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bout through their ranks, but not one
was big enough or brave enocugh to try
to ntop the wild horse, On and on he
pluugl'd. but all the time the brave-
hearted Kate Bayard clung to the bridle
: rrin, and sho swung through the air like
s tard at tho flying animal’s side, Nor
B i1 «ho loso hor solf-oongoiousness. She

t};lo’.‘ F oalldd hor horse by name, and her tone
X o was a8 affectiovate and calm ay though
0 "} he wore standing atill for cavesses, A
Tl: long timo he paid no attention to this,
n ¢ and dangers on dangers were enocoun-
o tored and passed through till finally,
ﬂm half oxhausted porhaps, the stalwart
| her ereature turned his head, neighed, and
‘“.er quickly came to & standatill, Nobody
g kad been hurt, the carriage was whole,

gome harness had been strained snd
ripped, the man in the phaeton had
fainted—-his sufforings and exoitement
had conquered him.

That man was tenderly oared for by
# Kate Bayard and her friends, and
eventually he wert out into the world
& woll man and in a mind wholly differ-
d ent from that which possessed him
{ on tho day he was found a belpless
| victim of idle boys on a public road way.
No, there is no record of any heroic not
by which this resoned man subsequently
gerved her who suved him, N.r was
thore wny need for any such act to add
any color to thin good thing that Thomas
F. Bayard's daughter did,

He whom she lifted up was ever after-

::l: ward a changed man, He had a history
nd that had something of good in it. The
:lly ! wild son of & New York farmer, he had

left college to go South s a scldier
early in the war, and had fallen there
into bad habits, That, briefly, was his
story, Now he is a clergyman of the

- Mothodist Church.

i Anchor Watch.

to “I orrry recsll,” says an old sailor,
k- “my first night at sea. A storm had

come up, and we had put back under s
i | point of land which had broken the
wind & little, but still the sea had a
rake on us, and we were in danger of
drifting,

“I was the anchor watch ; it was my

should drag her anchor. It wasa long
night to me, I was very anxious
whother I should know if the ship
;e?lly &lu;‘ drift, g:: should I tellt

ound that going ard and placing
my hand on the chain, I could gell by
feeling it whether the anchor was drag-
ging or nol, and how often that night
I went forward and placed my h nd on
that chain! And very often since then
M | I have wondered whether I am drifting
away from God; and then I go away

?; Pl | and pray,
" .“Some time during that stormy
d night I would be atartled by & rambling

#ound, and I world put my hand on
the chain, and find it was not the
anckor draggiug, but only the chain
grating againat the rocks on the hottom,
The suchor was still irm, And some
times now, in temptation and trial, I
becoms afraid, and praying, I find that
away down deep in my heart I do Jove
God, and my hope is in His salvation,
And T want just to say a word to you
Keep sn anchor watch, lest, befors

you are aware, you may be upon the
rocka.”

L Y

Pur self last. When others are
sufforing, drop a word of sympathy.
Tell of your own faulty rather than
those uf others, Hide yoyr own little

troubles, but watoh to help others ia
theirs,
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duty to give warning in oase the ship-

Burden Rearing.

Oxe soft Sabbath morring in spring,
a young girl walked slowly howe fiom
ohurch, with a thoughtful look in her
oyes. The earnest words of the minister
had atirred her heart to its depth, and
the text, ‘ Bear yo one another’s hur-
dens,” kept repeating itwelf over and
over again in her thoughte, ever with
a deeper significance,

As she neared her homo ir one of
the amall streets, the mound of
crying and loud scolding, brought a
shadow over her placid face which
deepened, as, on opening the door, she
aaw her two small brothers perched on
chaira in different corners of the room,
howling dismally whilst her mother
stood in the centre of it, flushed and
rxcited, “What is the matter, mothert”
she asked. “ What bhave they been

dningv‘l”

% Worrying the life out of me all the
morning,” was the angry answer, “and
when 1 sent them out into the street
for & moment's quiet, what must they
do bnt play soldiers with the Donohus
boys. I happened to look out, and there
was Wm, with your father's beat hat
slyng around him for a draw, Dick
with his umbrella over his shoulder for

s pun; so I boxed their ears soundly, |

sud have vut them in the corner to
tesch them better manners than to be
dingescing the family on Bunday.”

Just then, sy though some one had
whispered them, came the words of the
text again, ¢ Bear ye one anothers
burdons ;” and she suddenly sat down
on the side of her bed, and thought for
s few moments intently. Aa the
reqult of that thinking she went to her
cupboard, took down her every-day
drens, and pxchanged it for the one she
had on, By the time this was acoom.
plished the dinner-bell rang, and she
went quietly down stairs,

' Why, Mattie,” said her lazy, good-
natured father, who had spent his morn.-
ing ia bed, “you bave changed your
Sunday dress ; what's that for, is there
no Bible class this afternoont”

“] am not going,” maid the girl
quietly,

“ Not bLeck-sliding, I ho
laughed softly ; for the of this
yonng daughter, who, sfter working
hard at her trade through the week,
was wiiling to spend all her Bunday in
church, was a source of some little
pride to Mm.

“No,” she snswered, #but I intend
to stay at home this afternoon aad
amuve tne bésyl, ﬁ‘:: let ot;other have
the chauoce ol agoodnap; I am
sure she nooch';:”

“That's not a bad idea,” msaid her
father approviugly, *bus I wih you
joy of your task. The young rascaly
won't know themselvps if they eacape
their Sunday-afternoon whipping. They
are always sure to come to it before
suppertime.”

“They don’t get half they deserve,”
said the wife, peevichly, ““vou would
whip them every hour of the day, it
you had to take charge of them.”

“Poor liitle things,” said Matiie,
looking st thew thoughtfully, * I will
manage after this to dress them before
dinner, and drop them at the Sunday-
achool on my way to Bible ciass; they
are quite old epough to go.”

It way always a tveat to the boys to
got into sister Mattie’s room, although
ic was only an attic with aloping ocelling,
wnd little, low windows, that you had
to sit on*the floor to lcok out of; but
there were stores of painted texts, and

" and he

pioture cards to examine, and bhooky,

and hooks of children’s papers sewed
together, that afforded an inexhaustible
fund of entertsinment. Mattie had no
diffioulty in amusing them,and although
the garret waa stufly and hot, really
enjoyed their funny little comments, and
their keen appreciation of her stories,

When their mother’s voics summoned
thom down stairs, she arose quickly to
ohange her dreas for the evening service.
The minister had announced that he
would preach the oonoluding portion of
the text, “ And so fulfil tho law of
Christ,” and her mind was filled with
pleasant anticipations, As she opened
the closet door, the thoughiful look
osme sgain into her eyes. ¢ That is
saking too muoh,” she murmared, “I
have given up the afterncon.”” ¥or a
fow moments she gtood irresolute; then
closed the door with & decided hand,
% Aud ¢o fulfil the law of Ohrist,” she
whispered,
¢ Mother,” she said pleasantly, as she
came down wtairs, “1 want you to go
to ohurch to-night,”

“I go to church1” said her mother,
‘“‘oh, no, that is quite impossible ; the
boys would murder eacl. other, or have
the house burned down before I got
baok—and besides I have nothing fit
to wear.”

“Your bonnet is plenty good enough,”
answored Masttie, “and you oan have

1 my shawl, for I siizll stay with the boys

to-night ; T mean this to be a holiday
for you, 1o go,’ she maid oosxingly,
“if only to please me.” .

¢ Indeed I shall not le¢ you atay from
your church, when you have given up
your whole afternoon,” suswered her
mother, ‘80 say no more about it.”

“You will take her, father,” maid
Mattie, turning to him with her moat
winnlnq smile * Let us make a holiday
for hﬂrt '

“Jt has beon many a year zinoe I
have been inside of a church,” replied
hor father, * Well, old woman,” he
mid, turning to his wife, suppose we do
go, sud pretend to be courting over

in ; what do you say{”

When Mattie ran down to weloome
them on their return, there was u look
of rest on her mother’s face that quite
repaid her’for her quist eveaing, but
her heart overflowed with gladness when
her father said with unusual seriousness
for him : “You were right about that
minister, Mattie ; he i a sensible fellow,
and has a mighty good face. I guess
we have not been fulfilling that law he
talked about, as we ought to, lately,
and I mean to go and hear him again.”
—Olive Leaf.

Life-Oars,

Ix a little gray house with a ved
roof, which stands on a desclate stretch
of beach in Ocsan County, New Jerney,
there hangs an oval iron osse which
has a singular history, The house ia s
station of the Life-Baving Serviee, and
the onse is the first life-oar ever used in
the world, Its story is a3 follows :

After the organization of the Life-
Baving Bervice as a branch of the
Government, in 1871, its inspeotors
vivited svery part of the coast 4o ex-
amine jnto the condition of the station.
houves and their equipments.

; Ooe of thmtdoﬂieou "l: oa the New

eresy oconst during a heavy storm,
when & ship was driven on the bar,
He saw the desperate efforts of the
surfmen 40 reach her in their heavy
life-boat. They at last succeedod, and
took oft as mgoftha E-al.!nu
the boat would hold, but in returning,
it wae swamped by the furlous break.

e

ers, and rescued and rescuers were
washed into the ses,

For weeks and monthe afterwards
the inspector went sbout like s man
distraught, intent on devising & model
for a hoat which should be at omoce
light enough to handls in such sess,
and heavy enough not to be over-
turned by them. The problem was so
diffioult that he wax in despair, But
one ay he stariled his companions by
oxclai “Swing it on a cable, and
put a lid to it 1"

The ides was at onoe carried out.
The life-car was made,—-sn oval, air-
tight oase cloted by a lid which acrews
dowa, and hung by iron on a
cable extended from the shore to the
ship, On the first day it was wused,
two hundred persons escaped im it
from the Ayrshirs, a vemel wrecked
off the New Jerwey oonst,

These cars, of av improved
are now to be found in every lifo-ea
station. But this old battered veteraa
is regarded with a touching pride and
sffeotion by the brave surfmen.

“]3!59 ul:; done go:;l‘ w%rk in the
world, My ; an which we
m all be glad to lhanhp with the

.

A Word to the Boya.

Wuar do you think, yo friends,
of the handreds of u&'?.‘ who are
trying to oheat themcelves and others
into the belief that alooholie drinks ave
good for them! Are they to be pitied
sud not biamed? Do you want to be
one of these wretched ment If weare
%0 have drunkards in the future, some
of them areto come from the boys to
whom I am writing; and I ask you
sgain if you want to be one of them !
No! of course you don’t! Woell, I
have & plan for you that is just as sure
to save you from such a fate as the sun
is sure to rise to-morrow morning, It
never fiiled; and it is not ouly worth
knowing, but it is worth paiting in
practice. I know you dow’t Enk now,
and it seems to you as if you mever
would, But your temptation will come,
sud it probably will come in this way :
You 'tislelr ﬁo?d yo;:nno!lf, some time,

& num companions, and will
g:‘ve ;ﬂt;otﬂmfi wine on t&"hlk.
ey regard it as a man! ¢
snd very likely they will l’omp‘;z

you as a milkaop if you doa’t

with them, Then what will you do*t
eh, what will you do! Will you say,
“No, no! pone of that stuff for me |
I know & trick worth a half a dosen of
that 1" or you will take the glase with
your own common-sense protesting, aud
your ooncience making the whole
draught batter, and a fouling thet you
have damaged yourself, and them go off
with a hot hoad and a ekulkiog son!
that at once begins to make o
for iteelf, and will keep doing o all
tkis life! Boys, do not become druak-
arde.—J; @ Hollond,

Prorrsson to Student— What impor-
tant chunge came over Buarns in tae
latter part of his lifet Student—He

A 10Y, smoking a cigar end, became
very pale. Throwing the end away,
he ;:din:o l;i: pli"mthi “ There's
som in that of makes mo
olek” I know vli‘:trit ia" mid the
other; “it’s the terbaoccer.® Some
people don’t know what it is makes
thew feel unwell after drinking. They
lay the blame om sundry unproven
ulterations of liquor.. All the while

wo know what it is. It ix the aleohol,




