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* THE BORDER 1.AND,

In fleshy weakness abed I lie,

And throuph the casement catch the gentle swing
Of emerald boughs against the sepphire sky,

And list the sweet wild birds their vespers sing

I have no wish but my tired soul to 1a
Upan the hosam of the Gand apd Great:
To f&ld my hands in meek content and say,
S Well if Thou hid'st to come, well if to wait **

One ward, “ Fargive," emhraces all past years;
With praice for present gifts my heart runs o'er,

While thraugh the mist of silent, tranqui’ rears
Gleams the {ar viginn ~f a golden danr

Stands it ajar far »s this summor night ?

To greet me thore are my lost angels met ;
Am T so snon to share their pure delight ?

Hark ! a <nft vnire responsive saith, ¢ NInt yet

Go back once more o simple child to school—
The world's wide hattle sch-nl of il and heat ;
Follaw nn law but Christ's most T+ving rule,
And bring each day new trophies to His feet :

Some selfish aim subdued, dark passi‘n slain,
Snme sweet {~rgiveness nf a hitter wrong,
Some tender solace nf a brnther'’s pain,
Some sorrow bravely borne in duty strong.

And aye the mnre ynu wrestle nn to know,
And knnwing, walk the path the Master *rd,
Your all of hape in \owlier hamage throw
Upon the mercy of the perfect Giad ™

Ah, yes' When sickness un*n death gres by,
The border land should he a hnly place —

A plorious mnunt of pause "twixt earth and <ky,
Whose finer airs give souls a decper grace.

So be it mine hencef~rth in chastened mnod
‘To wear my lengthened years, frrgetting never
The Pisgah height where 1 this night have steod,
And glimpsed afar the home beyond the river !
— Good Woerds.

FROM THE WAYSIDE.

Xt was Di. milas Walsh who sat une day in his office read-
ing a very anteresung buvk. It was part of his business,
this readung, {ut the buok was upun a suicnce within the
~zupe of lus professivn. He was wmparausely a young
man, aod had the repuiativn of being aa caceiient physiaan,
While he tead sume une rang the bed.  He sad aside dus
book and went to the duor, and when he saw what was spun
the stepping-sione he was naigznant.

{t was a sagged, ity buy, kouwn in Ensworthas ** Ham-
mer Jim “—ragged :mdy dizty, and with the vileness of the
slums upun hun—a boy vicuus and prulane, aganst whom
every other boy was wamed—a Loy who was called a thief
and a2 villaun, whom no effurts of the overseers had been
able to reclaim, and who seemed to care for nothing but to
make peuple aftaid of him.  Hus truc name, as the vveneers
had «, was James Ammestun.  Abuut his father no one in
E.asworth had ever known. 1is mother had died an in-
mate of the poorhuuse.

On the present wxasion, Jam s face was aot only duty,
but bluoudy ; and there was bivod un bis gruned aod tattered
garments.

** Please sit, won't you fix my head? I've got a hurt,”

** What hind of 2 hurt? ~ asked he doctor.

“I'm afraid it’s bad, sir,” sobbed the boy. ¢ Oncof Mr.
Duynn’s men hit me with a rock. O1"

** What did he hut yeu for 2 asked the doctor.

¢¢I dunoo, sit."”

** Yes, you do know. What did he throw that stone at
you for 2™

* Why, sir, 1 was pcking ap an apple under one of the
trees.”

Di. Walsh would not touch the boys head with his fine
ger’s. There was nuneed of at.  He could see that there
was only ascalp wound aud that the tlood had ceased to
flow.

‘*Co bome,” he sud; **let your folks wash your head
and pu: on a clean bandage.”

. ?‘lcasc. sir, T hain't got no home, and 1 hain't got no
folks,” sephed the boy.

** Yua stop sumewhere, don't you? ”

** I stop at the poor s when they don't kick me out.

** Weu, Loy, you aie a0t guing to wie tium this.  Go and
get somebody to wash yuur heao, ot gu and wash it your-
self and tie your handkerchief on.™

* Please, sit, I hain't got no—"

“Hold up, buy. 1 havent got ume to waste. Yoo
won't suffer if you go as you sec.”

And with this Di. Silas Walsh ciosed the door and se-
turned to his book. le had not meant o be unkind; but
really he had not thought theie was any aced of professional
service on his part; aod certainiy he did not want that boy
i tus office.

But L. Waish bad not been aione cognizant of the boy s
visite.  There had been a witncss in an upper window. The
doctor's wile had scen and heard She was a woman.

She was nut sttung and resoluie and dignitied like her
busvanu. [er heart was nut uniy tendes, Lut st was ased
to aching. ohe had no children aving ; but there were two
ittde mounds in the churchjard which toid her of angels 1
heaven that cuuid cait hes mother i Acung wpon her ime
IUISC,, 28 3BC WA veIy apt tu acl, she supped down and cat-

l‘ed the boy in,

by the back way, to the wash-room. He-

! «ame in, rays, dit and all, wondenng what was waated.
¢ The sweet suice that had called hun had not frighicaed im,

He stood lovking at Mary \Walsh, and as he lovked s sob-
bings ceased.

** Sit down, my boy."

I1e sat duwn.

‘I 1 help you, will you try to be good 2*

* 1 an’t be goud,”

**\Why nut 2™

‘“‘Cause Ican't. 'Tan't in me.

** But can't you try 2

“1 duono.”

“?Xﬂf T should help you, you would be wiling to please
me

“Yes'm~ I shouid, certain,”

Mrs. Waizh Lrought a basin of water, a suft spunge, and
waithtender hand she washed the buy s head and fave.  T'hen
wahi a suissurs she chpped away the haie trum the wound—
catung, handsume hair—and found 1t aut a bad wound. She
luvughi a paece of stckang piaster, which she nxed upon i,
and then shic Lrushed the hau back frum the tun brow and
luvked 1nto the boy's face—nut a bad face—not an evit face,
Shutiuyg wut the 1ags and durt, 1t was realiy a handsume tace,

** What's your name, my boy ¢

*Hammei Jim, ma'am; and sumcumes Ragged Jum.

‘1 mean, how were you chnstened 2%

“ Which'm?"

" Dun L yuu knuw what name your

U, yees. Its duwn un the seers
Ammeston™

**Well, James, the hurt on your head s not bad, and 1f
ywu ate carctul not 10 suls off the plaster, 1t will very soon
heal up.  Are you hungry ¢

** Ficase wam, 1 hain't cat nuthing to-day.’

Mrs. Walsh brought out somne biread and butter, and a cup
of milk, and alluwed the litile boy to sit there 1n the washe
woum aod cat. And whie he ate she waiched him nar-
fuwiy, scanmng ceery feature.  Surcly, 1t the science of
physivgaumy, whien her husband studied so much, and
wuh such fauh, was reliable, this buy ought 10 have grand
capaciies.  Once mure shutung out the fitth and rags,
atd vy observing the han, now gussy and waving, trom
Ler dexisious mampulations, over a shapely head, and
making the tace wath ats eyes of iustrous giay, and the mouth
she cupid s bow, and the chin suung without being un-
scemly —seaing this wathout the dregs, the boy was hand-
sume.  Mis. Waish, thinhing ot the hitie mounds in the
<hurchyaed, prayed Gud thad she nught be a happy mother ;
and, of a boy was te bless her maternaty, she would not ask
that he shouid Le handsumes than she belicved she could
malke this buy,

Jam tinished eatng and stood.

' James,” said the uttle wuman—(ut she was a lwle
woman—** when you are hungry and have nothung to eat,
of you W cume to this duot, Iwah feed you. 1 dent want
you o go hangiy.”

I shouid uhe to wome, mam.”

* Andif I fced you when yuu are huogry, will you not
15y to be guud fur wy sake?

The buy hang his head and considered.  Sume might have
wondered that he did not answer at unce, 2s a gratetat boy
wught, Lut Mrs. Waish was deeper than that.  Jhe fad was
c.ux;.udcung buw he must answet.  Then he spoke sadiy and
truly.

11 they d et me be guod, ma am, but they wont, he at
length replhied.

* Wi you iy ali you can? *

*Yesm, I'll try ail I can.”

Mscs. Walsh gave the lad a smail parcel of 1vod 1na paper,
and patted his curly head.  The boy had not shed a tear
since the wound was assuaged.  Sume maght have thought
he was not grateful, but the uule woman oouid see the gra-
titude sn the deeper nght of s biae cyes. lhe oid crust
was aout broken envugh yei fur tears.

Afternards, Mrs. Waish told her husband what she had
done, and he taughed at hes,

** Do yuu tunk, Mary, that your kindness can help that
ragped waif 2"

*'1 do not think it wall kust him, Silasi”

It wa notthe st ume that Mrs. Walsh had delivered
answers to the crudite doctor which effectualiy stopped dis-
cussion.

After that Jim came often to the door and was fed ; and
he wame cicauer and morc utderly with cach succeeaing vist.
At length, Mrs. Walsh was iformed that 2 fnead w..s go-
ing awayantua far western cuuntry to tahe up dand and make
a fronuer farm. The <hought occurred to her that this
might be a good opportuany for james Ammerton. She
saw her friend and brought Jum to his nouce, and the resuit
was the buy went anay with theem: tadventurer.  And
she heard from her fnend a year later tha he hiked the
boy very much. Two years later the emigr. at wrote that
Jim was a trcasure.  And Mrs. \vaish shewed the ietter to
het husbaad, and he stuled and kissed the titue wile, and
sawd he was giad.

Anu hie haa anvther source of gladness.  Upon her bosom
his atie waite vare a robust, heaithy boy—thar own son—
who gave promise of life and happiness in time 10 come.

The years sped on and James Ammerton dropped out from
the hife that Mary Walsh knew. The last she heard was
five years after he went away from Ensworth, and jun had
thea stanted iur the golden mountains on tus own zccount o
cummence 1n carnest his own lite Lattle,

But there were joy and pride in the little woman's life
which heid 1ts place and grew and sirengihened.  Her Loy,
whom they catled Philip, grew 20 be a youoth of great pro-
mise—a bnght, kind-hcarted, good boy, whom cverybody
luved , 2na aune fuved him more than did his parents. ip
faci, they worshipped ham ; oz, at icast his mother did. At
the age of sevenieen Philip Watsh entered collegr, and at
the agz ot (wenty-one graduated with honour ; bot the jong
and severe study had taxed tus system, and he entered upon
the stage of manhuod aut quite so strong in body as he
shouid have been. His mother saw it and was anxious;
hus tathes saw.4t and decided that hie shoald-have recrexuion
and recaperatan before hie eatered 1nto active business,  Dr.

Everybody says so."

rents gave you ¢
ky mum, as james

' Walsh was aut pecamaniy abile to scnd bis son on an expen.

sive tavel, bud bic found oppatenay fur his engagement
upun the staff ot an expronng expedition which would cume
bine healthful recreation with an equally heaithful occupa.
tron,

I'he expedition was bound for the western wilderness, and
we need not tell of the parting between the mother and the
sun.  She kissed hun and vlessed lum, aod hung upon his
m:t.kl with more kisses, then went away to her chamber and
cried.

Phulio wrote home often while on his way out ; and he
wrote atiet he had reached the wilderness.  His accounts
wete gluws i and his health wasunproving,  Thice months
of forest li.e and forest labour, of which t‘hih » wrolc in a
letter that had to be burne more than a hundred miles to
the neazest pust, and then fullowed months of silence.
W hete was Thiip?  \Why did e nut water

One day De. Walsh came hume pale and faint, with a
nzwspaper crumpjed and crushed an lus hand.  Not im-
wedsatesy, but Ly and by, he was turced to lct tus wife read’
what he had seen in (hat papet.  She sead and f{eit hike vne
mortally stricken. It was a papet from a far distant ey,
and 1t told the sad fate of the exploning party under the
charge ot Colonel Beauckampe, how they had been attacked
by an uverpowenng budy of lodiaus, and how those not
massacred had been carnied away capuive.

Poor hittle woman! Poor Dr. Waish. But the mother
suffered must.  Her head, already taking on its crown of
siiver, was bowed in bunding agony, and her heart was
well-nigh broken. The joy had gone out of her bfe and
thak datkness was round abuut her.

And su baif a year passed.  Une day the postman el a
lettes at the dout.  Ine hand of the superscription was fa-
mziiar, Mrs. Walsh ture it opea and gianced ber eyes over
the cuntents, O, juy, O, raplure! et boy lived, was
well, and was on his way home to her.

When Dr. Walsh entered the soom he found hiz wife
farnung, wath the ictier ciatched tght 1 hier grasp.

By and Ly, when the great surge had passed, husband and
wife sat down and scad the letter understanaingly.

** Thauk God 1 1 found a true fnend, ot 1 should saya
tsue friend tuund me, * wrote Pruiip, after he had cold of his
safety and hus whereabouts.  ** But for the coming of thus
triead 1 shuuld have died ere this.  He heard of me by name
and when he learned that 1 was from Ensworth, and was
the son of Saas and Mary Walsh, he bent all his energies
fur my selease, He spent thousands of dollars in enlisting
aad equipping men fut the woik, and with his own hand
sizuch duwn my savage captus and tvuk me hencelorth under
his care and protecion. God bless him ! And be you
teady, both, to bless him, for he's coming home with me.”

Upon thear bended kaees that night the rejoicing ‘parents
thanked God for all His goudaess, and asked blessings aspon
the head of the unknown preserver of thetr son.

And in due ume, radiant and strong, thar Philip came
hume to them—came hume a bold, innocent man—titted for
the battie ot itfe—came nume kavwing enough of hie's iais-
situdes, and prepared to apprevate as biessings.

And with Pniip came a man ot middie age—a stcong,
frann-faced, handsume man, with gray eyes and curhag
haar,

* Thus,” sasd the sun, when he had been released from the
mother's rapturuus embrace, “‘is my preserver. Do you
know him 2"

fhe doctor lvuked and shook hus head.  He did notknow
him,

But the hitle woman vbserved more keenly.
the hight broke overpuwenngly.

* 1sut,” she winspered, putting forth her hands—**.s 1t
James Ammerton 2

“Yes, said the man—a stranger now no more.  “*1 am
James Ammerton ! and 1 thank Gud who has gaven me an
opportunity thus to shew tow gratcluisy 1 remember all
yuut kindaess to me, my mote than mother.

Aug he ficud her hands sad pressed them to his ips, and
blessed hicr agan, tetung her, with sticamung eycs, that she,
of ali the world, had l:fted hum up and saved him.

Upon her

Our dnubts are traitors,
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
By fearing to attempt. —Skakespeare.

MogrALITY without religion s onlya kind of dead-reckon-
mmg—an cadeavour 10 tind our place on a cloudy sea by
measunng the distance w2 have to run, but without 2oy ob-
scrvation of the heavenly bodies.—Long fellow.

To cure us of our immoderate love of gain, we should
scriously consider how many goods there are that money will
nn* purchase, and these the best ; and how many svils there
are that money will not remedy, and these the worst.—
Colton.

IntiniTE tal would not enzble you tosweep away & mist;
Lud by a ending a aitle you may Jfiea lwk over 1t alto-
cither.  Su it s wath vur moral improvement ; we wrestle
Ecnciy wmith a vicious habit, which cuuid have ao hold upon
as it we ascended 1nio a highet mural atmosphere. —/elps.

THE course of the niveris often broken by sudden rapids
or penlous eddics.  The Life of the Chnistian 1s not one pers
petual flow of buoyant melody. It has its breaks, its dise
cords, its attritons.  Like the niver, its course 1s often fret-
ted by the eddics of trouble or disturbed Ly the sandbars of
defeate~=Tke Interior.

The guilty mind
Decliases the preat image that it wea. |
And levels us with brutes, - Hevard,

Mex often speak of the fruits of the Spint, but the apostle
13 carctul to say frurt—one holy lrait, or result, compmugﬁ
many vitues.  Love 8 the juice of the fruit, sweet to G
and man; joy, its beaautul vloom; peace, long-snffenng,
caticness, goodness, meckness, form its meflow softaess ;
Fauh 13 il3 CONSISICICT, ana aso forms ats charactenstic and
incomparable i‘;.v_ou;‘; lcmpcr{art:dccl:;nh; nod of the fru,
biadiag 1t together, ag it prescrviag s good
qualitres {rom wme.-i‘zl Fraser,




