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A STRANGE HOUSE WITHOUT AMY
LIGJIT.

.About a ycar ugo 1 was in the hiabit of instruet-
ing a very intercsting class cf boys in a Sunday.
sehool. One Sunday a littIe fctllowv said te nie, " If
1 could always live la this werld I slîould bc perfect-
ly happy. Hievas a bright boy, and lis ino dark
cyes sparkled as bis fancy licttred a werld upon
wbicb the sliadow cf deatla neyer rcsted.

"Perfectly happy, Jehnay Y' I slowhy repeated.
Yes, if 1 could have as niuch Morley as 1 warted."

BJut why cau yeunont lbe haPpy now? " I asked.
'God lias given yen everything yeu îîeed, and he

will let yeu live as loing as he lias any work ier yen
te do." 'Thi child did net reply, se I rcpeated the
veinai k.

W ly, " lie answered at leng«th, "I1 den't see any
use in studying, or working, or unything else, when
wu inust (lie se soon ; urîd wliy should we love any
body, wheru perlmups lis sooti as wu have got te lo-ig
tlir they wili die or eise îie sliah !'

Are yen afrmid te (lie, Joliany ?

Ycs," lie sadly replied.
WV hy, ny cliid?"
Blcamuse iL seis,"Said the lad, scmaehliw ike

going itîto a stmit ee liuse in ilie nighit uwimout
y ý ,y ''*. 4e

-"And yct, Joliiaîny, tliete have eecu people mlîe

tIebut were t eglu il d tiaiikil te ILeave
tlîe world. Do>) voi tiitsmiîiho Ciould Iîîw'

As Ihe lookied pourplexed midiioalc is lueud, r

tajcd b esplairi àIto Luii. 1 spoki? et' stiengnuen
diclîeatILc îîîm-i, a il even t tender cililîiei, uiex' tc,-
ile st.ll*cliligs ca'aily faîling u- cp hcause they

ta-tastetli li J esîs ; how leviligmothuîc aimd left liCel
Ies.s; lildren iii thie wcrld ivitlucaît pain, be3aîase

miey iîeiievcd tliat GUod weuld tultill ù nd keep al
lis lîaomiýi, anad tlîey felt liiiii very rieur thieaia.
''leta inILa low oie wla uc t lie jircing ecyes cf Lie
Chiild ittcCuedounmy face, I told iuii how Chris-

iauns oilcd, stttdied, uand loved iin tubs wor-ld thiat
Liiey iiiafiht (le rîmchi for Christ, and rest tvith lîltia

tl-îgaîta blessed eteraiity ; andI evea whilc
liey work Lluas fin- tlîeir iasLei-, Lliey feured te byev

tiacre thaiittLhcy dteaded te die. Before he liud
ttic te mîly the lueur cumie for closiaîg the sehîcol,
anid I said "tiood.bVe " te may chmss. Ere I met
Lîose dear oys mgu a h letcfsti aci d fuded

iltu e chill of autuiin, sickness hiaving called tace
awmmy.

Oiie day, seon aftcr my return, sorne one rapped
aL îîy dcci'; a ntLe was handed te mmc which I feund
te be froiu JoIinan 's mtotlier. She said ber dear bey
was ver>' ili, und wislied Mnost currîestly te sec mne.
As secri as 1 possibi>' could I went te the lieuse cf
lis paretnts. As 1 entered the reem 1 saw a sîiý,t
Whichli ope nover te femget. Tie dyiaag child,
whose colirtenunce was perfectly radiant with bol'

je>', reclincd li tle arruus cf bis tather, while the
moîtlaer, wlio was sobbing corîvulsivel>', beld bis
b:urid. The setting sun illumîinated evor>' cerner of
the apariluicrt; whuie a ittîe cunur>' wlose cagre
lîtang lithli wiidow, warbled lisjoyeus Music. *L
was a strrage souaid iin Ilat clianber cf death. Yet
whuy should iL seau 50o? Surely trinniphant sengs
are iacet wlîea the tarrow strearn of timne widens
peacefmalyiy lto theoecean cf etornity. As scea as
the Child's fast dimnmg eyes met minme ho exelaini-
cd: Iuannet ufraid te die noiv, dear teacher;
Jésus> Who was wi' h the martyrs, is right bore, and

ho inakes it vcry light." I prossedi
brow, but spoke ne word.

"Sing, father," said he, Ilsing, 'Tt
tain filled with blood.'"

The father endeaveurcd te de as
but his streng veice failed huan, an
but the mother, with faltering t
ncnccd the hynîni. The first verse shi
alone, but ia the second the inanly
father guided lier. Wlien they liad
looed long and earnestly inte thei
With the soiind of earilily hyruns stil
passed amway, while angels' sengs wo
the eche of bis mothers veice. On
niarking bis rcsting.placyeu rnay rej
but gene bofore."

Dear reader, are yeu afraid te die?
seem te yen lik-e geing into a strangi
night withcîît any lighit? Go where
te the foot of the cross; and wi thCli
liglit, yeu need net dread the darknes
it wil Lic but the eartlîly shadow on t
that eity which blath -ne need offthe
of the mnon, te siîi,e in it: fer the
dotli lighten it, and lite L(umtb is lite

INFANTINE INQUIRI]
"Tell nme, O0niother! wlien 1 grow olý

Will xny hair-which niy sisters say
6Grow grey as the eld mnan's, weak and.
Who asked for alins at env pillared do(
%Vill 1 look as snd, wili 1 speak as slom
As lie), when lic teld usý this talceof wc
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Wili l maniuds then shîmke, amu i my cyes bc dima
't'cil maie, ) 0mueitler I1trili I grow lilke Ihlm i?

"lie said-but 1I kaew net whuut laienîant-
Ilîat bis mugedliert witlî i w1 ias retit.
lie s ocf tic grave as ia placce et' rcst,V
NV'lueictheury slcep in pouce, and at-e blest,
And ho Leld ma,,w bis kiadred ilatre were laid
Aand tire fi-jieidsi w ith wluonu iu his yeuthi lie playc
Anid eurs fauta the eyes of thie old aman fell,
Amid ri>' sîsters wept as tic>' hourd lis talc!

"lie spoke, cf a homue, wheie, i laliouod's gîco,
lic cliascd fauti tle wild flewers the simîgirig bec;
Anîd ItolIowed afarm, %with a heurt as figlit
As ils spuîkiaug wiuîgs, the butteu-fly's flight; P
Anid pulled y-oung llowers, wbcro Lhey grew 'ncatlP

tue beatuis
0f the sua's fair ight, b>' bis 0w-a bine streais;
Yel, lue icft ail thuese tlimoîigluthe earth te roar! m

%Vla>', 0o ruotlîcr Idid ho leuve bis luomîue ?''di

"Cuai thy yeung thiougbts, ii>' ewn fair child 1
The fincies cf youthu and ugo arc begnilcd;
ihou"li pale grow Lii>'chiecks, and tIi> hair

ga-ey,
Tirne camnet steal the seul's youth away 1
'rîere is a lund cf whicli thon hast hourd me speakj
Whlure ugo neyer wrinkles the dwollor's chek
But in joy they ive, fuir boy i ike thce-
IL was there the old ma longed te bc.
IlFor ho -knew thut tliose witb whotnhllad played,
Ia his hert's yeung je>','neaLhu their cottage shude-
W~hose love hoe sbared, whuea thueir songs and tnirth
Briglatened the glecrn ef this sinful eartb-
Whese names frein our world bad passed away,~
As lewers otn the breath ef an autuma day-
Hie knew Iliat the>' with alî suffering donc,
Encircled tlie tbrone of the Holy One, 1
"Ihuglu ours be a piîîarcd and Iofty home,
ýhiere Want with bis pale train nover na ia>

OIh i scoranet the peor, witlî the sceraer's jest,4
Who seek in the shade of our hall Lu vet ;
For Ioe vbo luath maude thenu peer mu>' soon&
1)arken the sky of our giowing noora,
Andi leavo us with woe, la the wom'ld's blcak wîd
Oh! seftea the griefs of the poor, ray chîldi1

What a lovey Sunday! The lilacs were eut and
full ef fragrance, and our six inaples bad eacb the
fia- of a yod leaf te fiing eut on their nal.ed bodies

in teken ef what would be. Other peoples malules
wero fui cf leaf an~d ripple. Our little gardon-
inunds biad each a ring of sweet grass, and an in-
side flowering thing. But inany a flewer bloeînod
areund in neighbor's bedsanad gardens, and yes-
terday's rain yet swelled and ran in Uines ef silver
bot ween swcet breasts ef green. Children, like
merning themselves, went by ia the brigbt air
te Sundayschoel; littie beys hugging Up their
beoks te dlean jackets, and little grs as fresh and
dlean as the sumnmer but miere in cr1 inson, and
blue, and pink, and oi ange than sumumner er uiirn-
inig. One littlo bey-well, what wab' ieho ding?
lie liad a basket en lus ai-in, at any ri- te; and he
had-ne, net a new cap en bis heud, ' %n ld, a
shabby one, and a shabby jacket aa;d 'itowstys.
An d lic was holding tmp ne Sabbath-school b-,Ok -te

hslittle brcast ; but oan lie trudgcd, with theo: 'in
shine iin the fringus etf bis liair, and kind te bi;t'I,
anid sweet ail over upon hlmi, as if hie had been a
Suiiday-sclioel sciiolar, just the sainie. Wus the
sunsbiine riglit? On a suddon, as ive looked, the
little fellow steppcd on the sidewvalk. WVhla was
the maLter with i ? Net te sniiell our handful
or bushfül ef lilacs, net to sec the blesseuning, tiow-
oring tlaings we had ini our circles cf tdeep grass,
net ovcmî te swing etîr ncw gate, with its faseinat-
ing fixture and irou tassiel wliich se ma.ny boys liadl
stopped te swing. No, lie has lest soniething. It
is soietlinig of imipor tance, for lie is trcubled amni

les inilis 1buSlket. 'Te c a n~ :d IviiR•l,
thîs littie bey ; lhe bas a coarse mîoutlî, and lie be-
gis te tilk elilnasimelf with it, anid t e monare afidi
mûrme trouble(], looking around libani for soeithiing.

Tt is a littIe stick lic looks for, and lie pokes %i-bth
iL ln one of lime ui'muck cf the ic wak Oh, iL njust

l'e bis money liais rollcd away. lie was ,eii.. te
buy bread te put la tliat basket, or soiinetlîbngý
wilîihils parents have sent hirîî for ; and now hb
nîoney is aîl gene, andi lie don'L kniow what te do.

Thie mouth is coarse; but wlîen it begiiîs te
tremble and look sorry, and wbea the big tours
ceaie, and the poor lit tle dbrty jacket sîceve gees up
te wipe tlin off, that the poer littIe oyes niay sec

plainer te pecp in the crack, who weuld care l'or
thiat ? I den't kaew aaybedy that weul.d. Any-
body wcîld have raeut quiek te say, as wc did:

'ILittle boy, what have ),ou lest ?'I
"Five cents."
"Oh, five cents. Neyer nîind. Don't hunt for

iL. Yen nover cun geL iL eut of tbere. Yen nover
could, yen kaew. Yen shalh have another five
cents, don't cry."

The big tours stepped rolling; the basket was
picked up ; and with another ive-cent piece in bis
hand Tommy, or Tony, er whatever his name was,
stepped on at pouce again. I saw hlm cerne back
with bis basket filled. I saw hini stop thoughtfully
at that moniorablo crack-the grave of bis five-2ent
piece-as though he nover could geL over iL. I
kaow be will ruminate, and stop overy timne ho
ever crosses iL. But I saw the Sunday Sun follow
hirn kindly as be trudged; and 1 saw the young
yod leaf of ny maples swing when ho was gene ; and
1 was glad se slight a thing had hoaled his brokiem

heart.

There is niany a sîip between the cup and theo hp,
but more slips after tbe cup bas been drainod by the
J.-s.
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