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In the Sea Islands,
BY LAURA E. RICHARDS,

LIFR fu the fair Sca Islands,
Oh, but it onco was gay !
Soft lay the sea about them,

Aund Inughed like o child at play. J

Soft hung the sky above them,
And woe could not tell for true
\Whether above ot below us
Wero the deeper, sweeter blue,

Hoary and gray were the l:ve-oaks,
And jewel-bright were the flowers,
Anpd loug snd sweot the days went by,
With song to mark tho hours.

For the children sung at their playing,
And the elders sang1u the ﬁcl({);

And seldom a trouble came that way
But might with a song be healed.

‘Down on the fair Sea Islands
Came driving the winter storm

White and gray was his mantle,
And wild was his shrouded form.

Up sprang the sca to meot him,
Down crushed the sky in wraths
Terror and desolation
Followed his onward path,

Up sprang tha sea in madness,
And flung itself far ashore,

And over the fair Sea Islands
It swopt with a m’ghty roar.

Then ross the crying of children,
The groans of stricken men;
And wemen clasped their babies,
And fled for their lives amain.

But where, when the skies are falling,
When the waters are heaping high,

When cabin and hut are crashing,
Where shall the people fly?

John Reyuolds’ wife, in her doorway,
Counted her children all,

¥rom Mary, the €ldest daughter,
To the baby sweot and swall

:And ono she bound to her shoulder,
And one she held to her breast;

Buat—* God ab mercy,” she faltered,
¢ How kin I sabe the rest?

“+¢Take littls Jake in you’ arms, Mary,
An’ hoY’ him tight an’ close!

An'"Benny kin keep to his feet, maybe;
Bat who's gwine to take my Roea?

“ Four-year-old iittle Rosy,
An’ ncber a chile more dear;
Come, heney, close to you' Mammy,
An’ cuddle besido me here !

- -

¢ Four-year-old littlo Rosy,
AR here is de babies threo

Dat Mammy an’ Mary mus’ carry,
Wid neber a hand lef’ free.

“ What, Benny? Why, chile, you' crazy!
You're lame as 1t 15, an’ weak;

De Lord know best if you hab a chance
You' owa little lifo to scek.

¢ You wantin’ to carry Roay?
My lamb, shc's heaby as you?

We mus’ pray. to de Lord and leabe her ;
De aint nothin® elsc to do.”

But Benay rdised his patient head ¢
s 3ammy, I's small, dat’s true ;

But Jesus Christ is & tall man,
An’maybs he'il help us through .

Down cxme the fiood npon them;;
The mother was swept apart,

With a baby bound to ker shoulder,
\¥ith o baby clasped to her heart.

And vow shie drifted, dnfted,
And niow sho touched and.clung,
‘Buk still in the battling darkness
She kept her mother s tonguo;

And hushed ths babe at her bosom,
And hushed the babo at her back,

And called to the daughter Mary, .
Thivtigh the torrent’s ush and wrack,

Dawn on the fair Sea Islands
Broke with a deeary light 5

And pever the southern sun looked down
Andisaw:quch aiwofal sighte .

Ruis, a5d death, and ruin;
Sorrow andbitter pain;
And many atleep in cho tangle

. a¥ie

o never'would whké again,

Oh ! the lavughing lips laid silent !
Oh ! the dark eyes dim and veilod |
Oh ! the cries to God for pity,
Sinco earthly pity had failed

John Roynolds’ wife, in the desert
Where lately a gardon amiled,

8at brooding like & nesting nrd
Gver each rescued child.

Aud cmoothed the curls of this oae,
And rocked it on her arm,

And bade the othor bless the lord,
Who kept it safe from harm.

Cheerfully she and Mary
Spoke now and again to each other,
But nought they said of the baby Rose,
And nooght of the litile brother,

Yet over their eyes went seebing
Through the ruin waste a~d wide;

And they did not look at each other,
But turned their heads aside.

What is it, there in the willows,
That stirs, and moves, nnd wakes?

What sound is this, “wtd the hush of death,
Like an angel’e voice that breaks?

What sight is this, that the woman falls
To her knees in the wet and slime;

That the maiden weeps, who hasshed no tear
In all the fearful timo?

Oh 1 the little, weary figuro,
Tattered and bruised and torn,
With the heavy child on his shoulder,
Axd his face cll gray and worn !

But oh ! the joy in his sweet dark oyes,
As when the heavans rejoice ; )
And’oh | the sound of a seraph's song
In his trembling volce that cries :

*“P's got her! I’s got her, Mammy {
I’s brought her safe'to you.

I-tol’ you Christ was a tall man,
An" ho done brought us through!”

BAXTER'S SECGND INNINGS.

PROFESSOR -DRUMMOND.

CHAPTER 11
SLOWS: AND TRE OASTLE THAT WAS TAKEN
WITH A SINGLE GUX.

Hgzrr Baxter’s beef-téa came in. This waz
the old cook’s institution—everybody who
stayed at huné:from church bad dlways to

take -beef-tes. VWhile he was sipping it the

monologue went on.

¢* When the bowlel sees you are-up to.
awifts,” resuméd the captain, “¢ho turns-on
slows. YVhat makes them deadly is that
they look so insufferably stupid. They comne
dribbling along the pitch znd you slog at
them gaily—with the probable alternative of
being ‘caught’ if you hit, or *bowled ’ if you
miss. Good slows are about as diabolical as
anyfhing in that region can be—and that’s
saying o good deal. The average boy is
fairly proof against a very big temptation ; it
is the littls ones that phige mirchief.”

“ Hovw’s that 1 ” asked Baxter, Iaying down
his-cup.

¢ We are mostly too proud to go wrongina
big way. Notorious sins are bad form; but
when quiet temiptations come, which no one
knows about, oven the_ stroagest may bresk
down. Then of courso there’s the other side.
One thing that keepa us up in great matches
is the epplanse of the spectators. But on the
weok-days, when we are practising alone
against the slow monotony of a private sin,
thero is no crowd to cheer us when wo win
or to hiss at us when wo lose. Theso are
realiy the great days, Baxter. They are the
decisivo battles of & boy'a Life.”

*Bot mnat a fellow meet every ball,”
said Baxter, ‘“‘every miserable little slow?
If ho's a good all-round man, is that not
cnough t”

¢ What do you .mecan?” said the captam.
*“Do you mean that if we aro nincty-nine

rta it does not matter if the haudredih
part i3 a little shady ?

¢1knowT'm wréng,” said Baxter, “‘hut
sarely wa aro not mesnt tobe all saint? Take
your three wickets, for instance. T'm quite
aware that if one is down tho rest are down;
but su a follow keeps =il these fairly
standing—Duty, lonour, Unsclfishness—
what.morte aced ho care for1™

¢t Baxter, . you have forgotion something.
There are moro than wickets.”

“What?” .

* Bails,” sald the capiain.

Bexter waseilent. N

WY'%ve 1oit several”“matchas that way,«

Baxter. Stumps all standing; only orve
missrablo inch of a bail 0. No, wo must
plsy a whole game—~no meakin?

i But I'll tell you someotbing® more. J
belisve temptation somctimes does nothing
but bowl at the bails. Some players are so
much on their guand that it would bo useless
trying anything else. I auppose you kpow
that overy boy has some wea int to which
nearly all the bowling is directed ? "

* How do you mean?”

“ Well, each boy has his own temptation—
different i datlerent cases, but always some
ono thang which keeps comng back and back
—back aud back, day after duy till o is ticed
and sick. What though he score off all the
other balls if this one takes him? It's mot
pvew sins that destroy & mau; it's the dnp,
drip, drip of an old one.

* Have you ever heard of the eastle which
was taken with a single gun?  Itstood on the
Rhine, and its walls weres yerds thick, und
the old kaight who lived iu it langhed when
be saw the cusemy came with only » ringle
cannon. But they plunted the canuvo on a
Iittle hill, and all’ day loog they loaded and
fired, and loaded nud fired, without over
moving the muzzie an inch. Evory shot
struck exactly the same spot on the wall, but
the tirst day passed and they had scarcel
scratched the stone.  So the old knight dra.nﬁ
up his wine cup, and went to his bed in
peace. Day after duy the cannonade went on,
and the moro they fired the louder the kpight
laughed, and themore wine ho drank, and the
sounder beslept. Atthe cndofa week onestone
was in-splinters; in o month the ono behind
§t was battered to powder; in ten months a
breach was made wide enough for the enemy
to enter and capture the castle. . That is how
a boy’s heart is most often taken. X1 hadany

advice to offer anybody I should say, Beware

of the slow sins—the old recorring temjitation,
which is powerful uot 80 mucain what it s or
in what it does once, but in the awful patipnce
of its continuance. It is by the ceastless
battery.of A commonplace temptation that the
moral Tiature is undermined and tho citadel of
great souls won.”

Here the captain paused. Baxter lay
very still, as if he had fallen ealeep. His
wisitor rose gently and made on tiptoe for
the door. Ee was opening :t when the boy
exclrimed :

« And what about tho screws?”

I thought you were nsleep,” said tho
capiain. ‘1 wasafraid J bored you.”

] was never moze awake in my life,” said
tho'boy. . “*1 was thinking. All that's new
toma. If.vou don’t mind I should like to
hear the rést”

] protest;” urged the captaia; **——
bat T will-at'leass toll you a story.”

——

CHAPTER IV.

SCREWS: AND WEPAT HATPENKD TO BOB
FOTHEBINGHAN.

¢ WaEN I was a youngster there wasa eort
of Prize Boy in our village called Bgb
Fotheringham. He came to my mother's
Suaday clasy, and was tho bost boy in it
Everyone hiked Bob; he was good at eyery-
tbini, and especially clever with his fingess,
and his father wanted him to follow.bis nwn
business of carpenter. But Bob bad a rich
unule who kept a saloon. On busy:Saturdays
the boy used to go theroand beara hand in an
amateur sort of way. Sometimes a drunkeix
man would take a fancy to him and give h'm
money, so that Bob learned to get money
eaxily and became rather fond of it. Just as
he finished school his uncle offered to wnke a
publican of him. Ha had no sons of his own,
and he half pramised Bob that ono day the
boainess would be His. .

¢ Now, Bob did not like the saloon. Bat
how could ho losa such & chance? He need
not touch drink himeelf, he argoed ; and if he
did not sell it someonc eclse wonld. So he
deciden. His parents solemnly warned him to
let it alone; but Bob urged that it would only
be for & fow years, and then ho would set up
in some other business and de good with the
fortane he woald tnake. Bob's heart was
full of good, and I verily believe ho meant
to cnd his days by becoming s great
philanthropist.

*Bat there was a acrew on that ‘ball
A screw goes wide at first, and then.suddenly
vounds upos you and twists in ¥mong your
wickets before yon knoir whers you are.  For
threo or four years Bob lived aiyatinight as a
parssn  When his vacle died ha found he had
t0 sample What ne s0td  “<aar narm? Better
toscH good stoff than bas. T7s businer=went
swimmngly, ata Paonad to sampleagood deal
oftener than he likec. Finally, bo *Jiked® »
530& deal oftener than be Lo aamplé.

ter that he wis always sampliny.’ ’;on
know the resll  Ono'day @ bail felloffi,  Beb
thought no'ond noticed it and weat éa with
the game for & year 6F tiwc. Then & Wicket

fell—-Duty : then Honour. Do you remember
that biackguard who nised to soll cardy at the
aports ? That was Bob."

“There's sometlrag all wroog there,”
cried Baxter, almost fiorcely. 1 dent
blame Bob. Ho'v was ho to kuow that wasa
screw? "

“My boy” said the captain, *I'm glad
to sco you frightensd.”

¢ Frightentd ! Why, this .might happen to
any of us. How iva fellow to know ho 1s not
betag taken 1o 21l the time 1"

“You moan, il you were Bob you would
just have doae the samoe?”

“Certainly ; I wonld do it to-morrow.”

“ No, yuu would not, Baxter.”

4" “'hy ! "

* Becauso you sre frightened. Bob was
not frightoned. A man who underratos tho
strength of an cpemy s pratty sure of a
licking. When you are constantly on tho
watcn for scraws tho gata is half won.”

*¢ But 1 don't sce how hie cogld have escaped
this trap. It loaked all right.”

“8crons always do,” replied the captain,

“Thats whete they differ from swifta
But whore Hob weut off tho rails is,plain.
First, heo disuboyed hin parenta; sacond, ho
wanted to make wmoney Tegardiess of
consequonces either to himsclf or others;
third, ho trifled with one of the biggest
temptations in theworld."

‘1 hops that's all," snid Baxter,

#No, there is ono thing more. I won't
mention it unless you wish, Rrxter®” .

*“\What was it?” .

** Well, he did not—he did not pray.”

¢ Perbaps he thought that waa for women.”

“The plo who wneced it most aro
boys,” asid the captein, seriously. * 1f Bob
had done that he would have not *entered ’
temptation. Bobsaw thegate o en and walked

straight in.”
(To be contmucd.)

DO IT IN TIME.

4 Wixvie, doar, havo you finished that
E\ir of socks ‘yon Were knitting fér little

arry Greene 1"

“No,” answered Wipnie, *‘I am going
to do them next week, auntiey I forgot
about it yesterday, and read-a book in-
stead.” i

“How oftén you say tdat, Winnie.
But what aro you doing.now §"

“ Nothing particular, auntie.”

“Nothing particular:_ woll, then, do

something 1important. your sisier,
agld_. 1 will tell you a short story about my-
B L" A N

Wininie obcyed -her aunt, wid, fetching
her knitting from the cupboard, sat down
beside her aunt and sister, who . were both
sewing, and began to knit quickly. Auntis,
after givinz her soms ‘instructions abouy
her work, commenced her stisy.. ... ...

*“When I waa abont your age, Winuie,
I bad an old friend, alady, who linldbocn
vefy kind té mo when I'livad in Lirdon,
whero she lived. “Wishing te “equite her
kindness, I thought of making a little
present of my own work. Aftera consulta-
tior. with mothor as to what I shounld make,
1 decided onashawl. Ysaved some moaey
and pought somo wool. . Mother began a
pretty pattern for me, and L commeonced it.

But Y scon began to tire ofit,,and, in my
leisure time <id something else. It was

-not half -done, and was quité.forgotten b
me, while I began new works ":One day
Leard that Mrs. Arimand wus ¢ery ill; and
in twodays-sho lay dedd, I iwas filled-with
rombtso—it wid tos laté! Yed, now it
was no-use to her for whom, it was in.
tended. Sho had passed away to a better
Iand. T finished the ihawl, 2nd dlio many
things 1 had i hand, bit I havo never for-
gotten the Iésson it taught me. . ., .

** And now, Winng and Ethtl, try and
remomber this short story'and ack upon it,

ang I shall nct bave told b fo yqu in vain.
Do all that you have to do in time. But
there is onw thing eapecially—prepare your
hearts by being repentant, and.give *hem
to Christ mow, while you have timo, for
soon it will ‘be too late 1™

Y S -~

Dx. PARKHUERST saysin thoZadiey Home
Journal: YWhea I-was s boy.d alunys ox-
pected to be-at homo oxcept wheh there
was somo special reason for iy boing away
from henio ; Anlessy appeardiices Aré docep-
tive, childrén néw -expélt to Yo Kirsy from
bomo unless thera is somo spEcisl Fiason
for- tholt bing at Hore.” ik 18 » por.
tentous differdtife, and . #é, fear that Dr.

-

Parkhurst ix 20



