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NOR.TH ERN MESSENGER.

The Family Circle.'

MY LITTLE BOY THAT DIED.

BY THE AUTHO " N FAX,
GENTLEMbN ."

Làook at bis pretty face -forjûst one nuinute.!
His braided frock and daiuiEt buttcned

sbous
His firmr-shut band, the favorite plaything

in it-' - . .
Then tell m, mnothers, was't n rd te

ojiem . :- - - - - - - -

-Anudmiss hln fromn ny:side- - '-

My little boy .that ded 1

How niany anàthei'h$y,asdear ina charming,
lis father' liopéiis'iinôther's oe delilit,

Slips through strangrésicknesses, allifear âis
arning,

Andlives a long, longlifé ià parents' sight
Mme'as se short a pride !-

And tben-ny poor boy died.
{

sec him rocking'on his wooden charger;
I heiar himn pattering throiigh the house

K\ all.day; k '

StCb hisýgreat blue eyes growl arge and
larger, .

Aètening te stouies, whethergrave or gay,
lrc Told at thé briglt fireiide

.ý Se dark now, amnce he died.'

icat yet I often think ny boy ls liviîng,
As living asyni other childrei ai. 

When good-night kisses I all round ani
igiviug, ; - . i

I keep one for hini, though he is,sp far.
Cani a nere grave divide 
Me from him -though le di5d. 1

So, while. .1 comre and pulant it o1er with
daisies-~ :.,

(Nothing brut childishi daisies al year
- rouid)-

Continually God's hand the cirtain raises
And I can hear' lis merry voice's. souid,

And feel hîiuîn at mîy side
My little boy that died.

-Good Words.

SET TO MUSIC.O

"If I could only be set te iusi Z"
Rlobie Lynn was alone with hei music

teacher when sie said these nords.:
Now Robie loved music!abóve anyfhing

else that.she knew of. Suie ,fouud comîîfoît
and coinpany in c yellow keyscf the old
piano, for there appearedio be sdme magie,
secret understandmg between then aid lier
tender fligers. Her mother used,to say tlat
it seemred as though she hlad an oriole shut
up in lier throat. So this heur wyhen she
took ler music lesson nwas thejoy of lier life.
For that hour sle was unmindful if the
children did coure clawing round luthekeyliole;
uiiminidful if rcufflin iili the uaassae' proved
that they -were beingorne o , curiosity and
ail, by force ofcircunstances over which they
had no control. For that hour shie -was
oblivious, though im pertiuently familiar
odors of vegetables that Aunit Lament fancied
aud Robie abominated ningled freely with
the atmnosphere of the back parlor by conniv-
anuce of tlie aforesaid kley-hole. ler teacher
took grcat pains with Robie, and liked to
increase ail shue could the charmn w-uhic the
hour hai for lier. She knew tuat Robie did
not have manuy good fines. •Her father
loved "his little lamne chickei," as lue called
hier, but his business was oie tIrat dften toolk
him froin hîoie foi' weeks at a.tire. The
mother was dead, and Aunt Latuenit--good,
capable, busv Aunt Lamnent-divided lerself
round, the best way shue could, aiiong the
habies, wlo w'ere ail younîuger thai RobIe,
witli lealthy lungs to screamu lustily for what
they wanted, stout legs to tug luiweariedly
round the louse after lier, and insatiabe
s(îmoachis to cry ahvays, "iM)ore i ore !"
Besies Robie's laienîess ie had a delicacy
of consitution which debarreidlier stillimore
from the frecdon anîd funi of iost children.
Thore were :niany days whieni sle fuît languid
anld ill without kiowing why, days w ihe she
was sadly fretfui at the nchildiei's noise,
could net tinik what te do Nith hierself, and
ven sat moping or crying by the heur till

Aunt Lament, baving scolded in vain, was a
lier wit's end.

-Bdt i very.-different girl froin this wasi
the. Robie 'who sat erect on th ligh
mlîusic-sto'ol, -feeling her way 1.l'ioughl gradi
chords under Miss Compton's skilful guid.
anîce. ..

Her cyc îverc-shiniig, lier face glowed,
and as shre caiglt the' thread of the melody,
lier teach'er marvelled at the quick instinct
withî wlich slefollowed.it tlrougli. Sonie-
thilig :in its stately step'ping appealed pecu-
liarly to lier senlsitiyó car ; she ILt how the
rhythn of tlieôi-ds throbbcd perfectly vith
the rhythim of the air to whîich tley-wcre
set., Burt .Miss Coiipton rose te go, and
ther; co'niig painfully bacl te the realiza-
tion of 'the crippled foot and the children
at Élie key-lhole, and the intrusive odors of
apj>roaching dinuer,she cried outimpulsively:
"(h, if I could ,only be set toi music !"

Miss Coinpt'dn's voice had a blithe and
hearty i'ing in it as she answered quickly:

." Welli Robji : what's': te hinder î When
yoea read of noble lives, don't it make you.
feel stirred and inspirel as if by music 7"

]Robie blushed.
" Oh! I know, Miss Compton, no sort of a

tune cotuld bc made out of ie. I'm cross,
and sick, and not good for anything in par-
ticiïlar:; and as to being happy "-

Miss Comptoi looked tenderly at her pale
little scholar and said very gently -

" That is a pity, because it need net bc
so. You can set your life te music if you
will."
- Robie opencl wondering yes.

"Youcaii't tlink vla I mean ? Well, now,
try. The best way to learn how te do any-
thing is te do it. ~Try te make a little song
of every day. Each day brings work for
you to talke up arid duties for you te do.
Think of every one of these as one of the
iote that together willround into the whole

sweet uîelody. And, dear Robie, you are
iot iîaking up this tune as you: go along-
that is the beauty cf lt-it is fli Master
iiiiself who lias coiposed it; so you can be
sure that there is net one note misplaced.,
onle note too mnany or too few. For His
sale try te get i right ; loteit-'bê an.honoi
to .Iimîî. Be faithful With èvery part of
that whiel is given yon te do, whatever ·it
iay be, and put your lieart into it as you

put it into your murisic. Thus you will set
your life to music and, make it a song jI
the cars of the Lord, as He meant it'shoulil

"It sounds se plcasant !" Robie said wist-
fully. "I never should have thought of
such a thing. But I don'ftquite understand
how, after all. If you were only here ail
the time, Miss Compton, te show me how
as I go along-the .way you do about my
nusic !"

Wliile Sie spoke they both heard. the
emphatic iîsisting ring of the telephone bell,
and if suiggestel a sudden idea te Miss
Compton.

"Wlien you get puzzled, Robie," said sle,
"suppose yo ask me about it through thec
tele ione ? Perhaps in that way I Cani
explain what I mean te yo as you 'go
alon:g.' "

lobie clapped her hands. She had few
intercesLz ; this would be very diverting.

Miss Cenpton touched the piano keys.
She sang, te in impromptu air,
« Be good, sweet chlid, and let who wIIl be

elever•
Do nobl'e deeds, net dream them, all day

joug;
Ai niake cf ire, deati and the vast forever

one grand, sweet song.'

Leaving these words to ceho in Robie's
mreinory, sie gave lier a mîîerry pat ai the
head and whisked oi, for on lessonr days sle
wasalways hurried.

However, the next day -was net a lesnou
day. Miss Compton sat at lier sewinlg, anid
smiiled because the telephone bell rang so
Ol ten.

"IMiss Coipton,"Robie's fi'st messae n'as,
"Aiuut Lamient says I spieid too muli tinie
with my musie, aid sho wants ie te study
mîlore arilhmInetic anld geography. Is it wrong
te lilke mnusieso emuch botter 7"

"No," said the answer that returinied te
listening Robie, " but the other thinîgs arc
duties, too, and. you nustnot sliglt anîy cune
for another. It will spoil fhe tune,you know,
if you. do not give cach lialf, whole and
quarter nlote its dire timre."

Pr'esenltly the bell ta pCd again.
" Then do you thin- I ouglht te niake a

regular plant atnd set off so unch timte for
iausie, se much for study, se much for sew-
ing VI",I&C I think if wonld, be a good thinIg. It

t would bc like keeping time and minding the
beat.".

"But how con you possibly mke out,"
L asked the niext message, "lthat ai'ningstock-

ings lias anythuing to do with ii 7".
- "Every note . counts, remember. And

everything tliatis, done with perfection has
a.grace about it that miakes it deserve to be
caled larmoniouîs. Yes, even darninig
stockings ' So -try to darn thenm beautifuîlly,
dear." Il --

Again the question caine:-
" get dreadfully cross with the èhilmlrnci,

they are se teasimîg, and'they do quarrel se.
Do you fthink children are much but dis-
cords 7"..

"Try -te forget yourself and tlink of
something te amuse therestless little things.
Yen wvill get iaterested ini their quarrels, evenr
in helping then, out of the q uarrels. If i8
selilhnuess that makes discords. Sing truc,
my child, sing truie."

Later Robie said, "My bead. has be un te
ache, anîd vhen Mrs..Apsley cane p take me
fora driveI couldn't go. I'mî io disappoiinted
Ye don't think I can make any music out
of that, do you"

"Yoi'll sec further on in the tune. I
think it is i-e the flats and sharps in your
new Lieder. The flats and sharps are all
arranged rilrt te inake the whole mrelody
beauitiful, tTioigi if you separate them fromt
each other the sounds appear discordant. I
bèlieve that some day you will own the very
swectest nusie of ail bas been drawn fron
disappointmîentand trials. Many otherpeo-
ple h owned it before you."

"What, Miss Conpîton, con that come true
about my lame foot V" -

"I am sure of it ; you wait and sec. Our
troubles bring out the deep chords that we
shouldn't knowwere in us otherwise."

At night it vas Miss Comptoi's turn te
ring Robie's bell.- Now that it is bed-
tire," said she, "tell nue Robie, hasn't it
been a happier day, and don't you like this
well enough te keep oui settiug yourself to
imusic 7"

"Ift has been better," Robie answered,
."and, yes, I:like te try.-. But I have hald you
te belp me to-day, and that has made such a
difference. I can't have you always, and
thienu wlat shal I do? Il'n afraid I can't do
iuch ail by myself."
Tien the reply caine quickly back
"iAh, dear cuild! do you suppose, thenu,

if yoir-can speak right into my ears througl
the telephone, that you can't speak righit into
tle cars of God 7"-Chlistian Union.0

THE WATCHMAN AND THE
STRANGER.

ny HELEN PEARSON BARNARD.

When the humi of business had. ceascd, the
evening shadows had fallen, anîd the city
lampis-were ligited-then began the durties
of Captain Earnshaw, a private niilit-watch.
Everyone in the square of whicil lie lad
charge will renember the stately man of
iliitary bearing, who was so vigilant and

faithful ; i unlocked door, no gas left burn-
ing by careless clerlk, escaped his eye.

"If Earnshaw owned the square, he
wouldl't be more careful," was often said.

The captaini's eart glowed with pride at
the compiluieits lue received-very srubstan-
tial ones at Christmas from some of the
merchants whomi lue served.

Late one summer evening as lie ws pacing
the square, lue lcard footsteps approaching.
If was seldoni that anyone passe throughi
tleselusiiiess streets at nighit,excepf a oflicer
or sone drunken personnistaken in his way.
The captain paused in the shado IV. Soonr a
tali figure passed under a lamip, a little mlis-
tance off, but the Iceen eye of the wa tch had
scaniicd his dress and kiew that lie was net
an ollicer. He was a stranger, apparently,
for lie wavs looking froi riglit t'o left as if
doutlful of his course. Wheni ihe reacled ti
captain lie pamused.

"Are yo ami oficer, friend, and will yon
direct one who was never before in your
city 7"

The quaint address and deep rich voice
were peculiarly winiiing. He appeared like
a clergyman, but his sliahbby dresS and sailor-
like bundle puzzled Captain Earnshaw.

" Wlat do you w'antat this time o' nighL 7"
was th gruff response.

mu I came on a coasting schooner,"r 'eturned
the stran er', adding with great siiplicity,
" Do youlnow Andrew Smith ? I go te lais
louse to-niglit."

Captain Earishaw would have smiled, but
could net before that beni-n countenance
with the flowiug patriarchal beard. 1-e told

hiim respectfully that he id net know
Andrew Smith,.but if h lad tIie.street aid
nuinîbei', the stationed jolice'ovoul show
hinîthe way.

"Ivill you iermniit Ie to rest a bit oi these
steps7"-asked the o(ld man. " Iui too weary
to go on." o e

"C'ertain,"said the watch. " You should
have left the schooier carlier, sir.; thisis no
time to enter;a strange city:"

" I anded. before ,dark;" was thec reply,
"but my Master's business kept me. That is
alwna'snmy riîst concern.i

"Itook yoiL to be on your own:hoolf,"
said tlie captaii. "I shouki not think le'd
expect onle of your age to bu about wliù.vs
after dark. L isn't safe. Desperat cha'ra&
ters are there, wlho cone out-with the rats
and the darkness !y

,".' And tlisis'the conîdeiniiation, that light
is coeo into the worl, and ien loved darkr
ness rather than light because their deeds
were evil.' "

The stranger .repeated thîis. slo wly,. withi
mourn ful cm1l)hasis.

" That's Sönptir', I s'pose," said Captaii
Earnshaw, who lad never liefore heard a
text when on duty, " but it's truc."

Hfe thought this a pious reflection, but his
strange visitor did not scm satisfied, for lie:
said earnlestly-

"I trust that you believè in thc Holy
Scriptuires, friend ; ail that ii written therein
is ' upright, evein words of truth.

The watclunan suddenly thouglit he hadl
"better be moving oii." When lie canie
around again the old nan was asleep.

" Why, sir, you'll be 1obbedand mîurdered
yet !" cried the captain, arousinîghii.

"lMy Master cares fui nie," was the cain.
reply. "I slcp uhliariied aionig the viö-.
lent. They care iot for imy treasures-my
Bible and these tracts," lifting lis bundle,
" but sometimues thcy listen a moment, so I
g o amnong themi. On flhesea-coast I ami well
knîownr ; thîey call mueFathîer Gwynn. WheIîn
they arein troubil rcmfortthemnwith God's
Word. 'I preach on laindl aud sea to those
who do not go te churcli. I have*no homue
but there isalways.a place.to lay ny head,
and tlihrfi more thaîn mny blesse'd Master had,
for it is written, 'The Son of man bath not
where to lay His hiead.' "

Captain Earnshaw was silent.
"Il talked on the wharf to-iilît with men

that lad never heard of Christ. Perhaps
good secd was sownii. In a few days I hope
te return te the coast," then sudden y
raising his cycs te motionkess guarhe lie
said, "I must ask after your soul, welfare,
friend ! The Lord led nie to yodu for somte
Wise proe

AI the unbelief in his listener's licart, burt
forth.

"So yo think it's tlic Lord's domigs? Nuw,
I say, you claiced te cross my beat whe I
was civil. But we all ]ook at things difter-
ently ; it'il bu the saine ii the-end !"

"My friend, yout arc grea].y îmistaken !"
returned Father Gwynin. "It makes an
cternity's differcice whether une has the
right belief or not. Yuti arc a watchman, I
presume 7"

This introduced the captain's favorite te c.
Withî visible pridehb eld1howhehad guarded
the square for twelve years.

" Tiere's millions o' property here, sir,
and the buildings are ail in ny charge.
Nothing lias happencd slie I took the posi-
tion il

" Have you luad no robberies ?"
"No, sir !" said the niglht-watch, with

enipliasis. "Tley've had l i thi i other
]arts of the city, but I keep cin the move, and
il aniy suspicions persons appear, I call the
police."

" Have there been ne lires in ail these
years 7"

"Not here. I'ma on the watch, you see !"
The straiger's icxt question was solenin

anîd searcliiig.
"ave you roturnced thianks for this long

seasoni Of pros crity.
"Whlîy shoud I replied Captain Earni-

shaw alinmot angrily. "IHaven't I been
careful and faithful, never sleepin at ny
post ? Why shoukd I tliank the Lorà for îîmy
ownî pruldence 1"

Fa ther G wynmn w'as silent, but his sad,
shock ed face subducd the other, for lie added
kinidly-

' Butyou and I won't quarrel about this.
It is now timLîe to go if we would mîeet the
police."

When they parted Father Gwynn said-
"We mîay never meet again, frienid. I

wisl I could coivince you that God directs
the suallest affairs of life. ' Not by'iiglit,


