.
uts,
g
ng

P on

liere

L at
Fad
teled
y he
atul
nye,
ait's
ek
cton

my
, too

TOSS
1 of
ain,
king

the
WS ;
on't

Ben

my
t be

care
rge,

her,
ve
g]lta
1led

the
amne

7 in
you,

sy,
1 in
ned.
tand

 ab
alks

my
oko

Ay,
ice,
ard
you

hat
ASe

Lly

not

=

mer young, like'myself, but forgive
we if T get ahead.”

ttow ho walled! Climbing over
e raad fenees  splashing through vhe
ook at the hottom of the Home
(o] Geiff running on ahead, s
. weer 18 his master ; and Den, slowly,
for he was an old man and heavy,
fullowing in the rear,

Fortunately Dr. Anderson was in
the hall, and met him,

¢ Ah, Mr. Christie, I'm 5o glad to
e you.  Look here.”

It was George’s cap, which he took
ait the hat peg.

The'old man turned it over, with a
cartous gaze, Then a thought secemed
to strike him e

« Maybo the boy’s hung it up there,
and gone across the garden to find
me ” 1o rushed to the door, “George,
tivorge, here Lam!  Cowe in lad, for
Gud’s snke, come inl”

Aud upstairs the sound feil upon
the sick boy's ear, and he murmured *
“Mother, I heard hun calling, didn’t
I

Then the doctor took the broken-
hearted old man by the hand, und led
lim upstairs, and held him quiet on
the landing, outside the bedroom door.

wCall him again, in a whisper.”

«George, Ucorge, dear lad, I want
you.”

« Father?”

1t was Ais voiee —weak enough, but
it went right to that poor old heart.
and brought its owner to his knees by
the bedside.

« Father, [ have sinned

“(eorge, my boy, please don’t say
that,”

e kissed him again and again.

4t last, O Gurl, for ‘this my son
was dead and is alive again, wus lost
and is found 1"

He had laid his grey head on the
pillow, saying these wetds, and was
stll,

Dr. Anderson stooped down and
untied his cravat,

“A glass of water, quick.
Squire has fainted.”

(7' be continued.)
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Cigars and Economy.

« Parier, do you remember that
wother asked you for two dollars this
morning 3"’

“Yes, my child ; what of it?”

“Do you remember that mother
didu’t get the two dollars ¢”

“Yes. And I remember what little
irls don't think about.”

“What is that, father?”

«3 remember that wo are not rich.
Bub you seem in a browu study, What
is my daughter thinking about i

“I was thinking howv much one
cigar costs.”

“Why, it costs ten cents—not two
dollars, by a long shot.”

“Jub ten cents, three times a day,
1> thirty cents.”

“That’s as true as the multiplica-
Qun table,”

“And there are seven duays in the
weel,”

% Phat’s e, by the alu wmee”

“And sesen times thirty cents are
two handred and ten eents.”

“Jlold en. T suniender. oo,
talo the two dollars to your mother
and tell her that I will do without
cigars for a week.”

“Thank you, futher, Dut if you
would only say for a year, it would
save more than a hundred dollars,
Wo would all have shoes and dveses,
and other a nice bonnet, and lots of
pretty things,”

#Well, to make my little girl happy,
T will say a ycar.”

«Oh, that will be so nice! Dut
wouldn't it be about as easy to say
always? Then we could nave the
mouey overy year, and your lips would
be so much sweeter when you kiss
us,”—Selected,

— e P et

Take Heed How You Read.

Euruasize the word how. Thore
are woys and ways of rveading. One
way may be much better than another.
For instanco, the other day an intel-
ligent girl was reading to berself.
Ier father asked her to read aloud.
Sko began whoro she was already en-
gaged. It happened to be a very en-
‘tortaining and instructive ccllection
of instances in which useful inven-
tions had been come upon by curious
accidents.  When the young reader
had finished lher pices, her father
asked her to tell him what she had
just read. TIe was not surprised that
she found herscif unable to do so,
She had read, and, perhaps, had
formed the habit of reading simply to
amuso herself for the moment. She
had not read to remember, much less
to report. No doubt what she read
would have made some impression on
her mind. She would have retained
the general idea that happy chances
were often the occasion of fruitful
discoverics. She would very likely,
besides, have derived the practical
hint to bo on the lookout for such
chances in her own future experience.
Both these results of the reoding
would have been useful.

DBut she might just as well have
added another result that, in fact, she
missed. She miglt have read so as
to furnish herself with material for
interesting conversation on subsejuent
occasions of her life. It only nceded
the thought in her mind : Let me no-
.tico now this incident, and to take it
into my understanding and my mem-
ory, that I shall be able to report it
to some one when a suggestive oppor-
tunity aviscs. Sush a habit of read-
ing may easily be cultivatcd.  The
same habit may bo extended —and
should be—to bearing and to observa-
tion. Qoo really gets more himself
whon one gets to give.

Tet parents sce to this. et teach-
ers too. A good plan is to make the
table at meal times a place for the
mutual reporting of things thus learn-
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ed by the varions meiwbag of the
fannly., Tho mt of eonversaiion is
cultisat o in this woy, ne well per-
Wy s inoany olher, At any rate,
tusk yourselves when yon read, to read
so us to remembrr aud report. You
will be delivhted to tind how easily
this habit can be formed, and what a
source of profit and pleasuro to your-
selves wiul o others it may be made,

S. S, Jouwrnal,

s
Qur Jim,
BY 5AGAH LONGHURST

Snonw, shining curls are clu-tered
Abwut his thoughtful brow ;
The ylad blue eyes beneath them
Are beuning on me now ;
And he wants to know if Jesus,
\Who loves the girls and hoys,
Will 1et him play in heaven,
And shout and make a noise.

Last night T heard him calling

His mother up the strirg:
¢ Y ou must come at onhee, dear mamma,

And help me say my prayets,

I’ve knelt here at the bedside,
Dut don't remember how

We must not keop God waiting,
So please to come just now.

He loves to watch the stars come out
In the blue sky at even ;
e says & shining angel then
Lights up the lampsof heaven,
To-night a blazing moteor
His iight eyes chanced to catch.
«"Phe angel finished the.,” he cried ;
¢ 1I¢ threw away the match.”

e ways he'll go to heaven
1f Rover may go toos
e thinks the angel at the gato
Will let his doggie thiough,
Because he is so cunning,
And knows so many tricks,
*Twould make the little boys sl langh
To see him carry sticks.

Just now I begged a favour:
 Pleaso run upstairs, dear Jim,
And bring my pen and ink down,
Yon sauey *little limb.
e looked at me quite gravely,
From off his mother’s knee ;
¢ This linb can’t go just now,” hesaid 3
¢ Jts fastened to the tree.”

&

Anniversary of a Bell.

Tir busy city of Breslay, in Prussia,
found time recently to celebrate the
five hundredth birthday of a church-
bell. A tragic story of the casting
of this bell has kept it famous through-
out Germany for a longer period than
has elapsed sinco the discovery of
Amwerica,

The founder of the bell, on the 17th
of July, 1386, when the molten raetal
was just ready to run into the mould,
left tho feundry for a few moments
in charge of a boy, warning him not
to meddle with the apparatus. The
boy disobeyed the injunction, and set
the metal runuitg.  Tewrified, he
called the founder, who, on seeng
tho metal running, supposing the bell
ruined, struck the boy to the earth,
and killed him.

When the motal cooled and the bell
was tiied, it was found to Lo of ad-
mirable tone and finish-—the founder’s
masterprece,  Stricken with remorse,
ko gave himself up to the magistrate,

and was condemned to expiate his
ernme by death, Ho walked to the
placa of exeention to the tolling of
lis own bell, calling upon all the
people to pray for *the poor sinner.”
The bell has ever sincy horme the
name of the * Poor Sinner’s Bell.”

At that enrly period, Breslau was
a country villuge of little note. Tt
has now grown to be the seat of the
linen manufacture of Silesia, and, next
to Derlin, the largest city of Prussia.
The anniversary of the founding of
this bell was not forgotten, however.
The bell was rung morning and even-
ing, and the pastor of the church
preached in honor of the occasion, in
which he told, unce more the well.
remembered talo.—Companion.

e

Two Ends.

Wuex a small boy, I was carrying
a not very large ladder, when there
was a crash. An unlucky movement
had brought the rear end of the ladder
against a window. Instead of scold-
ing me, my father made me stop, and
said very quietly, ©Look here, my
son, thete is one thing I wish you to
remember, tha. is, every ladder has
two ends.” I have never forgotten
it, though many years have gone. Do
wo not carry things besides ladders
that have two ends? When I see o
young man getting “fast” habits, I
think lie sces only one end of the
ladder — the one pointing towards
pleasure, and that he does not know
the oher is wounding his parents’
hearts. Ah! yes, every ladder has two
ends, and is a thing to be remembered
in more ways than cne.

Have You Insured Your Boys ?

Tug innocent child, stricken by the
lightning of the heavens in his cradle,
a parent could bury, with something
to mitigate his grief. But what of the
boy, the man, the fetid form, the help-
less wretch, stricken by *lightning
whiskey,” his very soul corrupted and
destroyed! “Lightning whiskey” not
on'y destroys the body, but it shrivels
up and blasts the soul itself—all 1ts
sweet affection, its friendship, its taste
and lova for the beautiful, and pure,
and good,

But men are ever ready to insure
against the lightning of heaven,
They pay for “rods” to protect thewr
houses, their stables, their horses, and
cattle,

They pay liberally for *pelicies of
insurance ;” and when the red bolts
flash throngh the thick darkness of
storm: and night, there is a comfort
able assurance that all possible lusses
can, in one sense, be made good.

But. how about the boys? Have
you done all you can to insure them
against *lightning whiskey ” — that
bolt. that does not mercifully kill ut
onve, but, striking successively, and
throngh the long, weary years, mukes
a sickening wreck and ruin, to which
the sudden and sw:.ft bolt from above
would be a mereciful deliverer?

Have you insured-—or striven to in-
sure—your boys {— Chicago Signal.




