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FATHER, TARKU MY HAND
Tt way is datk, my Fathcr! Cloud on

glowe
Is gatherirg thickly o'er my head, and loud
The thunders roar above me, See, T stand
Like one bewildered 1 Father tale my hand,
And through the gloom
Lead up to fight
Thy child!

The day goes fas, my Father ! and the night
Is dm\yirﬁ: darkly down My faithless ;Ig {
Sees ghostly sisions ; fears a spectzal ban
Fncompass me.  Oh, Father ! take my hand,
And from the night
Lead up to hght
Thy chitd |

The way is tong, my Father | and my soul
Longs for the rest and quiet of the goal,
\While et Tjourney throuph this weaty land,
Reep me érum wandering, Father, take my
hand ;
Qulckty and straight
T.2ad to heaven's gate
Thy child !

The path is rough, my Father | Many o thorn
1las pierced me ' and my weaty feet, all tomn
And thcding, marh the way Vet the com-
wand
Buds me préss fornard
hand ,
Then safo and blest
Lead up to rest
Thy child !

The throng is great, my Father! Many a
oubt
Aund fear and danger compass me about,
And foes oppress me sore I vannot stand
Qr po alune  Oh, Fathe, take my hand ,
And through the throng
Lead safe alongy
Thy chald |

The cross is heavy, Father ' I have borne
1t tong and still do bear it Let my worn
And fainung spint rise to {hat blest land
Xnd. reaching down,
Lead tu the crown
Thy chitd |

Father, lake my

— A non,

KEEPING YOUNG.,

Mgrs. GRANGER looked in the glass
one autumn morning and sighed.

“1am growing old,” she said. “1
resented John's telling me so yester-
day, but it is true.  Men have so
much to fill their lives and keep them
wterested and bright!  Oh, dear ™
and the lady sat down, drew her bas-
ket to her side, and began working at
her * crazy quilt.” Blue and pink and
white and green and garnet brocade
and velvet , every color in the rainbow,
The matenals were ample, and Mrs.
Granger cut and trimmed and sewed,
the scowl all the while deepening in
her forehead, and discontent becoming
more and more visible at the corners
of her lips.  An hour of cutting silk
into bits and sewing these bits into a
solid picce again, and much had been
accomplished.  Just at this juncture
Mrs. Atwater came in, looking bright
and rosy and young, though as homely
a woman as the town could show.
« Homely, but very attractive,” was the
dictum of her friends, and her friends
were many  After the usual ceremon-
jals with which all calls are prefaced,
Mrs. Atwater remarked, apropos of the
crazy quilt: “Pretty! You do all
kinds of fancy work beautifully. Wush
I could get time. I bep:n a crazy tidy
for grandmother as a Christmas pres-
ent, but I was obliged to hire Cousin
Em to finish it, or not have it done in
time.”

Mrs. Granger raised her eyebrows,
“You have only two children, and a
girl to do your work,” she said, “1
should think you might find time for
anything you wish to do.”

“ Hut there is so much that 1 wish
to do. Tor instance, I have three
courses of reading to attend to—one
by myself, one with the children, one
with the Literary Club that 1 was
speaking to you about the other day
You see I can’t afford to let myself dry
up nto an old womzn even if I go
without fancy work.”

An old woman ! The words chimed
cunously with Mrs. Granger's thoughts.
She had been worrying secretly be-
cause she was growing old so fast.

* 1 suppose we shall grow old, read-
ingdor no reading, that i$ our fate,” she
said,

“ Nonsense,” replied Mrs. Atwater,
arily *“I mean to be as young at
eighty as 1 am now, and I am only
thirty-cight.”

*Only (hitty-eight 1" echoed Mrs,
Granger.  “Why I am only thinty
three, and I feel like an old woman al-
ready.”

# Dud you ever think,” said Mrs, At
waicr, speaking so suddenly and ener-
getically that Mrs, Granger was startled,
and spoiled a pink satin triangle that
she was cutting, *“that we are all the
time rc-creating our bodies, making
them young again, when we keep our
minds” growing?  Why, we are,” she
went on, sithout giving her friend
time to answer the question.  “ If the
mind changes, cxpands, grows, the
body must sympathize, and adapt it
self to the new conditions of the miad.
Puoht a woman is never old so long as
her mind is growing.  *Old woman 1’
That is a term of reproach, meamag a
poor, uscless hmp rag of humaniy, /7
won't be that kind of an old woman,”

“1Yhat do you mean to do to pre-
vent it 2 " asked Mrs. Granger.

“lverything. 1 began reading
Bettie's clementary phystology yester-
day. I am going 1o keep up with him
in hus course, and I'm reading history
too, and two evenings 1o & week I read
with the children.  We have taken up
Scott's novels and poems, when we
make a finish of them we are going to
take Ternyson's Idyls of the Kung,
The chitdren read aloud and I sew |

There's no time lost. 1t is the organ
ization and the regularity that counts.
We let nothing interfere. If we have
company they join in the listening, but
my lrr’lends mostly know that my Tues-
day and Fiiday evenings are engaged.
And Y 204/ have music onco in a while
—~—good music. I made over my old
black sitk and saved the money that a
new one would have cott. T eallit my
music money. I am going to New
Yotk at least three times this winter to
attend the Pmlharmonic Concerts. 1
wish you would go with me, M,
Granger.  One of those concerts
would brighten you up wonderfully.”

“1 always go to New York for a
visit every winter,” said Mrs. Granger,
“t 1t I'm always tired to death when I
get home.” .

" You tire yourself out shopping and
sight-seeing. ~ I go very quietly and get
my music, and come home again. 1
catl it getting tuned,  We need tuning
as well as other instruments, It does
not take us long to get below concert
pitch.”

“1 love music too,” smd Mrs,
Granger,  “John and I used to go to
concerts very often when we were first
marned, but we have long since given
up such extravagances.”

“And taken o growing old,” said
Mrs. Atwater,  ©1 think you will be
the loser even 1n money, to say noth-
ing of what moncy cannot buy. We
are lving our hfe now. 1 sit down
sometinies and say to myself, * Ths,
now, to-day s ife, ‘Fhe now will soon
bz the past. It will soon be all over)
I frighten myself, and I jump up te-
solved to try with all my might to use
the how. And as money is a mulz:‘hty
help, I set my wits to work to see how
much hfe I can get out of the money
that is within my possibilitics.”

After Mrs, Atwater went away the
crazy patchwork fell inte Mrs, Grang-
er’s lap, while its maker had a little in-
terview with herselfl
“Yes," she ssd to herself, * Kate
Atwater really gets something out
of lfe, something for the soul
to live wupon, as she says.
Why I've even dropped off the maga-
znes.  Our coal bill was so large Jast
winter we thought we couldn't afford
them, Kate would have economised
somewhere else,  She saves in dress.
making bills, and her children wear the
very plainest clothes.  She sets a plain
table ton, no deserts nor cake as a rule.
We actually had bread and butter and
baked apples and molasses cookies for
tea dbne mght when I dropped in there,
and as for butter, she never allows any
on the dinner table. ‘That saving
would buy all the magazines.” )

We need not follow Mrs, Granger in
her sohiloquy.  We have saud enough
to cheit the fact that Mrs. Atwater
acted from reason and .onsciince,
dared to be individual, risked being
called singular, and made life a study,
that she might provide not only for the
fleshly tenement, but for the spititual
and immortal tenant.—7%e Hearth.

MASTER SOMETHING.

Hexry NoxtoN lived with his
widowed mother in a small town in the
western part of New York State.  His
father, when hiving, had lost most of his
property through unprofitable invest-
ments, and died leaving his family only
a few thousand dollars.

Mrs. Norton was a deiicate woman,
and knew that her health would never
permit her to engage in any kind of
business for the support of her large
famuly. So she decided to live as
economically as she could, and make
the little money she had last as long as
possible.  As soon as her boys became
old enough she would send them out
into the world to earn money for them-
selves.  Had their father hived they
would have all gone to college, It
gneved Mrs. Norton very much that her
oldest son, Henry, could not take a
college course.  She wasalady of much
culture herself, and had paid particular
attention to the French language. Hav-
ing associated a great deal with French
people in her younger days, she had
learned to speak their language with
remarkable fluency. She now reasoned
with herself ,

“I{ I cannot send Hemy to college
I will do the next best thing. 1 will try
and have him master the French langu.
age,and I know that if he has thoroughly
learned scme one important branch of
study he will not be so far behind others
in the hife-race.”

At this time Henry was fourteen
years old. He had boen studying
French a year with his mother already.,
He attended the high-school, and his
mother hoped to keep him there two
years fonger. She never let a day pass
without giving him & French lesson.

Oiten he rebelled, and sometimes he
thought it was too bad that he must
give up a ball game or some other fav.
ounte amusement just for “that
French.” “What good is it any way?"
he would say in his boyish, impaticnt
way, But his mother persisted, and
every day the French lesson had to be
learned.  After a ume, when he began
10 read and write French well, it he-
came very interesting, and he spent
many delightful hours reading French
authors with lns mother  She also ob-
liged him to wnte her one shott French
letter every week.

Time passed rapidly, and almost be-
fore he knew 1t Henry's sixteenth birth.
day was upon himn, and he was obligeds
to leave home to begin  to make his
own way 1n the world. He went to

New York. Anold friend of his father's

had procured him a place in a large
house where there were a number of
cletks. Now Henry was a country-boy ;
and although his home was a centre of
refinement, he had neverbeenawayftom
the small country town where he was
born. His mannets were very refined,
but he was very difiident, and had not
the confidant, easy address of city-bred
boys.

When he made his appéarance among
the cletks where he was to be employed
he was gieatly embarrassed, and, of
course, showed limself in the worst
possible light,  * Country.humpkin,”
whispered somebady, and for a long
ume his nick-name was * Bumpy.”

His position at first was naturally a
very humble one, He was a kind of
messenger at the beck and call of ail
the other clerks. And a hard time of
it he hadl Iis difidence, and an un-
fortunate trick he had of blushing,
made him a target for all their wit.
They were not intentionally unkind,
but wercthoughtless, And the younger
clerks thought nt great fun to make
“# Bumpy ” blush and look like a gul.

But Henry bore it all in heroe
silence, although many times he was
greatly dscouraged and thought it was
uscless for him to continue. His diffi-
dence, and the consciousness that he
was the butt of the other clerks, often
caused him to make mistakes, and the
conviction was growing upon him that
he would never make a business man,
But never a word of all his hard times
did lus mother hear,  Their letters back
and forth were always affectionate and
cheerful.  Mrs. Norton continually ex
herted her son not to slight hls French,
and he kept it up, several evenings
every week he went to the Mercantile
Library reading room and read the
French papers and magazines.  Butno
onc ever knew it at the counting house,
Indeed, it never occurred to Henry that
it was at all remarkable that he should
know French so well, he had learned it
all so quietly with his mother, and be-
sides, he was a modest boy. Then, too,
my young friends, what we know
thoroughly we are not apt to parade;
it is only the smatterers who delight in
talking about what they know.

But there is an old saying that
# sponer or later every one will find his
niche,  And Henty found his very soor,
Tne firm that employed him had
been doing business for years with a
French house in Paris, The French
firm employed an English clerk for its
English and Amenean correspondence,
so that hitherto all business letters from
that quarter had been written in good
English and had caused no trouble,
But when Henry Norton had been
in New York about six months a batch
of genuine French letters was recaived
by his employers. The English clerk
at Paris had become ill, and during his
absence the business letters were all
written in French,

There was no little excitement ifi the
counting room over these letteis. No
one could read them. They were im-
mediately given over to one of the
clerks wha had quite a reputation
among them as a French scholar, e
was very fond of ainng French phases,
it was Y pardonnez moi" to this one,
“exenser mei® to another, and ' ze ne
safs pas® five or ;ix times a day.  But
the letters. O, that was a different
matter 2 While he was making excuses
about the wnting being undectpherable,
etc,, Henry entered.

QOne of his tormentors immediately
saw that here was a chance for some
capital fun.  “ Bumpy” should be
asked to read these letters.  This 1dea
was soon tclegraphed around among
thers, and the intetest became htense,
It would be a huge jke, and every
body expected tosee " Bumpy " covered
with confuston when the orginator of
the joke approached him, saying, in 2
very solemn manner,

“ Bumpy, here arc some French lct.
ters which Mr. Morse (one of the firm)
left for you to translate.  If you cannot
do it the chances arc that you will lose
your position.”

But now Henry's turn had come,  All
embarrassment fled.  For the first time
since he firet entered that countingroom
he felt ike a man, Here was something
he could do wi.hout blushing. ‘Taking
the letters he tutned to the would-be
French scholar beside him, and with a
quet dignity that these city bred clerks
might have envied, said,

“Mr. Efdridge, may I have your
desk for a short time 2"

You should have scen those cther
clerks 2 They were so perfectly aston-
1shed that they did not even feel abash.
ed at the failure of their joke. They
watched Henry i perfect silence ; no
sound was heard in the room but the
scratching of his pen.

It was not long before he gave the
lesters translated into the best of En
lish 10 the confidential clerk, for bot
members of the firm were absent,

And then—well, he was not called
“ Bumpy " agawn, I assure you, They
ctowded about him, addressing him a8
Henry in the most respectful and affec-
tionate manner, and some even calted
tim Mr. Notton, which amused Henry
very much,

And from that time forth the two
heads of the firm were haidly regarded
with more respect than was Henty Nor-
ton. When it was leatned that he
could answer tke letters in French therr
respect and admiration knew no bounds.
And Henty's head would have been
turned by their attentive behaviour had
not he inherited such a large stock of
common sense from his  excellent
mother, who had taken care to foster
this good quality in her son

Henty was glad to be sent out again

alone with his new sense of freedom
and feeling of manliness. His feel

controlling thought was, My dear,
dear mother | How thankful T am
that she made me learn French so
welll”

And what a letter he wrote her that
night |
the past six months, and how often he
had been tempted to give up and come
home to her e

But he did not dream of what was yet
in stere for him, His happiness and
gratitude arose from the fact that his
knowledge of French had conipletely
changed his position with the other
clerks

But thetwo principals got their heads
together and said,

“ Henry must have a better position.
A boy who can do such work as that
ought not to do messenger work,”

So they decided to promote him,
The clerks, of course, told every other
man they met the rematkable stoty;
for in those days—this happencd twenty
years ago—a young man in business
with such a knowledge of French wasa
rarity,

About a week after the cvent a pro-
minent banker in the vicinity sought an
interview with Henry and offered him
a large salary to translate and write
French letters for him. Henry took
the position, and when he was eighteen
yeats old he conducted the entire
French correspondence of that large
banking-honse.

Soon after taking this position he
determined to learn the banking busi-
ness as thoroughly as he had learned
French. He did it, and to-day. he 1s
one of the largest and most prosperous
bankers in our country,

He attributes all his success 1o his
thorough knowtedge of French . for 1t
was not only the stepping-stone to a
better position and larger salary, but,
what was of equal importance, the appli.
cation that had been necessary to mas.
ter French had so strengthened and
disciplined hts muind and character
that he was prepated to assume
greater responsibilities as they came,

In Henry Norton's case it happened
to be the mastery of the French lau.
guage which paved thewayto his success
in business. But depend upon it, my
young friends, it will pay you to master
anything,  And, once the habit of
thoroughness is established, you wiil
master every thing you undertake, and
success is sure.—Qur Youth,
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THE SHETLAND KNITTERS.

Few travellers and readers are aware
that far away in the 1slands of the
North Sea—near the Land of the Mid
night Sun—there is a yellow haired,
blue-eyed race descended from the
ancient Norse Vikings, who live just as
theirremote ancestors did,and spend the
longwinter cvenings around rudehearth-
stones where burn peat fires, spinning
and knitting with deft fingers the fine,
fluffy wool produced by the * peene”
(little) sheep that nip the spray-monst-
ened grass and moss upon the wild
headlands of the Shetland Isles; for
ull within a few years tounists have noi
venturcd upon the turbulent and dan.
gerous waters of the Pentland Furth to
visit the pnmitive homes of this in-
teresting Scandinavian people, and ac-
quaint themselves with their nowel
mode of living.

Those who have only seen a Shet-
land pony (almost always from Scottish
Highlands), and those ladies who have
purchased * Shetland yarn ¥ (invanably
made from Scotch sheep), imagine
Shetland to bz a small island, and open
their eyes with wonder when we tell
them of fifty-six 1slands inhabited be-
longing to that country, with a popula.
tion of thity thousand sons and
daughters, whose cyes are asblue as the
heavens, and hair as yellow as the
dawn.

No people 1 Tiutope are more
worthy of study and praise than the
peasantry of Shetland. The sturdy,
broad shouldered men “follow the
sea,” and get their harvests feom the
ocean fields, while the patient, modest
mothers and daughters gather the peats
iof thet fires, and dress the marvellous
wool—rnnlike any other in the world—
taken from their flocks, into beauttful
hosiery.  Lvery woman and girl in
Shetland spins and knits. Enter their
cosy, straw-thatched houses, and you
will instantly hear the soft hum of their
little “spinney,” which is just like
thosc used in Norway cight hundred
years ago, and hear the click of the
wires (needles), as with nimble fingers
and almost lightning rapidity, they
form their silky fabncs.

Until a few years ago the worsted
work manufactured in Shetland was
sold on the Continent or 1n Constant:.
nople, and the finer grades of lace
shawls and scarfs were worn by ladies
of Qricntal courts and in princely
families ; but since Sheriff Thems has
interested himself to better the condi.
tion of the peasant class, means have
been employed to make known the ex-
cellent character of Shetland goods.
At the International Exhibition held in
Fdinburgh in 1886, and at the Glasgow
Exhibition last year, the Shetland
womenthad finc bazars, and their deli-
cate lace work was admited by the
most aristocratic and  distinguished
ladies from all parts of the world ; but

Shenfl Thoms to present the Queen
with a Shetland Jubilee shawl has done

more to extend the celebniy of these

with a message so that he might be

fairly flew over the pavement, and his

He told her all the troubles of

1t may be presumed that the project of

faluics than anything known.

shawl " for Queen Victoria,
than three months the nimble and
trained fingers of these sisters were at
the wheel, and necdles carefull

exquisite fabric, and when it was fin.
ished and dressed and placed on cxhie
bitien in Edinbuwrgh and London, the
fame of these daughters of Unst was at
once established. . . . . ., The
material from which the famous * Jubi
lee shawl * was made was spun so fine
by hand that the skein contained thirty.
three !Imusam{ldouble threads, and the
fabric was of sich delicate texture that
many who saw it were incredulous as
to its being made by hand, My read.
ers will remember an article that was
fashionable some twenty years ago,
called a “ Shetland shaw),” and may be

they wereonlyamachine-made-imitation
of the genuine hand-wrought shawls of

Shetland wool in them. While the
imitation scon became soiled and was
laid aside as * beyond cure,” the genu.
ine article can’ be whitened and
dressed many times without injury, and
will last a lifetime.  One thread of
Shetland yarn is stronget than four of
ordinary material, one_reason for this
is that in spinning by band the staple
of the wool is not broken as when
manufactired by machmery, Many
lace shawls knitted in Shetland are so
fine they can be drawn through a lady's
1ing. There is a gieat varicty of these
beautiful goods, from the finest lace
patterns to heavy wraps, called by the
Shetland people * Haps.” The women
of the island also knit the most exquis-
ite bridal veils and ties in silk, and win
dow curtains from colton thread, The
most costly lace curtains seen 1 the
homes of the aflluent at Lerwick, the
capital of the Shetland Isles, are knitted
from material supplicd by the owners,
by the peasant women, and it some-
times requires nearly a whole year to
tinish the largest sizes,

When it is known that the
poor women of Shetland toil from four.
teen to cighteen honrs a day, and earn
but twelve pence or a shilling, every
means employed to introduce their
beautiful handiwork should receve
cordial encouragement, —Sefecled,
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OUR eyes are on the (uture, so we fail
To heed the little stumbling bloehs along onr

way,
That fret our own and neighbout's feet ; we
53
What 96 small deeds avail

We Aream of coming years that shall be fur
With frufifel harvests, though we sow no seed
Of toil and self-demal, pray.r,and kindly deed;
And time goes unaware,

O dreamer, wake and work t thy place is

¢ 1}
Fur thee, the passing hour alene is thine ,
o what thou canst do, and no more tepine ;
Work, and g0 earn thy rest !

THE BIG MAN AND HIS
MOTHER.

Wk were at a railroad junction one
night, waiting a few houts for a trainin
the waiing room, trying to talk a
brqwn-cycd boy to sleep. Presently a
freight train arrived, and a beautifu),
little old woman came in, escorted by
a German, and they talked in German,
he giving her, cvidently, alot of in-
formation about the route she was go-
ing, and telling her about her tickets
and baggage check, and occastonally
patung her on the arm. At first our
United States baby, who did not under-
stand German, was tickled to hear
them talk, and he *snickered " at the

peculiar  sound of the language
that was baing spoken. The big
man put his hand to the old

lady’s cheek and smd something en-
couraging, and a tear came to her eye,
and shc looked as happy as a queen.
The brown eyes of the boy opened
pretty big, and his face sobered down
from his laugh and he said :
' Papa, is it the mother ? ¥
We knew it wag, but how should a
four-year-old sleepy baby that couldnt
understand German, tell that the lady
wag the mother? We asked hun how
he knew, and he said :
“Oh, the big man was so kind to
her.”
‘Fhe big man bustled out; we gave
the little old mother the rocking chair,
and presently the man came in with a
baggage-man, and to him he spoke
English, He said. #This is my
mother ; she is going to lowa, and I
have to go back on the next train, but
1 want you to attend to her baggageand
sec her on the right car, the rear car
with a2 good scat near the centre, and
tell the conductor she 13 my mother,
And here is 2 dollar for you, and I'll
do as much for your mother sometime.”
The baggage-man grasped the dollar
with one hand, grasped the big man's
hand with the other, and looked a1 the
httle German mother with an expres.
sion that showed that he had a mother
too ; and we almost knew that the old
lady would be well treated. Then we
[;ut the sleeping mind-reader on a
ench, and went on the platform and
ot acquainted with the German, And
e talked of horse-tzading, buying and
selling, and everything that showed he
was a live man, ready for any specula.
tion, from buying a yearling colt to a
crop of hops or barley, and that his
life was a very busy one, and at times
disappointments and rough roads, but

g Under
the direction of this gentleman, two
little fair-haired Unst sisters—the most
cxpert knitters in Shetland—were em-
ployed 1o spin and knit this ¢ Jubilee
For more

handling the silhy lambs’ wool {or this

surprised to learn at this late datathat |1

the Shetland Isles, without one fibre of

with alt this hurry and exatement the
was kind to his mather, and we loved
hlpljust alittle, and when, after a few
minutes’ talk about business, he said :
“You must excuse me, I must go to
the depot and s=e if my mother wants
agything,” we felt like grasping his fat
red hand and kissing it.~—Anon.

CuRrisTIANITY furnishes the most
satisfactory solution of all the difficult
chigmas that arc presented to the
mind, Christianity can tell them that
humanity Yost ftself, bu that in Christ
it has strength and redemption,—
Bishop of Peterborovph,

The Children's

Corner,

WATER LILIES.

Yzs, child, the lilies are bsautiful,
And thelr beeath Is very sweet,
Thanks for your kind am{ Joving thought—
Did you wet yourdear little feet ?
know the pond where they btoom and glow
All the long summer day ¢
1 know It well in memory,
Though I never pass |Kat way,

Lion't think me carctess of your guit,
Lut pc:hal;zs there is some other

Who will tak: the sweet flowers gladly—

. Dear, give them to ()our mother ;

For the scent of the lifies slekens me |
I cannot bear their breath 3

Though luvely and perfect snd full of hle,
They give me a thought of deach,

1 think I wall tetl you the story—
Fust, carrythe flowers away—
"Tis a sad tate, little Gracie,
A tale of one summer day,
I had a dear twin sister onee,
Years, tong, long years ago—
A sweet hutle ginl, 1'remember,
And ohi | T loved her so.

T was so wayward and headstrong, then,
Bar Cartie was sweet and true,

And shealways minded our mother,

A thing 1 was loath to do

Thete used to be once an ofd leaky boat
Tied at the lly pool ;

The big boys went for tiliesin that

home nights, 1 know, alter tehoo!

Mother had told us—Carric and me—
Not to go near the water ;
The lesson was one mast fiithiul]
Taught to each little twin daughver.
And so [ longed to go there—
A bold and wayward childl—
I wanted always to hive my way,

But Carre was meek and mild,

1 wanted to roch in the teaky boat
Avit lay at ity moorings fast,

And I disobeyed my mother,

And Carrde I fed there at tast,

For I could fead the dathng—

Mine was always the s‘ronger wall—
Ah ! my fair Hitle sister,

I remember her sweetness still,

Well, we rocked in the leaky boat,
Though Catnie was aftajd—
She always was such a gentle child,
Such a timid little mard—
But after 2 while we grew sleepy,

And both of us slent, they w1y §
For the shade of the alders was pleasant
On that hnt July day,

And the boat broke loose from Its rotten rope
And floated, Noated anay, P

Away where the water lillés grew,

On that far summer day,

They missed us—and can i tell v 7—

Carzie had fallen out,

And lay at the roots of the illies,
\With lilies all about,

They found the little white body,
With lities zround its (ace—
Ch! I think our home that day
Was the saddest, saddest place
Sothe scent of the water [ilies
1 dread it to this day,
And that was why I told you
To carry the flowers away

Obey your mother always—

She loves you as none else will—
hough you never may feel as { did
When Carrie lay white and sl
God's water lilies are Laautiful,

And their rare, sweet fragrance may
Ever bning to your thoughts this stor
And the word which It speaks—op e}.

—~Euily Baler Swmalte, tn The Pansy

.

ELEPHANTS PILING TIMBER.

A PuiLavsLrias travelling around
the world, found nothing to interest
him more than the celebrated trained
elephants of India, which he saw at
Moulmein, a scaport town on the Bay
of Bengal. In writing to a friend he
thus describes theic wonderful intell.
gence

" Here you see the trained elephants
at work, piling up teak timber in the
numerous fimber-yards that line the
river.  Their knowledge and intelli-
gence ate simply wonderful,  Theyare
guided by a native called a mshout,
who is perched on the neck, and who
gives all the necessary orders, assisted
by his heel and a sharp-pointed iron
goad, very much like a small pick-axe.
*The clephants thoroughly under-
stand what is required ofthem. Think
of their piling up square timber to the
height of forly feet, every stick of which
is in linc and in its proper place, cach
piece weighing from two to three tons,
*They carty the timber on therr
tusks, holding 1t in place by their trunk,
to the place of piling. When the pile
is too high for them to build upon
comfortably, they build & staging for
themselves out of the same material,
and do not hesitate to mount it with
their load.

* Mr, Findlay, owner of one of the
largest yards, had his force of elephants
put through theit various forms of
work for out bencfit, such as piling up
the logs and tumbling them down, as
well as drawing by chain harness and
pushing with their trunks and tusks
from three to five of these logs, end to
end, tandem fashion. When drawing
the logs, the elephants, at the word of
command, unhitch the chain or hook,
but cannot be made to couple it,

“When pulling down the timbet he
had just put in place, I thought one ot
them cast a suspicious eye in our diree-




