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HOME AND SCHOOL.

Mother's Girl.

SHE sits sccurvly by 1ay side,
My bonuny, little {ass!

The world i cold, the world is wide,
I let the cold world pass;

With Muary smiling up at me,

I caro not what the world may be.

She looks into my faded face,
My bonny, little lass}
But does not seo the wrinkled place
Where I'nne’s rongh footsteps pass;
She measures me by love's owa rale,
And thinks * mamme is heautiful.”

She usks mo mnny curious thivgs,
My bonny little lass!t

“* Be angels shuking out their wings?”
She sy, when snow showers pass,

I Kiss her happy face and say,

* Angels have surely passed this way."

She looks at me with serious cyus,
My bouny, littls dass?
Right up w mine the sweet thoughts rise
That through her lushes pass.
She pats iy chieek with smilo and nod,
And softly asks, * Does you know God?”

And though I cannet answer her,
My bowmny, little lnsy!
Queer little questions quaintly stir
The rippling wonds that pass—
‘I8 God a Quaker? ’cause you know,
He theo's and thou’s tho verses so. "

She holds her head against my heart,
My bonny, little lasst
Her cyelids droop, ber tired lips rest,
Her thenghts to dicamland pass;
Whnle bendiyg down to kiss that curl,
I hear hier wlasper, ** Mother's Girl!”
—Good Housekeeping.

Keep the !Home Pure.

1 was a guest once nt n beautiful
home in one of the Eastern States,
~othing that wenlth and taste could
provide was wantiag to beautify and
adorn it.  The father was a mun of
business and immersed in its eares ; the
mother was a vefined and cultured
Iady, who moved in the first circles
of society. They had two children,
one a young girl of some fifteen years
of age, and the other a young man of
more than eighteen years, who was
attending the college in the town, and
whow his fund parents designed for
the profession of the law.  The home
was & hospitable one, and its hospi-
tality had been conducted on {he old-
fushioned lines of what was called
polite society, No entertainments were
more clegant, no table more daintily
suppliecd and none had costlier wines
than were to be found in the home of
this foremost business man. The Jatter
were used to no excess in the private
life of the family, and were dispensed
with refined hospitality to the family
guests.  Iather and mother, daughter
and son drank of them with their
guests, and, so far as could be seen,
drank of thein sparingly and prudently,
Once or twice the young man had
been noticed to il his glass more than
once, hut ncither father nor mother
dreamed that excess would ever mark
his conduct. He was brought up to
use wine as a gentleman, and would
never so0 far forget himself as to allow
it to master his sclf control. So thought
father and mother, if ever the mattes
became a subject of thought,

But who can answer for consvquences
when once the subtle spirit of drink
and the waem  blood of youth are
mingled.  The fucts unseen by all was
that the wine cup had already fatal
charius for the youth,  Often, when no
eye saw him, did ho quadl’ the extra
ulass, or takoe the hulf empty hottle to
his chamber.  And often, when his
father and mother thought him with
his student, companions busy at worl,
wias he to be found with companions,
not at work, but playing the exciting
game and drvinking the still more ex-
citing draught.

I had avisen early, and was veading
in the pleasant little library, when an
anxious, hurried step was heard in the
dining-room, and thrcugh the half
open door I eaught the quick tones of o
woman's  voice, saying: *‘ Where's
Tom ; his bed has not been touched
last night, where can he be?” Tt was
Mrs. To it veplied the
slower, more earveless words of the
husband, “ Do not be anxious, denr:
Tom's all right. e has likely goue
home with one of his friends; he will
turn up presently.”  We sat down to
breakfast, but the whole atmogphere
was disquicted. T could natice the
listening ear and the glancing eye of
thut  stately wother s each  step
sounded near, or a form passed the
window, But no Tom came.  Break-
fast had just cnded when a servant
hrought in a note and handed it to
Mr. A, He quickly opened it, turned
as quickly pale, and  then, with a
hurried, anxious look at his wife, left
the room, followed by the frightened
mother. A half hour later 1 learned
it all. Tom had been arvested the
night before amd taden to the lock-up,
and  the note was from the kindly
keeper who wisliad to spave the re
spected family the disgrace of a public
trial, 1 shall never forget the face of
that mother.  Pride, shame and love
chased each other over it in varying
light and shade, but love conquored and
lighted 1t up with asad, pritying, merc
ful glow. It was settled that she
should go to the lock-up, and that )
should accowpany her. We alighted
at tho forbidding door, we entered the
still more forbidding passage way, amd
were conducted to Tow's cell.  With
a cry of unutterable love and mingled
bitterness the wother flung her arms
about the neck of the boy whom she
had nurtured so delicately, and wept
hot tears of shame and pity. “Oh
Tom, my son, how could you digrace
me s01” she uttered brtween her sobs,
The answer came slowly, bitterly,
almost  deliantly, cutting into the
conscience of that mother with the
sharp, remorscless edge of vetribution.
“Mother, oh my mother, why did you

aeh me to drink 1 But for the wine
on your own tubly, curse 1t, I should
never have been here. It crept into
my Llvod, fastencd upon wy will, and
chained me fast. What 1 did last
mght L know not. 1 was mad drunk.
Oh! if you had Lut kept it from mo
yeurs ago.”

Ns voiee.

That mother's face is before mo now,
ale as death, agonized beyond possi-
bility of description, every lino of
reproach for the wayward boy turned
into a deepening furrow of self-re-
proach.  She spoke but once. *TFor-
give me, my boy, I seo it all now.
And may God forgive me.”

Tom was tuken home.  The disgrace
wus not suflered to become an open
one. 'That night a lengthly and solemn
couference took place between  the
proud mother and tha wealthy father.
And the next day no vestago of strong
drink was to bo found in the princely
homo. The ovil spirit was cast out,
but, alus! not before it had well nigh
possessed the only son of those who had
50 thoughtlessly harboured it.

I have visited that houso sinco.
Wealth and refinement mark oft its
appointments as of old, hospitality
reigns as royally, but thoe lesson of
chastoning is to be read in the absence
of all that can intoxicate, and in the
tendoer care and constant prayer that
the Ileavenly Parent may repair the
ervor well nigh irrevocably wrought
hy the loving earthly parents.

Yes, dear reader, keep it out of the
home.  Have no deceitful ally within,
working hand in hand with the guile-
tul confederato without. Keep it out
of your kitchen, away from your table,
make the family circle seeure.

1t may be that some member of your
family will fall a victim to the tervible
power of the drink appetite, but what
a pitiable and  almost unendurable
thought it would be to launt you for
ever, if your conscienco recused you of
making it casy for the first step to be
taken.  If the lightning must strike
your home, don’t, for pity’s suke, pre
pare the rod which draws the destroy-
ing bolt upon you.

Cider, beer, wine, may sound and
scem harless, but all these contatn
the subtle spirit of destruction, the
fatal aleohivl. They ave the easy steps,
the alphabet; once allow them to be
learned, and you cannot stop the
going forth and forward toward de

“struction.

Make yeur home pure. Tt is the
eradle of youth, the refuge of middle
life, the asylum of the aged.  What.
ever mny he tho temptations and the
dangers without, give no place for
them within,

Keep the drink out of the home.

The stately homes of Canada,
Long may they prondly stand,
Begirt with kindly temperance,
The glory of our land.

Try cvery day of this year to make
somebody better and happier.

A uTniE gicl who had a thoughtful
Clristian  mother, overhearing  her
little brother sayiug his evening prayer
in a carcless mauner, said to him,

S Willie, if you do wt mind how you

pray, God will uot hear you. You
would not ask mamma for anything
you really wanted in sueh a corcless
way,”

Out of the Depths.
By

LAURA DAYTON VEAKIN.

It was all very well while tho sun (/[
shone, and the winds Llew gently, and
the ocean was ealn.  They could dis |
cuss all the modern phases of skepticism
with perfect equanimity.  They could
oxpress theiv admiration of Darwin !
and Tugersoll, and read extracts frun i
infidel aunthors, to listening  groups, | i
"They could make jokes of very solewn *
things, nnd go to prayerless pillaws,
after hours at the card-table, without -
ous twinge of conscience. They werea :
wonderfully congenial sot of traveller, .
making the return voyage from the
South American const,  Most of them
hailed from Valparaiso, Chili; aud,
to judge from their conversation, they '8
had not found in it the “Vale of
Paradise "—its nwmmo would lead you
to expect. Some had spent yeans
there; others had gone out in the
governmont service; and one wus a1 B
distinguished scientist, who had been
studying the wondrous Flova of that
tropicul land.  The three best tallers
among them were avowed unbelievers
in our holy religion. True, there was [
no bitterness in their feclings toward B8
it. They simply regarded it nas an
aumiable delusion, something fit. for the
consideration of women and childveu; B
hut. unworthy the attention of & man
of the world—a wan who Lad not only I8
read, but thought for himself,

Jt happened that they had picked p,
at an obscure port, a young missionary, 2
zoing back home to veeruit his health, g8
The deadly miasma of the South
Aaeriean climato had paled his cheoks, §
and  shattered his nerves; but ghe
spirit was yot strong within him, and
he never missed an  opportunity o
putting in a word for his Maer
There was not a man of more culivre
in the group that gathered round the
captain’s table ; but his faith wus a
simple as 4 child’s. He had read wany
volumes high in favour with those who I8
seofl'at revenled religion ; and still, Le
daily searched the Scriptures with eva iy
new delight. o was young, and some »
of his fellow-voyagers were wont to el
him an enthusiast ; but there had ixe
more real heroismy in his  brief life B3
than in all theirs combined,  Hp had 82
taken his lifo in his hand when he
went to South Americn, His inediae i
predecessor had  died of maligna
fever in less than three months afte
his arrival; but that sad fact did s
daunt his carnest soul.  Tn spito of (8
tewrs of his mother, wnd the disappron 3 8
of a Inrge circle of friends, he sudw
the Board: *Here am T—send me
The dreadful malaria of the undramed 8
swamps spared him only to fall inef®
the violent hands of a Jesuitical mob;Jd
and though life was left in him, he (WE
not gather strength suflicicnt o go o i
with his work. The physicians bad
sent him home, hoping much from e
ocean voyagoe; and, in the little coe§
pany, there was not a mori: pepale
companion than this lowly ser .t i
Christ Jesus, Ho wasalways courteons g




