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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
TE DAYS BEFORBE BASTER.

Acrose the rush and hat of life,
With sudden chill,

On thy vain hope and selfish aim,
Rebellions will,

The shadow of Gotheemano
pâlls sharp and still.

And stays awhile the haste for gain
And foolish greed;

With sharpened vision thou dost see
Barth's fragile reed,

And ail the empty things on whioh
The soul doth feed.

Calvary's cross stands bare upon
The darkemed sky,

Againet that cruel orown of thorn
Thy heart doth cry.

It meaneth, O my well-baloved,
That self muet die.

For aven as the sower's hand
The seed doth eow,

Believing winter's wind and soil
Kind purpoe know:

Wilh truer faith thou too muet lot
Thy fond hopes go.

For tbough the hidden seed be lost
To human eyes,

The sower waits the distant warmth
Of harvest skies,

Bo even shall earth's buried Hope
Immortal rise.

Beyond this Crois of Calvary
And Crown of thorn,

As eager eyes expectant watch
The rising dawn,

Thy Church in Eolemn triamph waite
lier Easter morn.
-Ihe Anerican Church S. S, Magazine.

3ESIUJ, LEAD ME i

BY J, P. E.

Thou, the pure and fIowing Fountain,
Jesu, wash my btains away;

Thou, the high and holy Mountain,
Jesu, he my rock and stay.

Into pastures fresh and vernal,
leid Thy werry, fainting one;

Give me drink fiom spring eternal,
Jesn, te my light and sun.

Gentle Shepherd, ever lead me
By thy strong protecting hand,

With the heavenly manna feed me
TillI reach the promised ]and.

-lhe Family Chnrchman.
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FoI TRI YoUeG CanunuoBAN.

'Where are you going, David ?'
'Ont to the park.'
'I didn't bear you ask me if yon might go.'
'I ain't a baby, mother.'
'You're not a man yet, David. When you

are, I hope you'il be the kind your father is.
Did youever see him go off pleasurin' without
stopping to ask me could ha help me firet.'

'Do you want me to go to the store?' David
asked. His aice flashet and his eyes did not
meet his mother s. Did she know ho was mean
onough to hurry oi,orfear he might he delay.
éd to do komething 1or ber?

'No; i have no errands for you.'
Ianvid siecd pulling down bis jacket, lat in

band. Ro watcbed ber with a frowning face,ai she puiled hor sewing mat hine te the win-
dow. Why didn't she tell him to go, and let
hm slip ri? By-the-bye, boys, if >ou are on
the point of 'alipping off aanywhere, you had

botter stay until you can go in another fah-
ion; there'e something unmanly about 'ilip-
ping off,' m a rule. Evidently David muet
ask:'

'May I go ?'
'What do you do out thora?'
'Nothing.'
'That's a poor thing to de, and a thing you

nover liktd. David. I'm afraid you méat an
idle mt o boys.'

David ventured to meet bis mother's eye, 88
ho answered:

'They don't have to do anything-they're
gentlemen.'

Surely ab would be glad enough to have him
with gentleman's sons I,

'There's gentlemen and gentleman,' she
answered, not et aIl affected by the news.
'They may tire of yon, beides.'

'I may be just as good as they are, sone day,'
blustered David.

His mother looked at him a minute before
she answered, quietly :
'That'a neither bore nor there. You'll

never be good for much though, doing noth.
ing."

Thon ehe sighed. David brushed hie hat
with his sleeve and frowned harder than
before.

'Wben are you going to finish your model,
David ? It's standin' there a month, now, and
yon said it wanted only a touch to finish it,
Your father's that proud of it, he'd be mighty
pleased to ses it dons.'

'1t's no good,' David answered, impatiently,
though he cet a half affectionate glance at the
ingenious little contrivance of tiny pulleys,
woigbts and wheels, which it had taken him
more than a year to perfect, and whieh hie
mother dusted daily with a single feather, lest
she should injure ber son's handiwork. 'There's
caier ways to maike monoy than bothering
with machinery. Can't I go, mother ? Jim'e
waiting outaide. You'd rather I'd play out
in the park than 'round the streets, wouldn't
yon '

'You may go this afternoon ; but there's
something wrong.'

There was sometbing wrong; but just what
it ws, wae not plain to b seen. David had
an uncomfortable consciouseess of it, though
in all homesty le cold sy to Jim, as they
hurried alorg, that 'he couldn't make out why
bis mother made a fuss-he was sure they
didn't do any harm. afternoons at the park.
Nor was his nmother at all sure where the
trcuble lay. They needed something to show
them that the trouble was in David himself-
not in what he did so much as in hie ideas and
feelinge.

For several weeks David and Jim had been
in the habit of meeting the same boys, and
roaming the park with them. Thore wae a
difference between them and himseolf whioh
David fait and which began to make him
uneasy. He began to fool himself ill.used that
he must hurry home to run erranda, as he did
at first, not that bis mother had asked, but
imply because ha knew she might need him.

Thon it did not seem fair that ha and Jim
should walk always, while these b 'ys, if tired,
could jump on board a car for a few blocke,
aveu. Re hoped they would mot ask him where
ho lived, or his father's business. Arthur
Pierce, ho kuew, muet be the son of the wealthy
man for wbom hie father worked as ukilled
machinist. He began to he ashamed of know-
ing anything about work.

'Lut's try the swing, boys,' suggested Frank
Staples this afternoon. 'They've got the rope
aw-tremendously short. Bat you we can't
stand it so high. I'll try firet,'

He limbed in, but a few turne made him
cry 'Whoa l' One after the other tried it and
were se quickiy deîeated. David purposely
hold back tilt the lat. He was sure hé could
stand it, and ho wanted the to approointe him
botter by their own failure,
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'Good l' cried Arthur, as Jim sont Dàvid
higher and higher. 'You're a trump l'

David' head began o swim; but ho mustn't
give in.

'Âny higher ?' asked Jim.
'Yes,' answered David, breathlesly, and -I

was going to say manfully. What do you
think, boys ? I it mauful to 'show off' for no
particular object ?

'Keep him going I keep him going 1' shouted
the boys, admiring his pluck, and et the eause
time amused et bis auxions face.

'Raun under l' ried Arthur.
'Shall I ?' sked Jim.
A nod from David. Jim ran and lot go of

the swing with a jerk. The jerk ws too much
for David's disy hoad, and ho came to the
ground, and lay, for a minute or two, unable
to stir or to speak. His white lips and hittie
stream of blood from a out in hi forehsad
thoroughly frightened the boys. George Main,
whose father was a doctor, unbuttoned his vest
and put hie car over hie heart.

'He's alive,' hé said to their great relief.
A few minutes later ho was sitting up, with

Arthur's handkerchief bound around bis head.
When he tried to stand, ho snk down again.
George made another examination.

'No bones broken,' ho deolared ; 'muet be a
sprained ankle.'

'How'tl I over get him, home ' asked Jim,
wofully.

I'lil go with yon,' said Arthur. 'It's all my
fault, for I told Jim to run under. Whero's
your street? We'll taks turne carrying him to
a car.'

'I haven't any car fare,' Jim eaid.
'That's all right-I have,' said Arthur.
David groaned, not so much from pain as

from shame at the ides of the son of the rich
Mr. Pierce seoeing his plain, rather shabby
home, on a 'foor.' But there was nothing alse
to b donc.

'Oh, David, David, what did I let you go
for?' hie mother cried, as she hoard stumbling
footsteps on the staira and ran out, to ses the
really alarming sight of David's white face and
bandaged head and dangling foot.

When he was propped up on the lounge,
Arthur told thestory, blaming himslf for the
accident.

'I'm surs David'll not have you blame your-
self,' hie mother said : 'I'm sure I thank you
from my heart for your kindnoes. Can you
thank theyoung gentleman, Dàvid ?'

David tried to speak, but bis head sank baek
on bis pillow, and his mother hastened to heat
him some milk to revive him.

'I am going just round the corner to the
drug store, Mrs. Carnduff,' Arthur said; 'lis
there any errand I aun do for you while I'm
tut ?'

'Thank you, no,' Mrs. Carnduf said, looking
up with a gratified look.

David'a pale face flashed.
Arthur was back in tan minutes, with a

bottle of arnica and a paper of white grapes.
'I don't know whether he'd care for 'em,' ho

said, a little bashfully, 'but I always like 'cm
when I'm laid up.'

The door opened just thon, and David's father
came in, hie eyes lighting first on Arthur.

'Why, lester Arthur, what brought you
hère ? I'm pleased to se you,' and he held
ont hie band with a cordial smile.

'Why 1' exclaimed Arthur, 'I didn't know
David's father was car Mr. Carndufl My 1
isn't thet mice, David?'

David wae savagely biting the pillow : hé
would not cry ; they might think it was just
beoasue ho couidn't bear pain; he knew botter.
It helped him to keep bis tears back when hé
eaw the drops in hi iather's eyes as he kneit
baside the couch.

'Good night, David,' Arthur sid ; 'll look
in to-morrow. May I, Mra. Carnduff '

'That you, may indeed ; and thank you.' said
Mre. Caruduf, gratefally.


