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THE PLOUGHMAN.,

@I.P‘.AR the brown path to meet hus couls
X tor'yglenm!

Lo on he comes, behind his smoking team,
With toil's bright dew-drop on his sun-burnt

brow,
The lord of the eartl:, the hero of the plough !

First in tho fleld, before tho reddening sun,

Last in tho shadows when the day is done;

Line atter line along the breaking sod

Marks t(l)n:l; broad acres whore his feet havo
trod.

Sull where ho treads the stubborn clods
divide,

The smooth, fresh furrow opens decp and
wido ;

Matted and dongo tho tangled turf upheaves,

Mellow and dark the ridgy cornfield cleaves,

Up the steop hillside, whero the Ilabouring

train

Slants tlhq long track that scores tho lovel
lain ; -

Throug j the moist valley, clogged with oozing
clay,

The patieui convoy breaks its destined way.

~

At every turn the loosened chains resound,

Tho swinging ploughshare circles glistening
round,

Till the wide field one billowy wasto appears,

Aud the wearicd hands unbind the panting
steers.
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Theso are tha hands whose sturdy labour

rings

The Rpeasant's food, the golden pomp of
kings ;

This 18 the page whoso lotters shall be scen,

This is the scholar whose unmortal pon

Srells the first lessons hunger taught to men;

These are the lives that Heaven-commandod
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toil
Shows on his deed—the character of the Seil.
~—Olwer Wendell Holnes.

A NOBLE BOY,

OME timo after the begin-
£\¢  ningof the present century
there was a living in a
busy country town in the
north a pious couple who
had an only son. For
this son they daily prayed
to God; and what they
asked in their prayers was that God
I would enable them to lay in his young
heart among the first lessons he should
learn, the love of all things honest and
good. “It is our duty,” the father
said, *to ground our boy well in
truth and uprightness”  “Yes,” tho
mother answered; it is like laying
down one of the precions stones under
the wails of the New Jerusalem.” Tho
boy took kindly to their lessons. He
opened hig heart to their pious teaching,
and learned to love the things they
praised, and to desive to have them in
nig heart. So the foundations of an
upright, life were laid in the boy’s beart,
and smong theee, very especially, a
regard for uprightness and truth, In
tho course of years the boy’s school-duys
wero ended, and also hisapprenticeship
to & business life in tho country town;
and a8 thero was no prospects for him
there, he camo up to England, toone of
the great seaports, and by-and-bye he
got 8 good poeition in a merchant's
ofice. He was greatly pleasod with
his new office, snd wrote to his
father and mother that providence had
been very kind to him, and had opencd
up to him an excellent place. But he
was not long in this excellent place
before he was put to the test in a very
painful way, with respect to the lessons
he had received about truth. It was
part of the business of that oflice to
have ghips coming and going. It was
the rule when & ship came into the
port that the captain sent word to the
office that he had arrived and was now
. waiting instractions where to dischargo

tho cargo; and it was the duty of the
manager in the offico to send back
instructions to the captain whero and
when this was to be done. A fow
months aftor this little Jad from the
north camo to the oflice a ship laden
with coal came in and the usual
messago from the captain came, but
somechow or other no word was sent
back to him. The captain waited a
week, and still no word came back.
Now that was very hard on thecaptain.
Until bis ship got free of its cargo it
had to lioidle in the dock, and all who
bolonged to the ship were kopt idle
too. So, at the end of a woeek, or it
may bo some days more than a week,
the captain sent word to the offlice that
his ship had been kept so long waiting
for instructions where to dischargo its
cargo that it had wmissed a good offer
of a new cargo, and the office would
have to pay him for his loss. This
payment is called ¢ demurrage.”

When the manager of the office got
this message from the captain, ho was
very angry. He thought he had sent
instructions where to discharge the
cargo, or he made himself believe he
had sent them. At any rate he sent
for the little lad from the north and
said to him, “ Didn’t I send you down
to Capt. Smith with instructions to
discharge his coals3” The little lad
said, “ No, sir; I do not remember
being sent down.” ¢ Ob, but I did,”
answered the manager; ¢you have
forgotten.” And there, for a time, so
fur as the oflico was concerned, the
matter was allowed to rest. But the
captain did not intend to let it rest
there. He applied for his demurrage ;
and when that was refused, and his
word that he had received no instruc.
tions was disbelieved, he took the
master of the oflice to law; and by-
and-bye his complaint camo before the
judges in the court of law. The day
before the trial the mnanager came to
the littlo lad from the north, and said
to him, “Mind, I sont you to the
dock with those instruclions to dis-
charge tho coal.” ¢ But, I assure you,
1 cannot remember your doing so,”
said the lad.  “Ob, yes, but I did;
you have forgotten.,” It was a great
trouble to the lad. 1lle had never
beon sent to the dock. He could not
say ho had been sent, and he foresaw
that he would have to say beforo the
judge what would certainly offend the,
mansger, and lead to the loes of his
exccllent place. On the morning of
the trial he went to the court. Thne
manager came up to him and said,
“Now, our case depends on yow.
Remember, I sent you to the dock with
the instructions to discharge the coal.”.
The poor lad tried once more to assury
the manager thut he was mistaken,,
but he would not listen. * It is all‘
right,” he said hastily. ¢J sent you
on such a day, and you have got to
bear witness that I did—and see you
say it clearly I” la a little while he
was called into the witness-box, and’
almost the first question put to him’
was whether he remembered the day.
when Capt. Smith’s ship came in.
And then this: *You remember during,
that day being sent by the manager of
the office to the dock with a letter for:
tho captain?” ¢ No, sir.” «“Don’t yous
remember taking instructions to Capt.;
Smith to dischargo his coalst” “No,
sir.” “Were you not sent by the:
manager of your offioe to the coal ship:
on that dayt” “I wasnot,sir,”” Nori
next day!” “No,” “Nor any other:

day” ¢ No.”

The gontleman who put the question
was & barristor. Ho had beon engaged
by tho manager to win the case for
thom; but whon ho heard the little
lad’s replios he saw that the manager
wag in the wrong, and he turned to
the judge and smg : My lord, I give
up this case. My instructions were
that this witness would prove that a
meesagn to discharge had been sent
to Oapt. Smith, and it is plain no
such proof is to bo got from bim.”
So the case ended in the captain’s
favour, and againat the oflice in which
the little lad had found so excellent a
place. He went (o his lodgings with &
sorrowful heart, and wrote to his futher
and mother that he was sure to be
dismissed. Then he packed his trunk
to be ready to go home next day, and
in tho morning, expecting nothing but
his dismissal, he went early to the
oflice. The first to come in after him
wag the master, Ho stopped for a
moment at the little lad's desk, and
said: ¢ We lost our case yesterday.”
% Yes, sir,” answered the lad, “and I
3m very sorry I had to say what I

id.”

By-and-bye the manager camein, and
after a little time he was sent for to
the master's room. It was along time
before he came out ; then the little lad
was gont for. “I am going to be
dismissed,” he thought to himself.
But he wasnot dismissed. The master
said to him, naming him, “I was sorry
yesterday, but not with you. You did
right to speak the truth, and, to mark
my approval of what you did, I am
going to put you in charge of all the
workings and sales of our Glenfardle
mine,” Then he eent for tho manager
and told him what he had said, and
added, “And the young man will
make his reports direct to me.” In
six months after the manager left the
oftice, and young though he was, the
little lad was appointed to his place,
and before as many yeats as bad passed
he was admitted as junior partner in
the firm, and he is now at the head of
the entire business—the managing
partner.—Sunday Magazine,

MOTHER CAREY'S CHICKENS,

' HERE is a family of little
Ry 8%  sea birds which fly far away
REAM  from land and over the wide
ocean, called ¢ Stormy Petrels,” or
Mother Carey's Chickens. They love
the sea best when it is in its roughest
and stormiest moods, and no inatter
how high the billows may roll their
heads or the waves be lashed into
foam, thege birds fly over the water
and plunge between the hollows of the
waveg to seek their food. Tho reason
of their delight is that tho greater the
disturbance of wator the better chance
of finding -food, for it is by this very
roughness that the small fish and
whatever substances they may crave
are brought to the surface, and then
the birds easily satisfy their hunger.
They look as if actually walking
upon the water, for their feet are so
constructed that, with the help of their
Jong, pointed wings, they skim ovar
its face ; hence the name, * Sea Run-
ners.” “Petre) ” is from the Italian
word, Petrelio, which signifies ¢ littlo
Peter,” and they -are thus called be-
cause when eagerly searching the water
for food, they somelimes almodt sink
a8 they walk or run upon the waves,
as did the disciple Peter when walking
on the' water to reach the Lord as he

By tho sailors, * Mother Carey’s
Chickons ” aro looked upon with dread
and suporstition, as they consider their
visits an omen of ovil,

The plumage is dark, nearly & sooty
black, with a slight mixture of white,
It varies in the difforent spocies, of
which there aro four.,

Theso little birds are found on the
soas of all parts of tho world, and their
strength of wing is wonderful, and far
out upon the ocean the little creatnres
may bo seen. Their flight is similar
to that of the Swallows. They are
scarcely largor than a Lark, and are
the smallest of the wob-footed birds,.—
M, E. Whittemore.

DON'T BE MEAN, BOYS,

S OMETIMES I wonder what a
7~y mean man thinks about when
he gocs to bed. When he

. turns out the light and lies
down alone he is then compelled to be
honest with himself, Not a bright
thought, not a generous impulse, not a
word of blessing, not a grateful look
comes back to him ; nolL a penny
dropped into the hand of poverty, nor
the balm of a loving word dropped into
an aching liesrt ; no sunbeam of en-
couragement cast upon a struggling
life ; no strong right hand of fellow-
ship reached out to help somo fallen
man to his fest—when none of these
things come to him as the * God blees
you” of the departed day, how he
must hate himself—how he must try
to roll away from himself and sleep on
the other side of the bed, when the
only victory he can think of is some
mean victory, in which he has wronged
8 neighbour. No wonder ho always
sneers when he tries to smile. How
pure and good all the vest of the world
must look to him, and how careless
and dreary must his own path appear.
Why, even one isolated act of mean-
ness is enough to scatter cracker
crumbg in the bed of an average man,
and what must be the feelings of a
man whoso whole lifo is given up to
mean acts? When there is so much
suffering and heartache and misery in
the world, anyhow, why should any-
one add & pound of wickedness or sad-
ness to the general public? Don't be
mean, boys. Suffer injustice a thou-
gand times rather than commit it once,
— Burdette.
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A SOLDIER'S DARING.

WONDERFUL deed on horse-
back is related of an Austrian
hussar. During a general

roviow of the cavalry not far from

30,000 men were in a line. A little

girl not more than four years old,

standing in the front row of spectators,
rushed out into the open field just as
oce squadron came sweeping around
from the main body for tho purpose of
saluting tho Empress whoso carriage
was near. Down came the flying
borses, charging directly on the child.
The mother was paralyzed with fear,
and the Empress uttered a cry of
horror. Suddenly a stalwart hussar,
without slackening speed or loosening
his hold, threw himself over by the
side of the horse’s neck, seized sud
lifted the child, and placed her in the
saddle, Ton thousand voices applauded,
and the Emperor took from his own
breast the richly-enamelled cross of the
O1der of Maria Theresa and hung it

appesred to him.

upot the breast of the gallant soldier. J




