PLEASANT HOTURS.
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cornfield and haystack stood right in
its path, and towards those the Lright
flames were steadily moving, Must

-}]i thoy bo destroyed? Tho littlo fumily

i could ill afford to lose corn and hay
this fall. And so this brave womun
toiled on; fighting tho firo across the
prairio ; fighting it oftentimes at the
very bordor line; mopping it off tho
burning rails which fenced in tho corn
and hay. But never giving up, nover
ceasing, over winning, inch by inch, in
the terriblo strugglo,

Hour after hour the littlo feot dragged
aftor hor. Often she heard their
complaints :

“ Mamma, I'm so tired.
Frankie's s0 cold.”

But she hud only time to give tho
littlo fellow a hasty caress and the
word :

* Hold on a little longer, baby boy ;
mermuir’s most through.”

“ Pretty soon : mother, U'm awful
bungry.  Can’t I have something to
eat}"’

“Not yot, Johnny. We must put
f out this big fire and save the hay and
i the corn and the house.”

But words could not long pacify

Mamma,

‘¥ thom.

“ Mamma, I'so 8o tired. T want to
. go home ; I want to go kome.”

" Yes, yes, baby boy; mamma knows
you are tired. Mammas bired, too;
oh, 8o tired.  Buc be a good little boy,
and we'll soon be going home.”

“I am a good little boy, and [ want
to go home.  Oume, mamma, I want to

o home,”

“ Mother, I've hurt my foot. Ob,
oh. And I'm hungrier than an owl.
Can't we go home 1"

“No! Johuny, not just yet. There,
there, Johnny, be s brave boy and 1
guess it won't hurt long. Remember,
papa wants his little boy to bo brave."

“I can’t be brave. I'm so hungry.”

And then, cold, tired, hungry and
hurt, the poor little fellows luy down

would break.

But the mop nover stops, though the
mother's heart bleeds for her suffering
babes. Stroke follows atroke, and the
bafflod flames die sullenly away, leaving
acres and acres in its track covered
with smouldering debris. The sun has
gono down. The chills of night have
gottled around her. Two little boys,
all grime and dust, are heavily sleep-
ing.  But the mother keeps on. Ifor
task must bo done—all done. The
stars como out, and the carth grows
black. At last the fire is all out. It
is a dark, cold night. The woods look
gloomy and forbidding, as the lone
woman, tired as fow women ever aie
tired, wakes up her eleeping boys,
gathers tho younger to her bosom, and
slowly drags her homeward way.

Yea! her home is still there. The
fire has como and gone, and left only
blackness and ashes in its wake.
Another cannot follow. Sho has con-
quered.  Her little home and crops are
safo,

This talo is true. I knew her lorg
and woll who fought that fire. I know
and lovo her still. [ was vne. of those
boys.—Golden Rule.

“8TILL alive, Unclo Reuben, I see.”
“Yos, sab ; yes sah ; and I'se gwine to
to lib anudder yeah, suah.” “ How do
you know thati’ “Why, sah, 1'so
moa’ allui notiss dat when I 1ib fru de
monf of March, I lib fru do whole

yeab.”

together, weoping as if their hearts|

THE TWINS OF ITALY.
BY MRy, WILLIAM 8, CARTER.

(s
‘[ ONG years ngo, across tho sea,
g P *
il:! Two lovely baby boys
1alled a small home with merry glee,
With laughter, fun, aud noise.

Their younyg Halian mother sat
Beside her door and spun,

While bf her sulo her lovely twing
Rolled laughing in the sun,

Till, tired at last, they'd leavo their play,
And by her side recline,

While sho of little Jesus told,
The Labe of Palestine,

Ouc day a handsome stranger passed
The humble cottage door,

And standing ut their mother's knco
The pretty pair he saw,

Not laughing now, but rapt and still,
With calun uplitted eyes,

Hearing the oft-repeated tale,
With over-fresh surprise.

The stranger heard tho story too,
And to the mother said .

** And will you bring your hoys to sco
4 picture | have made 1—

‘A picture of the Jesus child
Held on Lis mother's arm,

If you will biing your lovely twins,
‘They shall be sale from harm.”

Aud so, ere many days had passed,
Tho mother brought her boys

To where the Landsome panter lived,
Who gave them sweets aud toys.

And played with them and fondled them,
Al 50 acquaintance made,

Till they to coe there every day
No longer were afmaid.

And then cach day he painted them
A first be saw them stand,

Oue +hin yon the fulded arns,
One resting on tho hand.

And made of each an angel-child
With wings hike Iittdo bind ¢

And placed then at the feet of Him
Whase story they had heard.

And still though centuries have passed,
‘Lhe glorious pacture stands

Just as it kft, su lung ago,
Fhe painter Raphacl’s hands,

And still the fair Italian twins
With carnest eyes you see
Just as they stood that susumer’s day
Bexide their mother's knee.

~ode

BE BRAVE, BOYS.

BASENRY MAAG was a factory
C/ N boy in Cincinnati. The fac-
5% tory caught fire. Instead of
running out to save himself
ho ran upstairs to tell tho girls on the
fourth floor. Tho stairways were
already filled with smoke, and in going
down, after giving the alarm to the
girls, ho lost his way. Instead of
leaving by the main floor he went down
into the cellar.
escape.  There his dead body was
found the following day. It wasina
kneeling posture, and his hands were
clasped.  Ho wag a brave boy.

A train on the Cincinnati railroad
was running thirty or forty miles an
bour. The fireman throw open the
door of the furnace to throw in coal,
and the flames burst out with a tre-
mendous roar. They caught in the
woodwork and enveloped tho engineer.
He could havo jumped from the engine
and saved hia life. Buu if he bad tho
train would have rushed on, and the
flames would have rushed back and
burned the passengers. He would not
dosert his post. Ho seized the lever,
reversed tho engine, and stood still
among the flames until the train was
stopped. Tho lives of all the passen-

gots wore saved, but ho was o badly

Thenco thero was no |

burned that ho died in a fow hours.
Ho was o martyr to his duty. He
was a brave man.

Ono night a fire broko out in a tene-
ment houso in New York city. A
family who lived in the fourth storey
otcaped to the street, but in the terror
of the moment loft the baby behind.
Tho baby's older brother, & little boy
of twelve, bravely mounted, through
smoke and flamo, the three flights of
stairs, not knowing whether he should
be abloe to get back or not. He found
tho baby, caught it up in his arms, and
brought it in safety down. He saved
the baby and was saved himself, but
he was so badly burned that ho had to
be carried to the hospital to be nursed
and taken care ¢f, He was a brave
boy. He was willing to suffer for the
sako of his baby sister.

A little boy and girl were playing
by a bontire. The gitl was sitting
beforo tho fire when somechow her
apron of cotton caught fire and begun
to blaze upon hor. She screamed with
terror. The httle brother did not
scream or run for help; he caught
hold of the blazing apron and tore it
off her, and threw it upon tho ground
and trampled the flames out. He
carried the scar of the burns on his
hands for many days, It took & brave
boy to do that ; & boy who was wilting
to suffer to save his sister,

At the time of the gold fover in
California & man went trom Eoglangd
Lo the diggings, and after & while sent
monoy for s wife and child to follow
him.  Whilo on tho voynge a fire
broke out on the ship. With their
utmost effurts tho galors could not
extinguish it,  The bhoats were got
out ; the strong pushed into them, and
the weak were left to their fate. Asg
the last boat was pushing oft this
wother pleaded for her boy. The
gai'ors said there was not room for
both ; they would take one. The
mother kissed her son, handed hiwm
over the side of the vessel, and gave
him this message to his father: ¢« Tell
him,” she said, “if you live to see
him, that I died to save you.” He
cscaped ; she died. She was willing
to die to save another. She was a
brave woman.

This was the very spirit of Jesus
Christ, who suffered that bo might
make others bappy, and died thas he
might make others live. Be brave,
boys! You cunnot bo like Christ
unless you aro brave; unless you are
willing to suffer for the sake of others,

¢ In tho world's broad field of battle
In tho bivouac of life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattlo;
Bo a hero i the strife.”

PHYSICAL TRAINING,

R. J. I. HUGHES, Inspector
B of Public Schools, Toronto,
w2 in a lectmte on ¢ Physical
Tiaining” before the Central Circle
of the Chatauqua Literary Society at
Shaftesbury Hall, said parents ghould
avold giving the litile folks too much
work to do, for whilo they were young
their bones were soft and easily bent.
For the same reason they shonld not
let them keep in any position that
would be apt to bend their spinal
column, for no ono conld be strong un-
less that part of their body was pec.
fectly straight. Ladies should not
allow their children to wear tight
clothes when they were young and
growing, and they should make their
boys hold up their heade. e thought

that overy timo they could geta boy
to hold up his head better they mado
him a Letter boy morally. They should
never work or oxercite too svon after
eating, and they should not exerciso
immediately before eating nor too soon
after rising in the wmornings. They
should oxercise in the open air, and
light exerciee continued for some length
ot time was better than violent exer-
cise. Work when done at night was
more exhausting than work dono in
tho dnytime. He thought girls should
exercise just as much as boys, and
they should be trained just as boys
were until they were fourteen,

AT THE PAWN-SHOP DOOR.

EN the Winter mormug carly, when only
a few wuie astir,
And the shutters weie up at the windows,
and the snow lay white in the streets,
As the wheels of travel and tiaflic were
begning to whiz aml whir,
And the sunstune diove the stadows like
ghosts from theit dak retreats,
Fromn out the tenement-houses, from cellars
so cold and damp
That the huimd blossoms of death gleam
whitely on wall and floor,
The watddiul sentincls stole away from the
waking camp,
And shivering with cold, and hunger,
appeared at the pawn-si.op door.

There was one in her widow's weeds who had
striven from day to day
To keep her children in comfort, with
plenty of food to eat,
Jut the rent would bo due to-morrosy, she'd
not the money to pay,
Al oh, the disgrace and horror of being
turned into the street !
She looked alout 11 her anguish for somo-
thing that she could «<pare
From her tenderly hoanded treasures—a
seauty yet precions store—
Aud bearing away the jewel that proudly sho
used to wear,
In the dust of a winter morning che stood
at the pawnesaop door
There wero others who gathered round her,
whose faces too well betrayed
The shyine at wluch they had worshipped,
the vice that had bitten in
Through the tibre of all thar bewng, till un.
Llustingly they displayed
The tokens of their enslavement, the taints
and traces of sin.
Thero ate the regular comers, by the demon
of drink accursed,
The lazy and tattering **bummers,”’ albeit
of brewdth and brawn,
Who are driven at carly morning by the
scourge of & terrible thirst—
Ah! httle have they to hope for, whose
souls are alcealdy in pavwn!

But there outside of the group, with fingers
achivg and red,
A littlo boy with a bundle shps into a
vaant place;
There are no shoes an his feet, not much of o
cap on his head,
And thegreat big tearsrunover theshrunken
aud careworn face.
Ho is hungry and cold aud wretched ; there
ig no fire on the hearth,
Not a bit of bread in the cupboard, nor
even o serap of meat ;
And the little brothers and sistersare strangers
to joy and mirth,
When they're pinched by the cold of Winter,
and haven't enongh to cat.
Ah! sad enough is the picture, and little we
dream or know
Of the wriilic stoims encountered, tho
anguish and sore distress
Of many we daily meet in our journeying to
and fro,
Whom wo never havo thought to paty, amd
never have cared to bless,
And driven Ucfure the wind of a merciless
cruel fate,
Liko vessels shorn of their sails, and urged
to & tocky shore,
Bereft of their early hopes, and swept from
their high estate,
Pitiful wrecke! they're stranded close to the
pawn-shop door.
—Harper's Weckly,

Josiut Brrings has mado his success
by throwing a peculiar spell over the
public.




