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A Vacation Song.
uY ANNA M. PRATT,

geatry and books are put away,
study is suspended ;
S iu=droon Jdonts are closed and locked,
1.1 summer shall bo ended.
1 tho sca andd country hastes
Jdany o little vover s
o]l b, ha'* the childeen Inugh,
Leodis BOW UTo vver !
We a oot koo spelling-book,
Kb luee = * 2w are over,”

( i-mbing up the monatain paths,
Ithough the meado o etraying,
T o berries, ferns, and flowers,
i, the brovkside pluying ;
Li v ning to the merry hirds
1hat sinyg to every comgr.
apfx ha, ha!? the chddren kaugh,
s ifaw wo love the senuner §
Vac stton joys biving givls and boys
A bappy, happy sumer,"”

Btrotiing on the lavel beach,
Washed by the hillows daily,

Shounung to the foaming wavas,
Plunging in titem gaily ;

Sechung shells wd mosses tine,
The uecent’s seisttered treasure

“Jia, ho, Bt the chiidren laugh,

* \.cation gives us pleasure;*

While arirtlful crics and heaming eycs
Declure vacation's pleasure.

When the autnin days begis,
Aud swnmer lowers are drooping,
Whit a host of little folk
11 .k to school come trooping !
11 u the teacher smiles to sco
1, «h sunburnt little rover.
“t Ha, ba, ha!” tho childron laugh,
+ V2 ation days ave over |
Denr teacher, how wo'll study, now
Vucation days arv over {”
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A NEW FRIEND.

“Wgare to bo fr.ends, you see,” said
the lame boy, cheerful'y, as Sandy set him
to lean against the jumpwt. whils he
picked up the crutch ; =} thought T sh-uld
never catch you, though I have been
foliowing you ax fast as ever I conld all the
way fram t.huyp}:v:c where Mr. JMason was
priaching. You liked his sermon, dila’s
youl I saw you listening as if you'd
never heard anything like that before jand
it's every word truc, and more.  Ithought
1’4 liko tn ask you how you liked it; and
when you turned in here, T caught up with
you. Now ivould you mind telling we
who i. was you were speaking to, hi f
aloud 1"

The Iamw boya voice was irnk, and iis
face was lightad up with a friendly sn i,
such as Sandy hiud never met before. Ueo
could not shut up his heart agamnst L.
Besides, he had been longing to spek to
someoro shout litle Gir ;-6omebody wiiv
would ncither ju.r at him nor beangr,
with him, as the other fusce-boys were.
Yet he felt shy stdl, and his hrowa-faco
grew crimson, and s tongue starswmered,
ashe once more ie.acd over the parapet,
ard gazed down ui the eddying of tho
water under the arch, with hishead furned
away from the st zer.

“Iwero taikin’ 75 him as that gentde-
man spoke of,” he. sid ina very luw tone,
“Hin as wera lost Jamwsself when he were a
littlo child ; leat in the streets you know.
The gentleman sai.. now he weregroned up
he do siways walk up and down tho strects
lookin® fur folh. as were lost. 50 1 way
askin’ hita to ¢ «ac cate of my littde Gip, if
he came acress her.”

“Who's littde Gip?™ acked the gentle
cheery voloo at his side.

“0h ., sho'sany littlo gel 1™ ericd Sandy,
Lying his hewd fownon the stone coping,
but domng Lis hest to speuk calmly,
“mother’s little gel, you know, and
mather got drunk last Tuesday, that night
3t mined oateand dogs, and ot Giptome-
wheros; .agd I've beon lookm’ for her
ever since everywhere, pokin’ iuto overy

oorneras I ean think on ;and I beg.n to by
afeared as Gip's dead 1"

It had been hard work for Sandy to say
all this, Lut when by camo to the word
daad his voive was choked, und the sobs ho
had Kept down broke out vehemomtly,
Ho felt the strange boy's arm steihng
round his neek ; and so astonished was he
that his sobbing ceased, and ho huld lus
breath to listen to what he was sayving,

S little Gap s dead,” be whispered,
“gho is gony to heaven, to bo with the Jad
Jesus, and sho can novor, nover be hangry
ar cold, orlestagain. Theroare thowamds
and thousands of little children there, all
good, andd liappy, and safo; and he laes
them so! Nothing can ever hnrt them
agin, beeatse ho is always taking euve of
them, 1 httle Gip is dead, she must be
with the Lord Jesus”

J didn’'t haow that,” warmured Sandy.
“1don't know weothin'. 1 don't know s
my tde Gip s dewdd. 1 rather have
b tlia let him have hers She was so
foul f e, o1 could make her happy,
[ could-and & . her safe. | never seo
him as you speak 1. or heand tell of him
aforcpow.  Gip lidu  know lum any moro
than me-, aud sho'. be a deal happaer with
i - and wherever  he s, she'll fret for
Sanedy, as used to gine by peppermint sud
candy. and cury her to look at the pretty
shops.  1f Jard Jesus fineds her, he ought
to give her up tome again ; for it isn’t him
as has nursed her, and took care of her
ever since she was born.*

Sandy’s shyness had worn off whilst he
spoke out his mind ; and now he faced tho
lame boy with an expression of indignation,
almost of angry defiance, at tho thought
that anybody h1ad a greater claim to Gip,
or could muke her happier than he. Tho
stranger looked somewhat saddened and
girplexed; but ho kept his band on

andy's shoulder, to prevent him from
running away from him.

“Y vish you would come and tilk to
mother sbout it,” he said, aft-r a pause ;
“she's had three children that are dead,
and she says they are happier than they
could have been with her. 11 little Gip s
not dead, mother will know what to do,
and how to set about finding her, for sho’s
tho cleverest womnan in all London ;and I'11
help you search for her. I'm nol strong
enough to work ; but when it iy a fine day
like this, I can got about on my crutclies,

‘and go farther than you'd think. I call

them my wings, Yes, I'll zearch for little
Gip, as well as you, if you'll comnc along
with me and tell mother.”

Sandy hesitated a little, Compared with
him tho lame Yoy iwas so grand that he
scarcely dared go howna with hims but
thero was the hopo of getting advice and
help in secking Gip, and he could not lose
any chance. Mo watched the stranger
getting hijmsclf bilanced on his crutches
with a neiy and tender sepse of pity, and
the very fecling that he could so pasily
run away from him kept him closer at his
side. Ho would have walked behind hun,
l&x:b the Doy did not scem to understand

at.

" Keep close to me,” he sid; Y want
to talk to you. My nameis John Shafto,
and we live in the place I'm taking yon to,
Tecll me what your name is, and where you
live, while we are going along. Sce!lcan
geb on with my wings as fast as you, unless
you run.” .

Ho was keeping up with Sandy quite
casily, his whito face turned towandsbim
full of ecager interest and friendlincks.
Sandy had never socn a face or hcard p
voice like his.

“My name’s Sandy Carpoll, sir,” he
answered, pressing nearer to John Shafto,
for all his reserve had mclted away like
frost in the sunshine, ** and wother s ealled
Nageo Carall.  She's nerer anytlung ose
byt drunk. I she's sober a hit of a
worniy”, 3¢ don's last longer than shie can
geta Tew copprers. T wasa gettin’ afeared
little Gip ‘ud tako fo it, for nuther ‘ud
@ive hier drops of ginand such liko; but
now she's lust I don'’t know what'll hecomne
of her.  Maybo it “ud be better for her to
dic, and go to thut place you spoke of,
only I don’t see how she's to get in. I
*d kunown of it before, T tried i zet
Tom and Ltle Vic took ju, bt at'<t
late now. Thoy'ro buried gnld e T3 4
8'!)030-"

He spoke very regretfully, for hie Lad
been fond of Tom and Liftle Vi, thengh

they wero nothug so Gip, who il hved
to learn tho pretty tochs bic could teach
hor ; yet ho was grieved to thagk that per-
lll\ i) fl“ could have 1 lll.lgvﬂl (£ gvt thusa
bables taben mito o gonl ploo. whuro
they would never e hongry or cold agmn,
1€ he higd only koown o it.

SO Tom and Vie are dond,” answersd
Jolin Shatts, ** they are gono to Yewou.
‘2\'0:‘*' lutle chld goea thure when b
dles.

** Tknow nothin’ abaat v ' gaid Sandy ;
*“tol] mu all you know.”

“Mother  knows more than 1 do,”
ho rophiod , ot udanako baste to der.”

It was uot long beforg they eached the
house, whiel lay at the Lak ofa sl
chapel, and st g cornar wr o httle square
gravo-yand, whero the grss prew muk and
dark over the nu.uu«f;, m wpute of thoe
smoko and oot falling up- n 1t from tho
chimnoys around. There was no other
dwolling in the yard, but the hl.nk ligh
walls of soino workshops enclosnd it. Nor
way thore any symptom of the turf having
beon dug up for years, nud the hendatonuos
of tho graves woro black with wumoke. All
was quict, and dark, amld gleomy ; the sun
could hardly shine into st st ugdday, and
now it was evening. But 1t s very peace-
ful and atill, hushed away from the great
turmoil and bustle of the city, thouch st
lay iu the vary heart of it Sandy lowered
his voice when they turned into the grave-
yard, and crossed it by a path paved with
tlat stones, which bore the numes of
persons long since dead and forgottuen.

At the back of this gmve-yard, in a
corner wherv a sharp eyo might by chunco
see it from the street, stood a hittle loneg
olid-fashiened house of two storeys, if the
upper floor conld be called n starey when
it was not ndre than seven feet lngh intho
sitch of the roof, with two dormer swindows
m the front. On the geund-tloor there
was a large shop window, with a very
dingy hatelsent i the centre, and above
1t a bunch of foneral plusies, brown with
age.  On ony side of the hatelmens hnug
a cand, framed in Wik, with ¢ Funcruls
performed £ on i, winlst in the opposite
pane was another cand, displaying the
woids, **Pinking done hore.” One of
the three large panes had been broken,
and 4 stiff placand was pasted ovor it, to
keep out the wind and min. The old
house looked as if it were skulking in tho
corner of thegravo-yanl to hide sts poverty
and deeay : keepang cut of sight as nuch
as it could, yet foreed to show itsclf alittle,
that those who dwelt in it wmight havea
chance of sarning a scanty living.

John Shafto’s ceutches scemed to tap
more loudly on these gravestones than on
the common flags in the street ; and before
he and Sandy reaclied the house, the shop
door was opened from within, A rosy,
cheerful, motherly-looking woman, wub
blue ribbons in her cap, stood in the doaor-
way zs they drow near o i, So strange
and odd and out of placo she socwmed
beside the broken window and gloniny
hatchiment, that cven Sandy felt a strange
scnsation of surprise. Mer voice, too,
when she sud, “Johnny t” was cheerful,
and as she kissed the lame hoy fondly,
Sandy stood by, staring at her sith wide-
open cyes.

“This is my mother ! * said John Shadto.

¢ And who have you brought home with
you, Johnny 1" she askad, lin}ding out her
hand 2. Sandy, as i she did not seo Jus

r rags and dirty sk, fle did not
mm whar 1o mahe of 12 ; but she took Jus
hand in herm, and gave it a wann, hearty
c].'l.\p.

* He's Iost hus little mister an the strects
It Tuesday,™ sardJolin fhafto ; *“and I've
brought hun hewe 8 ask vou what we
must do, mother. Youll hie sure to think
of sutinun. Now then, Sandy, 3 on
come m and sit dowen, and tell mathes ail
aboyt it

He 1 the way inte the honse, and Mrs,
Shdie: zave Randy 2 froendly jush to
follew hun Idom her. Tnddde x}wshop.
onths coeanter, Ty a Litthe woifia, alout the
size that woadd t* G and Sandy paoased
for anansia 1ol andne gt asaf, pechape,
he maght s Gups dear face and tiny
Jan's Dong for eyer 2t pat an jt. Bot it
s st a , wld Nepng duwa a sob which
t DR KR

Ty N jnoad on into n
sl Letehioy V0l dthe anderfider's
.\-.“"l’.

1 T le Lontinered.)

A STORY OF LINCOLN.

Ix a recent addross bufote the Youny
Men'a Christian Ao ofon of Feenton,
N. 3L Gena b Jamon FooRvasdoee related
new and mtereatinng as bt ot Abaalean
Lancoln,

In thu thund duy's tight st Gutiysburg,
Damol 15, Siekle s, oxshortlof Now York,
lost a leg Tt was amputared above the
kniee, and the werneied wman was catin vyust
to Washingten and placod it a butding
oppoute the Ehlatt lluuw. o Rus
ling, who knew Sicklew woll, vl d s <o
hua.  Whils thore, Preadent Lincodo wid
announced, and hic wan shown anto the
room  The threo men foll futo converms-
tion aluwsut tho tatthe. Sickle ~ ' d Ling
coln whether ho bad beon grow  worned
us to the resalt of the fight,

“Oh, v, saud Mr, Lincaln g 1 thoughy
it would be Jf right.”

* Nut you must hnve boen the only man
who felt s, replied Ricklon, *for 1 undars
stand theru wad a duep feeling of anxiuty
hereamnng the hesds of the Governue nt.”

* Yes,"” rephied the Presidont, “Hlautay,
Wells, and the rest worv prutty badly
ruttled, and onloreil twe or thres gunbpata
up to the city and placed somo uf tho
Governmont archiv.s ahoard, and wanted
me togo sn hoand; hut 1 told them it waan's
nevesary o that oo weadd bo all right.”

“*Rut what el voor feel se contident,
Mr. Presudent ¢ yeersgsend Bieliles.

O L hal my tevons, bat Ldont enre
to tte ttn 3 the ol tog ey weald, jeethaps,
be gt d ot wand Lincatn,

O cozae e clatas 13 gt Loth thy other
gentioun it Was JIapdy «Xaatand, and GGen-
ertl Sichlow agan prossal Mr Tucoln
explun the vreamds of s consulunce.
Fmally Lineotn <ud 2 Well, 1 will teil you
why T felt comtident wo should win at
Gettysburyg. B otvre thee Iattla [ retired
alone tor way room 11 W White Honer, and
got down on say hiees and prayed to Al-
nirghty Gead ta ave e the viezory, 1 sl
to hun tht thee v s war, aned that af
he would stand by M watien now, T would
stand vy bvn the reat o gy Itfe. JTe gave
us the Victsry, arst 1 Purpura to | e my

ledee 1 ruse gt Jay knews asth a feel
g of dev | ana sezune conlenvo, und had
10 doubt of the resutt faan that hour.”

S Genesstd Sickbe anc saveelt,  containued
Rusliiz, = wer ey protainnely wmpressed
by Taneoln's womte srd toer nemeo mnutes
complete sifpnice 10 oo Then Siekics.
turniy oter on his wach, gad, “*Well,
Mr. President, how ot vim toe] about the
Vick«hure exinparend

SO ] thapk a2 e te A nght e
Grant » ;\w.v_-in LIEA VORI SR R ITY ey and |
have areat contreto e e b 1 ke G
Ho dikngs’t be e jre or e o am
trouble [ pracd b cne oo bome tan ]
todd the Tomd afl revat thee A wkalinry cam
uygn, that. Vit } Brovge et et tlyee Cop -
federey m tw. el 1t weall he the
dectnivee omee oo thee wnr 3 b abahing
feith that we saf' coane out all fght a*
Vicksburg It Gt wins hero 1 shall
atick teo b thaough thie wor”

Th. contomatea £ 0% slae o the Nith
of By  Viekslmine 14 Juen eaptured
the day hei- re an the 4oh hat the newn
had not yet reached Waslungton.

.

A GOOD THIEG FOR BOYS.

Masoat tizining s oncof the fow things
that nre goal £3 evarylnsly, [t is good
for the ricd, Yaoy, to teach Liin reaject for
the digaety + § lmantiful werk, at is good
for the poor boy, to increase lus faclity for
hawbing $omlbs, 31 fold prno to e the
tinze an wust Joprdle o0 a logng plter-
wanls, L w good {or a lsmsbiah wy, W
dmw hun asay foum lwob~, but et of
all, 1243 @sl for U noudsokish boy, 1n
ahowing hin wanething ho can do well

The by utterly unablo, cven if ha waro
studiour, ta keep ap in book knowledge
and pereentaz with the brighter boys, be-
comes diseourags, dull and moody.

Tt hiun o to e w throom for an hour
and fiad that ic «an wake a bux or plapo s
rungh pipce of Loand as el as the boghtest
scholu 23y, very Jinely botter than his
Lrighter negblaur, awd yuo have given
himau uopulse o f self-rospu-t that is of un-
told Ixuchit ¢t hun when he goos back to
iz staiv . Ho will b » brighter and
better Loy for finding out mm«Sning that
ho can do well.




