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THE CHURCH SWALLOWS."
HY F. C. ARMHTRONG, ) :
Where il you spend the winter, Bwallow,’
‘When all the hills were plled witlisnow,
And the crucl winds, with shoat and halla,
Came nud beat nt wy window sot

The treen were wrecked, for the flerce winds
caught theu, .
Anad wreatled with thess the Hyvelong dsy ;.
Now they are buddiog ; for sprivg had sought
them § )
Wintor is over amd gone away,

Baclk you como, ‘you faithless rover !
T'o your co-uy nouk in the churoh-roof high,
Junt when the niow and the rain are ever,
Aud the angry wind and froat gono by.

‘[he poor little niarrows forgot to bo merry,
And fluttered around ua all forlorn,

For the froat ne'ee loft then a single berry
On holly-bush, rowsn-tree, or thorn.

And gay Cockrabin was doleful and dreary,
With feathora stuck out in n hrown puff-bhall;
And the thrushes forgot their carol cheery 3
Tho Mackbirds sasg never s song /b all.

But you llow away, when winter came near you,
" :¢{T'o somo hright country over the sen,
“{¥hare goliden fruit and gay flewem cheer you.

- fwallow! Swallow! what any you to me?

Ve bin merry llfe, now-comer,

.- ‘Naver & snow-aliower troubleth you ;

" Your yearn arc el ono perpetual summer,
T'he skien sbove you nre always hlue.

Answor mo Swatlow! flitting and flylng
Hither and thither nll the long day-~

Why doyon gu when summer is dying?
Whero do you iy to? why don’t you stay!?

Child, we fly as our Iistinet leads 4 5
Whither, wo dare not anawer to-dav;

Why, wo know not; svime stronyg Power speeds
1us,
W quention not, reazon not—only oliey,

Not at our will is our journey taken ;
Not at our pleasnre we eross the sea;
“"Tis the inslincls within which ever awaken
Fhe reatless longing, whato'er it bo,

Tt leads s on ~we follow, follow,
O'er wnator of waters, o'vr deserts hare,
O, hiuman chiild ! eaid the litting swallow,
We tenvel beueath the Tnther's eare !
—From Sunduy.
———reey Al I s

FROM SHADE INTO SUNSHINL

——

(Continued).

“Stay hero,” sho gasped, “don’t follow
we,” and giviog the frightoned boy one
convulsive clasp, she turnwd and began to
doscenl the steps.  llow slowly, ah!
how alowly ! though sho strained every
norve, and bruised her foot and hands
against the rock—was sho under a dread-
ful spall =—Wore the moments turned
into yoars until sho reached tho bottow 1
—And then—there would be none re-
moining to save him. At last ! her feet
were -on the sands, alseady moiat and
heavy with the approaching water. It
was somo  distance—ah ! if hor atrength
could but hold out to rench it. A pas-
siouale, voicrless prayer wont up from her

wlo lips—*‘Christ, help mo to save him I
gho was beside him on her kuces, he
lying with his rosy foco resting on his
arni, and a littls heap of shells and sea-
wead beside. him,  Alvoady, tha sea was
dnshing against tho rocks o fow yards
further. “Como, Irankie, quick—this
iustant,” The child rubbed his oyos, and
looked steopily, half frightoned into her
face. “Whut's the matter, Lettis | You
frighten me—why do you. want o earry
me?” “Run, then run, the wavea aro
close—God holp us ! Roused now, nnd
understanding il all, Frankie caught her
hand, and kooping closo to the foet of
the cliffs they Hed with allthe speed they
could in the direction of tho steps.

“On came the waves triminphantly, rell-
ing their masses noarer and nearer, filling
tha air with snowy showers of spray, nnd
with the tumult of their voices. Oncane
one, ‘like the leader of the rest, groater
than any that had gone before, rising inte
sn awful curve: of darknsess, odgod with
dazzling white, swelling mote and mors,
and thea brenking: into sullen thunder,
They were wet-to the skin with tho
hieavy spray and kueé-deep in waler, but
it had fallen short of them. A few yards
mote; Frankie's strongth = was. gone;
Charlotte seized him in her arms, strug-
gled forward, and reached the foot of the
atepa just ns another great wave gathered,
and was abeut to discharge itself against
the rotks. - With one last eflort, she
pushed the child befors her, and, siill

holding fast; graaped the iron rail -which
was at hot side, andfell forward - while
the water broke over her. It drew back
to collect its strength -for another om-
alanght, .and_ Charlette struggled to her
feot, and, almost fainting  from "prosira-
tion, surmounted four or five steps more,
dragging Fraukio after- her.  Here Char-
lie met them, wild with excitement and
alarm.  Charlotte clasped the childron o
her broast, and kneoling down, strovs to
utter in Troken words Ter thankfufness.
When they had gained the Hiule_plntfor.m
thoy rostedd for o while, and then. again
st forward. - I¥ was._past sumset when
thay reached the cottage, Charlolta ulterly
exhausted, with aching Jimbs snd throb-
bing hend, and shivering with cold.
Not ovon her anxiety not to alarm her
motlicr could enable her o utter more
thay u fow fnint words in explanation of
their Into arrival, and for tho first time
for yenrs sho suffered Mys, Power to put
her in bed like a child, -

The next morning I'rankie was almost
liimsell, but Chnrlolte’s lustréless oyes
and flushed chooks alarmed her mother.
Ag the day wora on, her lassitude inereas-
e, strugelo as sho wonld against it, and,
onthe following day she waa unable to rise.
Charlie was sent io Bayonune, for the doc-
tor, who pronounced that nervous fever
had set in, and that a nurse must he pro-
carod immediately. He would himself
send a sister of charity from the eity. It
is nevdless to dwell upon the distress of
the poor mothor, distresa which did not
vont itsell in tears, ofincapacitato her,
delicafo as she was, from doing.all that
could Lo done for, her child, for she was
vory streng in hor love and ondurance.
The nurse came, and all was hushed ot
the cottage. Theit kind old friend, the
curé, had insisted upon tho hoys nccom-
pinying bim to his house, where they
ahould remain, he said, until Charlette
was up ngain, and where Mrs. Pawer
knew they would be well cared for, and
happy.  The old man 'snid he would
lhimself como each-day to enquire for

Neette chere ot Bomie fille, and would

always hnvo a messenger at hand to send
to Bayonne, if needful. Mrs. Power's
eyes thankerd him more than werds could
have done, and he brushed - a tear “frotn
liis own as ho left her. o was a simple
old man, a kindly soul, and “heraties or
not, he loved thom.”

The fever continued its course. Weary
daya and nights followed with o terrible
unreality about them which made them
appear like an opprossive dream. Who
has not pnssed through such ? when ox-
cossive nnxioty brings -ita own antidote
and soems lo hlunt the watcler's consei-
ousness of him or herself.  Terrible they
nre to romomber oven though the watch-
ing hns not been in vain, and the loved
patient hns lived to mnke up for them
by his presonce. It was hard for the
mother to see her child's strength failing
day by day under the liold of the fover;
or tosce tho fictitious strength which
came iu itv nlace, brightoning the oyes,
dying tho choek crimson, mnking the
pulse fty, putting strange words upon
the torgue, Hardest of all to see that she
did pot know her, thatshe hnd pnssed|
into o strange land of draame and fan.
oies anil had lost consciousnoss of the
lovo that watched beside her pillew.

Yet the doctor told Mrs. Power that,
at lior daughtor's age and with har con-
slitution there was good ‘hope of her
recovery, ‘The strength did: not fail too
rapidly, and ho had noe fear but that the
crisis would bring n favorable turn. She
would of course be terribly prostrated

had no fear 0s to the result. Aund so
indeed it camo to pass. Three dreadful
woeks went by ; the crisis was over and
Charlotte aftor n deep sleep which had
Jasted for hours awoke to the conscious-
ness of her mother’s presonco. The Inst
flush of sunsot rested on Mrs, Power's
faco as she sat near the window beside
the bed ; her hands wore clasped, her
lips moving in prayar. “ Mother,” said
o soft, faint veice in a tono the mother's
ear had not lieard fer weeks, “ have I
boen very il11” and Mrs Power sank- on
herknees besido her child in speechless
groditude.  The doctor had  prophested
tightly. Charlotie’s strength was terribly
prostratod and for many weeks she wos
quito unequal to the smallest exertion,
She could scarcely recognize. her ewn
white face, s0 delicate .in outline and
with such dark shadews round the hotlow
eyes whon she first saw its reflection after
her ' illness, and - could ~ have . almest
dyubted: her own identity when she com-
pared hor present helplessness with the
strongth and energy which she had ‘pes-
seased a-couple of months before. Then,

long before she was equal {0 it, came the

and need groat care for some time, hut hel

feverish - longing to be at wurk - again.
How were the expenses of her illness te
be met?  How were they tolive if she
did not work 1. She told the doctor that
he must give her leave to recommence
her -lessons, - Ie replied thot. if she
wanted to-be n confirmed invalid for-the
rest of -the winter she might-attempt it;
to’which Charlotte in an unnerved stale
replied by a flood of tears. These were
indecd dark days, days of the heaviest
trial which Charlotte had ever known,
forto have Jost the power of exerfing
hersolf on_her mcther’s behalf, was o he
poor indeed. -“But it was now that Mms
Dower's:gentle fortitude and unwavering
trust wore of such infinite servico to thom
both, for Charlotte could not suffer her-
self to repins when that screne face re-
buked her for se doing, and during her
tedious convalescence she learnt a lesson
of tho truest and higheat pationce snd
“ how sublime a thing it is te suffor and
bo strong."” .

At length with early Spring Chatlotte
wag ablo to resume hor Jessond, but, slas,
many of her pupils had deserted ber for
a new master who had settled in the
town, -This was bad nows indeed, but,
though with nsense of deep discourage-
ment, she set o work ence more amd
found some compensation in the warm
reception which she met with from gome
of her old pupils who thought there was
no one to equal celle chere demoiselle who
who had always:leen so unwearied in her
endeavers to improve thom. It must not
be supposed that Charlotte had for-
gotten her manuseript. One of hor first
inquiries after hor iliness had- been
whether there wero no lettors for her.
But none had come and as {ime went on
sho felt that it was hoping against hopo
to supposo that the editor hnd accepted
it. Surely she would have heard Iong
since to thnt offect. Yet whenever n
loitor from England chanced to como,
which as not of frequent ocourrenco, hor
heart beat quick with a vague expectation
which waa destined again and again to
disappointment.

{T'o La Continuod).

TO TEACHERS.

Do you appreciate the faet that men
and women frequently have their whole
lives moulded in childhood?

Do you know that possibly all the re-
ligions instruction a child gots he re-
ceives from you?

Do you know that most children be-
liove what their teacher says as much ns
what their paronts says, and that, there-
fore, you are having a very large share in
moulding the relizieus and moral charne-
ter of even thoso children who enjoy
pious surroundings at home 7

Do you know that none of us are
sufficient to perferm thoe oflice of a teach-
or without Divine help?

Do you consider these matters while
preparing your instruetion?

Do you care ns much as you ought for
tho salvation of tho senls of the children
committed to your care?

Do yousknow whether they all have
been baptized? :

What are you doing to bring the
unbaptized to veceive that sacranient?
~What nro yeu doing to induce the
children to attend the services of the
Churcht - ‘
How often do you remomber that the
Church roquires that children hear ser-
moug, as woll as. loarn the Creed, the
Lord's Prayer, Jand the Ten Command-
ments} N
Wlhat are you doing to induce the
children to live soborly, honestly and
purelyl .

What are you doing to bring the chil-
dren 1o Confirmntion and the Lord's
Supper'—Exrchange.

AN EXAMPLE.

WnEx Vidal, now ene-of'the most
distinguished sculptors of -France, be-
came suddenly blind, . he refused to
credit the assertion of his physician that
the terrible aMictien muat be a permanent
one.
and the doubt with the -most. liareic de-
termination; and- when at -last he was
obliged to accept the medical diagnesis as
eorrect, he grave in like a brave man. -

“You will find,” eaid the dector, “that
your ethor senses will gradually bécoins
more acute, especially . the sdnss of feel-
ing. If you porsist o your art with
half the courage- and Yesolution that you
have shown in fightitig me; you-will be-
come a8 famous-witheut: your eyes as yeu
would have been ‘with them,” - - -
So Vidal, gratified: and ‘soothed, went

to work; and kept to'-yoi-k. The educa-

For awhile he feught the  disease|

tion of the sensa of feeling, even quick-
enedl as it was -by the- destruction of the
optic nerve, was a most difficult under-
taking and to a mon of less patience and
courzge - -would have been -impossible.
When = after considorable practico he
found that he could “see aliftle with his
fingers,” his delight was unbounded.

*Perhaps,” he said, “the good Gop
is to give me ten eycs imstead of two,

degervo them!” : &

Time thnal tries ull things, and settles
all things, proved that this hope was not
unfounded, and it came.to pass that
YVidal could not only do better ‘work
than he ever did, but wasa more ecom-
petent critic of his neighbor’s work than
when hecould use his oyes.

“Keep still, now,” -tho artists say,

“Vidal is about le feel of my statue;”
and this mcans lo bring them everything
that is correct in art jndgment. .
Vidal's favorite subjects are animals,
and since his blindness he has received
more than one medal frem the Salon fer
kis wonderful pewer and skill. in medel-
ing. .

Vidal's labors and experience ahould be
a comfort to his blind brothers nnd sisters
all over the world. Like him they should
say-thankfully, “Perhaps the good Cop
will give me ten eyes instead of two. ' —
Selected.

DISCIPLINE OF THE YOUNG.

The oldest son of President Edwards,
congrtulating a friend for haviag a
family of sems, said to him with much
onrnesiness, ** Remember, there is hut gne
mede of family movernment. I have
brought up und educated fourteen boys,
two of whom I brought up, or rather
suffered to grow up, withont the rod.
One of these was my youngest brother,
and the other Aaron Burr, my sister’s
only son, Loth of whom had last their
parents” in their childheod ; and from
both my ebservation and experionce, I
tell you, sir, 2 maplo sugar government
will naveranswer.. Boware how you let
the first act of disobedience in your little
boys go unnoticed, and, unless ovidence
of repentance be manifest, unpanished.”

“Of all the sermons I'have ever heard
long or short, this has Leen the mast use-
ful, so far as the world is concorned. It
is a salutary lesson, to be prayerfully
pondered by all parents and guardians
The Bible laysdown four great tules, in-
volving the four great elements of the
suceessful treining of children—prayer,
instruction, example, and restraint. And
it is doubted if a solitary case can be
found where the child has ‘net followed
in tho footsteps of the pious parent,
when these rales have been adopted ;
on the other hand, if but only one has
been neglected, it may have been the
ruin of the child. '

Romember, Christian parents, it is not
eneugh to pray for, er cven with your
children, if you do mot also instruct
them, if your own example contmdicts
your tesching; and in vain will be the
prayer, the instruction, the example, if,

you, “restrain them not.” But let all be
found unmited, and you may, trust in
God that He will-fulfil His promisc,
and that your childrea will grow up te
sorve Him, snd to bless you for your
fidelity to their highest interests.

He that repents every day for the sins
of every day, when he comes to die will
have the sin but of one day te repent of.
Lven reckonings make long friends.—J,

H, Evens.

Ir ome is fnr,"behi'ﬂd his work the
thing to-de is, not to worry or to wait
ltl)]nger,,but,coolly and resolutely.to push
ahead.. . . . B

i
- -

Tae greatest anemy of religion isa cold
heart in the man who profasses it.. - And
the greatest cause of a cold-heart is a

noeITow ljoad,':: e e
Chibbyen's Begartment,
“TRUST AND WAL,

“ Way. was T ever broi;ght; here 1’
cried ‘a wild roge slock, as it stood .bare

tiful trees of ‘the - sama. speciés, whoss
ﬁow@rﬁ,‘di-q'v_;dfy:'si‘f and ‘hue; breathie
fragrance on the air of_tha. brizht sun

mer mmoiming. - “ Why waa L ever taken
from my native hedge row, ‘where the
bees sipped -honey from my blossoms,

and if this is so, what will I not do to

like Eli, when your children de wrong, |

7 hardly knew of its existenco..

and leafless among a dozen or more beau-|;

and the butterflies sunned themselves
among my brmuches ”

* And who are you " sid a beautify]
whilo rose, ns she bent gracefully for.
ward. :

“Iamnow a dried up, useless stigk ”
replied thestoek 3 1 rous the beauty and

- | pride of :a conntry lane, my flowers the

delight of the village children, and nany
atired traveller a3 ho passed by was re-
freshed by my soft fragravee. These
happy days are over forever ; my leaves
my Howers, my branelies, all are torp
froa mo’; and to agoravate my troubles
[ am placed here to be reminded );;—
your life and beauly of what I was, ang
what I &m.”

After the stock -censed speaking,
there was a sorrowful pause amgne h;z:
hearers ;. then the whitc rose said -

“ Do not be cast down, my poor friend
you are not tho only one thus aﬁlicred,'
Took at mo; I was once as you are:
Tam what you may bhe.”

The stock euly answered sadly :

“Itis impossible that your sorrows can
have been ns great as wine; I cannot
think that my troubles make me
better, but worse.”

“Then trust,” said her companion
“trust and wait." :

*Trust and wait 1" echoed {hey alt,
and richor perfume seemed breathed
from their many colored floawers: and
the breezo caught up the sound, and lore
it over hill and dale 1o a Jovely wood,
where a nightingale sav silent; and so
scautiful seomed the words to the hinl,
that, springing upward to the loftjest
bough of astately olm, ho terned them
into music, ad the seunds Hoated back
agsin to the garden, and wero echoed in
tho songs of thrush and the linnet, till
“Trust and wait I” seemed whispered and
warbled all ronnd the stock.

*Do they all say sof" thought sho;
¢ then I will tryto do it.”

By and by a tiny graft was ingerted by
the gardener juto her stem ; but sho
scarcely rotieed it.

‘It makes little difference what they
do with me now,” she -thought; “the old
days can nover return.  Still, [ will
trust and wait " - E

And so sho did, till summer faded into
autumn, and ‘the winter laid his icy
hand upon the pgarden.. The flowers
hung their heads when they felt his cold'
breath, and the leaves fell sadly from the
trees as the nutumn wind warned them-
of his appreach: the thrush and the
nightingalo were heard 1o moro; but
from the bare branches where they used
to sing, the same words of hape came to
the rose stock in the shrill iones of the
robin ; for “ Trust and wait " wns the
burden of its song also.

At lost winter's icy  reign was over,
from the hard ground the smewdrop
raised its modost head, and the pale,
aweet foces of the primroges smiled
among their broad leaves. To the stack,
teo, & change came; leaves decked her
once bare stemn, and now lifs seemed to
thrill through every fibre.

“But my sweet blossoms ave gone for
ever!” she thought.

Still the retwrning swallows brought
the samo messnge as the nighiingale and
robin had befere, for they twittered
“Trust and wait!" as they. sported in the
sunshine: abovo her. All her companions
sprang into flewer at the musical call of
June, but no bud appeared among her

Aoy

‘lleaves ; yot the stock was content, for

she ind almost  learnt her lesson: and
once more summer was succeeded by
autumn,-and autwmn by winter, Winter
fled at approach of -spring, and again all
things wore awaking into life. Thae rose
stock was covered with -large, heautiful
leaves, and ameng them unknown to any
‘but tho dew drops -and.the sunbeams, a
tiny bud was growing. Each day it be
came larger and  stronger, -and yet so
gradual was its growth, that the steck
But one
morning when the sun was taking his
first' peep. through- the parted curtains of
the eéast, she awoke, and. there, among
her leaves, rested a lovely fiower of deep-
est crimson; bathed in dew drbps, which

" {the morning ‘sunbeams wers turning into
-Aa eluster . of gems:: - For - sama’ minutes

the tree (a wild rose - stock no longer)
gazed i wondering: delight at her beau-
tiful offspring; then she turned towards
her friend, the white rose, and ‘whispered
softly: - oo s

.“Look at the end of my - watting, the
réward of all - my érust/"—Farly Days.

taacher : —*I-ain’t & ¢omin" 14 mere ¢
to-day ; Iatn’t a goin-1d be-turned: over
to.any fellow as turns-up. I like to have

a teacher as belongs to you.”

A 'SCHOLAR'S -commeént oni an- irregular




