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The Little White Shell.

Two mummors ugo u company of
tourists were atrolling along a part of
the Irish coust on which many little
sholls wore lying. They looked at the
water and the hills and the pebbly
beach, but few stopped to examine the
shells. At last a Jittle girl came down
with & pretty red-and-white basket.
“0Oh, mamma, what a pretty whitc,
queer little shell | it looks like & church
Hteeple."

“8o other people have thought, dear.
It is called the tower shell, Tuke a
good many of them ; they will be new
to our friends at home.”

The child filled her basket with the
beautiful shells; and on her return
home some were given to one friend,
some to another; and some were put
in & basket lined with green to luok
like moes, and were sent to the chil-
dren’s ward in & hospital,

It was & strange pluce. There were
lovely pictures on the walls, and
bright, sweet flowers on the tables,
and the sunlight came in glad and
strong through the broad, high win.
dows; but there were rows of little
heds, and in ewch bed was a littls child
with a fuoes as white an the smooth,
clean pillow on which it lay; and there
were thin white fingers with dark blue
veins resting on the snowy coverlets.
Every ohild was ill, most of them very
ill. Every now and then a groan
might be heard, or u sharp painful
little voice, making for somet ing—
perhaps a drink, perhaps to be moved
ia bed,

Bye-and bye the toys were brought
out, and the basket of shells were
placed by the side of a little girl.
When she opened her eyes sho saw
them, and reached out her hand for
them. She was 80 weak that she could
not grasp the basket, but taking one
shell, she held it without looking at it,
It was pleasant to her to touch, be-
cause it was cold and rough; and she
rubbed it with her poor, thin finger,
und pressed it in her hot palm until,
tired out, she fell asleep.

That afternoon two young men
entered the room—one was the dootor
who had charge of the children, the
other his friend, whom he had brought
to see the hospital. As they came near
the little girl who had ‘the shells,
the doctor whispered, “I must talk
to her, poor little thing; I can do
nothing more: she bas not many days
to live.” )

The trembling white hand was
slowly raised to put itself into the
doctor’s strong brown one. Why,
what's this, Mary? Where have you
been running to since I've been awuy,
that you've picked up such a lovely
shell $” '

“Toll me all about it, dootor,” she
said ; “I never suw any real ones.”

* These are real ones, picked up on
the shore of old Ireland.” He then
told her about thak love:y hillli):he da;k

reen grass, the sky, the rainbows, the
gil'dl, the oool, niyt waves, the white
beach, and the flsher boats, till she
suid it made her feel less hot and tired
just to hear such things, Some one
called the dootor then, and he had to
89, but left his friend “as a sure sign”
that he would come back. He aat
looking a¢ the shells, He had not
travelled like the doctor, so they were
new to him, and he thought them very
beautiful,

Mary looked up ab him, “Ob, sir,
is is true there will be no sea in
heaven! I am sorry, for I wans to
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see it.” Her eyes were troubled, and
her forehead was drawn us with pain,

He did not knuw what to Bay at
firat, for he, too, loved the sea. Then
the truth Hashed acroas him. *It does
not mean just that, Mary, for we are
told about the mea of giass and the
beautiful viver. It only mear, there
will be no great, cruel waves that dash
the ships to pieces and drown so many
people. It means, too, that there wiil
be no wide stormy ses to separate us
from our friends, If they cross it, we
can croas it t00, and, therefore, we need
not be afraid either for ourselves or
for them.”

*But,” said Mary, “do you think
there will be any nice waves and shells
and stones, and that Jesus will let us
play on the shore! I want (o so much.
I think it would make me more rested
than anything else, and I am so very
tired,”

The young man folt the tears coming
in bis eyes wher he heurd this litile
child talking of being so tired, and
sid: “I know Jesus will let you do
everything thut will make you happy.”

He oould not say more, but laid his
head down on the tuble, and sobbed.
The dootor found him like this, and
touched him eaying, * Come, you must
g0 now; I can’t have this with my
patients.”

He rose and brushed away the
tears. ‘“Mary,” he said, “will you
give me this little shell to remember
you by t”

“Yes,” answered the child faintly,
and turned away. She was #0 tired,

* Doctor,” he said, when the fresh
sir and sunshine helped him to control
himaelf, “ you've done me lots of good
to-day—not only in tAa¢ way, you
know, but [ have an idea I can finish
my tower.”

“Good! but how? What have you
seen "

* Here,” said his friend, and he took
out the shell. ¢ This is  new design,
and it must be good, for it was drawn
by the great Architect himaelt.”

The young man was poor, and had
been tempted to ave up his business
for one that would pay better. He
had resolved to try once more, and so
drew a plan for a church in hopes that
it might be chosen from amon many
others sent in, and Le could thus got
start in lifs, He had it all finished
but the tower, and for that he coald
draw nothing that would satisfy him,
The doctor had found him that after-
hoon croes, restless, and discouraged.
He had only one more day before the
plsn must be sent in. The doctor
cosxed him to the hospital, thinking
that the sight of suffering would make
him more ocontented with his own
healthy, hard-working life. - He was
right, and he did him more good than
he could have thought, for the young
man oopied the shell, and his plun was
the one chosen as the best.—JN, ¥,
Observer,
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“8TI0KING T0 IT..—A atory is
told of a young man who consulted an
old gentieman who had beem very suc-
cemtul in buniness, as to the best busi-
ness in which to en In answer
tothe question, “What had I best dot”
the old man replied, “S8tick.” The
young fellow explained that he had
wished to know what he had best do
W make money. Again he was told,
“Btick.” “Stick at what!? was asked.
“Oh, that is a matter of little conme-
quence. Take almost any line of busi-
ness you like; but stick to ic.”
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Mothers Turn.

“IT is mother's turn to be taken
care of now,”

The speaker wus » winsome young
girl, whose bright eyes, fresh colour,
and eager looka told of light-hearted
happiness. Just out of school, :she had
the air of culture, which is an added
sttraction to a blithe young face, It
wus mother’s turn now. Did she know
how my heart went out to her for her
unselfish words 1

Too many mothers in their love of
their daughters, entirely overlook the
idea thut they themselves need recrea-
tion. They do without all the easy,
pretty, und charming thiugs, and By
nothiog about it ; and the daughters do
not think there is any self-denial in-
volved. Jenny gets the new dress, and
mother wears the old one, turned up-
side down and wrong side out. Lucy
goes on the mountain trip, and mother
stays at home and keeps house. Emily
in tired of study and must lie down in
the afterncon ; bat mother, though her
back aches, hss no time for such an in-
dulgence. .

ear girls, take good cere of your
mothers. Coax them to let you relieve
them of some of the harder duties,
which for years they have patiently
borne.——Christian Intelligencer.
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Keop Nothing From Mother.

TREY sat at the spinning together,
And they spun the fine white thread,
One face was old and the other was young—
A golden and silver head.

At times the young voice broke in song
That was wonderfully swoet, .

And the mother's heart beat deep and calm,
For her joy was most complete.

There was many a holy lesson,
Interwoven with ailent prayer,

Taught to her gentle, listening child,
Aas they two sat spitning there.

“‘And of all that I speak, my dar
From my older head and b’urt.nn&

God giveth me one last thing to ssy,
And with it thou shalt not part.

““Thou wilt listen to many voices,
And ah! woe that this must be !

The voice of praise, and the voice of love,
And the voice of flattery.

‘‘But listen to me, my little ones
There's one thing that thou shalt fear,

Let never a word 0 my love be said,
Which hef mother may not hear.

“No matter how true, my darling one,
The words may seem to thee,

Théfy are not fit for my child to bear
If they cannot be told to me,

““If thou’lt ever keep thy young heart
And thy motlm'-phunyﬁ'olg fear, pur
Bring all that is said to thee by day
At night to thy mother's ear.”

~o@bo—
A Prison Picture.

“ Doop-BYE, paps,” laughed a little
ohild, as her mother held her up that
she might kiss her father through the
grated door of the prison recently,
‘ Good-bye, and hurry and tum back.
Isall 00 men doin’ with my papat’
she continued, gasing in on the rough.

look risoners, who were crowding
near Edoor; “if oo is, dood-bye
everybody ; and tum right back and

see your little giel, t0o.”

Then ske clambered down, and ren
away, while the big iron door closed
after her, as a sullen cloud darkens the
sunlight,

Thea little i:hiil:’ with ‘::r :ln:‘::nt

rattle, looking in upon ing to
3 group of hardened men, was a preity
scene., As she put her little face

againat the bars and kissed her pape,

A

the wretches within that prison conld
hot restrain their tears. Men were
there whose lives had heen on the
darkest side of exisience, who would
hesitute ut acarcely any crime, whose
characters were hardencd and cor-
rupted by sin and debauchery ; yet a
siwple little scene like the ‘wbove, a
few prattling words of a child, reached
down through every covering and
touched their better emotions. It
kindled within them iingering memo-
ries of other and better days, and
stirred up the little rewaining senti-
ment of manhood, husbandhood, farh.
erhood. The visit of the obild left an
impreasion on those meu and opened
their hearta to better resolves. How-
ever, it was only one of the many
oocurrences that take place in that
little world of itenlf—g city oourt and
prison.—Cleveland Voice.

Youthful Bmokers and Chewers.
BY REV. C. L. B, BRANE,

THE babit of smoking and chewi
tobacco is 80 general among boys, an
%0 hurtful too, that 1 venture to call
attention to the possibility of prevent-
ing many of the young of our Church
from falling into this unclean and in-
jurious practice, through the instru-
meatality of an organised effort in the
Sabbath-school.

Two things relative to this perni-
cious habit are perfectly clear: Fi
that it is oertainly injurious in its
moral, intellestual, and physical re-
sults ; and, secondly, that the young
are in special danger of oontracting i,
I am inclined to think that in every
Sunday-achool there should be a
cial effort made to save the boys from
8 habit sc hurtful and debasing. It is
& very rare case for an elderly person
to contract the habit of using tobacco,
simply because the temptation to doso
is not 90 great in xiper years, and be.
cause the judgment is more intelligeat
and efficient in the control it exercises
over the individual t. Itis
an slarming statemeat to make, but I
believe it is strictly true, that the
nearer you approach the confines of
babyhood the more smokers and chew-
ers you wili find. Not ten days
a little boy, of very diminutive stature,
w:r me on the strect and said,
* Mister, give me a chew of terbacker,
will yor?" I know of several boys
uader five years of age who actually
rery for ‘‘tobacker” when they are
“out.” One of them has been chew-
ing for two years, The fact is the
streets are lined with youthful smok-
ers and chewers, from five to twenty
yearsof a The impression prevails
among listle boys geperally, that smok-
ing and che are the ‘most manly
things the, pomibly do; s0, aa it
is the height of ov.:z boy's ambition
to become a man, that as soon as
pomible, they make it their earlieat
and cbief conomn to get a chervot,
cigar, or cigarette for their mouths.
The latter are more generally used,
beoause they are less expemsive. It
would be lucky for many boys, and
men too, for that matter, if the expen-
sivences were the greatest cbjection
that oould be urged against it. But,
alus, thas is the lemst objectionable
feature of the habit. Dr. Richardson,
whooee disposition seew 1o be to say all
in favour of the u?oif. tobaoco that he
possibly can, says it is “most delete-
rious %0 the young, onm.i:g in tham
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