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‘ HAPPY ANYWHERE. Better _thzm all, Uncle .@rchie had Adrign drow near to his uncle and ' Archie himself, so without much
THERE are brers besetung every been a sailor, had been shipwrecked, took the cane frow between hislong urging Cacle Archie whistled for the
y  path, ) and had lived to tell the story. He white hands. ¢ Do tell us thestory of other boys. who came tumbling arcund
That call for patient care ; knew that great monster, the sen, as the cane, Uncls Archie,” said he. him to hear the story.
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| There is a cross in every

, lot,

And a need for earnest
prayer ;

But a lowly heart that

leans on Thee.

Is happy anywhere.

8 In a service which Thy

' will appoints,

There are no bonds for
me;

# For my inmost heart is
' taught “ the truth”

That makes Thy child-

ren free ;
And a hife of self-renounc-
ing love,
Is a life of hiberty
0
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/ '}1 singulat cane
= é A olf yours, Un-
Fays cle  Archie,”
1 %\%’, said Adrian,
;_g%;% one day, as
* =™ the former sat
, twirling a Ma-
. lsoca juint between his
long white hands. “The
eyes of that little dog
follow e ground wher
ever I po," continued the
boy, looking at the cane.
“ Yem, Adrixn,” said
Unecle Archie, looking,
himsolf,ut the littledog's
heed which surmounted
the cave,  “They ave
guesr,arentthey? They
kave followed me too,
yes, uearly round the
world, 1 may say.”
The eyﬁ of the little
twinkled surangely
f&ufiﬁ*. Oneof them%vas
made of n tarbuncle, and
the other of an agate;
sad the axpression was
almont elfin
TTocle Archie was the
idol of this family of
bose, Adeian, Giles, and
Jent, - Hebad travelled
fsrand wide. He knew
everybody and every-
thing. He was generous
and  xympathetic and

THEIR CHAYCES WERE AS GOOD AS QURS,

«J left that cane,” said
Uncle Archie, medita-
tively, “on board =
barque at Carthafens,
the Murtin W. Brett,
Captain Avery, ons fine
morning in June, 1863,
and I fonnd it October,
1863, in the harbour of
Belize, Honduras, which
is the smallest place in
the world, in the cabia
of the Hammond, Cap-
tain Talbot.”

“How did it got
therei” asked Jem.

«+That's thestory. It
bad been to Copenhugen ;
had changedhandstwice,
had been in New York ;
and 1 was led to it by a
shipwreck.”

“That sounds very
iﬂ\pmh&‘t}r.“ uai-l Gilea

l& dins Dot - R |
half so improbable as it
was,” said Unclo Archie,
rolling the canc between
his hands.

«Qh! do tell us about
the shipwreck, Ununcle
Archie!" said all threo
at once.

“Well,” said Uncle
Archie, it is a lung
yarn— but here goes.
You see, I had been n
South America & long
time, and 1 was tired of
it, although it was pic
turesque and tropical,
and all that sort of thing,
bat I waated to come
home. So Bonito and I
concluded to go down to
Savarilla — Savarilla,
which is at the mouth
of the Magdalena River
—and take passage on
the brg ZErlipss for
home, which we Gid in
October, 1863. (Now
keop that daie in your
head if you want to re-
member about the cane. )
Bonito was & Spanish
Englisbman, and very
wuchof & fop. Iremsm
ber that we went into a
drugstore to get somo
foew medicines, ete., for
our voyage, and hLe pure

fanny; sod although he was old enough , well as you know thbe insids of vour , TUncle Acchie couid ne cviuse chased all !
% s H FOu A i 1L . sorts of ad ha
to bean uncle, he was still young enough :pocket. He had laid bis hand upon : Adrian au_vtzing .cg;‘ wara s:ﬂ mwl:s.:: oils. posfume .

B : whea boy.‘ , 1ts mane when it was angry. courageous boy, full of truth, like Tncle ¢ * You're a pretty sailor!’ zaid I




