4 T TROWDRIDE,

Provscr the children, burses, Jogs,
And den't nuglect the doukeys ;
Avenge the wronga of petted Luoga,
Maintain the rights of monkaya !
Pyevent evon oruelty to ey
And then, just for veviety, .
O swe reformoer ! organias
Another 1 o\ surjeby, .

Wher baby -shows are on the wane,
And fighting-cocks are parted,

And «b ivers all have grown humane,
And drovers tender-hearted 3

When bicda are safe, and habies free
From all their necedless botliers,

"Tis time to thivk, it seems to mo,
Of cruelty to tathers.

Enlisted once az parents, we
Soon yield to the aggression
Of rosy-fisted Tyranny
And curly haired Oppresaion.
All unawaves upon us dart
\¥ithout remnrse or pity,
These small inve lers of the heart,
These dimpled, gay banditti.

I cannot pass iy door, hut one
Is at my coat -tail tagging ;

They're often up before the sun,—

- They wake me with their hugging,

No work is 30 imporbans quite
A their delicious fooling ;

At home, abroad, by day, by night,
They’re at my heart-strings pulling.

When I sit loncly, sad or dumnb,
They storm my Doubting Custle ;

They ront my troubles ; I become
Their unresisting vu. sal,

They witch my ears with countless charms,
A thousand artifices ;

They bar, they chain me in their arms,
They rob me of my kisdes,

No frowns repel their mad attack,
But these audacious friskers

Still climb my knee, and ride my back,
And tweak my haiv and whiskers.

Yowd see, if you should catch us then,
How little it has signified

"That 1, the most appreesed of men,
\Vas ever the most dignified !

Therefore, I humbly tonch again
‘The point from which 1 startad,—

For driversnow are all humane, .
And drovers tender-heated ;

You've freed the young and innocent
From all their needless bothers,

So now do something to prevent
This cruelty to fathers. -
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A Morning's Lesson.
BY MRS. CARRIR A, GRIRFIN,

« Auxty Bansrow, do you know I am'half in-
clined to ask, with Mr. Mallock, if life is worth
living 1"

« Helen Willoughby !” v

“There, Aunty, don’t look at me over your
glasses in that way, as if X had broken the Ten
Commandments in one breath. I mean it. Is life
worth living? My life, at any rate! Wha! does
it amount tof It's the same old story, day after]
day : Cnlling and reveiving calls ; going to pa.ties,
and getting home late ; getting up in the morning
with a wretched headache, just to go through the
same old routine, Truly, I’m sick of it |” .

« But your music snd your painting, dear }”

“Oh, yes, they wre all very well, in their way, |
but neither amounts to anything. I shall never be
an artist or a musicisn, and I am tired of them
both, In fact, I'm tired of everything! And I
. have just received a note from our Mission Circle
—which I seldem -aitend, you know-—asking me

HOME AND SCHOOL,

for a thank-oflering.
thankful for anything,”

Mrs, Barstow worked an in silonco for some
timo upon the small warment she was fashioning,
then cavefully folding it up, she suid, rather per
ewptorily +—  °

“Helen, 1 want you to put su your jacket aad
nut, and come with me for a short walk.”

On, Aunty, not this cold morning ! Wo shauld
surely freeze }”

“Stufl’ and nonsense!” vetorted her aunt, bhanthy.
“Tt will do you good. Come, Iislen, I am going to
take you to see a young woman, just about your
age, who will perhaps show you what you have to
bo thankful for, as well as answor your question,
¢ life worth living ¥’ for you.”

“Oh, Aunty, some of your poor folks?”

**No, child, not some of my ¢poor rolks’ but
one of God’s rich folks. In ten minutes I shall be
ready.”

Helon Willoughby knew her aunt too well to
appose her, so sho very reluctantly donned her
pretty street suit, wishing all the while that she
hoad held her peace about Mr. Mallock and thank-
offermmgs, and all connected with them, if this was
the outcome.”

Thay were soon walking briskly down the broad
avenus, and the younger lady’s face did not lose its
look of dissatisfrotion until, after several turns, a
narrow street wus reached, and Mrs. Barstow was
ringing ot th» narrow door of a narrow house.
Thon something like interest, or curiosity, came
into the girl’s face as the bell was answered by a
pleasnut-faced lady, who smiled a welcome at them
both as she exclaimed :

“Oh, Mrs, Barstow, how glad I am to see you !
Edwina has been so lonely the last few days! No
one has been in, and she calls you one of her
‘gtars,” you know.”

“One of her ‘stars¥"” almost unconsciously
asked Helen, just as Mrs. Bavstow was making her
known as ‘“my niece” to Mrs. Lowe.

“Yes, dear, because she’s always.so bright.
Edwina has a name of her own for everybody and
overything. But here we are. Edwina! who do
you think has come?”

They had come through a narrow hall and up a
short flight of stairs, and were now at the door of
a small room, where, on the bed, lay a young gir],
whose expectant eyes were turned toward her ap-
proaching visitors,

She held out her arms, without a word ; and as

Ugh! I den’t ferl very

| Mrs, Barstow stepped quickly to the bedside, she

drew her face down to hers, and softly kissed each
cheek. Then she looked past her at Helen, who
was standing rather heaitatingly at the door, and
said :—

“Do come in! TIl promise mot to bite you.
You're Helen, I know—<J've “heard your aunt so
often speak of you. Exeube me for not rising,
won't yout” with a gleeful little’ laugh, The
only reason X don’t is beoauze I'm ufraid there
wouldn’t be chairs enough for us all.”

Helen took the thin hand held out-to her, and
then seated herself very near the bright creature,
who seemed bubbling over with life,

“That's right—sit there where T can look at
you, It's such n comfort just to have some one tp
loak at—the last few days have been so long.”

“Have you been having one of your ‘heads,
deart” asked Mrvs. Barstaw, synipatheticslly.

“Yes, For a week I have not been able to use
my eyes at all; and my bed has been behaving
badly.”

“Your bed1” questioned Helen, wonderingly,

The sick girl laughed. *Yas, I call it the ‘bed’
when I suffer more than usual, To tell the truth,
T pm 80 attached to this bed, that it really seoms a

Y

pat of mysef  When we took each othe., o,
was ‘for botter nnd for wotse,””

“Why, how loug have you heen confined to it1”
asked Helen, with interest.

It will he thirtoon yenrs noxt May since we fic 4
plighted our troth,” answered Kdwina, gaily ; “und
siuee then we've never bad » ¢ faMing out.'

“Thirtean yearsi” echoed Helon Willoughby,
in amazement.  “ And you so bright and chenrful |
¥ cannot understand it.  Ysn't it havd for you?”

The sweot face on the pillows grew sevious,

“My dewr,” sho said, after o listle, “it 4 hard,
often, but thora is s0 muech blessedness in it that
it makes me forget much of the pain and the
suffering”

“But what *blessedness” can thero be in lying
here, day after duy and yenr after year?” asked
Holen, doubtfuily,

Oh, my dear, so much that I could not begin
to tell you all. The many, many kind friends I
have, who are more like angels; the tender minis-
trations I roeeive from so many, which I would not
otherwise reccive. Qh! it seoms to me that every
year I have s little ¢more blessedness’” The dear
Lord is so good to, me!” and the tears gathered
quickly in her eyes.

“Dear,” said Mrs, Bavstow, presently, “don’t
you want to shew my niece some of your handi-
work, and let her sce some of this ©blossedness’ of
yours ?”

“Dear mel I don’t call that a part of it,” tho
sick gitl laughed ; “only so far as it ennbles mo to
keep my mind and fingers busy. Mother, dear,
will you show my last Afghan?”

Murs. Lowe left the room for a moment, and
returned with a handsome vobe, knit in bright
stripe~  which she spread over the bed for the
visitors’ inspection. -

“This is my tenth,” said Edwina, passing her
hands caressingly over its folds. ¢ Do you know,
I almost hate to part with one after it is finished,
each part brings to mind so much that took place
while I was at work upon it. This red stripo I
made during the visit of a dear friend, and all the
swoetness of that visit comes back to mo as I look
at it. This shaded strip is typical of the many
days, full of light and shade, that I was working
onit. The dark strip I knit when all was silent
still in the house—nights when sleep would not
visit my eyolids. How often have I been thankful
for work of this kind that I could do in the dark!
While I was putting in the fringe, a few violets in
a dish at my bedside were just filling the room
with their fragrance. Oh, how sweet they were!
Yes! every stitch, almost, speaks of some pleasure
or pain.” )

“Tell Miss Willoughby whom this is for, and
about the others,” suggested Mrs. Barstow, in an
undertone, s

“Oh, yes! Well, you know, I belong to ‘The
Shut-in-Society,” composed of a thousand or more
members—and how often have I thanked God for
this blessed union of sufferers! Of course there
are many among them who haven’t the many bless-
ings which I have, and so I try to send a bit of
sunshine intq their lives, and comfort as well, by
means of an Afghan. This one goes to a poor girl
in Maine. Oh, you don’t know how thankful I am
every day of my life, that if I cannot use my feet
I can use my hands. Indeed, T have so much to
be thankful for!”

The colour came quickly into Helen's face as she
caught her aunt’s eye just then, and turping hastily
to the girl at her side, seemingly catching sowme of
her spirit, she said, playfully :

* And may I ask if you aro in lepgue with some
wholesale dealer in yarns and worgteds 7"

Tho sick girl Jayghed. * Not exactly, 'WiJl you




