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-and rem
 return home. "I knew, too, that it was he
| who, with my Uncle John’s assistance, paid

. E..TATLOR, D.D,

“The lilac buds now burst their hands ;. -

Poor captives, hound in wintry chains, . *
They scent the footsteps.of the sun”
- And cateh the songs of joyous rains.
Kindling in saffron, purple, white, :
The crocus lifts its timorotts flame,;
Come, chemist, with thy spectrum test,
Tell whence these royal splendors came.

The green swords of the hyacinth
Stand gnard around their pillarved king ;
Rich waxen clusters form his crown,
.Whose royal blood sweet incenso bring.

The honey-bees, with trembling wings,
Flew far to taste my flowers to-day ;

Then sank within the velvet bloom,
Too weak to bear their ivealth away.

The frost and snow have quit the field,
And fled to frigid ‘Arctic halls ;

While heaven’s warm light"on sleeping. life,
With mild, persuading vigor falls. -

I vowed I'd tangle not my pen

.. lutatters of this threadbare theme' 3

Lnt Spring’s soft fevers flush my veins,
~And while I muse they, tell my dream.’
—N. Y. Independent. -
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“POOR UNCLE SI”-—A TRUE STORY.

BY HELEN HARCOURT.

I shall never forget that bright, sunny"
efternoon, when my: father stood -looking
down at us, my two brothers and myself,

We had been planning, with great glee,
how weshould dress up, some dark night,and,
in the character of ghosts, frighten, a certain

_timid schoclfellow of ours.

"% 1t Will be jolly fun, boys, I can tell you 17

;dexclaimed, with a shout of langhter at the
idea. o :

. “Jolly funto you, Harry, but what will

‘it be to him ?” asked a decp,reproachfil voiced

from the doorway, and glancing n}, there
;tood‘-_our father with a pained look on hjs
ace.’ : SO A
It was anewiden! It would befun to us,
but what would it be-to him, the poor, un-
offending boy we were plaliming to frighten
so cruelly? - ¢
. We had never thoupRt of that side of the
question at all ; boys, ay, and men too, are
only too apt to Jook at one side only, and
that :ide the one that pleases themselves the
most, .

Our fatherstood a moment in thought, and
then came into the rocm and sat down.

“My sans,” he said, “I see the time has
comne for me to tell yon a story of the long
ago, when I wasa boy, so full oflife and fun
that, like you, I did not:stop to think whether
my fun might not be just the opposite to
some one else.” . '

He paused awhile, and a sad, pained
shadow crept over his face, alook I hac{ often
seen there, and had learned to connect witha

| |- certain nian whodwelt in a little cottage near

He was a large, strong man, about our
dather’s age, but alas ! the light of-his life, his
reason, had gone out for ever; he was a
lunatic, gentle and barmless, and for the most
part cheerful and playful, but tRere were
times when he\ »uld fall prone on the floor,
-quivering with te. o1, and shrigking out wild
appeals to besaved from the ghosts that were
about to seize him., : :

My father often visited this poor fellow,
“poor Uncle 8i,” we boys called him, and on
a few occasions had taken me, his eldest boy,
with bhim ; be never went with empty bands,

.but always carzied some little gift, g picture-
-book, candy, cake or a toy-;"and even, at such

times, I noted that weary, sad expression
creep over my father's usnally cheer?ul {ace,
ain there like a cloud, long after our

the rent of the lunatic’s cottage, clothed him,

_i| and provided the old woman who lived with
{]-and-took care.of him. - .

. 1. Amd sorely had all this'prizzl :
i.| knetv that “Uncle Si % .wasin no/wiserelated
| to my father or motlier,'and that the'money

" Jand it had come now, it seem

= [ %My boys,” he said, “I am 'g'ding”né\{tvtc‘s
_~-{'tell you the story of Uncle Si, and it is the
| saddest story of all my life.. "‘Whenyou have|.

d:meyfor.T.

expended in his' support could’illihe spared
for that purpose.. . i ,.¢ "L e e
~Often }md my father promised to:tell the
story “when tie fight time should ‘come ;-
ed, for his first

wouds were of ¢ Unele 8i.”.

heard it, you will know why I think it my

duty to tell it to-you just now. ~ -
“I'would give ten years of my lifeif I had

no such story to tell. But it is'my eross,

tand one of my .own making, so I must bear

it patiently as my penishment. When I was
a boy going to school, there wasamong my
schoolmates a hright little fellow, a good
scholar but a very nervous, timid boy.  His
mother was a poor woman, who worlked hard
to support herself and him, and it was her
greatest ambition to'see him win his way up
in the world, - T .

- #Ve all liked Silas, he was so gentle ;' but
at the same time we took -advantage of his’
good temper and his timid nature, and were
always playing jokes on him, o

¢ His mother was an Irish woman, and was
full of queer superstitions. -There séemed
nothing too marvellous for her fo eredit, and
Silas had inherited thissuperstitioustendency
in a great degree. R

“We boys soon found out his weakness,
and nothing pleased us more than, after the
afternoon’ session was over, to sit on’the
school-house steps and vie with each otherin
inventing the most outrageous and startling
stories of ghosts, robbers and murderers.
Si would listen with his blue eyes almost
starting from their sockets, and his cheeks
twning white and red, finally becoming
excited to such a pitch that he would jump

at every sudden noise, the slamming of a|.

door, or the stamp of a foot on the pave-
ment, . ‘ i

“ One afternoon we had been indulging in
our favorite amusement until the sun had
almost gone down and darkness. began to
steal across the fields_and woods around us.

“¢Q0h, what shall I do 1" exclaimed Silas,
looking fearfully arcund. ‘I must go over
to Farmer Browi’s before I go home, and it
will be dark before I can get back.’ C

%¢To Farmer Brown’s I’ said I, winking at
the o#her boys; ‘ihenyow’ll haveto cross the
old bridge over-Long Pond, Si, and they say
that the ghost of a woman who drowned
hergelf there haunts it"after nightfall ;that’s
only on the anniversary of her death, though,
so—but T sav, hoys, what dey'nf thi nhonth
is this ¥ : - v

¢ The tenth,’ was the answer.

“Idrew in nry lips in a long vhistle, and
looked hard at Silas. . : '

4 Then I'm glad I don’t have to go that
way to-night,” I muttered in a low tone, hut
not'so low but that he heard me, as I meant
he should. : _

¥¢Why, why? he stammered, turning
white as a sheet ; ‘is it—? :

“¢Ves, it is, since you must know. But
do not be afraid, old fellow, I don’t believe
the story, anyhow. Who ever heard of a
ghost with fiery xibs and fiery spots all over
its face? Pshaw, it’s all humbug,’

“But poor Silas was thoroughly alarmed ;
indeed, I intended he should be, and thought
his terror fine sport, or, rather, the beginning
of some fine gport, for I had made up a plan,
of which this was only the prelude; .- -

“While Silas hesitated, divided between
the fear -of meeting the ghost and the cer-
tainty of getting -a whipping if he did.not
perform his errand, I called my. brother.
John aside, and in'"a hwrried whisper told
him of my plan, which we decided to keep
to ourselves, .

‘ As a result John proposed to accompany
Silas on his errand, an offer the poor fellow
gratefully accepted, and so they set off to-
¢ether and the rest of our party started for
home. T

* I made some excuse to turn off before [
reached my own home, and ran with all speed
to the drug-store, where I hought & stick of
phosphorus; then I daried home and suc-
ceeded in getting possession of a small sheet
and in slipping off again unnoticed.-

“Very soon I found myself at the bridge,
and there, hidden behind a bush, I proceeded
to trace over my dark jacket the outline of
skeleton ribg, and very startling they looked
—the white, glowing lines shining out clear
and distinct through the darkness, for by this
time it was entirely dark. Then I putsome
of the phosphortis on my handsand face ahd

“| would reach first on

it to trail behind.fne, ..
yards beyond the bridﬁe,- on the side the boys
th -

. “Directly I heard Silas’ voice, =
.~ %¢0Oh John, I’'m afraid, I’'m afraid.’- .~~~
- %t Nonsense,” answered my brother. : ¢The

|idea of a ghost. I only. wish there was such-.

‘d'like to'see.one.’- . .-

athing. it e
- Oby 0-h

. %¢Oh, don’t,don’t say that.

never to hear again, end as Silas uttered it he
fell all in o heap on the ground. " John, ac-:
cording to our agreenient, shrieked also' and
started to run as if terribly frightened, = An'
instant Silas lay: there, and my heart gavea
great leap. Washe dead I Had T killed him 1
But no, my boys, I had' done nothing 8o
mercifl as that, ~ - -7 o
“ Silas sprang to his feet again; and utter-
ingshriek aftershriek, rushed headlong down
the road - toward the bridge. By, thig time,
seeing how terribly in earnest e was, I be-
gan to think that my fun kad gone quite-far
enough, so I followed at fu%- spéed, calling
gutﬁo g thet it wasall a joke anc no ghosi
apall SR
“But he never heeded a word I uttered ;
on and on he ran, shriekiniall the way until
hereached the bridge, and there to my horror
he sprang with one leap over the wall down
into the soft, slimy mud ard water at-the
margin of the pond. o
# John had turned back, and, tearing loose
the sheet from around my waist, I rushed
with him down the steep bank to the spot
where Silas was, There was more mud than
water just there, as we well knew, and the
force of his descent had sent him down into
the.deep, yielding slime until only his head
and shoulders were above the surface, and to
our further alarm wesaw that he was glowly
sinking down, down, down! - - ..
“Something must be done, and that speed-
ily, or he would be buried alive before .our
‘eyes. Some. heavy planks were, lying on
theshore, and seizing these we dragged them
‘out in the mud: until, we had formed a line
reaching to the spot where poor Silas was
still shrieking, ¢ The ghost! the ghost! the
ghost ! -~ -~ e
“How we two boys contrived to drag him

understand; * But we  did it soméhow; and
between us we got him back home, though
he broke from us several times with the old
cry of ‘The ghost? .~ . . . .

-4 He was very ill for weeks after that, and
Whei? his body “got well the doctors said his
oningd would never come back again, and from
Lbhd\ltime,to this he has been just as you see
Thim}now, . R

- “As long as his unhappy mother lived your
Uncle.John and I'helped her to take cave of
him, and-ever since her death, long yearsago,
we have entirely supported the miserable
victim of our cruel ¢ fun,’ though it was more
my sin than your unele’s, for 1 was the ring-
leader. : o

“My sons, that piece of jolly fun * has sad-
dened my whole life and cloudelits brightest
moments,” . , .

My father ended hisstory, and sat lapking
down at curawe-struck faces as we murmur-
ed in sorrowful tones :

“Poor Uncle Silas!” L

%Well, my sons,” he said after awhile, “I
am: watting to hear what that plan is that
it will be 'such fun to play off on:Sam
Harrow.” ' .

We lung our headsin silence,aud he smiled
gently. e

“ Ah, I see youknow why I have told yeu
my sad story to.day. You have read its
lesson. And now, boys, I can trust you, I
know ; but lest you might forget, I want each
one of you to lay his hand on this Holy
Book, and, remembering that our Father in
heaven is listening to you, promise never to
indulge in any sport that may injure or dis-
tress your fellow-creatures,”

And then, standing at our dear father’s
knee, we each gave 4 solemn pledge that we
bave never broken, and our llives ave been
the better and the happier forit. .

My Loy reader,and you also,my girl reader,
‘I plead with you to go and do likewise, for
so shall you obey the Saviour’s command to
“Do unto others as you would that they
should do unto you.”—Illustrated Christian

Weekly.
T
All common things, each day’s events,
~That with the hour begin and end,
Our pleasures and our discontents,

Are rounds by which we may ascend.
~—H. . Longfellow. .

wrapped thie sheet;around my waist, leaving |3
T* &g “prepared; 1 posted myself 'a fow| T

eif return’path. - | By

““Such a cry of intense, utter horror I hope|.

s

out pf that oozingslime I cannot to this day,|

] ightful: Look' of ‘old*world
by Mrx. r Goyld,1 have found twe
which will help s both to understan,
dangers and ‘ how"to’ escape:from ‘them:
cannot give théid -just as they: are gi
the book: “But I shall“tell them bri
homely ‘proge; i ool

-About-thirteen hundred 'years:'ago ‘the
was living in;the city of Constantine a’gr
emperor called Justinian, "When he'cast?]
eyes over“thé city.in which the palace-'w.

hesaw that there was no church,or no worthy’l

chureh, for God. ." And he soid to himself, “I
will supplythis want. - I will build a church
‘with Wﬁich 'God -shall be pleased. -"And: I
alone shall 46 it. - And thé'glory of doing'it’
shall be altogether mine.”’ " And. he further-
said, “ God will be pleased. .And when Idie.
and-my soul arrives at the gate of heaven,’
the angels of ‘God will come ontand blow
their trumpetsand say : ¢ Enter, Justinian,"
who built the great church to God.” ..
_So.he called together tha architects, and'
masons, and workers in wood, and iron, and-
brass, and gold, and said to them, “Build me
a church for God, such as there shall be none

equal to it for magnificence. See that mo ||

one issuffered to contributenail, or plank, or
stone to it except myself. And when it is.

finished, inscribe above the great door of it |} . '

these -words :” Built to God by, the Great,
Emperor.Justinian,” o L
~And ‘the architects, and builders, and

workeys ih‘wood, and brass, and gold, began:
to work, - And'soon the harbor was crowded
‘with ships bringing marble to build the walls,

and thestreets wit "wagion's, drawn by oxen,’
carrying the marble to the site. Andby-and-
by:thewallsbegan to rise. Andaftera time
they ‘werg completed.  Marble outside glori-
ously caived ; inside, gold, and silver, and-

.Xnd:on the day.before, above the great.

door, the words were carved a3 the Emperor
Empéror-Justinian, . LT
* At last, on this day that was set, a chariot
of gold was brought to the door of the palace,
and the nobles, and chief captains, and
priests, and all the great workers who had
worked at the church, andall the army, came’
dressed -in glorious -apparel,- and waited be-
hind the chariot. - Then the doors of the
gnlace were thrown wide open, and amid the
lowing of trumpets Justinian came out,
shining in gold and purple and precious
stones, and took his seat on the chariot of
gold, Such a day had never been known in
Constantinople. The streets resounded with
music,and with the shoutings of the people,
as the (Tvreat‘elnperor drove, at the head of
his nobles and armies, to open the church he
had built to God. o o
As he drew near to the church. his heart
swelled with pride. He alone had doné the
work for God. - ,
He raised his eyes to sec the inscription.
But what he saw there was not what Il:e €x-
ccted to see. His face flushed with anger.,
is brow knit, his eyes flashed: fire, Justin-
ian’sname was nowhere to be seen. - Whathe
read was this:—This house to God,Euphrasia,
widow, gave. o o
Who had dared to mock Justinianin this
way 7 He called for the carver of the inserip-
tion ; but he, trembling, could only say it was -
the Emperor’s name which he had carved.
He called for architects, chief priests, chief-
captains. They replitd in fear, “O mighty
Emperor, this only we knov, that last night
our eyes beheld thy name, and not another,
graven on thagwall,” .~ -~ =
" Then, when every one was silent, the chief
priest ‘found courage to eay, - “My.lord.
EBmperor, it may hap that this is not of man -
but of God,” Who knows whether thisstrange
name has not been written by the finger that
wrote the Ten Commandments on stone, and .
the strange words on the walis of Belshazzar’s
palace ™ . : .
‘When this was said the Emperor began to
tremble, and -to ask, “ Who, then, is' Eu-
phrasia the widow At first everybody
thought she must be some rich lady, richer
than the Emperor, who, unknown to him,
had given-more than he to the -church,

had conimanded ; Built to God by the Great | '

And a search began, And at last the search-
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Then a day to open it;was |
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