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raseal,” getting his living by stealing from athers.
He éannot dive as lus cowpsnion can, but he
quite as fond of celery, so he waits patyently .lll‘,lll
his vietim digappeoars m quest of feod,  “ A\ violent
colmmotion now goes oh under the water. It iy the
strugglo of the duck with the plane.  Finnlly, the
luckless canvas-back emerges, biinded momentavily
by the water, "The widgeon *gibbles? quickiy
forward, snatches the morsely, and fs off ere 't;l\(\
dupe hms got the water out of his eyes” The
canvas-back does not like this, yet— except nt
feeding-time—he and the widgesn ave very good
friends.

Py

The Fossil Raindrops.

OvEek the quarry she ohildren went rambling,
Hunting for stones to ekip, ]

Tuto the clefts and the crevices scrambling,
Searching tho quarrymen’s chip.

Sweet wevo their voices aud gay was their laughter,
That lioliday afternoon,

Ono cumbled down aud the rest tumbled after,
All of them singing one tune.  *

Hett wag o Stone wonld akiy like a bubble,
Once were it loosed from 1s place,-—

See what strange lines, all aslaut, all a-trouble,
Covered over its face.

Half fof & mhonrens their wonder is smitten,
Nor divine thoy at all . )
Thut soft savth it was when those slant lines were written

By the rain’s gusty fall,

Nor guees they, while pansing to look at it plainly,
The least in the world perplexed, )

That the page which old Merlin studitd vainly
Had never sucll wizard toxt,

Only a stone o'er the placid pool throwing,
Ab—— But it told them, though,

How the rain was falling, the wind was blowing,
Tert thowsand yeurs sgo !

Y

A Preacher's Boy.
BY YHR RREV. T. C. READE.

Tou was an unhappy boy. He was, of couiee,
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wsual unhappy losk upon hi= face and said to his
father  « Pa, why wasut you a lawyer, or a doctor,
or a merchant, or suwethnng elso? 1 Just hate to
be a preacher's buy.”

Ihs father, of wourse, wns shocked and deeply
greved, but he oalled Tom to his side, and put lus
arm about his neck, and, with tears in his oyes, he
said 1 ¢ Tom, if you will be a good hoy, the time
will come when you will be proud shat yuou had a
preacher for your fathen”

'om drew himself rudely away, and wid: 41
don’t waus to b n good boy; aud I am- not going
to be called tho preacher’s boy any more.”

That night Tom had a deeam that oured him of
his unhappiness. Ho dreamed that his father died.
He saw him lying cold and white in the coffin, but
he could not shed a tear. His mother sobbed &l
her heart almost broke. Ifis sisters and littls
brother wept; and a largo congregation, over
which his father had been the faithful pastor, wept ;
but Tom did not weep, for something kopt whisper-
ing in his ear: “You are no longer a preacher’s
boy, and you can now do as You please,”

Tom could scarcely wait till the funeral was
over to find his nsso iates. Thoy were shy and
reserved in his presence at first, but he soon sur-
prised them by swearing a strong oath, They im-
mediately took the hint. They saw that he was
no longer the preacher’s boy, and so they received
him into their confidenca. They taught him to
play cards; and he was so fond of the dissipation
that in a few months he became an adept. They
taught him every vice they knew, and hs soon
grew to be a leader in their wicked divetsions.
They taught him to drink, as the crowning vice of
all, and he made rapid progress in the path of in-
temperance. 0

Yéirs rolled by, and the buy card-player had be-
come the young man gambler, One night he was
with his asociates, drvinking ang gambling, in a
room which they had secured for that purpose,
When & quarrel arose between him and his most

Flitimnte associate. The quarrel andod in_a fight,

if which Tom drew o knits, and stabbed his friend.

an exception to the génetal rule, for most boys are | i,

happy ; and so they ought to be, for if one is éver
to find nny pléasure in Tiving it should be whils il
his senses are perfecl, and he is full of lifs andt
vigour. It is sad to 586 an unhappy man; bat an
unhappy boy is a sight extremely pitifal,

But I must téll you the cause of Tous's unliappi-
ness. It was not because he was pootly fed, or
meanly clad, or overworked—for in these respects
he was s forbandts 48 most of his playmates. He
was kept at sehobl, and enjuyed the benefits~of the
best soclety, and wa¥ indulged in all inmocent
amdséments ; but still there was one fact thut
weighed tipon hitt }ike « mountain ; there was one
cloud that cast its shadow over every bright scene
in his life: thets was ohe bitter ihgredient in
evéry cup of Joy—he was & Dreather's boy, and that
fact wiad8 him véf§ anbappy. I know you will
snifld, und say: *That was a strange thing to
makd a buy uttlappy [” for so it was. But that
fact was tib preat burdeh of Tom’s lifo,

Wihtrt his ussociates ¥sked him to go hunting or
fishing ot Bunday, he u¥ed to answer in g ruoful
tone, “No, I eun't gﬁ My father is a preacher,
and I linve to go tb clivrch to-rtorrow.”  Neither
was he sllowed to play eards, or po to theatres, or
sihoke, of chiew tobakeo, oF go insite a saloon,

Fretuetitly, a8 Tottr would uppronch group of
his playmutes, hé Would hdar wome one say :
“ Keep still, boyd, keep still 5 thers comed the little
prétchel” and immedmualy all was silont, and wn
ale oF inysthly petvimled tlie Broup thkt inade Tum
feel very uncomfortable,

Ons ddy Yo igmé Hatne froht schiool with the

' Tom looked into the glstly faco of his friend, as

he lny dying before him, and- in a moment he be-
came sober,

* He resliretl his crime—he saw his danger ; but
while he was looking for n way to escape, mt officer
of the law'laid a heavy hand on his shoulder, and
he was “dragged away to prison. He was tried
and convicted, and sentebced to a long term of
yeurs in the penitentiury.

He kept up his courage &8 Jong as hie was in the
city where his old associates lived, but when he
was taken to a distant place and shut in behind
prison walls, and put on the striped clotheg of a
convic, his courage failed him, and he sank down
upon the prison floor, and wept as though his livart
would break. i

Oh, what visions of past happiness swept through
his mind! They were visions of hoitie, and in
those visions the central figure was always that of
his father.  *Oh,” suid he, “if I had only obeyed
my father I should not have come to this ! Ob, if
I had only been contented to romain u preacher’s
boy, instead of lying ler, & despised felon, I might
be free and respected and happy 1"

While he lay there; grodning nnd sobYing, »
hand was laid upon kis shoulder, and a king voics
said :—

“What's the mutter, iny denr boy 9

Tom started. He had not heard so kind & voics
us that for many years, He thought it tust be
the chaplait of the prisen who had dbserved liis
agouy, did come t8 edmfors hin

“ Who are you 1 gaid Tom i andy witholt wais:
lug for un nnswer, You must be a preacher, I

was a preacher’s. boy onve, bt T Wis ot satiofied
to remain so. 1 hind aneh o Jrind futher, huye [ did
not like him because ho wanted mo to o right
Afver & while ho did d, nud then [ despised Ig
instructions and took my owh way, and this jy
the result,”

Tom ¢ould say no more, but again buried his freq
in his hands, and wept.  But the hand npon hig
shoulder sheok him, and the kind voive  naked
again: “ What's the matter, my dear boy 17

Tom awoke from his dream. Tlg found hig
pillow wet with tears, and his own dewr fathes
bending over him. :

“ What's the matter, Tom?” said his fathor,
#I was kneeling by your bedside, praying for you,
and all ut once I heard you sobbing,

Tom threw his arms around hLis tather's neck,
and eried,

“Is this you, father? Oh! is this you?t And
am I still your boy$ Forgive me, father, for all
the wrong I have done and thought and felt, and
1 will cheerfully follow Your advice in fufure,
And hereaftor, tho proudest thought of my life
shall be that T am a preachor's boy.—Onr Youlh,

- O-+

The Secret of It

WuatsvER moy be out youig rondety’ desites
for the future, we me préfiy safe it saying thas
they all want influonce ovelr others, And what is
the secret of gaining that inluence !

When Alexaudor the Great was storming one of
the cities of Malli, in Iidin, hiving forced the
gate, he made his way at the hend of onie of his
columns t¢ the citadel, whither the Indians had
retired. Impatient that tho work of scaling- the
citadel’s wall did not progress us fast us he desired,
he seized a ladder, planted it himself, and was the
first to ascend.

Beeing the king alone, and in great danger, the
soldiers made such a rush to the resctio that the
soaling-ladders broke beneath the over-weight, and
Alexander was loft in the midst of his enemies
with only three soldiers, who had gotten up before
the ladders broke, Nothing daunted, the great
soldier leaped inside the wall, and stood, like a
tiger at bay, until he foll exhausted by the loss of
blood. | One of his comrades had been killed out-
right; but the other two locked their shields to-
gether over their king's prostrate body, dud, though
dripping from many wound, whirled their swords
fiercely in theit othor hands, keoping off' their
enemies,

Meanwhils, with o valour equally determined
and irresistible, the Macedonians forced an en-
trance, and, enraged beyond control at the sup-
posed death of their king, they literally wiped the
town from the face of the earth.

" Whence" came this overmastering devotion to
thieir leader? Tuarn back the story’s page, and yeu
will find that—during the pursuit of Darius, after
marching four hundred miles in eloven days, whon
but sixty-of his men could keep up with him, and
all were dying, it sdemed, of thirst—n helmstful
of water was offered to Alexander. He declined
to drink becauss thers was not, onough for all |

Does not this act of pure unselfishness answer
the question, Whence came the king’s marvellous
influence over his soldiers? Thero is 1o power of
wealth or genius or position or fame s0 strong as
the power of unselfishness, ;

“Para,” saitl Hurry, *Wlho was Qeorge Woshing-
ton 1" < Geurge Washitigton was thy fathur of his
country, my boy.” “Woll, wlo's this untle
Sam thev talkt about? Wak le Waushington’s
brother 17




