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I sec." "cNo, Lii is not my sweetheart; sisi my sick sistcr,"?
,said the boy, as hic eyec flashied and his dirty chia quiiered.

«Lil's beca sick for a long time, au' !ately lite taîks of xiotb-
in' but flowvers an' birds, mother toid me this mornin' that
Lil would die b.b-before the birds and flowers came bac'-."

The boy burst into tears. "Cornewith me tothe florist'c,
and your cister will have a bouquet." The littie fcliow was
-soon bouuding home with bis treucstre. Next day he appear-
cd, and said, ccI came ta thank you, sir, for Lii. That bou-
quet donc hier so much good, and slic bugged and bugged it
till slie set herself a-cotigbisg again. Slie says site wili corne
bimne-by and work for you. coon's she gets wehl."1 An order
was sent to the florist to give the boy every other day a bou-
quet for Lii.

It was only the day before yesterday that the boot-black
appoared again. Ho stepped inside the office door and said:
99Thauk you sir, but Lul-Lil (toars wt're strcaming fromn
his eves) won't-need-thoe flowers any more." Ho went
quickly away, but his brie! iwords had told the story. Lii
won t nced the flowers any more, but they w'ill grow above
ber and the birds ivili siugnarouad ier.just, the same.-Delroil
Free Press.

.A.UNT ABBY'S WINGS.
IIY ETIhEL LYNN.

Weil, c;hildren;' the father spoke slowly,
As one who bas bad news ta tell,

Looking 'round on the haîf-score of young'stcrs
And 'round Pt bis helpi-mect as wcl,

tgIt appoars Uncie Abrami lcft nothing,
He died ini the West a poor maxi;

Can we make a warm place for Aunt Abbey t
Mother Ruth, do you tbiakl, dca;, we car.?'*

Thon thc houso-mother, shutting doivn softly
Some housokeopcr'd; daubts out o! cight,

Givixig up ixi her hecart the big closet,
The ilspare room" 1 draped newly ini white.

flcating back al tlie questions she queried,
If Abby wouid worry at noise?

-%Vas she nervous, or full o! qucer notions?
Wouid cIte lecture and scoid the two boys?

StiR answcred, "tWc'll wveicomc Aunt Abby.
Won't wve chidren V" as brave as could be:

And Jotharn said softly, 4&God blocs ber,
I knew very weli how 'twould be."

ýSo sIte came witlt an October cuaset,
(And the stage) to the wide open door,

-A mote, little form, clad ixi mourning,
A waif from Doath's desolate shore.

You nover would guess that an angel
Couid corne in a stage-without wiugs--

But the housohold of Jotbam wiIl tell you
'Tis one of life's possible things.

*Whien the foyer came stcalthily creepiag,
And touchad, cave berceif, ev'ry one,

Did Abby neod wings to proclaim lier
A blessing as bright as the sun ?

Dida't she hold tbc mothcr's hond drooping?
Did't she rock the baby ta rcst?

Didn't she kice the boys ev'ry morning ?
And cuddle Eit up on ber breast

And wboxri the sad seasoxi was over,
And hoalth came among them ta, ctay,

Whcxi the cie at prayors rmunded perfect,
And Jothan could say, "iLot us pray."y

Giving truc, bearty thanka for ail mercios
B>- 'wbich the darli hours bad boon bléat,

Ruth'whispoed "'Amen," whiio hig counted
The cbiefoest-and dearest their gucst,

MISCELLANEOUS.
The Vesper Prayer.

"If we die" s0 pray the eildreu,
And the mother's bead droops liw,

(One from out the fold is sleeping
Deep boneath the winter's snow)-

"tTake our seuls "-and past the casernent
Flits a gieam of crystal iight,

Like tHe traiing of bis garments
Waiking evermore in light.

Littie souls that stand expectant,
Listen at the gates of life;

Hearing far away the murmur
0f the tuinuit7and the strife.

We, who figlit benoath the bauner,,
Meeting rauks of foomexi there,

Find a deeper broader meaning
xIn a simple vesper prayer

lVhexi our liands shall grasp the standard
Which to-day you watch from fa;,

When tour deeds shall shape the coxifliet
lu this universal war,

Pray ta, Hin, the God of battles,
Whose strong eye car. neyer slcep,

-In the warning of temptation
Firm and truc your souls to kee>.

When the combat ends, and siowiy
Cloars the smoke from. out the skies.

Thon far down the purpie distance
Ail the noise of battit' die

When the last night's colemn shadows
Settie down on you and me,

May the love that neyer faileth
Take our coule eterxially.

A Street Soene ini Montreal.
Early the other morning a strong, ragged Soung feliow

evidently of late importation, was ceeu sitting on the door
ctep of the Bonaventure building near the JVztzess office. A
Scotcbman rusbing past, stops abruptly ini front o! bim.
cc What's up,"1 says hie, ccthat you*re citting idle at ibis time
of day." Raggcd onc-" I'm wait'ng for my mate; he's
gotting sbavcd jIyon shop."c u he ocresot',a
are you goin' to do." "&The emigration maxi wants to cend us
tao a raiwxy past o' Lake Superior. We're just out from
England." 19You're no English, anyway." "cNo, Ilm Scotch,
an.djust landod bore frac I.eith." giDoyou drink?" "cHoot,
sic a question!1 Na, 1 dinna drink, tho' 1 car. tak' a gi at a
time."* 99Is't no whiskey that put that fringe at the fit o'
yer breeks, and tot the buttons frat your vest, and sent yon
out without a collar to your chirt? Mani alive, 1 could tell
yonr hictor3 the instant I clapped eyes on ye. How auldaro
ye ?" 'I'm no twexity, but I look a cight aulder." "-What's
yer name?" ilYou'fre fond of speering. My name's John
May, frac the towa o' Duadee. Oay tbing nicer ye woùld
like ta, ken?" ciLook, bore, John, how many coule do you
have?" "cNov6 yon're lagban. at me, yo ken fine n body
bas only a coul.'1c "Yos, I keni that and wbat I waant to say
is that if vou dinna gie o'er drinking wbiskey as sure's doath
,yo'll loe yours." ccNar~ fear, do ye tbink I bave n rend the
Bible ?" «tAn' what does it teli you about drink"l i I dixina f
mind, it.s a gey while since I road it, but 1 believe oy'ery*
word o' it" ciTho devils also believe and tremble." "i!Yer!
no gain to lippon mc ta, the dcvii I hope." "No dear boy, I
don't. God forbid, but 1 waat ta, impress upon yéu that u-
less yon possoss such a beliof in thc Word of God, and àuclia,
grip o! Jesns Christ by faith, as will bond you ta abandont,
your cups, depend upon it whiskcy wiil rob y'ou of 'Yourr
soul." a Wecl it's reai klxid o' you ta seak ta a cbap that'
wvay. You may bo zioht, ri! think about it but thcre's iyL
mate, as clean as a whistle. so, I xnaun go, but if a' the 8cotchý
folk hormmr ilke you you'll xxak it goy- het for the whiskey,,
men-,,

The>- shake bands and go, oxie east the other ý.
Wimess.


