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An 01d Legend.
., BY GMORGE MACDONALD.
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k Was praying in his cell—
bowad head praying sore ;
ad beey praying on bis knees

T two lomg hours and more.

A hen in the midst and suddenly
18 ¢yes they opened wide,
ud on'the ground, behold ! he saw
A maw’s fest, him beside:
And almoys %o the feet came down
" garment wove throughout ;
Was not like any he had seen
I the countries round about.

Hls'ey.es be lifted tremblingly
util a hand they spied ;
€Ut frons a chigel there they saw,
nd another scar beside.

“‘el;l up they leaped the face to find 3
0 18 heart gave one wild bound—
¢ and stood still with the awful joy =
€ had the Master found.

On) h‘fs sad ear fell the convent bell—
Tt v as the hout the poor did walt :
as his 6o dole the daily bredd
at'day at the convent gate.

A Passion of love within him rose,
o with duty wrestled strong 3
Ut the bej] kept calling all thé tifhe
1th iron merciless tongue.

He gazed like a dog in the Master’s eye
v 1.8 Sprung to his feet in strength ;
I find him not when I come back,
shall find him the more at léngth.”

He chid hiy héart and he féd the poor,
'l‘iA‘“ at the convent gate ;

e wearily —oh, wearily I-=

Went back to be desolate.

His hang on the lateh, his head.: hent 1ows
€ stood on the door-sill ;
and slow he lifted the latch—

Sad
The Master stood there still.

He said, 1 have waited because my poor

B ad not to wait for thee ; N
Ut the migp who doeth niy Rather’s work
S néver far from me.”

BAXTER'S SEOOND IRNINGS,

PROFESSOR DRUMMOND.

CHAPTER V.
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3 hey let him play?”

[ it b&d)em’“gh to call it an honour, but'to-

: able. s

BOWL: AND HOW THE SCORING:SHERT
WAS KEPT.

8 & good deal blacker than I thought,”
AXter.  ‘“That bowler knows his busi-
But I should like to ask a question—
“"u”Ve finished.” L -
. ! only heginning,” said the captainy
ol t'hi"l)‘ it’Z!gyour “turn.  That bowh’ng
‘)I:)lul(1 take another month to tell abol}t. I've
Y mentioned three kinds, and there’s hea,.’ps
(re—sneakss for instance, and mixtures—
Xtures » » : »
3. When the bowler alternates. He'll

©“T,

Degy,

“«

8ey),

thig i one ball slow, the next swift, and the

Perhaps a wide, to throw you off your
4y, Baxter, isn’t 1t?”

)

“py 5  downright low,” .cried Baxtei..
o W's just what my question was about.
‘fl ‘}’On’t, be angry ?”

9,” séid the captain, ¢ go ahend. ”
CWell, suid Bu{:ter, | hope it's not
8, or whatever you call it, but why dor
“* They let

0 make a
Worth hig g
and th
hiln,”
t I thoughit it o disgrace to have anything

110 With him,»

It is an honour.”
An hOUOlu- RS )

, .
S, the greatest honour of a boy’s life.

You .
i jg h;h:‘:e heardiof the wise mar who € countedt
Y.

him play,” replied the capfaim,
good game. Every boy who IS.v
alt likey to play in a great miateh;

I count it uncommon hard lines:

ol joy—Ifind it most disgustingly miset-

” said the captain, ‘¢ we ave at cross
You are talking about sin. I was

.. About what, then??”
. Aboug temptation,”
U6 they’re the same thibg.”

H J.
eré catinot be a great matth withoutt

i !
«“They’re as different as night and day!
AP
emptation is 1o sin. . ‘
T v Fd’on’t see how that can l)g,” said Ba.xga:é
«1 néver dreamt it was anything else.
H 99
ron quite sure? )
Yol g‘ositive. You can see for yourself.
Christ ever sin?”
ok Nn-,l ,
“Was he ever tempted 2’
: »
¢ Well, sometimes.
' No, not sometimes, al\\"a,y?.
20 'y g 1e day, ve
be témpted every hour of t ¢ day. 3  he nocd
not sin.  Keep that distinctionin mind, fx
tér; it. will save you a lot of trouble. T ;mdb
: : ipted.
) i because you are temp
think it’s all up wise Yo > tempted.
ion is ;e sitation : sin is w
Temptation is only an 1nv T g n
we accept it. The hangvd(;g SLnlSLl‘ cing 4
and of concluding
hopelessly bad lot, anc } ding it's no
1 ] erallse we are s
use trying to be any better b

often tempte

Did

A boy can

t he need

d. is what often turns the finest
,
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aks—fellows who, if they onl_\i
knew that temptation was nosin, V\"'(l)‘llll(l lul)ill(b
. o 0t
ir heads and play the man. it gl
their heads anc n (he guilt
gtho;n\r wrony, when oune does do flt.,l_h «luthz
. i of 3
en()llﬂhotn stagger under without feeliny
e S b
ion criminal.
emptation crimil ) .
‘ “]Fvun then,”’ said Benl,’u,
§ x|
where the honour comes 1" -
“\When I was at school,” ol e
stain, ** 1 was Secretary of the xu,\c‘;
g : f 0 ;. 3 B S
‘((/:lrlb .J,udwc of iy amazement when the puls
e ng brorght a challenge frem the
§ " That was about the

S v el we
biggest day of my life. I aumm\tl, Hnylnj_“lva
diﬁ hot know it then, they vh;t] enge ; W

i \ Lkinwdou, and thongh we modestds
clubin the I\m:,: s i fh e ooty

i i el there was nob @ bos
sclined it, aw _ ok boy iyl
dI‘::vcn wlm’did not feel an inch l,:lh“x for ,“3',
K t of the season. This challenge, Baxter, 18
s N X B . 3
l:midoml,]y mot ¢ hunom'able.l 11)\;111[)t‘1t1(>n is
y ‘ler in the world.

sreatest bowler | : ,

t:h(‘:‘%\ll( the same, 1 wish 1 had not o play
im,” sxid Baxter.

h”‘lzy'l'hsetl]\dy:); would never ¢ ]
You would be a poor weak noodle to the cmf
of the chapter, A 'bu‘y’s only "Chtaxnu.m):{
coming to anything s whets lxle is un}H,m,/

o o . ) . .

That’s what makes a boy p aiy)lovlvxl;i“"q”

] «core if there were uo g?
sould you scove if . i

LO'IT‘]M&? was certainly a couundram, and the

boy thought hard for & minute.

fellows into sne

“ 1 don't see
replied  the

one mornl
All England elevem

ome to anything.

TuE ASCENSION,—See Lesson.

“ You write shorthand, Baxter ?’ resumed
the captain. ¢“1 heard you got the prize
there ?” .

“Yes,” said Baxter. “DBut I don’t think
I need take down what you said.  Anything
that is dead straight like that goes into a
fellow.”

““That’s not what I mean.” laughed the
captain. ““But how did you win that
prize?” ) ] %

¢ Practice,” said Baxter. “There’s nothifg
in it. [t’s all practice.”

“ And what made you sucha good oar?”

““\Who tokd you T pulled?”

“The muntelpiece,” said the captaify
smiling. ““Do you think 1 don’t know the
Junior Eight Cup when [ sce it?”

“\Well,” blushed Baxter. ‘T suppose it’s
the same thing-—practice. lLverything seems
practice.”

)

said the captain,
your necktie,
never think wtat makes a good man? No?
Well, it’s the same thing that makes a h(?y @
uood var, or a good shot, or a goodanything :
it's practice. A boy who never coes to thé

‘“everything

T agree,’ :
But did you

—down to tyip

gymnasihiim  oc ases the dumb-bells gets no
muscle in his arw. A boy who never pushes
wrninst temptation  gets no muscle in his
character,  Temptation is simply dumb-bells.
1t is really a splendid thiny.  The more
practice a fellow gets the stronger he can
become.  Fvery ball the bowler sends in is a
chanee to score.”

= [ shouldn’s enre abont scoring,” said the
boy, if Ieonld only keep up my wicket.”

“Raxter,” said the captain, ¢ that’s not
ericket. I osee you huve never read W, G,
Grace. When you get hold of it, turn up to
mue 222 or somewhere thereabouts -1 was
rvaﬂling it last night.”

“ Wit does he say ?” asked the boy.

<« He says, ‘The duty of a batsman is to
make runs.””

1 wish T could,” said Baxter, ¢ That's
just what T can’s do. I'm bowled every
time.”

< Oh, no, Baxter?”

“Its true,” veplied Baxter,  I'm not goin
to be a humiug to you. Pmoa ln‘gﬁr E‘?p‘
than Bob, That castle that was taken with

the single gun ~-that's me. Kvery day almost
T'm bowted out.  Nobody knows it. ~ I'm the
worst fellow ever breathed.” And he turned
away s head. T suppose he expected sympa-
thy, but for some minutes the captain made
no reply.  Then he looked at the boy almost
sternly.

‘* Baxter, this will be found out.”

¢ What I've done? ” cried the boy.

* Possil ly, very likely ; but if you go on
being  bowled out it will certainly be
krnown.”

*“How?”

“There are reporters at every match *

“No, no! notin this case. It’s aprivate
pitch.”

“But I tell you it’s all written dowhi=z
all.”

“Where 77

*“On the scoring-sheet.”

*“ What scoring-sheet 2

* Your scoring-sheet. Your charactef.”
““Oh !” groaned Baxter.

“Yes,” continued the . captain, afmost
mercilessly, ““it’s all there, every innings
you play and every run you make and e\"é"r'y(
ball you miss. There’s not a mistake on
that

sheet, nor an omission. Characler
cannot lie.  Character cannot be takeh
in.  Character hides nothing. It forgets

nothing.”

““Oh 1" said the boy, huskily, “this game
~—this game of life is terrible, terrible. I—I
don’t see how I can risk it.”

‘“Risk what ?”

““ Another innings. I can’t face thaf:
bowling. And the past?—it’s a frightfu}
handicap.”

“ The past can be forgiven, Baxter,” #aid'
the captain, quietly.

““Can it?” said the boy. *“Thank you for:
saying that much.” Then he broke out, agl' i
““But is there the ghost of a chancé? Céild I
ever win? I might block for a bit péFhaps,,
but I conld never score.” L

¢ Baxter,” said the captain, ““I think gaw
will win,”?

“You do?” replied the boy. * Whi 7

** First, because you are frightend ; sécondi.
because you are in earnest; third, Becddse
your Captain never lost a match.” PN

“But I can’t always have you,” sighed
Baxter.

*“ My boy, I’m not your captain;” answered
his friend, taking him by the hand, “1 could
not help you much if I would. But you need
a captain, Baxter. You must have one. 135.
you understand ?”

It was nearly ten minutés before Bikter
spoke. Then hie uncoVvered his face and pre’s&‘eegﬁ
Lis visitor’s hand. * Yes,” he whispered;,
“I know. I was alinost funking it. But ¥
think Il go in.” .

CHAPTER VI.
BAXTER’S SECOND INNINGS.
EBxtract jrom the Athictic Column, Weekll
Chronicle.
. But the feature of the.

match was the play of young Baxter, who,
made such an unfortunate spill last Saturday,,
It was clear that he meant to retrieve himself
in the Second Innings, for he was in such foifn,
—at least after the first over—that the bowlét:
could make nothing of him He began b
blocking every ball in a dogged sort of way;
but soon started scoring;, running up thréeg
and fours in rapid succession. After an
unusually brilliant drive for six, he seeméed
to become overconfident and made » parrow
escape by cutting a ball he ought to havd
blocked, but with this exception he did ot
offer a chance, and was well up the score-lisk
before time was called for lunch.

* After luncheon the bowler changed ta
slows, and the batsman, who showed weak-
ness here, had certainly a hard time to keey
his wicket. But eventually he mastered the
situation, and from playing o merely defensive
game began to knock the ball about right and
left and was into three fizures almost
immediately. Baxter kept up this form to
the close, and after one of the most careful
and brilliant innings we have seen, carried his
bat for the top score of the season. Our
reporter, unf(n‘tmmt(-,lv, was  not present
afterwards in the Pavilion, but we under-
stand the usual ceremony was duly performed;
and the lion of the hour was presented with
the traditional cricket-bat. The captain, in
making the presentation, congratulated tha
batsman on the resofute stand he had made
and expressed the conviction that from whi
they luul that day seen he was sure his futits
record would be one of continued victory,
Baxter's reply was inaudible to more than one
or two, but he s said to have modéstly
attributed his sncecess to a friend of tRe
captain’s, who (so he said) ‘had never lost s
match.”

THE END,



