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The Family Gircle_.

AT HAME AMANG HER #IN
FOLK.

Written on reading the ceremony of laviog the founda.
dun stutic ot the acw parish «buh ol Lratie vy thic
Queen

At hame amang her ain lolk
'Mong Crathie's mountains high,

\vi' taathtu , leal, an® faia folk
Wha juy when she is aigh ,

Ob, pever seemed our Sovercign
So royal as she's now,

And never seemed the diadem
o graceful un hes brow.

At hame amang her ain folk,
Nae armed hursemen acan,
Nac noisy clang of trumpets,
Nor glare of glittering spear,
But plain and good men gather
‘Round her that uwns the thrune,
To name ber friend and neiphbdor,
And claim heras their own.

At hamc amang her ain folk,
Wheie oft in bypane days,
She joiaed the prayers holy,
The simple Psalms of praise ;
Gratefully glad 10 mingle
With that small, faithful baaod,
Fordear to her the ** Auld Kirk ™
O’ out lov'd Cuv'nant land.

At hame amang her ain folk,
An’ hamely can she be

Wha's nameis loved and cherished
O'er every land and sea,

Acd will through coming ages,
Uasullied and seiene,

Be trac’d on history’s pages
As monarch's ae’er hath bzen.

At hame amang her aio folk,
Then may a' g~id attend,
May faithfu’, leal and kind: folk
Surround her till the end ;
Still shiclded and still sheltered
*Neath shadow of His wings.
Wha is the God of nations,
\Who s the King of kings.

AN UNSUNG HHERQ.

The long weary years of waiting were
over. llappiness was at last within the
reack of Stephen Ramsay—that happi-
ness for which he had toiled and waited so
long. And as he looked over the contents
of bis savings bank book that night the
prospccts of the bright future in store for
him seemedto take atleast five years from his
age. Even that prospect could not elimin-
ate the grey streaks which appeared here
and there amoang his locks, or fill out the
hollows in his cheeks, butit had smoothed
away some of the wrinkles on his brow, and
pivento his eyesa brigbtoess which they
had not koown for years,

It was a comparatively small sumhe had
saved after all—but abundred poundsin all ;
yet how much it represented to bim. Every
shilling of that little store mesant some [ux-
ury foregone, some selfish desire nipped in
the bud, some much-needed boliday or rest
done without. It represented the savings
of fifteen years. It meant not only having
dore without the luxuries, but at times with-
out the absolute pecessities of hife as well.
Isut that ime was past, and the {atare loom-
cd abead of bim bugbt with promise, for in
that foture Mary Laing, bis promised wife,
was to play a very important part. Not an-
other day should she trudype through the
dreary streets to her long day’s toil in the
close, heated atmosphere of an underground
wortkroom —a iife emineatly unsuited to her
frail, delicate constitution. For it was only
afew months ago that she had bzen posi-
tively warned by the doctor whom she had
consulted, more 10 satisfy her lover's fears
than to please herself, that life for her under
these circumstances must cease or he zonld
not aoswer for lhe conmsequences. Idle
words thesc—the kind hearted man had
thooght s« even when he uttered them.
With poor Mary, like many more, it was
only acase of work or starve, acd be bad
merely slipped back into ber hand the fee
sbe bad held out 1o him, sayiog sbe must
come again aod let him know how the tomic
he had ordered suited ber.  Bat the girl bad
sttuggied bravely oo, for it was only for a
few months aow, and the light of hope en-
abied het 1o defy the bill winds and blight-
ing fogs of the early spring.
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And oow the ume had come when Steph |

en could take ber into his own keeping for
ever. He would see her to-morrow, he
thought, and let her know that their weary
waiting was over.

There was but one thing which in-
truded itself to check this rapturouns flow of
thought. It was his brother Julian. It was
ten years now siace his stepmotber had
died, leaviog hun asa last charge the care
of her only son, then a lad of ninteen years.
Aund he had cheerfally undertaken the task,
though his heart misgave him attimes as be
saw 1nthe gay, handsome youth unmistak-
able signs of the tendencies which had
brought his father to a drunkard’s and a
gambler’s grave. Moreover, he had not as
Stephen had bad, before him as a constant
warning the sight of that broken.down, blear-
eyed prematurely old figure as Stephen re-
membered it last. For a time it seemed as
if his worst fears for Julian would be realis-
ed, but that time was past now, and the
young mwan was doing well aod fast gaining
for himself a position in a stock-broker's
office in the town. So that latterly Stephen’s
mind bad been much more at ease on the
subject of his brother’s doings.

This very night, however, as he sat
wrapped in happy contemplation of his
future prospects, Julian came to him, ghast-
ly, haggard, with despair in his face, and
thoughts of madness and suicide in kis brain.
ilis story was, alas! only toc common a
one. The gambling mania had got hold of
him. He bad been exceptionally lucky,
had won time after time until it had seemed
tohim asif be could not lose. Fron. one
heavy stake to another he had gone ob,
until one day he bad taken from his em-
ployer's desk what he fondly believed was
but a2 loan—had literally robbed Lim of a
hundred pounds. He had lost heavily, and
bad no means of refunding the money, so
that unless Stephen could Lelp nothing stared
bim in the face but ruin and disgrace.

It was some time before Stephen fully
realised what it was that was required of
bim. The sumofa hundred pounds—just,
in short, the sum tbat bad taken him fiteen
vears of unremitting care aed toil to gather
together. It was to take the savings ofa
lifetime 10 redeem that one act of madness
and folly that bis brother had bzen guilty of.
It meant to him the giviog up of all hope of
future earthly happiaess, and involved the
happiness of another one dearer than bim-
self as well. It was this thought that was
uppermost in his mind. That be should
suffer could have been bomne, perbaps ; but
poor, delicate Mary, whose pincbed, pallid
face as he had last seen it rose up before him
now—that she should suffer,too ! Her very
life, be knew well, depended upon her being
removed from that toil which was under-
mining her health to an extent that meant
death if persisted in. And he could have
saved her had this sacnfice not been reqair-
ed of bim. Sarely such a sacnfice coula
not be required of any human being ! On
the other kand, there was disgrace, impri-
sonment, aud roin to the man whom be had
had promiscd to guard and care for, and
everlasting remorse to himself. The thought
that be could have saved him and did not
would never leave him. Happiness could
never behisatsucha price. Thesacrifice must
be made ; through the chaos of bis thoughts
that alone stood out clear and distinct. He
scarcely heard the thanks of his brother or
the blessings that he heaped upoa his head.
Neither did be say anythiog to his repeated
assertions of how he would never indalge in
gambliog agaio, or associate with thase who
didso. Stepben only smiled sadly. These
promises had been made before, and as re-
peatedly broken. He said oothing; one
thoughbt alone possessed bis mind—bow to
break the news to Mary. He wounld write to
her that pight, he thooght; he dared not
risk a perconal interview yet.

That letter was little shont of 2 Jeath-
biow to the gual who received it next day.
The bope that had kept her working on o
spite of weakness and failing health was

Ko ¢. She could fight no longer against the
dread disease that was fast claimiog her for
its own. She was sinklng. Even Stephen,
try as he might to account for her weakness
in thetrying weather they were having, koew
well in his heart that it was the shadow of
approaching death that lay on Mary's face.
Anpd as he went about from day to day with
that broken, aged look which be bad worn
ever since the night of that costly sacrifice
he had made, his brother would eye him
witha strange, shrinking look, though he
said nothing. He koew not what to say.
He who by his mad folly had blighted the
lives of two of God’s creatures could best
show bis sympathy by silence. What was
done could not be undone now.

But one dark, wet night in the early
autump, when a wild, northerly wind was
howling through the streets, Stephen had
come in with a look on his face that haunted
his brother ever afterwards. It was the look
of a man who has lost hold of all hopes of
earthly happiness for ever. It was the look
gou will sometimes see in the face of a hunt-
ed animal—dogged, desperate. Without
looking up, he had gone with thit look of
fixed anguish on his face and shut himself
up with bis breaking heart alone. Aund then
Julian koew that Mary was gone. But the
thought of the havoc and desolation he bad
brought on these two lives wrought like mad-
aess in his brain, and he fled from the
house, desperate, heedless, longing only for
oblivion—for any escape from the pangs of
remorse which consumed him. But the
fresh wind and the exetcise cooled his fever-
ed brain, and be paused but for a moment
on the embankment whither his steps had
led him—paused long enough, however, for
saner thoughts and truer conceptions of life
to find their wayinto his heart. Of what
use were itnow to throw away his life, steep-
ed in selfishness as it had been? It would
only add one more buorden to the already
overweighted beart of his brother. And be
saw his conduct that night in a light he had
never seen it in before. A great change
Was taking place in his heart ; new thoughts
of life, ofits meaning, its responsibilities,
came to kim, and he went home filled with
a resolve to make his lifs henceforth some-
thiog that would bring credit and not dis-
grace on those around him.

In a comner cf a graveyard a few days
later two young men met each other unex-
pectedly. Both had come on the same
errand unkoowa to each other. And Julian,
half ashamed of being caught there by his
brother, whom he had scarcely dared to
look in the face for some time past, would
have shrunk away without placing on Mary's
grave the wreath of immiorfelles he had
brought for it had not Stephen bide him
stap. And Stephen, as he looked on his
brother's face with that new and softened
expression upon it, realised that the sopreme
sacrifice of his life had not beer made alto-
gether 1o vain.—2 H. R, in Christian
Leader.

MB. CHAMBERLAIN.

———

Tbere 1s a racy character skelch of Mr.
Joseph Chamberiain 1o the Londoa £cko1a
the covrse of which the wnter says :—To
usc a hackoeyed phrase, Mr. Chambesian
is the architect of his owa political fortuae.
Neither birth nor fine connections helped
him to the lowest rong of the 1adder of t2me-
Waen he placed his foot upon the lowest
roag it was as a Tors. When mea began to
talk of him be bad passed from Toryism to
Repoblicasism. He was one of the doxr-
geoisic —the sen of a dourgeois father, the
working head ofa dourgeris manufactary.
He came to London ont of the obscarity of
a country mayoralty—an alderman in a Mid-
land corporation. He spoke Eoglish with
an uocoltivated accent.  His associates with
oat cxception, Sir Charles Dilke, were obs-
carepersons.  Yet beeatertained tbe Taace
of Wales while the pages of the magazae
that contained kis friendly essay upon the
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virtues of a mob governed State werc ye:
damp, and the Prince was delighted wich
his host's elegance, his courtliness, his wit,
and his shrewd good taste. \When he eq
tered Parliament the squires looked with a
shudder for a truculent fighter, and found a
sprucely-dressed gentleman, as full of repase
as the oldest Parliamentary hand there, and
wersiag that trinklet of efteminacy an eye
glass. Yetin that eyeglass Mr. Chamber
lain found the cicerone to the interest and
attention of the House of Commons. Con
trast his elert and bustling energy with the
lethargy of Ministers and their nivals. Note
the habitual depression of the Leader of the
House, the languorous pallor and the bent
head of the Leader of the Opposition, as if
warped in ‘‘philosophic doubt.” Arrest
for a moment the Minister for Education, or
the Secretary for Irsland, or the Minister
for War, or the Secretary for Scotland.
They might have been rudely awakened and
evicted from an opium den. How sadly
melancholy is Sir Micbael Hicks-Beach;
how moribund the beariog of Mr. Goschen ;
what a worn-out fabric of a man we have in
ex-Secretary Matthews. These statesmen,
past and present, occupied and unoccupied;
fight shy of the society of their followers.
They seem to exist in a terror lest someone
speak to them, ask them for something,
Mr. Morley will turn vpon you with the
startled flush of a man who expects the
haod of a policeman about to execute a war-
rant or the grip of a seedy friend in want of
a £5note. Mr, Chamberlain, on the other
hand, will go down into that place of tor-
ments—the Lobby—his hat cast aside, and
‘* do business” with the verve of a pushing
stockbroker, button-holing bis Higgins, and
never allowing that emineat Q.C. to escape
until he bas plighted L. troth at the alar
of Unionism.

H

THE DOMINIE'S PRAYER.

Miss Molly Elliot Seawell relates the
following anecdste in the course of a skeich
of Jobn Paul Jones, in the Century for April:

The landing on St. Mary's Isle thorough-
ly alarmed the coasts, andthe name and
character of the vessel and her commander
were well known. The Ranger being seen
beating up the Solway toward the “lang
town o' Kirkcaldy,” the frightened people
assembled on the shore, and presently down
came their ‘“‘meenister,” the Rev. Mr
Shirra, lugging a huge arm-chair, which be
flapg down on the shore, and then plumped
himself violently intoit. He was short of
breath, and very angry with the Deuty for
permitting such doiogs as Paul joness;
and puffing and blowing, he made the fol-
lowing prayer, which traditivn has pre-
served :

Now, Lord, dinpa ye thiok it is a shame
for yeto send this vile pirate torob our
folk o' Kirkealdy ? For ye ken they are pair
enough already, and hae nacthing to space.
They are all fairly goid, and it wad bea
pity to serve them insic a way. The way
the wind blows, he'll be here in a jiffy, acd
wha kens what ke may do? He is nase too
guid for ooything. Muckle's the mischief
be bas done alrcady. Ony pocket gear ther
hae gathered thegither, be will gang wi'the
whole 0't, and maybe burn their houses,
tak’ their cla'es, and strip tham to their
sarks! And wae's me! Wha keans but bz
bloidy villain may tak’ their lives. Thepuir
women are maist frightened oat o’ their wais,
and the bairns skrecking after them. 1
canna tho'll it1 I canoa tho'll it} I bas
beca long a faithfa’ servant to ye, Lord ; it
gin ye dinna tura the wind about, and blow
the scouodrel out o' our gate, I'll nae stir 2
foot, bot jost sit here until the tide comes =
and drowas me. Sariad your wull ol,
Lord?

The prayes apptats to have been efiec
uve, for at tbat very moment the wdd
changed, and blew ‘' the scoandiel oaii
our gate.”




