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quire, If its senselessness were ta be shown up
rather than its wickedness, there would be more
hope for reformu among adulte in the use of
their lips, and the rising generation would im-
prove in the same ratio, for chiidren readily imi-
tate tiir elders.

TUE ASCENSION.

" Lift up your huads, O ye gates; even lift
thei up, ye uverlasting doors, and the King of
glory shail come in. Who is the King of glory ?
The Lord of liost, le is the King of glory."-
Panlîms xxiv. 9, 10.

" With gladness and rejoicing, shall they be
bioighit, thoy shalt enter the King's palace."-
lsalin xiv. 15.

"i go to prepare a place for yeu.....
L wil corne again, and receive you unto Myself;
thiat where I ain there ye may bu also."-John
Xiv. 2, .3.

Open ye gates, yet once agamn,
l"îr coming One with glorious train,
"'lme King oi gt ory l" Yea,'tils He,
An wit liiim> goodily conipany.

Opien, ye everlsting doors,
Tlit all mai y Ire<l Thy heavenly floor.
' The King orgloryl" and lia bride,

open, ye portals--opens wide i

"LIft up your hend " yo yiemonily gales,
The liridegroom en lia, the bridai waits ;
Thi lai "Tihe Kinmg o glory "-ye-1,
Clothied lu is perfect rlghteousnes.

'WINGS.

BY VICTOR HUGO.

wint, imntters It tho' lite simcertîain be
To ani ? what tie' Us goal

n ever reueclied ? whitt lho' it [nlli tsd Oec
Ilinvi we rlot enlii iL asul i

A. s0s>, i QliiC ekitmi s 11i'se uLid saur
Te reg(lmns ferVnre pe ru;

A ries> ind ,iweli wihere pain csas be no rnore
A mi! every Joy ia sure.

tIr ia m bird th.t on a bougi tue rai
Tu beur lits>, gailysw'issgs;
i, 'nrols lith ' ise slender braliies [ai]-
I ' ii low s tiiat liha is wings.

" ACROSS THERE"
BY JENNY IAltmisoN.

"Father, somebody lias mtoved in, acrosa
thiere."

"l Well, thiat's an end of any quiet for me, I

suppose i You seutm to fuel rathor pleased over
it V" he answered, sonewat fretfully, nlot aven
turning to glaue "l acrosa tiiere,"

She who liad catlled hii " father," had no-
thing of the daughter about ber. She looked
fully as old as he; perhaps even olider. Her
white hair was simoothed back from a face which
tore the stamp of care and troubli--satisfied by
divine grace. ler patient yus dwrelt, with a
patletie fondanes, upon hit whon sUe had
called ''fatier "-a niie adopted long ago
wheu her girhlîood's lover and husband had
gradual ly mlergel into thestill darern- " father
of' their ittle ores.

Ai the btons Of fatherlool were, alas i hidden
iiway undor the wind-swrept grasses, in that
early country home, where such sweet dreaims
bad made day and night glad, oni to fada out,
forever iunroailized I

"l Ys, I ai pleised, somehow. It was like
the glint of a sunbeam, when I turned round
Jron my work, and saw-look, father i" she

ended, in a lower toue, gently pressing ber two
bande on his hend, to incline it in the right di-
dection.

The high tenement bouses were built with a
"iweli," for light and ventilation ; and upon this
" well,".the windows opened at angles, first on
one side, and thon on the other, so that the
blinds might not interfere. (Those decorous
blinds, which gave the inmates snob siweet
" privacyl ")

Now, looking " across there," the old man
saw-" It's one of.God's angelis, mother i " ho
said, in an awed whisper, after an interval of
astonished silence. And the tears gathered in
lier eyes, as she watched his face, and began to
build up certain vague, siweet hopes, on that
frail, angelie vision!

They led a very lonely life, these tiro; and
yet it had always been a great satisfaction to
then to know that the sinall "apartment"
across there, was so steadily vacant. Its bowed
shutters had given the old man such a sense of
freedom, as h teaned against his own window-
fromt, to catch a breath of air, or a glimpse of
the stars, on the restless nights.

Now, in that window " across there," with
its -blinds wide open-lay a child's fair face,
smiling and peaceful, the bright hair pushed
balc, and rumpled against thu >illIow, and the
dark eyes roaming about ovor a i tho available
space.

The face was beautifut enough ta over-balance
ail the rest-the high, iumped shoulders, thu
dwarfted figure, the skeleton-like hands i The
old man was not so far wrong; for, indeed, the

"Angels of Jesus,
Angel of light "

had ministered unto the child daily, until she
had caught from them that foreshining of ever-
lasting poace, whiih spread lilce a halo about
her bed.

"Perhaps she lias been sent to cheer us up a
bit," the wife whispered, in response to lier
husband's explanation. And she saw faint
glirmpses of a long-ago tenderness in his answer-
ing smile.

T he child did not sem to see thm, at first
though they were so near. She seemled to b
taiking with soine one iin the room,jestingabout
how they should nime the two rooms, of which
the "apartiment " consistad.

When she finally caught sighît of lier old ncigh-
bor, in bis invalid chair by his winloi, a shy
ploased smile caine to ber lips, and a little flushi
heightened the fragile beauty of ber face.

The old man was bashful, too and so neither
of thm spoke; yet each felt an instant thrill of
sympathy for the other, these two-one at tife's
beginning, and one near its nd-the little child
and the Mni of years; both of whom God had
bad sut aside from active life to await 111s good
pliasure.

" Now, darling, I muat bu off," a nanî's voice
said; and a tall, dark-haired young fallow bent
tenderly over te kias the little onc.

" la thore anything you want before I go,
Buss ?"

" No thank you, Joe. Oh, i is so mce here 
Why, I feel at home already."

lie laughled.
"I suppose il thuy reduced ns to one room,

yoti'd be satisfed andl happy 1"
"I guems I sbould, dear Joe. But they won't

do that."
" Won't they ?" ie laiughedli harshly; but his

embrace ias vory gontle and fond as b bade
his little siater good-by. Then lie caugbt sight
of the occupant of the window across there,"
and starteti, sniled, and boied pleasantly.

"lYouî are sure you feel quite confortable,
after moving, dear ?" he askd. " I will hurry
hoie as quickly as I can. Giood-by."

"Good-by, Joe; and be good," site added,
with peculiar emphasis.

"Ob, you little St. Elizabeth f Yes, I'll be as
goad as- -- they'll let me 1"

He laughed gaily, looking back at her, but
when the door lad closed bis face changed, ii-
stantly. It was fierce, deflant, bitter!

He went his way. And meanwhile the little
helpless sister lay back upon ber pillow, with
ber young face fuill of sober thought.

" Poor thing i poor little dear !" reiterated
Mrs. Goff, taking furtive peeps at the new noigh-
bor " across there "; and running into the next
room to wipe ber eyes.

" Do you suppose they leave ber alne,
mother T'

"I take it so from the way he- spoke. It
don't seem right, does it?"

" No! Speak te lier, mother 1" ho demanded
after a minute's reflection.

With a slight flush on her iworn old check
Mrs. Goff showed berself, leaning a little front
ber own window toward that where the simali
dainty bed stood, with its young occupant.

" I bug your pardon, dearie, but aren't you
lonely? Lsn't there anybody to keep you coi-
pany ?"

The brigh t eyes were raised quickly, and a
childish voice roplied-" No, ma'am, there's only
Joa and me ; and 1 always havo to b luft alione
ail day. Bat I don't mid that a bit f It's very
kind of you to ask ma'am." Thon ber cyes
rested on dt old nan's face, with a timid, won-
dering look. He was saying something softly
to himself; and a shadow had come across his
face.

" Jou ! his naime is Sou, mother; that brothcr's
name!"

I Yes, father ; I noticed it."
"cI hope you iili lot us bo friends," se

added, again leaning towards the child's win-
dow.

" Oh, l'il he sa glati! It will be nice for Joc,
too ; poo Joe! Hes lonalier than I 4m. l'vu
got sncb lots ofeCompany, ail the time ! Sec ?"

She held up, first a little Prayer Bolok
and ilfymnal, then somne magazines, and said, "I
have a little table on this side, fui of books and
papers; and they're almest lilce people to me,
You won't mind if you hear me taling and sing-
ing to m.yself, will you. ? Maybe it will trouble
the gentleman, though."

"The gentleman " laughed, and said "No ";
thon added More gravely. " l'm a prisonor here,
too, ail day; though I'm îlot always alonc. So
imaybo we can keep one another company. I
rather guese I'd bo pleased to ear you at your
singing."

And so they made acquaintano.
Before many days Bess knew ail about Mr.

Goff's partial paralysis, and how he could not
help limself much, but liad to live almost en-
tirely in his whciled chair ; how the sons and
daughters who could have been a help had all
bon taken from them; how the last one (the
only one who bad lived to manhood) liad been
a Joe "; and in what ianner he bad died-that
tihey did not speac of at first. It was too sacred,
too sad, for words. It iust wait tilt God's own
goal time for the telling.

Brother Joe's introduction to tho old neigh-
bors was given in a very informai way.

Ail day theru had been sweet peace away up
there, at the roof of the tenement; and the child's
li ttle hymns had floated softly across to the tired
old people, causing then to tarn their huads, to
hide the toars. But Inter, at sunset, as they ate
their frugal meal, they heard the child exclain
in frightened tonos: "Oh, Joeyi what is tte
maltter ? Don't look like that 1"

They listened, ofeourse ; who would not ?
lis hard tones Caine distinetly across to

then. Didn't 1 tell you thuy'd roduce as to one
rooni ? One ? IHeaven knows if they'll leave
ns that much space to live in: ourse them I
Yes, they are talkiîng of reducing our wages,
again." And so on. He seemed half beside
hinself. They could hear him stamping up
and down the little roomu, and the child's eager
voice breaking iu, pleadingly:
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