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~ A Birthday Greeting.
What shall I wish thee for the coming year?
Twelve months of dreamy ease? No care? No pain?
Bright spring - calim summer—autumn without rain
Of bitter tears? Would’st have it thus, dear friend ?
What lessons, then, were lcarnt at the year's end?
What shall I wisk thee, then? God knoweth well
If I could have my way, no shade of woe
Should ever dim thy sunshine; but I know
Strong courage is not learnt in happy sleep,
Nor patience sweet by eyes that never weep.
Ah! Would my wishes were of more avail
To keep thee from the many jars of life!
Still, let me wish thee courage for the strife,
The happiness that comes of work well done,
And afterwards the peace of victory won.

" THE STORY.

Mrs. Goldenrod’s Boarder.

Of all the boarders I ever had, none ever interested me like
Gentleman George, as we always called him. Who he was, or
where he came from, we could not tell. He rang our bell one
terribly stormy night, and there he was, standing out in the
wind and rain.

* Can you acommodate me with a night's lodging? " he asked.
And he looked so pgor, and sick, and tired, that Matthew
(that’s my husband) said, ** Let him comdé'in, Maria ; he has an
honest face, and we'll take the references on trust.” So we
gave him a little room on our third floor back, not much more
than an attic, and quite plainly furnished : but he scemed very
grateful. And though he brought nothing with him but the
clothes he had on, there was something about him that im-
pressed us, and told us clearly as though it were put into words,
that he was by birth and education a gentleman.

He was quite young, not over three and twenty, though he
looked much younger ; and that very night he was took/ down
with a fever, and Matthew and I together nursed him for a little
over six weeks, (fortunately there were few with us,and we were
not very busy just then.) Terribly bad he was, and wandering in
his mind for days at a time. Strange things he talked of,
disconnected sentences, not often casy to put together, and
mixed in with a great deal that was wild and imaginary. He
spoke as though he were sorry for himself, and low and lonely :
as though every man’s hand was against him. But T couldn't
believe any bad of him. His face was so pure and innocent like,
vet so haggard and withal pretty as a picture.

We watched over him through all the long hours of those
weeks, which he spent in feverish unrest and delirium. It seem-
ed to us that he would never come to himself. But one day as
I sat by his bedside, all of a sudden he turned over and gazing
upon me with a startled, bewildered expression in his wide
open, beautiful blue eyes, said : .

* Where am 1? How long have I been here?™

“You are among friends,” T answered. * And have been
here a matter of six weeks or so.”

He started as though I had killed him almost, saying, *1
haven't a dollar in the world, How can I ever repay you?”

“Don’t you worry about that,” said I. “*All youhavetodo is
to get well, then it will be time enough to talk about pay.”

" You better have let me die,” he replied, with a great <igh.

And thinks I to my=elf, * You're not a very cheerful pa-
tient.” But all I said to him was:

“Oh, youre weak and low spirited now, and don’t see things
in a proper light. Wait: a little while and everything will
appear different.”

He shook his head, and 1 looked the other way and pre-
tended not to sce. for there was no use talking to him; but it
made my heart bleed to see him so hopeless.

It was only a day or so after that when Matthew says to
Gentleman George, (And me in the room with my sewing. |
LooK it up to sit with him, Iess he should feel lonely),

s llhorv any friend that you like to send word to about
vour illness? I've had it on my mind to ask, and if ~o be —-7

[ have no friends,” he replied hastily, turning as red as
Polly looked standing over the fire. **There is no one who
cares to hear of me.”

“That’s very bad.  Youre young to be so alone in the
world, and you look to be just the sort of man calculated to
make friends.”

“Youre mistaken, Matthew. ['m just the sort to loose
‘em,” he replied with a faint laugh that <omchow sounded
sadder than funereal words. And I just made a sign to Mat-
thew tos=ay no more. Matthew is well meaning, but not always
quick to see when he is on the wrong track, and most prone to
words that are least appropriate.  Men are mostly <o, especial-
Iv “those who have followed the sea. Among polite circles, it
may be different. X

ALl right, my dear, 1 won't say any more,” answered
Matthew aloud, like a great gawk.  And he got up and went
away. With that I drew near and hegan to talk to him of
something else, that the poor fellow might think I hadn’t
noticed what was said.  But it was of no use.  He had been =et
to worrying, and in a minute or so he began again.

“You've been very Kind to me. You've took me in a
perfect stranger. and looked after e as well as my own mother
could have done. 1 was wrong when I said I had no fricads,
If you and Matthew aren’t friends, 1 don’t know what to eall
vou. and [ never can find words to thank vou.” And he held
out his hand to me. Such a white hand as it was against my
brown, rough one, andsothin that one could almost sce through
it. “Thanks are all that I can give you just now,” he went on,
steady like, " but if Tam spared to go out again, I willrepay yvou
~omchow for the money I have cost you. The Kindness 1 can
never repay Lo

“ Don't you worry about that, <ir.” =ay=< I, “but

S Don’t call me Sie” he said quickly, " my name’s George,
and the only friends a man has can surely call him by his nan¥e.”

That is the way we came to call him Gentleman George
not to his face of course : but when we spoke of him to others
or between ourselves, . i

He gained strength pretty steadily afterthat, and ina week
or <o was able to get up and about. Right glad 1T was to se¢c
him walk down the strect of a morning with Matthew, a tinge
of color gradually making its way into the tace that had been
=<0 white, and his head held high like one who had nought to be
ashamed of.

Then fora few days< I scarcely <aw him at all. He was
down by the Harbor trying to get work, and among o maany
rough. hardy. sturdy looking men. he stood but a poor chanee. It
crieved me to see him looking so disappointed as he came in
night after night. At last Matthew and T made bold to tell him
that he was not adapted for this Kind of work. It iz entirely
too hard.”™ = 3 ) g
oftice, writing and tiguring, that's the vocation for you.

oo s |
S \What oftice would take me without ae recommendation |

<aid Gentleman George, with a guecer look. " No, no, Matthew,
I've had enough of offices, and oftices of me. To sit behind a
desk again would drive me mad, T think.”

And with that he got up and went out.

with or withouta recommendation. There s heaven’sown writ
ing on hix forehead. 1 ean read it and <o can you.
© He isn't it to rough it with longshore men. or to dive in
this way at all. Ok, Matthew. 'm osure that he belongs toa
retfined family, and T would give a good deal to ~ee him back
among his folks again. 1 feel <ure he must have relatives
~omewhere”
* He =ay <he hasn'tand he onght to Know . “answered Mat
thew, = bhut he is a true and worthy man. or I never <aw one.
All that day I Kept thinking and thinking, and worrying
more and more about this poor vonng man : for I had grown a-
fond of him a=~ thongh he had bheen iy very own, 1
more I thought. the morec D worried. <o there scemed 1a 1y
n~e in that,

Tid Matthew. * You <hould have <omething in an ‘

“T'd take him i I
had an office.” <aid Matthew, after he had gone. " 'd take him |

|

Well, he didn’t come home to supper that night, and it was
the first time he'd missed since ln-]{ been in our house and
Matthew hadn't seen anything of him either.

* He must have gone out to the new works at Martinsville,
and that’sa long way,” said he. 1 daresay he thought he
might get a job there.”

That seemed likely enough, <o 1 thought no more about it.
But the children were greatly disappointed when he did not
come in: they were all exceedingly fond of him.

It began to grow dark, and still he did not come. 1 grew
unecasy, wondering what could be keeping him, for he wasn't
overstrong yet. ﬁl must _have been near nine o'clock. and
dark as pitch, when I heard a step crossing the lawn in front of
our door, and I says to Matthew, “There comes Gentleman
George,” when in he comes, and I saw at once that something
good had happened, there was such a laugh in his eyes, and he
carried his head so high.

“There Mrs. Goldenrod.” said he ; **there's the first instal-
ment, and I hope to pay the whole of my debt before long now.”
And with that he hands me one dollar and a quarter, and 1
didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. between the money and
the look he gave me and all.

“Thank you, George, said I, **you've always been welcome
to the best we could give you, and if we had never seen a penny
of your money, we should have never felt different. Have
they taken you on at the Works? Take care! I am afraid you
are not strong enough for that.™

“No, they haven't taken me on at the Works,” he answered
smiling ; *“they never had the chance, Mrs. Goldrenrod, so we
mustn’t blame them for that. It's quite another line I've gone
nto. I'll tell you about it after supper. You'll give me some-
thirg to eat, I suppose, though I'm awfully late.”

Ve sat down to supper, and soon as we had doife, Gentle-
man George says,

*“T hope you won't object to a little music now and then of
an eveningil've brought home a violin.’

“Where did you get that, George?!” asked 1, wonderingly

“You're thinking my first day’s work has been retty well
paid for. You're right: yet not altogether as you think. But
never fear: all that 1 have brought home has been honestly
come by.”

“Don’t think that I questioned that for a moment, George:
I never did.”

“You wouldn’t have been the first to do it if you had,” he
answered, quiet like with a little laugh. though not as if he
were enjoying himself much. *“You and Matthew trust me,
don’t you?”

“Of course we do.” said Matthew: and I added, “absolutely
and entirely,” wondering what was coming next.

“I'm glad of it.” Gentleman George had a pleased smile.
He wasn’t smiling when he said that. yet I never before saw
him look so pleasant. *It does me good to hear you say that,
and I shall not forget it in a hurry. Now you must hear my
violin.” He took it up and began to scrape away, quick at first
as if he wasa bit put out ; then beautiful,and slow, and feeling,
so that it almost made us cry.

** How beautiful !” we both exclaimed, <oon as we could get
our breath.

“You like it, do you? I'm terribly out of practice, or
Hallo, young people, what do you want ?”

There, standing in a row behind him, with their fingers in
their mouths, and their bare feet on the cold oil-cloth. were the
three children. As soon as he spoke to them, they began to
laugh, and Polly said in her baby way,

= We's come to pitty moosic.” Make it again, George.™

“No, no, not to-night,” he says, catching her up and kiss-
ing her. * George has been making pretty music all day, and
he's s tired, he wants to go to sleep, Polly.”

* Poor George!” And she looks at him in a pitying way,
* Polly ‘ants to go to s’eep too, but pitiy moosic aked her up.”

“It won’t wake her up any more to-night : I'l! carry her up
stairs, Mrs. Goldenrod, if you'll trust me so far, come along,you
small fry.” And off he marches with our Polly in his ar and
the boys followinghard atéhis heels, laughing and chattering'like
a couple of magpies. f

* And now you can guess what 've been doing all day,”
said Gentleman George, when he came down” again, and was
standing by the fire.

“Youdont mean to say " And 1 pointed to the fiddle.

“That I've turned fiddler?  Yes: P tirst violin in the band
that we've heard playing about town the last fewdayvs. That's
my new position, Mrs. Goldenrod. And he laughed a queer
sort of a laugh. We're all Germans, yet not exactly brass.
We're a sort of peripathetic band, constructed on improved
principles. and we have a singer or t woamong us as well.  You
must come down on the beach one of these mornings and hear
us. The gentleman that played ‘the fiddle,” and he laughed
again, *had an accident last night, and won't be able to leave
his bed for weeks, poor fellow. 1 heard of it, and offered to
take his place.  As they had no one else, and my playing hap-
pened to please them, they weren't particular abqut re-
ferences. It seems that references don’t count for much in
aperipathetical band. Anyway I am regularly _engaged, and
we expect to make lots of money : so I'm told.”

“ Dear me ;" said Matthew with a grin. and.

“Do you like it, sir?" said 1. for I was fair taken back to
hear him, and it scemed a queer sort of trade for Gentleman
George.

“Like it? No. I don’t knowas I like it,” he replied slow
and thoughtful. I should have preferred, something less
public and without a uniform. We wear a uniform, of course.
It is pretty but at tracts more attentionthan 1like, being a quiet
man ;and I find it a little trying. But the work is light, and
beggars shouldn’t be choosers. Oh, I shall get_along very well
with the tiddle and the coat of my friend Fritz. 1 ought to
thank my stars that I've dropped into such an easy berth.”

Well, the long and the short of it ix, that if Gentleman
George didn't like his work he never said a word of complain-
ing. and weeks went by, and the season changed, and still he
was out day after day, wet or fine, a tiddling away with the
rest of them. It gave me quite a turn the first time [ saw him.
I came upon the band round a corner, sudden like, and there
was Gentleman George standing in his uniform coat of green
and red, his fiddle on his arm_ scraping away like mad, and a
crowd looking on, and a couple of girls dancing near the gutter.
He gave me such a look when he saw me that I did not know
whether to laugh or ery: but, as I said before, he never com
plained, and while he set us laughing, children and all, with
the stories he'd tell of his “experiences.” as he ealled them, and
mighty queer experiences some of them were.

|TO BE CONTINUED.]

Varieties.

To do easily what is difficult for others is the
mark of talent.  To do what isimpossible for talent
is the mark of genius,

She that good thinketh good may do,
And God will help her thercunto,
For was never good work wronght

L Without bheginning of good thoughi.

Sorrow for having done amiss is fraitless if'jt
[ issue not in doing so no more. )

A girl’s toilet is a part of her dharacter. The
maiden whois <lovenly in the morning is not to
[ be trusted, however fine she may look  in the
fevening.

What worse chastiscment  could God give ns
than to allow us torun in the path of onr own folly.,

The power to love is the power to suffer,

There are three short and simple words, the

hardest of all to pronounce in anv language. and
the ability to utter which is the test of any girl’s
good sense. The wordsare, = Fwas wrong.”

The wite who sews on buttons is hetter than the
i one who speaks <even himguages  to some men,

Ideal : work it out therefrom :
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A Thought.

God knows success is sweet. And yet He thought
Not best to give the long-for boon to all,
Lest the desire to win it had been small,

And His most wise design been set at naught.

By contrast’s law our estimates are made ;
"here were no beauty but for ugliness
No grandeur but for littleness ; and less
Of joy in heaven's sunshine but forshade.

So, friend, if you, or I, must work in vain,
Remember that but for our fruitless toil
Success had missed some portion of her foil.
Let that thought blunt the stab of failure'’s pain.
CARRIE BLAKE MORGAN.
—From Demorest's Family Magazine for March.

Attractions of the Bible.

As a book of religion, around which cluster all
our hopes of immortality, the Bible has merits of
the very highest order: and these, with every seri-
ous mind, will be, as they ever ought to be, its
greatest attractions. But, aside from the religion
which it reveals to us, and the good news of salva-
tion which it brings us, the Bible has other attrac-
tions. It is the book of our learning, not less than
our religion ; the basis of our civilization, not less
than our salvation. It is the charter of our rights
and liberties, as truly as it is the oracle of our faith,
the manual of our devotions, and the anchor of our
hopes. It has moulded into shape, and it has quick-
ened into life, the whole body of our secular learn-
ing, as well as our theology. It has breathed its
own vital spirit into all our science, literature, legis-
lation, philosophy, social and political institutions.
It has led the van of ancient and of modern civiliza-
tion in its march around the globe. It has been the
great well-spring of living water, out of which
have issued all the glad streams of intellectual and
moral health, that are now found flowing in every
civilized land beneath the sun. Thus far, it has
been the great educator and civilizer of man ; and it
is, doubtless, destined to be his greatest educator in
all time to come, his most effective civilizer in every
dark abode of heathenism throughout the world.

But, whilst it is chief}y as a book of religion, and
especially of religious éducation, that the Bible has
spread civilization among the nations; still it is
true, that regarded simply as a book of learning, of
taste and genius, of history and eloquence, it has
exerted an influence which cannot be too highly es-
timated.  As such, it has claims which commend
themselves to every cultivated understanding. In-
dependently of :lﬁ' its higher glories—the ii&now-
lo({go which it gives us of the way to heaven, and
the hope with which it inspires us of a blessed im-
mortality —there are attractions which may be felt
and appreciated even by the irreligious and the
worldly-minded.

As ancient Israel was the glory of all the earth,
Jerusalem the glory of Israel, and her temple the
glory of Jerusa'em, even so is the Bible now
to Christianity, and to the world. It is the
most. glorious outward and visible heritage which
has come down from the Lm‘st,. It stands to the
Christian and to the church as the temple did to
the Jew. It is the throne of power. It is the sym-
bol of all greatness. It is the shrine of all good.
It is the centre of univeral attraction. It is the
radiating point of all blessed influences.

We may all look upon the Bible as we look upon
the broad domain of nature, or upon the blue
heavens above. It is common property. It is all
ours. It all belongs to each of us, because our
Father made it. We breathe a common air; we
gaze upon the same loveliness ; the same landscape
smiles in beauty at our feet ; the same heavens en-
compass us : in the Bible, as in the book of nature,
we are all at home, for God, our Father, is over all
and in all. LE Roy J. HALSEY, D. D.

A Christian is not his own, but keeps himself
free for God’s work. —St. Ignatius,

First let our own inner life be real, and then we
may try to draw others to share its sweetness, its
comfort, and its battle.

When we have yielded ourselves to Him, body,
souly and spirit, when His forgiveness has lighted
the flame of love and gratitude in our own souls,
then there flows forth the power of awakening the
latent spark in others,

Partings may come, but it will only be for a
time such alittle time and then we shall meet,
land never part, but be safe with God for ever.
When we have that to look for, how little does any
sorrow matter to us, and how short it all seems.

_God’s will must be everything to us, not our
own ; though we are sometimes tempted to ask for
our own. Wemust “lay hold™ on God’s promises,
grasp them firmly  they never fail; but we must
trust and expect Him to fulfil them, and He will.

_“The Situation that has not its Duty, its Ideal,
was never yet occupied by man.  Yes, here, in this
poor, miserable, tempered, despicable actual, where-
in thou even now standest, here or nowhere is thy
and working. be-

; lieve, live, be free,”™  Carlyle,




