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‘The Shephard's Cah.

Little children, Jesus calls you,
"Midl your work and "mid your play ;
Dsy by day his sweet voice calleth,
Listen,'you will hear Ilim say ;

‘ Come o Me, My son, My daughter,
Give to Me thy youthiful heart ;
Come, for | alone can hless you,

And true hiappiness impart.’

desus is our loving Shepher |,
And, when sueltered in His fold,
He will keep you from all danzer,
Skieid you from the Litter cold.
L'ttle lamhe, vour enrly childhanad
He will tondly wateh and tend ;
And through Little joy s and sorrows
‘e will be your fuithful Fiien 1.

e will love you, guard vou, keop you,
He wiil Le your constant Gui-l-,./

Aned not desth itself shall harm/4ou
Wiile He standeth by your side.

Listen. then, for now fe calls you ;
Listen ta s voice to-day.
Will you give your hearts to Jesus ?
Sute, you will not say Him ‘Nay ?'
- sceee - -
IsrOon Meyer.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

When Lean Meyer came home froim school,
his mnther 1 oked vp in amazement.he camein
=0 89fLiy, instesd of rushing in like a whirl#ind,
as usual,  He was a long time doing the chores,
niel when hie came in his eyes were red with
weeping.

“Are you ill, Leon?" asked his moiher.
“%Vou have scarcely tasted your supper.”

“idion’t feel very well,” he replied.

“Been Liaving another fizht with Tom RBayn.
ton, el 7" qrierisd his frthor,

“No, vir,” hesitatingly.

“What did [ te!l you. Leon, the last time you

hal trouble with that boy " scowling.
PR

i said if You heard of any more,that you
would give me a flogging.”

“1always keep my word,” significantly.
“ Well, have you had any more trouble, eh?"

“ Not much, sir.”*

Mr. Meyer fromned, suying, angrily :

*if you lie to me, Leen, you will wish you
had never bwen horn,”

“Mr. Meyer!” interposed his wife,

“ e inanaging this boy, Mrs. Meyer, and |
w1l not have any interference,” he ‘rowned.

Tt e tell, papa, please,” eried Lily,
y Mever!” sternly.

* ['lease let me toll, papa,” she pleaded, her

tiny Landa clasyed, and tears rolling down her
chieeks,

! wiil punish you sererely if vou say an-
other word,” stormedd the futher. “Things have
come to & prety pass if | am to be bearded in
my awi house, and by my ownchildren. Mrs,
Meyer, put that ehilid 10 bed,” ag Lily sobbed,
pitterfully,

“ Don't cry, Lily,” whispered Leon, as his
sister badle him good-night. “Perhaps papa
will let ma tell him.”

“ You haven't kissed papa, Lily," promted
her inother.

With a quick movement the child a'ipped
frow the rosni.  Mr. Meyer had lost his good.

night kins,

* New, «ir,” scowling ﬁ“.‘"m‘h{;
foll vs the trembling hoy “Have you hac
touble with Tom Boynten, to-day 1

* Yes sir, but—'

* 1 want no buts. Yes or no,”

* Yes sir,” reluctantly.

“Take of your coat, sir.
suarrel and light,
toduy?” 5

The boy looked up in surprise. “Tom Boyu-
ton lied te him, sir, 30 he flozge.d me. "

" Aint you ashamed of yourself 1o get flagged
twice in one day ?  I'li not huve you laying ali
you faults on Tom Boynto... Ife s a rich man's
son, aivl behinves as well as you, | dare sy, "
And the lash eomve down with stinging force.

‘Vhe cruel taunts’ aroused the Lox's spirit,
and he raised his face, foom Wwhich every ves
tiga of color hal fled, a vivid lire'lowinr.in his
#0ft blue eyes.  Not 4 moan escaped the pule
lips thfough the cruel orde 1,

“ You muy go now,” sairl his father, al last,
sniething alarme.l at the paie set face ; “and
17 L ever hear such an acevunt of you again, 1')
fiog you half ta deagh.”

In a p2roxysm of rage and griel, Leon hur

I'll learn you to
Rid your teacher flog you

In a tew moments
pen and & ten ler loving voice exclaimed:

“ My darling Loy ! And her warm tears

“() mother, mother; I wish [ was dead!”
he cried Litterly.

“ No, no, my xon, you must not. say that, it
is wicked,” gently, vet firmly.

41 can't-“help—it. Father is—so—s0,” he
sobbed.

“ Can it be true that my boy was sodispbedi-
ent that he was punished ?* asked his mother,
reproschiully.

“ No, uo, motiuer, Tom Boynton lied to the
teacher, and he flogged me. You see,” eager-
ly, “the dvsk lias been filled with rubbish fop
several Jduye, and yesterday Mr. Blake said he
would flog the oiie severdly that did it, if it was
vepeated.  Weli, when we got there this morn-

ing, there was the desk fuller thanTever.  Mr,
Blake was terribiy angry, and he said he would
punish sach pupil, if he could not find the
guilty one, any other way.”

* Heres a knife,” exclaimed Tom, who was
 belping to elear the desk.

“ Let me see it,” suid MP. Blake,

“Tom hawded it to him.”

“ Who owns thi« kaife 7’ And O, how stern
{Bris voice wa«, as he held it up,”

“You can't imagzne how astonished | was
mether, when [ saw M:. Dlake held; the kuife
[ lost 80 iong nge.”

“ | remember,’ soltly.

With a greatful lonk Leon weat on,

“ e mine, sir,” said 1.

“That was right, my darling.*
in a surprised tone,
© Yoes, sir.”

“ Yourst"

“ How enme your knife in my desk *°
“1 don’t know,sir.
“1f you please, »
Tom Boynton, “I%&:
 Last might !

i lost it a long time ago.”

spoke up that mean
im have it last night.”
Are ¥om sure ?"

“ Yes sii,”

“ Leon Meyer," exclaimed the teacher, with
nwlul sternness, ‘] say that [ am greatly ois
appointed in you. There was not one here but

| what [ would hwve suspected of such conduet,
You, in whom |
: have placed such conlidlence, and whom | have
{ eonsiderad one of my best pupils, to fill my
desk with rubbish, and then deny it; again, you
E!o}l another falschood about your knife, when
' you are found out. | could not have believed
[itor you. These are {wo grave offences, and
: require severe punishment.”

“I didn’t fill your desk, and i certainly lost

| a8 x00n, or wodner. than you.

| my knife sir,” [ replied, as firmly as I could,
’”llll the tears v

/d come to my eyes when |
saw how sad loaked,

“1f you confess, your punishmeut wiil be
lighter,” was all he said.

‘| huve nothing to confess, sir, for | have
| told the truth,’ 1 said in ageny.

‘Your obstinacy (for | ean eall it nothing
else) is extremely reprehensibie. 1 am more
pained than | can say, but [ mast perform my
duty. - Hold out yeur hand, Leon.’
| *Every blow veemed 10 strike here,’ putting
his hand ou his heart. ‘I bardly felt them on
my hand.

* My poar boy !" murmured his mother, kise-
ing the poor blistered hands ; ‘it is better Wi
suffer wrong, than to do wrong. Don't grieve’
»0, it will come right sometime,’ as Leon #till
sobbed drearily.

Bhe little thought how soon her words woukl
Le verified. i

¢ | don't care for the punishment as I do ‘for !
the name of it. It is too bad, too bad! Thite
mean Tom Boyuton'’s =t the bottom of it, !
knaw.
Fhig fiste. ‘And | have been so proud of being
the moat examplury pupil in school. "y dear !

* Hush, liush, my son, ' gently ; ‘you are giv-

ing place to the worst enemies one can have,
anger aid revenge."
* I cau's help it, mamma, Tom is 80 hateful
and mean, and is- always doing something to
plague me. He txunted me all the way honse |
of bieing ﬂ_gxged, and hope | should be again.
And—and, mamms dear, | struck him.’

‘Leon I' gravely.

Yer, | did, but | was sorry the next minute.’

‘ L am very, very sorry that my bey should
forget 80 s0on the good lessons he has received.’

‘] only forgot = minute, and although he
struck me two or three times afterwaids, §
didn’t strike him again.

‘That was right. What first began the
trouble betwesn yoe?'

*Ile has hated me ever since I won the
prize laat spring.’ \

A lonyg pause.

* Leon, my jove, have you thought that per-
hapa you needed this lesson 7' ;

Y0, mamma, re;roachfully.

tiwl 40 Lis elamber und flung himsell on the
Led, '

“Just think a mon ent, dear.  Haven't you
been proud of youn ensily seqirel learning? l

i

t);o deor swung softly | Ilave you not been inclined to look dows on |

{ignoraut people 7'
‘I am afraid [ -have semetimes, mamma,’ was

fell on his face as she’clasped him in her lrm!-!ﬂu thoughitful 1eply. ‘lsn’t it wrong 1o be so

ignorant ? T always thought it was.'

¢ It is wrong and feolish, alse, where it can
be pievented ; Lut many wre se from necessity,
and not from cioi . Learning opens many
avenues of pleasure, bles the ) Y
commands profitable employment ; while ig’
nor+ace is superstitious and degrading.’

‘ How angry father was!' sighed the %oy,
He wouldnt let me ex.

after a shorl pause.
plain a word.’

‘Some one must have misrepresented the
affair to him,’ said Mre. Meyer, & blush of
shame suffusing her face, as she thought of her
hasty-terapered husband.

* He might have let e told him. O, dese!
I wish be was like Willie Ryde’s father, then |
couid please him sometimes.”

‘Do not think of it any mnre, but try to go

to sleep, dear.

Gool night.'
‘You've been coddling that disobedient son

Q, 1 hope he'll cateh it ! elenchn»"

and two boys boundel iike doers.

gnick ving of the bell and a frightenal

of yours, all this time, |- suppose,’ sneered Mr,
Meyer, as his wife entered the roem.

‘It took me a long time to soothe Lily, she
was 80 excited,” was the quiet.reply. ‘Since
then | have Loen talking with l;on.’

“Things have cowe 10 & pretty pass. I think,
when a man can’t correet a disobedient head-
strong Loy wit!
Meyer, angrily, as he paced the floor.

*You dre mistaken, Francis, said kis wife,
gently. . ‘Leon has done me wrong, except—'

‘Ono, Lecn can’t do wrong,” sneered
Mr. Meyer, suvage'y. ‘Of course it want
wrony for him to tight Tom Boynton, the
rascal !’

‘Except te give a blow in retarn fer bit-
ter taunts,’ quietly and firmly went on the
lady. ‘A blow repented of directly.’

A quick slam of the door anneunced Mr.
Meyer's departare,

You may think that this gentleman was
't ory agreeable, bui if you askel his
opiuion, e wonld teil you you were much
mistaken, for he was usually very pleasant.
An opinion be had the pleasure of indulg-
ing alone. '

Some weeks later, Leon came rushing
in from school. eyes and chedks aglow, as
he exclaimed :

“The pund is frozen like & rock, and|

there will be splendid “skating to morrow.
Most all the boys have new skates, and
are going in for a glorious time. Can't |

go tun, father?'

Meyer scowled as Lie laid down his paper,
teaving testily :

*No, von ean'’t.’

‘Why not, xir? 1'll be very careful.

‘I waid no, 1 believe, and when I say ne,

I mean nu; 8o not another word,” ang:il

*You were gone last Saturday, and you'll

#aw wooad to-morrow, young man.’

" Leon swallowed very hard as he said,re
spoctfully, *I'll timsh the woud in good
season, if you will let me go, wir.’

| ‘I'll flog you within an inch of your life,

‘0, if you plea<e.ma’am, they're s bring
im" aim right home.  And with a
burst of teurs, ‘he's drownded he's drownd-
iel.'

the door for SUpport, us she saw 4 proves
{nion coming up the street, bearing a sense

{loxs blirdien.

fhe <aw he: hi; ‘he isn't dead
1 but just fain'cd like a girl, when | pulle
!hin:; out of the water. Poor litile feller!
ttenderly laying the still form on the sofa

many that would have shown such plack
‘wpecially for such a cross-grained chan.’

| . x
| Mever, as she tried to revive her son
“Why you see ma'am.that contrary critter,

course he went in, and this plucky little
chap dived right in after him. Tom's
pretty beavy, and he was awful scared, #o
be grabbed your boy round the neck,

nond.

And matter enough it was, with two boys
a drownding close to the shore. They'd

son was a hangin’ on to a piece of ive with
one hand, and holding that ere feller with
the other, when [ got there.

its broke, I gne:x. Well, here’s the doc
tor, so I'il go.
ma‘am. Plucky, if he is little,

Leon’s arm was dressed, he was given
an opiata, and put to bed.

skating ; others said there waa only one.

Mr. Meyer heard that Leon had broken
through the ice while skating, and white
with 1age harried home.

Mrs. Meyor had sat with Leon until he
had become quiet, and had just gone mto
the kitchen to prepare a bowl of gruel
when her hushand rung the bell.

“Where i» Leon?” be demanded stern
Iy, of the mail.

drownded the day."” she renlied.

irste father.

ean’t get up.”

“Did you hear me? with a atamp of the
foot. Do as I bid you or leare.”

! The girl left the room muttering, “I'm
‘thankful ye are not my father, ye thafe o’
{the wo.id.”

“Master Leoon, yeo poor darlint! yer ug-
Iy ould father xays ve have got to him.—
And, in shrill whisper, I guess he is going
jto flog ye, for | sec the divil in his eye.

#ir, if you go, 80 go if you dare, was ;.., Puor Leon, trembling with fear and pamn
tri

savage response.
| Leon flushed with anger as he left the
room. -lHis lowering brow at supper-time
brought a shacp reproof from his father,
who ordered him to bed.

The next duy was clear and Uright.
Leon worked away on the wood slowly,
and, [ am sorry to say, sulkily. He was
no wise cheered as the boys went gayly by,
swinging their skates and calling for him
to join them.

‘It's awful mean,’ exclaimed Wille Ryde;
‘I shant have a bit of fun if you are net
there.'

‘I'm awful sorry, Willie, but I ean't,” re |
plied Leon, dolefnily. i

‘It's a burning shams ;' thed brightly.:
‘1 tell you shat it is, Loen, I'll help you
do the wood, and then you ean go and
look on, it you can't skute.’

Aud the litile fellow went to work with-
a will.  Leon didu't relish the idea of losk
ing on. but gratefully for Willic's sym-
pathizing help, ho worked Uriskly, and
was soon talking merrily.

‘Ha, ha, if this aint nice,staying to home
sawing wood, instead of' going down to the

nd.  Look at my new skates. There
isu’t such a splendid pai 1d
Iy, “canse futher got “om in Boston,” Tom
plumed himself greatly on his father be-;
ting the richest man in town.

‘Vivey’re no betier than the pair Uncle
Walter me, said Leon.

Tom angry directly, and eslling
Leon all manner of names, firally walked
off in & towering passion. The wood - was
soon finixked, and Leon ran into the house
to ask his mother if ho might (o and sce
the skuters. A ready consent was Eiven

Two cr three hours later thsve was a

iittle boy gasped, us Miw. Meyer opened

r in town," proud- fpers, deciaring he ecild never show

od to rise, hut feli back with a groan.

I can’t go, Katie; it's 1o use to try, he
said, faintly.

Then l'lfhelp you, you young rascal !
exclaimed a veoice; and Mr. Meyer seized
him roughly by the shoulder. Get up I
tay ! daragging nimf rom the bed.

With a cry that rang in his ears for
months, Leon fainted.

Good gracious, Mexer! are vou crazy ?
eried a voice; and turning, the angry man
saw Mr. Beynton aud the minister looking
at him.

'y son, my son, your father has killed
yoe ! shrieked Mr-s. Meyer, who had hur
ried in from the kilehen.

Buch confusion as theie was! The doe-
tor was agxin smiamoned, the poor broken
arm newly banduged, and the doctor wore
& grave face | before Leon recovered
from his deathiike swooin.

Mr. Meyer pacod the room in an agony
of fear and remorse. Mr. Boynton's story
did not reassare him, either.

Fever sot in, and for_wedks Leon's life
was despaired of. At lwst he began to
gain. Mr. Boynton was a constant visitor
bringing fruits, wines, and books and r

i

-

admiration and gratitude te the preserver
of his son.

Tom, who was really kind hearted struck
with remorse, bezged Lou's forgiveness.
and then went bravely and confessed tn
the whole school that he had fillad the
teacher's desk, and that Leon had suffored
undescrvedly,

Mr. Blake, after commending him fin
his confession. kpoke aboat ths too fre
quent sin of false accosation. and warned
the school to howare of sowing the seaxls
of fcture remorse and sorvow. l1le ther
spoke in warm praise of Loon,who not-on
Iy forgave unkinduess, bat risked his life

the door :

-

even for him who bad injured him.

wile

With a sharp ery Mrs. Mevor cauglit at

man who seeméd the one in anthority, a-

You've reason to be mighty prend o' thin
boy, Mrs. Mayer, | can tell you! 1Tt isn't|my favorite pupil back again Mrs. Meyeor,

1 hope hu'll get on well,

“Abed sir, in conrse, afther heing aimost

As =0on as school closed Mr, Blake(who
heartily rejoiced that his favorite pupil
wan innocen*) hirried to Mr. Meyer's.

My dear buy, he exclaimed, 28 he tock
Leo's ta’in wasted hands in a warm clasp
I have ¢Cme to tell you that I now know
-| you were inncent of the charge for which
[ punished you, and 1 ask your pardoms for

]

! . o s ' . .
| “‘Don’t bo frightened, ma'am,’ said the{not trusting yeur word.

Leon’s lips quivered, and the
in bis eyes ac he replied simply
I} You could not help beliering
sir.

.| Mr. Blake shook his head.
I was too hasty. I quits long to have

icars were

me guilty,

.| turning to that lody.

You said it would sli§come right, dear

*How did it happen ? inquired Mrs.|mamma, and it has, cried Leon, joyfally.

4 L am so happy.
,+  Leon’s convalescence passed very pleas-

Tom Boynton, would go where the ice was |antly, for the boys went often to see him:
thin, in spite of the boys' warning. Ofland Willie Ryde kept him informed about

all that was going on at school, besides
piaying varions games, sach as checkers,
and so forth, with him.

and| The painful thought that Mr. Meyer had
dewn they both went to the bottom of the | gone thresgh had done him goodi ; for the
1 heard the boys screaming like|siumbering love he had for his children,
all posses.al, ns | was going home -acioss | hud awakened to active lifo. e was great-
lots, so I ran to xee what was the mutter. | ly pained to «ae Leon grow silent and dis-
for I knew something was up by the yells|trait whenever he entered the room, and

scem reliovod when he left. Lily, too,
avoided him, no longer climbing his knee

»| been down twice, they told me, and your)and ealling him her “dear good papa,” he

saw with sorrew.
L2on, he said, gently, onc day, as they

We got 'em|were alone, why is it that yon are more
out mighty quick, :a’am, but this poor|pleased to see Dr. Gray and Mr. Boynten,
Plittle chap had hit his arm somchow, woltham your fatler who loves youw

Lecn looked up with heightenad’colour
but was silent.

Why is it my son ? kindly.

I -l —stammered the boy.

My dear boy, have | lost vour love by

Of course the news spread like wildfire.|my croel basty temper? Words cannet
Some suid both boys were drowned while|expross my sorrow for the past, and I ask

you to forgive me.
with emotion,

1! cried Leon, excitedly. O father, I
ididn't think you cared for my love. And
he threw himself into his f: ther's outstret-
| ched arms in a passjon of tears.

From that moment Mr. Meyer was a
changed man. He becamre an earnest
i Christian, and you canmot find a happier
family to-day than his.

I am so happy, mamma dearest, whis-
pered Leon, joyfully, as his mother kissed

Ilis voize was husky

“Bid him vome to me,” thundered the him good night, for father does love me
I'll learn him to disobey me. [after all.

“Indade sir. the docthor gave him some |and it's most well now, with a sigh of con-
medicine and put him 10 bed, sir, and he)tent—and I will be"alle_to enjoy “a merry

I am so glad I broke my arm,

christmas”after a:l.

Beware young friends, of yielding to &
quick tempor, for, beside’the heinous sin,
you are likely(t)» make the whole hou-e
hold_ unhappy.

- ee e - — - —

Before sentence was pronounced on Cone,
the Tamworth, N. H., marderer, he was
allowed the customary privilege of stating
why Le should not be sentenced. Ie

railed himseif of the opportuniiy, and
occupied nearlyla half hour i» x rambling,
abusive sttack on the witnessess. Finally
& juryman arose anid asked the Court that
the tired jurymen might be dismissed, as
fihey cared not to hear the ribaldry ef the
prisoner. Cone was then obliged to/desist,
whereupon he seized a large heavy ink-
stand and threw it at the County Solicitor
who dodged the missile in season to
oscape severe injury. This unexpected
scene evcawioned grent excitement in the
coprt room. After resaching the State
Prison,jhe is te spend thirty years in)ean-
finement. Cone evidently felt his po¥ition
keenly, and after being placed in priscn
uniform and locked up he threw himself
upon his cot in‘The cell and burried his
‘e in his Lind, sobbing bitterly.

— et s @ e —

The places in New' York city that once
knew the tra np will soon know him no
long, as an order (o ar-est ail the habitual
applicants for lodging at ;she police *sta-
tion went into effect las weok. All able

bodie! paupers were refused admission,
and were informed that they must work.

Bt T 2 —
The population of Pern is 2720,735.
which in attributed to earthquakes, dis-
ceases, civil war and beanly, especially
the latter.

NEAPRNDS .

A speaker aZ’n stump meeting «nut West,
leclared that he Bnew no east, no west,
no north, no south. “Then,” sail a bye-
stander, “you onght Lo go to school and
learn geography.”

-oem =

" The time is not far distant when” the
young ladies and gentlemen  will® get oil
he intraductory remaris :—“When [ was
t the Centennial!’

Thisinsarl to show a Inrge decrease, -




