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HOME AND SCHOOL.

the con.
alabg,
of four
s ahout
a Droad
ly from

Brother John and Brother Jim.

He was n little beggar boy, a child not twelve years old,

With sunlien cheeks and oyes 80 blue aud hair of faded
wold,

And thus he did accoss mo as T wandered down the atreet,

“0 plense, sir, give me snmmat for to get a bite to cat.”
of joy,
In the

¢ small

| sodye

e had but scanty clothing on, his brecches had a’tear;

Hle hud no hat, he had no boots, his little feet were bare 3

And when he anked for help in need I answered with n
frown,

5 it up- “Go, got away, you little cur, you nomad of the town,”

Iam o tender-hearted man—at least J think I am—

As pitiful as u woman and as quiet as a lnmb.

Aud if there ju o thing that fabhor it is to bring

A grief to any mortal man or child or creeping thing.

Hissouri

d upon
hat for
 away
solved,
Howed

That little boy ho wept and wailed until his sobs o'creame

My cleaver judgment, and [ said, * Cheer up, now ; fie, for
shmne !

Close up the torrent of your tears and bo a littlo man,

he con- l Aud tell me all your troubles, and 'l help you if [ can.”

b viver . .

n ile toldne all his story, aad how his father deank,

And of how, through sad fil.n<ge, his noble mother sank ;

Awl that nov they'd left their father, his brother Jim nud
he,

And lived alone, “and now,” he suid, *¢ you've got my pedi-

Save gree”

His grauanar wasn’t quite the thing, his words were very
wilid,

e yet I took a liking to that humble, starving child,

And from my pocket’s dim revess 1 took asoverengn bright ;

Betwivt my finger and my thumb I held it to the light,

“1 am not vich, my little tnan, except in caddy health
Thix coin 1 hold within my hawl i< all [ have of wealth,
Now..if I give you this to clunge, you will not use mo ill,
But bring me back tho change againt* He aaid ** You bet
! witl,”

He took the coin and vanished, and I waited on and on,
Entil at laxt the day began a dusky garb to don g

Aud bittedly dict I regret the bemyg ** done so brown “—
Dezeived through simple conning by a nomad of the town,

But o ! fram out the gatiieting gloom o form upon me
hioke,

And then a voice, a weakly voice, “ Oh, sir, be you the

bloke

As give that * shav * to brotherJohn ?"—the youth was vory

slim,

And very young —** for if you be, why, 'm hisltother Jim.

*I've brought you back the money, sir,” 20 sid the hitle
elf,

“For brother John he's badly hwt and couldn't come

hisself,

A waggon run'd him over, sir”—he here began to ery—-

X waggon run’d him over and—the—~doctor— siys—he'll

—die.”

Vou see an honest heart inny beat beneath a rgged coat s

It follows not that he who hath the Scripturesall by rote,

U e who drones the longest prayers, or uses granunar

tight

Will show the clearest manifest in God Almightys sight.

i the

For he, who, spite of deadly burt, or apite of temptings
dire,

§till holds to sterling honesty through want'safllicting fire—

Though poor and barren be lus lot, though lowly be his

nane—~

Is still the God-made gentleman, thut prts the knave to

shawze.
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“Forgot for a Minute.”

F one BY W. N. BURR.
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The willer stepped out into the open air, rubbing
i eyes.

“ Boys must be boys, I s'pose, and boys wouldn's

show
thor

ovks. M be hoys, I s'pose, if they wasn't kicking up some
1y in 3 kind of dust or other most of the time; but 1 can't
| the M havo them bags of flour tumbled downstairs in

S to [ that way.” Halloa, up therc!” ho ealled; turning
about and going to tho foot of the stairway leading
t the upper part of the mill.

The faces of two mischievous but half-scared

boys appeared from behind tho bags of flour that

had been piled up on the upper floor near the
stairway,

“1f you want to look about and sce what's going
on here in the milly and how we do it, you're wel-
come to stay as long as you want to,” said the
miller; but if you waut to olinch and scufile, I
guess you'd better go out on the common to do it,
hadn't you?”

 All right,” said Ned Brown, rather sheepishly ;
and he and his companion, Bert Thamas, came
quietly down the stairs and left the mill, glad to
escape so easily. They had feamved a more severe
reprimnnd for their carelessness; but the miller
was & kind.heavted man, who, when he was tried,
ag in this case, endeavoured to keep his temper,
and spenk only such words as would be helpful o
the culprit.

“It don't pay to speak sharp words that only
make people uncomfortable, nnd raise their ill-wiil,”
I once hexard him say.

“I must have a little talk with those boys the
next time they coms in,” he said to himself that
diy, as he raised the suck of flonr and carried it
bunek up the stairs. « Mebbe, if I'd just pay a
little attention to them, and show them about, and
expliin things to thom, I might put sotmething into
their heads that would help to crowd out some of
the foolishness there. They’ll be in again, if I
have to catch them after Sunduny.school next Sun-
day, and give 'am a speocial invitation.”

There seemod to be an attraction about the old
mill for these two boys, and a day or twe later in
they came again. The miller was busy as they
went up the stairs, but he saw them, and remem-
bered the “little talk” he had promised to have
with them.

“ L'l bo through with this in a fow minutes,”
ran his thought ; “and then I'll go up aund chat
with them.”

. But before ho had an opportunity to go to them
they came to him.

“We are very sorry, sir,” said Ned, twitching
his fingers, and looking straight down at the floor.
“\We didi’t mean to do it, after you let us off so
easy the other day; but we forgot for a minute,
and got to scufiling, and tutabled another bag of
flowr downstairs.  If you'll let us, we'll carry it
back, and prownise to keep away from here after
this.”

“No! you won’t promise anything of the kind,”
said the miller, cheerily, “for I won’t lot you. I
don’t want yon to keep away from here. Come
as often as you like, and, perhaps, if you keep
your cyes open, you can learn something. But I
tell you, boys, T want you to try aud conquer that
‘forgot-fora-minute’ enemy of yours, or he may
leaud you into o hard place some day that you
cm’t get out of so easily. Do you ses that one
of my men has gone out and left that gas-jet
burning?  And do yon know there is danger of
an explosion when a cloud of flour-dust is raised
and comes in contiact with a flame? I was rend-
ing only the other day of an instance in Gerwany,
where & sack -of flour, falling downstairs, burst
open, and scattered the flour about, and the cloud
of dust reaching a gns.flamo was set on fire, and,
hang! came an explosion which lifted the roof and
broke the windows. 8omething of that kind might
have happened here, loys, when you knocked
that sack of flour downstairs. But it didn't
happen, and we'll 22l be thunkful.  And you'll not
let ¢forgot-for-a-minute’ lend you toward such
dangerous ground again, will yout”

The miller took them over the mill before they
left him that day-—upstairs and down—and ox-
plained to themi many of the mysteries of the

machinery which is wused in: turning wheat into

-customs,

flour.  And Ned und Bert never “forgot fop a
minute ” agnin when they visited the mill, and they
camo very often after that day, for they aud the
miller became fast friends.

“ It helps a fellow to think to be good just to
see¢ him,” Ned sometimes snys, in praise of the
mi.ler,

“It prys to got boys to studying into things;
it keeps them out of mischief. and starts them on
a solid track,” says the miller, with a fond look at
Ned and Bert.

®
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The Beginning of a Great Painter.

Oxe: morning, something like n hundred yonrs
ago, there might have been seen coming from a
barber’s shop near Covent Garden, n man and a
little boy. 'They were father and son, and the
father wag proprictor of the shop.  He was going
to the house of one of his customets, to diess his
wig, for at that perind it was the fashion of all
men above the poorer classes to wenr wigs, and
these required frequent attention—brushing, cowmb.
ing, curling, and so on. 8o the two went hand in
hand to one of the fine houses i the neighbourhood,
which was at that timn a fashionable quarter of
London, many of the nobility and gentry living
there,  Arvived at the house, the father Jeaves the
boy in the hall, the panelled walls of which are
adorned with beautiful earving ; and shortly, having
gompleted his business, they raturn together to the
shop. After a time Joseph-—for that was the boy's
name—is missing, and his father wlls out to know
what he is doing.  The boy comes timidly into the
shop, a sheet of paper i1z one hand and a pencil in
the other, and the deligated father, looking at the
paper, sees a very carelul andl accurnto denwing of
one of the coats-of-urms carved upon the prueiling
in the hall where he waited. )

Of course every customer who comes into the
shop must see this specimen of little Joseph's sk.11.
And the boy, as he grew up, improved the talent
that God had given him by studying hard from
Nature, so that he becane the greatest landseape
painter England—some say the world—has ever
produced ; and if you go to the Nutional Gallery
you will see u whole room devoted to the exhibition
of his pictures. Ilis name was Joseph Mallard
William Turner.—Engylish Paper,

&
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Curious Customs Among the Chinese.

Wiaex boys fall sick, there are two very curious
Sometimes the little fellow 'is made a
priest, and dressed in priest’s clothes,  His puints
think the yods will not make him die when he is
dedicaterd to theiv service.  But they may not want
him to be 2 priest, as he would have to change his
name and leave his family,  After o time they take
him to & temple, and get the priest to burn i cense
to the idols :md chant prayers. When he has
finished, he takes & besom and chases the boy out
of the temple, who comes home and puts on or-
dinary clothes. Others tey t6 clieat the gods. They
put a silver wire round the boy’s neck, and leave
off’ mentioning his name, calling him = pig or dog.
They imagine the_god who is lookir for the boy
will not search there for. one when he hears them
spraking only to a dog. Al the children have old
coins and charws tied to their clothes to keep off
the ovil eye and drive away wicked spitits.—Clurch
of Scotland Mission Kecord.

4

*T PoRGET & gread many things which happened
Iast year,” said a littlo girl, the tears running down
hor cheekts ; “ but X.caw't forgnt tho angry words 1

spoke to my dear mother, who is now dead.”
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