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OUR HOME CIRCLE.
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THE WILD : WEET BRIER.

& Jove the flowers that -ome about with spring,
. And whether thes be scarlet, white «r Llue,
4t mattereth to me not anything,

'or when I :ee them full of sun and dew,
My heart doth get so full with its delight,
€ know not blue frowm red, nor red from white.

Bo.vetimes I choose the lily, without stain—

The 1 0yal rose mmctinu';hc'b-l I call,
Then the low daisy, dancirg with the ran,

Doth seewn to me the finest flower of ull ;
And yet if only one could bloom for me—
& i vow.1ight well w bat flower that one wou d be!
Won o> T think my sative wilding brier,

;0 i m’ ( foup/ ledvés/aAd slontiso
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Could, with uet $¥Weetiiets, give me my d. sire,

life Jo .g give me sweets eniugh;
'.ﬁ .um’-ble‘;- ngt‘vll:md to excel, '

in all modest grace aboundeth well,
S 0Ov.
mwwld have no whit the less content,
Because she weon the post’s voice,
To plack her listle stirs for groament,
and o Mad were’ for tny choice,
&inée she perforce pust shine above the rest
dn fomely look;.bcﬂuul Jote be.: best !
Wi fm{ugav' yand wills te go
all selected g blusk and blpom,
4 nuebbnn'.;” Sind the that -.:‘uhnw
y thedopr-gt the dear me—
The u,or'wboo?r: iml vobdls we did divide
®Fotaud when the mother died.
Aﬂ& the eatly and the Tatter May, .
Asd !I;rough the windlews heats of middle
une
Ouy’sm..r‘n;.dwmrorudqbyd.,,

1 mnh’ covlsess till the afternoon,
Aud every bird that took bis gratetul shave,
#an with a heateylier tongue than othet where.
Anugd when from out the west the low sup »hoge,

tsed to make our pulses Iu&:nd thril,
Towee her litt her shadow from ‘.m,‘m
push it inamoug us Q'er —
Uctt‘;\m with ﬂu'?ﬂ,{ud then push softiy in,
As'if" sb¢ werb vur very Rith kin..
8o, secing still at evening’s golden close
This shadow with our childish shiadows bleud,
We came Lo love our siwple four-leuved rose,

As if »hé wese a sister or a friend.

Andif my éyes all flowdes but one tnuet lose,
Qur wild sweet<brier would bethe one to choose .
. o Alice Carey.

IS Y Sau
TROUBLE WITH
JACKSON.

BY MES. ANNIE A. PRESTON.

¢ Are you a Christian, please ?’ a
plainiy-dressed but intelligent-look-
ang‘turmer asked of a strarger, who
chapced to.xit beside him on the
dow, pinc-board seatsduring the ser-
vices at the Hattieldecamp-meeting,

wsenr the track of the Connecticut
River Railroad, one afternoon last
summer.

The closing hymn had been wafl-
ed by the baliny breez s up through
therthick interlacing branches ot
the awhispering pines, the benedic-
¢ion-had been pronounced by a ven-
erable,. white-baired preacher, and
cach person intercsted in the gra-
cious work going on- had turned to
epcak some awakening word to his
=ucizhbor,

“1 don’t really know,’ replied the
wenan thus kindly addressed. ‘ Some-
tinses | think I am, and sometimes
4 think I'm not. I try to be, but o
awany annoyances ih life cross my
path, I lose my temper, and then |
dhi k 1 have very hittle, it any, of
she grace of God in my heart.
Have you always been a Christian,
sir?

¢ No,’ said the first speaker. 1
w r enough «way trom the Lord
anlil I was converted right herc
in this spot at the camp-meeting
fast year. 1 will tell you how i

otyupon the right track :
g “1 Kﬁ g

'

THAT

d been having a good deal |’

of {youble with Juckson, my near-
est ngighbor, about a division turm
woall und the bridge belonging to it.
We used it a great deal in common,
dor it ran through our meadows
and over the Biue-flag Brook to our
pastares beyond. My father buiit
the bridge, but it was on Jackson's
dather's land, and the road was
g;&rtly on our land and partly ou
is.

“To tell the truth, Jackson's wife
48 m¥ only sister. I thoughu at first
@ wouldn'v own up to that; bat I
shall'bave to in order to have you
anderstand what & miserable quar-
rel we came 10 have. After we two
young couples were marricd, and
the two farms were divided ap and
set off Lo Juckson and bis wifs and
me, 1t was understood that weo
shodld have an equal right to that
voad, although nobody thought to
put the provision into the deeds.

“At first we got into a muss
about repuiring the bridge.  Jack-
son fen¢ed up the road one day, and
the wnext I tore the fence down.
‘Then we went to law and acted hike
two _foolish, malignant boys gener-
ally. Our wives didn't speak, and
our children quarrelled and bandied
opprobrious epithots at school, 1
dumped over the fences more than
once and went across lofs to avoid
anecting my own sister.

* 80, you see, the foolish, abomiao-
able, petty guarrel kept apart with
bitter lines two beretofore happy,

eable families that, before its

inning, had been just like one
family, eighteen miserable months.
At makes me groan, even now, when
4think about it.

¢ Things went on in this miser-
able way till, one pleasant summer
<anorning, Jackson and I bappened
ta meet as we were driving our
cows to pasture. As usual, when
our paths crossed we had a ‘jaw,
$ut on. this oceasion we ¢ locked

L

horns,’ and weut at it as never be-
fore. Then, on that early mormng,
in the midst of vur rich, broad tieius
of g.ain glistening with the refresh-
ing uyew, the ftresh, sW TANCOo
of the new ;

air, and the

potring fort

their U*

sel on tir'@oL

At st | bheard my

Helt 80 unstruug—¥ud hedMsore 1
said 0 myseli, # 1 duy'Lc peigve L
shall be uvie o 40 8 VLo ur;ork
to-day.”  Just then something put
it iuto my bead to run duwn to our
depot, siep nto the cars which
would be uue 1n an hour, aud go to
the calnp-mesting down at Hattield,
and see the folks and wbhat jfun
might be gowng us.

7 Aﬂcrtré%’ut I brushed up a
little and went. [ found tolks
enough, but betore | had time to see
any fun, | became aware that 1 was
interested in the preaching. Tue
text was, “Thou shalt love thy
neighbor as thysell)”' and eve
word of that sermon titted right on
to me. 1 thought the preacher
must have heard ubout me and of
my quaryel with Jackson, and  had

pose, 50 that, in case I should cume
to that meeting, he could let it off
at me,

‘1 tell you, it was harder than
mowing stort rowen or pitching
clover, to sit and take such a dresy-
ing down as that minister gave me,
It was God's biessed word, too,
every syllable of it. I felt small
enough to.crawl through a gimlet
hole, and I swoat se that my linen
coat was wet through—and it was-
o't a very hotday either. .

‘ After the services closed I got
up and, without saying 8 word to

station down there, for it was about |
train time. I got into one of the |
cars standing there, and as [ went |
along in the aisle 1 came right face
to face with Jackson. He was wip- |
ing the sweat off his forehead, and I'|
saw that Ais linen coat was as wet

as mine, It secms he had got upon
the same train I did to come down, |
but there was such a crowd of peo- |
ple on it we hadn’t seen cach.other,

no more than we had set eyes on
one another at thé meoting. |

‘He looked up at me surprised
enough, and I held out my hand to
him and said, “ ['ll take them chest-
nut plank ot mine at the saw mill
aud tix up rhat bridge to-morrow.’
Then Jackson shook my hand hard,
and says he, “ All right, John. 1'll
take my oxen and go after the |
plank brizhe and ca-ly and belp you |
put them down.  Then I've got a |
keg of xpikes that'll be about right |
to hold them on; I'll bring them |
alongr, too.” |

“Then we shook hands again, and |
he said, *“ How did you come down?"
“On the cars,” said I, ¢ the same
as you did” ¢ Let's wait and go
to the evening meeting,’ said Jack- |
son. *“ All right,” I replied. So I |
sent worl home by a neighbor that !
we shouldn’t be back till the 10
o'clock train got along.

“ Jack<on and I had a talk with
the preacher that evening, and he !
told us that positively he had never |
heard a word about either of us be- |
fore. Well, to make my story short, |
Jackson and I got down on our
knces that night, right up there by .
that xame preacher’s stand, and it
wasn’'t long before God heard our
cries.  Then we got up before all
the people and asked each other's

forgiveness, as we had privately of

cach other before. Ourquarrel had
become town talk, and we thought
it no more than right that we should !
m:ake our contession a public one.

‘ Jackson’s oldest boy came for
us at our depot that night in his
buggy, and as we drove up to his
door we found my wife and girls
over there singing with my sister
and hér boys :

¢ Halleluj.h ! ’tis done !
1 believe on the 8un ;

I amw saved by the hlood
Of the cracified One !

Wo both joined the dear ones in the
singing, looking over the same
book ;  and I tell you, my friend,
the sougs ¢f the redeemed have
been in our hearts as well as on our
lips ever since.”

| L
THE NOVEL.

On the scat before us, in oneof our
recent ‘“ transits” from city to sub-
urb, a young girl of about eighteen
was reading a *“ Seaside” uovel. She
held 1t in such & way, and the type
was 80 laryge, that we could not help
seeing what it was and catching the
drift of the story—a short one of
about twenty pages—as she rapidly
consumed it, leaf’ by leaf. The nov-
ols of the “Seaside Library” are
neither better nor worse than the
averageof such literature. In fact,
it contains a large proporti
of the very best and ev}:an pﬁmosz
works of fiction, and steers clear of

his discourye ali prepared on pur-

THE WESLEYAN, FRIDAY,

Feuillet, who is regarded as son of

the most capable and by no means
the most i | of French novel-
ists. And the story was no ape
ing more th#lla brief and breathlessihg
n thiou bell i%ehs
; tu nialf}:
i ! . char-ii
I N raélyg
’ ype, tHe w ng%tie o &

ope who pretended to any religi
born blow aud 1 started tor hom he relations of the characters were
As I went along up the mead 1 of the most abnormal kiud.

' hTh'o‘sésh‘éo"’ 'vzi:m.r i
e extreswe, involvisg 1 most
_part a doelora qwtuﬁt:ﬁ’ intes

view between the sexes. The en- |
tire atmosphere was stifling “and
ghaady. There was naothag gbjact ap- ||
parent in the writing of the bovk
than a temporary excitement of the
imagination and, the passions. As
- the fair young girl held it in her
' hand, we could imagine it some
French draught of intellectual and
moral absinthe, drying np the dews
of young innocence and sven youth-
ful feeling, and putting into the
blood a fever which shaHl replace
the blush of health with the heutic
‘ot blight. We tancied that we coald
detect a sharpehing bod ‘hardeniug
of the facial lines, and an eager yet
half-weary look in ber -keen and
restless eye, a mapner ;betokening
a premature knowledge of the world
and of things which should not be
| 80 much as named amoung such as
"she. Itscemed to us, we would
sooner have iolded the pale  hands
"of a daughter in her baby-coffin,
| than to see hor with that old and
i ennuied look turning these pages as
| one to whom they brought no seuse
| of novelty and hardly ot sensation,
. and certainly none of repulsion.

It 18 not long ago that the attitude
of conservativeand evangelical relig-
ion was totally against novel-read-
ing. Wo can remcmber when it

any body, I started for the little was put inthesame catogory as the

theatre, the card-table and the ball-
room. The bow was strung too
tightly and could not be theid. to-
gether; so that when the string
broke, all constraint was removed.
Whereas, no discrimination had been
made in the prohibition, now none
was exércided in the permission,
Novel réading as such had been con-
demned as sintol,.and now the novel
per se seemed to have acquired & sort
of canonicity, aud passed nvques
tioned like vue who bad received a

" sort of diploma or commission. But

it is now high time that there was
move vigilauce unong.tae sentries,
and that it should na_fonger pass
unchallenged ; time tedask, Whether
the point has not 0 reached
where the fact of being a novel does
not raise & presumption against,
rather than in favor ot a book.

We believe that the universal, in-
discriminate and unrestrained read-
ing ot novels by the young people
ot'this generation is piroducing ettects
as transforming as they are subtile,
upon our entire lifo and civilization.
These may not bo altogether mis-
chievous, but none the less are they
potent, and cumulative. The chiid
amid the simple realities of its home
lite is admitted to a tree of the
kuowledge ot good and evil. It be-
comes  premuturely ‘“‘knowing,”
resiless, even bluse. The boys who
would be pirates and highway-
meu, that are constantly being re-
turned to their pareuts, are but ex
treme cases. Fow who do not re-
ceive an abnormal development of
imagination, and an unreal view ot
the world, which is consuming to
the childs life now, and yet blighting
to the growth of a true and whole

i sume manhood. Heoence the lack of

patience and perseverauce in the
carlier struggles of lite,aud ot con.
tentment with its later lot and
achievement., Hence envy and in-
"trigue, and the temptation to find
all sorts of diagooal paths for the
teet. Hence an unreal and 1nsincere
social lite, tho'absence of high and
pure relations between the sexes,
the loss of thé charm and art of
home life, and the gradual exiinc-
tion of the:home itself, the era of’
divorce and matrimonial infelicity
and non-marriage. Lite is lit up
with sham anroras at its very out-
set, only to make its actual colors
faded and dull by contrast.

Such, we hold, is the natural,
necessary effect of' & too early and
unlimited introduction of the child
into the realm of fancy, fiction, ro-
mance and sentiment. Of course,
an entire exclusion from this fairy
world would be against nature, and
close an inlet of pure joy as well as
an outlet of rich growth. But as
we limit the sugar-plums, the toys
and even the play of our children, so
do we need to regulate their airier
and more imaginative, as well as
more enticing, mental excursions.
The early appetite for novel-reading
grows by what it faeds on, so that
the taste becomos blunted and the
intcllectual habits unsuited for
severer and more practical studies.

Let parents uot wait till, like
Prince Bismarck, they are forced in
shame and anguish to hold Emile

what are considered the very worst.
This particularnovel was by Octave

. I’

Zola and the French ugvelists re-
sponsible for their family disgrace

i }pyvﬂ?r,hlh&

and their children’s ruin. And let
the pmim purveyors of the

; ] the warning of
gaver of Boston

among
% the children of
—Christian Intelli-

)
™ .

\
__THEUNISHED.
Not they who know the awful gibbet's anguish,

by thom, i
The sunless cells of ionely prisons languish,
" 9 h ]
‘T‘J théy who walk the highways unsaspected,
Yet with grim fear for ever at their side, ...
Who clasp the corpse of some sin undetected,

A §othes no,grave ?o- eMBu did m/hidc.‘ P
"Tis tbo‘y 'holuvé in theirown chambers hanoted

By thoughts thatlike nn
And sit dows nninvited uawauted, ,

And make a wiglitmare of solitade.
ElUa Wheeler, in Galazy,

— i . -]

A HEART HISTORY.

One day last summer’' & temper-
ance lecturer was beingdriven from
one town to another; where he was
to hold a meeting in the evening.
His friend, whose carriage he ‘vas
riding in, and who was most zeal-
ous in everything associated with
temperance, was asked, “ How is it
that you,‘w(ho have never felt the
tooth of the serpent, should always
be .so ready to make sacrifices for
the good cause ?”’

He gave a quick, searching, tele-
graphic glasce at the speaker. A
tear gleamed in his eye as he said,
 One reason why I . wanted to ride
with yon was to tell you the story
of a most jmportant crisis in- my
life. '

“] was born in the year 1823,
My father was a very intémperate
man, The most of his time was
spent in the tavern im my native
town, or at a villagotavern three
miles distant. We often suffered
gor the necessarics of life, while my
ather pourcd all his earnings into
the tilﬁo of those twa tavern keep-
‘ers. | My mothér was quite expert
with her: needle,’ and thus kept the
wolf at bagby 'her industry and
close economy.  Our little home
had been Jeft to us by my grand-
father in such 8 way that my father
could not deprive us of a shelter.
We kept a cow, which furnished a
large share ef our living. The
family consisted of myself and three
sisters. b

“Omne day, when I was about sev-
on yeurs old, my father went to the
tavern, and while taking his accus-
tomed drink, discovered that some
one had spokenof him asa common
drunkard. e furiously demanded
of the landlord the name ot the per-
son who had said this, and the fel-
low replied, * Your wie knows all
about it.”  He came home infuri-
ated with drink, and began abuxing
my mother in language which it
makes me shudder to rémember,
she protesting that she did not
know anything about it.  Finally,
his face purpled with passion; he
dealt my mother a terrible blow,
which prostrated her bleeding and
insensible to the floor.”

Here the relater broke down
completely, bursting into tears. Af-
ter a moment, ho said: ‘I hope
you will pardon my emotion; but
now, after a period of nearly fifty
years, 1 cannot refer to this picture
without the sad, suffering face of
my mother, who is now a saint in
heaven, rising betore me. My sis-
ter shrieked, ** Oh, father, y u have
killed my mother !” Affrighted, I
sprang from my bed, and ran to the
barn and hid myself.

“ When daylight came, and all
was still in the house, I crept back
to find that my grandmother had
gone to seek a doctor, who finding
my mother in a critical condition,
told my father, whe had just risen
from his drunken slumber, that he
would certainly be panished for his
violence. ~He gathered what few
clothes he had, together, and ab-
sconded, leaving us to get along the
best way wecould. When my fatler
bad left the house, my mother ten-
derly drew me to her breast, and
with the tears streaming over her
cheeks, made me promise never to
drink a drep of liquor while I lived,
and sealed that promise with a pas-
sionate kiss, which left an indelible
impress upon my heart. For near-
ly fifty years I have kept that
pledge. That sammer we got along.
comtortubly.

“ With t{e help of our neighbors
we cualtivated the little patch of
ground and with our cow we did
not suffer for food. My mother

raised a flock of turkeys also, with
the sale of which she hoped to ob-
tain means to purchase onr shoes
and other necessary clothing for
winter. There was to be a militia
muster near the village. Tho lund-
lord of the little tavern I spoke of,

came to purchase our turkeys for
that occasion, offering & good price,
which my mother gladly accepted.
He put them in his cart, and hand-
el my mother a bill which my
father had conmtracted at his bar,

nd jumping into his cart, drove
:waf' n&n as his horse could go.

n

“" My pOO
dumbtounded,
tears, walked in
and late that a

’ Q
S:ildhood, do you wonder the
a radical temperance man? It

seems .KQAW i Sal:
owed that tavern Keeper. He dic;\d —P‘
rsak

:np#‘k}lw? mﬁé@ Yorl;
Christian . Herald.. .. -
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A WIFE S FAITH.

lo-one of the~towes -of-England
there is a beautiful little chapel, and
a very touchiug stogy. is told in con-
nection with s It wasibuile by
an infidel. "Heshad » pray i
but he wounldi*Mot' s?‘ 4
W?lg not allgi Hier pastor
take dinngr v e ald
look at t%’e B? wq%dpg .allow
religion cven to be ta of. She
made up her -aeeing she/ ‘could
not inﬂuinj:. i o iy ;M::, that
every day she ' wodld- ‘%0 God
at trvyvolvey' o’clock for hg:‘ salvation.
She said no{hihg,"tq"‘,.hiq;, bat.
every dwy at that t’on:r she ' told
the Lord about  her husbaad.
At the end -‘'of; twelve, months
there was nochange in hiifls  But
she did not give it up. - Si¥'ménths
more went AHer faith be’ﬂ.l;
to :wg's'e?, mtvﬂh. said, “Will I
have to give him up at last ? Per-
haps'when [ am desad hewill answor
my prayefs.” - When she had got
to that point it seemed just as if
God bhad’got her where he wanted
her.  The mah'cAme home to din-
ner one day. | His wife was in the
dining-room waiting for him, but
he diﬁn't comeéin. She waited some
time, and them searched for him
all throngh tHe house. At last
she thought of looking into the
little room where, she had prayed
so often. . There he. was praying at
the same bed with agony, whereshe
had prayed for 80 many mouoths,
asking forgivenoss for his sins,
And this is a lesson for you wives
who have infidel -husbands. The
Lord saw that woman’s faith and
answered: her pruyers. — Moody's
Child Stories.

e ¢ —
MY MOTHER'S PRAYER,
Once in my b ryhood’s gladsome day,
My spints ligh. as air, ~

I wandered to a lovely room,
Where nother kuelt in prayer.

Her hands were clas in tervency,
Her lips gave forth no sound ;
Yet awestruck, solemuly 1 fele
I stood ou holy ground.

My mother, all entranced in prayer,
My presence heeded not ;

And reverently [ Yurned away
In siteuce from the spot.

An orphan wanderer far from home,
In alter time I strayed ;
But God has kept we, and I feel
He heard her when sue pra\ad.
Home Life in Song.

“NOT NOW”

A story is told, among the Russiau
peasants, of an old wowmah who was
at work in her house when the wise
mcn from the Kast passed by on
their way to find the infunt Christ,
guided as they wore by the star go-
ing beforethem in thesky. “Come
with us,” they said ; “ we are going
to find the heavenly child; come |
with us.” “I will come,” she re-
plied, ‘“ but not jnst now; but I will
follow very soon and overtake you
and find him.” But when her work
was done the wise men had gone
and the star in the heavens had
disappeared, and she never saw the
infant Saviour. It is but a story,
but one that is full of instraction
and warning; for a similar story

.could be:told of thousands ot human

bearts and confirmed by the charac-
ter and destiny of thousands of
human beings. The call to come to
Christ sounds in our ears, but we
are too busy with on. daily work
to heed it now. We have no time
just yet for the Bible, or the closet,
or the serious thought, or for hark-
cning to the voice of conscience and
the whispers ot the Holy Spirit. We
are like the Duke of Alva, who,
when asked to look at a remarkable
appearance in the skies; replied, “ I
am t0o busy w.th things on earth to
take time for Iooking up to the
heavens.” We are pressed with our
business, or building our homes, or
'ooking after the needs of ourchild-
ren, or laying up wealth for the
future, and the time for seeking
Christ is delayed, and by the delay
we have missed him forever.— Pres-
byterian. h

OUR YOUNG POLKS.
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THE CHORISTER'S LAST
SONG.

¢ Is my boy beginning to feel tir-
ed ?”

“Tired, oh, no! not tired !”” The
child spread his weak fingers out
upon the coverlid, and raised his
wistfal eyes to his mother as he

spoke. “I'm not nearly tired yet,
mother : are you ¥’

“No, dear.” =

What a tragile little b
ked, lying there in t«‘be“:l"h
twiight, =0 pale and thin, wigy

rofilen curls pushed a
emples, and his larg "o from by

ut of the window ! . 0yesg..'*
Evcr'ybody knew Claude
was dying; he knew it him”u'..‘
his mother knew it ay she gqy |
:atching him. Al the vil o~
new it, and many ap e
: Of itile. Cioue v
whispered among them. -
He was everybody’s favorite.
was the pet of the  sehinly
and of the boys 100; - he wag s

cler zyman's tavorite, an =
boy in the choir e?\v’i(d{z w]
swWeet voice,

Ciaude had_ taken his iliness 5
chilly autama %vening’g w g.m
choir was practising in church, One ‘
of bis companions, Willk-m

thy

" | complained of a soro throat, u

he could vot sing, and h
cold and sick i% bis :::tﬁ

Llaude took off his comfortey.
‘wrapped it around his fm'ga.‘.‘
abd when the ractising was o
he ran home with him, and then

on his comforter aghin ad ‘e
back te.his-own home, ..

Willie was sickeni&g for the sen

let fever, and poor Claude caught
it tho. Willie recovered ; bn‘CM
had taken the disease in it wory.

‘form, and though the fever h.(l‘

him, h€had never boen ablefg n
covo':' his strongth, und had groms
weaker and weaker, and ws
away. i
Andso it was that on this ela
Sunday evening, he had boea':i::
up close to the window, to listep g

He ente

were all shd
19). with
« Peoace be
whea they
water, were
rit. Toe
thbem v0 tael
aand sh
.‘matls as pr
oeif. Then
vince thew, ;
'n|-. tw foel
poves such a
| Pavir doab
_ jag such
dev buw tlis
“plere the pr
ate it pe(ul‘e
jeft wus ono
was abundan
(Jnlbn 3X. 24
the twstim:
witnesées, w
moet unlike

. . whode cb

the chureh bells slowly ringing on %'

and calling peoplein,

Claude could from his Wis
dow plainly see the church he low
ed xo well, therc in the centreof the
village, and towering over the ot
tages as if it would protect, them
from every evil. He could ‘see'the .
steeple rising up to the doep bigs
8ky, topped by tho lazy a“
cock. He could seo the ivy-colomt
belfry, with its tiny window
ing out of the green. 2

The bell stwopped, and Clag
eyes grew more wistfat as the
of the organ fell on his ear,”
stopped Lo, and therl alt was
He closed his eyes untit he heard it
again; and then he opened%
listening intently, .

“ You ure sure you are pot tird,
Claude ?” ot

“ Oh, quito sure, mother,” .

“They will be coming ont gb
church in a fow minutes, und"
yon must go o bed, T think" 8
doctor would scold me if he s#
vou here.” .

He put out his wasted little hasd
to take hers, und gently stroked it

“They are coming out now, me
ther,” he said alter a minute's pause
“ Litt me up u little, mother deat;
I want to sce them. [ can hear i
boy’s footsteps on the gravel=lif
me a little hizher, mother—they
are coming this way, [ can't we
them, but [ can hear them—t
are coming down the street, M
er, put your hind out and wavemy
handkerchief'to them.”

She did as he desired her, s
waved the handkerchief once of
twice and then drew her hand in,

The trampling of feet had stop
ped under his window, and there
was a low murmur of voices.

Another moment and there wasé
gentle tap at the door, and Willie
Dalton slipped in,

“ Mrs. Davenel, we want to siog
to Claude,”

The question had been whisper
ed, but Claude heard and caught
it cacerly. -

“ Oh, do! do! Mother, let me hest
them—just once more.”

The poor mother noJded ber hed
sadly,

“ ft. cant't hurt him, Willie, and
he likgs it,”

The boy cast a loving glance upo
his friend, and then weat qu
out of the room. X

There were a fow minutes of s
lence below, and then the choir-boy¥
sang Claude’s favorite hymn :

My God, my Father while L stray

Fur from my home in life's rough &,

O tesch from my heart to say .
** Thy will be done.

He listened intently whes it

came to the fourth verse,
If thou should’st call me to resign
What I 1ot pride, it ne'er was mish
I ouly yield Thse what is Thines
“ Thy ‘will be done.

He clasped his hancs togother
and gently began to join in. Whee
the hymn was ended his IPOM!
bent down over hor son. His
had fallen back upon the
low; and the color had fled from
cheeks.

“ Mother,” he said, write ¢ Thy
will be done!" over my grave W
[ am dead.” : '

So the little chorister died. He
is buried in a spot near the
the choir vestry; and til .
choir-boys had given place to ot o
they used to sing each I);:lf ™
same hymn, at Claude VO"’

rave oh the eveningof the d8Y
which be died.—Children's Prizé

}
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