
HUME AND SCHOOL.

ild h foit awk ward and diffiient.
Io he next moment shle felt likre

lauiglunlg at hiersudf.
I Atter all," Rhe thought, " h. is just

areal polite, warm-hearted boy,-even
if Daek does cali him a college man!

mimili not be the ]eat bit afraid of

lcom:e old fellowl" Raid Dick,
reparing to lead the way uptairs to

kw room, waiting a moment to hear
what Rosalie would say to him. 8he
whiispiured a word or two, " To plesue

you, Dick," she Raid in a low tone.
"Your roomt Io that mot" he

,xciaimed wih a pleased &mile. "Why,
that is aplendid i Thank you."

Itomalie. fe? "ery happy. Rhe did
not regret g %g up her room, even
thofsgh ahe had to go to a smialler une
in the third story. She did not once
think of herself at the tea-table. The
chickens aud coffee and muffins vere
a Buccess, and Jane waited even botter
than usual.

Frank fell right in with the family
waym. He seemed no much pleased
with everything that nobody could
hielp feeling pleaued with him. They
enijoy.ed the holidays all the more for
his prosence among them.

Yet there were times whh Rosalie
feit out of heart, and almot ready to
give up the "race." Things meemed mo
tiresome, and ahe could mes no good
coaing from aIl her self-denial; ome-
tinem she was afraid that her wish for
Dick would never come true. He was
Bo anxious to have a good time himalf,
that he appeared quite forget ul about
the comfort of others.

" Dick never seems to think that I
get tired, or that I have given up a
great deal to please hitn," sie thought.
But Dick did think, although he
al)eared so carelem and selfish.

One Sunday afternoon lou idie did
not feel like walking up the bill i the
oId school-house to teach ber clam.
Rhe wondered if some one else could
not take it for that day. Then, like a
flash, came the thought of "running
t he race,"-doing one's own work 1 She
put on her hat, and, taking an unbrella
went out of the gate up the hill,

Dick and Frank were on the fence
making plans for the future, when they
lioild have become great men.

Rosalie invited them to go with he,
to Sunday-school, but they laughed
siying it was too warm, and begged tb
be excused. Each was bumy with hi
own thoughts after that, till Frani
looked up and said, in bis bright, quic

ay: "Dick, what makes your siste
so unselfis,» '

" Just what makes aome other pei
ons o, I silpose,» Dick replied

after a moment's hesitation. "Don
you know, Frank i"

" Yea," aid Frank, decidedly. "No'
why do not you and I try the mir
wayl With all our fine talk, I do ni
brlieve we ahali amount to much ti
we enliat."

Dick knew that Frank meant enli
Ua a soldier of Jesus Christ.

"'Pve been thinking a good de
about it lately," ho aid.

" So have I," Raid Frank. " Do y
know what et me to thinkingt-it w
just that kind, unuelgsh way that yo'
sister ha.?"

Dick grasped Frank'@ hand wai ml
exclaimiog, " Why, old fellow, that
jtst the way it has been with me 1"

How do you suppose Romalle fe
boue time afterward, when she fou
that hr wih had ben granted-

The King's Bell.
"'No perfect day iaii ever come ta nie,"

Ai old imau aid ;
A perfect day for un ca netver be

1 il we are dea.

The young king heard him and he tturned
mway

In earnest thounght.
Did men ie'er end on earth the perfect day

For which they sought.-

A day all free from care 1-no ru.ning o'er
With life's delight

That there seemed room or wish for nothing
more

Fron iawn te night 1

It must be that such days have corne ta
man,". .

The young king said.
"Go earch-fnnd one who found thern--if

you eau 1 "
Ah wise gray heid I

"I trust that oie such day will come
To even me,"

The king mid. But the old man's lip, were
dlumb, A doubter ho.

"That you, and those abnut you al may
know

My perfect day,
A bell shall rini ont vheun he Bla n i io

And men uhîhi say'-

Behold this da lias been unto the king
A day replete

With happiness. It lacked not anything-
A day moqt sweet Il

in a high tower, ere night, the passera saw
A rnighty bell,

The tidings of a day vithout a faw
somle tilme ta tell.

The bell hung silent in its lofty tower
Days vamne and %ent;

Each summer biouglht its suinshme and it
lower,

Its old contentt;

But not the happy day he hopes te s;
" But soon or late

The day of days," lie said, " will come ta me
I taut-and %%ait."

The years. like leaves upon a restless .treamn
Were liwept îway,

And irthe kig's dark lair began ta gleam,
Brigit threads ofgray.

Mon passing by looked upwards ta the bell
And smiling said,

Delay not of the ha py Mine ta tell
Till we are deîd

r
But they grew ad Ad died. Ands ilent sti

ATdth great hell hung;
And the good king bowed down with age, fe
sill

k lis cares among.

k .
r At dusk, one day, with dazed brain, from h

rooma
He slowly cre t

Uprattling tower- l,in thedustanldglooi
Whil watchers slept.

't
Above the city broke the great bell's voice,

MBhldten na long.
w 4 Behold the king's mot happy day1 R

ot It told the throng.
il

Filled with strange awe, the long night pi

t se aayt morn Men id,
" At lunt the king lias found his happy day

al The king in dead 1"

a. SAyg Prof. Blackie : The end of 1
ur in not the acquisition of knowed

nor the display of knowledge, nor t
y, exercise of any energy belonging
la the cognitive department of our o

titution-but the formation of ch
ut, acter. What is charactarI Charac
nd lu the mortal type impreaed upon
8. man by the habituai exercla Of no

amotiotti aid a wol trainad viii.

Irish Wit. After awhile the cuphoard was put

AN Irish priest was standing at the up, Billy knew naOthing of auctions.

corner of r. iquare about the hour of Ail eager 6o have his pulpit, h. cried,

dinner, when one of his countrymen, holding ont hil hmnd,

observing the worthy father in per- "Here, Mister Auctioneer, hers

plexity, thus addressed him six sh illin' ui u. I do want un for

"Oh, Father O'Leary, how is your a pulpit.
rivirenl. 1" Of cours there was a great laugh

" Mightily put out, Pat," was wh at Billy's expense. Ai it pased away

reply. the auctioneer cried,

"Put out! Whod put out your "Six shillinga-going fo qix. c

rivirence 1 A nod front bshund Bih7 wia quickiy

"Ah, you don't understand. This caught.
i just it: I am invited to dine at one "Seven, mai the auctioneer, "sn

of the houes in this uquame, and I silling"c'
have forgotten the name, and I never theN," cried Blly, "'t only di,

looked at the number, and now it's ther, the money.r

even o'clock." 0f cour Bl, dov s vent t he hammer,

" Oh, is that aIll" wa. the cry. and, much te Biily' atoniahment, the

"Just be aisy, your rivirence ; l'Il cupbOard wF not i n ,
ettle that for you." heW l, Father do kno b;t," muid

go .aying,- away fiew the good- h in a rath r dsppoited tons; c hbut

natured Irisihman around the quare, any ho I mut give the mai back ,,a

glancing at the kitchens, and when he Riz aa oBini."

dimcovered a fire that denoted homp- Tie m n o goee him n. n s Bil

tality, he thundered at the door, and ikey ta es hem Rgain. Tus vw a

enquired l ne e a nd even greater trouble.

I Father O'Leary hre" " l'il . gone doi a' tell Fater

As might be expected, again and about i," aid Bih7 , a h. mturted off

again he wa repulsed. At length an for fi a litt re chap ac.

augry footman sxclhimed: With faitii renewed, aid a camnfort-
anNo ; bother on Faither able assurance that it would be all
"No, h; b.othere bt Fth.r lu de right, ho was coming from the chapel

No, he in not here ; but he in toi dmnewhnhsa tecubrdgigp
here to-day, and the couk ia n a rage, then hal the cupboard going up

and Rays the dinner will b spo ,led. t 'il oil a cart n

Al i. waiting for Father O'Leary l'il foliope " u ayo," ls i

Paddy, leaping from the door a if pered, an' ise t h o end.u

the &teps had been on fire, rused up They caied it o a buonn, and tried

to the aatonmhed pastor and cried . . toi te it imide, but t wa juist tan

" Ail right, your rivirence, you dine btg ta get in. They twplted and

at 43, and a mighty good dinner you'll tWed, they pulled aid pued, but it
vas ne urne.

gOh "l Here's a mou," Raid the purchaier,
s I. Oh, Pat," said the grateful pastor,anrl."'eginsvnshlng

the. bleuainga of a hungry mai b. angrily. Il'Vye given mnen shillings
u Ion b for en, an' ahall have to &kat en up for
upon you.

"L ong 11f. aid happinsu ta your fimeoo."
ivirence. a have got your malady Then, as his eyes twinkled, Billy

. I only wish I had your cure," returned atspped over and put st od on tin

Fat. nan's ahouider as ha .tood, bat in
Pa'hand, wiping his forehead.

«I'll giv. 'e six ahhlin' for un, if
The Story of Billy Bra. you'li carry un down to my little

BILLY BitAT wa a poor miner in chapei."
Cornwall. He wa. an exceedingly I That I will," aid the man, plesied

wicked young man; wan awakened at being so weIl out of ILt.

through reading John Bunyan's "Bts the Lord 1 " cried Billy, " 'ti

.'Visions of Heaven and Hell," was just like Him. He knew I couldn'

converted, and joined the Bible Chris. carry en myself, so He got this mai to

tian Methodista. He was the means carry en for me."

il
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of doing great good both in tbe saving

of moula aid in building chapels for
the polor. IT is not needful that we shake with

of many remarkable incidents that alarm at infidel attacks upon the Bible.
occurred in connection vith hie chapel Dr. Austin Phelps well puts this fact

building we must content ourMelvea in " My Portfolio:" "Early in the

%ith this : autumn, I have heard three or four

The little place at Kerley Downi crickets under the hearthstone eren-
was up, but it wanted a pulpit. Billy adig each other in voices sharp and

began to think within himself ihere shrill, which seemed as if they were

that could come from. At lant, im h. e a thousand strong. They made the

looked about among ome fuiniture at whole house ring. But the solid earth
au auction sale, his eye fell up.n an moved on its way, the autumn pased

old three-cornered oupboard. into vinter, the erickets died and were

" The very thing," cried Billy, " the no more heard. Such a passing racket

very thing. I can out a lit down the ale the harpings of a few akeptical

baok of un, and strengthen the middle minds upon this everlasting claim that

of un, and put a board up in front of our faith i defunot, our theology obso-

un, and clap a pair o' stairs behind un, lete, our pulpit dead."
and then the npreacher coa preach out i
of un pretty.

With much glee he turned to nome Or the Island of Peru, in the

ne near him and asked, What do 'e 'Samaan group, there is not a heathan

think they'll want for tiat there cup. loft; and though only eleven years
board 1 have paaad anes the minionariés ge%

Tii man looked, and gave it as bis want there, the people have built good

opinion that it would go for six shil- chapel and mission-house at their
inioM Billy told him what ho meant own expense; have begua 'o support

vio with it, and the man said, their ov pastors, aid propose to eon-

"i Why, you're Billy Bray. Har. tribute to the Misionary Society funds

ril giveo'. te sinhixllato uy ivt." the eoming yer.
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