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A Sunday Bicycie Outing.

# You are olld enough todecida for yous-
soit, Harriet,” suid grandwotherto s young
girl, one Saturday evemng. ¢“°l'o me the
Sabbath is o day to ba kept holy. [ was
taught to reverence it {rom iy earliest
chilithood. To go off with a party for
plessure on that day would have been
consillared & mowt grave desecration in
wy gichihaed.” '

4 Wall, graniinother, Alison Cornwall
is going, and she iv a nendber of the
church: it it is not wrong fur her to ga, it
is certuinly not wrang for me, for [ ke
no prolessions of being religious, you
konow,  Wallace Hunter is going, too, and
he is a chinrch member, 0 the girls siy.’

« [ would fur rather you did not go. my
denr, but. of course 1 can put no co.a-
mands upon you,”

“A spin on the wheel is such a delight.
ful way of getting stout the country,
amndimother, and you kuow we shall nat
bie here long.”

While this bLit of conversation was going
on between Hareet and her peaudather,
a vouny girl sut on the porch of u cotgage
near hy, turning over and over in her
wind the suie problew, whether st was
right ta tuke that proposed spin on hier
wheel the next day. She haud never
taken an outing far pleasure on the Lond’s
Dy, It was Alison Cornwall, the yoang
friend Hasriet hael mentioned,

# [ really do not think we ought to go
ta worrow, it we are away fro.n our own
chureh,? spoke the young man, in a bi
eycin olress, who was standing by her
Kisler, )

#1 do not think there will be anything
0 very wrong uboutit, Wallwe' the
younyg Luly answerad. ¢ [t iy nat likely
anyone at home will know it.  Of course
1 woukd not dosuch a thing there, neither
woull you, but we are in the country umy
tar aur heaith and pleacine, and our stay
will soon be aver”

“1t jou havent any conscientions
seraples, Alison, U do not know why |
shonld, so we will vonsider that matter
seitled. I will ealiforyon at nine o’clock.™

Alson Comnwall was such o Lpight, pretty
sivl, it would be s delight o be wath her
il day fu the pleasint onting aver the
well kept country zonds, 18 she thanghit
tere was e hara in thus \'xu‘lll“ll;_' the
Toml's T, why shonld he?

wtin?  Why, of course [ aliall nob po.™
<tid Malel Suong. ws the young an
stopipend Lig witeel on the way to the hote]
to ask il she were to make one af tie
party. ¢ 1 aever weat on a plensure ex
cursion on Sunday o oall wy lite, T al-
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cunnot this he put oft’ until n week duy,
[ should be very gincl to ke one of your
party then.”

“\We are all away from home, you
know, we church mewbers, and you ses
how it is, we shall not be here long, sand
no one where we live wiil baapt to kaow
of our trip ; we certainly do not care for
the peaple here. We coulil not possibly
have any inHuence aver thew.”

“l am not so suve about that, Mr.
Hunter. At all events, I shult not go. |
should feel that [ was daing grent wrang
to my Losland Muster. Is Alison going?”

“Yes, [ just left her on the cottage
porch.  She does not think thera is any
harns in our going.”

The young lady looked surprised at
this answer, hut it explained tha pasition
which Walluce Hunter bl taken to de.
fem] himsell.

A wmare beautiful Sunday  norning
never dawnetd than the one selected for
the auting,

“liandiother was very tunch oppoxel
to ny going,” said Hariet Goodwin, as
the pauty wheeled up to the firachonse
where she wac in waiting, < She was
bronght up s the old Puertan way, vou
knaw. [ told hier, Mlison, that o you «dul
not think 1t wrong to go an Sunday, |
certaindy need not, That settlad 0.

It was s thiust that went fuene to Al
son's soul, The guestion cane 10 her
sain and aggmin as she sped along the
wav, ¥ What doest thon bere, Ehjdi 2

o How very distmit \Wullnee Hunter is
to duy,” said ane of the yaung men to lug
compmuion,.  * He is always sa jolly”

Ah, he, 100, was hiearing the still small
voice axking, ¢ What doest thou hers,
Eljah 2" There are three of the purty
who had never had any rebigions hoe
truining reganling the Sablath, It bl
been the custoa of thetr purants ta use
that day as a fanily boliday, They spoke
jestingly of thase who reverenced the iy,
il expressed themselves gll that the
bhieal taditions were beinge pat nside as
failaczes.  And as for chrch meahors,
they were 1o hetter than peaple ant of
the chaneh,

= [f 1 Tl ondy Bstened to the still sl
voice, and vl nat dishienored my Lond
in this way, how lagpy T shoald have
heen,” was Alison’s the 12hit, as the party
wheeled baek iuto the villoge agan at

nighttull. When she was alone in her
o shie realized what lieriniluenca aver

s voung copaniions hild been. Kneel.
i down Bwefine the thiane abe prayaoed
131 :u!r_','i\‘elu“\'*. -\‘Il-‘ ’."l( av xl’ she el
detied her Lond, o Peter il and the
tear of U tepentinee filied ler eves
tetope shie went taslee) she wmte inaote
10 Wallwe Hnnter, and teobl himn linw
wury she felt that she had heen the
weans of Jeading hioe 1o do what was
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wrong.  Amd & contrite note wus wlso
written to her friend Harriet,

‘The remembrance ol that Sundsy out
tng is uot & joy to her heart, but a sorrow,
We do nat realiza how great ourinHuence
is over others, wherever we ure. ©\
chilid ¢ n throw a pebbla into the water,
but the wisest an cannot sny where the
wave it sets in motion shall be stilled.”
[t is u light wuntter to ting oft actions anel
warls into the world, but a hanl one to
know where their inlluence shall cease to
acti— Eeangelist,

——— o

Florence Nightingale's First
Patient.

There is 2 beautiful incident velutad of
Florence Nightingale's childhiood, and st
shiows that God hael alreiunly planted wi 1y
in her the garm which wag to develop in
aiter days,

Her fimst woumnded patient was a Scoteh
shaplienl dog,  Rame bovs il haet
appurently broken its leg, by throwing
stunes, atud it lud been deciled to pt it
ont of wisery.

The little girl went fearlessly up to
winre hw lay, saving. in a soft, catessing
tone, “Poor Cap, poor Cap!” [t was
enmigh,  He looked up with hisspeaking
brawn eyes, now blosdshot and full of
pain, into her face, amd dul not resent it
wien, kaeeling down beside him, he
stiaked with her httle, ungloveld hand,
the larze, intelizent hed.

To the viear ha was mther less amen
alile, b, by dint of conxing, he at last
allowed hiun 10 touch aml exanine the
waonnded leg, Fiorence persuasively tell.
g hise that it was il ¥ght”  ludeed,
shm was on“the floor beside him, with his
head ou her Iap, keeping up 1 continuous
murmur, uch 13 o uother does over
sick child.

* Well,” il the vicar, arising from his
exminntion, “23 fir s | can tell, thern
ara un bones broken; the leg is badly
hruised.  {tought to e fomented to take
the infimomnation ad swelling down.™

“ How dayot fomnent 7 aked Florence,

“With hot cloths dippeld in boling
water,” answered the viearn

“Then that's gquite ensy, Tl stax and
Qoit. Now,dinuay, get sticks sud meke
the kettla Loil”

Thete was ua hesitation in the chilid’<
wanner; shie was told what onglie to lo-
Jdone, and she <ot alwont doing it as
stiple tatter of cousse, < Bt they wil]
be expeeting aon ot Jlome” sl the
viemr, ¢ Nab it they are told Mg e
~tid Florenee,  « But you will wait aned
shar aue hov to foaent, won't voa?”
= Well, veg,” saied the vicar, caomiel wvay
Ly the guick energy ol the hittle sl
Al soon the live wies 1, el the sater
Lol An obl <inck of the swplieanl s
Tl been discavered in st corner, whiely
Flaence lavl dehbeately torm o preece -,
aned, toe the vicar's renoals. «© Wim? wilf
Woter =av 77 s amswerpsid, o« Wo'ld gt
e anotiier” Al <o Flence Ndiine.
2ol ke hep it comgaess, sl et
adlthat Baaghs, prnge oy i vneans hee
tust patient—the siwpientz dog,



