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PLEASBSANT HOURS.

147

“Got aropo!”

“ Where is a pole?”

* Bring one orthow planks from tho
R shore yonder!”

“Can't pomebody awim ¥

¥ Snoh were the confused and uncertain
i voicos,

“Help me off with my skates!”
# cdos ono brave tellow, tugglng at the
4 tutonioge that scem to bo 1mmovable,
B Mesntimo—It is only & fow seconds—
I tho cbild is flosting ateadily down the
W sueam ; sinking for ono dresdful mo-
l ment, then riaing to the surface, And,
i meantime, tho strange German boy has
M bxo flying like the wind to the spot.
83 [brough tho group he forges in a twink-
Ml ling, his coat is off alteady ; down on
B thoice he goes; no lootonfng of the
B ikates ; skates and boots como off to-
i poher; now o ranniag jump, and in
i gaegosa. .8os him now! Blowing tho
@ water foom his lips, taking long, ateady,
. [l powerful strokes; he is after him ; he
2 18 guining on him; the ohild sinks
B aguin; be is drawing tor1ibly near the
f lobelow. If he goos underit! Oht
3 batthe brave swimmer is hurrying hia
§ stoke, thore are the flaxen locks once
Ed moro at the surfase, and the swimmer’s
8 ieft hand hes grasped the red tippst
M roond the child’s neck. No; he will
B¢ oot risk the crumbling ice; ho pulls
% for tho shore, bearing up the rivar,
& bolding the child at arm’s length, swim-
& nisg steadily and surely; no harry
™ cow.

8 A shout goes up from the skaters,
¥ S yonder! A man, bare-headed,
B wnes flyiog down the eloping lawn,
W i {s the child’s father. 1o bas heard
g ttecry from the river; the danger of
@ tho child and the darlng rescuo are in
[ o moment revesled to him., Aa
B Enll nears the shore the father rushes
dif iato the water aad grasps bis boy.

B "0, my darhing!” ho cries. * Yes,
% 1:0 allve.  You saved him, you brave
B by Come with me ab vace iato the
N lowe! Being hiscsuland shues, wil
B you1® he shouts to the groip on the
N e, Tae father, with the chiid in his
g ams, leads the way, Ewil, deippiog
g «od panting a little, follows. The
B nother, half franiic, meeta them on
i the 1awa, the fahers quiet tones
™ resssure her,

N “Ohl! yes; my dear, He i» aliva,
8 1 foal his heart beating; he is only
Bt cdilled & little; he will be himssif
B4 o in an hourortwo! Thers s the
k3 boy that saved his Ji%e!”

 _The mother flings her arms around
N Enil's dripping shonldexs, and kisesa
‘h‘xlt Thers is not nuch time for
| Ths father’s word i3 true, Xt is but
g 2 littlo whils bofore the child, strip-
N ped of his wet clothing, rolled in a
¥ yun blagket and rubbed by the fire,
S 2 awako-and clearly ount of danger.
¥ Mantimp Emil has been harried ap
i:'; b 8 warm zoom by the young msn
[_:’{ vhom hs m: in Mr, Holden's offics,
I ‘tl_!a evening bafoxs, azd there has been
‘ disrobed, and rubbed, sud cled in dey
(i R r=sate, somewhat 000 inrge for him.
I Ho has eaid bus listle, eave 10 reply to
|
|
!
{
I
{

HABSESodIRESESEE

B o yourz msn's questions. He has
N ban thinking maush,

Pressauly <bo young fellow tuems, a3
N Sxil makes a-reply in his strong Ger
1o |} X2 accent, and says .

“8ay . Look ‘here! Aren'c you the

“Sowetiogs llke dat, may be.”

 Well, man allve, do you know that
this is Mr. Holden's house ; and that
1t is his boy that you pulled outof the
dvert”

“Nela; I knew not, aber I was
woudering much when 1 880 you here.”

¢ Well, you won't need your letter
of iotroduction now, vary much.
You've got acquainted with him, now
1 tell you; and don't you forges {t1”

Emil blushes and loocks down, He
does not liko the thought of claiming
anything on the scoro of what he bas
dono, he almost wishes that he had
not the letter. Bat it s 4ll out now,
aud he cannot help himsetf,

t1s he your fator 3" asks the lad.

¢ No, he is my uncle, and I live with
him. No botter man in town, either.”

It is Mr. Holden himself who now
knocka at the door.

“Come, my Iad!" hegays tend:rly,
“Come down to the libracy. I want
to know who you are and all about
you.”

¢ He hasg & letter for you," cries the
nophew.

“A letter for 3% From whom?t”

“ A letter of Frau Baker," answers
Emil. *“Of the benutiful lady who lifs
at the West-town oa tho raflway.”

¢ Elizabeth Baker, of Weatont”

VYa, 1 tink so.”

“Q0ome with me at ance! YWhere is
the letter §"

“1t wan in my schmall book, in the
coat's pscket.”

¢ Here is tho coat,” aays the gentle-
man hastily, a3 they cnter the library.
“The boys brought it up from the
ice.”

Emil biings forth the diary, and the
tressured wissive from his friend. Me.
Holden'a fa.e brightens as he hurriedly
reads it.

*“It is a lad.” hs says to his wifs,
'* with whom Lizabeth atrack up cne
of her charactoristic friendsiips on the
cars yesterday, and she commends bim
to us. All right, my boyt We
shonld hardly kave nemind her lstter
though , should wei” Then, after a
pawse, to Eamil. “Your faither and
mother are both dead, she tells ms.

' 8he tells you txuth, Herr Holden.”

¢ And you have come to this coun-
try sceking a homet”

“Even so, X hopa”

*She doss not tell ms your name.”

¢ Eail Lincoln Kellar.”

« What is that 1" sharply,

¢« Emil Lincoln Keller,”

¢ What wss your father’s name {*

“ Feitz Keller.”

“YPritz Keller{
this coantry 1

¢ Ys, Herr Holden, he was onoef
lviog in dis town.”

« 0, my boyt ¥ cries the gentleman,
springing from his soat, and elesping
Eniltn his arme. “ Yon bave coms
homs irdecd! VYour father marched
by my side in the rogiment. He was
fny dsaveat frilend. 1a ome of the lamt
battlos of the war, before Potexsburg,
whee 1 was left womaded wa the fiels,
and wonld hsve died, he crept out
through the lnes after dark, gnd’
broaght me $o camp in his ®romg)
arms, God bleas him:! I wrs seat to]
the bospital then, and ¥ have never
socn him gfnos, nor heird from him,
though I bave sought for bhim -acd]

Wes ho ever in

“Do you remembor any look liko
that 1" asks Mr, Holden,

“Ya; he was once liko dat, long
times ugo, I have in ming trunk the
eame.”

Thoy all sit muslng for a littlo; the
fair-haired boy, asleup on tho sofa, is
breathing quietly.  Prescatly Mru
Holden says: *“ You know taat it is
Christmes, EmiL"

“Ya wohl Madem, It waa my
sorrow that on this day of the Christ-
child I could to no ons glve"—

13 checks his fnpulsive speech.

* Blosa your dear heart!"” cries the
lady. ‘‘That sorrow nsed not burden
you. Have you not given us the life
of our chtld 1"

Emil is not suffered to retura to his
lodgings across the river, A moe-
sengor i3 sent for his luggage, and
through the Chrlstmag day snd the
Christmsg-tide ho abidos most happily
in this safe refuge, His modesty, his
courtesy, his mealiaees, galn for him a
strorver hold every dsy upon the
heerts of his now {riends, and there
8re many oarsest consultations about
hic futare; for Ewil has no thought
of quartering himself upon them, and
is often anxtously questloning about
the work by which he msy earn his
bread.

On New Year's Day, aftsr dinnaer,
Mxr. Holden takes him by ths hand and
leads him apatairs to & little chamber
all newly farnished, Tho ocasicst of
hittle rooms it is, with its white<overed
bed, and its meat carpet, and its stout
sasy-chair, and its pretty writing-desk,
and over the mantat a0 enlarged pho-
tograph, beautifully framed, of his
father's face.

“Here, Emil” says Mr. Holden,
“ihis is your New Year's present.
This is your home, 80 long as you
desire tt. T know that you want to
earn your own livelihood, and wo waxt
you to dait. Soon we ghall find the!
Jdght tbwmg for you 10 4o Bat this
wll Le your bome, it you will kave it
N> ; you need not say one word, Tt
will take me a great many years, my
hoy, ¢c pay you the deb: that 1owe
yoa, for your father's eaks, and for
your own,”

WIND OR STEAM—WHICH 1

8arLwye vessela depend on the fitfa
winds tor power $0 go. Steamshipa
depend upon tha steadily throbid
engine, deep down within the gaken
ribg,

hMany pxople are like the esiling

vessels, they go precty well while the
wind is fair and frash, but when it

tails or ia * doad atend ” they do not | 5

mako much progress. Others ara like
steamenrs, thoy plow steadily an through
storms and calm. Thoy hsve a glow-
frg energy within, Zhey have a pur
poee, aua a will. They have faith in
Qod, and love that works for Lkim and
for all men,

Bead thiz extract from a letter
written ‘t0 3 fricnd by Noreman Mso
{sod, whils Tesiding in London many
years 280

“Your mind is a good, slzong,
vigorous oue, Yat ‘gou aro tnclined w
indgleacs, ¥en woquire the stimzulus
of sociaty aad'ot exbernsl ciroumstances
to go o3 your coursa. You &re mors

follow.! You wust then rouse your
goll , set overy mafl, and catch the
breezo you have,”

“ Rowe yourvelf |” That's it. Btir
about ; got at work; do eomethlng to
make somobody wiser and better and
happier. In this way yon will make
lifo a sucoosa.

HURRAH FOR FROHWILITION:

HE temperaucs folka are waking up
Through the entire uation
To put the hiquor-trafuc down,
And drive 1t trow creation.
Tho stiis and drinkig Jeus are Joomed
To lawfol dsmalitwon,
For all good men are going in
for legal prohitutien,

Wo've truad persussion lung anough ,
No use to try it lopges;
1t will not stop tha tratlic, and
We must havo somotulng atronger.
The heartires tuan who mans and swi
1he beverage of penliton
Must have thur ' breathiog holes of hall™
Shut ap by prombition.

Too loag Bing Aleahol Liss raigued,
All murs) susman scorning ,
Too long his mordecous savages
Have filled ths land with moaraing,
Dnnk-sellors care not for our prayers,
Yur tears, vur admonition ;
irat thote s a powes can muake them quake—
*Tis legal prohibition.

Mor scofs of foes, nor doubts of frisnds
Shail weaken onr ¢adeavour

To wand tne trade, ul disgrace
And wipe it out frzover?

Right oa shall go th s noble work,
Until its tuil camw pletion ;

Wo 1l fight 1t vat spon tne Lino
Of YvTaL pro ativon !

AN OLD SONG ANALYZED,

You all know the old “ Sing a song
of sixpence,” but have you .ve: read
what 1t i3 meant fur ¢

The four and twonty blackbirds
represent the twenty-joar hours. The
tutum of the ple s the world, while
the «p ctust lauhesky tho! uverarchaa
it. Tie ypenlng of the pre s the day
dawn, when the birds wegin to sing,
and surely such a sight i “a dainty
Jish t0 set before a kung.'  The king,
whe I8 supresunied as sitling in hus
pativuf cuunting out his muney, 18 the
sun, while ¢ho goid plece thet elip
through his fingers ag be counts them
=ro the gulden snnshine. The queen,
who sits in the dark kitchen, 13 the
‘mooD, and Jhe hunecy with walch ahe
regales herself is the umoonlight. The

Mog § inqustrious maid, who 1s in the garden

at work before the king—the sun—
bms risen, is tlay-dawn, and ths clothes

'} she bangs out are the cicuds, whuse who

‘tird which 80 tragically enda the sung
‘By * nipping off her nose ™ is the hour
gunsel, 50 ws.havo the whuis uay,
if nou in a nawshels, 1o a pis,
-
NEVER DU IT,

Never reply to father or mother
ssucily.

Never gpedk to mother unkipdly.

Never act ugly to brother or sister.

Never correct father or Lokt
when they arc teling anything in
pablio,

Nevn(: oteal an or tell an
uutrath, or 8 words, or creu-
1a% scandal. sk agly '

Rever seek play when you can bo
‘more nsefnlly employed.

 flow thét cama into the office yuster- | longed for him. And now comse his§of a-esiting ahip than o steamship—the | Nover say, “1 can . or-“Let Jiw,”
10 ([ day ¥’ ean, in the moment of peril, and sxves] power which propels you mam come'} or “I don't want 0,” when yon ate
“Ye," enawomn Emil, 1 wsa.” my childs lfe. t, wheve fafir.m withgut move than from within |l 0 do amy hung,
“You-wanted ¢osee Mr, Holden$® { shat old ph o Frit2§” Yon are wall buill, have famous| Never gu w sleop whlout prager, |
i 1 hala lotker @ gfhim.” “ 1t is-hare,” answars Mrs, Holdeo, { timber, 8 godd compess, good charts;|oa it may Lo the last chanco Juu wia "
¥ " Letter.of introdpction 1° bringing.an album-frcm-a-drawer.  {but you want a ¢refreshing breezs to | have,
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