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HOME AND SCHOOL.

leaving prison: for tho protection of
servants in times of emergency ; and,
in fact, for almost every phase of hu-
man need ;3 her last effort of the kind
being the founding of an order ealled
the “Nursing Sisters,” a band of
women to be trained as nurses for tha
sick.

* She passed to the heavenly home,
Octohey 12th, 1845, at the age of
sixty dive,  Soon after her death, at o
public meeting in Tondon, wesares
were taken for establishing, as a titting
monuwment to her memory, *The Jliza-
beth Fry Refuge,” for affording  tem-
porary fond .unl shelter to destitute
females on their discharge from metro-
politan prisons.”

oo ——

Martin the Monk.

*Tie dun cathedrat arches o'er iy head ;
The fretted andes where the long shadows
phy,
Gold-barved by sunbeams, throwsh the
stnmer day
Why do they seem less ealin and sweet !
he said,
Pacing the solemn-sounding nave at will,
Martm the monk, at Lucoln an-the-Hhll,

*Was it but yesterday 1 knelt within
My quiet cell, thas looks across the hill,
And e the ety mist wereathed, hushed,
and still,
Nor dreamed o thought that might be called
ERTHN
For m) desire scemed but then to he
Of pratsing tiod through all eternity,

“Was it but yesterday T paced so late
The clmster cool, und watched the shadows
fall
Upon tiie monlded stone-work of the wall;
When one whe came cried : ¢ At the outer
gate
A Kinsman, brother Martin, waits for thee,
And prays that thon would’st pass to Galilee *

*In the carved poreh, the tovely Galilee,
From which a glimpse of roofs and courts
is scen,
Sun-touched, with many a bright-clul
fonn between,
I greeted him wath gladness, for that he,
My kinsman, brought me from my distant
home
Tidings fvom lips to mea long time dumb.

“He spoke of home, of parents, and the
in

That ane had borne, of knve, and juy, and

life,

Told of success, of trinmph, and of strife;
Then tarned him to the busy world azain,
And {, the monk, back 10 my cell dud o,
With downcast face and footsteps sad and

slow,

“ Al ! what anarrow cell is mine, and bare;

Coull I have trinmphed an

world ?

Loved, and the banner of sueeess unfurled
Is wy long life to be one cancant praver,
Bounded by gray cathedral avclies still
Sighed the young monk at Laneolu.on-the.

Hill,

the outer

Jo ! as he drew adown the holy choir,
Where the glad angels wait, upon the wall
Where hang the crueitix, o ray did fall,

Touching the Saviour with o cronwn of Lite ;
Aud Martin, seeing this, was fan to kneel,
Far that his soul n reverent awe did feol.

“M.rtin® T bore upon the cross for thee
Loneliness, gain, and sorrow, and wilt
thou
Forsake me --shrinking from thy burden !
now ?
Mavtin, canat thou not hear thy-erous for
met™ '

s great sorrow,

And Martin, kneellng saw thas gracious head

Thoru-crowned and weary, and with tears

ho aaid :

*Lord, 1 will follow thee ¥ my cross islight,
My heartis thine ! and with these wonds
the ray
Slipped from the wall ; and Martin passed
away
Back to his cell; and fromm that sumimner
night
No man saug praiso to God with lustior
will
Than Martin, monk, at Lincoln on the.1ill
— Al The Year Round.

A Brave Boy.
LAURA J. RITPENHOUSE.

T'ni big farm waggon stood at the
front gate, filled with vegetables, fruit
and poultry, and Mrs. Maxwell hurried
ot with o bucket of sweet, fresh
butter,

Tler little son Dexe » followed her,
proudly careying a basket of eggs,
laid by his own little black Spanish
hens.

He had gathered the eggs from the
uests, day after day, saying ina glad
whisper to himself, “These will buy
the present for dear little mamma.”

Tt was the first thing he thought of
in the worning, and the last at night-—
the pretty book of poetry he intended
buying her for Christmas.  How glad
she would be, and how she would love
to read it alsud to him of the long
winter evenings.

Dexter was only ten years old, but.
he was a quict little fellow, much
given to thinking things over seriously
to himself,  Tndeed, life seemed- sober
envugh to him, for he understood now
that his father's frequent spells of
“sickness™ were really fits of drunken.
eSS,

The sad truth came to him with a
shack one day, when an angry school-
wate said to him, “Your -father is
nothing but a drunkard, anyivay.”

For a moment Dexter’s eyes-flashed
and  wrathful words rose to his-lips in
reply, but like o cruel stub the thought
that it might be, that it was- ba:ue went
through lns heart.

box a little while he stood sﬂent, his
face dyed scarlet with shame, the hot
tears welling up in his eyes, till they
fell upon his burning cheeks ; then he
ran for home and mother.  He felt
that he could not endure the shame
and grief and disgrace, without his
wother’s comforting words ; so he ran
and threw himself down by her side,
aud burying his face in her lap, cried
as if his heart would break.

Very tenderly his mother stroked
the brown hair of her boy, and gently
and consolingly talked to him of thewr
Dexter listened, the
first keen spasm of puin subsiding
utder her loviug mtluence, hut as he
began to realize the mjustice of at all,
his little heart swelled with indigna-
; tion, and & fiercs desire to \vrouk s

5oy,

vengeance on«tl + wicked men wowol

coaxed his father? ifto-saloons, where |

he spent for drinks the<money so

hardly earned, and so much needed at
home.

So, that cold December morning, us
he stood for n moment at the gate with
his mother, he understood perfectly
what she meant when she said, “ Dex
ter, lovo, take good care of papa, and
be sure to have him start home carly
this afternoon.”

“TI'll do my best, mamma,” ho said
carnestly, proud and glad that she
trusted and depended upon him,

It was an oxciting time to him, for
they lived fifteen miles from the town
fo which they were going, and he had
only been there two or threo times
since he could remember. The ride
through the woods, over the rough
country roads, to the little city, was of
greater importance to him than a teip
to Lurope would be to many of my
young readers,

They drove slowly to the town, when
at last they veached it, his father call-
ing out loudly, *“Ilere's your sweet,
fresh butter and sound cooking apples!
Here's your mealy Irish potatoes and
fine fat turkeys for Christmas !”

Occasionally some busy housckeeper
or cook rushed to a window or door,
threw it open and bargained for some
of the things they had to sell.

Sometimes, when the loads wers not
too heavy, Dexter carvied in the things
purchased, and this scemed most ex-
citing of all.  Some of the ladies were
very kind to him, and some wero

s0 cross they fairly frightencd -him out’

of his wits.

One lady looked so pleasant and
spoke 80 kindly that he ventured to
tell her about his own basket of eggs,
and the book he wanted to buy for his
mother.

To his joy she bought all of them,
and gave him a beautiful picture paper
beside, for which his shining eyes and
smiling face told his delight and thanks
so well that the lady went into her
home again almost as happy as the oy
himself.

When he went back to the waggon
he displayed the shining silver to his
father.  Mr. Maxwell took it and
thrust it into his own pocket.

The tears sprang to Dexter’s eves,
and his lips quivered as he said,

“But papa, I want that money to
buy 2 book for mamma, to give to her
to-morrow.”

“ All right, my son. Wait till we've
sold out our load, then we'll go to
book store, and you can pick out what
you please. T have to buy some flan-
nels and shoces too, but there is plenty
of time yet, and you wmight lose your
money if you carvied it so long,” said
his father.

Dexter tried to feel that it was all
right, but not even the sight of tho
pretty picture-paper could keep lus
tieart from being heavy.

At last everythiug was sold but a
{ew heads of cubbage, and as they
passed a suloon a man came out and
yatled :

«gtop-a minute, Maxwell, I want

Py

"no prying cyes to witness his shame!

gome cibbage for slaw. I'm going to
have a freo lunch to-night.”

Mr. Maxwell. looked: troublod' nnd
said sloyly, B

[ haven't time to como‘,m to-dn.y
Uot the boy with .me, and T'ni in-a
hurry to get home beforo it snows.
U'll bring-the cabbage, theugh.” .-

“Oh! papa, papa please don't gol |
Don’t sell him the cabbage at.all, or
let me take it to him. Oh! please |
don’t go inside the saloon, papa,” Dex- -

3

ter said, pleadingly, but his father
shook ofl’ tho little detdining bund, and |§
went straight to the saloon, lookimy
half ashamed and reluctant, and yet l ..
’

not having to

temptation.

strength vesist  tho,

Poor little Dexter waited patiently (&

a half hour or more, anger, grief and °

fear battling in his heart, the tears B

dropping wpon his face in spite of him
self. At last he could keep quict no
longer, and ealled out :

i

)

5

y,

 Papa, papa, please come now-=T'm J§

so cold und it is getting late V”

11is father enme to the door, looked
out, and said he would come in a
minute, then went back agin,

Another  half-hour went by, and
Dexter ealled again, but no one an
swered.  He grew desperato at last,
and ran to the saloon door and pushed

.

it open. B

There sat his father at a table with
alot of rougb-looking men who were
pla)nw cards, (hl)lkmu smoking :nd
swearing,  The sight, fn ightened Dex-
ter, and the odors from the room sick.
ened him, but he remembered his pro-
misc vo his mother, and tried to coax
his father to go home, but in vain,

At last some of the men tried to
make Dexter drink some beer too,
The little fellow vefused indiguantly,
and left the saloon, despair and grief B
alinost overcoming him, ‘

He climbed into the waggon ag: xin,

and sat there till he was stitt and nuaub
with cold, and it was nearly sunret ?:l.'

when his father at last staggered out B
so drank tlnt. it toak ‘§
two of his companions to kelp him into 3’

of the saloon,

the waggon. 3
He . ¢ the reins from Dexter, and ;i
started the horses homeward. E
Dexter ventured to say, “‘Paja, M
can't we go to the book store now, B
please?” 3
“No! monish’s nll gone——nin't got ;:
uothin’ to buy thin’s with; ’sh up!"
Dexter had feared this, and his henrt
ached with such a dull, heavy, hop-
less pain as 1 hopo may never cowe <o
anyone who reads this story.

Peopic looked at them curiously as
they drove through the streets, some
pitying the little boy and his dranken:
father, who could seavcaly keep his
seaty others ridiculing them in o mm
ner that mnde Dexter’s blood boils P58
e was glad when they entered the
quict country road, where there were;

<
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and humiliation.

Soon it began -to grow dark and
Dextor could searcely, see the ouplines |8 19
of the roud. His father had dropped 5§
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