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Ho Took Timo to Die.
BY AMOB R. WELLS,

There ;vna an old fellow who nover had
time

For a fresh morning look at the Volume
sublime,

Who never had timo for the soft hand of
prayer

To smooth out the wrinkles of labour and

care,
Who could not find time for that scrvice
80 sweet
At the altar of nome where the dear ones
41l meet,
And nover found time with the people
of God
To learn the good way that tho fathers
have trod ;
But he found time to dle;
Oh, ves!
He found time to die.

This busy old fellow, too busy was he
To linger at breakfast, at dinner, or teca,
For the merry small chatter of children
and wife,
But led In his marriage a bachelor life ;
Too busy for kisses, too busy for play,
No time to be loving, no time to be gay,
No time to replenish his vanishing heaith,
No time to e¢njoy his swift-gathering
wealth ;
But ho found time to die;
Oh, yes!
He found time to die.

This t})ﬁnutltul world had no beauty for
m;

Its colours were black and its sunshine
was dim.

No leisure for woodland, for river, or hill,

No um:a"}n his life just to think and be
stiil §

No time for his neighbours, no time for
his friends,

No time for those highest immutable ,

ends
Of the life of a man who Is not for a day,
But, for worse or for better, for ever and
aye.
But he found time to die;
Oh, yes!
He found time to die.

DRIFTED AWAY.
By Edward William Thomson.

—

CHAPTER 1.—(Continued.)

Mr. Lancely’s boat-house could be seen
from the upper windows of his suburban
residence at three hundred yards” dis-
tance. The house stood far back in a
garden-orchard separated from the shore
by the highway to the Humber, and oy
the Great Western Railway track, which
rung along the lakeo shore for miles.

Mrs. Lancely had been sitting in the
afternoon beside her bedroom window
knitting a long stocking for Charley,
when she bethought her that she had
not heard his volce for an unusually
long time. Where was he ?

Safe with Isidore, of course; perhaps
searching the hay-mow for eggs, per-
haps giving the tall French boy cne

8o, then, Isidoro had his first geod
mea] in ‘Toronto, and with thut began his
employmoeat by the Lancely’s. Bince
that time, two yenrs before, ho had been

' & treasure of obedience, fndustry, and
- Brautude to them all.  But Charley was
- hig nero, his general, his schoolmaster,
y his earthly saviour, the very lamp of his
Iite and soul.
Mrs. Lancely, turning again to the
) Window, saw a man clamber up tho
| tidge of carth which separates the high-
way from the shore, and polnt out some-
thing on the sullen expanse of Lake On-
| tarlo to others who came after him. Her
| €¥es were not good enough to see that
| they gazed at anything except water al-
moge unbroken by whitecaps, and rolling
away to the grayx of the southera hori-
zon,

She called on her house-mald to bring
hier the fleld-glass from down-stairs.
Then sho clearly made out her husband's

{ buat lifting and dipping far away. She
i Clearly saw Isldore waving his cap, and
Charley ttoating out his white handker-
’ chief for afd.
i1 Atd! She could give them none.
{ 1he nearest boats were either in front
» of the city, fully two miles away in ono
. direction, or at tho Humber River mouth,
; as far distant in the other. Her impulse
1 was to run down into the lake rather
than stand 1dly watching that lessening
beat.

Then she remembered that she could
communicate with her husband from the
gsuburban telegraph station. When she
had sent the despatch and nothing re-
mained to be done, she again took her
stand at the window,

« lhrough a cold opaline light the boat
 wavered away. The snow-storm passed.
+ Darkness drow on. Some lights faintly
! twinkled on the long island a mile east
i of where the boys seemed to be, and
still the poor mother fancled she could
) Sce Charley waving his speck of white.
,  No sign, excecpt the trembling clutch
. of her interwrought fingers, indlcated
y the agony of her strife to maintain sense
1 and calm. All that night she sat there,
} ntensely alive to every sigh of the fall-
ing wing, every creak of the trees and
the timbers of the house, every thrill
from distant trains that came on and on,
bearing crowds of the living across the
vague field of her vision, and away out
of the deepened silence they left her.
Stars and stars emerged dilating frcm
the horizon; the bouse grew stiller and
chill as the wind died away to a frosty
quiet; the galaxies of heaven long wav-
ered on a lake whereon they at last
sparkled at rest in unruflled calm; and
daylight crept into the welkin. Then
the low island's outline slowly separated
. from the water; tints of amecthyst and
rose flushed high from the coming sun ;
glints multiplied and brightened to a
wide shinc over the lalte, and nowhere
.on its immense expanse could Mrs.
 Lancely see a boat or tug.

*“ Ma'am, dear, You've 8at- here all
night,” said Hannah, entering the room.

“Yyes,” sald the mother, in a faint and
tranquil voice. “In the night for a

. long time I thought he must be dead.
But he is coming back to me, for God
hag had my boy in his keeping.”

more exposition of the great truth that |

Ittle @ should always be recognized by |

its pecullarity of becoming little p when
turned upside down.

Scarcely had her mind formed that
picture when it was replaced by a vision
of Isldore as she had first seen him. BHe
had come up the St. Lawrence as stow-
away and been, as he sald, booted ashore
at Toronto, where he soon found himselt
worse off than in bis native poverty.

The police, he sald, had “tried to
catch him,” he didn't know wiy. Tho
city boys had “ piled onto him.” Every-
body saild, *“ Get out of that, Frenchy,”
when he asked for a job. He had ob-
tained some meals at the soup kitchen;
but on the whole, he could not remember
how he had lived throughout the terrible
months before Charley found him de-
vouring broken meat set out in the wood-
shed for the absent dog.

“Hello, that’s for Bruno!” said Charley,
coming round the corner of the house,

The little boy had never before seen
such a tatterdemalion, but he was not at
all afraid. Indeed, Charley never seemed
to know fear. In that bullet-headed,
fair-haired, clear-cyed young Saxon there
was a .rare assumption that all living
creatures would behave amigbly. Hig
seit-contidence was perfect; the sourest
dogs Yyielded to his patronage at sight.
This boy was at once casy, imperative,
and kind,

1 suppose you didn't have your din-
ner,” sald be to Isldore at that first
meeting; “but you oughtn't to take
Bruno's. Walt till X colie back.”

Isidore put back the pieces as if with-
out any alternative but to obey thic
young. commander, who soon returned
with:permission -to bring the ragamufin.
into theikitchen:and-have bim fed, .~ -

On the south shore of Lake Ontarlo,
near the mouth of Eighteen-mile Creck,
«in the State of New York, a farmer,

Elihu Walcott, was up that morning

with the sun, when the whistling ot
steamers away toward the mouth of the
i Nfagara Rlver, drew him {n curlosity to-
“ward the lake shore. Had navigation

begun at so early a scason? he wondered.
t  ‘I'here could be no doubt, at any rate,
{ that six tugs were coming quickly east-

ward, nearly abreast, and about half a
' mile apart. ‘The most distant was little

more than a smoke tc Welcott's eyes.

The foremost ran parallel with the shore,

well out from the main drift of fce that
. had been blown in by the wind of the
! night.

As the sun rose higher, a light-breeze

; from the east sprang up, and dissipated
i the little and low mist that had gath-
, ered during the short calm before dawn.
{ Walcott saw @ row-boat about a mifle

away to the north. Almost at that mo-

ment the two Innermost tugs, keep-

ing up a prolonged whistling, ran out
- for the skiff, upon which the little fleet
§ soon converged,

Walcott kept his eyes fixed on the
row-hoat. He could see a figure in Its
middle seat. This figure was motlon-
less. It stooped forward, its breast em-

i braced by its arms, its head bowed over.

I that attitude one might sleep.

The innermost tugs, as they neared the
8.1, hid her from Walcott. When they
slowed they still kept whistling. But
before they stopped thks steam shrieks
ceased, R

For a few seconds the &ir was dlank of
; sound.
from Ssteamer to steamer., cams faintly

Jasnore, - N

Then & cheer, which passed

Soon afterward WWalcott thought he
saw two forms carried round tho deck-
houso of oneo of the tugs. ‘Thon the
skiff, empty of tho figure he had scen,
was hauled upon one of tho vessols
After a fow stlent mioutes, durlug which
the crews of all the tugs gathered upon
that to which tho forms had been
brought, this one started northward,
Tho others fell into processlon, and all
slowly vanished, leaving behind funereal
tratls of smoke on the horizon.

CHAPTER IL.—Fouxp.

Mr. Lancely’s boat-houes, built on a
sloping shore, was in winter hauled far-
ther in, and lifted on skids, so that
crests blowing off from tho surf might
not fteezo and mass on its end. Thoe
gkiff's stern then rested against the In-
side of the outer doors, and would, were
these suddenly opened, have run out on
tho tloor rollers till the stern stopped on
the gravel.

The boat did not move when Isidore
flung open these doors, for he had taken
the precnution to tle tho palinter to an
upright in front.

From the boat-house to the water a
slope of ico extended. Hence, when
Charley, standing in the bow, drow his
kniio across the cord, the boat instantly
started down the slope.

Isidore had been sitting astern, cutting
the floor carpet loosc from a little lce
there. * His welght threw tho bow up as
the stern slid down to the ice slope, then
the skift slapped over to one slde, and
before the boys could pick themnselves
up the boat was in the water. They
were afloat, and moving gently outward

Charley rubbed the back of his head,
turned to Isldore, and laughed.

* Hooray !" sald Charley.

* Why, I tied her tight !" said Isidare

“T cut her loose. I never thought,”
sald Charley, secking his jack-kaite

“There's my overcoat getting wwet*
sald the servant-boy. He anu Charley
bothr crawled along to pull the dragging
sleeve from the water. Then they sat
facing each other on the two middle
geats,
1t was like sllding down hill,” laugh-
ed Charley. * But we can't get back !

Charley looked around the boat, saw
neither oar nor paddle, and measured
the distance to shore.

“I could swim it, Isldore,” 3aid he.

‘“*No, no, Mr. Charley. Thoe water's
too cold. And besides, we can't let the
boat go.”

She was now moving sldewiso before
wind and current with some speed.
Charley looked up to the house, coming
into view above the spruces, and shouted
for the servant-girls:

“Mary ! Hanuah!"

Isidore joined in; but they could secoe no
ane, “Mary ! Hannah ! they cried
agalin.

“There's Bruno ! sald Charley.

The dog ran down to the shore, barked,
went into the water, turned back, stood,
barked again, ran along the shore as if
seeking a better place to enter, came
back, stood whining. and then stalked
morosely to the house and lay down in
his kennel.

“Y think I can see my mother st the
window,” said Charley, “ but she fisn't
looking, 1s she, Isidore 7

“No. How would it do to call to her,
Mr. Charley ?”

“ Mother ! mother!” Charley cried.
“She doesn’t bear, Isidore. You try.”

*Ma'am ! ma'am !” called Isidore.

* Say * Mrs, Lancely.”

But she did not look out, even when
they called with the full strength of their
lungs and exhausted all thelr devices for
attracting attention. Soon the opacity
of the double windows concealed the fafnt
outline of her head.

* I wish I had swum it,” sald Charley.
“1t's too far now.”

He fell Into a strong anxiety for his
mother. How often had he promised
not to leave home without her permis-
sfon! Now he was drifting out with a
feeling that he was breaking his word.

“ Do you s'pose I could swim it now 7
he asked.

* Mr. Charley ! Don't think of that at
all. Somebody will see us soon.”

*Then they'll come out with the oars,”
The youngster spoke hopefully.

*“The worst is there ain’t no other
boat,” safd 1Isidore. Charley looked
blankly along the shore.

** How ever will they get to us 2 said
he.

“ That's what T'm wondering. But
they'll come, don’t you be a bit afraid.”

“I'm not atraid. Isidore. Only my
mother wiil be so anxious! I'm glad
she didn’t see us. I wish my father was
home.,"”

“Yes. The master 'ud soon fix {t.”

** Lat us think, Isidore. My father al-
-ways says. that's the way to Co in
‘trouble.”” They stared at one another,

‘determinedly ‘thinking. The wore they

thought, the mora clearly they saw theis

danger,

Ve may go out past the island1*
sald Charley.

“I'm afrald of that," satd Isldore,

; Placing his hand on his “ecapulary” a

; little consccrated leather covered church

) medal, tied with string about his neck

Ho belloved {t to bo a charm aguinst

drowning,

) “But somebody must seo us and come™
sald Charley, imperiously.

““Oh, somebody will. Thoy's peopleon
tho island that has boats.”

“Well, that's all right then, Istdore.
Only it's gotting cold.”

“Put my great big coat round you,
Mr. Charley, That's right, put your
arms in” .

“1 wish I hnd my own. You'll be
cold yourself,” said tho littlo boy, snug-
| gling into the heavy gpirment.

The fur-lined collar went up over his
| cars, and the coat wrapped him to the
fect as he sat down,

“1 tell you that's n great coat for
warmin® you up,” sald Isldore. *“ Yt.»'ur
pa’s new overcoat ain't half so heavy.

“ He vsed to have this one for driving,
you know, Isidore.

They discusscd tho garment at guch
lengih that Charley quite forgot how
Isidore was sacrificing himself. Tho
French boy all the tine scanned tho
shore. -Charley kept his oyes fixed
pretty steadily on his mother's window.

“Isn't it quoer nobody is going round
anywhero ? sald he,

Out thoy drifted, past the fortified
point that hid Toronto Bay, its wharves
and Its tled-up, smokeless shipping.

| Clouds, brown curving down, went out

to sea from the city’s factory chimneys
On the bay nothing moved, nor could
they muko out anything back of the
wharves except bulldings, splres, domes.
chimuneys pourlng smoke, and white pufla
from locomotives shunting along the
water-front, From the westward o
faint rumble grew, and they goon 3Jaw
the five o'clock train trom Hamliton
hurry past their homes. Its black trail
lay out far over the water, and they
could smell the smoky particles after a
while.
(To be continucd.)

DUTOH SIMPLICITY.

Kempen, a town in Holland, on the
lower Rhine (the birthplace of Thomas
a Kempls), is a favourite residence ot
people with small {ncomes, The fmagl-
pation of these Dutchmen must be a3
Hmited a8 thelr Inccmes, judging from
the droll storles that are told of them.

At one time a fire broke out, and
much damage twas dJdone because the en-
gines were out of repair. The councll
met, and after reuch argument {t was
voted that on the cve preceding every
fire in the town, officers should carefully
examine the engines, pumps, etc.

One of the greatest profits of the town
was the toll exacted at the gates. The
counell wished to increase the income,
and instead of increasing the toll it voted
to double the number of the gates,

This same council also ordered tho
sun-dial to be taken from tho court-
house common and placed under cover,
where it would be protected from the
weather,

But of the queer things that are told of
Kempen and its people, nothing is 8o
absurd as this: Grass grew on the top of
a very high tower, and the only way
these droll! Dutchmen could think of to
get 1t off was to hofst a cow up and let
her eat it.—Harper's Young Iecople.

BURDENS.

“ Ah” sighed an old, faithful clock,
which I had in my room, * what a burden
is life! These welghts wear me out.
With much pleasure would I say, * Tick,
tick,’ and strike, as i{s my duty, if I only
nced not carry theso dreadful heavy
weights; I am not frece from them one
! single hour” So it sighed dally unthl 1,
’ moved with pity to my dear old, faithful
'
+
1
]

clock, took away its welghts, when ita
complaints stopped; but {L never gave me
a sign of gratitude since: It was hence-
forth as silent as the grave. So it would
be with many of us i{ wa were without
the burdens of life. No doubt they are
heavy and wearisome, but needful to our
spiritual Nfe.—Christian Standard.

A PATHETIO INCIDENT.

Superintendent Haun tells the story of
‘a hen who was found after the forest
fires in Wisconsin sitting over her brood

! and stone dead. When tho scorcbed
body was turned over, the chickens ran
out unharmed. What a pathetic in-
stance of the great life-zacrificing, world
fostinct of motherhood! And what
rdded meaning and tenderness it lends
to the Saviour’s simile: " As a ‘hen

. gathereth ker chickens under her wings)™
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