GRAN DMOTHF R’S 'FIND.

_BY mmmm- FRANCENE CROCKER, IN *FRANK
. - LESLIE. ..

; \ ,lmt dxd gr—mdmother find to- dn.y,

; Up in the garret chamber dim, : :
Whem the ‘cobwebs hnng their drnpcmcs ;:my )
YiAnd lho :\fternoon (1 lu,ht steals somy iny ~ho
. Wlmt was thie trénsure’ aho prr :
e YA bnby's cap from the lonp; ngo

A dear Tittle bit of mus]m and: lacc,

Yecllowed and, wort with tho touch of years,
But, oh, she can faney the- winsome f.lce.

And- her soft blue eyes are dewy with tc'xrs.
The dear little face of her frst-born boy—

And her pmlo cheeks flush \vxth a mother's joy.

'Tns such a qucer. mue, quamL device,

With sowing the fairies mlghb have done;
Beyond all value, boyond all prlco.

Is tho baby cap of grandmothersson; -
For over his grave the daisies are white,

But grandmother's heart is happy to-night.

* For oh,’ she says, * he ig happy, I know,

And heaven re-echoes with pattering feef, -
And I sometimes dream that I see the gleam

Ot the golden curls and the fnces sweet,
Oh, better & home up there for him,

Where sorrow ean never enter in!

‘Wonderful relics we found to-day,
Up in the garret-chamber dim—
Silks in la¥ender laid away
-‘That dames in the old times courtesied in ¢
Garments of many an old-time beau,
Worn in the days of the long ago,
A d

Grandmother's spinning-wheel spinsno more;
Silent it stands in its corner dim ;
Quict its rests, its labors o'er,
And the afternoon light steals softly in;
But the wee little cap in grandmother s hand
_Hasdrifted her back to babyland.
—_——
) [For The MESSENGER,
- A BRIGHT BOY.

Robert is just ive and one-half years of
age, and as a neighborly guest he often
brenks bread at our table.  When it suits
his plensure better to sup with us at six
o’clock than to dine at hoine at the same
hour, he prevails with his mother, using
-the argument that a plain cold supper is far
more henlthy than a hot hearty dinner.

During one of these .more healthy
suppersa few days since, ‘he related the

- story of the birth of Jesus, the latest lesson
of the infant department of the Sabbath
School, It was a very sweet story as it
came from his childish lips with great de-

pronounceab]e historic names, which, how-.
ever, did not in the least'. daunt’ lus euthu-

. tail of circumstance and a sprinkling of un. |-

!

h | more- xmportant than the ho]dm" back. Tu
is | musie, not noise, bat - ]mrmony, in which
little mind a flood ‘of Jlight, rzm'throunh the (‘dots and rests and ‘pedals are as true as|
entirve story, fora few: month pr ous he notes.” In-a man not muscle only, but
hnd meb my brother in our’ home .and heaxd | poise, ,bd.].mce, esc.tpement healtli, or cul- i
) N4 | tare, which means all these. Andw young
man‘who intends-to hold the citadel of his
y:|dife with’ power. needs’ every. defense that |,
. ~lns Creator gave him st the beginning. -
-7 What do I smell on your “breath 7' 1 :
boy’s mother asked him, as she klssed hlm :
when he came in from ‘the party.” ‘And|;
your. cheeks are flushed. 'O my boy! did
you drink wine ¥ -

-*Yes, mother ; I refused it, but they in-
sisted, and I took it rather than secm '
eccentrlc You know I don’t care for it.’
| ‘The wine might not have hurt him, bus

‘one line of his defenses of character had
gone down, for a young fellow, however
amiable, who changes a refusal of wine to
a drink of it, in order not to be eccentnc,
has a -breach in his lme, and is evermore in
peril until it is mended. ‘

But the wine did hurt him, for' prece-
dents are mighty things in social life or |
Iaw,and hebecame a pohtelystmdy drinker,
but *not at saloons.’ i

A year or two later he dropped into the
drug store for a glass of brandy ‘for acold,’
and another line of his defenses had gone
down. Anotheryear or two, and he Just
went into the saloon *with Brown' and had
a cocktail, for he was ‘overcome by the
heat,’ and another barricade was broken
down ; but he -despised a man who would
‘carry a bottle.’  Another year or two and
he carried one, and.hid it ‘*for morning.’
And years later he was one of the chattels
‘of the shloon—a poor lost drunkard.

That. does not always happen, perhaps
not often’ comparatively, but what I have
just sketched did happen, a.nd I know the
man,

“And it is very likely to happen, and al-
most always it is a genervus, lovable,
capable- fellow who. goes down like that,
and he always glorxes in hls stz‘ength, untll
he finds it shame.

A strong man is- alwmys a gentle man,
and no p;ood place in the wholesocial world
is shut to gentlemen.

And from’ this flying railway tram in
Illinois, I send you- this lovmgudmomtlon,
with a prayer, from an. old boy who went
from the sweetest home in the world to the
hell of drunkenness, by being mistaken |
about ‘strength,’ until one mght he stag-
gered up to Jesus, and he performed the
greatest of his miracles—made strength’ of
weukness.—Juo. G. Woolley, in the Pansy.

siastic  recitil,
arrested his continuity of thoug!

School tnle, and- lookmw up quxckl
with *intense e.u'nestness : exclaiined,
* Miss H— wa tlmt Josep ‘any-.of your
relations? -+ - - :
Of course the bme truth ‘had’to be
spoken, but the-little fellow was’ led down
from his pmnucle of light with all possible
ease and care, . .~ . - - JiS, H.
Albaaey. R

————— - N
STRONG BOYS. -

‘The glory of young men is their
strength.’ Thete is no doubt about it, but
what ¢ gets many a fine fellow into trouble is
a confused idea. of what strength is. - A boy
is a young man, ‘and zever too young to
glory in being strong.. .

Coming home from a long journey a few
years ago, I was fairly pmtmtr with . emo-
tion as approached the house where I was
to see ny baby, “Jack.’ . I rang -the door-
bell and waited, hoping that “he himself
would open to,me, and T braced myself
instinctively, for I -knew he would spring
into my arms, " He did open the door, and
knew me instantly, and—without an atom
of emotion, gravely doubled up his little
fat arm and said, ‘Papa, feel my muscle,’
and I did. He is a great:tall ‘boy now,
with a mighty biceps, but is not so proud
of it as he used to be,

‘Strength’ means many thmgs to mzmy
men. Someg glory in arms, some in legs,
some in. ‘wind,’ -‘quickness’—all- sorts "of
things. But what did Sullivan’s wonderful
arms and legs and wind and -cleverness
amount to, since, after all, he was too weak
to keep sober? or ¢’ Lemy s . splendid
muscles, after his stomach gave out? What
is the good of being rich if one-is a fool, or
powerful and a coward or fleet if he cannot
endure? 1 have seen a great, lusty, hand-
some boy clubbed to’ death' with a ridicu-
lous cigarette. I “have seen- a gloricus
man, who'would have faced’ an army and
fought to the, death, go down to drunken-
riess and- shnme before a bar- room loafer’s
sneer... .

You see whutIam coming to. - Strength’
is symmebry; in a ‘watch nob speed but
‘tune, and for that the gomg of it is not

I felt in the sunlxghta sofcencd shmo, 1.‘_- :
R And a mitrmur.of wclcome It ou;..ht. I hcurﬂ
JpIn the rnpplo of brooks and the chxrp o bxrd :,
| And tlic bursting budsanad fhe spring f
Secmcd to be waiting to seo Theepase;
] And'thesky,and the. scn. and the throbbmg sod
: Pulsed and thmned to the touch ot God

Tknow the bonds of the rock-héwn’ grave': i
Weronvcn that, lxvmp: Thy life mu,ht; SAVe.. . 1o

to do.
to go out, and it’'s too early for the lamp,
and the wrong timse for everything.’

Jamm.

THE BASTER- GUIST.

I'knew Thou wcrt. commg. 0 Lord vame,

Iknew Thou wert; coming. 0 Lovc vamc,
To guthcr the world's heart up Lo ',l‘hmc H

Butblind nnd wnyward Icould, not. sec P

'| Thou wert coming to dwell with'me, ¢ ‘en me H
Andmy heart, ocrburdened with’ care :md sin,
Hnd no fair chn.mbe ato Lako Theem e o

Not one clcan spot for 'l‘hy foot to tread.

Not one purepillow to rest Thy hend B :
There was nothmg t6 offer, no bread; o \uno,
No oil of joy in thisheart of mine;

And yet the Jight of Thy kingly face

Illumed for Thyself a small, dark plncc.

And X erept 1o thespol by Thy smxlcmndeswcct, E
And tears came reudy Lo wnsh 'l‘hy feet.

[ Now, lct mecome nearer, 0 Tord Dmnc. '

Make in my soul for Thyself a shriné;

-| Cleanse, till-the desolate place shall be-
Fit for a dwelling, dear Lord, for Thee, .
Rear, if Thou wilt, a throne in my breast,

Reign—TI will wor ship and serve my guest, )
While Thou art in me—and in Thee Iabide—

‘Noend can come to the Easter tide. ~

——

_THE MESSAGE OF THE -BELLS.
Listen] The carlicst bluebird sings again

. His prophecy of spring above the snows;

And inour heart already summer glows.

So the first violet in'n suuny nook,

Lifting itsface in April's frosty hours,

Tells of the coming sisterhood of ﬂowers. '
And when the Easter bells from tower to tower

Proclaim Christ risen, still our faith replies, -

" *Sinceheis rxscn we shall alsomse,

The winter of our sorrow ‘passes by': .

. The sprmglum of. our hopc is dm\vum near. ; .

Lxst‘cn' His message in.the bells ig clcm‘
REv, ISAAO 0 R,\\KN;

‘EASTER FLOWERS,

BY. JOIIN B, TABR. A

.

Wc are his witnesses ; out of the dxm. o )
‘Dark region of Death we have risen ‘with Him,. -

Back from our sepulchre rolleth the stone,’

And Spring, the bnght angel, sits smiling there-

on,

We arc His Witncsses. Sce, where we lny.

Tho snow that late bound us is.folded awny :
And April, fair Magdalen, weeping anon.
Stands flooded with light of the new-risen Sun !
—St. Charles College, Elticott City, Md,

—_———

. EASTER,

Not alone in carth's dark caverns:
Shines the sun of Easter morn ¢
Lo, amid the deeper shadows
Of the soul, the Light is born.
‘WiLLis Boyp ALLEN.
——————

EASTER THOUGHTS.

Riug, happy bells of Easter time!

The world takes up your chant sublimo,
“The Lord isrisen! ‘The night of fear
Has passed away, and heaven draws near ;

We breathe the air of that blest clime, -

"At Easter time. ‘
' Lucy LarcoM,

N —t——— i
FOR TIRED LITTLE FOLKS.

¢ Auntie, please tell me something nice
T'm tired on Sunday. It's too late

* Well; let me see,” said Auntie. *Can

you tell me any one in the Bible whose'
| name begins with A ¥

‘Yes; " Adam.’
‘Tl tell you a B
Now' a .’
*Cain,’ .

¢ Right,’ said Aunt Sarah. ‘
¢ Let me -teil D,’ said Joe, hearing our

talk ; * Daniel.’ ‘
And 50 we went through all the letters
of the alphabet, and before we thought of
it, we were'called for supper, the house was
lighted; and we had a ﬁne time,
Mayﬂouer :

suid auntie ; *Ben- -

Try it.—-




