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HOME AND SCHOOI.

The Battle of Life.

By Jl'.'NNlK ¥. WILLING,

Go forth to the battle of lifo, my boy,
(i3 while it is called to-day

For the yeais go out and the years go in,

Regardless of those who may lose or win,
Of those who may work or play.

And tho troops march steadily on, my boy,
To the army gone before ;-
Yoii may hear the sound of their falling feet
Going down to the river where two worlds meet ;
They go, to return no nmore,

There's a place for you in the ranks, my boy,
.Aml duaty, too, aysigned,

Step iute the froug with a chieerful face ;

Be quick, or another may take your place,
And you may he loft behind,

There is work to be done by the way, my boy,
That you never can tread again—

Work for the loftiest, lowliest men—

Work for the plow, plane, spindle and pen—
\Work for the hands and the brain.

The serpent will follow your steps, my boy,
To lay for your feet a snare; -

And Pleasure sits in her fuiry bowers,,

With_garlands of poppies und lotus flowers
Tuwreathing her golden hair,

Temptations will wait by the way, iy boy,
Temptations without und within ;

And ~pirits of evil, with robes as fair

As those which the angels in heaven might wear,
Will lure you to deadly sin,

Then put on the armour of God, m; boy,
In the beantiful days of youth;
Pat on the helmet and brenstplate and shicld,
And the sword the feeblest arm may wickd
1n the cause of right and truth.

And go the hattle of life, my boy,
\Vith the peace of gospel shod,
And before high heaven do the best you can
Yor the great rewnrd and the zood of mav, -
Yor the hingdom and crown of God.

A Narrow Escape.

Y LILLIE B. DAY,

«Boys! there’s Duteh Chavley! ILet's make
him, wild! You, Bob, open the door of the chicken-
yard and scare the old hens out. Art, you just
knock over the pail of water he's using for his
celery-plants—accidentally, you know. Lll untic
that stupid cow, and give her a fine send oft’ toward
Jericho. Woun't he be jolly mad, though! He
hates us boys like thistles, and he’s crazy enough
any time.”

Dutch Gharley was working busily in his master’s
garden, where row upon row of late vegetables
Lore witness to his industry.  Bess was hrowsing
contentedly in the warm October sunshine. The
chickens clucked and crowed as only wellfed
chickens can in their own cosey domain,  Who-
ever would have suspected the spirvit of mischief
which was brewing in the heads of the three
manly-looking boys who loitered about the garden
gate?

Terhaps Dutch Charley did ; for every now and
then he would loolk up from his weeding, and scow!l
in the dircction of the boys. He was a faithful
workman—ecveryone ackuowledged that—but he

* had such  temper! and when temper is in, reason
' isout. Besides, ho knew just about what to expect |
: when Bob .and Arthur and Phil were together.

Hado't they bothered him, more than once, to such
an oxtent that if his legs had not been so stiff and

' vheumatic that he: could not run fast, he would
i “have caught thew,; and given them each the sound

thrashing he had carned.

« Now, boys, let's go in and talk to him. Ask
" him about. ktis crops. He's just so conceited hell
blow over them by tho hour, if you give him a

stavtled for a moment, then, nodding pleasantly to

chance. When I give the signal, walk off easy, and
work quick. Then cut and run.”

Three well-dressed, intelligent, educated boys un-
latched the garden-gate, and proceedued lewsurely to
the place where Dutch Charley stood with a hoe
his hand.

Remarks about the weather were in order. Then
followed inquiries as to the best method of raising
celery-seed, and young strawberry plants and onion
sets, The evil look in Duteh Charley's cyes died
away. ‘“After all,” thought he, “dose buys are
goot fur sometings.” .

Presently, Phil coughed ; the other boys luoked
Charley, the three moved ofl’ together.

«IInrk ! Vat vas der wmatter mit dose schickens?
And vere vas dat Bess a-going up der road? Vat
fur did dat vasser get schpillt on der grund 1 Dose
good-fur-noting boys! I vill catch him dis time,
sot”

Four agitated figures, besides the twenty futter-
ing, dismayed hens, were now: seurrying over the
ovderly garden. ‘Three active, runaway boys, and
after them Duteh Charley, with a demouiac glave
in his angry eyes, and a volley of frightful onths
pouring from his mouth.

« Quick, Bob, quick !—get in the barn! He's
after us sharp! Climb up over into the feed-bin,
one compartment’s empty.
until he’s gone back to his work. He'll never think
"o look far us here, if we shut the cover half down
on thecleat.  Tt's lucky Art got such s start of us.
He'd been a goner by this time. Jsn't Charley
fu-ricons | Hush! There he is now.”

T'wo motionless boys croucheq in the bottom of
the empty feed-bin,

Four legs and four arms were cramped and
twisted in an unaccustomed position. low un-
comfortable it was, and what a stuffy odour per-
vaded the partly closed bin !

Dutch Charley rushed in the barn, stamping on
the floor with his heavy boots—talking to himself
between the ugly words which still fell from his
lips.

«Y see hiin run here. T find him soon.
goot-fur-noting boys. Link he fool Charley !
L got him }” .

Down fell the heavy lid, and, with a triumphant
vell, Dutch Charloy placed his own solid body on
top.

« Hero, Hans,” cried he, to his little four-year-
son, who had.run.ig the barn, too, to find out what
all ihe commotion meant, ¢ gib me dat hammer and
wnils. T schut him up tight vere he no bodder me
no maore dis day.”

It was of no avail for the immates of the feed-
Lin to keep quict any longer. They called and
shouted and screamed—Lkicking, meanwhile, against
their prison. walls as much as the Kmited space
would allow. "Then they tried. entreaty.

« Charley, we shall dio here, and you will be a
murderer. Come, let us out—please do. Do you
mean to smother us }”

Sharp, determined blows from & hammer, wielded
by an angry hand, were the only response.

Little Hans had not understood what it was all
about, but ho did as his. father dirccted—then ran
away; terrified towards the house.

«Bob,” said Phil; sobbing, * it'’s.no use ;, we may
as well give up. No ono can hear-us, shut in here.
Welve got to die.
I dow't want to die. I never knew what it meant
before.”

«There can’t bo enough. air in this box to keep
us much longer,” answered Eob. ¢ Do you remem-
Ver, the Blnck Hole of:Calcutta? I wonder if any
.of -those poor fellows. were :ready to be suffocated !.

Dose
Ha!

We'll both hide in it ],

Oh, Bob, its all my faule!|

“Bob, [ ean’t remember any .good thing 1 ever
did in all my life. 1 have done no end of mean, .
hateful, wicked acts. 1 sco them all now. Oh, 1
feel as 1f my body wore bound with iron, and my
head will cevtainly barst! I can’t think, not cren
to ask God to forgive me. Couldn’t you pray for
us both, Bob?”

A weak but very earnest prayer went up from
the shut feed-bin. Duteh Charley heard never a
word of it. Neither did the strong wan who en
tered the Larn Lreathlessly, with an iron pivh in
his hand, and in less time than it takes to tdl,
had forced the cover open, so God’s pure, life-
giving air could come again to the fuinting, half
conscious boys huddled together in that strange
placo.

God’s answor was sent before the prayer was
spoken, else—.  But no; it is too dreadful to think
what might have been,

Three unusually quiet, subdued boys conld be
sven the next morning talking to Dutch Charley’s
master, evidently making an urgent request of him.
Dud they ask that punishment should be meted to
the ignorant man for the suffering two of them
had endured ?

Quite otherwise. They had heard that Charley’s
ungovernable temper would cost him his situation,
and they werd there to intercede for him.

« For you kuow,” they said, we tried to make
him angry.  We call him Crazy Charley when he’s
in a temper, and we thoughe it was fun to get him
mad. It was all our fault.”

Three thonghtful, Christian boys are working for
their Muster in that busy town. “God’s mercy
saved us from death that time,” they said; “and
Christ’s love alone can save us from death ever-
lasting.”—Sunday-school LHmes. .

®
®

Two for a Farthing.

Do you know that the chubby, bright-eyed, brave
little English sparrows, that have lived in our
American citics for the last dozen years, are exactly
the san:e kind of sparvows that Christ spoke of
so tenderly -in Palestine? Whenever I thinlk of

| that, T am always sorry to hear of shooting the

little birds, or harming them in any way. Not
long ago T saw in print & very carnest suggestion
that a simple way to put sparrows to death would
be to poison their crumbs!

Lz glad that there was a kind-hearted man in
Boston, n few days since, who was not ashamed to
help even wsparrow.

One of these much abused birds got into lhe
globe of an clectric lunp, just before the hour for
turning on tho current, and didn’t scem to know
cnongh to get out. A littlo: crowd assembled to
see what woukl happen when the current was
turned on ; but before the catastrophe, an elegantly
dvessed man,, accompanied by n» lady, walked up.
When he saw the situation, he handed his cane to
his companion, pulled off his kid gloves, climbed
the slippery pole—to the greav, detviment of his
good clothes—and, putting .his: hand within the
lunp, released the bird, which flew away, The
crowd applauded, and the gonkleman went home
for more good clothes.—Selected.

Kixp words aro thoe brightest flowers of carth’s
existence; they make a very paradiso.of the hum-
blest home that the world can show. Use them,
and especially round the fireside circle. They are
jewels beyond price, and more precious to heal the
wounded heart, and mako the woighed<down spirit
glad, than all the other blcssix_xgs‘ the world can'

Phil, Phil why;wren't.we ready 1"

give.
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