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B¥THE YOUNG MIDSHIPMAN. loved him so? Did he ti." .k that she her long lettars, dusciibing his adventurbus,

gibok ed across the placid bay, would say it over softly to Lersclf as she | changeabl life, tho strange cumpanions by
oht of the homestead far away, 'sat alone in her rooin ? - whom he is surrounded, the wonderful
o brothers youny and sisters fair - The home days were over. The bubies, , Senery of the wild western wotld. It was
d offer up a daily prayer, with their sweet ways, their joy-giving and all intensely enjoyed, but beticr thau il
Btheir loved sailor-boy might be ‘their trouble-making, had grown tc noisy * were the love phrases that shuwed the sutia’
 froza the perils of the affectionate heart, 1 wonder

if the “ bays " know huw dear
they are to their mothers, and
how lttle attentions, little

ea.

cmed to see his mother's

ace, . L
. . gifts, tender words, flying visits,
bl]hel: tender Ia;t:lzm.bra:? . cheer and warm the hearts that
essing soqnded A have borne the test of years

o and sorrows,

brought th’ involuntary
tear;
yet the sailor-boy was

Life is a hitle chilly to
mothers whose homes are the
things of the past. Evenif they

. is i remain in the old home, the
loved bis life upon the rooms seem very bare andsilent
e after the children are gone. It

is as if summer had tlown,
with its nests and bird songs,
and autumn winds were blow-
ing. Then the love of the
sons and daughters is like
gunshine of warm fires to the
hearts that sadly miss them,
Let us hope there are many
sons who write, “My dearest of
mothers.” — Congregat tomalist,

age, young sailor! brave
i at heart
‘always had a tender part;
thinks upon his mother's
i face ,
bring his country no dis-
jgrace ;
B he'll more bravely dangers
o dare
p thinks upon his mother's
K prayer.

——— -

“SAVE ALL THI BITS.”
I keMEMBER a busy tman who
had very Lutle tuue for read-
ing or study, bat whose mind
was 8 petfect alute huse of
hbour at an island farm- infurmativn oo almust every
pe where we were sojoura- Tir Youxa MIDSHIPMAN subject. ““How does it happen
“My deatest of mothers.” S B that you know go much more
friend was & widow, and her son,. an|boys, then to self-asserting men, they were than the zest of us?” 1 asked him one
tionate, talented fellow, was engineer- |out in the world making their way, brains day. “Ob,” said he, “I never had time
in Idaho. In ome of his late letters he | busy, thoughts absorbed, hearts full, yet ito lay in a regular stock of learning, so
i said at the close, “ And now, my dear- |here was one who remembered the mother,, Lsave all the bits that come in my way,
.f mothers, good-bye.” still in middle life, loving and needing love and they count up a good deal in the
}d he guess, T wonder, how- the little [the same as when her boys were her very ,course of a year.” His example is worthy
giog phrase would please the heart that |own in the dear child's home. He wrote , of imitation.

3% SWEET WORDS.

gBMY dearest of mothers.”

gpard the words repeated in
f tones by my next-door
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