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THE BATTLE OF LIFE.

Go forth in the battle of Life, my boy,
Go while itis called to-day ;
For the years go out, and the years come in,
Regardless of those who may lose or win,
f those who may work or play.

And the troops march steadily on, my boy,
To the army gone before ;
You may hear the sound of their falling feet,
Going down to the river where two worlds
meet ;
They go to return no more.

There is room for you in the ranks, my boy,
And duty, too, assigned ;

Step into the front witha cheerful grace

Be quick, or another may take your place
And you may be left behind.

There is work to do by the way, by boy,
That you never can tread again

Work for the loftiest, lowliest men—

Work for the plough, adze, spindle and pen ;
Work for the hands and the brain.

The Serpent will follow your steps, my boy,
To lay for your feet a snare ;
And pleasure sits in her fairy bowers,
With garlands of poppies and lotus flowers
Enwreathing her golden hair.
v

Temptations will wait by the way, my boy,
Temptations without and within :

And spirits of evil, in robes as fair

As the holiest angels in heaven wear,

Will lure you to deadly sin.

Then put on the armor of God, my boy,
In the beautiful days of youth ;
Put on the helmet, breast-plate, and shield,
And the sword that the feeblest arm may
“wield,
In the cause of Right and Truth.

And go to the Battle of Life, my bo&’,
With the peace of the Gospel shod ;
And before high
can
For the great reward, for the good of man,
For the Kingdom and Crown of God.
—Little Sower.

heaven, do the best you
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THE GOLDEN GEESE.
5

“I wish I had a goose that laid golden
eggs !” said Norah, throwing down her book,
and clasping her hands energetically,

“Don’t talk nonsense !’ said the mother.,

“What wouldst. do with the gold, lass 7’
said the father. .

“I would buy myself a white frock, and a
blue sash , and a hat like the squire’s daugh-
ter ; a silk gown for mother, and a coat with
a velvet collar for
father.”

“That would take only part of a golden
egg,” returned the father.  “Go on, lass, and
then we shall know all thee wants,”

Norah drew closer to her father, aud looked
gravely up in his face.

“Adonkey-cart for mother to go to market
in, a carpet for the room, curtains for the
windows, lots of beautiful flowers and fruit
in the garden, and nothing to do. I should
sell the eggs, and get so much money that
you never need do any more work,”

“Thank thee, lass, thank thee ; it sounds
very grand, Wife, dost hear what Norah is
going to give us?”’

“Aye, if wishes were horses beggars would
ride !”” returned-the mother. I wonder at
thee, father, for encouraging the lass in her
folly. Come, Norah, get the table ready for
supper, the lads will be in from the fields
before long, and they’ll be hungry enough, I
dare say.”

you to wear on Sundays,

swung open, and the two lads appeared, one
of them carrying something very carefully
in his hat.
“A present for you, Norah ! Guess what
it is in three guesses. Now !” e
Norah sprang forward, “Isit a bird ?
et
“One of Mrs. Lovell’s plum-cakes ?”’

Scarcely had she spoken when the gate|g

143 NO.”

“A goose’s egg, perhaps,” said the father,
laughing.

“Oh, you shouldn’t have spoken !”” said
Tom. “I wanted Norah to guess. But it’s
not one egg. Farmer Lovell has sent hersix
eggs ; and he says if she will get the old hen
tosit upon them she will have six as fine
young goslings as need to be.”

“Why, Norah, youre in luck,” said the
father ; “and it will be hard, if out of six
geese there should not be one to lay golden
eggs for us.”

. Golden eggs!” exclaimed Tom, in sur-
prise.

“ Ab, lad, thee dost not know all the fine
things that are coming to us,” returned the
father, laughing ; whilst Norah’s cheek’s grew
red, and the mother said, “ Father’s ma ing
fun, lad.”
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The old hen sat upon the eggs, and in due
time the goslings stragaled fort h, and Norah
began to build castles in the air. She did
not expect that any of thé birds would lay
golden eggs—she knew that could ‘only hap-
pen in fairy tales—but she looked forward to
the time when her geese would sell for at
least seven-and-sixpence each, which would
be two pounds five shillings,which, in Norah’s
eyes, seemed a little fortune. -

And the goslings grew and grew, and be-
came fine fat geese ; and Norah lost sight of
the golden eggs in the interest she took in the
living creatures, who were so tame and so
sensible. For as to thinking that geese are
stupid, that is all a mistake, as people find
who have much to do with them.

III.

One sunny afternoon Norah sat knitting
by the river side, whilst her geese were swim.-
ming and diving to their hearts’ content,
when Farmer Lovell passed by. Norah
Jjumped up.

“Aren’t they beauties ?”” said she,

ing to her geese. “I can never than
enough for them.”

“Make a good use of them,” said the far-
mer, patting her on the shoulder ; “but th%t
I'm sure youwill do ; the daughter of agood
father and mother need not be told that.”
And he went his way. And Norah fell to
thinking of what he had said, and as she
did so tl%e visions of blue and pink ribbons,
and stylish hats, vanished away, and a
sudden sense of the responsibility of having
ossessions of her own began to press upon

oint-
you

er. [ i
“I think the geese are making me tvise,”
said she, unconsciously speaking aloud.
“Then they will be golden geese,” answered
a voice at her side.

“Oh, father! Did you hear what I was
saying 7”’ -
“Ouly a bit of it.”

“It’s a great thing to have property,” said
Norah, “and to know what to do with it,
It makes one feel older, and it’s a weight as
well asa pleasure.”

“Why, lass,” said her father, “the geese
have taught thee a lesson thy mother and I
failed to teach thee!”

IV,

The older and fatter the geese grew the
more important Norah felt. She and Tom
had many consultatiohs as Martinmas drew
nigh, and at lenfgth it was decided that the
time had come for the geese to be sold.

“I’'m sorry to part with them, Tom, but
they must go. I must have the money.”

“ What for 27

But Norah screwed up her mouth and
shook herhead. She had her own plans, but
she was not going to tell them. ;

“I wongder if they would bring seven
shillings a-piece,”” said she.

“Here’s Farmer Lovell coming, may-be he
can tell us.”

Norah.
But Farmer Lovell anticipated the ques-
tion, for his first words were, “ Well, Norah,
if you’re willing to sell your geese I’ve got a
good customer for you.” :
Norah looked up, her eyes half filled with
tears, for now thatgit came to the point, she
found that she was really very fond of her
eese.

“ Eight shillings each,” continued Farmer
Lovell ; “it’s a high price, and, though
poultry’s dear, you are not likely to get such
an offer again.” . e

“She’ll s8ll them,” sald Tom. =

“Let youl sister speak for herself.”?

“Yes, thank you; I have made ulp my
mind to sell them,” said Norah, *and I’m

“I don’t like to ask him,” answered |

much obliged to you for——" And here
Norah burst out crying.

“What a queer girl you are !” said Tom.

But Farmer Lovell patted her on the
shoulders, saying, “I understand, child, and
Il send for them to-night.”

That evening the geese had an extra feed
of green meat from Norah’s hand, an extra

at on the head for good-bye; and when

orah went to bed at night she put her two
pounds eight shillings under her pillow, and
cried herself to sleep.

“What will she do with it 2’ asked Tom.

“Youw'll surely not let her spend it all as
she pleases,” sai(f' the mother.

“Leaye her alone,” said the father ; “the
golden geese have Dbeen talking to her.”
The mother lifted up her hands, but said
nothing. :

Y.

The next morning Norah came down to
breakfast pale and quiet, and ate her bread
and milk i silence, and when her brothers
had gone off to work, she sat down beside
her father, and asked, “What’s the fare to
Cloverdale ??

“Cloverdale! What put Cloverdale into
thy head, lass! Art going to be a traveller ?
Let me see, third class would he about ten
shillings, I fancy.”

and ten more would be thirty. Father, I
want you to go toCloverdale,and bring grand-
mother to see usall.”

The father gave a start.
in thy thoughts, lass 2

. “Grandmother said in her letter she should
like to see you once again before she died 3
and as I minded the geese down by the river
I'thought of Joseph in the land of Egypt, and
how his old father longed to see him ; but T
knew that you could not afford to send for
grandmother as Joseph sent for Jacob; and
then all at once it came to me that the geese
would manage it for us.”

The father was silent for a while ; but he

drew Norah closer to him and kissed her ;
then hespoke. “Dost hear the lass, mother ?
Wasn’t I right ? And haven’t the geese been
as good as if they’d laid golden eggs for
her ?”
“Better,” replied the mother. " “Thou art
a good lass, my daughter, and thy father
shall go and satisfy the desire of his heart—
to see his mother again in the land of the
living. It will do us more good than if
thou couldst buy a dozen silk gowns and fine
coats,” : -

‘ Vi

And the father went, and the grandmother
came ; and as they sat round the blazing fire,
full of happinessand joy, no heart was lighter
and happier than Norah’s ; and when her
grandmother laid her hand upon her head,
and said, fondly, “Bless thee, my child, for
this great happiness ; the remembrance of
thy good deed will return to thee again and
again, like refreshing waters!” Norah felt
as if one of the patriarchs had pronounced a
blessing.

“Amen !” said the father. “The golden
eese have done their work well!” —Jean
onceeur, i Little Folks.
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HENRY OBOOKIAH.

The people of the Sandwich Islands are now
known as a Christian nation sending their
own missionaries to the heathen of Micron-
esia. But sixty years ago they were them-
selves savages and idol-worshi ers, who had
received nothing from civi]izesgands but the
sins of wicked sailors, whose ships touched
their shores. Theiridols were hideous and
ridiculous, as you may see by this enﬁraving
of one of the specimens which are kept as
curiositiesat the Missionary Housein Boston.
Christian people knew little about the island-
ers till there landed in New York, in 1809, a
Sandwich Island boy named Obookiah. This
bo%"s parents and brother had been killed
before his eyes, in one of the native wars,
and he was left sad and lonely. When an
American captain asked him if he would like
to come to this country on board his vessel,
he gladly said yes. Ouryoung people have,
perhaps, hardly heard the name of Obookiah,
which was a household word to their grand-
parents. They ought to know, and we will
tell them, the short story of his life, for it
was one of the first things in our missionary
history.

Obookiah was about seventeen years old
when he came here, an untaught boy,

“What put that

and soon after he was found weeping on the

steps of one of the buildings of Yale College.
“ Why are you crying 7’ asked a kind gen-
tleman. “Because there is no one to teach
me,” answered Obookiah. He wasimmedi.
ately taken into a Christian family, and
eagerly began to study. After a few months
Mr. S8amuel J. Mills, who was then full of
missionary zeal, invited him to his father’s
house at Torringford, Conn. There Oboo-
kiah went, and there he was taught to work
as well as study. He made surprisin im-
provement, and soon wroteto a }? ew Haven
friend : “ You know I came one morning to
Your room in college, and you tell me read.
You say what c-a-p spell 2 Then I say c-a-p
Pl\%‘h I spell four syllables now, and I say
¢ What is the chief end of man.’

In 1811 Obookiah went to Andover, Mass.,

“Ten shillings there and ten shillings back, |

clumsy, dull, and heavy-looking. But the [}
captain took, him to his New Haven home, | h

and there, as he said, “My wicked heart be-
g to see a little about the divine things, but
the more I see to it, the more it appear to be
Impenetrability.” Vet when a friend prayed
with him one day, and said before they rose
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from their knees, “You may pray too,”
Obookiah uttered these words : ¢ Great and
eternal God, make heaven, make carth, make
everything—have mercy on me, make me
understand the Bible, make megood. Gréat
God have mercy on Thomas, make him good,
make Thomas and me go back to Hawaii,
tell folks in Hawaii no more pray to stone
sod.  Make some good man go with me to
awaii, tell folksin Hawaii about heaven,
about hell. God make all people good
everywhere,” and he closed with : “Our
Father which art in heaven.” Still hie after-
ward said that, at this time, he wanted to get
religion into his head niore than into his
heart.  “Sometimes when good people talk-
ed with me on this subject, I was but just
hate to hear it.”
In 1812 Obookiah spent several months at
Hollis, N. H., and he wrote: “I thought
now with inyself that I have a change of
heart. It was so if I mistake not. For the
Lord Jesus did appear as the chiefest among
ten thousand and ‘altogether lovely, and his
mercy appeared to be welcome to a sinner as
L.” Hereturned to Torringford, and there
a friend asked : “How does your own heart
appear to you ?’  “Oh, black, very black,”
hereplied. “But you hope you have anew
heart ; how did it appear before it was
changed 7’ “Mud,” he said; “all mud,”
He now grew rapidly in wisdom and in ;
“I seeked,” he said, “for the Lord Jesus a
long time, and found him not. But still T
do thivk that I have found him on my knees,
Everything grows: very clear to my own
view. Oh, what happy hours that I had in
the night-season ! f thought before that
religion was a hard thing to get it ; making
many excuses for pray-hour, and kept put.
ting it off.  But this kind of feeling led me
far beyond all happiness. T cannot hel
think about heaven. = Igoin ameadow, worE
at the hay my hands, but my thought no
there. In heaven all time, then I very hap-
ﬁy-” .He began to talk of returning to
awail to preach the gospel to his poor
countrymen, ¢ Suppose your countrymen
should kill you ?” said some one, 1 that
be the will of God, I am ready, I am ready,”
answered Obookiah. After this he went on
studying in various places. His industry
Wwas remarkable. With the help of a friend
e tried to reduce his own language, which
ad never been written, and was a mere

chaos of sounds, to writing, and “made g |}
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