126

. PLREASANT IioURS.

1t but tso well; I am lost”  Ho sighed,
blessed God that he had left no son to
Inherit his crown and inf«my and passed
to the great tribunal of the skies  The
bloody and deceitful man did not tive out
hailt his days 1o was only twenty-four
when he died

“1 fail to ind,” said Besant, “In any
galtery of warthies fh any country or
any century any other man go truly and
s0 incomparnbly great aa Coligny  The
world 1s forever cunobled life 1s richer.
grander, truer, our common humanity is
elovated and dignificd, because such as he
have )ved and died.”
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SHOOTING STARS.
BY OLIVER C. PAKRINGTON.

Al of you have been out of doors on a
cloudless evening, and have seen a star
apparently fall from fts place fn the sky,
and glide in a long lne of light toward
the horizon.

Perhaps you have wondered, as I used
to do, how long it would be before the
stars would all be gone from the sk),
since one fell so often. I did not then
koow, what I have learned since, that
“ gshooting stars " arec a0t true stars at
all, but only bodies which appear for an
instant, and then disappear forever. Let
us call them meteors, and thus avold con-
founding them with real stars, for the
real stars are as endurlng as anything
In the universe. In common specch,
however, the term metceors s largely con- |-
fined to these shootlng stars which are
very large and bright, and are seen only
now and then  Sluce they do not, how-
ever, differ from the shooting stars in
any important respect, 50 far as we know,

of these bodies fs Indented by fittlo plits
or hollows which look for all ths world
as If the masy had once been soft as a
plece of putty, and some one had pressed
1t with his thumb in many places,

Glory to God.

The fallowing lines of the Quaker poet,
Whittier, written at tho close of the
American war express the sentiment
that flls every heart nt the Prospect of
‘eare

1t 1s done!
Clang of bell and roar of gun
Send the tidings up and down.
How the belfriea rock and reel !
How the great guns, peal on peal,
Fling the Joy from town to town!

Ring, O bella!
Every stroke exulting tells
Of the burial hour of crime.
Loud and long, that all may hear,
Ring for every listening car
Ut Iternity and Time !

Let us kneel . .
Gud's own volce Is in that peal,
And this spot is holy ground.
Lord, forgive us! What are we,
That our eyes this glory see,
That our ears have heard the sound !

loud and long
Lift tho old exulting song:
Sing with Miriam by the gea
He has cast the mighty down ¢ ~

Hurse and rider sink and drown;
He bath trlumphed gloriously

et at Centreville, tho nearest ratlway|

station.

Uncle Timothby had not visited his
brother before sinco the twins were
bablies, and it was an_open secrot that
this rich city uncle, who had no son of
his own, wanted to take ono of his
nephews to educate and traln up in his
business.

“I'm sorry to leave you, boys” said
Mr, Ball, “ but you can get the potatoes
plcked up by slx o'clock, and your play
spell wil have to come some other day.”

“That's all right, father,” answered
Tom, cheerfully.

Joe dug his bare toes into the soft
ground, and sald nothing.

“Oh! by the way, boys” called Mr.
Ball, as ho started off across the fleld,
‘there is a certain potato I meant to
look for. Bring it home it you find 1t."

“What do you s'pose ho meant by
that 7" asked Tom.

“Oh! it was just one of his jokes,"
sald Joe.

“No, he meuut gomething, and I'm go-
ing to find out what, If I can,” said Tom.
“Come on, Joe, let's get at 1t

“Go chass yourself!” answered Joe,
crossly, *I'm hot and tired, and I'm
going to get good and rested beforo I be-
gin again.”

“Well, then, good-bye, lazy-bones, for
we shall have to sprint 1f we finish be-
fora supper-time.”

Several bags were fllled and tied up
before Joo felt rested enough to help, and
even then his work was “steady by
Jerks,” as his brother told him. At last
from Centreville came the faint sound of
the six o'clock whistles,

PRETORIA, LATE CARITAL OF TRE TRANSVAAL.

Ring and swing,
Bells of Joy ! On morning’s wing
Send the song of pralse abroad !
WIith a sound of broken chains
Tell the natlons that He reigns,
Who alone is Lord and God !

A CERTAIN POTATO.
BY UARRIET C. BLISS.

It was a hot day, and Mr. Ball and his
two boys, Tom and Joe, had been digging
t o Now, at noon,

most of the learncd scholars who make
a study of such subjects consider them
the same.

Now, If meteors never came any nearer
the carth than do those which we so often
see, we should know nothing about them
But sometimes onbe of them ts seen to
come directly down to the ground n
makes & bright {ighi as 1t fails some-
times so intense as even to outshine the
sup itself. Someuimes the meteor carries
with it a cloud of smoke, and falls with
a hissing, spluttering noise, throwing out
showers Of sparks as it descends.  Usu-
ally, too, loud reports are heard as i1
passes through the air, as if acrial armtes
wero cannonading onc another. and as
the sound of the conflict dies away, long
rolls of echoing thunder shake the earth,

When the astonished people there-
abouts have recovered from their fright
and hasten to the spot where the meteor
struck the earth. they sometimes find
buried fn the soll—if the soill bas aoy
depth—a plece of stone or metal. often
no larger than & hens egg. but some-
times big chough to weigh scveral hun-
dred pounda.

It 18 usunaily still hot i picked up very
goon after its (all, and {ts surface will
bo found to be covered by a thin crust,
or varnish, made by the melting and
Nowing of its cutstde.

This crust on the stones is usually
black, while the interlor is light gray in
colour, on the pleces of metal it is of a
rusty brown colour and the Interlor of
tho fmsa is nickel white. The surface

all th
they sat under the big chestnut-tree eat-
ing thelr lunch.

*“ It we work smart, we shall get ‘em
pluked up by three o'clock,” satd Tom,

O father! it we do, can wo have the
test of the afternoon to work on our
boat ?* asked Joe.

‘Why, yes, you've been good boys to
stick so closu to thig job, and 1 guess
jou deserve a littie play spell.™

“1 wish we could afford to keep a
man,” grumbled Joe.

“1¢ Jack hadn't got loose that night,
he couldn't have eaten meal enough to
kill himself, and we should have had the
two lundred dollars for him the ‘next
day,” said Tom, “then we should have
had a man this summer.”"

*Yes," sald Mr. Ball, “ Jack made it a
hard year for us; but you boys have
been brave, and wo shall soon be on our

fect again.”
“Who's that c¢limblng over the fence?
he asked, sitting up.
Why, it's Jennle! What &' you

s'pose she wants ' sald Joe.

“I'm afrald something’s wmng at
home,” sald Mr. Ball, anxiously.
** Mother would never send her so far
alono unless It was something import-
ant.”

By this time Jennlo was near enough
for them to seo that sho had 2 letter In
her hand,

Tom ran to meet her, and in a few mo-
ments they knew that .Uncle Timothy
«as coming that very day, and must bo

Joe stralghtened himselt up, and
called :

“Six o'clock, Tom! I'm golng to
quit.”

“Why, we can't quit till the potatoes
are all picked up ” answered Tom, with
one hand on his stiff back.

“Can’t!  What's to hinder, I'd” ltke
to know ?  Father didn't say they'd got
(o be done to-night, and besides they’ll
be home pretty quick now, and Uncle
Timothy ain’t going to catch me looking
like this now, I tell you! First Impres-
slons, you kuow.”

“Ma says he was always awful par-
ticular about his clothes,” admitted Tom,
“but father expected us to finish this
Job. Come omn, Joe,” he added, coaxing-
Iy, " it wen't take long now."

“ No, siree, not it 1 know myself,
going to look out for number one.”

* Good-bye, old plodder,” he called, as
ho climbed the fence. “ You'll be sorry
you didn't come too when you see me
start for the clty.”

I'm

* Wait till you'vo seen the other one,”
was the answer.

*Where's Tom 7" ho asked, turning to
Joe.  *“Why, thero ho is now !” he ex-
clafmed, without walting for an answer
“How Is this, Joe ? Why are you hero
with your clothes changed, and Tom
only just coming homo 7"

“1 thought you'd want mo here to meet
Uncle Timothy,” sald Joe, his face flush-
ing a little under the steady gaze of the
two men,

“Did you do your share of the work 1"
asked his tather sternly.

“1 worked tlil six oclock,” camo the
rather deflant answer.

* Come, James, don't be hard on the
m?: let us seo what the other fellow is

e

And, suiting tha action to the word,
Uncle T!mothy disappeared around the
corner of the house,

Tom had just finished scrubbing head
and hands and feet at the pump in the
yard, and now, In spite of bare feet and
overalls, It was a bright, healthy, good-
naturea looking boy who come to speak
to his uncle,

“Well, young man, why weren't you
here with your brother to meet me ?
Thig Is a cool welcome for an uacle who
only comes onco in fiftcen years.,”

“I know it, uncle,” sald Tom, giving
his hand. “I was dreadfully sorry not
to come up soonor, but I've only just
finished my work."”

* And you never leave your work untfl
it s Onished ? Uncle Timotby asked,
with a quizzicat smile.

“Oh, yes! 1 might it 'twas my owu
work,” laughed Tom.

“Yes,” sald hig uncle, “I see.”

A week later, when Uncle Timothy
started for his Western home, Tom was
the boy who went with him, -

“You see,Joe,” he explained, the night
before they left, *“I want & boy who wili
look after my Interests, one who is wili-
ing to work overtime, it need be, Thc
surest way to advance numbur one in this
world s to forget all about him. Look
out for your father, Joe, and perhap.
your turn will come yet.”

“ Father,” asked Joe one day a week
later, “what did you mean about thay
x;pec’lal potato you wanted us to looh
or 7

“Oh ! laughed Mr. Ball, “ the last onc
was the one I wanted, and Tom founu
{t."—S, S. Times,

The Testimony of the Man Born
Blind.
BY JOBN BAYS.
(John 9. 25.)

He stood before the Sanhedrim;

The scowling Rabbls gazed at him;

He recked not of their praise or blame;
‘There was no fear, there was no shame,
For one upon whose dazzled eyes

‘The whole world poured its vast surprise,
‘The open heaven was far too near,

Hig first day's light too sweet and clea-
To let him waste his new-galned ken
On the hate-clouded face of men.

But still t'hey questioned, “Who art thou™
‘What has thou been? What art then

now ?
Thou art not he who yesterday
Sat here and begged beslide the way,
For he was blind.”

“And I am he,
For I.was blind, but now I gee.”

He told the story o'er and o'er;

It was his full heart’s only lore;

A Prophet on the Sabbath day

Had touched his sightless eyes with ¢ y.
And made him see, who hxd been blind
Thelr words passed by him like the wi. *
Which raves and howls, but cannot shockh
The h d-fath ted rock.

Poor Tom ! He did want the 1
education, and Joe would.certalnly get
ahead of him in his uncle’s favour it he
was neatly dressed, and ready to greet
the travellers.

It was slow work, this picking up
potatoes one at a time. The sun seemed
hotter than ever, it it was near sundowa.

A Tom's were
gloomy, but he kept dravely on, and at
last had the satisfaction of tylng the
last bag, and starting faithful Dobbin
toward home.

The long-expected uncle had just ar-
rived as Dobbin plodded up tho lane,

Tom could see Joe shake hands, and
then jump to get. satchel and umbrella
from the carrlage.

Really the bright, manly-looking fel-
low, {n his best clothes, was o attractive

-that Tom feit surc the choico was made

already,

** Ready-made boys don’t grow on every
bush, but it l1ooks as though you had tho
ono I want right hero,” said Mr. Timothy

Bali quietly to his bLrother.

Thelr threats and fury all went wide;
‘They could not touch his Hebrew pride,
Thelr sneers at Jesus and his band,
Nameless and homeless in the land,
Thielr boasts of Moses and his Lord,
All conld not change him by one wor. -

3
“1 know not what this man may be
Sipaer or salat; but as for me,

Que thing I know—that I am he
v‘/po once was blind, but now I see.”

‘They were all doctors of renown,
‘The great men of 2 famous town,
‘With deep brows, wrinkled, broad, and

-, wise,

Beneath thelr broad phylacteries;

The wisdom of the East was thelrs,

And honour crowned tkeir silver hairs.
The man they Jeered and laughed to scorn
‘Was unlearned, poor, and humbly born;
But ho knew better far than they

‘What came to him that Sabbath day;

And what the Christ had done for-him,
He knew, and not the Sanhedrim, .



