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Just theeo years old was our baby,
A tittle town mald was she,
A ﬁrm plat to hiee meant couatry,
foustain the boundless sea,

Vor ali of her tiny lifetfmo
Hxd-passed midst the houses high,

Whose tops, to her ¢hildish {ancy,
Were part of the arching shs.

So one August day when his suaship
Was ba %na the city brown,

We carnicd hes off to the scaside,
Away from the breathless tuwn.

Steipped her of socks and slippeus,
Regardless of frecklces and tan,
And told her to go and frolic
As only « baby can,

Dut she atcod-with her wee hands folded,
A spcck on the randy shore,

And gazed at the waves advanclog

f’ Vith thundering crash and roas.

We knew that some lhou;i, t was stitting
The depth of her little braln,

Ax she listened to Cod's great organ
Pealing its glad réftain.

At last 1n her clear child’s treble
As sweet as & robin's trill,

With one little finger lifted,
She ctied to the sca ** Bestitl 1"

Ah, deat little fair-baiced baby,

Like yon io this niortal stsife,
There’s many a one made Weary

And stunned with the waves ol’ life.

But the bitfows of both, A darling,
Are moved at the Master's will,

And ooly His volce can hush them,
By whispesiog, ** Peace be still 1"

HONEST WORK.,

We are all workers in one way and another . but
how.many of *{is are possessed of an earnest desire
that the wos sk which we -put from our hands shall be
a-thorough, honest, faithful performance that shall

fulfil its.purpose and withstand the ravages of time?

The great dlﬂercncc inlabour is not in what has becn-
done—nat in the kind of work we perform—but in .
the spirit-which we put Inte'it. From the cleansing
of a room to the purification of a government, from
the clearing .of a forest to the chiselling of a statue,
from the humblest work of the heart and brain, it is
the determination to. make it of the best possible
quality that places it in the front rank, The work
that is' performed only for.the sake.of whatit will
bring, not for what it will carry forth, is like the cloth
of shaddy, which”may please the eye, but will not
wear. It is cheap, flimsy stuff, woven with no nobler
purpose than to.hold together long enough .to be

‘bought and paid for.

HOW TO TAKE PART.

Be yoursell Do not try to be anybody else. I
heard of some girls who sad tbey would not take past

. an meeting because they.could not talk like a certain

young lady who attended.

news. The mother. tells somethmg which she heard.

_when calling the da, tslre. The young lady-de- |’
The-{
‘hoy repeats some verses which hxs teacher has' taught‘

scribes an expcnmeat wned at the high. schaol.

him. Aad'by.and by the- liule girl mal\cs you all-
lau;,h by telling how the dog. ran away. with her doll,

You think ‘what a- nice, - ‘pleasmit. family ¢-how 1. am’

cn;oymg my visit!

Ja the athet. haqd, J8uppose: the qule gird should:;
-ady Lo hezself *Because § do tot go to. school T am:

not going to say anythmg i-and the-boy, % Bécaase
1am not in‘the: high. school,l am not.gomg to say:

anythxng Iy and the. y(mng lady, @ Bccause Lcannnt .
talk like faiher and mother, I.ai not going to- sayf
-aiyhiag

So, they kesp stills
Dk, Semcthing hike ths, I tmagme, “L wish L
was at home, what a:suff- famnily .
natural

,‘- .
I

- aut of “the. ba.t
. must be to catch ﬁsh." .

“The. lide fisher. locked' very wise as-‘he said.
: thts, and stretched out his hand to take the hook from -

What would. you I

Be.yourself, ‘Be’

A a4 iz‘TYR.

Richuaed Cameron, a youlh of high pronuse, on-

completing-his studies at a university in Holland, re-
turned to Scotland, and espoused the causs of the
Covenanteis,  His loyalty, piety, and great scholar-
ship hava been univenally admitted by historians,
Devoted .0 the principles of the Reformation, and to
their natwal sesults—civil and religious freedum —he
was preparsd for whatever might follow iatheis de.
fence. Whaaever he had an opportunity he preached
to the people, but his career, though Liilliant, was
short.  Like the rest of bus bretheen, he was an out-
law, without any process, and had to live 1n perpetual
concealment. His hiding places were luerally the
“dens and caves of thé.carth,” and he rarcly expen-
caced the comfortsof a bed. His tast nmight, the
215t of July, 1680, was speat 1n the house of a
friend on the water of Ayr.  Next moraing, on wash-
ing hus hands, he laid them on his face, and said, 1
have need to make them clean, for this 1s their Jast
washing. In the course of the day a messenger arri-
ved with intelligence thata panty of sotdiers were va
his track, and not far distant, With his brother, and
a few friends, a mezting was held ata dreary spot
called Airsmoss, surrounded by a morass ot bog, and
where it was believed horsemen could aot reach them.
They had not long to wait when tho enemy appeared,
Surrounded by 120 dragoons, there was no escape
and the little band resolved tostand on their defence
and fight to the last. Cameron engaged in prayer,
employing these memorable words : * Lord spare the
the green, and take theripe” On concluding, he
encouraged his brother and friends not to swerve in
the Lord’s cause. A desperate cffort was made by
the soldiers to secure him alive, but it failed. Fight.
ing manfully, back to back with his brother, he was
cut down by ablow with asabre. The officer in com-
mand foiled in his object, which was to bring
Cameron to an ignominious end, wreaked his ven-
geance on his inanimate body. He caused his
men to cut off his head and hands, and carried them
to Edinburgh as a proof to the Lords of Council of his
bravery and- zeal against the rebels. Cameron's
father, a very old man, was then a prisonsr in the
Tolbooth for the same cause. With barbarous cruelty
they presented the head and hands tothe aged Chris-
tian, and mockingly asked if he knew to whom they
belonged. * 1 know them, I know them,” he replicd,
taking them and kissing them. * They are my son's,
my dear son's.® Good is the will of the Lard, who
caunot wrong me or mine, but who has made good-
uness and mercy to follow us all our days.” The head
of the martyr was afterward affixed on the netherbow,
and the hands beside it, with the fingers pointing
upwards as if in the attitude.of prayer. * There,”
said one of his persecutors on passiag, * there are the
head and hands of one that lived praying and preach-
ing, and died praying and fighting.”

THE HOOK AND THE BAIT.

He was seated by the little wooden bndge as 1

‘came near, his rod and fishing tackle lyinz on the

grass beside him. He was so intent with his haok
and his bait that he did not look up tilf I said .
“Ho, ho! Tommy Tdcker. So youre playing

| truant to-day, are you ¥
Suppose you are invited out to ted with a family-,
~ consisting of a father, 2 mother, a ‘young. lady .
‘daughtcr,a boy twelve years old. and .a little four
years.ald. You sit down-to the table and-cveryone .
. feels pcrfcctly free. The fatbcr gives -an atem. of

Tommy looked up, his bright eyes flashing.
% No,” he said ; * we have a holiday to-day, and I

 came down to thc brook to try my luck at fishing.

But see . * he went on, holdmg up his worhmanship

. with, pride; “is'nt that'a cunning way to put the bait

on? Won't: that fetch 'em?®
I took the hook in my hand and examined it.

“Why," I said, you ‘have covered the hook with -
_the bait 50 that you wua't see & bit of it :
- need'to do. thay, did you?" .

Tommy Tucker looked very much as of he doubted -

my samty
“Of course, I did,” he-said.

Mg,
v Ah, Tommy Tucker!” T said ;.

You didn't {
' own lauguag\.. »
-arrested and his consgjenice aroused. :He wénthome ~
‘| confessed kis theft, and rectored the money. For ik
}months hé read'and. re-read. the graphic desmpuoni'
.of hus dwn heart wrongs in the. little book, His' con-

Csuenue, o seared and dead bcfurc, fow gave hxm no,'

“ Fishes ‘know too.
. much tobite if thcy sec the point of the' hook sm.kmg‘
You.doa't know- how cunning ‘you.

. * there are hooks |
-for. men as well as: hooks for Eshes -and the. ook 18"
_always hidden by - the:bait. There isnt:any. buman:
¥-fisher half S0 cun;nng'as o!d*S‘uan* hcknow&ho‘w to’

. dives.an gurnest, happy’ Christian;

—

dress up ihe hool: with 2 bait so pleasant to sce that
foolish people rish right at it, and get caught on the
hock before they know jt.” ,

Justthen & mlddlc.aged man, shufiled along the
bridge and went off in the dire x‘Tcm of the village.

* He's going to the saloon,” said Tommy TucKer,
* [s that the kind of a bait that you mean, Mr
Earlston "

“ Yes,” 1 saud, “ that's ono kind. Years ago Drine
yen Sam, as boys call him, was a bright young man
«s college. The devil fished for hum. The balt he
dangled before him was a hfe of pleasure, Sam be-
gan to be persuaded that the Bible was too strict,
He wanted to live while ho lived, he sald, So he
ncglected his books, and took to drink, and to the
theatre and to other wrong things. Then he felt the
hook., He was expelled from college. And now you
see him, a drunkard, making for the saloon as if he
couldn't live anywhere else.”

* Hé didn't see the haok, or he wouldn't have taken.
the bait,’ smd Tommy Tuckcr, after a. pause. “I
suppose that bad compauions, and bad books, and
everything that draws people away o wrong, are bits
of Satan’s bait.”

“Yes,” I sud, ** and you'll find lots of Satai's baits
dangling.before your eyes, too, if you only keep your
cyes wmide enough open Lo sce that they are Satan's,”

“ 11 look out for them,” said Tommy., “And
when 1 feel as if I wanted to snatch at the bait Uil
remember the hook.”

“ Right, Tommy Tucker!”

4 GOoD A!AN’S TENDERNESS.

Boys are sometimes tcmpted to think that te be
tender-hearted 1s to be weak and unmaanly. Yet the
tenderest heart may be associated with the strongest.
and most forcible mind and will.  Take, for example,
the story told of him to whom we owe our wonder-
ful railwlly system. George Stephenson went one day

into an upper rvom of his house -and closed the yin- .

dos. It had heen open a long time because of: thc
great heat, but now the weather was becomiag cooler,
and so Mr,Stephenson thought it would be well to shut
it,  He lttle knew at .he ume what hie was doing.

Two or three days afterward, however, he chancedto .

observe a bird flymng aganst that same window, aad

beating agawnst it with all its might again and again,. '

asf trying to break it. His sympathy and curiosity-
were aroused. What could the httle thug want?

He went at once to the room and opened thy window-

tosze. The window opened, the bied flew s34t

1o one particular gpnt 1n the room whetre Stephenson .
saw a nest—that little bird’s nest. The poor bird

looked at it, took the sad story in at a glance, snd

fluttered down to the floor, broken-hearted, almost -
dead.

Stephenson, drawing near to look, was filled with

unspeakable sorrow. There sai the mother bird, and'

under 1t four uny little ones—mother and young—ap- - -

parently dead. Stephenson cried aloud. He tendetly
lifted the exhausted bird from the floor, the worm : dt
had so long and so bravely struggled to bring. to its
home and young, still in its beak, and caxcfully tncd

to revive it, but all his efiorts proved in vam. It A

speedily died, and the great man mourned for manya. -

dny At the same time the force of George Steplien-
son's mind was changing the face of the earth; yet-he-
wept at the sight of this dead famlly, and was deeply
gnevcd because he himself had unconsclously bcen,
the cause of death.

THE POWLER UF A TR/’CT.

A young Hindu of some education fell into. ba.d. B
‘habits, and in his extremity stole $3 .from’ hns a'.mt. :

Passing on his way he found in his.path- the’ “Heartn ‘
Book,” a small treatise transiated- and,pnnted mhls ;

On readmg it his attention. was-

rest. His aunt advxsed im t6 go'to a fricnd. in a0

near-village, who had 4 larger book, which they cslle&
‘% God’s Word.”
Bible, and réad;it as, he: hmt read:the “ Hédrt: Boo!:.""
* He'was convettcd ceased ah ‘do!a.rous worshlp
" mtes, and was baptized. His: famuly persecuted: him,,

He went, borrowcd the fnend’

4nd’

cast’him out,.end. performed his- faneral: mcs, but hc; :

»
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