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October.

BY HELEN JMUNT JACESON.

O suns and skies and clouds of June,
Aud tlowers of June together,

Yo cannot rival for ono hour
October's bright blue weather ;

When loud the bumble-bee makes haste
Belated, thriftless vagrant,

And goldenrod is dylug fast,
And lanes with grapes are fragrant ,

When gentians roll their tringes tight,
To save them for the morning,

And chestnuts f(all from satin burrs
Without a sound of waraing ;

When on the ground red apples le
In piles like jewels shining,

And redder still on old stone walls
Aro leaves of woodbine twining ;

When all tho lovely wayside things
Their white-winged seeds are sowing,

And in the fields still green and fair,
Late aftermaths are growing ;

When springe run low, and on the brooks,
In {dle golden freighting,
Bright leaves sift nolgeless In the hush
» Of woods, for winter waiting:

When comrades seek sweet country
hiaunts,
By twos and twos together,
And count like misers, hour by hour,
Octnber’s bright blue weather.

O suns and skies and flowers of June,
Count 2ll your boasts together,

Love loveth best of &ll the year
October’s bright blue weather.

THE TWO LIGHTS.
BY MRS, 8. H. DUNLAP.

“Tom-my ! O Tom-my ! called Mrs.
Graham, standing on the front porch.
**Where can the child be ?” she said
wonderingly, for she had looked all over
the place for her lIittle son. ** Have you
&een Tommy, Maggie 7 ghe asked as her
daughter came downstairs.

*No, mamma; I haven't seen him since
dinner. Perbaps he went to the post-
ottice with Hugh,” Maggie suggested.

“No, bhe did not. He was with me
after Jugh left. If he doesn’t come
2oon, I will send George ¢o look for him,”
the mother sald uneasily, as he went
back to her work.

The evening passed and Tommy did
not come, It was in early spring, and
it became dark very early. Asthe stars
began to appear Mrs, Graham became
gepuinely alarmed. She sent Hugh in
one direction, and George, fhe serving-
man, in another,

Abcut eight o'clock, jJust as Mr.
Graham reached home, the door opened
and Tommy rushed Inio his mother's
welcoming arms. Soon after Hugh and
George returned, and swere rejoiced to
find little Tommy safe at home.

*“Where on earth have you been,
darling ?" asked his mother, as Tommy
s1t in her lap with his little arms clasped
round her peck.

“1 hear¢ sister say she wanted some
violets, and I went to get her some, and
I got lost in the woods,” he explaired,
displaylng a bunch of withered violets,
which he held, tightly clasped, iz his
little hand.

* You darling boy! Sister had for-
gotten all about the violets,” ecaid
Maggie, as she kissed his chubby little
face.

‘“ When ycu found out that yon were
lost, did you feel afraid, Tommy ?" asked
Hugh.

‘“No,” the little fellow answered
stoutly; “but I thought I wasn't golng
tn get home any more.”

“And how did you find your way
home, son ?” asked his father, looking
fordly at the little boy.

" By the light in George’s house,” an-
swered Tommy, pointing through the
window, where they could see a bright
light streaming from the window of the
servant’s house.

* But how did you know that the light
wag in George's window, dear ?° asked
Maggie.

“1 4idn’t know it. T got sall turned
round in the woods, and whea I startad
home I didn't know which way togu. I
reckon I kept going farther in the wnods,
for I went a long way and couldn’t find
any path. Then I turned round and
wont annther wav. 1t was retting dark
then, and I could s2e a ) ;ht shicing
somewhere. ¥ thought su.c it was at
home, ar 3 I tried to go toward it. Some-
times it wonld be bright. then it would
‘mest go out, and sometimes I coulda’t
eeo 1t &t all. But I kept golng toward
it, tecause 1 was 50 tired, and I was so
gertaln it was at home,” sald little
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Tommy, as his mother drew his head
to her shoulder and kissad him fondly.

* Well, son, did you find you.r way
heme by tollowing that dickoring light
asked his father,

“No, papa. Once when that light
went out I saw another big, bright light,
but I didn’t think it wae the right way.
80 I wouldn’'t follow it. But it kept
bright all the time, and every tlmo the
Uttle light would go out tho big one
would get brighter. After a whilo I
was 80 tired, mamma, I turned round
and followed the blg light anyhow, ‘cause
I tnought it was somebody's house, and
! knew that I could rest. That light
didn’t do llke the other one, for the more
I walked the bigger it got, and when 1
got ‘most to it [ Zound that it was a light
In George's houso. And, ob, mamman!
I was so glad, ‘cause I knew it had
brought me home.”

“ And we aro so glad, too, my darling!
But my little man must never aguin go
to the woods by himselt,” sald his mam-
ma, as she clasped him close to bher
heart.

* What are you thinking of so deeply,
Hugh ?" asked Mr. Graham after supper,
when little Tommy had been put to bed,
and Hugh was sitting quietly in the
room where his father was reading.

“1 wag thinking of what Tammy sald
to-night, papa. Somchow it made me
think ot the sermoen Sunday, and I
think it made me understaud better what
Mr. Strong safd.”

“Tommy sald a great mauny things to-
night, son. What particular portion of
his story do you allude to ?"

‘“ About the big light and the little ono,
papa. Mr, Strong was preaching about
the difference in God's way and ours.
He sald that we often got lost on the
journey through life because we were in
the dark and wouldn't look in the right
directlon for light. He said that God's
light was shining always, if we would
only see ft, and if wa would follow it, 1t
would always lead us the right way.
But he said that we often mistook tho
promptings of our own will for God's
direction, and that was the reason we so
often go wrong and become discouraged.
Instead of following God's light, which
{s always brightly shiniag, we rely on
our own feeble strength, and when we
stumble and fall we blame God for fit.
He sald that i we would stop dependfng
on ourselves and look ‘o God for guid-
ance, his brizght 1light would shine
steadily before us, and grow brighter
and brighter the nearer we get to it
And, papa, he safd that the faint light
we were following, and which so often
leads us into error, is our own seldsh
desires, which we keep before us all the
time, and the bright light {s Jesus Christ.
I never understood him well until to-
night when Tommy was talking, and
then it all seemed so plain.”” Hugh
looked very thoughtful as he spoke.

His father llstened closelr, and when
he concluded Mr. Graham sald earnestly:
My dear son, will you be as wise as
Tommy ? Wil you leave the faint,
flickering light, which you have been
foliowing, and turn gladly to Jesus
Christ, the Ligkt of the world ?”

** Yes, father, T will,” answered Hugh
decisively, the light of an carnest pur-
pose shining in his great brown eyes.
“1 havg been trying =1l the week,” he
continuegd, “ but somehow I just couldn't
give up my own will. Like Tommy, I
was so sure that I was right that I kept
blindly on; and all the time Jesus Christ,
Godis great bright Light, was shining
for me, and I would not see it

There were tears of thankfulness In
Mr. Graham's eyes, and he took hisg
son's hand in a close, warm clasp. Just
then his wife, followed by Maggle, came
into the room.

** Mother,” sald Mr. Grabam, turning to
ber, ““little Tommy’s brief loss has
proved a great blessing to our dear boy
here,” and as his wife looked &t him in
astonishment, he told her what Hugh
had just told him. Oh,-what a glad
light came into the mother’s eyes! She
kissed her son fondly and raised her
heart in gratitude to God.

“How wonderfully Cod works I ex-
claimed Maggie, as she Kkissed her
brother warmly. ‘ From clrcumstances
which seem too {nsignificant for us to
notice he produces the grandest results,
Tommy’'s loss and Hugh’s great bless-
ing are all the result of my careless wish
for a few wild violets.” As Maggle
spoke she stooped and took from the
floor the bunch of withered violets that
fittle Tommy had dropped.

Cohen—" My friend, when you walks
up town in dhose clodhing peobdles +viil
think you own a block on Fifth Avenue.”
Mr. Jarsey (survering himself)}—* Wa-al,
I hov heerd that some o' your richest
men dressed poorly, but I dido't think it
was quits ez bad oz this I”

A DARK BVEFRING.

He was just discouraged, and that waa
tbe whole of it. Ho sat closy to tho
stove, leaned his ragged olbow on his
kneo, and his cheek on a rather sooty
band, and gave hlmsolf up to troubled
thought, the two books which had slipyed
from bim lying unhecded on the floor.
Let them lje therv, what was tho use in
trying to atudy ¥ Hero was the third
ovening this week that he had been held
after hours, whon he wanted to go to the
night-school and find out how to do that
esamplo! He might just as well give
up firgt as last.

There was a loud stamping outslde,
and tho door of the lttle flag-station
burst open, lotting in a rush of spiteful
winter air.

“ Halloo I” said a boy of about four-
teen, mufited to his oyes in fur.

“ Halloo yourself,” sald the boy by
the stove, without changing his position
more than was necessary to glance up.

¢ ‘!,{n.s the six o°clock freight gone down
yet 2

*“Not as I know of. I wish she would
be about {t. I've been waltiug on her
ar bour after time.”

* Lucky tor me she js8 behind, though.
I guess I can catch a ride into town on
her; can't I? I've been out to Wind-
mere and missed the fve o'clock mall,
I set out to foot it, but it ic ratner rough
walklng against this wind, especislly
when You have to walk on ice. 1I'd
rather be toted in on the freight train
than try f{t. Do you suppose they
will give me a )fft

“You can sit down and walt and try
for it, if you lfke,” and the boy glanced
toward a three-legged stool. *“1I'd give
you this chalr, only it hasn't any bot-
tom,” he added, with a dreary attempt
at a smile,

“ The stool i3 all right. Do you barve
to wait every night for the freight 7"

*No; not much oftener than every
other night. It isn't my business to
walt at all, but as often as three times
n week the fellow in charge wants me
to do that or something else after I'm off
duty.” ‘

“So you 4l up the time with reacing;
that’s & good fdea.  What have you
here 7"

The visitor stooped and picked up the
fallen books.

* Arlthmetic and history ! You are
stu?yving, eh ? Well, now. I call that
industrious. Where do you go to school?”

“Nowhere. I pretend to go to the
evening class at the T'wenty-third Street
station, and sometimes I get there twice
in the week, and sometimes only once.
It's o discouraging kind of studying.
I've been after one example for two
weeks and can't get it.”

“ Wherezbouts are you ? Ho! that
old fellow ! I rewmember him. T can
show you about it; there's just a mean
Ilittle catch to it; but you've done well to
get so far along.”

Then the two heads bert over the
beok, and over the row of figures on the
margin of a freight dill; and presently
the face of the discouraged boy lighted

*catch.” Then there was a iittle talk
between the two.

Ralph Westwood learned that the boy
*as an orphan ;: was working at the
freight depot beyond his strength and on
very small pay, because tiues were hard
and boys were plenty: that he had a
little sister In the Orpbans’ Home. and
the ambditfon of his life was to learn
and become a scholar and earn money
to support the little sister. He went to
school regularly while his mother lived,
and worked batween times to help support
himself; and his mother wanted him to
be a scholar, and thought it was In him:
but she + d dbeen dead for two years,
and things were growing worse with him,
and sometimes he was digcouraged.

Then the freight came, and Ralph
Westwood caught his ride into town, and

- had only time to say : * Don't give it up,

Charlle. Who knows what may hap-
pen ?  The new Year’s coming.”

** New Year " sald Charlie to himsel?,
with a bitter smile. IWhat could that
bring to him dbut more work because of
an extra traln, and iate hours and scanty
fare, and not even time to run up to the
Hume and see little Nell ?

As for Ralph Westwood, e waited
only to dbrush the snow from his clothes
and wash away the stains of soot from
hiz hands, which must have been left

y in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

with a smile. He saw through the 1 bert, in 1600, was the first to employ the

the five o'clock train, and Uldn't know
why ho should have to do ovirwork to-
night. 1 hope we shall both have a
glortous reason why worked vut belore
our oyes.

Then he drow a low chalr in front of
the lavoly grate firo and told his story.

That was threo days bofore Now
Yoar's. A Breat deal can be dJdone in
threo days. Ralph Westwood and his

Uncle Ralph did & great deal, and at
tho end cf the time know almost more
about Charllo Watson thau ho know of
himsgelf.

The end of it al), or, more properly
speaking, the beginning ot it all, cameo to
Cbarlie on New Year's Eve—an invita-
tion to Dr. Wostwood's elegant home, to
meet soven boys, ol of whom were In
tho Sabbath-school class which Cherlle
had just joined.

I wish ! had time to tell you adout the
dinner-taole to which they all sat down
—roast turkey, of course, and cranbercy
sauce, and chicken-ple, and jellfes, and
tarts, and all the olegancies of an elogant
dinnor, the like of which none of thom
bad ever seen beforo. At cach plate was
a bouquet of roses. Think of roses for
eight hard-working. homeless boys '

Some people might think they dida't
like thoso roges with all thelr hearts:
but some people don’'t understund somo
beys. Slipped into ezch bouquet was a
slip of paper which sald on §t, * Happy
New Year ! o beautiful writing, and
then followed wonderfutl things. One
paper was a receipt for a year's house-
rent, for one of the boys who lived with
bis mother and bad hard work to meot
the landlord’s agent each month. An-
other had an order on a certaln tallor
for a full suit of clothes, such as ¢ could
be plainly scen he very mued needed.
Everyone had something. When Charlle
Watson read his, he turned red and pale
by turns, and stammered and trembled,
and knew not what to say. It was
longer than the others, and it took him
some ¢mo to understand it ali; but at
last he made out that he was to enter
the Fort Street Grammser School as a
pupll, on the Tuesday aftor New Year's,
und that his home was to bs =t Dr.
Westwood’s office, which he was expected
to keop in order, in return for his board
and clothes. .

What ap amazing chance had come to
him! Do you wonder that ho trembled
and stammered ?

But, after all, I don’t know that he
was aay happler than Ralph Westwood,
who hovered about him in great satls-
faction. and tn one of the pauses of his
duttes ag assistant host found a chance
to murmur, “I say, Charlle, aron't you
rather glad the six o'clock frzight was
late that night ?"—The Parsy.

HISTORY OF ELECTRICITY.

The electrical properties of amber wero
known to the Greeks before the Chria-
tian era. Elctricity takes its name from
tke Greek word fcr amber, says a writer
Gil-

terms “electric force®” and * electric
attraction.” In 1748 Franklin's electri-
cal rezearches had progressed so far that
he killed a turkey by the electric spark
and roasted it by an eleciric jack before
a fire kindled by the clectric bottle, cnd
in 1752, by meaas of the kite experiment,
he demonstrated the identity of elce-
tricity and lightning. The firs. magneto-
electric machine was 1mace wt Parls dy
Pixii in 1832, the first tolegraph line In
the United States was set up between
Washington and Bsaltimore .» 1844; the
first submarine cable was lajd between
England and France in 1850. As aarly
as 1802 Sir Humphrey Davy produced an

. olectric light with carbon polats oa al-

most the same principle as that now em-
ployed. The first clectric rafiway, on
the Continent of Europe, was bufit by

. Siemens at Berlin §n 1881; the first In

when he shook hands with Charlle: then -

he sought a handsome library where s
gentleman sat reading. Here he did
not even wait to reply to ths cordizl
* Good-evening ™ which greeted him,
save as his polite bow was 3 reply; then
he dashed into business: * Uncle Ralph,
1 have found your boy for you.”

* Indced ! That s quick work.
Where did you find Him 7"

“1 blupdered on him; tie vers one.
1 dldn't know why I should have missed

£ngland was coustructed in 1852, and in
America the first efectric line was buflt
in 1885.

WILL HEAVEN BE LONELY TO YOU?

**1 don’t want to go to neaven any
more, Auntle,” sald a little girl in the
talk just before bdedtime.

‘“ Why not, darlieg ¥

*1'se afrald to go to slcep ” (her 1dea
of death) “and wake up fn heaven by
myself. I{ 18 Jonely there—I want
mammf and p3pa and yon. I do not
ltke to go to heaven any more now, bo-
cause I be all by myself.”

You who read this, did you ever fecl
50 ? Shall T tell you the reason why
you do ? 1t is because you do not know
Jesus.  If you loved him and knew him
better, you would never think heaven
strange Or lonely. Jesus would be such
a loving, real friond, that sy place
would fsal homwitks 1t ho were there.



