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Sheo mis il relative of initie ; but none of us
dared go niear lier, for it would have broughit
dowvn înaledictiois on the head of anjy whlo, tried
it.

At iast one yoting wvonîan, aifter wvateliing a
long wihiie, sawv lier opportunity, and siippod in
with al vossel of water. Vie widowv ranl at hoer
like a wiid creature. I cannot desoribe how she
bcliuved ;at fir8t elle did not rocognize lier friend
-8ue drank, and drank, tili life and sense camle
back to lier. Thon she fell down at the feet of
her wvho iîad broughit the wvater, and embracing
theni said

,Oih, siîster ! 1will niover forget wvlat you
have dlouie for nie ! You aire îny God.--iny second
Creator! But go ztwaiy quickly, 1 pray, dhit ne
one0 inay ever find eut what von have done, or wec
shall both sufer. I promise I wili nover tell of
youi.' -)tybreitk.

NEEDED-A SENTRY.

ýHE senti-y matde nme take off my shoos andT leave iny catie and( tho contents of my
)oCke3t5 outside." Rob's uncle wvas i-e-

lating of his visit to a~ United States arsenal,
,%vhroalmmunlitienis of -%var arc made.

"Whiat wvas that for ?'" Rob wanted te know.
"To be sure that nothing went in that ought

net te go. Great inischief tnighit reiuit from the
presence of soiething whichi would set off the
pea-der or dynamite. By thle wvay, what's that
you're putting in your mouth, Rob !1"

IOh, nething; juît soine reot that Tomn Scott
gave Ile.

cLot mie sec. Why, thiat piece of reoot is a
drug 'vhichi ne one but a (lecter ought te pire-
scribe! Sec here, yonngr inan, there is another
door whichi needs guiar-.iug as wvell as that of the
arsenal. There's al great deal more danger in
stuffing ail sorts of thiîîgs into yeux- stomlach,
whenco tlîey ivill go inte your blood and brain
andi muscle. Whatt eise have yen in your pockets?
Whiy, liere are some coffeo bernies, a package of
chewing guin, and a bit of allun ! Voit ou't put
a guard at the door of thiat chemiical laboratory
insiule you tee seon. It's a great deal more, dan-
gerous to bie mnixing ail sorts of thiugs tegether
thère than in a powder magazine. Hait every.
t.hing that wvants te go iu, and keep it eut, unfless
you are absoiutely sure it will inako you a strong.
et-, purer boy. "-Sel.

SINGING AWAY THE PAIN.ÂP1ARIT1 i.e tourists were driving aiong
the country road leading te, ]illarney,
tat fine old town auîong the Inisl lakes.

Aýs they camne within the sighitof a cottage stand-
ing back frein the road, wvith a levely gardon of
fiowers in front, thero roached thera the sound of
siltgiîig.

The voc was full of sweetnoss, ricli and
strong, îtowv and then risiîig into sucît iefty
strains it seemned like an angei's song, dropping
te, the tnellov softnoss of a tiotiier sootlîing her
babo te, sieep.

The li'tile conipany were entranced. Wlitat
gonins in obscurity was iee! Soîne one sureiy
'bora to %vin faine and fortune îvhen broughit for-
ward andi trained by suituble teachers.

'- If 1 could ever hope te sing like tîtat !"ex-
ciainied the young nman wvho was driving, buiseif
a studeni of mnusic ; and then stepping the herses
lie sitid "Lot us find wlîo hoe is, perliaps I îniglit
be of lîelp ;"I but hore hoe paused as a young girl
caixie out of tue gardon gato toward tîtonii. Site
liad a basket oit lier ari as if going to market.
As sie was passing, drepping a slighit eourt.sy as
site did se, hoe asked, Il W~ill you please tell nis
Niîo is singing se sweetiy in te cottage?!"

IYes, indeed," said the girl, t'tniing a bright
face toward tîten. IlIt is only my Uncle Tim,
air; lîo's after iiaving a bad turn with. his leg,and
se he's just singing tue pain away the whiie."

For ant instant thle littie comnpany wvere speech-
bs; thon the young man asked, "la hsle yoting ?
Cati lie over get over the trouble ? Tell tliese
ladies about it, ple-ase."'

IIOh, lie is getting a bit eld now," ivas tue
answer, IlNo, the docters Say he'll nover be tue
botter of it in tiiis werld, but" and lier voice
dropped into tender pathos, "«he's tlîat lîeavenly
good, it Nvould corne nigh te iîiaking yen ci-y
sometimnes te sec bum, with the tears running
dowî fils chîeeks with the pain, and thon it is
tiiat ho sings the londest."

IlAmaen'l said the young ian reverentiy, and
Nvith a IlTlîank yen, dear,"' from, the ladies, tlîe3
drove slowly on.

IlAnd Vheî-e shahl bo e niore pain, and al
tears s1iall bc wiped away," 8aid Aunt Myra
softiy.-Chnistian Life.

Qne day at a Mie!
It's a wholesoie rliynie-
" geed eute te live by
A day at a Mine.
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