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Cling to thé Rock,

A long trafn of cars, fourteon or fifteen, wore & shovt time ago,
assing over tho Allcgbany Mountains on their way wostward,
&hoy woro crowded with puaaonﬁora. As the iron horso snorted
and rushed on tho cars bogan to desoend, and neoded no power but
tho invisible power of gravitation to bring thom down with terrible
swiftness. Just as the pasgsongers began to realizo their situation
thoy cams to n short ourve ous ot the solid rook, a wall ot rock
lying on each side. Saddenly ho stoam whistlo sorcamed as if in
agony, * Pat on tho brakes! put on the brekesl’ but with no ap.
aront slackening of the cars. Every window flow opan, and gvery
gend that could bo was thrust out to sec what the danger wae, and
all roso op foaring eudden destruction. YWhat was thotroublo ?
Juat a8 the onsﬁue began to tura in the ourve the enginser saw
a littlo girl and hor baby brother playing on tho track. In &
momen$ tho cars would ba gpon thern. The shriek of the whistle
startied the little girl, and every ono looking over could aso them.
Closs to tho track in an npright rock, waa a little recess ont of
whiob a pisce offrockihad;been blasted. In an instant the baby

was thrust into this niobo, apd as the oara came thundering by, the
passongers, holding their breath heard the olear voice of the little
sister, on tha other side of the track ring out. *Cling close to the
rock, Johnny, cling close to therock!' And the littie fullow snug-
gled in and pus his head as oloss ¢o the rook as possible, while tho
heavy caro whirled past him. Many were the moist oyes that gazod
and a eilon$ thankegiving wont up to heavon.

In a few honrs the train stopped at o station, where an 0ld man
and his ton stepped out of thocars. Ho had iravelled thus far

-with his son, who had come to an oastern city td live, while tho

ngod fathor was to turn baok to his home, All dangers which
would baraga tho gson seemed to crowd into the heart of the father
a8 he stood holding the hand of his boy~—juet now to part with him.
Ho choked, tho toara filled his ¢vzs,and all ho conld eay was, *Oling
alogs to the Rook, myson.' Ho wrang the hand of the boy, and
tho passengors saw him standing alone, doubtless prayiog that his
inexperiencod son, might * oling cloge to the Rock, Christ Jesus.’

Pride of Wealth,

Roy's father was rich, and Roy had never wanted for anything
He wap a gen.

erous little fellow

but his mother

JE Y ARTIH'S hoan with gladness glows again,
5 Gone &s all wintry gloom,
“The sun peeps through my Jattice pane

And fills ny Jittle room

With life divine, and tids me iy
My books and pens awhile,
To wander torth bencath a shy

That wears an April smile,

OM loves at every step 1 meet,
Sweet fragrance 6lls the air,

Suchsongs of praise the birdsicpeat
As move my soul to prayer.
. E’en primroseclustens. on “he banks,
And viol:ts nestling low,
To Him uplift a fook of thazks,
From whom all blessings flow.

The hyacinth hangs her languid head

And waiis the gentle May,

Now dravang near, with noseless tread,

Toliss her tearc away

The ficlds with daisses are besprent

Aswhite asflakes of snow,

And from the whicpeting woods are rent

Joymurmurs soft avd Yoma.

sawa growingdis-
position to caro

money gives and
to snub his play-
mates who bad
little,
Osemorningin
fpnng, they wero
by tho sea, The
8up was pleasant
a8 it fell on rogs
oud fursthat keps
all chill away.
. Roy was stand-
ing,thesaltbreezo
tossing bis curls,
when a newsboy,
turning the cor-
verquickly,stum.
bled against bim,
The newsboy
had on hialipsan
** Excuse me 1 "
but geeing Roy’'s
scornfal luok, he

NG. 't toesed his head

sud went on cal-
ling, « Morning
papergl®
*Roy," said his
mother,*call that
boy, I want a
paper.
= ''Mother,” ex-
claimed Roy, ** be
justranintome!”

*1 know, and
I want you to call
him,"”

Roy'sill temper
bad almost gono,
80 ho ran callirg,
[ A p& cxl "

Whénthonows-
boy eaw Roy, the.
ugly look lefs his
face

*SorryIknock.
cd you,” ho said.

4 Ob, that's no-
thing " gaid Roy,
loftily. But thoy
were friendly.
t “My dear”
said his mother,
afterward, “isit
yourgoodnoss
that gives you
niceclotbes whilo
snothor has
patchea?”

** No—o," said
oy, slowly.

*“You wmusin’t
act 30, Tho boy
whoearnshisown
liviag may bo a
{ruo  gentleman,
You mast lock at
theroal boy,
noé the Jurs or
patches.”
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