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Zating and Barning,
B XN L REXFORD.

O, onct there waa a littla Loy,
Who daasly {oved to eliiﬂ:.
Because o wels & Indy 1ad,
Awd hated Wl dard work.

Onc dpy his mother bade him dhurn
\Whilo nhe Was géne to botim 2

Dut sooh 2y she was ont oI kight,

He fluhy thé.dasher dowh,

“* It's ohiuraing, chitrning, twico » kwadi,”
He groaned-despairingly ;

“ I wish thert werd no cows ! X%k
Chb churi -was in the uea !

“I wish thebitgter *d churn ftydsts
1 wish “—and then he slglad ~

* The old wood-box would Hil kel
Aud: then i almost -orfed.

“'It's ‘ Bob, do-this,'nad *Tsb, dothat,’
All day, oy desr,” groahed hes

“It’s yll & oy shoulf do toeat
And Brawzsst steiis to me.

I wish ”—and he was wishing-still,
Al foolish things, whes, lo *

There stood his mother 1n the door—
How could she hurry g0 !

‘L a'pose the butter’s come,” she said.
His face begau to burn,

And’ ke bagan Yo fidget ivhen
He saw her o} thachuri.

Shetiifted up the 1id, and thén
“gon dazy boy 1™ she iaid ;

 L:8ugh to whip you, but T won't;
Pit:punish you instéad,

“ lle giving you dry bread to &at

. Untal: you're glud 10 earn

The butter that yon like so well,
By warkibyg at the churn.”

Ngw.he “’vaéfflga'sba to think that he
Could &asily get rid

Of chiirnitig,’if he went without
Thé Butter Tor his breud !

Bat bjdnd-bhye ho hangry grew,
Antf beg%ed a "piemgtr'z gnt; »

She cubia shice of -bread. Alds !

He missed the butter sweet !

At dinner-time, dry bread again—
Theé butter looked zo nico &

Oh.dear ! thonght he, I wish { imd
Alttle for my slice1”

Absupper-time-it really seemed-
On dry bread he must choke;
His:mpother smiled. But, aht to him,
¢ seenied u sorty joke. )

Next morning, very meekly, he
.. Unto his mothér said :
“* Lil cliurn to-day.” "Aageizm” nid she,

_ ™The butter:ior..yéut b

1 felt quite sure my plan wounld work ;
X hope frof this you'll earn -
This lesson : What be would enjoy,
A boy must help to earn.”

A boy—or man—shonld be astiamed
“To maks himself 4 shitk ;

To darn asharé of dife’s good things,
:Just.do your shareof work.

N

HONTED AND HARRIED.
A Tale of the Scottish Covemanters.

BY R. M. BALLANTYNE

Crirrer XOL.—(Oéntinued.)

NExr indrning Jeath sccompanied her lover
t» the Workshop of her vhele, who had pre.
- eded tliem, as he osnally wento warkabout
alaylircak. .

‘“.Are ye no feared,” asked dean, with an
anxious Jook in her companion’s face, ¢ that
sameof your auld enéinick may recoghizé you?
You're ¥o big And—8nd—" (she thonght of
o word haiidscme, but eubstituted) + odd-
leoking.”

s, ‘*Yhere is little fear, Jecan. Lve beon so
lang away that most of the Yeople—the ‘cho-
nues at least—who knew.mo must have left;
hegides, my. broozed face gnd bushy beard
firm awutficient dikghiss, I should think.”

* Pm.no sure ©' that” retoraed the girl,
a]mkin‘gbb'c head donbtfnlly ; “an’ it scems
to me that tho best thing yo can do wil] be to
B a i i o oy morein oo
Awdaylight., ‘e Yo fairly scttled to tak’
to Uncle Andrew's m’é:  d Y

e,

** Yes. Last night he and 1 arranged it
while you wero asleop. 1 must work, you

now, to eatn my living, aud there is no
situation so likely to afiord such effectual
concealment. ‘Briee offernsd to take me on
agamn, but the amiddy is too public, aud tee
much frequented by soldiere. Ah, Juan il
dear that our wedding-day is a loug way off
Fot, for althvugh T cunid casily i ke cuough
%o supporl you in comyort it there were no
ditliculties to hamper me, thers ix not much
huuee of My muking » fortuye, =y Andrew
Black saye, by turning parricch.stichs and
yterion t

Wallaco tried to speak lightly, but could
%ot disguise a tono of dempondency.

* Your uew King,” he contuuad, * seeme
W bad as thoe old one, if notworse. From all

hear, ho scetus to have set bis heart on brung-
inz the conntry back again to Popery, and
block will be the loshout if he sacee ds in
Aoing thal. He has qanrrelicl, they say,
with his bishops, hnd in his angee fs eavrsing
Watter- ngninst them watl. o nign haod
feur that (here {8 woe iu store for poor Ncot.
and yot.”

‘“1¢ tnay bo e0," returnml Jean &adly.
““T'ha-Lorll knows what fs best; buc he ean
make the wrath of man o prene hum
Perhaps,” she added, looking up with s solewnn
expression on hier sweet face, * perhaps, hiko
Quentin [uck an’ Margaret Wilson, you an' 1
may never wed.”

They liad reached the east end of the Lrass-
marhet as she spoke, and had ¢urned into it
before shic observed that they wete goin
wrong, but Wallace explained that he hac
been directed by Black to ¢all on Ramblin'
Peter, who lived there, and procure from him
some turning-tools. On the way they sveroso
engrossed with each other that they did nat
»t first observe tho people burrying towards
the lower cad of the market. ‘Iien they
‘became aware that an execution waszbout to
take place.

**The old story,” muttered Wallaco, while
an alimost savags scowl settled on his face.

“ Let us hurry by,” said Jean in n 1ot tone.
At the moment the unhappy man who way
about o be executed raised his voice to spenk,
as was the custom in those times.

.{can started, paused, and turned deadly
pale.

I ken the voice,” she exclaimed.

As the-.tones Tose in strength she turned
towards the ;{vallowa and ‘slmost dragged her
companion after her in her eagerness to get

near.

“It’s Mr. Renwick,” sho said, ‘“the dear
servant o' the Yord 1

Wallace, ‘on-seoing heranziety, elbowdd his
way through the crowd somewhat forcibly,
‘and thus made way for Jean till they stood
close under the gallows. It wax a woeful
sight in one sense, for it was the murder of a
fair and goodly as well as godly man in the
prime of life; yet it was a grand sight,
Inasmuch 2 it wiis & neble withesing utito
death Jor God -and truth wud justics in tho
‘face -of prejudice, padsion, and high-handed
tyranny,

The martyr had been trying to address the
crowd for some time, but hiad been barbarcusly
interrupted by the beating of drumy.  Just
then a curute epproached hith aad said,  Mr.
ch?'xek, own our King, and we will pray for
you.”'

*Jv's that scoundral, the Rev. George Law-
ﬁss,” mutmured Wallace in & decp and bitter

ne.

I am come heve,” replied the marlyr, “to
bear my testimodny againstyou, aud all such as
you are.”

““ Own out King, and pray for him, what.
ever yo 2ay of us,” returned the curate.

“1 ill disconree no more with yoa,” re.
joined Renwick. ** Lawm in » littic to appear

fore him who is King of kings and Lord of
lords, who shall pour shamg, contempt, and
confusion on all ‘the kings of the earth who
have not ruled for him,”

After this Renwick—as was usual with the
martyrs when about to finish their course—
axng, read a portion of Seripture, and prayed,
in thé midst of considerable interruption
from the drums. He alsomaniped to address
the spectators. Among the sentences lhat
rcacnéd: thé carg of Jean and Wallace wero
the following :

_**1 am conre here this day to lay down my
life for adht Wtho,tmthsof Christ. . . . I
die asgﬂ-c;by rian Protestants . . . I own
tho Word of God as th¢ rule of faith and
manners. . . . ave my testimony against
- oll cucroachiments” madé on Thrisl's
ﬁghls;'\\'lxo is the Prince of the kings of the
éarth.

. The noiye of-the grams rendered his voice
inaudible at this point, dnd the execcutioner,
kdvancing, ti2d & napkin over g\ia oyes. He
was then ordered to go up the ladder. 1o a
fifond %ho stdvd by him he gave his last

ssages.  Among thefs were the words—
** Kecp your ground, and tho Lord will pro-
vide you tcachers and ministers; whel

he comes he will make thess deaplsed truths
glorlous in the earth.”

His Jeat words were—* Lord, into thy
hands I commit my wpirit, for thou hast re-
deemed me, Lord God of truth.”

Thus Tell tho last, as it turnad out, of tho
martyrs of the Covenants, on the 17th of
February, 1688  But it did not scetn to Will
Wallaga that the storm of twenty.eight long

years hiad almost blown over, as he glanced at -

the scowliug brows and rempressed lipw of the
upturned faces around himn,

** Come—come away, Jean,” hesald quickly,

as he felt tho poor girl hang heavily ot
hisurm, aud observed tho pallor of hier fuce.
A er. lot’s gmng hame,” sho said falatly.
As Will turnied to o be encountered a faco
tha was very familiar, "The owuer of it gaxed
at him inguiringly, It was that of his old
comeade in arms, Glendnming.  Stooping
uver his compamn as if to addrcss her,
Wallace tried to wonceal his face and puahed
rlwckly through the crowd. Whether Glen-
diuaog hed recognized hun or aut, e could
ot bo sure, buy fren. that day forward he
became much more careful in his movements,
went regularly to lus work with Androw
Black be%oro daylight, and did not venture to
return each night till after dark. It was o
weary and irksome state of things, but bettor
—ns Liluck sagaciomsly remarked—than being
imprisoncd on the Bass Rock or shut up in
Dunnottar Castle. But the near presence of
Jean Biack had, no doult, more to do with
the resiguativn of vur here to his position
than the fear of imprisonment.

As time passed, things i the political
horizon lookcd blacker than ever.  The King
began to shiow himself more and more in lus
truc colours—as one who had thoreughly
made up his mind to rulo as an absolute
monarch aud to reclaim the kingdom to
Popery. Among other things ho brought
troops over from Iraland to euforce his wali,
some of his English troops having made it
sbundantly plain ¢hat they could nut bo count-
ed on to ofv)oy the mandates of vire who wished
to arrogate to himself unlimitod power, and
showed an utter disregard of the rights of the
peaple. Indced, on all hands the Kmng's
friends began to forsake him, and even his
own children fell away drom him at last.

Rumonrs of theso things, more or less
vague, had been reaching Edinburgh from time
to time, causing uncasiness in tho ininds of
some and hope in the hearts of othors.

(7’0 be contirued.)

APRON STRINGS.

¢ T.rroMaskDd my mother [ would ba at
homo at six o'clock.”

a ‘z‘ But what ‘harm will an Lour more
o ”

71t will make my mother worry, and I
ghiall break my ward.”

‘‘Before 1'd be tied to » woman’s apron
atrings 1"

* Ay mother doesn’t wear aprons,” said
the first speaker, with a laugh, ‘ except
in the kitchen somotimes; and I don't
know us I ovet noticed any strings.”

*You know what I mean. Can’t you
stay and sce the game finishod 1"

‘I could stay, but ¥ will not. Imade a
Eromise to iy mother, and ¥ am gong to

teep it.”

*Good -boy ! said a hoarse voice just
back of the two boys.

Thoy turned to seo an old man, poorly
<lad and very feeble.

* Abraham Lincoln once told a young
man,” the stranger resumed, “tocut

uaintance of every persun who tallked
slightingly of bis mother's apron atnngs ;
and it isa very safe thing to do, as L hyow
from caperience. 1t pas just such taulk
that brought me to ruin and disgrace, for
1 was ashamed uot to de asother boys did.
When they made fun of my muother I
laughed too—Qod forgive e ! There came
a time, when it was too late,”-~and now
there wero tearsin the old eyes,—** when I
would have gladly been made » prisoner,
Ued by those samo apron atringy, In a dark
room, with bread and water for sy fure.
Always keop your engagements with your
mother.  Never disappomt her if you can
fossibly help i* ; aud when advised ta cut

P

doose fratr ber apron strings, cut the ad

viser, ahd rake a tighter cluteds of the apron
strings.  This will bring j.y and Long life
tu your authey, the best friend you have
in the world, and will insure you a netle
Tuture ; for it is iimgossible fur 3 gad sun
to be a bad snan.”

It was an excellent sign that both boys
listencd attentsely , and buth said  Thank
you™ at the oonciu.u.inn of tho stranger’s

lecture. Thoy left the ball grounds to.
gother, silont and thoughtful. At last the
apron-string critio reuarked with a deop:
drawn mgh, **That old man has made me
goose flosh all over.”

**Oh, Dick,” aaid hin companion, **just
think what lovely mothers we both have

ot

§ ** Yoes,and of anything wero to happen to
them, nud we luu{n't duno right! You'll
nover hear apron strings out of ray mouth
again."— Huarper's Ysung People.

s o

JUNIOR LEAGUE.

Tux Rov. T. Albert Muore kindly forwards
the folluwing intercsting letter sent him,
showing what the Juniora can do:

W organized a Junor League society in
our village in February 9th, 1803 It hps
grown some sineo then, but we have only gotn
memberahip of twenty-elght. Though we arv
email in numbor we trost wo are dofng some
thing for the right. I want to tell you shout
a mooting we had on the tenth of Juno: The
Leaguo gleetlnﬁ Committes of the Senior
Leaguo, in making out thewr list nf loaders
aud subjects, put us down to lead n tneeting
about once every quaster, and cu the above
date we had for our subject, “The Lornd is
my Shepherd.” Al the active members of
our society were on tho platform, asd by the
direction of the president and the two vice
presidonts, we led the mreting, Weo had
rocitations, Scripturs reading nnd songs on
the subject; also prayers by the children,
We had the church 1ecely decorated with
flowers, evergreens, and mottos.  The people
turned out well and we had & goud 4imo 1
hope it did some good. Our premdent 1s a
young girl, thicteen years old, and the two
vice-presidenta avo girls about the same age.
I am tho secrotary, and am a little boy, unly
nine years old. The treasorer 18 & hittie boy
107, oniy nine, At tho niceting thiy treasurer
ami mysclf took up the collection and got
about $1.25, with which we wish to buy a
banner for our aociety. Ve would ltke o
havo you advise us what kind to got and how
to goLit. Some of the Jumors go occasiounlly
to sce & poor old conple who cannot get vut
to church and who need «6mpany and com-
forts. Wehave been doing something towards
distributing Sunday.school papers among the
children within our reach, who do not attend
Sunday-school, hoping to mnterest them and
perhaps get them to attend Sunday-schoeo.

* Puncy Anpurr.”
——ae -

A LAD FIRE.

“Jok, have you heard of the fire that
burned up the man . nouse and lot ¢

¢ No, Sam ; whery wasat ¢

¢ Horo in the city.

¢ What a misfortune to hun *
good house 3"

“Yes, a nice our and Jot—a good
home for any family.”
“*What a pity !

begin 1

**The man plnyed with e aunl thuught—
leasly sct 1t burning hwe o

“How silly! Did you suy the lot was
burned too 1"

“Yes; lot and all- 1l grone. slick and
clean.”

“That is singalar It wast bave been a
terribly hot fire ; and then I -don’t see how
it could havo bumed the lot.”

** Nuj; 1t was not .1 very hot fire.  In-
deed it was so smali that it attracted but
Iittle attention, and -tuanat alarm anybody =

* But how could s .h a ltde fire burn
up a house and lot{ You haven t told me

“It burned a lonzg tino--more than
twenty years; and thourh 1 secaned to
consume very slow.,, it conmumed about
8150 wortn every year until it was all
gone.”

I canpot und:astand you yet. Tell
me where the firo was ¥indled, and all
about it.”

S Well, then, it was Xinded on Lhe end
of a cignr.  The cigar et him, he himself
told e, $32.00 a nwmth, or $150 a vear,
and that in twenty-one years would ampunt
to 83,150, besades all the interest.  Now
the money was worth At least ten percent..
and at that rte 1t would double once 1n
nbaont scven years; o that the whole sun.
wonld Le mare thay §20000.  That would
buy o fine Lonmse and Iot inany city. It
would p y Tor a lrge fann in the country.
Don't you Yi! y the family of the man who
has slowly burned up their hume??

Wiy it a

Heo dul the fire

It is the salion that i the

groatest ob-
stacle to all public zoforms. :



