p A T

T
2

AP-ER'FR'OUR >
- YOUNG FoLk.@V

Fr s OO i

TORONTO, AUGUST 31, 1895.

[No. 35.

A HARD BATTLE.

L
ang %/13031 A box for Reeve
8 b arcia 1” exclallmed papa,
No & opened the mail from the
rth.  *¢ And all the way from
1 dlcago,_too. From Aunt Emma,
o believe.”
thWhep the box was opened,
ere, in a nest of soft, white
cotton, lay two large eggs, orna-
mented in beautiful colors. And,
wonderful to tell, these eggs had
covers which, when lifted up,
showed them to be full of sugar-
plums. But these lovely boxes
. were very frail, and in their
ong, rough journey, one of the
covers was badly crushed.
¢« Sister can have that. Il
1,‘“‘9 the good one,”’ said the
ittle boy.
He was looked at with sur-
E“Se, for he had always scemed
g‘?nerous little fellow.
“ My dear,” asked mamma,
" would you do so selfish—so
8‘zlvm'(mly a thing as that ? Run
th'ay for a little while, and
nk about it.”
it !‘“I don’t wish to think about
W he replied excitedly. ‘I
ant the good one.”
H:fbﬁr that no more was said.
Yo, began. to walk about the
Hndm' His face was flushed,
he looked very unhappy.
p&;: chanced to come near papa,
he Wag;d tI)lot‘, seem to see him,
Aper. o busy reading the news-
‘A;;ter walking awhile, he went
ers other side of the room,
Yess mamma was bathing and
2 ng his little sister. 1le
er:’el‘y fond of his mamma.
o Pun?h}? was sometimes oblige
over Iy sh him, as soon as it was
oo e would say :
So nlpe my tears ! Kiss me 1
did 5 O;)W’ when his dear mamma
a gty S00m to soe that she had
cut ¢, oy any more, he was
Olbhe heart,
oom asl::Nhe went into grandma’s
Were .gr ow, he and grandma
hoyrg (ff:lt‘ fll'lends. Manyhappy
Saring g, e spend in her lap,
him pop ories ; and she called
Now, & ‘blessed boy!” But
hep ,kn{:,:" she was so busy with
Dotjee oflillg’ that she took no
W88 dreg, df\:ﬁ whatever! This
?Owe. climbed up into a chair and sab
‘ Doy An evil spirit seemed to whisper,
18 g ergalbvle up ;” and so he began agalnt
U ghieys e walk. For nearly one hour
With g ﬁlttle boy fight his terrible battle
:ta(il elfishness, until at last he cou
nd gy
ha“ a‘;‘}i’nln a pleasant voice :
Ve the take the broken one ; sister can
:‘\d s, perfect one.” Then, when pap#
1oshe, it?lltn"' had kissed him, and he had
}?‘\d of 0 grandma’s loving arms, what a
Cary, \E‘}happiness was lifted from his
tttle Men and Women.
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FREEZING THE FARM UP.

Eo

tlwa sPLﬁ who shiver with cold do nob
n&l o tIlldel‘fstmld the importance and
ele Oy fle fI:”St" God who ¢t geattereth
lgld “ Wh’“Ost like ashes,” and before whose
1), qoue gon stand 1 (Psalm exlvii. 16,
ma menau his work in wisdom ; but
Uoh g frq do not fully appreciate how
ezing of the ground does to 8eb

at liberty the plant-food locked up in
expands about one-

tremendous force ;

. 2 bul
cighth 1 e ¢ rock and ing, digging, ploughing an

and if confined in the gtronges

t it asunder.
hich are in fact only

e microscope will

1 no longer. He came to mamma
' st are broken still

ng is equiv
fertilizers.

e as muc
tion, and the deeper the

il has been 1
s richer in plzmt-food.
t in spring the g

adding manur
desirable to expos
ossible to frost ac

better, for the

iddle of the roads.
ter which has expan
nto ice, lifting and
w melts away, ab
2k in pieces an : .
break 8 2 force, and xose to A tarrifio heights
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HARVEST SONG.

Oxce more the liberal year laughs out,
O’er richer stores than gems or gold;
Once more with harvest song and shout,
Is Nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings,

Like Ruth among her garnered sheaves:
Her lap is full of goodly things,

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves.

Oh ! let our altars, wreathed with flowers,
And filled with fruits, awake again
Thanksgivings for the golden hours,
The early and the latter rain.
—Whittier.

The cold wintry frosts

The smallest soil ready for the seed.

Hence it is  helm Springel,
h of the soil as duties, per
on stormy nights over
ees drawn  known as the
We
round ¢ breaks hundred feet

are great holes deep. .
This is In a ravine below a m

ded in struggled and fought its
valley—deep, deep down 1
at ordinary times,
the stream became

not only kill
and make the
air pure and healthy, but they also save

poor farmers a deal of hard work, in spad-
d making the

weeds and germs of discase,
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«HE SAVED OTHERS, HIMSELF
den reached by the HE CANNOT SAVE"

ls contain more OT
ame son of a

owin, ants or  CARL SPRINGEL was the 1
L e s 'pa.lent to railway official in South Germany.
i his father, among

formed that of keeping
the great bridge
Devil’s Guleh Bridge,
spanned a terrible cleft in the rocks, two
ide and a hundred an

ountain stream

way into the
t seemed to lie
but in win
a torrent of trem

Such a sudden swell took
place after twenty-four hours of
and continued rain.

Wilhelm Springel was, of
course, on duty all day, and,
not coming home towards even-
ing, Carl set out to pay him a
visit at his post, carrying with
him his father’s supper.

The night was one of black
darkness, but the lame lad
struggled along on his crutches,
the breath half blown out of his
feeble body, his ears dinned by
the fury of the storm. He was
within a hundred yards of the
bridge—renowned in the neigh-
borhood asa triumphofengineer-
ing skill—when a stronger blast
than usual made him totter on
his erutches, while, at the same
moment, an awful crash made
itself heard above the raging of
the storm.

Tt was—it could be nothing
else but the bridge giving way,
Canl felt sure. ’

In an agony of haste and
terror he pushed on towards the
spot, calling frantically on his
father’s name. But how could
he hear him through the tumult ?

The lad pressed on still further.
He was on the railroad track
now, and the first object he
stumbled against was his father’s
hand-truck, the red light yet
burning on it, but uo father
near.

Aud beyond that—ten yards
further 7 Ah, the sight was too
awful !

The dim glare of the lantern
ghowing a cruel gap where the
bridge had been ; a fearful chaos
of shattered masonry and tim-
ber, and boiling waters.

¢« Father, father ! cried Carl
again in his horror, but no voice
answered.

¢ He has gone down with the
bridge ! " shrieked the poor fel-
low.

Tor a second or two he ling-
ered as if paralyzed by the sight
of the fearful chasm, holding
tightly the useless supper ¢an;
then a sudden thought filled his
soul to overflowing, and gave
him new strength to do and
dare. The night train ! That
wasdue. If father lay below in
that awful gulf, who would warn
it of its danger ¢ .

Who would hold it back from that leap
into nothingness which it must inevitably
take if left to pursue its course unchecked.

¢«¢1 must do it,” said Carl with clenched
teeth.

Up above no signal was shining ; there
was only one lame boy and a few moments of
time to save a train full of human beings.

The boy threw away his crutches, climbed
on to his father's truck, and worked it
steadily back towards the great city.

What mattered it that he steered straight
into the jaws of death 7 He should stop
the train; he would make the driver see
him and learn the danger ahead.

1t was all as Carl knew it would be.

Round the curve of the mountain, like
a glittering serpent, came the night train
speeding on—ever nearer, neaver, till the
line trembied under its weight.

Then Carl stood up as well as he was
able on his truck, and raised the red light
wildly above his head, waving it backwards
and forwards to attract the attention
of the engine-driver. He had lost all
sense of personal danger; he was only
bent on saving the train.




