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The Silent Searchers.

BY UNENKRY RIPLPY DORR.

\WiEs the dutkness of night has lallen,
And the blids are fust astecp,

An army of silont searchets
Feom the dusky shadows creep;

And over the gniet meadows,
Ur amul the waving teees,

Lhey wander about &ith thewr tiny lamps
That tlash in the evening breege.

And this aniiy of ailent searchers
Fach wal s fhcketing hight,

Wanders abont till the morning
Has dr ven aviiy the might.

What ticasutes they may be secking
No man upon varth cun kuow ;

Perbups tis the hoine of the fuiries,
Who lived in the long ago.

For an ancient legend tells us
Thut unce, when the fany king
Had summoned his merry minstrols
At the royal feast W swg,
The moon, high over the tree-tops,
With tho stars refused to shune,
And an army with tiny torches
Was called from the ouk and pine.

And when, bv the imps of darkness,
The fuiries were chased nway,
The army bexan it searching
At the close of a dreary day ;
Through all the years that have toltowed,
The seekers have soarched themght.
Pietcing the gloow of the hours
With tho flash of their mayic light.

\Vould you sce the magical army?
Then come to the porch with me !
Youder, amoug the hedges
And pear to the maple tres,
Over the ficlds of clover,
And down 1 the river-damp,
Tho tire-flies seurch till the mocning,
Each with his flickering lamp.

EDNA MORTON'S EXPEHIENOE.
BY FL RENCE YARWOOD.

‘Turcrimson flush of sunrise was slowly col.
ouring the castern sky, as Edna Mlotton
started up from her pillows with the words:
*To.duy is my virthday. Ian, fourteen years
ol to day ;" aund the next mument sho was
up, combing her fair hair, and hurriedly
fastening her dress.

Preseutly there came a gentle tap at the
door, and the next moment a lady entered
with a book in her hand. She kissed Edua, as
she szid 2 ** My dear. I wish yon the best of
joys, the best of blessings, on this your birth.
day. Accept tius book, as a token of my
love ; may 1t uver be precious W you, is the

rayer of my heart,” and sho handed her a
andsomo bible.

** Thank you, auntie; it is very kind of
you to remember me,” said Eina, as she took
the book ; and the dear, kind auntie—who
bad Leen both auntie and wnother to Edna
ever sinco her mother died, ten years ago—
did not know that in her heart Edra secretly
wished that the book had been something elso
Lesides a bible,

* Why we have hali a dbzen of them in
the Louse now, and more, too,” thought Kduna
to herself, ¢ If she had only bought me a nico
story-book how much better pleased I should
bave been,” and the handsome biblo, bearing
ber name in letters of gold, was thrust some-
what burriedly down in the farthest coroer
of her dresser.

“ How beaut:ful tho saurise is this morn-
ing1” said auntic. ¢ When I first looked
out of tny window there wus ooly just o
glimmer of light, but now the whole castera
4ky is flushed, and even thocloudsare fringed
with it gdlden hues. Tt makes mo think of
that scene on Odlvary's height,” tbitinued
sontie, 'her voico loworing to a whisper,
“Yoa know, when Jesus was dyiuyg the suu-
wbinofaltered and all carth grow dark.”

“ Whittier deses. s the crucifition beaunti-
folly.” said Edna, who was quite well versed
inpoetz; and in a soft voico she repealed
tho words z

-“Sanlight upon Judea's hills !
d on the waves of Galileo—

On Jordan's strcam and on the rills
That gather to the alecping sea !

A fow nfore hours—a change hdth cottia
Dark as a brooding thuodor-cload ?

Tho shouts of wrath and joy are dumb,
AL proud kuees on to carth are bowed.”

¢ Vca, that is beantiful,” said anutie. ** Tho
cnshine faltared. wheo Jcads was dying. and
Mlcarth. grew durk, bat there cume furth
from that darkness o petiecy, risen, glonified
Sdviour, whose blessed light is for every one
that cometh into the world. Edia, dédr, when
Me yii going to turn 2o tiat light? Whata

glad, happy birthidlay it would be for you if
you decided to have your name recorded in
heaven to.day ! " and the pationt bluo eyes
leaked very tonderly down into Kdua's dark
ones,

* Oh, auntie, I’'m not old enough to think
of such things yet. 'here will be plenty of
time for mo to be a Curistian witen 1 am
older,” and Edna turned abruptly away and
rau dowa the stairs, where hor father Kirsed
her, and slipped on her finger Juat the kind
of o ring sho had 50 longed to possess, while
her brother Ralph hauded her a volumo of
Tennyson’s poems.

*Oh, how thoughtful of you, Ralph, to
remember my love of poetry ! Now 1 shall
dream over ** Tho Queen of the May ” all day
to-day ; 1 think it iy so beautiful.”

At soven o'olock that evening the village
church bell began ringing, softly aud sweetly
on tho atill night air.  Revival services were
being held in the Methodist church

Edna liad been attepding thom regularly,
but this ovening sho folt hdf-tempted to stay
in her own room and read her hook of poctry.
But auntie’s gentlo words: **It's such a
lovely night, you had better go, dear,”
cauacd her to change her mind, and hastily
putting on her wraps she was soon on her
way to church.

As she reached the church door she met
hor friend, Addio Mason, 80 they went in and
took a seat together.

** Don't you think that girl akead of us has
o nice hat on 1" whispered Edoa to her com-
panion.

* Yes, vory,” saud Addie.
cost a lot.”

* I tried to make my feathers on my hat
stand up hike that, but I coulda’t do it,” said
Edna.

“ Mrs. Arlington has a new jacket on,
hasn't she? " whispered Addie,

““Yes, and I think it's tine. She's worn
that old one of bers about twenty years, 1

ucss.”

“ And that bonnet of bers must have come
out of the urk,” esid Addiz .

‘Then both of the girls giggled, and auntie
looked at Edna in a surprised way.

This was rather strango talk to indulge in
in church, but I fear there are mote than oue
Edua Morton and Addie Mason who carry
on a similar conversation in the house of God.

The meeting opened by singing that beauti-
ful hiymn :

¢ It must have

* I heard the voico of Jesus say :
Come uuto me and rest,
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
‘Thy head upon iny breast.”

Edna listened attentively but could not
join in the singing, for she could not tell why
the words made her feel so sad.

A great longing crept into her heart for
rest—the rest the Saviour gives, and in her
heart sho knew that she was not toa youag tn
be a Christiau. She knew that that was ons
of Satan's excuses.

The minister’s text was solemu—oh, so
solemn ! ¢ It is appointed unto man ounce to
dic, and after death the judmnent. ’

those words made hor feol very uncomfort.
uble, and ghe heartily wished she had re-
mained at home reading Tonuyson's poctry.
She firmly resolved that she would not at-
tend chureh another nught thit week.

Ah, Edna! Your words proved tdo true.
It will he many weeks ere yon ean go agxin,
however much yoa may desire to do so.

Towards the close of the sermon the wmiin-
ister .nvitedd ull Christians, and all who de-
sived to give their hearts to Jesus, to cone up
to the frout.

Ednx zaw Ralph, her tall, haudsome
bruther, go up with the rest of the Chiistians.

*¢ But, dear me ! " thought t.dua to herself,
“ Ralph s sixteen, past. il be a Christian,
too, when I'm that old.” )

Oh, Elna, if you were sare of those two
years before you ! —but you are bot sure of
then.

‘Then thoy Jang these beaatiful words

X will go and tell my Saviour
How I lony tus chuld to ho,
At the cross 1'l] seek and find him—
He's waiting there for me.”

Fidua kuew that Jesus was krocking at the
dour of her heutt, and she felt half tempted
to o right up to the front where tnany more
anxioas souls wore secking Him.

*« {f L only had somnc ono to go with me,”
sho thought to Hdrddl, anil she looked at
Addre.

But Addio was chewing grum in delicious
vaconcern, and did not losk as if she knew
cxactly whero sho was, her thoughts wero
evidently so fir atray. .

Girls, don't chew gumi Don’t ! don't!—
not 1f yoa ever want to bo a lady in tho high-
est sense of the wont.

When the meeting cloded there wero tears
in ¥dua's oyes.

S AWhat's the watter * " whoapered Adidie.
st Got tho toothach *°

Edna sbook her head and passed sileatly
out.

Ralph and a host of othor young people
joinod her outmde, and Ralph sad. ** We
{m\'o arranged to have a little akating party
back on the futm w honour of your birth.day,
Edna, The girls and Loys loft their skates
i cur barn on thae way to church ; so come
on, we'll have a fino tune.™

It was a beantiful, moonlight night, and
Edna's spirits rose, as she joined her young
compamons w.th mirthful hilarity,

But their enjoyment in tho course of the
evening, was unpleasantly interrupted.

The pond was safe anough. There was not
deep encugh water to drown auy one, but
Edno slipped into an air-hole, and tho pext
mouent DK; was doipping wet,

Strong hands helped her up, and she was
bornoe landward. bShe loughingly protested
she was not hort at all, but they all s sted
that sho must go at once to the houseand get
on ary clothing.

This little 1ncident might have bcen for.
gotten in u short time had not serious results
followed it.

Next morning Edna was in o high fover,
her mund wandering, and ull through her lony
illness the words she mose frequently spoko
in delinum were, ** After death the judg-
ment.”

1 will not weary you, dear reader, by
gwving you a detailed account of liee lung,
tedious illuess, but one morning, when she
was slowly rocovermig, she took auntic's
hand in hers, and said: ** Auutie, I have
given myself to Jesus,  Lam not too youuy
to bo & Christinn. 1 I had died during my
illuess § would bave been lost, I know.”

Aund that lible—-her birthday gift, is now
her choicest trensure,

Mt Salem, Ont.
—
NEVER T00 YOUNG TO
LOVE OHRIST.

Rev. Dr. Jopsoy relates this incidont,
illustrativo of the duty of parents to draw
their children’s hearts to Jesus :

“ Mother,” a little child once said, “ how
old must I be bofore I can bs a Christian ?”
The wise mother answered : ** How old
will you have to be, darling, bcelore you
canlove me?” * Why, mothor, Ialways
loved you, I do now, and I always shall;
but you have not told me yet how old I
shull have to be” The mathor replied :
‘¢ flow old mast you be before you can
trust yourself at all times wholly to me
and my care 7" I always did,” she an.
swered ; *‘but tell moe what I want to
know.” And she put her arms around her
mother's neck.  The mother asked again ;
“ How 0id will you have to be before you
can do what I want you todo? "

Then the child whispered, half guessing
what her mother meant: **1 ean now,
without growimng any older.” Her mother
sxid : ** You can be a Chnsttan now, dar-
ling, without wating to be older. Don't
you want to begin now?" The child
whispered **Yes.” Aud in this simple
fashion tho greatest of lessons was learued.

e ) .

HE GOT IT.

A Grarmic incident in the life of a
spoiled child is well told by a writer in an
oxchange: Auiong the passengers on the
S.. Lwouis train recently was a woman
accompanied by a nurse-girl and a boy
about three years.

The buy arvused the indignation of the

assengers by his continued shricks, aud
Eicks and screams, and viciousuess townnd
the patient nurse.

Whenever the nurse manifusted any
gharpneas, the mother chided her sharply.

Fiually, the mother composed hemelf for
a nap, and about the timo tho boy had
glapped the nurse for the ifticth time a
wasp camo stiling in and flow on the
window of the nurse's seat. The boy at
onc tried to catch it.

The nurse caught his hand and xaid,
coaxingly, **Harry mustn't touch. By
will bite Harry.” )

Harry screamed savagoly, and bogan to
kick and pound the nume.

The mother, witliout opening ler eyes
or lifting her head, cried out sharply :

“Why will you tcase that child so,
Mary ? Lot hiln bave what ho wauts at
once.”

* Bat, nn'am, it's a-

¢ Let him bxvo it, I say.”

GO

1has enconrage |, Harry clutehed at tho
wasp el caught . Tho yell that followed
brogght tears o joy tu tho passengers.

The mothor awoke agnasn,

“Mary ' she cered, **lot him havo it1”

Mary turned in hor seat apd safd de-
wurely, **He's got oty ma'am 1"
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A QUEER WITNESS,

A grxriesax who lived in ono of our
Southern States somo years ago oihibd &
beantiful mocking-bind of which ho #na
very fond.  Oune day tho bird dnsa\.pcnmd.
It had beon stolon, and overy eflort was
made to fiud 1t. At last the gentleman
heard that a mun from the North, who had
loen visming i tho aity, wasabout to ro-
turn howo with a very wounderful wocking
bird Tho gentloman hurrisd off to tho
vessel, and thero found tho man with &
bird that he recogmized st once as his own,
Thoe new owner would not liston to i,
and so the gentloman wont to aagistrate.
In the magistmto’s oflice the gontloman
who clmmed the bird smd ho would whistle
a tune, aud if the ind did not take it up
and follow hum, hu would give up his
claim. Al agreed to this, and he began
whistiing **‘T'he Star spangled Banner *
The bird listened a momer t, tock up the
air, and timshed t. The magidtoie
thaught that settled tho question, snd the
bird was given up,

KATIE'S SATURDAY.
BY JESSIE MACMILLAN ANDERSON.

*“Qu, dearie me!” gighed Katie, whon
she got up that Saturday morning.

“What can bo the matter?” sand
mamia, laughing at the doleful little face

*Oh, thero's thousands and illiouns of
things the matter!” smd Katic, crossly
Sho was a littlo girl who did uot like to be
laughed at.

** Now, Katie,” said mwamma, this timo
& rivusly, '‘assuon as you are drossed, |
have smnething I want you to do for we
down in the library."”

** Befs ro broakfast 1" said Katie.

* No, you can have your breakfast firnt,”
mamma answered, laughing again at the
cloudy little face.

Katic was very carious to know what
this was, and as porhaps you aro too, wo
will skip the breakfast and go right it
the library

Mauuuna was sitting at the desk, with a
b.x pieco of prpor and a pencil in front of
her.

“ Now, Knatie,” she said, takwg her
little daughter un her lap.  *1 want you
to write down « fow of thuso things that
trouble you. Cnoe thousand will do !’

*Oh, waiama, you're laughing at e
now,” sawd Kutto; **but [ can think of at
least ton nght tlus minuto.”

* Very well,” said mammai ; ¢ put down
ten.”

So Katio wrote :

1. It's gone and rained, so wo cam't
play croquot.

* 2. Minnie v gomng avay, so I'll have ti,
sit with that hurrid bttle Jean Bascom o,
Monday.

. 3. o

Hero Katio bit her pencil, and thon
couldn t hetp Inughing.  **That's all I cay
think of just this nunute,” sho said,

“Well,” sad her mother, “*TH just
keep this paper a day or two,"

‘I'bat sfteruoun the min had cleanwd
away, and Katie and her mamma, ax they
aat at the window, saw Uncle Jack come ta
tnke Katie to drive ; and oh, what Jolly
afternoon they had of it !

Monday, whon Ratio camiv homo, from
school, she saud, - Oh, wmamma, 1 :luln'l
Like Jeaun at all at first, but shos a lovely
scatmate. I'm so glud, sron’t you (™

*Oh ! wax all mamma szid ; but some.
how 1t made Katio thiuk of her Saturlay
troubles and tho papor.

I gucss I'll tear up that paper now,
mamma dear,” she waid, Iaughing rather
shyly. .

**And next time,” sa1d mamma, *“ why
aot lot the trvables come beforo you oy
about then? There ane -0 many of them
the tore ut very ploasant, if you'll only.
walt to seo."




