the son of rich and noble
par'ënts, who would hiaf. iad mnany tempta-
tiens, but when le was only four or fivo
years old lie began te love te talk vith
God.

Te was only a little fellow wlcti lie made
this dovenant w ith Jesus : "Be Thou
mine, dear Saviour, and I will bc Thine."

What a sweet agreement that is, chil-
dren i Will you not make sucl a oie with
Jesus now ?

But Zinzendorf was net content te make
the agreement only ; lie -lived daily as a
clild of God should live, thinking much of
his Heavenly Fablier, and spending time in
prayer.

The window is still shiownî iii an old castle
wiere little Zinzendorf dropped out letters,
addressed te the Lord Jesus ; in those
little notes he told lis Saviour low mucli
lie loved Him, and lie never doubted that
Jesus saw then.

One day, wlen lie was only six years old,
lie w.as prayintg aloud iii lis room. A party
of soldiers, belonging to at invaditng army,
forced their w'ay into the castle, and
entered the little counît's roon. Wlhen
they sav how carniestly lie -was praying,
they stood quietly aside, and watched himîî,
and then went away witliout touclinîg himîî.
Does net this remttind you of the text, "l e
shall give lis angels chargo. over thee, te
keep tlce in al thy ways ?"

As Zinzendorf grew' older, lue vorked
more for God, and was noted at school for
luis earnest piety. He vas net content te
kînow that his own seul was saved, but lie
worked hard amnongst lis school-fellows te
nalce thema too feel their need of a Saviour.

Yeu must iot imagine that because Zii-
zndorf loved God lie nwas backward in his
lessons. He was a hard-working boy ; at
sixteen was far ahead of those of his own
age in Latin and Greck. When lie becamo
a man he was a poet, preacher, and mis-
sionary.

We caitiot all bc Zinzendorfs, but wo
can all make a covenIant witli Jesus. Hc
begs you all eariestly, " My son, give me
thine leart." Do net turn a detf car te
him, but answer quickly, "I an thine ;
oi, save me !"-Chridian.

BAND OF MERCY BOYS.

A short tine ago, as I was crossing Mar-
kct street, nîcar Tweity-seconct street, a
boy not over ton years old, vlo had been
walking just before me, ral into the street
and picked up a brokei glass pitelher. I
supposed lie iuntended the pieces as missiles,
sinice the desire to throw sonething seemîs
instinct iii eveiy.boy. Coisequently I was
inuch ýurprised vlen lic tossed the pieces
into a vacant lot on the corner and walked
quietly on. As he passed me wlistlinig, I
said:

"Why did you pick up that itcier ?"
"I waîs afraid it miglt cut soie horse's

foot," lie replied.
My next question was a natural ele:
" Are you a Band of Mercy boy ?"
He smied as ho said:
"lOht, yes ; that's why I did it."
The bands of -mercy wcro dravni very

closely around the dear Iittle fellow's heart,
I assure yçu.-School aul Irone.


