PLEASANT HOURS.

The Rona Lighthouse.

A woMaN stood at w cottage door—
A crofter’s cottage and mean and amall g

But hier heart was rich, if her homo wus paar,
For her zons were kindly and strong and tall,

And her own good man was as brave and true
And handsome us even a king could be,

And she did not envy the queen ; for who
Could be better cared for and loved than she ?

The wee green istand was all their own
(Winle thuy paid to the factor the Jajvd’s fair rent) ;
Luttle it bore but o crop of stone,
Yet the Rona people were well content.
They had a sheep o1 two on the heights,
And a fow oats grew in a sheltered place 3
And thuy bad at sunset such glotious lights,
That 1t scetied heaon - ame to thew little space.

They gathered at need, in their own Scoteh right,
The bountiful harvest that grew io the soas
Aud they worked in the duy and rested at night,

Thnkfal, conteated amd quite at ease,
So the woman stood at the door, with oyes
That scannied the sea for the little boat 5
Siece aff that che had in the world to prize,
Her lnave, bounie Liddies, were there atloat,

The dark enme rapidly down that night —
A deep, thick dathuess without aay ;
There ty almost always o gleam ot light
Un the sea, but thoy it kad passed away.
COThey are very late,” the woman xaid,
* And o the minch the water is rough §
But they're s uo danger "-~she raised her head—
My inen ate trusty and sate cuough,”

She lizhted no candle, for there, wit! a,
Woas nothang to do, and naught to see s
She ntentied herselt, md wonld not begin
At st 1oy add to anxiety.
And the ewrs went by ax she wated there,
But her Beat grew heavy with diead ag last,
And ~hie slavered wath tear, as she cried io prayer,
* 0 G, let the ternble night bo past 17

The morming broke on the sullen sea,
And over the diths the woman pected,
Andround the saland i haaste went she,
Lail at last shie raw the thing that sl feared ;
Fot thieto on the 1tugged rochs she found,
Cend and Bfeless, et deaest ones,
Padled by darkaess, wiechod and drowned—
o nable husband, her bonnje sons !

And, uh, the pang of the vam regiet,
The deepest tiauble, the wotst 1o bear !
Rire can that they might have been living yet,
I only o hgit nad bnen bursing therse,
They had sotght 1o the dath tor the lading-place,
But to gleaim had shone 1o thar auvons gaze
A, weeptnd wiiow, with covered face,
It as this that wall baunt yeur nights and days !

RBut out of the sarraw one blessiing atose ;
She would do 2o others, though strangers they,
‘Pt whae b she onght t have done for those,
o best and deatest, passed anay,
Saever after when gloanin g e,
I3 Lo uppr waedow these shome s light
Agl many a mnn s wile blesse | the lane
Fhat seebly gleamed on the sca at mght,

1 domy best, but the light 15 wnall
Oh, for a bescon that could not tail *” -
80 the cager woman spoko to all,
lu the carnest tones that mnst preval,
Saon a great hght shone o er the westarn sea,
Tetried ever with lovng e,
And the Jighthonse-hecper was none bat sde
\Who had hved amld loved and sutfered there,

Aly, for the good that we might have done,
For lamps unlighted, and elpe forgoe !
Yet peace and pardon an i hope are won
If wo lizhten the gloou of anaother's lot.
Lot ut throw some glean aiy the toubled sen;
Let us save our brothers sotue pay of P
For if their joutney may hghted be,
\We shall noc have suleted and prayed in vain.

—— e

Thee is a good deal of meaning in the proverh

that = It i3 casier 0 go up hill witl Gud, than to
a0 down hill without hins”

IN THE WQODS AND OUT.

T sust suy Eben was heavily loaded. o had a
basket on ono arm and a pretty full pail swung at
his left hand. His grandmother Caroy was to have
the contents of both basket and pail—not his real
grandmothey, but n dear old lady who lived in a
tumblo-down house just at the edgo of the woods;
she was grandmother to all the children, and she
lived well, for the childron’s mothers were sure to
vomembor her whon they did their baking to last
over the Sabbath,

In Lben’s basket were a layer of sweet biscuit,
an apple pie, n baked chicken cut in picces and
nicely packed in a bowl, and all the chinks
were filled up with caraway cookies. The pail wis
full of soup; grandmother’s dinner was over for
the day, it is true, but the Sabbath was coming,
and what could be easier to do than wiarm a bowl
of the uourishing soup for the Sabbuth dinner?

Sverything would have gouo on nicely if it had
not been for meeting Eddio Burns just as Eben
enteved the woods.  Not that LEddie Burns was a
bad boy, but he always had some plin that he
wanted others to help him carry out right away. No
sooner did he catch sight of Eben than he began :

«Oh, ho! you're just the felow that I waut;
cowe back here a little way and h.ld the limb of a
tree down for mo a minute, and I will show you
something pretty.”

“Can’t,” said Eben; * both hands are full,
the things arve heavy enough without holding
limbs.”

“Oh, but set the things down just a minute ; it
isn't a rod from here, and it won'e take you but
two minutes. Come along,” he coaxed.

“ Lddie Burns,” said Eben severely, *“are you
trying to rob a bird’s nest”

“ Now,” said Eddie, looking injured, * vou know
I wouldn’t do that any more than you would.
Some bird has got scared and left her nest : the
exgs ave all drying up, there are thiee of them,
the cutest things—a ditferent kind from any I ever
saw before. T can’t get them because that branch
is in the way, and Tm afuad 11 break them,  If
you will come and help me, L'l give you one of the
exys for your collection.”

“Wait till 1 come back
Carey's, and [ will”

“1 don't dare do that. Joe Ball is hanging
around in the woods, and Pm afraid he'll get thew ;
besides, 1've got to boe howme by four o’clock, and
it's 'most that. Oh, come, Iben—do! it wont
take but a wminute, and you can set your things
vight down here under the tree,”

It looked innocent enough, so Eben set down the
things and went.  Alas for Grandimother Carey's
Sabbath dinner! The bashet with its cover tied
down was unhurt, but when in ten minates Khen
camo back with the cgys, the pail was lying on its
side and nearly all the soup was gone.

and
any

from Grandmotlher

Now begins the worst part of my story.  What
do you think that boy mude ap his mind to do?
Why, not to say a word ahout the soup to his
wother. 1 won't tell a Jie,” he said, growing hot
and angy with hinsell for tuinking such a thing
“Of coutse not: but theres no use in worrving
lier avout it if Tean help ite T just keep still.
She won tsee Grandmother Carey in weeks, mayhe.”

His mother rather helped this vesolution along
by her questions: ¢ What did grandumther sy to
the chicken?”

«She said it looked "most too good to wait until
to motrow . that she find not had a taste of chicken
for a long time, snd the caraway crokies are just
such as hier wmother used to make for hiet when sle
was my age - only, mother, 1 hnow hets weren't
near so good as you can make.” ’

*And did you carry the things down tho cully
for hert” ;

“Yea'm, and put them all away ; and she <!
¢Tell her I never cun thank her.enough”™ i
Lbeu went away whistling before more quests
caumo,

It was not a nice afternoon, after all. e .
not care for the speckled egg, and thought sonw
throwing it away, e had a chance to vide o 38
Whitey to pasture, and did not want to doit. 1.8
father said, “ I afraid the boy is sick ;" but -
wother said, “No, T think not.”

By and by, to Eben's sutisfaction, the day waj
done; he wanted to go to sleep and foraet it, b
to his dismay he found that thero was no sleept
be had out of his bed. 1le turned his pillow tn
times, and it was o overy time. At last he
upright aund ealled, * Mother 1”  Of course muth:
went upstairs. '

“ Mother,” said Eben, “T want to tell you:l
didn’t mean to, and I didn't think it was wro]
uot to, but now I know it is: I spilled every ;8
of the soup before 1 got to grandmother's at «.
and I left the pail behind a tree, and grandmotl:
doesn’t know anything about. it.”

“ Bue I did, my son,” said mother, quictly sittr;
down beside him and taking Bbens hot, roug
littlo hands in hevs.

Then was Eben astonished.  “You did?”
said.  “llow{”

“The pail told ma first, Tt was all sticky ou
side, and gramdmother nover sends hoine dishes
that way. Then your shoes told me; when
chauged them for shippers this evening [ saw tl
they were all grensy and smelled of soup. Tl
your face told we all thae afternoon that somethi:
was wrong, and I have been waiting to hear abs
it. Shall L eell you whir has made me feel b
That it took you so long to make up your mind:§
tell me.” :

There was a long talk shout soup and s
other things; and when Eaen lav dowa agawm:
suid with a satistied sih, ** Mothers know el
thing, and they are nios cvery tuue, and I wer
t1y to hude anything, Faen his touud to
Jjoy that his pillow was full of sleep. — Hunsy.

vy,

OIL YOURSELT A LITTLE. '

Oxcr upon a time there lived an old wentlon 8
in alarge house. He bl servants and eversthe
he wanted 5 and yet e was not happy, and '
things did not woas he washed, e was very enc
At last his servants lett hune - Quite out of teng-
he went to a neighbour with the story of &
distress,

« It seems to me,” said the neighbour, sasacion:”
«7 ould be well for you to oil yoursetf a litth.

“To oil myself1”

“Yes, and I will explain,  Some time o, 8
of the doors in ny housu creaked.
fore, liked to o inor out of it. One day | ..
its hinges, and it has Leen constantly usea
evervbody ever sinee.”

“Then you think T am hike a creaking dos
crivd the old gentleman,
to oil myself 1”

.\'n‘m‘i'\', [

“UHow do you want:

*Fhat’s an ceasy matter,” saud the neighie:
“Go home uul cngvee g servant, anid when
does right praise o 1, on the conteary, hel: :
something suniss, do ot be cross 5 0il your we
with the oil of Tove”

The old gentlenzn went Lhome, and 1o b b

puzly words were ever Tieand in the honse afterw.
Everyliody shoukd 1.8 i

, Bverybody should hetve o supply of this pree
yoily, for cvery f.uml'\ i1s hiable W e a0 ereh: R
1 -

llnna’n- e the shape <F o fretful disposition, a on

| temper, 2 harsh tone, or x fault-linding spitit.




