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«] do not want to make Dick selfish,”
sho thought ; ¢ but there is something
that I do wish for him, oh, #o much!”

And thet wish for Dick, whatever it
wag, made her fingers wonderfully
skiliul, just then, in the arrangement
ot her protty room, She had an odd
little way of talking to herself,

[ dare say that this fine Mr, Frank
will laugh at my pictures, I suppose
that in his home are none but tke very
bost paintings and engravings, He
cannot laugh at my books, though,—
even he cannot have any bester authors
than Milton and Shakespeare and
Jeromy Taylor, I don's suppose that
there is anv'bing in our house grand
enough for Wm, Oh, welll he can
look out on the besuuful hills and
tields, ne  a¢ oan help thinking that
thoy ave lovely.”

Five o'clock Wedneeday afternoon !
The carringe thet had been sent to the
gtation to m i the visitor wag in sight
at the turn of the road, by the school-
house ; just at that turn, the family at
tho farm always caught the first glimpee
of their visitors from the city.

Joe was on the fence with his spy-
glass, ¢ Ho has come !” he exclaimed,
¢ | can see him as plain sy the nose on
your face! He is riding in front with
Diok,”

Rosalio ran up stairs to open the
shutiers that had been cloved sll day
against the sun ; then into the parlour,
a moment, for the same purpose, and
afterward into the tea-room, to make
sure that all waa right about the table,
By this time the oarriage was at the
door, and, as her mother’s represente-
tive, she must go forward to weloome
Dick’s friend, She felt awkward and
diftident. But, the next moment, she
fels like laughing at herwelf,

* After all,” she thought, * he iy just
a real, polite, warm-hearted boy,—even
it Diock does call him & college man!
i sh’all not be the least bit afraid of

im,”

“Qonie, old fellow |’ said Dick, pre-
paring to lead the way upstairs to his
own room, waiting s moment to hear
what Rosalie would say to him, 8he
whispered & word or two, *‘To please
you, Dick,” she said in & low tone,

“Your room? Is that sof” he ex-
claimed, with » pleased smile. “Why,
that is splendid | Thank you.”

Rosalie felt very bappy, BShe did
not regret having given up her room,
even though she had to go to » smaller
one in the third story. She did not
once think of herself at the tes-table.
The chickens and coffee and muffios
were a succoss, and Jane waited even
better than usual.

Frank fell right in with the family
ways, He seemed so much pleased
with everything that nobody could help
feling pleased with him, They enjoyed
the holidays all the more for his
Ppresence smong them.

Yet there were times when Rosalie
fels out of heart, and almost ready to
give up the “race,” Things seemed %o
tiresome, and she oould see no good
coming from all her self-denial ; some-
times she was afraid that her wish for
Dick would never come trus. He was
::;iox to have » tim& ?im;:lf,

appeared quite forgetful about
the comf:rt of othzrl.

“Dick never sesms to think that I
got tired, or that I have given up s
great deal %o please him,” she thought.
But Dick did think, slthough he
appeared w0 oarelems end selfish. I
really believe that he began to feel jast
the least bit ashamedof himself, “What

makes you so good, Rosalie {” o asked,
one day.

One Bunday afternoon Rosalie did
not feel like walking up the hill to the
old school-house, to teach her class.
She wondered if some one else could.
not take it for that day, Then, like »
flash, came the thought of * running

the race,"—doing one’s own work !

She put on her hat, and, taking an
;pixlbrelh, went out of the gate up the
1 .

Dick and Frank were on the fence,
making plans for the future, when they
should have become great men,

Rosalie invited them to go to Sunday-
school, but they laughed, said that it
was too warm, snd begged to be
exoused, Each was busy with his own
thoughts after that, till Frank looked
up and said, in his bright, quick way :
“Dick, what makes your sister mo
unseiiish 1"

“Just what makes some other

perscas so, I suppose,” Dick: replied
after & moment's hesitation, “Don't

you know, Frank "

#Yes,” said Frank, decidedly. *Now,
why do not you and I try the same
way? With all our fine tulk, I do not
believe we shall amount to much till
we

Diock knew that Frank meant enlist
a8 & soldier of Jewus Christ.

“I've been a good deal
about it lately,” he said,

“8o have I,” said Frank. Do you
know what set me to thinkingt—it
was just that kind, uowelfish way that
your sister has!”

Dick Frank's hand warmly,
ex , ¢ Why, cld fellow, that is
just the way it has been with me!”

How do you mu Rownlie felt,
some time afterw: when she found

that hor wish had been granted |

The Truest Courage,

MANY a boy is led into a wrong
course through cowardice. The mean-
est kind of cowardioe cousists in being
afraid to be considered a coward, Evil
companions tempt to wrong-doing, and
when objection is urged, they find &
convenient reply in the remark, #O,
you're afraid! I wouldn’t be & cow-
ard!” And the poor fellow to whom
the remark is made, instead of stand-
ing up in & manly way and saying, “I
am not & coward, and yet I am afraid
to do wrong,” blushes and hesitates,
and finally stammers s reluctant con-
sent, His oowardly heart gets the
better of his vonscienoce,

Several years ago & bright lad, &
pupil in the celebrated achool in Rug-
by, England, died. After his death
his friends opened his school désk, and
among his books and papers they found
» little sorap on which was written,
¢ 0, God, give me courage that I may
fear none but thee.”

Doubtless, this boy had been eox-
posed to temptation 'from wicked
school-mates, and had found need to
pray for courage to resist, He was no
coward, and was not afraid to be called
one,

There is & beautiful monument in
Westminster Abbey to the memory of
Lord Lawrence, a brave English sol-
dier, It has this insoription: “Hoe
feared man so little because he feared
God wo much.” His true, loving fear
of God made him fearlews in the
prewence of men.

This is the truest courage. It gives
the viotory over tempiasion snd #in,

and helps to & decision for the right.

Solomon hia# two proverbs we do well
to remembers “The fear of the Lord
is the beginning of wisdom,” “My
gon, if sinners entice thee, consent
thou not.”

The Valley of 8ilence.
BY FATHER RYAN,

T wALKED down the Valiey of Silence,
Towa the dim, voiceless valley—alone !
And I hear not the fall of a footatep
Around me—save God’s and my own !
And the hush of my heart is ax holy
As hovers where angels have flown,

Long ago was I weary of voices
hot » music my heart could not win,
Long ago I was weary of noises
That fretted my soul with their din;
Long ago was I wearﬁ of places
here I met but the Human and 8in,

And I tofled on, heart-tired of the human:
And Y moaned 'mid the mazes of men:
Till I knelt long ago at an altar
And heard a voice call me; sinos then
I walked down tho Valley of Silence
That les far beyond mortal ken,

Do you ask what I found in the Vall:z‘!
in; tryttin?-plwo with the Divine;
And I fell at the feet of the Holy,
And about me a voice asid : **Be Mine!”
And then rose from the deg:hl of my spirit
An echo, *“My heart shall be thine,"”

Do you ask how I live in the Valley?
I 'weep, and I dream, snd I Kﬂgs

Bat my tears are as swest as tho ewdrops
That fall on the roses in May 5

And my prayer, like perfume from censor,
Ancendeth to God, night aud day.

In the hush of the Valley of Sileuoe,
I dream all the songs that Iaing;

And the music floats down the (iu: Valley,
Till ench finds a word for a wing,

That %0 men, like the doves of she Deluge
The measage of peace they may bring.

Bus far on the deep there are billows
That never shall break on the besch ;

And I have heard songe in the silence
That never shall floas into spsech :

And I have had dreams in the Valley
Too lofty for langungs to reach,

And | have osen thou{lm in the Valley—
Ah, me, how my spirit was stirred !

And they wear holy veils on their faces—
Thelr footateps can scaroely be heard ;

They pass througi the Valley, like Virgins,
Too pure for the touch of & word,

Do you ask me the place of the Valley,
© hearts that are ha by care?
It listh afar between mount
And God and His Augels ave there—
And one is the dark mount of Sorrow,
And one the bright mountain of Prayer,

Oanalling the Isthmus.

Ir is well known that s French
company is en, in oconstructing a
canal across the Isthmus of Panams,
and every one can see that when it is
completed it will separate the North
American and South Amerioan ocon-
tinents, as Africa was savered from
Asia by the Suez Canal.

Ot course, too, it will shorten enor-
mously the voyage of every veasel
which is now forced to make th:iﬁul-
age around Cape Horn. It be
much used in the trade between Europe
on the one hand, and the Pacific Btates
of Amecion, British Columbia, the
inlapds of the Pacific, Japan and China
on the other.

«'When it is completed,” we say.
There are not many people who doubt
that it will be finished scomer or later,
but as the construction of the canal in-
volves overcoming some of the grestest
en difficulties ever attacked,
it is only the most sanguine beliovers
in the canal who expeot that it will be
opened at the time now wet by the
company, in the year 1889.

The head of the canal company sad
the most enthusisatic believer in it ia
Count Ferdinand de Lesseps, to whose
energy and persistency the world owes

the Suex Canal. M. de Losieps made
a visit to Danams a few months ago,
was received with great enthusiasm on
the isthmus, and on his reture an-
nounced more confidently than ever
that the canal was to be completed
“on time,”

He did not, however, convince un-
prejudiced obeervers who went at the
game time to sce what had been done
and what was doing, These latter
agreo that much work has been accom-
plished, but they say that what re-
mains i¢ much the hardest and mosat
costly part of the undertaking,

Besides the difficulty of excavation,
and of removing vast bodies of rock,
and beside the labour problem,—for
the isthmus is ono of the sickliest
regions of the world,—there is the
obstacle in the way of the i
known as the Chagres River. The
canal traverses the valley of this river,
The Chagres is a very swift stream,
and, a8 it is fed from the swrrou. ding
mountains, frequently rises suddenly
sad enormously.

In ovder to avoid orossing and re-
crossing this river, it will be necessary
to divert its channel ; and the artificial
banks must be very high and very
strong to protect the canal from the
overflow. M, de Lesscps swserts that
the problem raised by the Chagres has
been solved ; but other people who take
lew1 rosy views do not agree with him.

Yot again the question of raising
money to proseoute tho work to com-
pletion is & puzsling one, The funds
already provided are approsching ex-
haustion, and it is not decided yet how
the sadditions! sums shall be proocured.
One scheme is a grand lottery in
France, under the manction of the
French Government, but it is not
looked upon with much favour,

All the millions raised and expended
have not yet dome onethird of the
work, and it needs very little foresight
to predict that the work of providing
means will become harder and harder.
M. de Lessepa is as confident that there
will be no financial difficulties as he is
that the Ohagres River can be conm-
trolled, Whether he is right or
wrong, it is tolerably certain that at
lsat, by the present company or an-
other, the canal will be built.

A Good Orov:tm of God,

T HAVE heard a man with & bottle of
whiskey before him have the impudence
to say, “Every creatute of God is good,
and nothing to be refused, if it be re-
ceived with thanksgiving;” and he
would persuade me that what was
mede in the atill-pot was & creature of
God. In one sense it is 0, but in the
same sense 80 is avsenic, so is oil of
vitiiol, #o is prumic acid. Think of &
fellow ton;ing cl:g’ ;' glnes i:gf v‘itrm: ti;.nd
excusing himeelf by ea that it is a
creature of God! Roywou.ld not use
such creatures, that's all Isay, Whiskey
is good in its owu place, There in
nothing like whiskey in this world for
preserving & man when he is dead, but
it is ome of the worst things for pre-
serving s man vhen he is living, It
ymwmttohuyadudmputhim
in whiskey ; if you want to kill a living
man, put the whiskey into him, It
waa & oapital thing for preserving the
dead admiral when they put him i
Tum- oheon,bu: italyahd ing
for milors whea tapped
oask and drank the liquor and left the
admiral as he never left his ship—high
and dry.—Guéhris.




