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The Two Knights.
BRY YIRGINIA WOODWARD CLOUD,

The road went up, the road went down,
A hill-top ross hetween,

Tbere mot two knights upon {ts crown,
Buch clad in armour's sheen.

Sir Rueful and Sir Merrywiso,
They met them there together,

Cne ralsed his helmet o'er his eyes.,
And one he doffed his feather.

“Sir Rucful), ho! Well met, [ any !
Nay, down with that good shicld !
Wa are not now at joust or play,
At tourncy yet, nor fleld !
What signifies this tlercest mien ?
By my good sword, I'm thinking
Yow'd plerce my corslet links between,
I’ faith before I''!n winking "’

Thus quoth the good Sir Merrywise.
Sir Rueful, he did say:
“Make ready ! Here upon this rise
A sgcore U have to pay!”
Sir Merrywise he veered him back
To dodge the lance a-lilting,
“Iges glggs ! quoth he: “but hold!
Alack,
This savours serfous tliting !

* Sir Rueful, an't doth please your wit,
To slay a mate or two,

Why need you single me for {t,
Or vet that I slay you ?

“Twould seem, you hunger for my head
As I ride by a-knighting,

But hold your sword till it be said
\What cause there be for fighting

“ Full cause ! Sir Rueful roared he out :
“ tfull cause, my jocund bird ! -
I'll scatter bits of you about
At but another word !
I'll plerce your corslet where it de,
A thousand holes a minute,
And togs it up In yonder tree,
0Odds dodds, and you within {t!

“Why sir? Know you not, yestere'en
Back from the Royal Chase,

In yonder narrow alley green
We met us face to fuce ?

In truth, methinks you were bereft
Most sadly for a knight, sir!

1 had to step unto the left
Wkhile you Xept to the right, sir "’

“Not 80 ! Sir Merrywise he spake,
“ It was the left I took,

The right o° way was your mistake,
*Twas that you failed to look !’

Sir Rueful roared in rage aloud
Of left and thoen of right, sir!

Sir Merrywise, he thereby vowed
He'd neither charge nor iight, sir.

But that the next who came along
Should hear their plaint, and say
Which one was right and which was

wrong,
And who had right of way.

But fared no horseman by, nor sound
Ot jangling spur a-ringing,

When from the ambush, with a bound,
A Fool he sprang a-singing.

Then cried the blithe Sir Merrywise,
“ Good Fool, a fricnd 1n need !
Now solve this riddle, and the prize
Shall be your tnstant peed !
Who hath the left, who hath the right,
When two from Court are hielng ?*
The Fool upon one foot did light
And stood, the two knights eyeing.

*Which an,” Quoth he, * hath right o
way ?
\Why, both, unless one’s blind,
But here {t seems you're bound to stay,
Until I speak my mind ; .
You can a little longer stop,
For, by my cap and capers,
You make me laugh until I drop;
‘Twill drive away my vapours!

* }ark. brothers! You have given me
A riddle for to keep:

*Tis older than this greenwood tree,
And than yon forest deep!

AMince own good uncle there, the king,
Dot go to war about it:

It makes this-world go troubling,
But it wil} not do without it!

* For one man's left is another’s right,
One's right. another's lelt ;

And {f I trust to my fair sight
And am not clean borelt, -

Ay brether Rueful's sword, 1 hold,
Upon Dis left §s banded,

His good right arm hia shield doth fold,
Which proves him, first, left-handed

Then cried that burly, rueful kalght.
“'Tis true ! ‘The Fool huth said ?

My left hand 1'd forgoetten quite, —
Come, Merry, take wmy head ¥

But Merrywise lnughed loud and long—
* Nay, Rue«ful. out upon you ?

Your head, iy (rlend, bhath done no

wrong,

I faln would see it on you !

“Your price, good Fool? For undarstgnd,
Had you not come to me,

Our doughty knight, with his left hand,
Had tossed me ju yon trea !

Then quoth the Iool, “ 10t o' Qo to!
flut mind what xays your brother,

What seemeth right for me--or you—
Is wrong for many another ;

‘“And 2 T ask a Fool's scant pay.
“I'were small, you'll pot denv,~

Just that I'm stopped no more this day
By mine own family !’

IHe leaped away before their eyes ;
Knights donned their steel and feather,

And Rueful and Str Merrywise
Rode down the hill together.

DRINK'S DOINGS.

Rum'’s llcense fees are the atate’s blood
money.

‘The patranage of the bar is the beggary
of the famtly.

Sunday closing of saloons {n Scotinnd
has obtained for forty years.

‘The earl of Carlisle {8 a staunch tee-
totaler.

Qucen Victoria deprecates the {intro-
duction of rum into the heathen coun-
tries under her government.

The public houses of Cork. Ireland, if
placed in line, alleving twenty-five feet
frontage to each, would extend two and
three-fifths miles.

On the petition against the Kansas
prohibitory amendment appeared the
names of 22,000 men, but not the name
of one woman !

It is estimated that 4,600,000 barrels
of beer are consumed annually in New
York city, two_and a half barrels for
each man, woman, and child.

Ireland boasts of Mrs. Carlisle who,
in the declining years of her life, in-
duced 70,000 men and women to abandon
the drink.

A practical experiment made by the
clergymen of Worcester, Mass, has
proved conclusively that for $100.000 ro-
celved from one hundred additional
licenses the city actually lost in trads,
in increased charities, and other ex-
penses caused by poverty and crime,
$2,000.000.

Mother Stewart, of Ollo, one of the
first crusaders, sent this message from
a sick-bed to her comrades at their state
conventlon, asking them all to unite with
her in the pledge that in the year to
come, * we will preach Jesus more ear-
nestly, work more faithfully, and try
harder to win soujs to Christ than ever
before.”

Three converted African chiefs. who
recently  visited T.ondon, were asked
about the effects of the liquor traffic.
One replied . 1 am glad you ask me
about the drink, for I call it destruction.
It is the destruction of my people. Ther
lose thelr good standing and food and
speech because of it The white man's
drink is a2 worse (v¢ to my penple than
the weapons of Lobengula™

INDIAN DEVOTION.

Rev. Egerton R. Young tells this story
Mustrating the love of the Cree Indlans
for their Bible:

One of our Indians, with his son, came
away down from the distant hunting
grounds to fish on the shores of our great
lakes. They made splendid fisheries. put
up the whitefish on a staging, where the
foxes and wolves could not reach them,
and one night the {ather sald, “ My son,
we leave to-morrow morning early ; put
the book of heaven in sour pack. we go
back one hundred and forty miles to our
dist-nt hunting ground to Join the
mother and the ethars im their wigwim

heme.”  So the ¥ourg man put his Bible
in his pack, that they might take it
honie. later on nlong came an unele

uud suld to i‘he young mun, ** Nephow,
lend me the book of heaven, that 1 may
read a Hitle , 1 have lvaned mine” So
the pack was opened and the book was
teken ont, and the man read for a time,
and then threw the Bible back among
the blunkets and went out. The nhext
morning the father and son started very
carly on the!r homwward journes. They
strapped on thelr snow-shoes und wulked
seventy miles, dug & hole In the gnow at
oight, where they cooked some rabblts,
and had prayvers, and lay down and
slept. The next moralng, bright and
carly after prayers, they pushed on, and
made seventy milles more, and reached
home. That afght the father sald to his
son : * Give me the book of heaven, that
the mother and the repl may read tho
waord, and have prayera” Ag the son
opened the pack. he gauld, * Uncle asker
for the bouk two nichte zgo and 1t was
not put back  The father wag dlsap-
pointed, but suid Bitle.  The naxt morn-
ing he rose enrly. put n few cooked rab-
bi*s in his pack. and away he started.
He walked that dav geventy miles, and
reached the cammp where he and hils son
bad stopped two nights before. The
next day he had madie the other seventy
miles and reached the Inke, and found
his Bible in his brother's wigwam. The
next morning he started aguln, and,
walking In the two days. one hundred
and forty intles, was back home once
more. The Indinn walked on Snow-
shoes two hundred and  ecighty miles
through the wild forest of the north-
west to regain his copy of the Word of
God. Would we do that much to regain
our Bibles ? Obh, the power of the gos-
pel! It can go down very low and
reacl men deeply sunken in sin, and can
save them grandly, and make them de-
vout students und great lovers of the
blessed book.—Nsrthwestern Christian
Advocate.

“WHAT 'OLOCK 18 IT?”

When T was a youne Ind my father one
day called me to him. that he might
teiich me to know what o'clock It was.
He told me the use of the minute finger
anid the hour hand., and described to mo
the figures on the dlat plate, until T was
quite perfect in my part

No sooner wus I quite master of this
additional knowledge, than I set off
seampering to join my companions at a
game Of marbles, but my father called
me back again. “Stop, Willlam,” sald
he: “1 have something more to tell youn.”

Back apaln I went. wandering what
else I had got to learn, for I thought I
knew all about the clock quite as well as
my father did. * William,” said he, I
have taught you to know the time of
day, I must teach you to flnd out the
time of your life.”

All this was strange to me, so 1 walted
rather {mpatiently to hear how my father
would explain {t, for I wanted sadly to
g0 to my marhles. * The Bible,” sald he.
“ describes the years of a man to be
three-score and ten, or four-score years.
Now, life is very uncertain, and you may
not Jive a duy’ longer ; but it we dlivide
the four-score vears of an old man's life
into twelve parts, llke the dial of a
clock, it will allow almost seven years
for every ficure. When u boy fs seven
years old, then it is one o'clock of his
life ; and this is the case with you.
When you arrive at fourtcen it will be
two o'clock with you: and when at
twenty-one years, it will be three o'clock;
at twenty-eight, it wiil be four o'clock :
at thirty-five it will be five o'clock : at
forty-two, it will be six o'clock: at forty-
alne, it will be seven o'clock. should it
plesse God thus to spare your life. 1In
this manner you may always know the
time of 1ife, and looking at the clack may
perhaps remind Fou of it. My great-
grandfather, according to this calcula-
tion, died at twelve o’clock. my grand-
father at eleven, and my father at ten.
At what time you or I shall dle, William,
is only known to Him to whom =ll things
are kunwn.”

Never since then have T heard the in-
quiry, * What o’clock Is it 7 nor do I
think that I have even looked &t the
face of the clock, without being reminded
of the words of my father.—From the
Stanton Speciator and Gemeral Adva-
tiser, printed 1= 1848,

Ra Thorougk, Roys.

Whatsoever you find ta do,
Do it, boys. with all your might!?
Never be a lttle truoe,
Or a lttlo In the right
Triflea oven
lead o heaven,
Trifles mako the iife of man, .
So in all things.
Great or smatl thinga
Be as therough as you can't

Let no speck their surface dim—
Spotleas truth and honour bright !
I'd not glvo a Nig for him
Who sayr that any le Is white}
Ye who fallers .
Twists, or alters,
Littloc atoms when he speaka,
Muay deceive me,
But telleve me,
To himself he is a sncak!

ITelp the weak. if you are strong,
Love the old, If you are young!
Own the fault, it you are wrong :
If you're angry, hold your tongue.
In cach duty,
Lies a beauty,
If your eyes you do not shut,
Just as surcly
And szecurely
As a Xernol In &4 nut!?

Whatsoe'er you find to do,
Do it, then, with all your might ;
Let your prayers be strong and true—
Prayer my Jad, will keep you right;
Prayer in all things.
Great and small thlogs,
Iike a Christiun gentleman,
Fall you nevern,
Now or ever,
To be thorough as you can?

FALSE SHANE.

Boysg, rid yourself of that falss shame
that makes you shrink away when there
is a book to te picked up, a door iv <
opened, some one to be assisted.

I recently graw a young woman return-
ing from a shopping expedition ladon
with a numirr of vackages. Suddeniy
she tripped and one of her purchases fell
to the gronnd. Behold her in a most
awkward predicament, when a bell rang.
and on th~ {nstant a bevy of boys rushed
from a schecothouge neur by,

Thelr bright ever grasped tho situation
at a glanch—the young womnn standing
helplessly. arma and hands encumbered,
the little hrown parcel lyving at her feet.
Thelr kind heacts told them what te do,
but shame, fear, a anrt of cowardly timid-
fty held them back. TWIith onas accord
they xtopped, fooked at one another, then
passed silently on. There was not a lad
in that crowd;whose fingeis did not ac-
tually ftch to pick up that bundle, yst
no one dared to do it

Boys. I beg of yon, let your hands,
your feet, your volce, be the willing
arenig of that great master of politeness,
the heart.

You see an agsd person trying to
moint the stens of a car, yYour heart
whispers, { Help.”! Obey its impulse: go
offrr your stronk young arm. Your
teacher drops a pencil ; quick as a flash
oaturn 1t to her. Your very willingnees
wil) make her feel stronger and better.

The traly polite boy is a good son.
for politencss teaches him the duty and
rvespect he owes to hix parents.  He s
a grateful brother to his sisters, always
returning a pleasant *° Thank you,” (or
avy kindness received at their hands

This world woulgd be better and brighter
it our boys would oboy as readily xsthey
feel the charitable impulse that rises in
their hearts to assist the helpless and
lend thelr strength to the weak., It fs
this prompt courtesy that will transform
the awkward, boorish lad Iinto the
polished, ever gracefu} geatleman.—New
York Observer.

A ttlc boy was much derplexed to un-
derstand how God could see him all the
time. H!Is teacher arked him to make a
house of bdlocks. When finished, nhe
gall . ** Now shut your eyz2a. Do you
know Just bow the house looks ™’
*Yes” *But yeu are not looking at {t
with your eyesr” ° 1 see it with my (n-
side eyea” * That {s the way God sees.
He made everything. and he sess it o}
the tipe with his great tneide eyen”



