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The Family. '

SUMMER

No price is 3es on the lavish jummer §

June may be hud by the povrest comer

And what iaso rare asa day in June?

Then, if ever wome perfect dayy

Then heaven tnes the eanth, i be in tune,

And vver 1~ By her warm edr la?u.

W\ bether we took, or whether we Hsten,

Ve hear hifo inunmur, of see it glisten.

Every clod feels a stir of might,

An instindt within iU that geaches and towers,

And, groping biindly above it, for light,

Climabs bo a soul fo grass and flowers,

The fush of life may well be seen

Thulling back over hills and valteys

The cowalip startles in meadows green,

The buttercup catches the sug in its chalice,

And there » never a Jeaf nor & blade too mean

Tu be some happy creatore’s palace.

We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help

hnowing,

That skies are ciear and grass is growing.

The Ureeze comes whupering in our ear,

That dandelions are blossoming near,

That the river is blues than the sky,

That the rotun is plastering his house hard by
—James Russele Lewell

THE THEATRE AND PUBLIC
MORALS,

Thue gentleman who chooses to be
known as Mr. Henry living has been
making frequent speeches of late on the
subject of the stage. We have no call
toquestion Mr. Trving's nght to speak
on the profession of an actor, he has
every claim to be listened to on the
special art which he adoms.  Nor have
we any wish to detract from that gen-
tleman's remarkable success, or his pro-
fessional character as the foremost ex-
ponent of tragic drama,  But Mr Ir
ving has beea doing much more than
expoundthe histrionic art or give peeps
behind the scenes. Indeed, he care-
fully avoids that mysterous region
known as behind the curtain,  Hebad
ventured some tme 2go to assett the
great respectability 2nd digmty of the
actor's ttade.  And being encouraged
by the approbauon and applause of
some Church of England divincs, and
the silence of most public moralists,
he has waxed bolder, and now declares
the theatre to be 2 great power fot good,
one of the best institutions 1n existence
amongst us. He had prewdiisly pro-
aounced the stage to be a fine educa
tiona! thing ; he now pronounces it to
be. one of the best moral and rehgrous
influences at work in society.

Now, wehave to say atoncethat this
is just a little too much ; and in the 1n-
terests of morality and religion, and for
the sake of our Christian readers, we
cnter our decided protest against such
teaching.  Our younger frends may be
led 1o listen to the voice of this char-
mer, or they may wish to know what
the religious Press has to say 1n reply,
and we are not afraxd to answer, nor
have we any misgtving in the matter,

That some plays are intellectual ex-
ercises of 2 high kind, everv reader of
“Hamlet” knows and acknowledges
cordially. ‘That some plays ace moral,
in the sense that in the unfolding of
the plot thestilluin is punished, and
the virtuous hero ot heroine rewarded,
we also admit. But that is a very
small part of the question. The ques-
tion is not—is thers a moral tendency
in some plays; but, 1s the theatre, as
conducted, a help towards public mor-
ality and religion 2 This is the impe
rious question. As for religion, we
fear our notion of religton and Mr.
Henty Irving's notion differ so matenal-
ly it would be hopeless to argue that
question. But at least we may have
some common ground on the subject
of public morale.  Does theatre-going
help young men and women to form
virtuous habits and live good lives?
That is the whole matter in a nut.
shell.

People are continually saying, if it
be good toread, ** Macbeth ” why not
g0 t0 hear1t recited by an accomplish-
ed actor who knows how, with suitable
dress and scenety, a real bell sounding
the knell of Duncan, and 2 woman with
a real bedtoom candle pretending to
walk in her guilty sleep and wash the
stain from ger guilty hands ?  Such
persons are either very innocent or
selfbiinded. The word theatre covers
much more than all that; theatre-go-
ing puts us in for many things that
Mr. Trwing and other apologists kesp
prudently out of sight.

Whatever the theatre might be, we
have only to deal with {tasitis. Many
wise mien have wished that there might
be a pure stage, so that this popular
amusement might be a power for good.
But the beneficent magician has never
yet appeared to wotk the desired re-
iorm. Attempts have been made to
carry on & theatre on moral and virtu-
ous lines, but they have always ended
in commercial faiture.  The moral play
way performed well enough, but the
receipts would not pay expenses,
Hence the saying in London that legi
timate drama spells bankruptey. To do
Mr, Irving justice, he deplores this, and
has tried toremedy it ; and, by his own
remarkable gifts, combined with lavish
expenditure on scenery and accessorics,
he has succeeded in almctinirespccu-
ble people 10 witness respectable pieces.
But all that -leaves the general stage
where it was, and the general theatre,
just what it was.

For the oidinary pieces presented
night after night are not good, many
of them are really vicious, and these
are the most attractive and pay the
best. ‘Then there is the company in
auch places, the people our young man
finds himaelf among.  Are there not
often such characters, male and femnale,
asit would be better for him not to

to rechon the influences of lights, late
houts, and the whole false stimulus of
an unwholesome animal excitement.
Besides, there seems a cunious evil that
clings to all dramatic_rcpresentation, a
centain unreality and illusion, which
have of themselves a demorahizing ten
dency. Against this, we understand,
respectable actors and actresses have
to struggle hard to maintain their own
character,

Tre theatre, therefore, is much more
than drams, or even drama enacted.
It 15 a complex whole, involving many
elements which in practical and actual
expenience, are huntful to morals, and
much more centainly damaging to reh
gion, We do not take the position
(often alleged against the Puritant, and
wrongly allegcd{. that allamuscment is
evil, and that religion forbids all things
that are pleasant. Not g0, that be far
from us. But we do belicve, and must
avow our belief, that much, vesy much,
wil have to be altered and reformed
before the theatre can be what Irving
claims for it, a public school of morals
and a religious Institution. Meantime,
Christians must be on their guard and
keep themsclves unspotted from the
wotld,—Belfast Witness,

ONE WOMAN'S WAY,

Tnk chantable committee had been
holding a yrave consultation. The
town, nameless in_my story, was pecu.
har in haviog two distinct local features,
and two differing sets of inhabitants.
Walking in onc part of its terrtory,
where, surrounding the green campus,
the college buildings lifted their stately
fronts, the visitor was aware of a tran-
quil atmosphere, disturbed peroidically
by gusts of boyish glec and the shouts
of base-ball and tennis players; yet the
donmunant fcehing here was of anstocrat
ic repose and scclusion, At the oppos
ite end were tall, black-browed factor-
les, with many grimy windows, and
chimneys belching smoke i puffs and
clouds, while all day the hum of spin-
dies and the whirr of looms told their
tale of anxious industry. About the
factories clustered the swarming homes
of the operatives, and, fringing these,
like tatters on the edge of a gannent,
were the saloons, which did their best
to rob the workingman of his wages,
and break the heaits of his wife and
children. )
As the Jews had no dealings with
the Samatitans, equally as remote from
intercourse, and alien in feeling, were
the people of the college quarter and
the people of the town.  The churches
did what they could, in an intermit-
tent fashion, to bndge the gulf, but
their cfforts weee not very successful,
and they faled to get into the inner life
of the outsiders, to whom their interest
came with a half-unconscious tone of
patronage quickly resented—for none
are mote tensitive than the poor The
chatity organization did better, and still,
when the year's work came up for esti-
mate, there was always disappointment
because of evident failure.

#‘The Greshams are hopelesg." said
one member, pushing back his spec-
tacles from his puzzled eyes, ¢ Father,
a good workman, but seldom sober,
and growing worse weekly. Mother,
discouraged and frivolous, a gadder-
about, our visitors say. Jake, in jail
three months for theft. Sally, sent to
the reformatory, Lucy, John, Theo-
dore, and Garfield, all taking their turns
at basket-begging. It's astonishing
that an American faraily can sink so
low,” .
¢ Americans surpass foreigners 1n
capacity for shiftlessness, when once
tNey have lost their selfzespect,” said
Rev. D1, Evandorf, with emphasis.
“\We may as well cross the Gresh-
am's from the list,” said Mrs, Lucas,
addressing the chairman, “We ought
to assist the worthy poor. These
Greshams are distinctly unworthy.”
“The Lord does not treat us on that
basis, Mrs. Lucas,” remonstrated Dea-
con Bayfield, shaking his gtizzled head.
“ For that matter, He haslong-suffering
for the worst of us miserable sinners,
1 don't want to abandon the Greshams
yet, though I confess I don’t see what
mote we can do.”

A silence fell upon the committee,
It was broken by a clear, bell-like voice
from a lady on the outer rim of the
circle. She wasthe youngest persen
present, blue-eyed as a haby, with wavy,
golden hair, and colour that deepened
from shell pink to blush rosc as she
modestly said ; 1 wll take the Gres-
hams for next year, Mr. Chairman,
Let me have the family as my special
work.” .

Mrs. Lucas frowned, the deacon
beamed, the good committee, as 2
whole, wote an air of relief, and, leav-
ing the troublesome Greshams to Mrs.
Jenner, passed on to other themes,

Paying her first visit to the Greshams'
abode, pretty Mts, Jenner had need of
all her courage. ‘The home wasunlike
any she had ever seen.  No word cx-
cept 'squalor” was sufficient to de-
scribe the kind of shameless, out-at-the-
¢lbows defiant paverty, which proclaim.
ed itself in the renis and tears of the
frowzy mother’s gown, In the dirty floors
and windows, the broken chairs, the
tusty stove, the wretched apologies for
beds, and the general confusion and
lack of thrift. Pausing on the thresh
hold, Mrs. Jenner took 1a evgty thing
ata glance ; but the blue eyes, with the
forget-me-not lustre, apparently saw
nothing except the wailing infant on a
pillow in the old cane rocker. It was
& peculiarity of the Greshams to have
always a baby, and however the mothet

meet ot toknow of? Then again wehave

might cuff and scold the older chil-

dren, she was womanly enough still to
have gentlencss for cvery ncwcomer
into this unaltractive nest,

“ The baby 1s teething, I sce,” said
Mrs, Jenner, fitting him up with tender
care, #What a pretty boyi Woull
vou lend him to me for an hour, Mrs.
Gresham 2 'l take the best care of
him ; I've been used to linle brothers
and sisters at home,  Please let me
carry hum off for a drive |”

As she spoke, she was dipping her
soft handkerchief into a stream at the
durty sink, and washing the not over-
clean and fever flushed little face  Of
the soiled slip and shrunken fanacl
skirt she took no notiee, and as the
moaning child, soothed and refreshed,
smiled up into her face, she stooped
and kissed the little forehead.

Had she been an Amazon, instead of
merely a vain, incapable woman, Mrs,
Gresham wauld have been won by at
tentfon hke this to her darling; and
standing with arms akimbo, a flock of
bare-footed boys and girls in the back-
ground, she complacently watched her
visitor stepinto the luxurious carriage,
gather the lap-robe over the baby, and
drive away toward the green fields in
the distance.* Then she drew a long
breath of wondet and pride.

Was it fancy, or, when the hour was
over and the little one brought back,
did Mrs. Jenner perceive an effect of
picking up and straightening out in the
wretched  living toom? Had M.
Gresham for once endeavoured to “udy
the place a bit,” that it might wear a
more cheerful look in her visitor's
eyes?

If so the little lady made no sign.
In a day or two she came again, bning
ing a scatlet geranium and a pot of mig-
nonclte—a pretty nibbon, also, for lutle
Lucy’s hair.

11 thought one of the boys would
fix a little shelf where these flowers
coutd stand in the sunskine,” she sad
simply, R

And the result which she expected
followed ; for the bright flowers begged
in their own winsome way for a clean
pane of glass, and gained it.  The clean
pane was the entenng wedge. Mis,
Jenner observed it, and mentally thank-
ed God for so much progress, A clean
floor would come in time. And the
nbbon made Lucy happy and amiable.
She behaved better all day.

ake, a big, shufiimg fellow, withthe
prison tant upon him, unable to get
wotk because of the report of his dus:
honesty, which made every one suspr
cious, was Mrs. Jenner’s next object of
attack. She prayed over that boy; she
went from one tradesman to another
trying to obtain work for him; she hs-
tened with patience while his mother,
the mendijcant whine in her voice, be-
sought Mrs. Jenner {o clothe the lad
decently,  Fortunitely " Mrsi:Jénner
knew where and whitt'to shy ¢ No," "¢

Sullen and mortified, the Igi .
ed her gaze, slouched cut-of the house
when he saw her cofping, hung his Kead
and answered her curtly when she sur-
prised him within, But none the less
was Mrs. Jenner determioed, God help-
ing her, 10 save Jake.

I wouldn't insult him by giving him
clothes,” she teplied, when Mre, Gres-
ham had been more urgent than usual ;
“hut if Jake will earn the money to pay
for ther P—

“ Barn the moncy,” ejaculated Mrs,
Gresham, with a scornful smff. ' It's
likely he could earn it, when his char-
acter is all gone, and not asoul intown
will employ him at any price.”

«1 wll employ him myself, and pay

him too,”* promptly responded his
friend, not minding the obstinate set of
Jake's shoulders, and the finging back
of his shaggy head. The hair had
grown since the prison shears had crop-
ped it closclg. L.
“ Jake,” she said, looking at him win-
ningly, ‘*my pony, Frisk, needs some-
body to groom him, and I_want him
exercised every morning. Mr. Jenner
was saying this very day that a lawn-
mower will rust if it isn't used, to say
nothing of its being & shame that out
lawn should look worse than any in the
neighbourhood. Now, if you'll come
and take charfe of Frisk, and see tothe
Iawn, you shall be well paid, and you'il
soon earn as fine asuit of clothing as a
young man descrves.”

The Jight leaped into the lad's face.
If he had a passion for anything it was
for horses, and to take care of Mts.
Jenner's pony seemed to him promo:
tion indeed.  What Mrs, Jenner had
gone through in persuading Donald,
her trusty old coachman, to suffer this
new recruit's invasion, she alone could
have told, But Donald was a Christian,
like his mistress, and could refuse her
nothing when the appeal was made *in
His name.”

Not a Gresham, boy o gir], could be
persuaded to go to Sabbath-school. 1t
had happened, as Mrs. Jenner discov-
crcd by diligent enquiry, that occasion-
ally onc of the gitls, when first arrayed
in new apparel from head to foot, the
gift of some kind friend, would, for a
Sabbath or two, in the neighbouthoed
of Christmas, attend some onc's class ;
but as 2 rule this lasted only until the
bonnet or gown had lost its freshness.
The Greshams were not even Sabbath-
school vagrants, They were open Sab-
bath breakers, with no belief in Gud or
heaven. ‘Therc wasnot a Bible in the
house. One sometimes found a tawdry
novel or a copy of the Police Gasette,
but nothing fit to read, nothing that was
not polsonous. .

 Mr. Lester "—Mrs. Jenner address-
ed the superintendent of the First
church Sabbatkechool, one evening

after prayer meeting—*'please find some

one else totake my clasz, I am going
to open a Sabbatk.school at home,”

Drawing him aside, she told him or
hee plan. It was to gather the Gres-
ham children in her own parlour every
Sabhath afiernoon, teaching them the
Itible, and aficr simple exercises, prayer
and a hymn, finishing the session with
a treat of cakes or fruit. !

it 1 think,” she said modestly, ¢ that
I can get hold of them in that way,
Jake promises that his brothers shall
come segularly,”

“Aren't you afraid to have Jake
Gresham about your place so familiar
ly,” asked Mr. Lester, * with his repu-
tation #"

“Whatever lis reputation may have
been, Mr, Lester, the boy is building
up a new character. My husband says
he would trust him anywhere.  And he
15 to be apprenticed next week to our
good Mr, Gray, who says Jacob will
make a capital blacksmith. How is a
fellow ever to make up for a past
cnme if there is no forgiveness in this
world ?"

“ You are right. Ibeg your pardon,”
replied Mr. Lester. * Well, we shall
lose one of our best teachers, but I see
no other way, for you, with your con-
science.  You scem to have adopted
the Greshams.”

T have,” she answered simply.

She already had a plan for elevating
Sally, who was at home again, and
every one of them was on her mind,

The question {s whether there is a
more excellent way to help the poot
than this of Mre, Jenner's. When each
farmily among the well-to-do and Christ
loving, shall become responsible for
some other family, neither God-fearing
nor comfortable, giving them personal
care and applying individual help to
their uplifting, our charitable boards, in
smaller towns at least, wmitl have casier
work.  When I had my last talk with
Mys, Jenner, the gull between the col-
lege folk and the factory people was
nut yet bridged,the sccial conditions of
my nameless town, on the surface, were
about what they had been for years,

But the Gireshams were on the mend,
The father had made a struggle to
overcome his besetting sin ; the home
had become cleaner and was more
comfortably furnished, and the flower
in the window was multiplied by a
dozen, The boys were all learning
trades, and gave the promise of work-
ing steadily ; the gitls, taught by Mrs,
Jenner, had learned to cook and to
sew; and the mother, for the first time
i many years, did her washing and
roning o their appointed days, wore
clean and whole gowns, and disdained
to beg. One woman's way of helping
had, in this case, borne good fruit.—
The Congregationalist,

HYPOCRITICAL VICES.

1Ir\, vices always showed themselves
without masks to young pecople they
would win fewer victims than they
actually do.  But vices are hypoctites.

'* There is no vice so simple but sasumes

Some mark of virtue on its cutward parts,”
You never heard, for example, of any
youth who began to use strong drink
except on the plea that it would cither
be good for his health, or would afford
him innocent pleasure, or that its
moderate use would prove him to be a
manly fellow. Neither can you find a
drunkard who began drinking with a
clear understanding that his first drink
would lead to a habit of drunkenness;
for no drunkard ever meant to be one.
A lady who had become a slave of the
bottle and was trying to break the hate-
ful charm once said to a physician
whom she consulted, “I learned tolove
strong drink by holding it in my mouth
as a cute for the toothache.” Unhappy
ladyt She did not dream that the
alcohol taken into her mouth for a little
ailment had power to create an appetite
for the poison strong enough to ruin
her self-respect, her beauty, her re.
spectability and her happiness, Not
knowing this, she was deceived, as
thousands have been who were not
taught that to escape bad ends they
must oppose beglanings.—Our YowiA,

"

THE SAVING HABIT,

A LARGE proportion of the educated
never save at all, and a still larger pro-
portion do not begin the process until
the last ten years of their working
tives. Thete is not a chatity in Lon-
don whose secretaries cannot tell fright.
ful stories of the poverty in which edu.
cated professional men often pass old
age, and of the utter destitution to
which the death of the bread-winner
reduces the most respectable and even
prosperous familics. The number of
educated men in a hundred who be-
gin to save carly, may be counted on
the fingers of one hand, and the num-
ber of bachelors who save at any time
is scarcely larger, It seems to be a
pat of the national temperament not
to dread old age until it is close at
hand, ot rather, to keep on thinking
that strength must bast until it has dis.
appeated. More than half of the sar.
ings of the saving class are made be
tween forty-five and fifty-five, sometimes
even later still ; while there are men in
thousands who will confess that up to
sixty they have never given the mat.
ter thought,  The fear of the future,
which is the rqot of thrift, has rever
entcred their tnindr. This being the
state of affairs with the cultivated, it is
unjust to blame the aniwans, who are
only following their example,

he wotkmen, owing to their work,

have more youth in their nature than

the middle class, or rather—for the re.
mark is not true of the women—their
mea keep the boyishness of sphit very
much longer. They can smile, for ex-
ample, at ho:se’)lay till they ate sixty,
and professionals cannot after thirty:
five. " It s the essentlal quality of boys
10 be hopeful as to the future, to think
little or nothing of its risks, and to
deem saving needless while the reser
voir of health and strength is still full
to overflowing.  The workmen retain
much of this quality, which is in pan
recklessness, but In part also cheerfui-
ness and courage ! and so, ina very sin.
gular degree, do the classes employed
upon the land, whoem we think the
worst off  They, no doubt, look to
the rates, but some of their carclessness,
often rather fiue o see, is also mental,
The labourer who told Ml master, " I'm
a braver man than you, for I dare spend
my last shijling, and you darsen’t,” re.
vealed a truth of temperament which is
at the boltom of much of the working-
man's unthrift, We hope yet that the
latter will one day see what insurance
might do for the whole community.—
The Spectator,

The Children’s Corner,

DEAR LITTLE HEADS IX THE PEW,

IN the morn of the holy Sabbath
1 like in the chuich l’o see e
The dear lttle childzen clustered,
Worshipping theze with me.
[ am surcthat the gentte pastor,
Whose words are like summer dew,
Is cheered as he pares over
‘The dear little heads in the paw,
Faces earnest and thouphtful,
Innocent, grave and sweet,
They looh {6 the congregation
Like Lilies amorg the wheat,
And [ think that the tender Master,
Whose mctcies are ever new,
Hasa tlpccul Ixnediction
For deat little heads In the pew,

When they h “
n ey hear,  The Lord is my

Or ** Suffer the babes to come,”
They areglad that the loving Je.':us
Elas given the lambs a home—
A Ptnce oftheir own with his people,
Ie cates for me and for you,
But close in Ulis arms he gathers
The dear Httle heads in the pew,

So Ilove in the great assembly,
On the Sabbath motns, to Jce

The dear Hiibte children clustered,

, And worshipping there with me ;

For 1 know that wy precious Saviour,
Whose mercies are ever new,

Has a special benediction

For the dear little heads in the pew,

—&trs. M, E. Sungster,

-

BETTY'S ESCAPE.
“ Mother, may I go over to Sally'’s ?”
Mother Whatney looked at the sun.
dial in the kitchen, and then at the sky,
with a glance at the thick pine woods
that hemmed the little home in, before
she answered slowly :

%Yes, dear child; but be sure and
start for home eatly, for fear a bear or
M{{}d '::at riatch ou,”

ith a light heart little Betty sped
through the woods to the home ’:)f [l)\ir
nearest neighbour. No doubt by this
time the reader has guessed that our
story has to do with the wilds of Maine
or the forests of Micligan, or may be
the thinly settled shores of Qregon;
but it hasn't. Betty Whitney's home
was in Massachusetts, and if her ad.
venture did happen long years ago, and
if her grandson, now an old, gray-hair.
¢d man, did tell the story, it is just as
true as if it happencd yesterday.

Visiting was rare fun for both Betty
and Sally, and with their patchwork,
spinning, and innocent girlish chatter,
and with the help of the cute little
bear's cub that frolicked about like a
kitten, the afiernoon slipped away, and
all too soon it was time to go home,
So the good-byes wete said, and the
little gish, starting down the path, was
soon in the dense woods, When faitly
in their shade she found that the light
of the late afternoon which hadshone in-
to the cleating was almost gone here,
and, indeed, it was so dark that it seem-
ed like ni?ht.

Two miles, however, could be quick-

ly passed by 30 flect & maiden, and she
sped on, shivering alittle when the owls
began their monotonous whoo-whoo-
whoo, or when some frightened rabbit
“thumped ” the ground and then leap-
ed away through the undez-brush,
Half a mile was passed in safety,
when off on the left she heard the well.
known howl of a wolf, With the
tbought that somebody’s sheepfold was
likely to suffer that night, she hurried
on for another quarter of & mile, when
again came the how), and this time
from behind. As she realized that the
hungty creatures might strike ber trail
and follow her, she turned pale and
cold, and glanced around wondering
how she could get out of their reach,
The trees here were huge pines, tising
thirty and forty feet without a branch,
and active as the child was, she could
not climb any of them

At this instant she remenibered a
small log house scarcely a quarter of a
mile farther on, in which no one lived,
but which might sflord shelter,
Whether she were pursued or not, it
would do no harm to run as far as there,
s0 she started, and before half the dis-
tance was accomplished was glad
enough that she had not lingered long.
er in doubt, for a chorus of howls came
from the path in her rear, showing that
the wolves were on her track,

Swifily ran Belty with a sobbing
prayet on her lips, and swifter came
the pack of hungry wolves in full cry
after her, In their flashing eyes and
frothing jaws there was no mercy, and

Shep.

the child knew ibey would tear her

limb from limb as ravenous)
did the lambs that fell in ligciars ‘lvl;t;y
Soon the cabin was in s ght, but now
the wolves were close 10 ber and she
could hear their hard paws stnking the
ground and their hearse panting as
they strained every muscle to oventake
her. A moment later and she had
buist in the door, and without time to
close i, leaped up the ladder and sunk
on the floor of the Joft. "1 he pursuing
pack, close at her heels, fifled the Jittle
houte with their howls of disa poing
ment, and strove to spring up the lad-
der in pursuit,  Secing that there was
still danger unless she femoved the lad-
der, she put forth all her str¢ ngth and
turning it over, threw il the wolf that
was struggling up the tounds, and then
drew it up into the loft, in spite of the
strong jaws that snapped at Ity and the
frantic leaps that were made for lodg.
meat upon it.  Then she knelt dowgn
::;g r};r::)ync('lh:’or gelp to come scon, »nd,
e
hang on ! edge of the loft, watched
There were eight of them
fellows, lean and hungry, 'm'cf r::tt;viri};
cats. - Not one instant did they remain
quiet, but circled round and round
leaping up at the loft, howling, and'
Springing one over another. It fright-
enedBeu{tgseelhcmsodctcrmincd ut
through 1elr very activily came her de-
liverance. The ‘door which she had
burst in 50 suddenly wasa heavy log
affair, 2nd it now stood half open.  As
the wolves leaped up the side of the
building they often fell against the
door, and little by ltle w swung to
Finally t shut ught,  When Betty saw
this she felt that her prayer was an.
swcredhand lsh{: cculd
was what she did, Openin
window in the attic she :)ut tﬁcah:;:tttt;
out, and with a fareweil ook at the
wolves that sull were leapmg and howl-
ing, she hurmed down and ran home as
fast as her lutie feet would cany her.
When she reached her own home and
told of her adventure, you may be sure
there was 2 real thanksgiving scrvice of
prayer and praise, The next morning
her father and oldest brother went to the
cabin, climbed up the window, and
standing on the scaffold shot seven big'
gray wolves, What became of the
other? Well, his cruel ccmpanions
{rantic with hunger, fell upon him and
ggvot;red h}‘m in the mght, and his
nes were found gnaw
ﬂo?\r 0; sre found gnawed clean on the
s for Betty, she grew up t
lovely woman, the m%:her c?f : ?aerg?:
family, and this story of her escape has
been told to her sons and daughters and
to her great-great-grandsons and grand.
daughters, to many of whom it comes
as a lesson that says: “If you are n
danger, pray for help, and one way or

another it is sure to be granted.”—
Christian, g J—Latile

escape, and this

BILLY

WHERE Billy had been broughtup, no-
body knew, The children E'.'crep;ure
he had been trained where there were
childrcn, because he was so fond of
them. The older ones had their sus-
picions that he bad been a circus horse
once in his youth, but being a deacon’s
horse now, they never mentioned it,
and Billy, of course, would never tell.
He was not especially fond of Major,
the big plough-horse, but he did not
like to have a fence between them, and
would open the gate and et Major in,
or walk out himself, just to let people
know what he ‘thought of gates and
locks.
There was never a gate or a laich
that Billy could not opc:gn unless it were
locked with a key, and the key taken
out. He had even been known to
turn a key in the lock one time, and
walk into the barn.  After helping him-
self to all the oats he wanted from the
feed-bin, he walked back into the
stable and stood in his stall,
W'hen the boys came out they put
Billy's usual allowance of oats in the
manger, and after a little time, were
surptised to see that he did not eat it
They urged the oats upon him, but he
turned away from them, A closer ex-
amination disclosed the fact that he was
bloated.
The boys at once decided that Billy
was sick, and informed their father of
the fact. The deacon made a hasty
examination of the horse, then went to
{:Ic l1;1:0:d-biﬂ. and then burst into a

uR 1]
“ Well, hell not die of hunger yet
awhile. I filled this bin full las% mg,l;t,
and now see.” The boys looked and
saw at once the reason why he didn’t
eat his cats. Billy did not like to
plough, or indeed, to do any kind of
work. He had no objection to carry-
ing the children around for quiet rides,
ot the deacon wround the parish to
make calls, but he had learned that
when there was work to do he was
hrought out earlicr. So when he was
led out early in the morning, he was
very lame. Sometimes one foot, and
sometimes another would be held up,
and for several times the ruse ‘was not
discovered, but after a time they found
that the lameness did not continue
after Major had been Yed out to do the
work, and that he was as rcady for a
ru:lle3 v:lm the children as ever.

it the strangest sight was to see him
stand on his hind legs and eat appies
off the trees. He had evidently been
pastuted in an orchard at some time,
and he never passed an apple tree
when unharnessed, without getting up
on his hind legs and looking around
:nmo:g tc%:e tbl:m%hﬁ' for apples. Is it

onder that Billy was a favoriter—
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