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Choice Lterature.
GRANDFA TBER'S FAZTI-1.

BY JULIA A. NIATHEWS.

As the boys entered the enclosure, a venerable old chanti-
cleer, intent on protecting bis domestic roost, dashed down
froni bis percb upon a rafter, with a fierce outcry. Caspar
rusbed upon hirn instantly. It was bv no means the first
tirne that he bad aided bis comrades in their work by quickly
strangling any contumacious father of a featbered family that
migbt oppose sucb a forcible entry of bis premises ; but the
present patriarch was flot to be 50 easily varîquished. With
swollen crest and outspread wings, be flew upon bis assailant,
screamning with rage, and beating Caspar's devoted bead and
face with bis heavy pinions ; while the dog bounded into the
air agaîn and again, vainly trving to unseat bis antagonist
Irom bis perch upon bis bead, barking furiously with mingled
pain and rage.

Just at this point in the proceedings, as the four boys
rusbed to the aid of their champion, the door was thrown
open, and two young men sprung in upon the freebooters.
There was a quick stampede for the door, and a short, sharp
scuffle ; but the farmers would bave corne off victorious in
their atternpt to seize the whole party if it had not been that
Caspar, seeing bis master in ieopardy, dashed bis head madly
against the door of the hen-house, dislodging his painful
encumbrance, and, with a fierce growl, sprang upon the
young man who bad laid bis hand upon bis friend. The
sbock, perfectly unexpected, staggered the man for the in-
stant ; and in that instant the boy wbom he had caugbt with
bis right hand (holding another meanwhile with bis left), but
whose face be had not yet seen, broke from bim, and with a
bound ciearcd the distance between bimselt and the open
door, and, in another minute, was almost out of sight, flying
down the road witb the dog in bot pursuit.

But the farmer was flot much less swift of foot, and, leav-
ing bis other victirn to bis brother, he gave chase with such
good will, that wben he reacbed the bouse of Dr. Mason, a
full haIt-mile from bis own borne, be was quite sure that he
bad seen bis pisoner vault in at one of the lower windows
as be entered the gate.

There was a light sbining softly tbrougb the library blinds,
and the young man rang the door.bell witb a peal which
startled the doctor and bis dauighter as they sat together, he
xeading aloud to ber as she bent over ber embroidery.

" Some one for me, 1 sup)pose," said the doctor, nîsing.
"Twelve o'clock !" witb a glance at the tirne-piece on the

maniel. "I1 did not know it was so late."
" Wby, Harland, is this you ?" he asked, as he opened the

door. " No one ilI at home, I hope."
"No, sr; no sir," stammered the man, very unwilling,

now that the doctor's kind, sympatbetic face confronted him,
to tel! bis errand. " But-but- Is vour grandson at home,
sir? "

" At home, and in bcd these two hours past. You don't
want to sec bim at this time of nigbt, do you ?>'" Well, sir,'m much atraid yau're mistaken, sir. Unless,'ve made the biggest blunder ot my lite, Dr. Mason, I caught
him in my hen-yard just now, andt chased bim ail the way
borne here. He jumped in at yonder window."

The doctors face bad darkened more and more heavily as
the man spoke.

" Corne witb me," be said, gravely, wben Harland con-
cluded ; and leading the way, he took him upstairs to
Charlie's room.

The light Irorn the candle in bis grandfatber's band tel!
on the boy's face as it lay on the pillow, flushed and warm,
but apparently quiet in sleep. Dr. Mason glanced at bis
companion, then leaned over the bcd and spoke.

" Charlie!"
The name was softly uttered, and only a slow, somewhat

beavy breatbing answered him.
You mnust bave been mistaken ,"be said, turning to the

young farmer.
"I wisb I bad been, sir," rcplied the man sturdily, " but I

don't tbink it."
"But he could flot have fallen into s0 sound a sleep 50

soon atter such an excîting race."
" No, sir," was the sententious answer.
The doctor's face flushed. He bent again over the

supposed sîceper, and this time the boy's narne rang out in a
sharp, strong tone.

" Charlie 1"i
He sprang up at once, and glanced round bim witb a

startled look, his elbow resting on the pillow, bis brown eyes
lifted to bis grandfatber's stecm face.

"Wbat's the matter ?" he asked, quickly.
" This is the matter," replied Dr. Mason, drawing aside,

and pointing to Harland.
6'Sorne 1 ody sick? " asked Charlie, with a loiok ot vague

won der.

understanding bere, of course : but if there is anything more
t0 be said about it, I would be glad if you would take our
visitor downstairs, wbile I get up and dress myscîf. I will
follow you in ten minutes."

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN,

Nothing more perfectly innocent and open than the boy'swhole manner could be imagined. Harland hirnself was
almost deceived by it. He stook looking in amazement at
the speaker, very much inclined to doubt the evidence of bis
own senses. But Dr. Mason had been deceived before by
that innocent manner, and he was flot yet satisfied. Leaning
down, until his white head almost touched the brown curls,
he said earnestly,-

IlCbharlie, be honest and truc with me. Look into myface, my boy, and tell me wbetber you have been on Har-
Iand's farm to-night. Whatever fault you have been guilty
of, be truc to yourself and to me, and tell me, on your honour,
whether you have been there."

The handsome eves looked straight into the bending,
entreating face.

11I tell you, Grandpa, solemnly, that I have flot been
witbjn a mile of Harland's farm since sunset.1"

" Thank God for that !" said Dr. Mason, and lifted up
bis face, and looked at the farmer.

I think that there bas been some error," said he kindly.
Iarn sorry that you have been wronged in'this way again;

but I cannot believe that rny boy bas had anything to do with

IlI don't know how to believe that I'm mistaken, sir,"replied Harland in a doubtful, uncertain tone. Il I saw the
Young fellow go into :tbat window downstairs as plain as 1ever saw anytbing in my life. And as to these pants, I'd swear
to tbem in any court of "-

Harland pau3ed, and the doctor's beart stood stili ; for, asthe man in bis earnestness laid bis hand upofl the artice inquestion, a faint IlPeep, peep, peep," issued from the gar-ment. In another moment bis hand was plunged into tbepocket, and drawn out again, holding a small chicken,
drencbed and haIt suffocated in the mass of crushed eggs
wth whicb the pocket was filled.

A farther examination brougbt forth more eggs, ail brokenin the boy's flight and hasty disrobing of himself, and a brood
of twelve tiny chickens, just hatched, and every one dead.

But flot one word of triumph or vengeance did the
farmer utter. If he bad been alone with the false Youngmarauder, it is mfore than likely that he would bave dealtbirn Sumnary, and by no means ligbt, punishment ; for bislittle chickens were bis soul's delight ; and be was, besides
enraged at the deceit which had been, witb at least somemeasure of success, practised upon hirn. But the grey headbowed weariîy upon the wrinkled hand, as tbe doctor stoodwith bis clbow leant upon the mante!, bis pale face looking
steadfastlv down upon the now guilty face on the pillow, held
him silent.

And when Dr. Mason turned to him at last, saying, Il Ifyou would be kind enough to leave us until to-morrow morn-
ing at nine o'clock, I should be glad ;" he went from therooin with a low-spoken IlGood night, sir," as gentie and as
sad as if he had been leaving a house where death had cast
its shadow.

Some time had passed since Harland bad left the room,and stili Dr. Mason stood leaning against the mante!, looking
down at bis grandson without speaking.

" Well, Charlie," he said at last, as if he bad been waitingail this while in the hope that the boy migbt bave something
to sav wbich might in some measure palliate bis fault.

l.Well, sir," said Charlie, relieved beyond expression bybaving the long silence broken, and speaking with an cm-barassed laugh, "inm afraid that small chicken bas floored
me pretty thoroughly."

Then he cried out with a great cry, as if the boy hadstruck him with a knile so sharp as to bave cut to bis very
heart-

clDon't, don't ! 0 Charlie, Charlie!1" and turned awaybis face, and covered it with hands wvhicb trembled as Charlie
had neyer seen thcrn tremble before.

For a long wbiîc there .was silence again between theïn
until, unable any longer to endure the sight of the bent figureand drooping head, the boy crept out of his bed, and, touching
bis grandfather's shoulder, said gently,-

IIltri sorry, grand pa ; on mv word, I arn."
"On your word?" repeated Dr. Mason, without even

turning towards him. "What is your word ? Five yearsF iv e long years of the deepest, strongest love of my old heart,-five l ong years of the most watchful care and training thatI know how to give ; and this is aIl that I have donc ! Hecan look me firmly in the face, and tell me an unblusbing lie,
and then laugb at its exposurre !"

He seemed to be speaking to himself, in intense self-pity,
iatber than to bi& grandson, and after a little be turned andwalked slowly from the room as if he haci forgotten bis
presence.

Perhaps it was as well so. Perhaps no words of sterri
displcasure, no rcproach or tbreat of punishmient could bave50 humbled the boy, or bave made bis sin 50 hateful in bisown eyes, as thes. ight -of th, usully et onadn

( To be Continued.)

As a preventive of the Grip, Hood's Sarsaparilla basgrown into g reat favour. It fortifies the system and purifies
the blood.

Il EMPOIARY INSANTY."

It is often said that no one would commit suicide if hio
mind were in a heaithy condition. That rnay be 81a
however, of every other crime ; yet overmasteringjealOUB5Y
is flot held to excuse the murderer. In a very bad CSBO
that bhappened in a suburb of London a few years 0g0,
were a son, an officer in the army, after a long and crulel
persecution of bis father, finally killed bis fat ber ad thefi
shot himself, the jury brought in a verdict of "Wil">
Murder," and then one of IlTemporary Insanity' tb
parricide was buried in the same grave as bis victilni'l't
wreaths and crosses and Il floral tributes," and qll the ri"e
of Holy Churcb. There is, indeed, no such thing asidt01
porary insanty " lasting ten minutes, unless all powerf~

pagsonsareto e s desribd. nd ow oessuch te00
porary insanity differ frorn Satanic insýtigation ? There io
a mean between uncharitable harshness and teangto
of ail Gospel discipline. The clergy are the stewardsO O
God's mysteries, and are bound to guard thern and disPe"0,,
theni prudently. The great Ch urch movement of th'0
century was started by five letters from John 1{eD1ry
Newman to the Record on the revival of discipline 0
note of the true Church. The movement bas in 50nle
directions had marvellous succesa. In carrying 00b 1it
fii'st and best aim it lias had, alas ! no success at 911
Ckurchl and Queen.

MISS/O NA R Y WORLD.

I NDIA.
"The Brahmos have donc a giod work in their protC 5

against the evils of caste, and in cvery pubEc questiO fmorals they are generally on the right side. But as tbe.t
teacbing on sin and atonement is much the same as the Jî
tarians', tbey bave failed to impress on their followers
sense of the sinfulness of sin. They bave neyer rcached tl*
poor and uneducated, and at the present tirne their infiUlelc
is steadily decreasing.-Church Missionary Intelligence,-

IlThe Nortbwest Provinces lie between the P uniab 011'b
northwest and Bengal (or the Lower Provinces) on the goultb*
east. Througb the whole of their extent, fromn end tO ed
tbey are traversed by the two great sacred rivers, tbe ~fGeS0
and the Jumna. The Ganges, bursting in frorn the HimalaYts
on the plains at the peculiarly sacred place of Hlurdwar
(Haridwar, gate of Hani or Vishnu), holds the more nortbcrîl'
course, and flows past mnany large towns (Cawnpore anIin
the number) to Allababad, where the Jumna meets it, and the
two great rivers flow in one streani past Benares into BD
The Jumna fiows past the very sacred place of Muttra, p051
Agra and other large towns, and loses itself in the Ganges 3t
Allababad. The province is in an especial way the truc hOnle
of the noble old Aryan race. Mr. Sherring, in is ' HistOrV o
Protestant Missions in India,' speaking of the people Of tbý
Northwest Provinces, says :' In place of the stunted, dark
races of Bengal, of great vivacity, and of considerable kCC"'
ness of intellect, you bave a fine, stalwart people, taîl, stroDg*
limbed, often powerful, of noble presence, ready to fight, 0e
pendent, of solid rater tan sharp understanding. rhe
Bengali is proud, but it is because he is subtle and quick*
witted, and tbinks be is capable of overreacbing yoîl. The
Hindustani is proud, but it is hecause ofbhis trust in bis stron.9
arrn, because of bis long pedigree, because of bis well clti
vated, rnanly habits.' He further says : 1Hinduism iin the
fulness and maturity of its strength in these Upper Province5'
wberc it bas acquired a strong compactness of an almost in"~
penetrable character. Hence tbe greater difficultyv of the pre
gress of Cbnistianity in tbe northwest tban in Bengal, and, in~'
deed, tban elscwbere in India.' It was in these provin1ces
that the chie-f scenes of the Mutiny of 1857 were enacted, a11d
the narnes of many of its towns-Mcerut, Cawnpore, Ag~'

ctc.-are invested witb a sad significance to many in tbý5

country to this day. The great masses of the rural POPUll9
tion (the backbone, as they have properly been called, of the
populations of India) bave been, to a large extent, almost tIl'
touched. ' - Chitrc;t Missiozzary Inté1li-encer.

SLAVERY BY CONTRACT.
The Australian papers have for a long wbile teemned et

revelations about the contract labour slavery of the South 5eo
Islands, or what goes by the name of the II Kanaka-LbOUlf

these foreigners having carried off the rest. A few moofl'
ago the brig Tahiti was capsized with tbree hundied of tbC"
contract slaves aboard, aIl of whorn perished.
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