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Ahoyt Abloy!
BY JOSXPIINE POLLARD.

8 [ gsan » shout, I hear a call to every fdle
- rover,

N \boy ! ahoy! cach girl and boy, vacation
B tine is over,

B8 (oo from your rural haunts and nooks, with
B faces round and ruddy, .

B (o've bad your plays and holidays, and
now’s the time for atudy.

B sboy | ahoy 1 tho echoes fly aloog the glen
B and mountain ;

[ They mingle with the ruoning stream, and
B with the plashing fountain;

R Aad o'er the ocean, too, thoy go by verdant
Bt peaks and paases,

A To marshal in the waodering clan of rosy
8 lads and lassea,

B from nporthern woods and breezy camps,
®  from southern haunts of fairies;

B rom ru eed coasts along the East, and from
¥ the( eatern prairies

I Tho signal flies—the shout goes forth to every
8 idlo rover,

&% Aboy ! ahoy ! each girl and boy, vacation
¢ time is over.

K% ik 0o excuse—make no delay—but with
B  » purposs steady,

2l Fall into line, like soldiera true, for every
38 daty ready, :

i 121 go your fishing-lines and hooks, your bata
& ami balls and rackets,

% A=d turn your thoughts awhile to books—
& put 0a your working jackets.

BY Aoy ! ahioy ! on ship and shore arc voices
: ‘O{oudly ringing, °
M \nd breezea to their homes once more a morry
N  hostarebringi-~; . ¢ -

B With sparkling eyes and rosy lips, and full
B of youthful graces,
8 Tyl enter through the achool-room door,
84 and sottle in their places,

1 hear a shout, I hear a call to every idle

H  rover, .
dAboy! ahoy! each girl and boy, vacation
% time is over.

¥ Ceme from your vural haunts and nooks, with
3  faces round and rmk}y, .

A Yo've had your plays and holidays, and
K3 cow's the time for study.

LI .-
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ILOST IN LONDON

By the Avthor of.** The Maz Trap.”

CHAPTER XV,
FOUND AT LAST.

Ir was nearly a mile to the street where
Mz. Mason lived, but Sandy did not pause
to take breath in His rapid race. He tore
along the pavement, and dasied over the
crossings, ags Mo might have done if a

liccman had been in chase of him.
Vhen he reached Mr. BMason’s house, he
knocked at the'door with an- earnestness
that g)rocured an immediate attention.

*I'm come for Mx: Mason 1" hogasped ;
“John Shafto's dyin’, and he wants to
20 him."”

¢ Mastar's not at homs,” said the sor-
rant ; “ ho went out at six o'clock.”

“Where's he gone to?" inquiréd Sandy,
%ith o blank feeling of dismay.

“I1l go and ask,” auswared tho servant,
\eving him on thd ddorstop, panting for
tzeth, and sitting down to take rest for
et minute. . It was very hard vo find Mx.
Mzson gone out ; for if ho were not back
quctly, perhaps John Shafto would be
dead, and he would mever, nover hoar him
mpock again, Would it not be best to
return at once with the news that. M,
Mason was not at bomo1 But thea John
vas so fond of him, whom ho had known
¥ ed loved. yoars before he had hﬁickec} up..
FSndy in tho sifeets., And’ Mr. Mhson™
would bo deeply grieved if he found John

dead without any.good:bye between them.
It would bio a Soro disappointnimt to'them

$hth Yot suppose meither s ‘mor M.
y ason could be in fime, and each of them
+st the sad plessare of secing Johnny
e more ] Surely it would bo wrong to

m& al onco, ‘and Meke™-suretof . it for’
- 1

. Bandy Had'hot qhits Tasde ap his mind,
"shen the door was opcnéd agun by the
umant ; and bo:&mng‘td-his 6eb:to hoar
Yutaho had'to tellthim.

- “Master's only gons to a farowcll cea-
“seting st Miss BMurray’s,” she said.

‘*She's going to start for Canada to-
morrow with a lat of children ; and master's
sending out *wo boys from his Rofugo, vo
he's gono to sco thom for tho last time.
It's about twenty wminutes from hero, tho
place is."”

*“1 know the place,” interrupted Sandy ;
*wo took a load of wood there this morn-
ia’ for Miss BMurray’'s boys to chop up.”

‘That's whero tho master is at this
moment,” said the servaut.

Sho shut the door again, leaving Sandy
on the doorstep, still uncertain what to do.
It was a mile farther on, a long mile : and
every step would increaso the distance
betwecn Eimsc]f and John Shafto. He
started back townrds home, and ran
swiftly to the end of the stroct, foeling
that he could not go the other way. But
he paused again there. How grieved John
would be! And Mr. Blason, what would
he sny whoen ho heard John Shafto was
dead, without one word of (iood-byet
Would he suffer anything like tho
sorrow lio was fecling? Suddenly Sandy
sot off sgain n the opposite direction, and
did not wrste another instant, or pause
sgain, until he reached the place whore he
would find Mr. Mason.

It wu a large building—a home for
destituto children, who found their way to
it from all parts of London. Every window
was lighted up, and thero was a great stir
about it, of people passing in and out
busily. To-morrow a number of orphan
boys and girls, taken out of the very
gutters of the city, were about to start for
a new home in Canada ; and many of their
friends had met for the porpose of bidding
them good-bye, and giving them little
keepsnkes for them to remember the old
country by in after-life. Sandy mado his
way to the entrance of a large room, where
they were assembled, but he conld not
push in at first, for the crowd in the door-
way. He could hear Mr. Mason's voice
speaking ; and he listened impatiently.
But he did not know if he might bo hustled
out if he interrupted his speech, and per-
haps given in chnarge of the policeman he

seen near the outer door.

By dcgrees Sandy pressed into the
room, eager to catch Mr. Mason's eye, and
stop himin his farewell speech to the boys
and girls, which was eating away the listle
time left to John Shafto and himself. He
could ses the emigrants now; boys like
himself, who had known tho worst of the
city life, and who had starved, and shivered
in'rags, and slept ont in the cold, and
trodden the pavement barefoot, never

* knowing from day to day what thoy should

eat, or whero they should lay their heads.
And there were girls too, whose lives had
béen ds bad; but who wero now sitting
together in warm scarlet hoods and blue
dresses, making so bright a spot among
tho dingy crowd that they drew Sandy’s
eyes to thom. He glanced at them for a
moment, thinking how pretty little Gi
would look dmmeg 80 ; and then he pusk
still nearer to Mr. Mason.

Now he could seo Miss Murray herself,
with a very little girl upon her lap, the
smallest and the youngest by far of the
emigrants ; Achild in. a scarlot hood and
blue frock like the others. Ssndy’s cyes
were fastened upon her; and he stovd as
still'as'if he had been turned into stone,
every other object vanishing quite out of
his sight. This little girl Lad her fzce
towards him, a tiny faco, but not pinched
liko Gip's ; & rosy face, with bright black
oyes, and.prm black hair curling under
tho scarlet houd. Itcould not boGip ! was
it phssible that it could be his little Gip 1
He darod not breatho or move. Bug all
at onco she raised Jer little hands to her
face, and peoped through the open fingers
at the peoplo vound: her ; just ano of Gip's

gretty tricks, the very one ho had taught
or himself | No. It could not be any
other child than Gipt

“Gip!"” he .shou ddenly, at the
highest pitch bt Th roof

TangZ- 8 ; “GiplmylittleGip1” = |
l%r.‘g}.:onstoppcdin his. speech, and
cvery oye was-tarned up n Sandy.

face but liulg -Gip's,. with wide-open,
séarching, wondering oyes,
where in soarch of hi’x?n. o hoard no
sound, excopt Gip's shrill voico calling,
“Hero I are, T wudy ! Hero littlo Gip aro.
‘Whore's Dandy?” .

In another sccond Sandy had forced his
way to tho front and hsld out his arms to

Bug ,
ho did.not see a single face about kim ,xno-

ﬁazmg ‘overy- .

Gip, who ran into thom, with a shrill
scroam of delight. Ho eat down « 4 tho
floor, with her on s lap, and hid his
faco on tho little scarlet hood, scarccly
knowing whother thoy had not both diod,
and gono into that hoaven of which ho had
only heard sinco he had lost hor.

“‘Oh | Dandy, Dandy ! * cried little Gip,
clinging to him with all her stmngtg.
** Dandy's como back again to Gip !~

Sandy did not notico how quiet ovo
ono was around them. Thero was no sound,
excopt that of dceg-dnwn sobs ; for many
of the people who had gathered round
wore in tears. Mr. Mason came down
from tho little platform, whero ho had
m standing, and Iaid his hand on Sandy's

*Ig it your lost little Gip 1" ho asked.

‘““Ay 1" answered San {; holding her
tightly in his arms, and loo n;(;l anxiously
about him to sce if he could make his
escapo from the room with her; ¢‘ayl”
it's my littlo Gip. Nobody mustn’t take
her away from me again, you know. She
belongs to me, and I'll take care of her
now. She mustn't be took off to Canada
away from mo."

‘*No, mno,” said Mr. Mason, ‘“wo will
not take Gip from you, my boy. If sho
goes, you shall go. But stand up, Sandy,
and tell Miss Murray all about her.”

Ho rose to his feet very slowly and reluc-
tantly, not leosening for a moment his
hold of Gip. All he could see was anin-
distinct ring of faces of people closing him
in, so that he could not get away ; but ho
spoke out in a loud, clear voice.

*“Mother was always a-gottin’ drunk,”
he said, ‘“‘and one bitter night sho lost
little Gip in the streets; and I've been
searchin’ for hor up and down, everywhere,
ever since. If it gmdn't been for Johnny
Shafto, I'd have died maybe. But I want

ou to let me tako her, and keep her; and
{'ll be very good to her. Gip 'ud never
be happy without me ; and Mrs. Shafto
and Jognny "Il be very good to her. Oh!
if you please, Mr. Muson, Johnny's dying,
and he sent me toask you to come d'reckly.”
. *“Wait ono minute,” said liss Murray,
as Mr. Mason was about to hurry away.
“] must tell my friends here how this
little girl came under my caro. She was
found crying in tho atreets one night by a
gir! who had a sister in this home , and she
brought her direct tome. None of us could
learn from hor either her name or where
she lived ; and we kept her with us, whilst
1 made every inquiry I could. I shall be
sorry to go to Canada without my little
girl to-morrow ; but Mr. Mason will take
care of them both, and perhaps they will
come out with me next tume.”

Sandy heard very fow of these words,
for now his terror lest Johin Shafto should
be dead awoke agnin with greater force.
If he, were still alive, ho would see little
Gip after all!  Ho was all impatient to be
off, and in a few minutes he fuund himself,
with Gip sull in his arms, sitting beside
Mr. Muasun in a cab, the dnser of which
had been ordered to go as fast as he could
to Mr. Shafte's houso.

(T be continued.)

YOUR INFLUENOE

Taar is a subtle something over which
you cannot always have cuntrul.  Youu may
guard tho words you are to speak, or you
may speak words different frum thuse you
at first intended, or you may leave them
unspoken. But nut so with the silent in.
fluence that goes out from you, that may
proceed from the expression of your coun-
tenance, from » simple look, a nod of the
head, 8 motion of tho hand, the svund even
of your footsteps. Consciously or uncon-
sciously, you are all the time spesking in
this silent but powerful manner. And the
spoech you thus make, which we call in-
flucnce, may affoct others for their best
welfare or for their ruin. He who ste
intp a salocn or indulges daily ir the
modorato uso of drinks, who uscs pr ‘ans
words ox other impure. speech, whose on-

.dugt of life is on a lower moral plane,

whotber ko ‘wishes to do #0 or not, in.
fluences .others to do .tho things ho does,
That man moving in_ respectablo socioty
and hylding membership in the church,
who visits a drinking place, by his conduct
invites others to doso.  Ho says to them
in unspoken words, but words which they

know how to interprot, ** There is no dan
gor in going into a drinking place.” The
oung lady momber of the Church who in-
ulgos in tho fashionable vanitios of the
world says to her companions, in words
alike unspoken, * There is no harm in
theso things ; no hurt can come from them
to tho religious woll-being of the soul.”
Theso things being truo, it 18 of the
hiﬁhout importanco for ono’'s own good, aa
well as for tho good of othors, that our
Influence be always puro and goud, health.
ful and uplifting. Knd to bo s 1t must bo
guarded as tho best 1uterosts of our life

are guardod.

BETTER TRY TO BE BIG POTATOES.

Axoxa tho visitors at onoe of the Chicago
publio schools was a rotired farmer unclo of
one of thoe pupils. Observing that her
guest appeared much intorested in the
children, the teacher invited him to speak
to thom.

* Children,” said the wvisitor, ‘' how
many of you ever saw a load of potatoes
going to market1” Only a [ew hands
went up, for Chicago school children are
not 8o fuvoured in that line as their town
cousins.  ** Well," continued the guest,
‘“any one who sves a lvad of potatovs go-
ing to market will notice that only the big
ones aro on top. The hittle unca are at the
bottomn. In d\o shaking np that the load
gots in guing to the unarket, the big

tatoea crowd tho little oios tothe bottom.

'his world of ours, tny little friends, may
be compured to a load of potatocs going to
town. 7Tho poople are the potatves. You,
here in school, aro proparing to be a part,
of this load of potatoes, and to take your
chances in the shaking uE which comes in
gotting bofore the public and making a
success in life. In school is whore you
begin to bo eithier a big or little lfmt.am.
If you are lcaming your lessons and work-
ing hard to stand high 1p your class, it
means that you are going . beabig potate
when yuu leave school anu go out into the
world. I you are failing to get your
lessons it means that you will be a Lttle
potato in the world, & potato that is not
much good and one that nobody will have
much use for. Study hard! Get overy
lessun perfectly ! Then you will be bright
and intelhigent, and when you go into the
world you will be on top, you will attract
attenuion, and peop.e will pay woll w
secure you.”

“RESIST THE DEVIL."

A story is told of a pour chimney
sweeper's boy who was empluyed at tho
house of a lady of rank tu clean the chimney
uf her chamber. Finding himself on the
hearth of the lady's dreseing rvom, and
percgiving nu uno thero, ke waited a fow
muments to tuko 4 view of the beautiful
things in tho apartment. A gold watcl,
nichly set with duamunds, mcui:ri y caught
his attentiun, and he cuuld not forbear tak-
ing it in his hand.

%mmcdutcly the wish arvse in his mind,
“‘Ah,ifthouhadst such a one!” Aftera
hesmd to himself : ¢ But if T take it I shall
beathief. Andyet,” continued he, * no one
sces me. Noonet? Docsnot God see me, who
is present everywhero? Should I then bo
abf:: to say my prayers to lum after I had
committed this thefti Could I die
peaco s " Overcume by theso thoughts, a
culd shivenny seized lum.  ** No,” sud he,
laying down the watch, “‘T had much
rather be pour ond keep my good con.
science, than rich and bocome a roguo.”
At theso words be hestened back into tho
chimney.

Tho cuuntess, who was in the room
adjuinwg,. baving overheard hus soliloguy,
gent fur lum the next morning, and thus
accosted him .

My lntle friend, why did you not take
the wawch yesterday?™ The buy fell on
his hnews, specchless and astonusbed.  °I
heard everything you =sid,” continued her
ladgalup. ** Thank God for cuabling you
to resist this temptation, and bo watchful
over yoursedf for tho future. From this
moment you shall bo 1n iy sernice. [ will
both mairta.n and clothe you, and I will
procure yun good instruction.”

The buy burst int tears ; ho was anxious
to cxpress lus gratitude, but ho could not.
The cuuntess stricily kept hor gromise, and
had thie pleasure to sco him grow up »
plous a« well as an intelligont man.



