NORTHERN

LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATIUN.

Saviour, thou to pray didst teach us,
Hear while we thy words repeat
Safe dehivor us from evil,
From temptation guide our feet

From thoe paths f sin und folly,
Pathe of desth and sin's deceit,

Lead us by thy urm most holy,
From temptation guide our fort

When by earth’s fulso flatteries blinded,
Worldly pride and praise uro nweet,
Teaok us to be lowly-minded,
Yrom temptation guide our feet.

When in darkuness, lost, forsaken,
KRatan’s viotory seems complete

Doubts dispel, now courayge wuken,
From temptation guide our feot.

Blessed Saviour, thou wast tempted,
Satan’s buffetinga didst meet .

By thy grace upheld we conquer,
Safely thou wilt gu’le our fect.

—Marguret Alburtus Burdell tn N Y thsere.y

——

NELLIE IN THE LIGHT-HOUSE
BY BUSBAN ARCHER WEISS.

On the lunely Carclina coast arc many
small isdands, interspersed with sandy shoals
ard rocky reefs, which render it dangerous for
veasrls that approach too neur. On  this
acccunt light-Diouses are establishied at pruper
intervals, arnd it is about the dwellers in vne of
these that I have a little story to tell.

The name of the keeper of this light-house
was John Lattic. His wife was dea’, und he
lived there with his two children, and a faith-
ful and attached negro woaple. whom the chil-
dren called Mammy Sylvie and Uacle Brister,
Sylvie had been their nurse, and buth she snd
her Lustand loved them as though they had
been their own.

You may think a light-house on & small
island—where no one else lived except two
fishermen's families—a fonely place fur two
~hildren Perhaps it was, but Jack and Nellie
1id net think so. In weather th:y bad
splendid times on the beach, running up and
down the firm white sand, hiding amid the
rough rocks that at low tide stood abovo the

vater, or picking up pretty shells, and bits of

many-~olored sea-weed, thrown up by the
waves Sometimes they played with the waves
themselves, as merrily ag though they had
been living playiantes. They would go low
down to the water's cdg., and watch sume
swelling billow as it camo rolling unward to
the shore, and ~ry dcfontly : * Come on ! yon
can't catch us ! and then, aa the white foam-
erst rurled  threateningly over toward them,
thry would run up the 'h, with the bilivw
in full chaas, \mﬁr the foamy crest bruke abont
iheir hare listle feet, and went gently sliding
hack into the sca, to give place to amother.
Sometines the billow would overtake them,
aad give thom a thom::gh drenching . but this
only excited their mirth. For soa-water dues
not give chills and colds, and it soun dries, and
as their dreas was conrse and simaple, thero was
no dunger of that being hurt.

Unc day, by some acadent, the glass of the
light-tiouse was broken, and Mr. Lattio found
it neccssary to go in his boat Lo tho main-lnnd.
in order to procure materials for repaisiog it.
The little town at whkich he made theso pur-
chaxes was some five or six milea inland; and
he might not return until quite Iate.

«1f I am not back beforo sunsct, Brirter,”
xaid he to his sable asdstaot, « besure to light
the lamp in time. You know it will be s
reocasary to me as to othere.™
Ho said $hisbeeanse between tho light-hour s
and the ahore were many dangerons rocka,
rame lyviug beneath the surface of the water,
and others abave i, to run upon which in the
dark would break a boat to piccea. But Mr.

Lattic was familiar with the channel, and he| Uigh

knew that with the light for a guide Le could
xtoor so as to avoid the rocka.

Now, Mr Lattic had not been long gone
when thero ramo to the light-hounse, 1n hot
haste, » little ragged , begging that Aunt
Srylvio woula como to his mother, who had
been taken suddenly and dao ‘g il
There was no doctor on tho mlsni and 85lvio
2 Jever as 3 purse. S0 abo hastened
away with all speed to tho fishermsan s wifo,
+% Vie-d gnite a mile distant, at tho oppomte
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man’ to take good aure of them, well knowing
at the kame tune, that such warming was not
necesanry, for Unole Brister would have seeri-
ficed hus own hifo for the httlo ones, whom he
had helped to cary 1n Jus arms almost from
the duy of their birth.  They were gontle and
wbedient (nidren, though it Lad always been
vbaervel that Nelhe, who was only seveny years
old, porsessed much more firmness nod decision
of character than Jack, nearly two years her
renior.  Sho was als) more generons ; and I
am afrrad that with all her decision she gave
up tov much to her brother, and helped: to
make him selfish.  For instunce + if they were
xent to Jem Long's for fish, generally it wax
Nelhe who carried tho basket, winle Jack
amused himeelf with playmyg by the way. or,
if Sylvie made gnger cakes or “paffs,” and
warve the two fimt buked to thoe children, 1t was
Juck who clanned the biguest or the nicest-
loolang, and not unfrequently got a taxto of
Nelhe's also.

The clnldron played all the norning very
happly together, building u fort of loose racks.
hke the great stone fort which they could ree
i the distance, many miles away. 1ln the
afterunoon they went in-doors, whero they found
Brivter standing at one of the windows, shad-
g hes eyes with his hasd und looking aux-
louul]y toward the west.

Do you seo the boat, Uncle Brister # en-
quired Juck, standing on tip-toe to look
out.

“Ploane 4o Lord, I wish I could dat,”
angwered the old man, more us if s ing to
himself than fo them. “I don’t like do looks
o’ dat “ore sky, and dere aint never no good in
dewn switchy mare's tails,” pointing to sume
Iong  «eattered clouds whic{: weie  moving
rapidly up from the west. “Ef I kunows any-
thing 't ull, 1 knows we'se gwise t>havea
squeelin,'  squalin’ storm.  Pleaso de Lord
Massa and Sylvie was safe home.”

The old man’s predictivn was correet. In
lesg than un hoor the wind burst upon them,
the waves were lashed into foam, and tho storm
rared areend the light-huuse in all its fury.
‘The rhildren, sittiug by the fire, histened to
the roaring of *he wind and the waves waith-
out, and felt the walls trembls with tho forco
i the temp . O}d Brister hed gonoe about
and made sll secure, aud nuw, usitbegan to
grow dusk, ho started up the winding stair-
rase that led to the top of the tower, 12 onler
te gkt the lamp. As he crossed the room the
children noticed that he staggered a little, and
raught Lold of thodvuz-pust 1o steady himself.
‘Then he put his hand to his forehesd, znd so
stood htilr » moment, then begsn feebly to
ascend the stairs. An instaat after thero was
a heavy fall, and to their horror the childreu
saw th¢ old man lying at the fuot of thestars
motint lesn and appareatiy dead.

They started up with a cry and rushed to-
ward him. He wus not bleeding anywhere,
but his breathing was thick and heavy, and
tnougl his eyes were open ho did not appenr
te wce them, or to know anything. %:;:o
truth was, the old man had hu{ a stroke of

amp‘}c-xy.
* What shall wo do? oh. what shall wodo ?*
e7ried Nallie, bursting into an agony of tears.

“Wo can't do upything,” sobbed Jack,
hopelexdy I wish, oh* §wish father and
Muammy 8ylvie were here.”

Nellie, koceling by the xide of Bristor, seem-
od to make an efinrt 8¢ cumpusure.

“Jack,” sho said, more calmly, ‘*don’t you
think we might wana him, and rab him, and
pive him a hittle hot brandy to dnnk? That
i« the way they bronght the dcowned mon to
life aggnin.™

“He aint drowned,” answered dack, with a
little expression of couterapt for his mmter s
suggestion.

*Ye« bautit mighs do him good  Foel how
cold hiv hands are, and —bbing might do him
some good.  Oh, Jack, let us try to pull him to
tho fire!”

With great dificulty they succeeded in
drawing the old man in front of the great
hoarth, where Neliie plooccd pillowa nuoder his
head, and covered him with a blanket. Then
sbe heated 2 littlo brandy, nnd puta ful
betwoen Brister's lips, and tho two children
then commeneced rubbing him with all their
littlo strenyrth, though Nellie trombled and the
tears n-llecf down Jack’s fsco. But, int truth,
it wax a trying situation for them, alone and
helplese as they were.

Suddonly Noellie sturted up with a ery.

.-20"1.amp, Jack ! Oh, Jack,thelampirm't

It was dark now, and the storm, though
subsiding, el raged. How many fishing-
vesscls ont at sea, and csught in that sudden
xtoym, were now vawnly looking ont for the
warning beaoon that was 20 mave them from
danger and guido them into aafety’  And her
father Iuid abe Dot romembor bis parting
wonds to Bnster

* Bo ruro and light the lamp in good time
It 1x an aecresary to mo aato thom ™

And tho lamp wasopot lightnd ' In stvrm
+nq darvkneax her father might bLe oven new
struggling noud thoso foaming waves and
treacharons recka . for the child felt instinctive-

MESSENGER.

1y thut no danger conld keep hum back from
the post of hws duty and the loved onea depen.
dent upon him lingerly, tremblingly, Nellie
roso to hor feet.

“Oh, Juck, father ' We must light the
lamp '’

“We ean’t,” nuswered poor, frightened
Juack, helplessly  “ Wo don't know how.”

She felt that it would bo of no use to a[&)ou]
further to him—not that Jack wuas heartiess,
but irresolute and vacillating when thrown
upon his own resources. So Nellie—-brave
littlo heart—resolved to do the best she could.

“You can stay and take cavo of Unclo Bris-
ter, Jack,” whe «nid; “and rub him all you
can. I will try to light tho lamp.”

* But you don’t know anything about it,
und I don't want to stay by myself,”’ said Juck.
blubbering ; * T wish fatker was hero.”

Nellic went capefully uwp the narrow, wind-
ing stair to the top of the light-house. Sbe
hud seldom becu hore, und had never seen the
lamp lighted, and, as Jack hed szid, know uo-
thing about it; and she now found to her dis-
muy thut xhe could not roach tho lump.  The
~vind and the rain beat aguinst the thick glass
by which this littlo room in the top of the
tower wns surrounded, and swept in anﬁ'
fitful gusts through tho broken paucs: an
Nellio thought that even were che ublo tolight
the lamp, it mu st inevitably be put out again.
What was to bedono? If she conld unly keop
a light of zny kind burning, it might be of
somo use. Thero was a large lautern dowa-
stairy, she knew ; and hurrymng down sho got
this, and lighting it, carried it up again, und
hung it where sho trusted it might bo scen.
But it shone so foebly that she feared it would
nut be notined, or swight oven bo taken for the
light of a fisherma:.'s cottage, in which case
it would serve onl; t-, leed astray inetead of
guiding safely.

Poor little Nr.tio wrung her hands in des-
air. Oh, if sh: only had somebody to help
er! How fwale, and forlorn, and miserable

shefelt ! And just thon—she never knew how
1t was—just then ahe scemed to hear, amid all
tho rvar of the stormn, the sweet words of the
hymn her dead mother had been so fond pf
singing, ** Jesus, lover of my soul.”” 8bhoknew
it by heart, and now she stood wvoluntarily
ropeating fragments of 1t to hersolf, until sho
camo to tho words—-
* Other refape have T nose
Maugs wy hiclpicss sont on Thee,
Leave, oh feave me not aloae.~
Stii support and comfort we.

Al mwy t.ust on Theoissiayod ,
Allmy betp fror Theo I briog

A strango feeling of poace and comfort stole
into the heart of tho child. *Godis here:
Ho can help me,” was her thought; and in-
stantly ={ter she recollected that in the wood-
shod connected with the kitchen was & great
pilo of pine-knots. The wind could not blow
out the flame of a pino-knot, but would
rathor nervo to fan it. So down tho ateep,
wearisonto stairs tho r child agan went,

and presently returwed to tho top of the
towes with her arms full of the pine-knots.
‘Theso nhe lighted and carcfully disposed all

arouod tho littlo glass.oovired rcom—where-
cver she conld find a placa in  which to stick
her torches—eo that the brillant, rnddg lave
might be visiblo in all dircetions. .And thero,
alone in the dreary summit of the tail Light-
houso, shivesng in thoe cold wind and rmr that
boat upon her alight figurs, ood poor hittle
Neliie, listening to the storm, straiming hor
cyes througl, 10 darkness, and trembhng with
noxicty and oxzitement as she thought of her
father in tho storm, and of poor Brister, dying
in the room below, perhaps. Baut still through
at all scened to sonnd the sweet words of tho
hymn, *“Jcsus, lover of my soul.”

An hour passed, and Nellie, intently
listening, thought that thﬂ sounds bo-
low, and then a faint ocho of same ono calling
her namo.  Then came a strong, hurriod step
ou the stair, and in the red, smoky glare of the
pine torches sho xaw herfather stacding.  Oh,
with what & sherp o1y of relief and joy she
sprang forward to moor him, though at the
very moment in which his arms were out-
strotched to teceive her—overcomo with cold
aod fatigue and anxicty—ah. totiered snd fell
almost insenxiblo at his foet. Very tendesly,
with toars in his oyes, the rough light-honse-
keeper boro hia little daughter below, and
placed bor in bed ; and there, with a delicious
conacicasness of safety and rest, poor Nellie
{ell aslecp.  Sbo mever awoke until the bﬁiht
sunlight of the noxt morning foll across Lor

bed, when ing her oyes, &bo saw Mammy
Sylrio's kins motherly faco bending over her,

with tears stroeming down her sablo cheeks.
“Breas do Lord, dar aint anoder child i all
do Cazlinas £it to hold a pive-knot 10 her,”
said the affoctionata croature, proudly. “An’
I beord Jem Iamg say, when his boat como in

las’ uight, dat of it *t been for do light-
konse lamp, ho s’ ¢ others would sartinly
been lost.”

“And ro aheald 1" mid Mr. Lattic, {ordly
emouthing his little drughter’s hair, and then
he told her, how he had watched in win for
the light, and not sccing ity had attempted to

"cross in the storm und darkness, when sudden-
ly 8 red glare had shone out, and revealed to
him that ho was drifting fast upou one of the
most dangerous of tho reefs. From this he
had with difficulty oxtricated himnelf, and
guided by the strango light had succeeded 1
reaching humo in safety, and there had found
old Brister as we havo described, whale Jack,
worn out with rubbing and ¢ cing, lay asleep
by the fire. Whoro was Nellio? nud what
could be the meaning of tho red fitful glaro .,
the light-houso tower P Almost smnking with
fear and appreheusion, the father had meuuted
tho stairs, and thero, at the first ghmpso of
his little daughter,—palo and trembling, yet
standing firmly at her post—he hud read the
whole sto And how proud ho afterward
way of his brave little girl wo can very well
imagine,

Aunt Sylvie had been prevented returning
homo by buth the storm aud tho allness of the
fisherman's . ifo. She had felt no asuxicty
abuug the chil lren, behieving that their father
munt havo returued,

The little faunly at the light-houso
thero still happy aud contented.  Nellic wa
big girl now, {Tncle Brister, who entirely ro-
covered, s to this duy very foud of telling this
story to the peoplo who sometunes in summer
cross over to visit tho light-house. ¢ Guess
it'a do fust light.-house was ebor lighted up
wid pine-knots,” ho says.— 8¢, Nicholas.

DY MES, 8, 8. BOWBINS.

Sitting, vuo morning, on the broad piazzn
of our suminer home, with Hamerton's ** Wen.
derholme” in my hand, I was interrupted by
hearing tho guto open and, in a minute, steps
on the walk.  Now nothing can be:nore utter-
ly unassuming than this same home. The
house is one story and a half, tho paiot hus
scen fresher days, and generally thero s anaiwr
of ubsentceism; beside, we are out of the
sillage, and consequently removed from chance
vizitors. Whben the gato rattled on 1ts hinges
--a trick it well understood—1 always knew
somo friend was on the way cr themarketmen
were reund on their daily calls; but this step,
on this moming, had & pecutianty which smd
tome “ Tramp,” before, botween the low-lymng
branches f the avenue of Norway spraces,
saw the young man coming toward me. Ho
was slight, ful in his movements, rather
well- . and hfted hus hat with altagethor
a gmt]emanly air us ho saw mo.

verybody has a timid streak. Mine luy mn
the fear of tramps—for, as L have srid, our
house is quite out of tho village, and long
French windows, shabbily fastened, offer eusy
ingress at any hour of day or mght: doors
there are, too, overywhere, with and withont
bolts, as it may happen.  Very much st tho
merey wo are of every lawless intruder. But
this young msn, tramp though he undeniably
was, had a8 clear, gmy eye, which met mine
fally as ¥ Jooked up from my book, and u srmle,
with a kind of pathos, that had almost a hun-
gry pleading, as 1 waited for his request. Ho
stopped at o short distance from mo and be-
man nervously to break off mmall twigs from
the treo by which ho stood, neither of us
speaking. At longth I asked:

“Do yon wish anything "

*I'm not used to begring, ran'am,’ ho broko
out, in 2 low, susical voice, ** but I kave had
a leag walk, and I am almost atarved. Ifyou
woulg give mo some breckfaxt, and lot me work
to pay for it afterwards, I should be vory much
obliged to you.”

Aftorward Jf o Lad oniy said bofore, ho
should bave had u hearty breakfast, and all
the ghosts of political eccomomy that huunted
my brsin wowld havo been 1aid ou theinstant
but afterward-~there it was, in the true, laxy,

~for.-nothing tram{w style. T per to
1dle begging ! Not if 1 know mm?gn“ If=
man will not work, neither shall ho cat,” was
s part of my Bible in which I rigidly belioved.
So I ssid, turning tho leaves of my booka
littlo impatiently :

“ You aro too young and too bexlthy to be
a beggas.  You look tomo as if you were mado
for better things.”

Not a word spoke ho in saswer; he just
tarned on his heel, and was slowly leaving the

ard whon my heart—s miscrable, weak
cart, that is elways ot war with my pring-
ples—gave o ¢ tug, and I called afterhim:

“ Come back. You shall have your break-
fast. I only wish you had propoecd to oarn it
before you ato it.”

Ho did mot turn, and 1 callod agsin, ina
softer toue :

« ¥ should ’bono:{‘w 1817 oven 1 dog away
hungry. Oomo b Iwill tAl my ook to
givo you a bite"

%’o stopped, came Lack & step or two, and
raid ¢
“Bnt I am not o dog. Iam poor, can't got
work, and sm ont 1n scarch ¢f it. I haven'ts
cens, and I den't want what T oan'tcam. I
wond have offered to cara my fecod firmt, "t
¥ am woak azd faint fur want of it

* Come Yack! aom  .ack!" 1 xaid, now,

more oondially than 1 «ould have wadoomed



