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such as the French and Spanish, it would seem
cold, distant and rigid, very precious are many
of its prayers froin thoir simplicity, their spiri-
tual wisdom, their compressed moaning, their
chastened reverence; and their deep and solemn
pathos commend thei to all religions hearts.

e can scarcely wonder, therefore, that the
Book of Common Prayer should be so far re-
moved from the conditions under which they are
regarded. It is an Ark of God which contains
many precious things and around which great
memories gather.-British Quarterly Review.
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THE UNION EVERMORE.

Uno flre.-rOERo.
Fi ont your bannors to tha sky l
The heur has come ta do, or die,

For Freedom, Truti, and Riglt i
Bo every patriot-heart aflame
Ta save our land frain woo, and shamne-

From darknass deep as night !

Frein overy creed ani clas arise 1
Consolidate your anergies,

In Lis deelsive hour;
And, inliig petty alimi and ands,
le here, at tcast, united friands,

where comnion dangers low'r.

t3sist anarchic rule, anil vrong;
Resist the wild, untutor'd throng,

Dy agitators led ;
Resint the gllded bats lung ont
To win tte vacant grondltngs' shout,-

The nets ndroitly spraad.

Tt the great patron of Home Rule
That h ias jotn'd a sorry school,

tnworthy of lits iuist;-
Tell him, and make hlim lfee tho fact.,
That with the Union still litact,

You battle t the last.

Yo'ill utake n " league" with blood and arime-
Yotil nlever touch tie natiseois slima

Thatdrips around " the Plan; "-
Yonii nver bond your necks ta those
Vh'ove proveit thîenselves your country's fos,-

Iginoring aod and tian I

Up' Loyalist,4i Ifyott'dbe free,
As hins the wind-as sweeps the sea,
Around old Eriii's suore ;-

Whate'ar the altar wiere you bow,
whata'er your station, rally nowe

For ilion avermore i
Marci 28I, 1891. S. & W.

"ACROSS THERE."
BY JENNIE HARRISON,

CF'rom the . Y. Churchî.-Oontiued.)
"l Poor fellow 1 pour young lllow 1" ho re-

poatod , ovar and over.
Whon his chair was wholod back to the

window, iL wis quiet "iteross thoro." Boss
was tolling the story of ber new ncighbors
and thoir friendly ways.

I" Will you lot me smoke a pipe with "
asked the brother, leaning over the child s bed,
and speaking to the old main.

"< Cortainil."
" You ome in liere ; and l'Il go ait with your

sistor," said Mrs. Goff. "And, father, toll him
the satory of our Joo 1"

And se, whilo the sidewalks and tho streets
were crowded anid noisy with the other inimates
of the tenoneonts, those four sat looking
aeross the narrow "wvel," into one another''s
faces, through the dim light.

And the story of "our Je " was gathored
from the sacrod past, and told thore; while
aching hearts throbbed with sympathy, and the
silent stars lookod down, and no answer came
ta the weary cry that hal been going up to
Go'u honven-" Row long ?"

Yes, God's time bat come for the telling ; and
the little story 'was to do its work of help and
warning. All the while the toil-worn band of
Joe's mother held close the child's thin fingers;
and the little one felt the old ferm quiver with
suppressed sobs.

".Joe was our baby-boy. He was the only
one of Our four children who grew up. And ho
was te stonng and hearty, aye, and handsome
as a picture, too I Not like yen, my lad (excuse
me; you know I'm nearly four times your age).
He was fair; with blue eyes as sweet as agirPs
and shining curly bair-but so big and brave ;
and so good ta mother and me ! Ah ! often I
think maybe, if ho hadn't cared for us two so
well, that the trouble mightn't have come so
heavy. E nover had a sweetheart, as some
young follows have. He was just our boy, and
we wero all ha had te cara for; and ho wanted
to do his best for us.

" It fretted and vexed him when there was
any set-back at the fae.tory. And thexe were
set-backs of course; ups and downs, you know,
tha saine as thore must be in any business."

Mr. Goff falt his young listener startuneasily;
but ho paid no heed, and went quietly on with
his story.

"l Ie asked to hava his iwages incroased, and
-well yo sca, lia askod at just the worst time
(but Joe didn't know that), when the firm iere
in a pretty tight place. And they said no ta
him, and te a groat many other workmen. They
didn't give the boys any roason-I wish they
had it might have kept the poor lads quiet.
But they didn't-and the first thing we knew
there wvas a groat strike. Joe wouldn't toll us,

ou sec, for foar of worrying us. If ho
had-I think, old as I was I'd have gone there
and talked to those boys. I knew what thair
feelings iwere exactly-I'd been through it all,
long before. But thore's a right way and a wrong
iray; and they took the wrong one. It was a
bi concoern, and the owners were very doter-
mined.

" They called for help; the militia came; and
the poor boys were so hot-beaded, they wouldn't
give in, till they had blodabed on both aides.
W'ebhard rumors--mother and I-all day; and
thon they brought us our boy-wounded unto
deatlh." -

" Oh 1" cried the childish voice, across in the
other window; and the young man's hands wera
tightly clinched, though tIe darkness hid bis
angry, determined face.

"Only a poor workman, who was crushed
doin, and not lot ta live-that's all 1" ho ex-
claimed fiorcely.

"N, Nmy lad," replied the old man, shaking
his gray had, sadly, "that wasn't all. The
niaster was killed, the owner, a rich man, yet
as kind and honorable a gentleman as ever lived.
le iront among thom te try and control the out-
break, to speak ta the boys; andi he
was struck by a great atone, He died almost
immediately. But Joe lingered a day and night;
lingerod-thank God-until ho knew how wrong
ho had been. The next day the master's son
came ta see him; a bright, kindly lad, who cried
like a child as ho told us of bis father's death.
Ha seenied reallyi hoart-broken. And wien
Joc told him how ho felt they had been all
wrong, ho said: 'Oh, Goff, vhy couldn't you
wait, and trust us ? Didn't you know we would
do our bost for you, always ? Why it was only
yesterday morning that my father was planning'
-but tho young man broko down-he nover
finibed. But it didn't mnatter, Joe understotod;
ho began to seo with clear eyes thon. With
his very last breath ho said:' Tell the boys it
was all a mistake; don't let thon strike again i
If God lots me seo the master, I'il tell him how
soiTy w owere,' And so our boy died."

The old people " across there " had gone to
rest; the great crowded house was atill; the

.littlç aister alept with teas on lier long lashes;
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but Joea paced bis tiny room -with slow, noiseless
stops, thinking, arguing to see things cearly ;
going over and aver the old man's story, and
striving toplan out his course of action for the
next day.

Dare he propose any different movement from
that whieh the worknen had settled upon?
What might it net cost him ? and was it wiise
after ail ? " Only an old man's story 1" and
yet somehow he could net put it from him. It
was a terrible night for the poor young fellow.
Ho was doing battle with life's great problens;
but ho did not realize it. "I Daily bread " and
shelter and a few dainties for little Bess; those
wore all he asked for-se ho said.

There had been a time-not so far back-when
he had felt a high ambition; had thouglit te
mount steadily, ta reaeb out to great things.
But ho bad to struggle te " make ends meet."
There were doetor's bills; and there wore the
dues at the " Union," which somehow ho lad
often rebelled at, " but it'l be a right good thing
now, if the mon go out on strike, and thore's no
work for nobody knows how long."

The daylight found him haggard and resolute.
"They'll klil me, possibly," ho thought, " and if
it wasn't for Bess, I'd about as lief they did."
le set about gotting breakfast for the child,

making an effort te bo cheurful.
A knock at the door drove the last traces of

colour froin is face. But itwas only thogrimy
janitor, with a parcel " for the young miss."

He took it to Boss, thinking perhaps it wais
some little token of kindness froi the old people
on the other aide.

A cry of surprise from bis sister called him to
ber. She had oponed a basket of downy-cheeked
peches, with little cups of jolly set in amongst
the cool, shining leavos.

"Oh, Joe dear1 how really kind! Sec "
Shie arrested the question on his lips by hand-

ing him a card which had been fastened ta the
basket.

" Miss Roston sends love to Bessie, and asks
ber to accept something whieh May tempt ber
appe tite, after the weariness of moving."

And on the back of the card, more informally,
was written-" May I come and see you to-day,
about eloven ?"

"Agama ho said with a sneoring laugh. ' You
might ask her, whon she comes, if hei- father
menus to pay wages in such stuif."

"Oh, brother I I will ask er about itali, and
why-"

"Ther, darling I yon noedn't bother your
little head about anything. I didn't nean tobe
cross. Idid not sleep well. Nover mind. Hore,
lot me fix seoe Of that lovoly fruit in a dish for
your breakfast. No, my pet; don't ask me I
1 couldn't-it would choke me. See here; Ive
a famlous cup ofstrong coffoe, to give me courage.
I must get off carly this morning, doar.
And I am go glad ofour good friends over there.
You will speak to that kind old lady ifyou want
anything, won't you, Boss ?"

"Yes, Joe, I will. And you'll be careful;
won't you, brother ?"

"Yes, St. Elizabeth; careful and 'conserv-
atives '-though I be killed for it "-he added
under his breath, as ho kissed ber, and went
out, having made all comfortable for the day.

The workmen wore aiready there in large
numbers, when Joe reached the factor. They
stood talking in little groupa. They greeted Bon-
son eagerly. HE had always been a sort of
favorite. He knew it, and itonly made his task
the harder.

"Boys, " ho said, "I've got somothing ta tel
you."

His lips were ashy, yet there was a resolute
curve in them as he began the old man's story.

To be continued.


