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Onr Aoung Lolks

AAANANASNS

Jack Frost.

1 hunud for flowcrs, and crfod when 1 found
Thelr poot witherwt | aaves Ig?ng dead on the ground,
The blue and the pink and tho widte were all lost ;
I'll never forgive him, that cruel Jack Frost?

11c walted and watched for the very firet day
WhenSuminer was tired and tnmlnr Ang H

Tt :n canie In tho night, with his shivery hreath ;
Jnd all the sweot flowors were frozen to death,

Rut when wo gathercd where the naple trees grow,
And oaks, and the sumace all crowding below -
Why then, as we played in the sunshiny air,
We laug:;led just to ree that Jack Frost had been
here.

Ho touched with his finger the bitteraweet vine.
tte tu red coral that gacland of mine.

o opencd the burrs of the chestnuts of brown,
And then thoy camo rattling and pattering down.

Aud, oh! how he paint. s vines and the trees!
Thoy smiled Jn tho su -oeams and waved in the

breezo
With purple and scarlet and crimson and gold—
Far -nore than a million of gardens wonld hold.

['erhape ho was sorry lor what he hus done,

And wantod to mako up cre Winler cameon.

Woll, well | poor old Jack! He was doing hie beet.
And e0 we had better forgive him the rest.

—N. Y. Independent,
How the Leaves Jome Down.

AUSAX OOOLIDOE.

11l tell you how tho leaves came down,
The great Treo to his children sald :
s You'ro getting ']wf(' Yeilow and Browo,
Yes, vory sleepy, Littlo Red ¢
it ts quite time you went to bed.”

+ Ah " bogped each atlly, pouting lea!,
+'Let us a little longer stay ; Flesls
Dear Father Treo, boheld our griof,
“Tis such » vory pleasant
We do not want to go away.”

So _xjust for ono more wmerry day,
0 tho ~reat tree the leafiete clung,
Frolicked and danoed and had thelr way :
Upon the autumn breezos swung,
W ring all their sports among,

" Perhaps the great Tros will forget
And lot us stay until the Spring,
1t we all beg and coax and fret.”
But tho big Treo did no such thing;
He smilod to hear their whispering,

“ Come, children, all to bed i he eried ;
And ero the lcaves cou'!d urgo their prayer
He shook bis head, and far and wide,
Flutterlng and rustling ovorywhere,
Down goed the leaflots through the alr,

I eaw thom® on the they lay,
«ohien and sd, a huddied swarm,
Walting till ono from far away,
White bedclothes hea: upon herarm,
Should come to wrap them safc and wart.

Tho great bare treo looked down and smiled,
*Good nlg::t. dcar Uttlo loaves,” ho sald ;
Andl fromn below each lluF_y child
Roplied, *Good night i aud murmured,
+1t Is 50 nice to go to bed.”

DAVY AND THE GOBLIN,
BY CHARLES CARRYI.
CHAPTER VI.—TUE MOVING FOREST.

The place was so dark that at firat he
eorid sco nothing, although ho heard a
-attling sound coming from the back part of
the sho{», hut presently he discovered the
figure of an old man, busily mixing some.
thing in a largo iron pot. As Davy ap.
proached him, ho saw that the pot was fall
of watches, which tho old man was stirring
about with a Iadle. The old creaturo was
curiously dressed in a suit of rusty green
volvet, with little silvor buttons sowed over
it, and ho woro a pair of enormous yollow-
leather Loota ; and Davy was quito alarmed
at sceing that a large leathern bLelt about
his waist was stuck full of old-fasbioned
kuives and pistols. Davry was about to ro-
treat quickly from tho shop, when tho old
man looked up and said, in a peovish voice :

“How wany watches do you want?’ and
Invy saw that he was n very shocking-look-
ing person, with wild, staring oycs, and
with n skin a8 dark as mahogany, as if ho
had been smoked in something ﬁ)r

ever so
lomg,

“How many " repeated the old man im-
patiently.

“If you plcase,” said Davy, “1 don't

th]i;xk l:lltn(e any watches to-day. I'fl
call —"

“Drat ‘em !” interrupted the old man,
anznly beating tho watchos with his iadlo,
*“I'll nover get rid of 'em—nover!*

. “llt scems to me——"" began Davy sooth.
ingly,

“Of conrse it doos ' agsin interrupted
tho old man as cromly as before. ¢ Of
courso it does! That's” becanso you won't

“But I will listen.” said Davy.

your cars,” said the old man,

and ¢!
top of it, said angrily :
What doce that make{”

are.”

And pulling an cnormous

¢ My recollectest thoughts are those
hich I remember yot §
And boaring on, as you'd supposo,
The things [ don't forget.

¢ But my resemblest tho\:]xhu aro less
Allko than thoy should be;
A stato of things, as you'll confess,
You very scldom seéo,'
“Clover, isn't it " said tho old man, pecp-
inq {mudly over the top of tho paper.
24

doubtfally.
¢ Now comcs the crcam of the whole

¢4 And yet tho moatest thought ! love
1s what no ono bollevos—'"

Here tho old man hastily crammed the

peper into his boot again, and stared

solemnly at Davy.

“What is it?” said Davy, after waiting n
momoent for him to completo the verse,
old man glancod 1 aspicionsly about the shop,
ard thon added, in a hoarso whisper :

¢ ¢ That T'm the sole survivor of
Tho tavious Forty Thieves ¥

“But I thought the Forty Thicves wero
all boiled to death,” said Davy.

“All but me,” said the old man decidedly.
“I was in tho last jar, and when they came
to me the oil wasoff the boil, or the boil
was off the oil,—I forget which it was, —
but it rained my digestion and made no
look liko a ginger-bread man. What Iarks
we used to have I ho continued, rocking
himself back and forth and chuckling
hoarsoly. “Oh ! wo weren precious lot, wo
wore? 1'm Sham-Sham, you know. Then
there was Anamanamona Miko—ho was an
Irishman from Hullaboo—end Barcolona
Bonor—he was a Spanish chay, and bonod
overything he could lay his hands on.
8trike's real name was Gobang; but wo
called kim Striko, becauso ho was always
asking for moro pay. Haro Ware wasa
cher, and usod to catch YWolsh rubbits
mnatrap; we called him *Hardware” bo-
cause ho had 80 much atral abont him. Good
gﬁo. wasn't it1”

tz

¢Oh, very !" said Davy, laughing.
“Frown ack was o scowling follow
with a olub,” continued Sham-Sham. “My !
how he could hit ! And Harico and Barico
were a couple of bad Socioty Islanders.
Then there was Weo Wo; he was a little
Chinese chap, and wo usod to send him
down the chimnoys to open front doors for
us, Heused to say that sooted him to per-
fection, W ?
At this moment an extraordinary comnio-
tion bo%;m among the watches. Thoro was
no donbt about it, tho pot was boilingi.
And Sham-Sham, angrily erying out *‘Don't
toll me a watched pot never Loils I” sprang
to his feot, and pulling a pair of pistols
from his belt, began firing at the watches,
which wero now%mbbling over the sido of
tho pot and rolling about tho floor; whilo
Davy, who had had quito enough of Sham-
Sham by this time, ran out of the door.
To his great surprise, ho found himsolf in
asort of under-ground passage lighted by
grated openings overhead; but he could
still hear Shamn-Sham, who now secemed to
bo firing all his pistols at once, he did not
hesitate, but ran along the passage at the
top of his spced.
Preseotly ho camio in sight of a figuro
Lurrying toward him with a lighted candle,
and as it approached he was perfeetly
astounded to aco that it was Sham-Sham
himsgolf, dressed up in o neat calico frock
anda dlmir{npron like & housckeeper, and
with a bunch of keys hanging at his girdle.
The old man scemed to bo greatly agitoted,
and hurriedly whispeting, ¢Wo thought you
&cro ;ieaclr coming, sir!” tl?d tho Dway
rough tho passago in great hasto, Davy
noticed that they were n%r\: in o sortof tun.
nel mado of fine grass. The graas had a de-

—

lizten to the why of it.

htful fragrance, like now-mown bay, and
lwlr‘;u nuﬁygr:%m;d around tho tnnnZl like

*‘Then sit down on tho floor and hold up
Davy did as ho was told to do, 8o far s
sittinfg down on the floor was concerncd,
1o old man pulled a papor out of one
of his boots, aud glaring at Davy over tho
**You're a pretty spectacle! I'm another.
“A pair of spectacles, X supposo,” said
Dav{.
“Right ” msaid tho old man. “Hero they
poir of

spoctacles out of the othor boot ho put them
on, and began roading aloud from his paper:

es, 1 think itis,” said Davy, rather

%g," said thoold man, “Just listen to

ho

tho fuside of & bird's neat. Thoe next mo-
ment they camo oul into an open spaco in
tho foreat, where, to Davy’s astonishment,
tho Cockalorum was sitting bolt upright in
an arm-chair, with his head wrapped up in
flannol,
It scemed to bo night, but the placo was
lighted up by a large chandelier that hung
from tho branches of a tree, and Davy saw
that a number of odd looking birds were
roosting on tho chandelier umot& the lights,
gazing down upon tho poor Chockalorum
with a molancholy interest  As Sham Sham
mado his appearancoe with Davy at his heels,
thero was a sudden commotion among the
birds, and they all cried out togcther,
“‘Here's tho doctor!” Before Davy could
roply, the Hole-keeper suddonly mado his
appearance with hisgreat book, and hurried-
ly turning over the leaves, said, ﬁointing to
Davy, ¢ fle is 't a doctor. His nameis
Gloopitch.” At these words, there aroso a
long, wailing cry, the lights disappearcd,
and Davy found himself on a broad path in
tho forest with the Ifole-keeper walking

quiotly besido him.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Judee Thyself,

No lifo of man was over long enough to
mako tho passage of another year a trifling
ovont ; and no man can bo so young as to
bo wholly absorbed in the future and have
no good reason in his mind for turning to
the past and casting at least one serious
thought backward over the completed
stadium, of which it takes so fow to fill out
tho round of his allotted destiny on carth,

There is a Judgment which is future, and
which wo call final, though the momontous
issues that hang on it invest it more proporly
with the awe not of an end, but of a solemn
and cternnl beginning.

Thero is also another Judgment which 18
in no senso final, and which goes on in life,
in its great crises and cvents, in deep exper-
i: aces, snfferings or fatoful histories, whon
wo are brought, in tho nakedness of our
personal responsibility beforo the tribunal
of eternal law and cternal reality, and com-

1led to fun.ish in onr own persons both
Judge and court and jury, tosit on our own
caso undor penaltios and bonds to God and
our own souls, .

It is & poor life with no groat promise of
good things in it, and with no indication of
tho stuff that true and asefal lives are made
of, which has had no such oxpericnces in its
history, or which refusos to meot them with
honcst frankness when they como and try
tho caso throagh to the last n;lspe:\!.

We do not onvy thn frivolons creatare
who is ready to toll you that ho makes
nothing of things liko these, that ho lots
them pass, that they ship casily off his heart,
that he hangs them up for the present, that
he bas nover beon overwhelmed by thogreat
questions which othera find 20 troublesomo,
nor by tho tremendous realities that are
assumed in the problem of an immortal and
responsible life. Heaven pity its farwandor-
ing, deep-sunkan child, who is not called
ap often, by the imporious voice of his own
heart, to the bar of God, to have tho scn-.
tenco of tho Inw pronounced on him, or who
glides gayly by one yem's ending and
another without some deep plowing of his
beart, some plain dealisg with himself,
somo reoponing, and resettlemont of the
principles to which ho s willing to eommit
his destiny !

At this scason of the year we have moro
to do than to balanco tho accounts of our
annual trade. We havo openaccounts with
oursclves to roview and close. Whilea
man is grcatcr than what ho may possess,
while character is of moro importance than
the accidental circumstances of our condi-
tion; and while the Jeternal hopo abides to
anchor life upon, & sane mind hasa supremo
interest to be looked after in the Day-book
and the Year-book, that show what ho is,
where ho is, and whither he is bound as &

man,

All trath and all reality have hard and
unyiclding sides, which neither beand nor
listcn to excuses. Woo to tho man who
Iacks the conrago of mind or tho force of
character to reckon with them carly ! Lifo
is crowded with questions which, though
asked in & wisper, persist until the decisign
isrcached. To postpono them is not
ovado them. To have no opinions about

Theso hard, stern andimperativo realitics
ave nofthor softoncd nor lost out of sight in
Christanity, ‘Lo ignore them in the Chris.
tian faith would bo to drop tho solid bot-
tom out of its foundation. The mnost piti.
{ul mistako over made about the Gospel is
to identify it wholly with merey, forgive.
ness, and a kind of soft motherhood of Jove.
Ono of tho best uses for tho closo of another
year is to mako it a privato and personal
day of Judgment, each man for himself, to
come too settlement with truth and duty
and so get ready to start on tho New Year
with a heart lightened by the recolleetion of
the apostolic principle, “If we would judgo
ourselves wd should not bo judged.”—New
York Independent.

. Pearls From Oeylon.

For tho last hundred years Coylon has
boen ono of the main sources of pearls, the
beat coming from the western coast of tho
1sland, whero thoe oyster producing them is
of a different kind from that on tho castern
coast, Tho pearl-oyster banks are under
control of tho government, which anllows
ﬁs}nng only for a short season, and may
stop it altogother if the banks scem to bo
in dangor of oxhaustion, A large number
of boat-owners from Ceylon, aud India,
from 150 to 200 in all, will enroll them
selves, and assemble in March at the banks,
where they aro divided into two flects, ono
sailing undor a bluo and tho other under a
red ﬂnﬁ:a Theso flects fish on overy other
day. Iach boat provides ita own crow and
divers, and has on board a government
guard, whoso duty it is to ece that no
oysters aro sold without their knowledge,

The oysters aro caught by divers, When
onec of theso men is about to go down, he
stands on a flat stone attached to the diving
rope, dravsin a deep breath, and holdin
his nostrils closcd with ono hand, is lowered
swiltly to tho bottomn. Thero lo hastily
collects as many oystersin his basket as ho
is able to scramble up, and when nnablo to
endure it longer, gives a sigoal, and is
bauled to the surface. A diver who can
romain undor water 2 whole minute is
thonght to bo doing unusually well.

At a given signal the boats all sail for
shoro, and the oysters are £lnced in the
government'’s receptacles, Each boat is
then given its share for its services, and tho
rest aro sold by the government at auction.
Boiore the pearls can be washed ount the
oyeters muct rot, and are apread out upon
comented flanrs while they vndergo this
procezs. Tho smell of this rﬁmuy is 80 groat
that no ono can live near ths place, and
formerly disoases liho the cholera nearly
always broke out in the neighburhvod Lefuro
the end of tho seasen,

The product varies greatly, Lut at present
from f{iftcen to twenty williuns of oyaters
are avnually caught in Ceylon, during about
forty days' fishing, azud the pearis yiclded
are warth about £500,000.

Youthfal Humorists,
Thilo her mother was taking & 8v out of
tho butter, Iittle Daisy asked : ‘' Is that =
butterfly, mamma?”
A littlo girl suffering with tio mumps
declares she “feels as though a headache
had slipped down into her nock.”
A little girl on Long Island oflered a ratho.
remarkable prayer a few unights ago when
sho said, **1 do thank Thoe, God, for ali my
blessings, and I'll do as much for you some
time."”

‘* Johnnie, what are you doing up stairs?”
said Johnpio's ma.  *Oh, nothin’ much,
ma."  *Bnt, sir, 1 want to know." Ob,
well, then, I'm skinning a freckle tosco what
she looks like inside.”
¢ Mamma,” said a little boy, **1 gavo
Carrica protty good hint to go howe, to-day.”
*“What did you do, my son?"” said his
mother. ¢ Oh, I filled her mouth with
mustard and c.lled it apple sauce, and she
took tho hint.”

As little Edgar's mother was aboat to
punish him for some misdemcnnor, he bcg~
ged that he wmight Lo allowed to say hia
prayers beforo the chastisement.  \When
upon_ his knees ho remained thero so long
that his mother finally relented.

A little girl having found a shelless egg
under a bush in the garden brought 1t in,
and showing it to her auut smﬁ: ** Hee,
auntio, what I found under tho currant
bushes. X know tho old hen that laid it and
I'm juat going to putit back in tho nest and

them is only to bo out of ﬁht relations
with the {acts and veritics of lifo.

mako her finish it,”
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