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KNITTING THE STOCKING.

3 HE supper is o'er, the hearth isswopt,
“D  And in the wood firo’s glow,
Tho clnldren clustor to heara tale

Of that time 30 longago.

When grandma's hair was golden brown,
Aud tho warm blood came aud went
O'or the face that could scarco have been
sweeter then
Than now in its rich content.

The face is wrinkled and careworn nov,
And the golden hair is grey ; )
But the light that shone in tho young girl's
oycs
Never has gonoe away.

And her needles catch tho firelight
As in and out they go,

With the clicking music that grandina loves,
Shaping tho stocking toe.

And tho waiting children lovo it, too,
For they kuow the stocking song
Brings many a talo to dma's mind

Which they will have ere long.

But it brings no story of olden time
To grandna’s heart to-night—
Only a refrain, quaint and short,
13 sung by the noedles bright :

*¢ Lifo i3 a atocking,” grandma says,
** And yours has just begun ;

But I am knitting the toe of mine,
And my work is almost done.

¢ With morry hearts wo begin to work
And the ribbing is almost play :

Some are giey-coloured, and some are whits ;
And some are ashen grey.

¢ But most are mado of many hucs,
With many a atitch set wrong ;
And many a row to be rip
Ere the whole is fair and strong,

¢“Thero aro long, plain spaces without a break,
That in lifo are hard to bear;
And many a wea

tear is dropped
As wo {ashion o

e heel with (are.

¢ But tho saddest, happiest time is that
We count, and yet would shun,

When our Beavonly Father breaks the thread,
And says that our work is done.”

The children came to say *‘ good-night,”

__With tears in their bright young eves,

“hile in giandma’s lap, with broken thread,
Tho fimshed stocking lies.

JUST FOR FUN.

P9 favourite excuse with
° Willie Goodwin,
whenover he wasd
deep in mischief, or
had to plead guilty
when accused of some
boyish sorape, that it
was done just for
fun.

Many a time he

: resolved to try to be
more orderly and let boyish pranks
alone, but the next prospect of fun
would banish all his good resolntions.
until the penalty retalled them again,
He was nearly fifteen when the tragedy
I am about to tell you sobered him for
life. He was a middle-aged man when
he told me the story, but even then he
could not spealr without emotion of
his Jast piece of “ fun.”

¢“We had been out for a walk,” he
told me, ¢ Frankie Ford, Tom Lee, and

| T, and we were coming home et twilight

when we met Sammy Willets, who
was rather a favourite butt for tessing
with all the boye. He was:a very’

timid, rather sickly boy, of about four-

teen, peovish and easily irritated, and,

the rougher, stronger boys said, a

ocoward. As. soon a8 we 8aw him
coming, the spirit of mischief seemed
to possess us all, and each one planned
how to tease the poor timid boy.

¢ ¢ Lot's hide and jump at him,’ one
suggested.

¢ ¢Lot's tell him h s housoe is on fire,
and see him run,’ cried another.

< I'll tell you what we'll do,’ I said.
‘We'll coax him down to Rutlend's

barn for a game of romps, and shut|

bim up !’

“ Rutland’s barn was a large barn
standing alone, at some distance from
any other building.

“ Although it was twilight, the
summor ovenings wero Jlong, and
Sammy was not surprised to bo told
we were going to Rutland’s barn for
an honr of play before bed-time. He
waa quite willing to join us, and we
wore soon in tho old barn, making it
ring with our shouts and laughter.

“The hour passed rapidly, and it
was getting quite dark whon we sent
Sammy into the hay-loft on some
errand, ran out oursclves, and drew
the big doors after us. It was hard
work to fasten them with the rusty
iron latch, but we accomplished this,
too, and then ran offl

“ Just a8 we were at the edge of the
field we heard one fearful scream, but
we only hurried on, laughing at the
thought of Sammy’s discomfiture,

“I must say, in our defense, that
pasging one night in the old barn
would have been no great misfortune
to any of us. We were all hardy
country boys, full of life and health,
free from superstition or morbid fears,
and we could none of us realize what
the dark lonelincss was to a timid,
giokly boy, with rather a weak mind.

It must bave been after midnight
when we were roused at home bya
violent knocking at the door. My
father spoke from the window, asking
what was wanted, and I heard our
neighbour, Mr. Willets, asking
anxiously,

¢ +Is Sammy here 1’

“¢No. Ishe not at home?’

‘¢ He has not been home since sun-
set. I am very much worried, becauso
he i8 not well.’

“4I'll agk Willie if he hag seen him,’

“In anothor moment father was by
my bed, and I told him where tehy
would find Sammy. Never shall I
forget the father's cry of horror:

¢ It will kill him. My poor, timid'

boy. Heis afraid of the dark, and the
doctor has told us we must humor him,
because he is not atrong enough to bear
fright. Will you come with me, Mr.
Goodwin ¥’

*“] was dressing as rapidly as I
could, and was by wy father's side
when be lighted & lantern and joined
Mr. Willets,

“ ¢ Let me go,’ I begged. ‘I never
meant to hurt him. I wouldn’t mind
staying there all night a bit, and I did
not think it would really hurt him.
0, sir, do you think it will kill him?
It was all a joke-—just for. fan.’

“¢God forgive you, boy,’ he an-
swered me in a choked woice, ‘I am
afraid it will be dear fun for us all
Sammy, my poor boy ! Who will tell
his mother if harm bas come to him 1
Our orly one—our, poor, sickly boy !’

“S ho lamented as we hurried
acroes the fields, every word increasing
my terror and remorse. It was my
proposal, and I felt myself the onml,
guilty one, though the otbers had
helped me to carry out the cruel joke
that seemed auy thing but fun now.
We macixed the barn & la:t,than?i un-
did the heavy fastanings of the door.
Mr. Willets called his boy by pame

every momeat, but no angwer came,

It soemed to me hourn beforo tho heavy
doors swung back, Onoof thom would
not opon wide, and looking for the
caugo, wo fonnd poor Sammy, whito
an sonsoless, lying on the floor behind
it Hia father lifted him up.

“¢Ho is not doad,’ ho enid.
wo got watort’

“ I hurried to the woll and brought
water, but the boy was too far gono
for that. O, the long distanco it
scomed to Mr. Willets’, and beyond
that to tho doctor's, whore I ran at
once! Never shall X forget the face of
Bummy's raothor as she took tho boy's
faco in her bands and looked into it.
It wags so whito and still, I dared
scarcely believe ho really livoed as I
hurried to the doctor's. He did live,
recovering his bealth after a long, dan-
gerous illness ; but his mind wasa gone
forever. Some fright in those lonely
hours of darkness-gave a shock to the
weak mind that was never cuved, and
he lived only to be an idiot.

It is some years now gince wo laid
him in his quiet grave, the victim of a
boyish prank. I tell you it waa tho
laat picco of mischief I ever did *just
for fun'”

¢ Can

.

THE SLED UNDER THE HAY-
STACK.

BEFoRE us was the wide, level
marsh, The mowers had been there,
and the hay had been piled uap into
brown, bushy bay-cocks. Under some
of theso hay-cocks were sleds that the
farmer might readily haul off his har
vest when the marsh was frozen,
Preparations had been made for the

ture.

When you see boys or girls busy at
their studies, saving their jes, and
above all cultivating babits of purity,
temperance, and prayer, then they are
getting ready for their future and put-
ting the sled under the hay-stack.
Ought not every one to think of and
prepare for the future? And in life
ought we not to be making ready for
death? Thanks, farmer friend, for your
lesson of the sled under the hay-stack.

THE DRUNKARD.

AVE you seen the drunkard
reeling along the street with
5 a slouchy look and rum-red
eyes? He has spent all his
wages for that which is destroying his
body, and which will at last dawn his
soul. He is going home to make his
wretched family still more wretched,
He is the servant of a hard master;
and his wages are rags, ruination, and
remorse. His reward for good service
in the ranks of Xing Alcokol is bruises
and & broken head.

Yes, no doubt you have seen him.
Every boy ias seen the drunkard stag-
ger past; .or nearly every town and
village in the land has its drunkards
All of these drunkards that you have
and all that you have not seen were
once, like yourselves, boys with never
& thought in their pure souls of grow-
ing up into the most debasing of all
God’s creatures, drunkards.

There was a time in the life of each
when he took the first dram ; and this
was the very tim: when he crossed the
dangerline and vent over into the
enemy's country. How much betterit
would have been it they each had seen
the danger right then and there, and
beat a hasty retreat over into the ranks
of the cold-water army, whero they
would have heen gafe.

There i3 no safety for a boy: who

doos not want to becomo a staggnring
sot but in the total-abatinence plan.
This is tho Bible plan: * Touch not,
taaio not, handlo not tho uncloan
thing.”

SMALL CHANGE.

Tz first thing in a shoo is the last.

WAt is that that has a mouth yot
naver spoaks and a bod in which it
never aloeps 1—A rivor.

Tits London Fresman says that tho
native Christjans of Madagascar havo
givon moro than & million dollars
during tho past ten yoars for tho sproad
of tho Gospal.

Tur Christian Register assorts that
there is nothing which helps us so
wuch to foel that our own lives have
boen worth living as the humblo but
gratoful consciousnces that wo have
helped somo other soul fulfil its
dostiny.

Take Religious Herald thinks that it
looks as if the strategic polnt in the
warfare for the world'a convorsion to
Christ is tho heart of woman. That
won, and the family is won ; and when
up goes the family, down goee hoath-
enism,

Houserexrer, (showing parxty of
American visitors round old baronial
mansion) :  And this, ladies und gen.
tlomen, in the anciont banquetting
hall, erected by the third Baron in the
reign of—" Miss McShoddy (inter-
rupting) : *“ My ! it'sanelegant feodin’
room, ain't it pat

Tur Walla Walla Watchman says:
— In Westphalia, Germany, a list of
the notorious drunkards is published
by the police, and the dealors are for-
bidden to sell them liquor., It seems
a little hard on the saloon-keepers to
deprive them of a customer just as
soon as he is educated up to s profit-
uble basis,”

Wuay Honson Obseorzp,—* Hob-
son,” eaid Mugging, *thoy tell me
you've taken your boy away from the
graded school. What's that fort”
“’Cause,” said Hobseon, ‘the master
aint fit to teach ‘'im.” “Oh,” gaid
Muggins, “I've heard he's a very good
master.” ¢ Well,” replied Hobson,
apologetically, “all I know is ha
wanted to teach my boy to spell "taters
with a ¢p.'"”

Mgrs, Carrvix’s diary shows that
when the Princess of Wales was en-
gaged to the future King of England
she was a poor, but graceful girl, who
always wore long cloaks. Once when
she visited Windsor the Queen said :
T think you always wear a jacket;
how is that 3" * Oh,” gaid littlo Alex.
andra, “I wear it becauso it i3 #o
cconomical. You can wear it with
any sort of gown; and you kmow I
have always had to wake my ovn
gowns. 1 have never had a lady's
maid, and my sister and I make our
own clothes; I even mako my own
bonnets,”

Hexx is a coloured man's estimate
of the effect of whiskey drinking upon
domestic happiness. At a tempsrance
meeting recently held in North Caro-
lina, among the speakers thore wag an
old darkey who is reported to have
said : ¢ When I soes a man goin’ home
wid a galion of wiskey and a half-
pound of meat, dat's teinperance leo-
ture 'nuff for me, and I secs it ¢
day; I knows dat ebery ting in his

houso is on de same scale—gallon of
misery to ebery balf-pound of comtort.”
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