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Tho Cosiest Time.
BY MARTHA BURR BANKS.

Oh, the five o'clock c¢hime brings the
coslegt time,
That {8 found {n the whole of tho day,
Waen Larry and Gus, and the others
of us,
Come in from our study or play ;

When we push tho big chalr to tho
hearth over thore,
And pile the wood higher and highor,
And %c¢ make her a space in the very
best place—
And mother sits down by the fire.

There's a great deal to say at the close
of the day,
And 8o much to talk over with mother;
There’s a comlical eight or a horrible
Dlight,
Or a ball game, or something or other.

And she'll laugh with Larry and sigh
with Harry,
And amile to our heart's desire.
At a triumph won or a task well done—
When sitting down there by tho fire.

Thea little she'll cars f6t the clothes that
we tear,
Or the havoc we make on her larder ;
Feor the tofl and the strife of our every-
day life,
She will love us a little bit harder.

Then our lady is she, and her knights
we would be,
And her trust doughty deede wlill {n-
spire ;
For we long then anew to bs generous
and true—
When mother aits down by the fire.

‘“ Probabie Sons.”

CHAPTER IV.
MAS. MAXWELL'S SORROW,

ailly spent a very hsppy afterncon at
the keoper's cottage the next day, and
came down to dessert in the evening so
full of her visit that she could talk of
nothing elsge.

“They were so kind to me, uncle.
Mrs. Maxwell made a hot currant cake
on purpose for me, and the cat had a
red ribbon for company, and we sat by
the fre and talked when Maxwell was
out, and she told me such lovely storles,
and I saw a beautiful picture of the
probable sen in the best parlour, and
Mras Maxwell took {t down and let me
have a good look at it. I am going to
§ave up my money and buy one just like
it for my nursery, and do you know,
uncle—"'

She stopped short, but not for waut of
breath., Putting her curly head on one
side, she surveyed her uncle for a min-
ute meditatively, then asked a little
doubtfully : “Can you keep a secret,
Uncle Edward ? Because I would like
to tell you, only, you see, Mrs. Maxwell
doesn’t talk about it, and I told her I
wouldn’t—at ':ast not to the servants,
you know."”

“1 think you can trust me,” Sir Ed-
ward sald gravely.

*This is it, then, and I think it's so
wonderful. They have got a real live
probabdle son.”

Sir Edward raised his eyebrows.
little niece continued,—

* Yes, they really have. It was when
1 was talking about the picture Mrs.
Maxwell took the corner of her apron
and wiped her eyes, and said she had a
dear son who had run away from home,
and she hadn't secen him for nine years.
Just fancy! Whers was I nine years

His

‘* Not born.”

“But I must have been somewhere,”
and Milly’s active little *raln now start-
ed another train of thought, until she
got fairly bewildered.

“I expect I was fast asleep in God’s
arms,” she sald at length, with knitted
brows, “only of course I don’t remem-
ber,” and having settled that point to
her satisfaction she continued her story :

“ Mrs. Maxwell's probable son is called
Tommy. He ran away when he was
seventeen because he didn't like the
blacksmith’'s shop—Mrs, Maxwell and I
cried about him~he had such curly hair
and stood six feet in his stockings, and
be was a beuutiful baby when he was
little, and had croup and—and confusions,
and didn’'t come to for four hours, but
he would run away, though he lafd the
fire and put sticks on {t and drew the
water for Mrs. Maxwell before he went.
And Mrs. Maxwell says he may be a
soldler or a saflor now for all she knows,
or he may be drownded dead, or run
over, or have both his legs shot to pieces,
or he may be {n India with the blacks;
but I'told her he was very likely taking

- -
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care of some pizs someswhers, and she
8ot happy a little bit then, and we dried
our tears, and sho gave me some pepper-
mint to suck. Isn't {t a wonderful story,
uncle 7

** Very wondorful,” was the responsoe.

* Well, we were in the mlddle of talk-
ing  when Maxwell came In, so we
hushed, bocause Mrs. Maxwell sald, ‘It
rmakes my man so sad’; but, do yon
know, when Maxwell was bringing me
home through tho wood, he asked me
what wo had baen talking about, and he
sald he know it was about the boy be-
cause he could sce it In Mrs. Maxwall's
ey®. And then I asked him it he would
run and kiss ‘Tommy when he came back,
and if he would mako a feast: and ho
sald he would do anything to got him
home again.'

Milly paused, but sald wistfully,—

“T wish I had a father, Uncle Edward.
You see, nurse does for a mother, but
fathers are so fond of thoir children,
aren’t they

It does not always follow that they
are,” Sir Edward replied.

* Tho probable son’s father loved him,
and Maxwell loves Tommy, and then
thers was David, you know, who really
had a wicked son, with long hair—I for-
get his name—and he cried dreadtul
when he was dead. I sometimes tell
God adout it when I'm {n bed, and then
he—he just scems to put his arms about
me, and send me off to sleep; at loast,
I think he does. Nurse says God likes
me to call him my Father, but of courss
that isn’t quite the same as having a
tather I can sgee Maxwell {8 a very
nlce father, I think. I told him I would
pray for Tommy every night when I go
to bed, and then I told him that God had
lots of probable sons, too—the clergyman
ssid so on Sunday, didn't he ?—pecple
who have run away from him. I've
been asking God to make them come
back. 1T hope he will let me know when
they do. Do you know any one who
has run away from God, uncle ?”

“ You are chatting too much, child,”
said Sir Edward irritably, ' sit still and
be quiet."”

Milly instantly obeyed, and after some
moments of sflence her uncle said,—

“T don't mind you going to Maxwell's
cottage, but you must never take Fritz
with you. He is not allowed in that
wood at all. Do you quite understand ?”

“ Yes, but I'm very sorry, for Fritz
doesn’t like being left bshind; the tears
were {n his eyes when nurse told him
he wasn't t¢ go with me. You sse, no
one talks to him Hke I do. He likes
me ta tell him stories, and I told him
when I came back about my visit, s0 he
wants to go. But I won't take him
with me {f you say no.”

When she was leaving him that night
for bed, she paused a moment as she
wished him good-night.

“ Uncle Edward, when you say your
prayers to-night, will you ask God to
make Tommy come home back ? His
mother does want him so badly.”

“I will leave you to do that,” was
the curt reply.

‘“Well, if you don't want to pray for
Tommy, pray for God's probable sons,
won't you ? Do, Uncle Edward. Mrs.
Maxwell said the only thing that com-
forted her is asking God to br:ng Tommy
back.”

Sir Edward made rno reply, only dis-
misecd her more peremptorily than
usual, and when she had left the room
he ieaned his arms on the chimney-plecs,
and resting his head on them, gazed
silently into the fire with a knitted brow.
His thoughts did not soothe him, for he
presently raised his head with a short
lasgh, saying to himself,—

‘ Where !s my cigar-c.se ? I will go
and have a smoke to get rid of this fit
of the biues. 1 shall have to curb that
child’s tongue a little; she is getting too
troublesome."”

And whilst he was pacing wmoodily up
and down the terrace outside, a lttle
white-robed figure, with bent head and
closed eyes, was saying softly and re-
verently as she knelt at her nurse’s
knee—

** And, O God, bring Tommy back, and
don't lat him be & probadble son any
more; dbring him home very soon, please,
and will you bring back all your proo-
able sons who are running away from
you, for Jesus Christ’'s sake. Amep.”

Sir Edward did not escape several
visits from iadies in the neighbourhood
cffering to befriend his little nfece, but
all these overtures were courteously and
firmly rejected. He told them the child
was happy with her nursc he did not
wish her to mix with othe: children at
present, and a year or two hence would
be quite time enough to thiak about her
education. So Milly was left alone,
more than one mother remarking with a
gshake of the head,—

“It’s a sad life for a child, bat Sir
Edward is peculiar, and when he gets
a notion into his head he keeps to 1.~

The child was not unhappy, and when
the days grow shorter, and her rambles
out of doors wero curtailed, sho would
llo on the tiger-skin by the hall fire
with Frits for the hour together. pour-
ing out to him all her childish con-
fidonces.

Sometimes her uncle would find her -

perched oa tho broad window-seat half-

way up tho stalrcase, with her littlo 1aco |

pressed against the window-panes, and
late on one vory vold afternoon in No-
vember he remonstrated with her,

It {s too cold for you here, Millicont,”
he sald sternly: * you ought to be fn the
oursery.”

*I don't feel cold,” ske replied, *1
don‘t liko belng in the nursery all day ;
and when it gots dark, nurso wiil havo
the lamp Iit and tho curtalns drawn, and
then there are only the walls and celling
and the plctures to look at. 1 am tired
of them ; I gos them evory day.”

“ And what do you sce hero ' asked
Sir Edward.

* You come and sit down, and 1 will

tell you. There's room, uncle; make
Fritz mova a little. Now, you look out
with me. I caun sev such a lot fromz this
window. I !lke looking out right into

the world, don‘'t you ?

“ Are we not In the worid ?
we were.”

“1 s'pose we are, but I mean QGod's
world. The insides of houses aren't his
world, are they ¥ Do you see my trees?
I can see Goliath from this window; he
looks very flerce to-night; he has lost all
bis leaves, and I can almost hear him
muttering to himself, And then, uncle,
do you see those nice thin trees cuddling
each other? 1[I call those David and
Jon'than; they're just kissing each other,
like they did In the wood, you know.
Do you remember? And there's my
beech-tree over there, where I sit when
I'm the probable son. It's too dark for
you to see all the others, I have names
for them all nearly, but I like to come
and watch thom, and then I see the stars
Just beginning to come out. Do you
know what I think about the stars?
They’re angelg’ eyes, and they look down
and blink at me so kindly, and then 1
look up and blink back. We go on
blinking at each other sometimes till I
get quite sleepy. 1 watch the birds go-
ing to bed too. There i8 50 much 1 can
see from this window.”

‘ Well, run along to the nursery now,
you have been here long enough.”

Milly Jumpned down from her seat
obedfently; then catching hold of her
uncle's hand as he was moving away,
ghe said,—

*“ Just one thing more I want to show
you, uncle. I can see the high-road for
such a long way over there, and when it
is not quite so dark I sit and watch for
Tommy-~that’s kfaxwe:l's probable son,
you know. I snould be so glad {f I were
to see him coming along one day with
his head hanging down, and all ragged
and torn. Ho is sure to come gome day
~—God will bring him—and if 1 see him
coming first, I shall run off quick to
Maxwell and tell him, and then he will
ryn out to meet him. Won't it be
lovely 7

And with shining eyes Milly shook
back her brown curls and looked up into
har uncle's face for sympathy. He
patted her head, the nearest approach to
a caress that he ever geve her, and jeft
her without saying a word.

Another day, later still, he came upon
her at the staircase window ; he was
dining out that night, and was just leav-
ing the house, but stopped as he noticed
his little alece earmestly waving ker
handkerchief up at the window.

“ What are you doing now 2" he tn-
quired as he passed down the stairs.
Milly turned round, her lttle face
flushed, and eyes looking very sweet and
serious.

*“1 was just waving to God, Uncle Ed-
ward. I thought I saw him !ooking
down at me from the sky.”

Sir Edward passed on, muttering in-
audibly,—

“1 believe that child lives in the pre-
senco of God from morning till night.”

{To bz continued.)

I thought

A YOUTHFUL MARTYR.

In the first ages of the Church of
Christ, in the city of Antioch, a bellever
was called forth to die 28 & wmartyr.

“Ask any little chiid,” sald he,
- whether it were better to worship one
God, the Mzker of heaven and ea.ch,
and one Saviour, who I8 able to save us,
or to worship the many false gods whom
the heatuen serve.”

Now ! was so that a Christian mother
had come to the spot, holding in her
hand a little son, of about nine or ten
years of 886, named Cyril. The heathen
Judge no sooner heard the martyr's words
than his eyea rested on the child, and he
desired the question to be put to him.

The questica was asked, and, to the

surprise of those wlo heard (g, the doy
replied . " God {» one, and Jaaus Christ
{s one with the Father.”

The judge was filled with aga. *Q
vase Christian ! he cried. * thou hast
taught that child to answor thua” Then
turning to the boy, ho said more mildly :
* Tell me, child, how did you learn this
faith

The boy looked lovingly into his
mwothor's favo, and roplied: It was
God's grace that taught it to my mather,
and sho taught {t to me.”

“Lot us now s0o what the laove af
Carist can de for you,” cried tho craetl
Judge; and at a sign from him the offi-
cors, who stood ready with thelr woodon
rods of tho fashion of tbe Romans, In-
stantly solzed tho boy. Gladly wonid
i‘he mother have saved her timid dove,
oven at tho ocost of her own life, but she
could not do eo; yet she did whispor to
him to trust i{n the love of Christ, and
to speak tho truth.

“ What can tho love of Chriat do for
him now T asked tho judge.

“It enables him to endure what his
Master endured for bim and for us all,*”
was the reply.

And again they smote the child.
**\What can the love of Christ do for
bim

And tears foll evon from the oyes of the
heathen, &3 that mother, as much tor-
tured as her son, answored . “ It toaches
him to forgive his parsccutnrs,”

Tho boy watched his mother's eyes as
they rose up to heaven for him, aad
when his tormentors asked whether he
would not now acknowledge the goda
that they served, and deny Christ, he
still sald : * No : there is no other God
but one, and Jesus Ckrist {8 tho Re-
deemer of the world. He loved me, and
I love him for his love.”

The poor boy now fainted beneath the
repeated strokes, and they cast the
bruigsed bYody into tho mother's arms,
crying: “See what the love of your
Christ can do for him now !"

As tho mother pressed her child gently
to her own crushed heart sho anurwered :
**That love will take hira from tae wrath
of man to tho rest of heaven.”

* Mother,” cried the dying boy, “give
me a drop of water from our cool well
upon my tongue."”

The mother sald : * Alroady, dearcst,
t:ast thou tasted of the well that apring-
eth up to everiasting life—the grace
which Christ giveth to his little ones.
Thou hast spoken the truth in love.
Arise now, for thy Savlour calleth for
thee. May he grant thy pcor mothar
grace to follow In the bright path ™

The little martyr faintly raised his
eyes, and said agaln, * There {s but one
God, and Jesus Christ, whom he has
gent ” and so saying, he gave up his
1tfe.—Goldon Sayings for the Youny.

HOW A DEBT OAN BE PAID.

An office-boy in lLondon owed ono of
the clerks three half-pence.

The clerk owed the cashier a penny.

The cashier owed the boy a penny

One day the boy, having a half-penny
in his pocket, wus dispogsed to diminish
his outstanding indebtedness and paid
the clerk to whom he owed three half-
pence one half-penny on account.

The clerk, animated by 80 lnudable an

example, paid one half-penny to the
cashier, to whom he was indebted a
penny

The cashier who owed the boy a
penny pald him a helf-penny

And now the boy having his half-
penny agsin {n hand pa!d another third
of hisg debt to the clerk

The clerk, with the sald really * cur-
rent ” colo sguared with the cashier

Tha cashier instantly paid the boy in
ull.
f And now the lad, with the half-peany
agatn {o his band, paid off the third and
)ast instalment of his debt of three half-
pence,

Thus were the parties square all round
and all their accounts adjusted.

AN OVERSIGHT.

* These hotels don't seom to have any
enterprise,” remarked the woman who
goes shopping a great deal.

-~ What makes you think so "'

- They dop t take advantage of the ex-
ample set them by the dry-goods stores
1 m sure that a hotel charging 3460 a
day could get lots of women to favour it
when the famay gues awar Jor the fum-
mer it they'd mark the price down to
$3.99."

Little Bobby—*" Say, pa, what roakes
your halr so gray ¥ Pa—"I am afraid
it i3 because you have been a naughty
boy sometimes. Bobby.” Little Bobby
(after a moment’s consideration)—* What
2 bad boy you must havo been, pa!
Grandpa's bair Is real whita.”



