i
!
|
t
t
|

Sk A PRprY -

HOME AND BCHOOL,

43

e semarrs s 12 o mr = = = —

Sir Eldric.
RY A, MARY ¥, BORINYON,

S Erogte rode by eld and fen
To reah the lonts of heathien en,

Aboud the dush he e onto
3 wood of bite hen gtay,

And un the other vide ho hnew
The heathen country by,

“"Pix bat o night,"” he sang, “to ride,
And Christ shall reach the other #ile.”

T'he moon caine peering throngh the trees
And foand him undismayad ;

Tor still he anny his litanies
And ns he 1ode ke prayed,

Ho looked as young and puro and glad
As ever looked Sir Galahad,

About the middle of the night
He came upon the brink

Of running wators clear and white,
Aud lighted there to driuk,

Aund ns he knolt a hidden fee
Cropt from behind and smote him so,

Then, as he felt his heart's blood run,
Hao sought his enemy :

“ And shall [ leave my deeds undone
And die for such as thea?”

And sluce a Knight was eithor man,
They wrestled till the dawn began,

Then in the dim and vustling place,
Amid the thyme an<d dew,

Sir Eldeic dealt the stroke of grace,
And sank a-dying tso,

And thought upon that other’s plight
Who was not suro of Heaven to-night.

Ile dipped his fingers in his broast;
He sought in vain to rise ;
e leaned across his foo at rest,
And murmured : ““ I baptize 1” -

When lo ! the sun broke ovorhead :
There, at his side, Himsalf lay dead.

James Ferguson,

Jaxmgs Frrausoy, the famous astronomer, had a
hard struggle to get along in life, having no worldly
advantago save that he was the son of honest and
religious pavents.

He was born in the village of Keith, Scotland,
in tho year 1710, and his father was a common
farm labourer. There was & large number of chil-
dren, and, as tho father could not aiford to send
them to school, he tuught them himself aftor thoy
had avrived nt & proper age. .

James was sueh a bright lad that he paid par
ticular attention to the lessons given his brothers,
and ¢ picked up” a great denl of knowledge from
hearing the older childron taught. He wanted to
learn more, but he had not avrived at the age when
his father usually commenced his duties of peda-
gogue, and he know it was not vight to over-burden
him with inquiries, so ho kept his ears open and
his mouth shut, learned what he could at home,
and, aftor a while—with the help of an old woman
who lived near by—he had mastered the art of
veading,

You may imagino how surprised and gratified his
fathex felt whon one day he saw James sitting in
o corner poring over a big book which no one
imagined he was able to read. His father at once
gave him further assistance in his studies. Soon
he was able to write a fair hand, when he was sent
t0 the gramnar school of the village, which he at-

tended for a few months.

Like Nowton, Ferguson, when a mere child, be-
camo very much interested in mechanics, When
he was seven years of age, he saw his father hft up
the corner of the roof of their cottage, which

needed repatrs To da thiv, his father used a prop ]
aund a lever, Terguson studied this mechanical

vontenvanee for a long while, and made nmany ex-!
prevuents, until ho found the scientttie renson why
one Lan could, apparently by Ins own strength,
hift so great & welght,

When Ferguson had mado these investigations of
his own accord, he thought they were entively
orginal, and to give the world the benutit of his
discoveries ho wrote n description of them on
puper.  This happened to Le scon by a gentlemnan
friend of the family, e did not poke fun at the
boy’s effert, as many men might have done, but
told tho ontwrprising boy that the knowledge,
though correct, was not new, and gave him a book
on tho subject: of mechanics, which the boy studied
with the greatest interest,

Forguson was not a strong boy, and about all he
could do in the way of farm work was to tend
sheep, During his spave time he would be found
working with the fow tools he could scrape to-
gether, making epinning-wheels, models of mills,
or any other mechanical contrivance that happened
to take his fancy., When he waa working us sheep-
boy for a neighbouring furmer, he took great in-
terest in astronomy. Wrapping himself up in a
blanket, he used to sit in the fields at night watch-
ing the stars,

“ I used,” he writes, “to stretch a thread with
sinnl] beads on it at arm’'s-length between my eye
and the stars, sliding the beads upoun it till they
hid such and such stars from my eye, in order to
take their apparent distances from one another, and
then, laying the thread down on wne paper, 1
marked the stars thereon by the beads, My master
at first laughed at me, but whon I explained my
meaning to him he encouraged me to go on, and
that I might make fair copies in the daytime of
what I had done ir. the night, he often worked for
me himself, T shall always have a respect for the
memory of that man.”

And so, it mny be added, will every thoughtful
person who reads the above paragraph.

The cletgyman of the parish happened to see one
of his “star papers,” praised the work highly, and
loaned him—-nt Ferguson’s earnest request—a map
of the world, which the seif-taught student wanted
to copy. Ferguson again pays tribute to his kind
master, saying, “ He often took the threshing flail
out of my hands and worked himself, while T sat
by him in the barn, busy with my compasses, ruler,
and pen.”

The schoolmaster with whom ha had studied,
accidentully saw some of his maps, and asked him
how he would like to learn to make sundials.
Ferguson said he would like it very much. He
was introduced to a man who could do such work
—the butler of a neighbouring squire, Then the
squire happened to see him, and, hearing what he
had done in the way of drawing, proposed that he
should come and live with him, so that he could be
near the butlor. He accepted the invitation, to
take offect after he had finished his engagement
with his kind master—refusing the offer of the
squire to provide him with a substitute, so that he
could begin study a% once.

He learned a great deal of the butler. Then he
was obliged, by stress of circumstances, to work
for n miller, who proved to be a teper, and a hard
task-master. Then he worked a year for a phy-
siciun, who was as bad a boss as the miller.

Meanwhile he had made & wooden clock, and gab
some money by cleaning clocks. He earned con-
siderable by drawing patierns for ladies’ dresses.

Finally he went to London, where he became a
teacher and Jecturer on mechanics and astronomy,
and received vavious honours up to the time of his

death,—Our Youth,

Woman's Rights.
BY 8, P. ELDER,
Tux right to be aweet and pure,
The right to be tender anl true,

The right to Iahour for gued
Wheiever wock is to do,

With ministry patient and brave,
Ta soothe the sorrows of Hie,

Pour of! on the troubled waters
Of pussion and hate and strife.

To be n stster and friend,

In the strongest sense of the word,
Wherever a prayer for help

Or sympathy may be heard.

The right to a Christlike mind,
The right to a loving heart,
To ready feet and willing hiands,

Eager to da thelr part.

Tho right to speak for truth,
Tho right to cast out wrong,

With 5 holy zeal and & patient faith,
With spirlt brave und strong,

Thers are the righta of women :
And who davessay her “pay ”'?
Whore the hentt is stronyg to labour,

The Truth will show the way.

A Whole Day to Do Nothing.

«Tp I only could have a whol® day to do nothing
—no work and no lessons—only play all day, I
should be happy,” snid little Bessie. o

“To-day shall be yours,” said her mother. *You
may play us much as you pleaso; and I wiil not
give you any work, no matter how mual you may
want it.”

Beasie laughed st the idea of wishing for work,
and ran out to play. She, was swinglog on the
gate when the children passed to school, and- they
all envied her for having no lessons, When they
were gone, she climbed up intn the cherry-tree, and
picked a lapful for pies) but, when she carried
them in, her mother sald: “That is work, Bessie.
Don’t you remember you cried yesterday becpuse I
wished you to pick cherries for the pudding? You
may take them away, No work to-day, you
know{”

The little girl went away, rather out of humour,
She got her doll,” and played with it a while, but
was soon tived. She tried all her other toys, but
they didn't seem to please her any better. She
came back snd watched her mother, who was
shelling pens, ' .

“Mayn't I help you, mother #” she asked.

« No, Bessie—this isn't play.” )

Bessio went out into the garden again, and
lenned over the fence, watching the ducks and
geese in the pond. Boon she heard her wother was
setting thetable for dinner. Bessio-longed to help.
Then her tather came bazk from his work, and they
all sat down to dinuer. Bessie was quite cheerful
during the meal; but when it was over, and her
fathier away, sho said, wearily : )

* Mother, you don't know how tired I am. of
doing nothing! If you would only let me wind
your cotton, or put your workbox in order, or even
gew at that tircsome patohwork, I would be so
glad!?

«1 ean’t, little daughter, because X said I would
not give you work to-day: - But you may find seme
for yourself, if you can.”

8o Bessie hunted up a-pile of old steckings, and
began to mend them, for she could darn very neatly.
Her face grew brighter, and presently she said ;-

« Mother, why do people get tired of play 1"

« Because God did not mean us to be idle. His
command is: ¢ Six days shale thou labour” He has
given all of us work to do, and has made us so that
unless we do just the very work that ho gave us,
we can’t be happy.—elected.




