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The wluvma were weary, and they went to
sleep;
. The winds were hushed,
The starlight flushed
The furrowed face of all the mighty deep.

The billows yester eve so dark and wild,
Wave strangely now—
A ealm upon their brow, L
Like that which rests upon a cradled ehild.

The sky was bright, and every single star,
With gleaming face,
Was in its place, ]
And looked upon the sea—so fair and far.

And all was still=still as a temple dim—
When low and faint,
As mourners’ plaint,

Died the last note ol tue Vesper hymn.

A bark slept on the sea, and in the bark
Slept Mary’s Son —
The only Oue
Whose Face is light! where all, all else is
dark.

His brow was heavenward turned, His face
was fair;
He dreaed of me
On that suill sea—
The stars He made gleamed threugh His hair.

And,lo! amoan moved o'er the mighty deep,
The sky grew dark !
The little bark

Felt all the waves awaking from their sleep.

The winds wailed wild, and wilder billows
cat §
"The bark was tossed :
Shall all be lost?
But Mary’s Son slept on, serene and sweet.

The tempest raged in all its mighty wrath,
The winds howled on,
All hope seemed gone,
‘And darker waves surged round the bark’s
lone path.

The sleeper woke ! Te gazed upon the deep—
He whispered : ¢ Peace!
Winds—wild waves cease !

Be still!” The tempest fled—the ocean fell

asleep.

And, ah! when human hearts by storms are
tossed
W hen life's lone bark
Drifts through the dark,
And 'mid the wildest waves where all seems
10st,
He now, as then, with words of power and
peace,
Murmurs: “ Stormy deep,
Bo tiull—still—and sleep!”
And, lo! agreat calin comes-—-the tempest's
perils cease.

KNOCKNAGOW

OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM,

CHAPTER XXVIII —CoNTINUED,

The question was suggested by the
white buul dog, wh) walked to the etreet.
door aud back agsla witbout condeecend-
ing to take the slightest notice of Barney,
or anyoue else,

“I’m not at liberty to give particulars,”
Wat replied, in & mancer that put a etop
to all farther inquiries on the important
subject of ihe bull balt,

Barney held on his way t!ll he resched
the cormer of the street, when he was
obliged to rest his basket agalust the fron
rallings of & ganteel house, separated by a
small garden from the atraeet,

“Oh, murther, murther !"” he muttered,
¢l ba kilt afore I'm down to Mrs,
Burke’s. An’’tls agocd deed ; whero was
I comin’ wudout D)bby? An’ thanum-
un dioul! the miathress 'll murther me
woree nor the bseket. 1 remimber mow,
ghe warned me to be home as fast as I
could, I wondher what excuse I'll have
for her? Lot me see. Bagob, I'll say
Bobby got the cholic after the peltin’ we
got comfa’ through the bog. For how
will she know bat it was ekelpin' In our
face, barrin’ Judy Brlen might ted her;
an’ nice thanks that 'd be afthez glvin’ her
a 11ft from the crase.”

Here RBarney pulled up bissleeve to the
elbow and lnozed at his arm, upon which
the handle of the basket had left its
mark,

“.Begob, 'twiil cat the arm off uv me,”
he continued, “An’ the divil's cure to
me ; where was I comin’ wadout Bobby ?”

He swung the basket on the other arm
and was sesting off again, when the hall-
door of the genteal house opeuned, and &
lady came ranuing towards him down the
straloht gravel walk.

“Wait for a minute,” she called ont, “I
want to epaak to you.”

Barney stopped ; but she reqalred a
minnte or two to recover breath.

“You're Mr, Kearney’s man,” she eaid
at last,

“Yes, miss,” replled Baraey, “I'm hls
b,y'"

“What have vou In the basket 7"

“Mate, mlss.”

“What gort 1 Show it to me,”

Barnoey raleed a corner of the cloth.

“RBeof 1” the exclalmed. “I declare 1t’s
a round. Will that bo all dressed to-
gether ?

#Begob, myse'f don’t know, miss.”

“Do your pecple have butchers’ meat
every day?"

“Faith, an’ they do 8o, mles; barrin’
Friday.”

Qh, yes, they’re Roman Catholics, Are
you s Roman Catholle1”
" wBagob, I am, mise—though my mother
was born a haythen.”

“Byrn & heathen ! Is it posaible 1"

“The divil a lte in 1d, miss—an’ reared.
Bat she turned afther ruonin’ away wad
my father—God rest his sowl.”

"She looked at Bamey es If he were &
natural curlosity ; and began to wonder

what particulac race of savages hls mother
belonged to.

“(f what country was your mother a
native 7" she ssked.

“A natlve 1 Barney repeated, as If the
question wore rather puzriing. “Oh,
ay !”” he added after a pause, *“fs {d what
countrymsn {s my mother? Bogob, she
waa bred, born, au’ reared in Ballyporeen,

Her father was the clerk uv the church ; | A servaut, however, was sent to the hotel
an’ my father was earvin’the slathers whin
"Dis of’'n I heard her | gravel walk, with his hands in hls pock-
He used lto 0

p an’ down the laddher so eoople,
{::t,ul;,s japers, she tuck & sthrange ll:ln' had Mr. Lowe last night.”
to him, au' med off wud him—though her .
sivin generatlons afore her wor haythene.” |  “Do {ou think you could get him to

“0b, you mean,” ssld the lady, “that | atay wit

your mother was & Protestant, and she
marrled & Papist, and became an apos- | fs.

they wor reofin’ id.
tollln’ the ins an’ outs uv id,

“ .”
t.‘PBeg’;'o, that’s 1, mies,” replied Bsrney

affalr.

{ his basket.
?o! n:tﬂu' Ballyhooly from the misthress.’

“Walt for s moment,” the young lady
exchl:ned,o quite hlght.ened at the idea of | wedding.”
“Tdll me ; {s Mr. Lowe with

his escaping.

ngul{ throsting out her band through
the reilf

“They're In the basket, below, at Mrs. | chence of fun, [ would.
Burke’s, mies, wod the newspapers an’ | any fan, Robert 1”

“Begob, he 1s, mits ; I have letthers for
im.”

“Show them to me!” she exclsimed

the things for Miss Mary."”
“What things are they 1”

“The divil & know I know. I geta

life out uv me.”

“How does Me, Lowe spend hls time "
¢'Heo's A——n fond uv discoorsin Miss
Mary,”” Barney replied, with an extraor
dinsry grimace which he meant for a
smile.

@), I suppose he bas no other amuse-
ment "

odd tims over to Hanly’s,” said Barney ;
“'an’ they wor out wud the hounds jis-
therday.”

slond, “did they moet R)bert 1"

o'clock last night, mies,” returned Bnn?.
“An’ 'tis I have good raleon to know id ;
for I stopped up wud Tom Maher for the
horsos, au’ they kep’ me dancin’ for ’em

ondher me,
thank you, Avu’ falth thexre was no fesr
uv Me. Lowe aither.”
*Do you mean to say thet Mr. Lowe
was at Mount Tempe last night 1”
%Falth, then, he was 8o, mies ; an’ ’tis I
hive raleon to remimber id.”
She turned round sod ran iuto the
house, ae if she suddeoly discovered that
Barney was not s safs companion, and
that the fate of the clerk’s daughter, of
Ba'lyporeen, wigbt be bers if she did not
instautly fly from danger. But, so far
from bhaving sny such amiable intentione,
Barney, as he swung his basket ¢n his hip,
¢jsculated an lmprecation of so extra.
ordinary a character that we are not sure
whether it would bear repeating—at least
o his own words, Mliss Llovd—we hope
the reader hes recoguized Miss Lloyd—
pulled up ker eklits eouelderably bigher
than her ank!os as she ran back to the
honse ; and the glimpse thus affszrded of
the rymph’s limbs must have sugge:ted
to Barney Brodherick the before men-
tloned imprecation. For, looking after
the flying falr one, aud recollecting the
reclous time he had lost on her account,
gnrney rayed that a certain sable gentle
man might bave *her shin-bone for a
flate, playlog the ‘Rakes of Mullow’ for
her sowl,” {ato & place where it might
dance to the muslc upon a pavement
which munst be pretty extenslve by thls
time
4“0 Issbella!” Mlss Lloyd exclalmed.
%0 Isabella !” 8he dropped lnto an arm-
chuir and panted for breath,
Lssbella ran to the.window to try if she
could catch a gimpse of the deeperado
who, she had no doubt, must have at-
tempted to carry off her slster,
%0 mamma!” she contluned, “Mr,
Lywe has been at Mount Tempe,”
“Well ; and what of that ?”
“What ! Oh, that we must bave the
party at oance, and I am eure he wiil
coma ™
“No; Itell you he would not unlew
those people with whom he is staying
were acked.”
“And what great harm would it be to
invite them §”
“Henrietts, you astound me! But
there has been emough of that monsense
slready. It {s out of the question.”
“But what I mean fs they would not
come "’
“No matter, it would be talked of.
You kuow the Scotts did not ask our-
selves last time ; and If they knew we
had euch acquaintances what would they
not eay !”
“Bat do you think he would not come
if they were not asked ?”
¢Indeed, Henrletta,” ssid her slater—a
bloowmiog blue eved girl of twenty sum-
mers or thereabout—‘‘it would be posi.
tive rudeness atter your being there.”
“I would not mind the rudeners,” re
jolned her motber. “But when he saw
you there he must ba under the impres.
slon that they are recognized by the
gentry. Indeel, I don’t know how you
csn disabuse him of this nctlon—you are
forever thrusting yourself into improper
places.”
“0Oh, I can say it was merely accldental.
He knows they are only farmers. And
Robert {8 s0 intimate with thelr brother.”
“Oh, if there was no one but bim I
should bave no cbjection. Bat the eister
is out of the question. I really wonder
both ¢he and her mothor have not called
on you, [ saw them drive by the day
before yestorday. And, indeed, I'd have
no objection. Mrs. Barn tells me ske’s &
reapec'able sort of person ; and very good
to make presents,”
“There {s Robert,” eald Isabells, peint-
ing to the window,
#Oh, we must send for him!” ex-.
cla\med Miss Lloyd. *I wonder is there
a meeting of the club to night?”
“No; it is to ba on Thursday,” her
mother replied. “They are golug to elect
Borvaford Pender.”
“R ,bert esys he'll black ball bim,” said
Ieabella,
] really cannot nnderstand his preju.
dice againet him, He 1s a young man of
excellent principles,” replied her mother
“I hate the sight of him !” exclalmed
Ieabella, “'He ia the most insufferably
vulgar creature I ever saw.”
M. Robert Lloyd, in hunting costume,
and mounted upon his well known gray
horse, had ridden quteﬂg past his mother’s
howee without turning his eyes towards it.

for him ; and he soon strolled up the

“Ay, faith,” he replied.

you for a few days !’

him.”

' | Mise Lloyd. “Are you golng, Robert !

Mies Lloyd seked.

three fiidlers”

we make ourselvee fit to be ecen In 0
short a time 7"

LloyA.
“Himself and the docthor goes uv an | pearls,
your bracelets 7"

care and dou’t lose them, as you did those
¢I wonder,” said she, as If thinking | trinkets the other day.”

“They didn't lave Me. Bob’s till wan | lng:”

care of them. Come,
in the kitchon till I hadn’t & leg to put | mamms, will you tell John to have the
The doctor was purty well I | car ready ?”

“He's & d—d sight better off where he
1 wish I could exchange places with

s Miss Lloyd made a gesture, expressive
perfectiy wntisfiad with her verdon of the | of the most ineffuble contempt.
“Bat this ’d never do for me,” he
added, thrusting hls arm into the haadle | to night,” Bob observed.
+'Tjg all hours, an’ I'm In

“He% to be at Ned Brophy's wedding
“Oh, and we are asked,” exclaimed
“Ay, falth. I always go to a tenant’s
It {s what the highest people do,” sald

“1f you wish it, I see no objection,”
“Will you come, Bell 1"

“If I thonght there would be any
Will there be

“Av, fuith. Ho has two plpers and

¢'1 suw all the thiogs. Toey have

#Don’t mind the bill of fare, Bat can

“I’ll wear my blue gauz»,” said Miss

“What ! wiil yeu go in a low body 1"
“Of course I will; and I'll wear my
Aod, mamma, will you lend me

“Yes, you may have them ; but take

“Oh, they were ouly worth a few shill.

“Yer, but it would be just as easy to
lose them if they were dismonds.”

‘Ohb, you need mnot fear; “I'll take
[sabella, And,

Ard Mies Lloyd burried to her chamber,
on hostile thoughte intent, so far as Mr.
Henry Lowe’s heart was concerned.
“Now, Robert,” eaid Mrs. Lloyd, on
findivg herself alone with her son, “did
you do apything in that matter yet 7 Youn
kuow her fortune is very coneiderable,
and would enable you to put everything
to rights, So I beg you will make up
your mind this tlme, and don’t act so
strangely as you have eo often dome.”
¢I'l] talk to Jer about it.”

“Well, Jer e eensible, and has got yon
out of some awkward scrapes. But this
s a different thing eltcgether. So I re
quest you will act for yoursclf now, Have
you eeen her 1"

“Ay, faith”

“And how do you like her 1"

Mr Robert Lloyd opened his mouth
very wide and yawned. And when his
mother locked round to see why he had
not replied to her question, the gentleman
was lelearely walking out cf the room
with his bauds in his pockets, Whlstling
was one of the thinge that Mr. Robert
Lloyd did well; aid as he sauuntered
down the gravel walk, his mother could
distinctly hear the little alr which be had
played upon kis jews barp for Mr, Lowe,
and of which he had become particulerly
fond siuce Richard Kearney’s mieadven-
ture in the bog.

CHAPTER XXIX,
THE HAULING HOME—'IS NORAH LAHY
STRONG 1"’

¢'Good evening, Barney,” sald Mr.
Lloyd, as he wae passiug Mrs. Burke's
shop door, where Baruey Brodherick was
fixing sundry beckets and parcels ia hls
doukey-cart. *“What news?’
“Nothin’ strange, eir,” replied Barnay ;
barrin’ that I'm 1n & divil uv a hurry.”
“Barney, maybe you’d oarry this as
far as Houvor Lmby'’s for me ?” said Judy
Briea, who etocd by the doukey-cart with
a new cradle the had jast purchased from
a travelling veudor.
“An’ welcome, Judy, an’ yerse’f on the
top uv id.”
“Oh, I must wait for Tim, an’ he’ll
carry me behind bim. I was goln’ to
lave the cradie here at Mrs. Burke's, till I
met you, I thought you wor gone home
hours ago.”
“All 1ight,” sald Barney. “Pat id on
top uv this hamper, an’ L’ll tie 1d down
wud this bit of coard.”
“Hallo! BilL” shouted Mr. Bob Lloyd,
who watched the fixing of the cradle
with great interest, and even held it in
it place while Baruey was tylng it—
“halio, Bill, where are you bouad for”
1t waa Billy Heffarnan upon his mule.
The saddle was very far back towarde the
avimal’s tell, and kept ia its place by a
crupper. He waa obliged to put both
hands to one side of the reln in order to
briug his eteed to a staud, which he
eff.cted by very nearly riding through
Mirs Burke's shop-window. Thls catas
tropke was only prevented by Bob Lloyd
hitting the mule on the nose with bis
whip.
“Oomin’ home wud Ned Brophy, slr,”
replied Billy, “Heeglnt me—wo, Kitl—ou
afore ’em to tell them to sind for another
gallon uv whiskey an’ some ginger cordial,
s there’s more comin’ from that elde than
he expected.”
A\l rignt, Blll,” eaid Mr. Lloyd, turn-
ing the mule’s head towards the read.
And moving back a pace or two, Mr.
Lloyd drew hie huntiog-whip from uuder
his arm and deliberately lashed the mule
several times under the flanke, which bad
the effect of making Kit fliog out her
bind legs as if she wauted to fling her
thoes at the head of her asesllant. But
findiog that this was impracticable, Kit
put her head between her fore legs, aud
after a minute’s debate with herself as to
the proper course to bs pursued under
the circametances, ehe clattered up the
main street at a caater, with her ncse to
the ground, after the manner of mules
aud donkeys with a pack of canine tor
mentors at thelr heels,
“Begob, #lr,” exclaimed Barney, ss if &
bright idea bad struck him, “I b'ileve I
might as well walt an’ be home wud the
weddln'.”
%Ay, falth, Barney,” replied Mr. Lloyd.
Aud there belng neither peep show, nor
ballad singer, mor Punch an

wedding wes a regular god.send to Bar

A wedding
of interest ; an

were on the lookout for his,

Judy in | dued tone,
Kilthubber on that day, Ned Brophy’s | kitchen, as if it were asick chamber, rub

ney ; for Were It not for the wedding, in | ally feellog the high suff collar of bis
spite of his ingenulty 1n fiadleg tempta- A
tions to keep him from being home st & thought were continually occurlng to him
proper time, Mrs, Kearney might possibly | that he had forgotten to put it on.
ta have been able to have the “nice steak”
“0 Robert,” said his eldest sister, “you | for dinuer,
arty Is always an object
Ned Brophy belng well
known In Kilthubber and along the whole
line of march, men, women and children

The procession comprised some ten or | effects of Ayer's Sarsaparilla.
fifieen “oarriages of people,” iucluding | the system, reatoras phyeleal energy, and
jauntlug cars and “common cars,” and a | lufuses new life and vigor into every fibre
conslderable troop of equestrians, among
whom Mat the Thrasher, in his blue
body-coat, mounted upen Ned Brophy's
oolt, was the obrerved of all observers,
They were greeted with a cheer from a | else failed.
coneiderable crowd collected at the corner
of the street, which compliment was at-

“And don’t you think we ought toigo 1” | the crowd. Bat when they got s gheer
at every cross-rosd and eluster of hounees
they passed after leavivg the town behind
them, s0 unusual & circumetance began to
excite surprise,

Mat Donovan, bhowever, havirg to

alignt to pick up the biidegroom’s bat,

which somehow had got the habit of belng

blown ff his boad every ten micutes or
“Aud an excellent dioner,” sald Mies | s, the whole processlon ratiled past him
scrap uv writin’ mentioniu’ what I'm to | Lloyd
brin.' Oa’y for that they’d bother the | three legs and two shoulders of mutton,

and—"

before he could remount; ard as he
casme up with them just us they were
poselng the croes of Dunmoyne, he dis-
coverid that they were indebted to Bar-
ney Broderick for turnlvg Ned Brophy's
baulivg home into wha the newepaper
reportera call “a regular ovation. "Baruey
was standing with a foot on ench shaft,
belabourlng bis donkey to keep him at &
gollop, and behiud him, on the top of bis
load, was Jady Brien's new cradle, It
was naturally enpposed that Ned Brophy
had provided himeelf with a cradle at this
eerly stoge of his matrimonial joursey ;
snd such an instance of foresight wae
bailed with shouts of applause from K!l-
thubber to Kaockuagow

Barney stopped «t Honor Lahy's to
leave the cradls there,

“What is this?” & gentlemsn arked,
putting bis hend cut of & chalse that etood
near the beech tree while the driver was
repairing a break in the harnese, poluting
to the care aud horsemen as they passed.
“Ned Brophy’s fuunersl, sir,” replled
Barney, as he pitched the cradle down on
the ground.

“Don’t mind kim, sir,” eald Honor
Laby, “’tis his weddin’.”

“The difference le not much,” returned
the gentleman—who muet have been an

the wicdow ard leant bick in his reat
Mary Kearney, and Grace, axd Ellle

shouts, and catching a glimpse of the wed-
ding party, they ran
Thbrather’s bouee, where they could see
without bring seen, frora the little win-
dow, the light from which was wont to

along the bleak bog road.
Nelly Donovan was arrayiog heraelf in
ber beet fivery for the wedding
“Oome here, Nelly,” saild Mary, “and
point out the bride to ns.”
“I npever eee herself, mies,” replied
Nelly, runcing from the room with her
balr zbout her sboulders; “but that’s
Ned's first cousin on the same side of the
oar wud him ; so, I euppcee the t1all wan
at this ¢ide e the wife,”
“The coun s very nicely dreesed,”
Grace remarked, “That’s a very pretty
bonnet the has.  In fact, she iyquite lady-
like. What {s her name 1"
“Bessy Morris, mise.”
¢Is that Besey 1" said Mary, looking at
the owner of the pretty bounet with in-
creased interest. *'So it s ; I see her now.”
For Bessy Morrls had turned round
and looked over the clipped hedge, and up
at the old cherry-tree, and then down
toward the echool-house beyond the
quarry, with a wistful gaze that Mary
interpreted into a eigh for the times that
were gone,
“She has all the latest fashions, m'ss,”
said Nelly, “after coming from Dablin,
Bat'she wasalways tasty.”
“Ned locks as if he were going to be
hanged,” Grace observed. “I should not
like to see such an expression as that in
my husbaad’s face on the wedding day.”
The matter-of-fact way in whice she
spoke of her husband made tham all langh ;
while old Mrs. Donovan stopped her knit
ting avd rateed her hands in worder,
“Ah, I would’nt say,” eaid Nelly, as if
to herself, ‘‘but that bouse below in the
threes is after bringin’ some one to Ned’s
mind that put the heart across in him the
night av tEe party long sgo.”
*And did she refuce hum ?” Grace acked.
%No, mies ; she was fond uv the alob—
but sbe hadu't the fortune.”
“The bride 1s a fine-looking glzl,” eald
Mary.
#Kaith, then, she is nothin’short uvid,”
returned Nelly with an ssseating mo ion
of the head as she stooped down snd
pushed bsck her halr to get a better view,
“though Billy Heffernan tould me ehe
was a step laddher,”
*On, a step ladder !” excla'med G:ace.
“What did he mean by that ?”
“Lobg, and narrow, miee,” replied
Nelly, laughing, “like huxter’s turf ”
“Come, Grace,” sald Mary ; it is getting
late, and we have to call at Mrs. Lahy’e
yet. I didn’t like to go in when I saw
the chalee at the door. I hope all the
weddlng people are after passing.”
“They are, miss,”’ replled Nelly, ‘‘An’
maybe you’d tell Phil Eahy not to delsy,
as I promised to wait for him.”
“Ia Phil to be at the weddlog 1"
“Faix, twouldn’t be a weddin’ wudont
him,” satd Nelly.
“You're in great style, Nelly,” Mary
remarked with a emila. “Isuppose you
are determined to break half a dozen
hearts at least before morning ?”
Nelly sighed, and shook her head ; bat,
recovering herself, ehe replied in her
wild way :
“Well, I must thry an’ do some good
for myee’f among the strangers. There’ll
be some likely lade there to night, an’ who
knowe what luck I m'ght have ”
Mary was welcomed, as usual, by Norah
ard her mother. But Phil seemed to
bave a welght upon his mind, and was as
full of importace as if he were about to
engege o some undertaking upon which
the very existence of his little helpless
family depended.
¢(3aod evening, miss,” gald he in a sub.
He paced up and down the

bing his newly-shaven chin, and occasion-

clean thirt in a hurrled way, as if the

“Nelly Donovan desired meto tell you,
Mz, Lahy, that she was walting for you.”
TO BE CONTINUED.

That tired debllitated feellng, so pecallar
to Spring, indlcates depraved blood,
Now is the time to prove the beneficlal
It cleanees

of the boudy.
Two Men Testify.

GrNTueMEN,—One bottle of Hagyard's
Yellow Oil cured 136 of lumbago after all

Prrer A, Wareoxn, Four Falls, N. Y.
I used Yellow Oil for croup this winter,

your people atlll i

his mother,

tributed to the fact that several boon | and must say I find no better remedy for it.
companions of tho bridegroom’s were in

Incorrigible old bachelor—as he pulled up | {dea 1s, ‘Peace here, and glory here-

were out walking ; and on hearlug the | bothering over such a thing 1"

nto Mat the | gver Christian doctrine, though we trouble

A STORY FROM SPAIN,

TRAIN UP, A BOY IN THE WAY HE
SBHOULD NOT GO AND HE'LL GO
THERE.

L
AT THE AGE OF TWELVE,

“Good morniug, Don Simpliclo, how s
your son 1"
“I am enchanted with him, Tlo Mtraca.
He 18 eo clever ; he would sstonish you;
there {8 not & brok which he picks up but
he learna by heart, His maeter {s delighted
with bim, and declares ke s a prodigy.
And I—well, I'm bis father, and I can't
belp feellng proud of my son !”
+] suppore, then, you will give him a
goed education 7"
“What else can you expect He ien’t
thirteen yeara old, and l've engaged six
professors for him,”
“What !"
“8l, Senor! slx professors—one for
mathematics, cne for Freoch, one for
muelc ; then there’s his riding master,
::l f:nclng-mnur, bis dancing. master,
&—
“Ave Marla purlesima. When are you
gnlnf to awg, Don Slmpliclo! 8o, ne.
cording to what you eay, this prodigy of
yours sings, dances, rides, adds up figures,
ard talks & language which you can't
understand, That #n't bad ; but—how
about religious lnstruction—who teaches
bhim Christian doctrice 1"
“What noneenee you do talk, Tio Mat-
raca; I euppose they teach the children
that in every echool,”
Ah! you suppoze, do you? And you
are satlefied wiih that are you? So your

after’”
“Nonsense, man, what’s the good of

“I uuderstand! We musn’t bother
ourselves over everythisg eise. Very
good, Don Simplisto. Time will teach
you what you should have bothered

cheer the beiated traveller as he plodded | about.
Ailoe, Don Simplicio !”

Experlence is the best mistrese,

1L
AT TWENTY YEARS OF AGE,

“Well, Don Slaplicio, aud how is your
sou getting on—does he write to youn 1”
“[ bhaven’t heard from bhim for some
time ; but I euppose he's all right ”
““Ab ! you only suppose; so that pos
sibly he m'ght be {ll 1’
“Why, do you know anything concern.
{og him ?”
*Nothing In particular about his health,
but I have heard one or two liitle thluge
about bis conduct.”
“Taank God that he is in good health !”
“So you thask G.d that bis corporal
health is good, the state of his saul does
not eeem to concern you muach! Well,
juet listen a®moment. I have recelved &
letter from a frlend who gives me a very
bad account of his conduct. Your son
never gces home to his lodgings to eleep
—he spends bie time in cafes, and in
worse places too. He speaks of rellgion
worse than a savags would do. He is
leading & dlseolute life; he converres
famillarly with athelsts acd infidels Ia
one word, If your son is not already a
scamp of the firet water, he 1s not far
from belog one.””
“Confound thelad! Afterallthe advice
I have given him ! I ueed to eay to him :
‘Stick to your studies, my boy; don't
waste your time in boylsh follies ; there
will be plenty of time for that afier a
little while !”
“So then you consider these things
boyish follles, eh ?”
“My dear elr, yon mlsunderstand
me. Boys will ba boys, and we must not
meke too much fass over thelr freaks.
BatI do want my son to stady—thxt T
must insist on, for a man that has no pro
fesslon or carser i not a man.”
“Aud pray Don Swmpliclo, what s &
mau without religlon 7"’
“Listen to me s moment, Tio Mat.
raca—"'
“No! Don Simpliclo, you listen to me
A man withount religlou 1s & wild beast
who, after he has destroyed everything
wl;h,i’u his reach, ends by destroyiog him.
self.
“Not so fast, my good sir! Yeu always
exaggerate, I don’teay thata man ought
not to bave religion, but I think people
trouble themeelves too much over these
Itttle thiogs, The lad e no fool—he
kuows what he is doing—aud then you
ought to see the articles he writes !"”
. ‘;S,o he contributes to the papers, does

0 A}
“Oh, yea! He writes for El Despellejn-
dor (Anglice ‘The Fisyer’), one of the most
advauced newepapers. A little while ago
he wrots a megnificent article on the
‘Free Education of Women,””
“A nice education he d give them !”
“You may laugh if you like, but the
esaay took immensely.”

III,
SIX MONTHS AFTERWARDE,

“Tio Matraca—oh, my friend, Tlo Mat-
raca !”

“My dear Don Bimpliclo, what s the
matter with yoa ?”

“A terrible misfortune has befallen me
—my son hss committed suiclde !”

“What "

“My sob has put an end to hislife ; my
dearest and only child fs lost to me for-
ever. Listen to this letter :

“‘My Dear Father, I am sorry to
cause you any disguietude, but I eannot
helg myself, Iam weary and worn out
with life, and I no longer wish to llve.
I bad indeed desired to make known to
you'my eituation, bat what would kave
been the use of it? You eould not have
helpei me. You would have filled my
head with advice, I did not want that.
I wanted some one to fill my soul with
good—and I found no such ome. I de.
clare to you frankly and falely, I believa
in nothing—nor can I belleve, I am con
vinced that everything is a lle. Per-
chance this hse made me the unfortunate
man [ am! What Is life but an incom.
prehensible chaos?! What s this hunger
in my heart that I have never been able
to appease. I caunot tell, One thing I
do know—I live in darkness and In grief,
and I prefer death to such & weary exist-
ence, I would you had never given it
to me! Farewell, aud forget forover thy
wretched son, Pepe.’

Frepzaiox Bunks, Four Falls, N, B.

—1{s maddening.”

“Forever! forever! how can I forget | colds,

would pot bother once over certain things
—what is the use of bothering now'?”

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.

LITTLE LESSONS BY GREAT MEN,
One day when Socrates was walkicg
he ealuted s eltizen whom he met, but the
man did not return the courtesy. Socrates
aid not seem to be « flended at this, which
surptired his puplls, sud ome of them
tald to thelr master: “That msn was
rude to you, 1 cannot understard why
you teke it ¢o calmly.” “My children,”
enswered the great philosopher, “if I met
s man who was more awkward and ugly
than I, should I bs vexed! You say mo,
Why, then, should I be {rritated with this
cltiz2n because he bas not my good man-
ners 1

/ A PLUOCKY BOY.

The boy marched stralght up to the
counter,

“Well, my little man,” said the mer-
chant, complacently, who had just risen
from euch a glorlons good dinner, “what
will you have to day 1"

“Qh, please, sir, mayn’t I do some Work
for you 9"

It might bave been the pleasant blue
eyes that did it, for the man was not ac-
customed to parley with such small gentle-
mer, and Tommy waen’t seven yet, and
small of his age at that.

There were a few wisps of halr along
the ed.es of the merchant’s temples, and
lcoking down on the sppealing face, the
msn pulled at them. hen he had deme
tweaking them be gave the ends ef hie
cravat a brush, ond then his havds trav-
eled down to bis vest pocket,

“Do some work for me, eh? Well,
now, about what sort of work might your
small manship calculate to be able to
perform 7 Why, you can’t look over the
counter "

v03, yes, I can, and I'm growing,
please, growing fast ; there, see 1f 1 can’t
look over the counter i’

“Yes, by etanding on your toes; are
they coppered 7"

“What, elr 1”

“Why, your toes, Your mother could
not keep you in shoes if they were meti'’
“She c2n’t keep me in shoes anyhow,
slr,” and tha volce hesltated.

The m'n took palas to look over the
couuter. It was too much for him, he
couldn't see the little toes. Then he went
all the wey around.

“I thought I should need a microscops,”
he esid, very gravely, “but I reckon {f [
;lgle; c}oue enough I can sce what you look

e 1
“I’m older than I'm big, eir.”” was the
neat rejilnder. “Folks say 1 am very
small of my age.”

“What might your sge be, sir?’ re-
eponded the man, with empbasis,

“I am almost seven,” sald Tommy, with
a look calculated to impress even aix feet
nine. “Youeee, my mother ha:n’t anybedy
but me, and this morning I eaw her cry-
ing, because she could not find five cemtain
her pocket book, and she thinks the boy
who took the ashes etole it—and—I—
have—not —had —any — any breakfaat,
sir.” The volce again hesitated, and tears
came to the blue eyes,

“I reckon 1 can holp yon to a breakfast,
my little fellow,” sald the man, feeliag in
his vest pocket. “There, will that quarter
do ?” The boy shook bis head,

“Mother wounldn't let me beg, sir,” was
the simple answer,

“Hamph! Wherels yourfather 1"
“We never heard cf him, sir, after he
went away, s was lest, eir, in the
steamer City of Boston.”

“Ah! that's bad. Bat you are a placky
little fellow, anyhow. Lot me see,” agd
he puckered up his moutn, and looked
stra'ght down into the boy’s eyes, which
were looking stralght into his. “Baan-
ders,” ﬁ: asked, addresiing a clerk, whe
was rolling up and writing ona parcels, “is
Cush No, 4 nﬁl slck 1" . ; o
“Dead, slr ; died last wight,” was the
low repl{.

“Ah, 'm sorry to hear that. Well,
here's a younga'er that can take hiaplacs”
Mr. Sauuders looked up slowly, then
be put his pen behind his ear, thea his
glance treveled curlonsly from Tommy to
Me. Towers.

“Oh, I understard,” sald the latter;
Yyee, he {s small, very small, very small
indeed, but I like his pluck. What did
No. 4 get 1”

“Three dollars, eir,”” eald the still.aston-
ish«d clerk,

“Pat this boy down four, There,
youngster, glve him your name, and ran
home and tell your mother you have got
aplace at 84 a week. Come back oa
Monday and I'll tell you what te do.
Here'’s a dollar in advance ; 1'll take it
out of your first week, Can you remem-
ber 1

“Work, slr, work all the time §”

“As long as you deserve it, my man,”

Tommy shot out of that ehop. If ever
broken stalrs that had a twist throngh the
whole flight crzaked and trembled under
the weight of a small boy, or perhaps, as
might be better stated, langhed and
chuckled on account of a emell bay's gaod
luck, those in that tepement.house en-
joyed themselves thoroughly that morn.
ng.

“I've got It, mother! {'m took, I'm
8 cash boy! Don’t you know when they
take parcels the clorks call ‘Cash’!— weli
P'm that. Four dollars a week ! and the
man eald I had real pluck, coarage, you
know. 'And here's a dollar for brenkfast ;
and don't yoa ever cry again, for I'm the
man of the house now.”

The house was only a little 105
room, but how those blus eyes did mag-
nify 6! At first the mother looked con-
founded ; then she leoked—well, f{t
pastes my power to tell how she did loek
a8 she took him In her arms and hagged
him, kissed him, the tears streamitg
down her cheeks. Bat they were tears of
thankfulness. —English Journa!,

it She was Saved
rom days of agony and discomfe
great interpositions, bus by the nr:; x:;t;z
ouly sure-pep corn oure—Putnam's Painless
Corn Extrastor, Tender, painfal coras
are removed by ite wse in a fow days
without the slightest discomfors, . Muny
substitutes in the market make it noléoan:’
that only “Putnam’s” should bhe atked fﬁy
and taken, Bure, safe, harmless,
Hagyard’s Peotoral B
i alsam cures coughs,

all bronehial and 1

“Yes, Don Slmplislo, 1t 1s, but you

my son forever? The thought is terrible | whooping cough and bronehitts, “"‘a

troubles, i
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