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MY LIPTLE BOY THAT DIED.

SN MALIEAN, LENTIE
MAN.

HY THE AUVTHOR 3

Look at dus pretty face for just ene mnut: !
His br ded frock and damty, buttoned shoes -
His firmeshut hand, the favorite playthmg 1o n—
“Then tell me, mothers, was't not hard (o Jove
And ies mre from oy ale--
My hittle coy that died ?

How many another boy, as de ¢ and chanmng,
M father's hope his mother’s one dehpht,
Shps through strange sichnesses, all tear ds- ;
arnung, .

And lives a hong. long hle in patenty’ aght.
Mine was <o short a pnide—

An} then—my poor boy thed.

[ «ee hun roching on h s wooden charger ;
1 hear tam p:\u:nn;lhwughlhc house all day
1 watch his great blue eyes grow large and farger,
Listemng to stones, whether grave or gay.
Told at the brght fireside—
Qo datk noa, swce he died

But vet T often think my ey s vy,
A; Lnagg as my cthet chiblien are,
When po <! nyght Kisses Tall sounban giving
1 kety ne for i, “huagh he is o far
Can a mere grave divade
Me frem hun—though he dicd?
Se, while Toome amd plant st o'er with dassies—
{Nothing but chibbish dases aidvear tona ty -
Continuaily Gesd s hand the cantan rades
And 1 can hear s merry veds sounel,
And feel im as iy sule -
My fitle boy that died
SGoud W rids

HILLIES COURAGE.

Willie Carr wite one of those bovs who and where danger is, there yon will

nevet hkes 1o be beaten at anvtining.
Cuoly dure him to Jdo a tning, and e
would do it, ne matter how abeard or
foolish it was,  He had ately come to

live in a town on the sea-coast. and beand  miserable part of London, a group ot ) me
>~ A4

his schuoi-dellow s constantly ammused them-
sches en balthohdays by clmbing the
chff~, fishing, buating, and many other
seasude pastiines,

Ou oue Sunday ufternoon Willie said
to his companions :

* The tide has just turned ; in aquarter
of an hour that rock ™ (pointing to a

small rock covered with seaweed)  will brown hair hanging in tangled curls that
be under water; I dare any one of you had never known a brush, and a pair of

fellows to run ten times around it.”
Some shook their heads and <umd they
dil nut care to run the rsk of being

drowned, but a fe v <aid, © We will go if!

you will lead us”
So off they started. The water
over their <hoes at the first 1ound,

wias

Witlie,

At the sixth round Tom Bishop and
Wilie were the ouly ones who kept on
running : the water was already above
‘heir knees, for the tide nas coming i
fast. At the eighth round Withie  was
runuing alone, amd many of the hoys cad,
“Dan't go any more, Willie,”  But Nel
Diaweon cheered him @ Only twice more
and T wil! say vou are the bravest fellow

in Hastings.”™  But at the tenth round
all <aid = Don’t o any mors”
“ Do yon dare me to do it eried

Wilhe: * althourh the water iy above
my wart, [ will go just to show what |
can e

Mauny of them tried to hold him back,
but he rashed otf panting tor his last
round.  When he reached the rock he’
was very tived, so he sat down to recover
his breath: then he got ap and waved
hie cap.  The boys cheered him, and’
eried * Make haste—come al ng.”

But he stayed lonzor than was eces-
<art just to show how brave he was, and
wared his cap. At this moment & large
wirve dashed over rock, dreuching
him to the skin, and obliged him to wtart |
off. But bifore he bad goue half way on
bis journey another wave came, and then |

[y
..

soopcdbimsdfenonghio gt ek tothe ghven her money, tut they toed none Paympathies ha 1 beenaroused.  She long-

vk thore be sat panting and evbansted

His boasted comage began to fudl him;
ke could ~wim bat {ittle, aud eneambered
with lie wet o] thes and all exhnusted as
he was, thete was pot mnch chance for
inm. Higher and higher the water 1ose;
the ok was ander water and there he
<at, pade aml <hivenng.

Same of e comades an off tor help,
Lt pesod Willie doubited of it would eone
m time. A0 lus sive and follies rose

wether's angnish (far he was her only
won), and how she would feel when she
heatd be bad been drowned —drowned,
and by his own folly o A large wave rol

led over m,—he tightened his arasp on e
‘citement bore her up, and ghe felt no

the ~cawneced, another cume, and  then
another, & mist rose botore his exes—he
loosened s hobd, and all was dik.

¥ ® * * & *

Some hours later Wilhie was o his own
Lol at home, ad a fadv with a sweet,
patde tuce was bending over him. * Thank
God " <he sad. Wilhe heard it and
apened his eves

“ Oh, wother,”™ he waid, * Tam save
then ! 1 was <o foehtened, and when 1
thought ot von, Jdeath <cemed so terri-
tefer "

Yo" She sand, v were sined by
a boaiman who heard your sebool-fellw s
eoes of distress let us thank $vod 1o s
metetes 1S vou,

Saate tnne attes Willie entered  the
ravy, be lat fostnone of Bis cournge and
e, bat acted more weder a0 sease of
duty and iess to gain man’s applaase.

He ts now an officer, beloved by his
men, and tespected by oall who know him,
for at the call of duty he is always first,

always find lnm,
THE CHILD SINGER.
In a ntrrow dirty street in the most
_childven were plaving beside the gutter.
They were all dirty and ragged, and the
faces of many were old wnd worldly wise.

" One fittle girl, however, though her dress
, was as soiled and as torn as that of any

“of the uther dwellers in the fi'thy street, -

had a pretty, childish fuce. She was a
tright-looking little oue, with matted

| ~weet, dark eyes looking out trusifully |
finto the uninviting world around her.
She stood a little apart from the others, |
:eaning against the doorway of a ricketty |
tenement hause, humming softly to hcr-:
self. .

the gutter, hearing her low tones, called |
“out, « Londer, Nell§ sing something.”

The child obeved: with her hands
clasped, and her eves fustened on the'
speck of blue - ky to be «een between the
roofs of the tull, smoky houses, she burst
into a song. No wonder that the other
children stopped in their noisy play, and
listened. It was not their ignoranee of
music that made the singing <eem beanti-
ful to those littie street vagnbonds,—
There was in the elear voice of the child-
singer a otringe, wistful tone, of which
she herself was unconscions, but whieh
hebd the listener spell bound,

Nelb had been born and bred in those .
low ~urronndings.  She had never scen
the inside of a church, or heard other
wusi* than the whining tones of a street
organ, vet there was in her the very soul
of musie  She lived in a wretched our-
ret, with a dinty, <louchy  woman whom
she called aunt, and loved as ouly a
child or woman can love oue from whom
she receives no <ign of affectivn.  Miser- |
able as such a hfe was, it might have been
woerse, '

One day Nell's aunt was brought home |
on a shutter; <he had been run aver bya
carriage and instantly killed, |

Now  Nell was indeed destitute: n |

themselves, except what they  carned or |

stole ench dayv. So they told her, if <he
wanted her aunt bwded  properdy, she
wust o out at uight and sing, i which
way ~he would very likely earn enough,
as people would pityg o voung u child,
No that night poor little Nell set ont
on her work of love. She walked ull
«he reached the broad streets and  haed-
~ome houses that form the London which
the wotll knows. Here she song.

letae i bike acloud s he thought of ins  the clear, <ilent nigit the childish voice

tang ont. and the hour and the  stilluess
made its wistful tones scemn wild and
weird,  Up one sire t and down another
the hitde figure went singing, while i«
heart secemed breaking, A strange ex-

fusgne,

Her pathetic appeal was uat in vain,
it scemed to touch the hearts, and what
s more difficalt, the pockets of all who
heard her.  Whein midnight came she
thonght of stopping ouly because most of
the houses had cloced for the night,

“and there was little more to be obtained.

ed to lead her bickto the paihs of virtue,
and to God.  Rescue her she must, for
had not her Master forgiven a Magdalen,
This became her aim~-her prayer ~her
nission.

Night afier night she followed the
young woman in her evening walks in
the  streets. Whenever she  seemed
about to jomn a bad companion, the black
angel walked between the two, her heart
uphfted to God.

she did not speak.  Not a word of re-
proach or expostulation escaped her lips.
Both men and women sometimnes assailed
her with angry words, but she did not
heed them.  She felt that she was God’s
messenger of mercy and of warning.

Thes silent, persevering, loving remon-
strance against sin could not fail i its
ministry of good.  Months passed.  The
black anggl triumphed.

Conscience-stricken the wanderer was
induced to come to my study. And
there shrinking, vet longing after the
better fife, she was led to turn fremy

tine ohd fonse in Kensing on Square, in
whese windows Fights were @il barning.
It was the home of Bareeh, the great
wusician, s the tones of Nell’s vowee
hroke o the stilluess ot the night he
pansed in the work he was dong, wnd
after a moment rose and threw open the
windos. With amazemeut he <aw  the
httle childish tigore ~tanding in the lizht
tof the street lamp, and while s artist’s
ear Jrank in the wonderful tones with

Jdeiight, his fatherly heart filled with pity
tor the deselate chiot. When Nell
ceased, nie ealled to her, and  descending
taok her in,

i From that moment Nell was no longer
deditute, ne longer friendless. In Da.
rech <he had found a friend who never
tdeserted her.  Captivated by her voice,
- he took the little waif into his heart and
and theaceforth she was protect.

j ed, cared for and educated.  And he was
| amply rewarded when, in after-vears, the

i fame of Helen Barech spread over Eng-
lIand. No one then ever dreamed that
- the great singer hegan her carcer years

a.0, one dark night, under the stars, a
 little outeast singing for money to bury

her dead.

————— e
A BLACK ANGEL.

Ind you ever see one?

I have.

Most people suppose that angels have
shinning faces shedding light around
them. and are arrayed in garments as
white as snow.  All black angels are

. A rough-looking boy in the group by | thought to be ministers of evil.
o Salt water will Jo us no harm,” <aid

But 1 believe that seldom has an angel
walked the earth with a better mission
than the black angel T am writing about.
Assuredly it was an angel's mission.

She had a very dark face, but it en-
pressed amiability, vprightness, and sin-
cerity. You couid not have mistaken
cither her character or her mission, if you
had chanced to meet this woman cither
in the church or by the way. Let me
describe her. She was a washerwoman.

* 1 never thought that angels were:
washerwomen,”says an unthinking reader. !

* Humpbacked, poor, without a family
—almost homeless.™

“ Homeless 27

All this, yet sent forth a minister of
good to those whom others would not

seek.

She came to my study.  With her was
a younyg woman for whom she had been
praying that God would lead from evil
ways.

The sexton twed to send both her and
her campaton away when the two came
to the chnrch.  But there ‘was the pur-
pose of ar. angel written on her face, and
he saw it. -

When she had been admitted I learned ; handed them by a smiling girl.

her story. She had been cmployed by

| this young woman, who was leading an

the way that leads to death, to purity,

4 S she ook heriast stand io front of &y and peace and conseeration o Hum

whose Divine love and pity can save

I from sin even an outcast,

i Dwould hke to give the history of this
restored wanderer. 1 have only space
te say that the black angel on carth re-

‘jOI(‘cx to-day i sympathy  with all the

jangels in heaven over a reformation, the
frunts of which are abucing,

Ii How dittle 1 concerns us whether we

j e poor or rich, educated or ignorant,
white or black. of, indeed, our hves are

Pangehe i their effosts 1o help others.

P'This s bfe's great business after  all.

L Chrst's spint dwelt in the heart of this

black angel. and her feet did not do her

Master's bidding in vain.—Rere. S, /.

Tyng. Jr.. In Youth's Companion.

Sl e
TIVO SCENES.

A gentleman tock his son to a tavern,
where the inmates were fighting and
swearing, and he sard«

“Do you know what has caused all
this ?”

“ No, sir.”

His father, pointing to thy
said, ** That’s the cause.
adink?”

The boy started back with horror, and
exclaimed, “ No ! "

Then the father took the child to the
cage of a man suffering with delirium
tremens.  The boy gazed upon him
affnghted as the drunkard raved and
tore, thinking the demons were after him,
and crying, * Leave me alone! leave me
alone ! I sce ‘em ! they're coming,™

“Do you know the cause of this, my
boy?™

*No, sir.”

“ This is caused by drink. Wil you
have some ?” and the boy shrunk back
with a shudder, as he sed the cup.

Neat they called at the miserable hovel
of a drunkard, where was squalid poverty,
; and where the father was beating his wife
l'and with oaths knocking down his chi!-
1 dren.

* What
| father.

' The son was silent

! When told that rum had brought the
nusery he saw, he declared that never
would he touch a drop of it in his life.

But suppose the Iad should be invited
to a wedding feast where, with fruit and
cake, the wine-cup is passed amid scenes
of cheerfulness and gayety, where all the
friends are tespectable and kind to each
other, and he should be asked to drink.
Would he refuse? Or, suppose he
should walk out with his father on New
Year's Day to call on his young lady

' canters,
Wu. jou take

has caused thic?” <a:d the

another, and carried him off his feet. | ouey and no friends but her rough | immoral life.  In her visits to the rooms
He was vearly c}mkc:l with the «alt ucighbore. DBut these, though rough, | of her employer she had™seen the degra-
water that went dowr his throat, but he were not hard-hearted : they would have | dation*of the outcast’s life, and her whole

fricnds and enjoy the festivities of the
occasion.  With other things, wine is
His
noble-hedrted father presses the wine
glass to his “tips and compliments the
young lady on the cxcellence of its

quality. What wonder if the son should
follow his example >— IVeckly Rescue.



