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The Night Wind.
BY KUGENE FPFELD.

Have you ever heard the wind go ¢ Yoovoo?”
"Tis a pitiful sound to hear !
It seems to chill you through mul‘thmugh
With a strange and speechless fear. )
It's the voice of the night that broods autside,
When the folk should be asleep, ‘

And many and many’s the tine I've eried

To the darkness that brooded far and wide
Over the land and deep : o

“ Whom do you want, O lonely nigit, .,
That you wail the long hox‘lrs thhough ?

And the night would say, in its ghostl’_}' way :

“ Yooooouuo !

My mother told me long ago
{When I was a Httle lad), .
That when the night went wailing so,
Semebody had been bad i
And then when I was snug in bed,
Whither 1 had been seiit,
With the blankets drawn up reund my head,
*T'd think of what mother’d said,
And wouder what boy she meant !
" And ““ Who's been bad to day 2”7 I'd ask
7 Of the wind that hoarsely blew, i
" Aud that volce would say, in its mewningful
way :
** Yoooooeoe |

That this was true I must allow-—
You'll not believe it, though !
Yes, though I am quite a model now,
1 wus not always so.
And if you doubt what things I say,
Suppose you make the test;
Buppose, when you've been bad some day
Anil up to bed are sent away
From mother and the rest - .
Suppose you ask, *“ Who has‘beeu bad ?
And then yowll hear what's true ;
For the wind will moan iu its ruefuilest tone :
*“ Yoooouooe ! 7
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SANDY'S EXAMINATION.

BY J. NORRIS.

SaNpY was a little brown-eyed, curly-
headed, freckle-faced country boy, who
lived with his father and mother in a very
wild, rocky section of the country, and
helped them to work the farm from which
they derived their sustsnance. Early and
late, sunmer and winter, Sandy had worked
with right goodwill ; and although as yet
scarcely more than in his ‘“teens,” hig
father had often acknowledged that Sandy
was a ‘‘ regular little man !’ ’

Now, although Sandy was perfectly con-
teuted to work hard, and wear patched
clothes when it couldn’t be helped, yet he
was an ambitions lad, and had planned
out for himself a glorious future.

T must tell you sotmething else about
Sandy, too. He was a soldier of Christ’s ;
and once having chosen the ““ narrow way,”
he followed it with all the ardour of hig
strong, young nature.

gone from his face no

Often, when gathering the sheep from
the stony pasture fields to the big building
which he liked to call “ The Folj,” Sandy
had longed for the tiime to come when he
should go out into the world and gather
howe to the fold of the ““ Good Shepherd ”
the poor lost sheep that, one by one, had
strayced away upon the mountains of sin.

Of late years, Sandy’s father could not
atford Lo let him go to sehool, but, sympa-
thizing with his ““liitle man’ in his high
ambitions, he procured for him the neces-
sary books, and Sandy lost no time in pro-
ceeding to devour their contents. No op-
portunity escaped him. Lobng winter even-
ings, when the “chores” were donq, he
had sat up, studying far into the night.
On rainy days, and in spare monents,
with no one to help or guide him ; no one
to unfold to him the tangles of a hard
problom ; he had plodded on, day after
day, aud now—in one more month—he
was going up to write at the ¢ Entrance,”
confident of success !

What a long month that last one was !
and hew bard Sandy workeld ! His pooket
was never without a book, which at every
chance was pulled out and exmmined,
While the oxen rested at the plough,
driving the sheep home from pasture,
going to the post-office for the mail, or
while eating his meals—these were Sandy’s
study-hours,

At last the day previous to the exami.
nation arrived. Sandy was all excitement,
1t was veally true, then, that he was going
to ride up to the place of examination in
the railway-train, and wearing his new suit
of clothes, without a patch-on them ; a
suit which his mother had toiled hard to
procure for the special occaxion, and which
fitted—him so Sandy said —just to perfec-
tion ! For hadn’t he tried them on ¢ Yes,
more than once during the past week he
had fitted them on, and stood before the
looking-glass, and felt proud of them.-—
actually proud of them! although Sandy
knew very well that the coat and vest were
old ones of his father’s, turned over and
““boiled down” so as to {it hin ;
the cheapest picce of cloth in the v
store was worked up into a pair of frousers
which, if the truth munst be told, were just
a trifle too short, for the want of sufficient
material to finish them !

Whab a glorious adventure it would be
to buy his own ticket at the station, step
into the car like any ‘traveller, and be
rolled away to his destination, at the rate
of forty miles an heur, and then to board at
a real boarding-house for three whole days !
All this to Sandy’s mind was an oceurrence
which might happen but once in a life-
time. Sandy did not purpose doing much
work on this last day, so that he might be
thoroughly rested for the coming trial,
The ridge-boards on the peak of the barn
were loose, that was all ; and Sandy pro-
mised to nail them down **right tight,”
while his father was at market that aftep-
noon.

Poor Sandy ! How little he- knew that
the sunset of Lis short life was closer at
hand even than the sunset of this beautiful,
bright day—the last before the day of ex-
anination !

As soon as his father had gone, Sandy
filled his pockets full of nails, climbed the
long ladder that reached to the eaves of
barn, aund then up the little, narrow board
steps to the peak, where he whistled and
sang and worked, as merry as the June
suubeams themselves, and all unconscious
of the hard earth forty feet beneath him.

No one knew how it buppened—no one
saw him fall. They ouly foung towards
evening, lying near the end of the big
barn, cold and stift ang lifetess, and they
carried him, just as they found hin, to his
own little room—his life- work ended, his
short journey over, his sun gone down in
the early nmorning of life t

An all-wise Providence had cut, short on
the very borders of the realization of some
of them, at least, the aspirations, ambi.
tions, and longings of g Wwarnm, young

eart. .

And so, while bright, eager scholars were
busy writing at the place of examination
Sandy was lying white and stj}] in his own
little Toom at howe, The freckles were all
on w, leaving it pale a
rigid as marble. "he merry T)mvlm ey:;sd
that were closed forever to carthly scenes,
WETe gazing upon®far faiver scenes than
were ever reveuled to morta] vision. ~ The
~v—

while
itlage

——— T ———

lips, which in life had poured forth many
a merry whistle and song, were sealed for
ever now. The little hands—brown and
toilworn in life, white and stooth iy
death—were eruvssed stiffy on the breast
of s ragged coat. The brown curls
which lay in little ringlets.an his forehead,
remained just as they i :
flected all the glory of :

that streamed in through the little, narrow
window, and fell upen the cold, white fage
and silent head.

Sandy was dead— hig earthly hopes un-
realized ! But, ah, what hopes, wlhat feel-
Ings, what transcendent realities of joy he
Lad “already found | What glory, what
brilliance, what scenes of immortal ’bright-
ness, had dawned upon his waking goy] 1
What songs of angels had burst u;on hig
eass | What glories of Paradise had re.
vealed themselves to hig quickened sight !

) Although Sandy’s name dig not appear
in the list of ** Successfyl Candidates »
that year, yet, after all, he haq passed—
passed that greatest and best of all ex.
aminations, ““the entrange into the high
school of heaven i Passed from deaf), unto
life—from darkness into life eternal ;
passed from (he rough floor and the bare

walls of his old home, to the golden streets
and the jasper wally of the ** City Bright” ,
assed from the barpey fields ‘and ston);
hl.ll»sxde to the green bastures. beside tlg
stifl waters ; Passed from a world of sor-

row, anEI erying, and sick uess, and death,
to the 'inany mansions ” of his Father's
house,. where Chr{st himself had leq him
unto living fountaing of water, and where

God had wiped away all tears from his
eyes !

\Villiamsford, Ont.
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HAL'S CONVERT.

He was a f‘ough—lookin Iri i
v g Irish boy. 15
at the first glance 3 but his face waZ full l:t;
fun, his brow.n hair clung to hig head in

) re You might 10t
have called him Ppositively hundsmie, lifd

1¢ been well dressed anq cared for,

In specch Mike was the i
school. Why should he no?of)set?bo}ﬁlig
father wag unusually intelligent for one of
his class, a good workman, byt given to
drmkl, zu}l)d when drunk he was foul of
Speech, abusive of hig fami
the neighbourhoog, * funily, the terror of

Mike's mother, ignorant, hark-workin
honest, qu{ck—tempered, dealt many a blow
to her children ip her hot lmpatience
while she workeg early and lute to keep
them clothed and fed. The boy had fneverx)'
learned the firgt lesson in self-control. Hoy
could he? When angry, as he was extreme.
L); often, hiy profaneness wag fearful to

ar.

All the better cl; e
him 5 all Lot H:l, or class of boys avoided

a fine mauly fellow of

twelve, whose home wag ; ik’
3 8 good ce’
otye, g as Mike’s

Hal admired Mike, who rivall im i
foot-ball, base-ball, jumping, an(ll ?r(} }illlsr?mlfﬁ
classes_even,_ for Mike Was among the first,
there in spite of hig disadvantages. Hal
was distressed at Mike’s brofaneness, apg

determined to to help hi ive i
This was how lleydid it :I i togive i
He took him one day to see hig fantailed
pigeons ; then to see hig PUps, a new an(
tln-l»vl.nlg,r but sightless family,
astonished his Aung ¢ i
F oho mocis A Hmmal} by asking hey
she knit a pair of cardinal mitt, ike-
pair she knit for him last mbﬁr g t?)(;
course she would, Christmag ‘morning Ha)
slipped the mittens it Mike’s cold handg
One. morning the boys were alene in
admiring the pups, Mike,” said al
if you'll give up all your bag words, 1]
gve you one.of my pups.” Now these }))ups
constituted o Prespective bicycle fund, at
least the begimxing of one. Their ow;ner
e?q;ecgec}l:to sellIthe five setters for at least
81Xty dolars. It coesta i
One:y struggle to give up
Mike could hardly believe hig ears. ‘“‘J’}]
0 my best,” he said, and bore off his
treasure in such a styte of pride and delight
as he had never known. l'}e kept his word
The foul words slipped out many timeg
afterwards, hut by-and-bye he had so far
given up the dreadful = habit that hig
teacher praised him for his improvement,

)

it
*It's not weself it is,” said the bey; e
Hal intirely. ”
. Some of the well-dressed o coll
Joared at Mike, calling him *Hals €07
vert”; but do you net think Hal Jess
found out the secret of helping those
fertunate than himself 7

int sohoo!

Out of the Way.

BY EMMA C. DOWD,

JAMIK’S feet arve restless and rough,
Jamie’s fingers cause disarray ;

Jamie can never make noise enough,
Jamie is told to get out of the way !

Out of the way of beautiful things, s
Out of the way with his games and Poys»

Out of the way with his sticks and b
Out on the street with the other boys

Easy to slip from home restraint,
uat of the mother care, into the throng,
Out of the way of fret and complaint,
Out in the fun—borne swiftly along !

——————

HUNTED AND HARRIED.

4 Tdle of the Scottish Covenanters:

BY R, A, BALLANTYNE.

. ‘G
CHAPTER VI, —Trirs oF OVERWHELMIR
REVERSKS,

Mgrs. BLack was a woman of sedate CI::;'
acter and considerable knowledge for h?rmlrev
tion in life— especially in regard to Serip a
Like her son she was naturally gra'vel 565
thoughtful, with a strong tendency toand Z of
and to inguire into the nature and cause hef
things. Unlike Andrew, however, all
principles and her creed were fixed and she
defined—ut least in her own mind, foF ery
held it to be the bounden duty of e:ze &
Chiristian te be ready at all times to glwe]1
** reasen ” for the hope that is in him, 88 H
a8 lar owery opinion that he holds] d by
Datueal kindness was semewhat conceale
alight ausse ity of manner. i o her

ke wae seated, one -evening, plyitg 0
ever-astive needle, at the same small Wib de-
which overlooked the church-yard. Ther0ss
clining sun was throwing dark shadows &;’lnel‘

© graves. Aoray of it-gleamed on & cbeing
of the pasticular tombstone which; che
built ggaingt her house, slightly encr(;:’f old
upon&r window, No.one was with t ,eas in
roman save.a lavge cat, .to whom she ¥ 80
the habit.of -aderessing ocoasional remarks
a miscellanapus nature, as if to relieve ter
tedium of salitude with the fiction of it
course, 1 wash

‘* Ay, pussie,” shesaid, “‘ye may weel W
f;ey face wn’ purr, for there’s nae fear (:o hae

ein’ dragged before Archbishop Sherp ezed
yor thoombs serewed, or yer iegs 8qU°
In the—_» tep?

She stepped sbruptly, foi hoavy fQomn(’f"t'
were hesrd on the spiral stair, and
moment Will \Waligee entered. s dowh

o Vell, Mrs. Blaok,” he aaid, sitting 400
In front of her, *it’s al sattled with Brhﬂ"’
Im engaged to wenk -at-his forge, and
already bagun business:” like,”

“So. I see, am’ ye. logk business- ligt
answered .the old weman, with a very Bero”
smile, and g significant glance at our
Costume,

A considerable change had indeed W
place in the personal appearance O for 18
Wallace since his arrival in ldinburgh, €
place of the shepherd’s garb, with whicB I
tad started from the ¢ bonnie hills @ other
loway,” he wore the leathern apron an B
habiliments of a blacksmith. Moreover,i nb
hair had been allowed to grow in luxaf gud
Datural curls about his head, and as t;hewit'h
had bronzeq bim during his residence
Bluck, and 5 young bea.r§ and moustac :,t\ﬂ"
°8UN  to ‘aggert themselves in prem rand
Vvigour, his whole aspect yas that of & g
heroic edition of his former self . . " go

“Yes, the moment 1 told your fﬂen‘-i'
Wallage, ¢ thyt, you had sent me to bith 00d
that Was one of thaose who had 0
reason to concea) myself from observati?h .4
8ave me a hearty ‘shake of the hal thabr
pecepted my offer of service; all the more rafty
having already some knowledge of his ;19 a?

!4 not require teaching, So he gave can®
apron and set me to work at once. o vork
straight from the forge just as I left 96 ise.”
to see what.yon wouly think of my dlsﬁulavl"

Yell de, ye'll do,” returned Mrs. v?uﬂ :
with & nod of approval. ¢ Yer fagean B o
need mair washiy’ than my pussie glestai"
Bose! But wheesht! | hear a fit on the sfor i
Il be Quentin Dick. I gent him oot 1°f
red herrin’ or twa, for supper.”
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