PLEABAN

T HOURBS,

was ns precious, and when he off .red
it to mn ! to!d him 1 had no uso for
ft. He L oked at me as If antonished
at my rcfasal, and replied ¢ Well,
if you do not want it, I can take it to
the drug store, and they can use It for
medicine,””

THE OLD CO1[AGE GLOCE.
H ! the old, old clock of the hoasskold

stoe

Was t! - brightest thing aud tho neatest ; | horg

It« bands though old, hal s touch of gold,
And 18 chund ran still the sweetost,
Twas & iuwvian- 1, & %, W agh its worls were

-
Yot thoy lived thuugh uations allered,
And its voico, atill strong, warnud old and
young,
Wk 1 the vuice of friendalip faitered §
STk, tick, atsa.d - * (uick, jaikto? 1-
Fur nine 1've given warning ;
Up, up and go, or clee you know,
You 1l never e soon 1n the morning,”

A friendly voico was that old old clock ¢
As i* stuod in the ¢ rnor smilicg,
And bleised the time with a merry chime,
The wintry hours beguiling ;
But u cross old voi. 3 way that tiresome clock
As it called at daybreak boldly,
When the dawn looked gray on the mlsty
way,
And the esrly air blew coldly ;
Tk, ek, it snd—* -pﬂbk, vt of bed—
Por five I've given waruia
Vou'll nevor Lave health,
wealth,
Unloss you're up soon in the morning.”

R,
you'll never get

Sull Lowm!y the sound gues re . i and ronnd,
With a tone that ceases nover;

While tears are sheld for the bright days fled,
And the old {ricnds lost forevor ;

Its heart beats on, though Learts are gone
That warmr beat a.:d younger :

I*s Lande sti'l meve, % uy' Lands we love
Are rlasped on entth nn ?ongar!

¢ Tiek, uck,” tt sald—*'to the churchyard

bad—

The grave hath given warning~

Up, up and ris, ind lak t the skies,
Angd prepars for 1 heavenly morning,”

——l > G+ P
EMIL'S GIFT.

BY THE REV. WASHINGTON GLADDEN, D D,
L

A stour, ruddy-faced boy of eigh-
tecn, with blue eyes and light-brown
halr, is standing on the forward deck
of & westward-bound North River
forry boat, looking wistfally about him.
The scone is evidently new to him, and
ho is taking it in with s boy'salert and
insatiable curiosity. Some of u1 to
quickly forget, and do not soon enough
remember agsin, that s boy is as hun-
gry for sights and eounds as he ixfor
beefstako and DLatter-cakes But this
boy has ressons for being wide-awake
and watchful that the fellows near him,
who are leaning lazlly againat the rail
and chatting about the last night's play,
havs not. I8 in s forefgn land.
Tho grest ships and steamers are not
atraage to him, for he has seen them
often at the wharves of his own city ;
but multitudes of queer Jittle tugs and
ficets of mnfamillar craft ave plying
hither and thither, puffl g and cough-
ing aund snorting as they go; while
the masgsive ferry-boats, with their decks

lack with passengere, and the great
white river steamers, and thel mg. low
docks and the great grain-\lovators
thero in front, angl the towering plles
of architecture in the great city behind,
all make a pictur: that this boyis
doing bis bost to see in the ten minutes
permitted him Ly the swiftly crossing
boat. Ho thinks it the fairest picture
hohas ever geen-—this wide, g et river,
lying 80 calm under all this moving to
and fro, the stlent burden-boarer of so

g-eoting of the L.ight Dicember yun
with smile as bright as if {6 had nover
known trouble or turmoil; this brave
old river holding on its course tercnely
betwoen thore two great roaring citles ;
with thotitanic masonryofthe Palisadea
abore these on tho left, and the lovely
sfopes and groves of Riverside Park on
the right; and, far away to the sou h-
ward, the heighta of Staten Island ; aud
ho turns, with a look of regret, when
the boat bumps sgainst the tough tim-
of the slip, and, grasping his
travelling-bag, in hurried along with the
crowd over the clattering chains, and
past the creaking windlass of the bridga
upon the pisr. Z%owing his railway
tickot to a policeman, he is pointed
through a gateway to tho waiting train,
and scon he is whisked through the
purlicus of a town, and whistled:
through the heart of a hill, out of
which the train goss flying over a
wide expanse of salt marghes, which
make him think of home; and #o, be-
fore he knows it, his head drops uwpon
the wiadow-pane, and the tears come
into his eyce,

No. Heis not a baby-boy at all;
ho is just as plucky a little German s
over stood on two legs. Wail and get
acquainted with him, and you will gee,
If any boy of my acquaintance shows
clear grit, Emil Kellor is the boy. If
you had been in his place yon would
have cried a little, too, if you could
have done it quietly, and not been
caught at it. If you would not, I
wonldn't give much for you.

It is not many minutes, howaver,
before Emil lifis up his head quickly
sod proudly, aud dashes the tear from
his check, and glances slyly around
to see if anyone has observed him,
A gentlofaced lndy is in the sest
behind him, and iz not looking at
him now ; but he is suce that she
has been waitching him, and eho only
withdrew her gaz> when he turned
abous; for her look in compassionate,
and in her eyes there is & trace of
molsture. Emil sits upright and looks
out of the window; he does not want
any pity ; but, eomehow, it has comfort-
ed him to look into that Iady’s faos;
she has not offored him any sympathy,
but he feels sure that she is sorry for
him, and would be gled,. it she could,
to help him bear his trouble. Ile
wonders how far she may be going on
the train. Is he likely to find many
faces a8 kind as hers in this strange
landY Will she speak to him? H)»
begins to wish that she would. Per-
bapa she might give him good counsel.
Perhaps sho could aid him in finding
a home., As goon =8 he can, without
seeming ingquisitive, he turns his eyes
back vard . again, and this time meets
the look of the kind lady searching his
own face. Emil knows that he is not
mistaken, The delicate sympathy, the
tender solicitude, the readiness to help
are all thers, No words could have
made it half 5o plaic. No one but his
mother evar loskad upon him with such
eyes as those. M s mother! That
thought is too muc1 fur Lim ; ard once
mcrehe Jeansup against the car-window,
and hides bis faca,

Meantimo the gentles lady has been
stulying him, with eyes anointed by
compassion, and ghe has made op her
mind that she cannot be mistaken, A
good lad, innocent but manly, a'ony
and sorrowful. Not an Ameican;
the face ghows that; the plaim, but |-
clean attire, in cut and scam also dis-
closesitaforelgn m mofastore.  Almost

i

1,

"Ix"thy' that Emil cannot doubt her,

Iast wistful look #o.m3 fo meoan that ke
wants one, Sho will find out.
““Would you like to look at the plo-
tures1” she mays, as aho hands him a
oopy of the new magszine.
““ You are fery kind.”
That is pretty good English, far
bettor than the curt and he. tlers
“Thanks | ™ which fa all, that Amerl.

cans of the présent gemeratiom find | apeak

tim) to say,

The bright pages fasten the boy's
eyes for an hour or eo; then ho fixen
upon one of the illustrmted articles and
t-ies to read, It is evident that ho
has some knowledge of English, By
and bye he returns the magszine to its
owner with a bow and a smile.

“J tank you fery mooch. You haf
besutiful books in dis country,” he
ventures, blushing, '

¢“Indeed we have,” aiswered the
lady. ‘“Huave you ever seen thls ons
boforat”

“#Ya; I haveseen onelikeit. Mine
fater have ono sent him sometimos
from Ameariea” )

“Your father does not live in Am-
erica, thent” (
¢Nein,"answers Emil, winking hard,
and crowding down th3 tremor in his
volos. ¢ Mine fater lifs not now any
more; mine fater was det one year
ago almost.”

#0Ohl pardon me for bringing your
trouble to your mind,” answered the
lady, gently.

#Niin; it is not you that bring it;
it in I that spoke first his nama."”
Emil wi'l not let the kind 1ady blame
herself'; he knows that she is careful
to spare him pain, And, lest she may
again reprove hersel! u)jstly, he de.
termines to open his heart to ber,

¢ Tt is not mine fater only; it is mine
mutter too. That was hartest drooble,
Bhe was det one moath ago,”

“ My p or boy!” orics the gentle lady,
softly. *“Are you all alone in tho
world”

#Ya; Ihat no fater, no mutter, no
bruder, no schwester; I haf myaself
oaly.”

Both are silent for a lttls ; the 1ady
does not wi‘h to deaw from this poor
lad all the secret of his sorrow, and
the boy's heart is too fuil to venture
upon speech. P.esently she agks him;
¢ Where was your home§”

“ At Hamburg.”

“JIn Germany1”

“Ya; Hamburg on the Eibe,”
“Wsaa it there that your mother
died $” -
¢'Ys; mine fater und mine mutter.’
¢ Have you any friends there-—any
kindred t” .

¢ Nein; mine grossmutier’s bruder
is dere, but he dinks of me no at
all; he came to see my mutter when
she was sick not ons time; he will be
bleased to hesr that I am not ders any
more.”

“But where are you
Forgive me, my boy;
want you to tell me what I have no
right to know. 1 would not be
meddlerome — you und:rstand?—but-
yon have mide me care for you, and
desire to help you, if X can. I wish
you wauld tell m) all sbout jourself

would like'to ke your fiiend.” )

The lady spéaks so eardeslly, aind
with ¢u b assurance of sincere sym.
erbapd. be will be mdre skepticl

now t5=t ha has rot learned that bitt.r

much noisy traffio, giving back the

co-talnly ho neods & friend, and that

-] done he went back to D.utachland.”

-and ahs cannot come mit ma,

ag now 7| read
s;hSo not

that ysu axe willing to t3)1 one wha]

‘80 déAr'camd batk to - me, and ‘I coald:

when ho i3 older; it ia well krhim| “Iknowitm x
‘anawera the lndy, xmanﬂn‘% :

trust, and he would. be the lcs.: if by §
should refass to confide In hor, If 1, §

before anawering, it is not by |
osnss ho fs afraid to speak, but bocan §
the lady’s kimdnes mukos hi 4o gl |
wnd happy-that lie oaanot qu.ckuy find
his volce,

“This ‘ie may name,” sdds the lady,
as sht hands Emil hear card. ¢ Yoy
Euglish a little; can you ne
read it, also?”

4 Yes, Madam. T can read it mooch
besser ag I can spick $t,” anawers Emil,
“And you are.mwt kisd, Frau Bake |
headds, blushing, as he rends the neatly |
engraved caxd. “My words arc poor [
when-I try to tell you hew moech: hely I
in your kindnees alroudy I find. )
name is thiz;” and ho takes ffom the
ride-pocket of his cost & littlediary, en
the fly-leaf ot which is writien in a
round German hand, bat #u Eoglish
letters, ¢ Emil Lincoln Keller.”

“Lincoln ! exclaimed M-s: Baker,
“You have the rame of cur grext
President.”

“Ya vohl, Madam, Iine fiter
gave it me. Mo loved the Hrr Lin.
ooln, boet of all men, He wux cfan
‘in Washington, when Herr Linook
wag there, Ya, he was there on the
da * when the—what yon call—sascasdn
killo]l him, Ach! ft was # day of
sorrow for maine fater. e oft told e |
the story.” a

“8o your { .ther once Hved in this
countey ?’ ' .
“Yos; ho was a boy se young m
me when firgt he dame, fivs years bé
fore the great war was making; and
Ads fater and mu'ter they were det, in
three years; and theén he was & sofdiern
the great war; and when the war wa

“ Did he never return to Amsricat”
“Nein; he came not, It was net
posaible. He was not to mine matter
married until he wert back to Ham.
burg; mine gross-mutter she was ofd,.
and she was not willing that m'e
mautter shall come; &0 they wait, and-
when mine gross-mutter was dat m'ne
fater way sick, and so0 they come rict
aball” :
“Hs would bave coms, then, if he
cnuldy” )

#“Ya vihl, Madam. Yt wssin ths
land that his heart was at home. Ho'
waas telling mo always stories of this
lad; he was trying £ tesch mo Ecg-
lish. He wag sayiny to me alwaya:
¢ Emil, you shall to A werica g3, one
day.’ And when hé was sick he mads
mine mutter t5 him prom!ss that after
he is gone she shall to Amer.ca come
mit me, ¢I. ij the bost country for
the boy,’ he #ald. *Hashall isddee
friends and a home.” Ba:wh n he
was gone, mine ma‘ter waa sick, and
evary day she gr.w white and w.ak,
! But ty
her own hands, whilo:she lay dete cn
tke b:&, gshe make all my clothes

Y o Sk .t Bm 8 4 e ma et rea

Pgor Emil tursed suddenly roand
in:the séat and cove.éd his facé wih
his- hands, and bis sturdy Htle fr.me
quivered with tho intensity of iis
grie™ It iy sdme minuter before he
can command himself €t go oh with §

B A ot et bt s e - = fs et ~ e am et ot . s

hisstory. | ) 3

“You will forgif mie,” ko eays, ss i
he turhed ‘back ‘sgain, ani ‘meet, the
tésifal eyes of. his xe'r f jeud, « bit:fi

the locks and the werds of the mut er,

not kold il myh art” ..
Y knowit; my'boy. T'wonder nct," il

lesach; ‘for thisina friend worthy of his

* She miade me all rexy, il con-

- —— et e s e c—— . g -




