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AND SCHOOL.
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How to Keep a Secret,

SOIN viodet,” my mamme says,
A secret shoudd be ke pt s
Thead hier ay o papr
Lost nretit be fore | slept,
I heard her tdking in my room
With papa. soft and low,
*Seciots are kopt in vielet,”
Aned ' so glad T hnow ;
For I've the loveliest secret
I want to taltk about,
Of course I can’t tell any one,
Le~t it should be let out.
But I can tell the viclets,” =
Nl darted down the walk,
““You sce they're just the very ones,
For the violets don’t talk.”

Ti» violets heard a whisper,
A murmur soft and low,

Then warniugly she ended with,
“ You mustn’t tell, you know,”

I kuew her small fivst finger-tip
Was searred with needle pricks,
And that somothing was often brought
For dear mamma to fix.
Awd on my birthday by iny plate
A bandkerchief I found,
All suowy white amd neatly hemmed
With tiny stitches round.
“*Tis yours,” she cried, “T was so "fraid
1 could not get it done,
See all the stitches round the edge ;
I hemmed them every one.
It was a seeret.  Did you guess?
I kept it; no one knew,
'Cept mamma and the violets
"I'way being done for you,”
“"Pis beautiful,” I said, and kissed
Her shining curds of gold ;
And it was kept inviolate,
Fornot a violet told.
— Harper's Youny People.

A BOY'S FRIENDSHIP.

A Story of Boy Life in England.

CHAPTER IV. -
-,
A GOOD CHARACTER ALWAYS TELLS.

NDER his rough exterior,
David Grimston had a kind
and honest heart, and very
sincere was his grief to find
this lamentable evidence of

Frank’s complicity in the fish-poaching

at Church Meadows. Of course he

knew him, and, like all the people in
the village, had unbounded respect
for and confidence in the hoy; it
seemed quite impossible that Trank
could have engaged in such an expedi-
tion. But thero was the rod, with his
name on it! And yet the good name,
which was, in the Psalmist’s opinion,
far better than riches, seemed better
eviderico to the mind of honest David
that Trank was not guilty. How
often he had heard him talk to those
worthless fellows in the cottages down
the lane, urging them to give up their
bad" habits ; and -especially to remem-
ber that God had said, “Thou shalt
tlot steal,” and he would punish them,
whether they escaped the constable or
not! Such a kind-hearted, straight-
forward little fellow was Frank, no-

. body'had 4 %ord to say against him,

But there was the rod, with the
name on it. David lost several hours’,

sleep thal night, turning. over in his
mind the mystery ef the rod, and was |

| gl ol when morning vame, and e could
put on s hat and sally forth to make
quity, Peardug to cause trouble by
gomg duect ty the cottage, David
malde stivight for the blwkaniths
forge, The worthy man—f anything
a bit grimier than usual, but with the
same bright eye gleaming through the
coal-dust —bade him weleome,

“Well, David, and how's it with ye
this morning, my lad$”

“ Bad, Ben—bad 1"

“Lh! What's matter? Why, ye
look as fretted as a hoss with a stone
in its foot, Tlast fell out wi' th' Cap-
tain”

“No, Ben; I'm all right in that
quarter, as | suppose you would say,
CThank God, for it

“Yes, that T should, David. And
why not? TIsn't God good, then?
And can any of us say, looking at
what he has done for us these many
years, my ‘own right hand hath got-
ten mo the victory?"”

“I daresay you're right enough,
Ben, God is very good; though T
didn’t think that when my poor little
lass died in my arms a year ago como
Michaelmas.”

“Ay, I remember the dear little
heart ; but the Saviour has just done
what we read he did in the Gospels
—taken her in his arms and blessed
her, and will never let her hurt her
gentle feet in life’s rough road agen,”
| This reference to little Polly had
touched the old gamekeeper to the
quick. e stooped down, as if very
much interested in sowe old horse-
shoes in n corner, and on the rusty
surface of one of them fell two or
three big tears. Tho loud clanging of
old Ben’s hammer on the fiery iron he
held between his tongs, at this mo.
ment provenied him from hearing the
deep sigh which was heard from under
David’s velveteen waistcont, and the
choking words which struggled to his
lips: “The purty darling; my heart’s
a'most broke over it.”

In a fow moments more he had re-
gained his cothposure; xund, takihg his
seab just where Frank had always sat,
he asked Ben a question,

“Y say, Ben, do you really think
God always keeps from harm those
that trust in him$”

“Well, let’s 5o to the Word and
the testimony, David: ¢'I'he Lord pre-
servoth all them that love him 3’ then,
again, ¢ The righteous shall ba in ever.
lasting remembrance ; he shall not be
afraid of evil tidings; his heart is
fixed ; trusting in the Lord, his heart
is established, he shall not be afraid.’
These, and many others, David, are
the words of your namesaks, in his
Psalms”

“Ay, that seems very true, Ben;
and yet we do hear, now and agen, of
good folks getting into all sorts of
trouble, and‘sometimes disgraces, which
they don’t deserve.”

“ 8o it bo, David, for ‘in the world
we shall have tribulation ;* but Christ
will give his ixithful ones the victory

Jn-the end, make no misteke.”

“Well, Ben, that's very wmuch in
my mind just now.”

* What is it, lad? I fancied when
you enne in there was a bit of bother
m your face”

“Then the old gamekeeper told Ben
all his experivnces of the last evemng,
and finally how Frank's rod was
found, and how he could Hardly be.
lisve his own eyes,  Ie also explaived
that he could not find it in his heart
to go to the cottage with such sad ti-
dings, s0 he came straight there to the
forge for Ben's advice on the subject.

The blacksmith looked grave, and
folded his two arms, in decp thought,
“ Il never believe it of the young
master; there's some bad business at
the bottom of this, I'll be bound,
David.”

“But there was the rod, Ben —his
own rod—with his name on it.”

“ Well, my advice, David Urimston,
is, go and see Frank on the quiet,
without giving his poor mother any
trouble about it, and seeé what he
says.”

“That’s » good thought, Ben ; and,
please God, he may give a good ac-
count of himself, so that it may be
explained—leastways ehough to clear
him,” )

Teaving the forge behind him, old
Grimston strode through the village
in the direction of the place where
Prank lived, anxiously looking for-
ward, in the hope of secing him in
the road. But in this he was disap-
pointed. Not to be tarned off' his
quest, however, so ardently did he
wish to see the matter righted, David
knocked at the door, which was opened
by YFrank himself.

Such a fair, open countenance the
boy had, that the gawmeckeeper felt in
his heart ashiined of his business, nnd
half inclined to say nothing about it
after all,

So he chatted about many things ;
and thus tatking, they passed into the
garden at the back of the house,
Then David Grimston got very absent-
minded, returning foolish and evasive
answers to Traiik’s shmple inquiries,
for his mind reverted to the scenc of
the previous night, and what kind of
explanation he would be able to give
Captain Starkie on the morrow ; so,
mustering up all his resolution, he
looked Trank in the face, and said
abruptly i—

“ Master Frank, did you go out last
night 1 :

“Yes, Grimston.”

“I wish you had said *No," my hoy
—it would have made me happy.”

“Why ¥

“ Because—well—there's something |
wrong ; and I thought—no—I didn’
really think—but, perhaps, you might
know something about it.” :

“What is it? I will do my best.”

“Whers is your rod, MasterFrank

The boy got up from the tree-stump
where he had been sitting, and walked
to the little shed. Opening the doar,.

is. looked in ‘wein fir the rod, sud

turned upon the gamekocper a fa.
fall of dismny.

“ Grimston, its not herot
ean it ho¥”

W here

“1 ean tell yon, Mastor Frank, 1t
is safely lodged in wy kitehen ey
board.”

*You got it! Why, however dul
it come into your hands? Ilave yon
beon having a joko with me, Griw.
ston”

“No, my boy; far from that. |
only wish, in my heart of hearts, it
was & joke,”

*What.do you mean? Is anything
wrong 1  Pray tell me, please!”

“Yes, my dear boy, T will; and T
hope you will not take offence, for I
feel as sure us 1 stand here that you
are not to hlame,”

“ Ga on, Grimston, please,”

“Well, your rod was picked up in
Churel Meadows last night, and I've
got one youny fellow, who was poach
ing for fish there, and he said he had
a compatiion who owned the rod, and
that rod was yours, with the nawe cut
ot the thickest part.  ’m suve there's
no mistake about it being yours.”

“ But, Grimston, I was not there.
On my word of honour believe me;
and 1 know nothing of it, except that
Squire Christie’s son asked me to go
with him some days ago.”

“Oh, did he? Well, I'm glad to
know that, for it was that young ras-
eal who tried to lay the blame on you,”

“Onmet Why should he do that?
I am innocent; indeed I am, Grim-
ston.”

“I thoroughly believe you, dear
boy ; so don't distress yourself like
that. But what bothers mo is, that
Captain Sturkie will want to know all
about it tomorrow, and will ask to
see the rod.  And what am I to say
to him¥”

“Tell hitm ¥ am {unocent ; or, if you
like, T will come and say it myself.”

“So I will; but then there’s the rod.”

Frank thought a minute, and in
that quiet interval lifted up his heart
to his heavenly CGuide to lead him
nright fn his trial,

“The best thing, Grimston, will be
for me to go with you to the Captain’s
house, nnd we will sen George to-
gether, and he will clear me of this
before you.”

The pian was soon accepted by
Grimston, who was only too glad to
gt a chance of putting the matter
straight, and getting Frank from
under this cloud of suspicion.

They had more than a mile to walk,
crossing the fiolds by the stile at the
end of the lane.

Little was said on either side for
soveral minutes, Frank, with his
sensitive nature, was feoling de8ply
the wrong which had heen done him,
and hoping and praying in his heart
that a way might be opened for his
escape. He looked up at the blue
sky, with its light fleccy clouds sailing

overhead, and listened to the birds
singing cheerily im the trees. And
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