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GOD IN NATURE.

C He commanded and they were created."-Psalm
cxlviii. 5.

To Him who is the Lifo of life;
My soul its vows would pay;

le leads the flowery seasons on,
And gives the storm its way.

The winds run backward te their caves
At His Divine command-

And tho great deop le folds within
The hollow of His hand.

His clothes the grass, He makes the rose
To wear in good attire ;

The moon He gives her patientgrace,
And ail the stars their fire.

B l heurs the hungry raven's cry,
And sends ber young their food,

And through our ovil intimates
His purposes of good.

lie stretches ont the north, He binds
The tempcst in His cure;

The mountains cannmot striko their roots
So cleep He is not there.

Hlid in the garment of His works,
WYe feel lis presonce still

With us, and through us fashioning
The mystery of His will.

-ALIcE CARY.

POLLY'S RELIGION.

Life to the Demmings took on a new mean-
ing wlen Joe brought his wife home. None of
the family hiad ever seen ber. They knew sho
was one of thc Austruthers of Kentucky.

" There are Austruthers in our church in
that State," said Grace. " I hope Mary belongs
te our meibership."

" Oh, yes, certainly 1" said Joe, egeIrly. HO

was just starting to be married, and ho was
anxious that they should ail love Polly in
advancc.

"Does she sing in the choir ?" asked Isabella.
"I thin k not. But she bas one of the sweetest

voices-a low contralto. And you ought to heur
ber laugh. Belle. The morriest ring 1 Oh, sbhe'll
bring new life into this boeuso.

The girls smiled. They were fond of Joe, and
ready to welcomc his wife.

" But I hopo shle is ready to take a leading
part iu the church," said Grace, after ho bad
gone. " Joo will till father's place some day,
and bis description of ber does not give me the
idea of an energetic, religions woman."

" We'll hope for the best," said Isabolla. She
was busy making an imitation stained glass
vin(low for the Sunday.school roor and was

-axious to finish it before Mary arrived.
" Uncle Ben must be kept in bis own room

whbenî shie coenes, and Tom can b sent to the
country for a month's vitit," Grace said, lier
delicate face tilushing painfully.

There wore two slkeletons in the Domming
hoehold. The squire's brother, Ben, who was
a paralytic old soldier, and a most cross-grained,
profane old follow, occupied one wing of the
iansion. He had a man to nurse and read te
hlim, for bis oaths were intolerable to his nieces.
Tom was their brother, younger than Joe.
Tom Domming had ýisappeared for three years
after lie left college, and came back a haggard,
dissipated loafer.

Nobody in Ball's Ferry knew just what ho
had done in that gap of time, but all were
certain that ho was under the ban. The family

treated bimwith gloomy patience. They had
taken up their cross and bore it; but it was
heavy, and he knew it. Tom was never seen
by visitors, at the table or in the parlor. At
dusk ho wuald skulk out to join some of bis
comrades at the village grog shops and oc-
casionally but not often,was brought home
brutally intoxicated.

Joe's wife disappointed tbem ail. She was a
plump, merry little girl; nothing more.

"A very pleasant little heathen 1" sighed
Grace, alter two days had passed. " I named
some of the best books of religious fiction, but
she bas never heard ofthem; and she did not
know a single one of our foreign missionaries.'

Good Mrs. Demming was uneasy about this,
and that very ovening turned the conversation
on doctrinal subjects. Polly grewred.

" I'm afraid," she said, "1 am not clear in my
*deas concerning these different points. The
truth is, after mother's death I had the charge
of my four brothers, and I bad se little time-"

" You will bave more time now," said Isabella.
" I will mark out a course of doctrinal reading
for you."

But Mary made slow progress with ber course
uf reading. As time passed and she settled
down into her place in the family, she proved
to ho a very busy little woman. She bad a
positive talent for finding work; took ber part
of the family mending, tossed up dainty little
desserts, helped Joe with his accounts. When
Joe bad gone te bis office she took tremendous
walk[s, advised Mother Demming about her fancy
work, ur copied the squiee's papors for him. •

"What a clerkly hand you writel" said
Grace one day. "I often wish mine were not
so delicate, when father worries over those
papers. But as for mother's embroidery,
women of ber age ought togive up that useless
work when their eyes are failing."

"It does not seem useless te me," said Polly,
gontly." She thinks you ull value it."

" Where can Mary go on those interminable
walks ?" said Isabella one morning to ber father.
You should warn her about Black Lane. She
might wander into it and bring home typhoid
fever."

" You ought te report the lane as a nuisance,
father," said bis wife. " It is a perfect sink of
filch and vice."

" It is a disgrace to Ball's Ferry that such
wretches can find barborinit," added Isabella.
" They ought to be driven beyond the borough
limits !"

" Well, well, my dear I It doesn't do to be too
energetic." said the squire. " They nover bad
a chance."

He was aroused, however, te mention Black
Lane at a meeting of the town burgesses that
day.

" Something ought to ho done, or we shall
have typhus among us," said ho.

"Sometbing bas been done," said Judge Paule.
"I came through the lane this morning, and I
bardly knew it. Thers bas been a general
draining and cleaning, the cabins are white-
washed, and the women, some cf tbem have
actually washed their faces. "

" What bas happened ?" asked the squire.
" I heard the sound of children's voices sing-

ing in one of the cabins, and the mon told me it
was M iss Mary's class. Some good woman bas
been at work. I suspect."

" Miss Mary ?" the squire's face grow red, bis
eyes flashed, but ho saia nothing more.

Going home, ho met Polly coming te meet-
him. HO looked at her with the eye cfa judge.

" Aro you the good Samaritan ? Have you
been in Black Lane, my dear ?"

She blushed, laughed and stammered:
"Oh, that was the most natural thing in the

world, father. You know i was brought up
among colored people; I know how te deal with
them. It was only a ditch eut bore and there,
a few panes of glass and some bushels of lime.

They are good, affectionate creatures, and
anxious to learn."

The matter was driven from the squire's mind
before ho reached the bouse, for ho saw Tom
skulking around the stable door. He had retura.
ed that day and a duli weight of misery fel, at
the sight, on bis father's heart. Tom did not
enter the house until late in the evening, when
the family were gathored about the table. ie
came into the room with a swagger. unshaven,
bis boots reeking of the stable.

" On purpose to mortify us," thought Grace
bitte'rly.

"I came to see Joe's fine lady wife, " he said
in a loud voice. " Unless b's ashamed to in.
troduce bis scapegrace brother."

" Mary is not bore," said Mother Demming.
"Where is she, Grace ?"

"In Uncle Ben's room. She rends the New
York papers to him overy day now. They
play backgammon together, and they have one
of those silly books of Artemus Ward's. I beard
him laughing, and probably swearing harden
than ever, se homust be pleased. I wonder she
can stand it."

" It is hard to understand her," said Isabella,
dryly. " Mary is not as careful of her associ.
ations as sbe should be."

Tom had been listening eagerly. " Enough
said 1" ho broke out, with a thump of bis fist on
the table. " If Joe's wvfe can take thought of
that lonely old man up thera, there's botter stuff
in ber than I expected. I'll.go up and make
ber acquaintance."

Several times afterwards Tom's voice was
heard joining in the jokes and laughter that
came out of Uncle Ben's room.

" Mary seoms to have enchanted them both,"
said Grace.

" Tom is clean and shavon to-day, and looks
like a human being," said Joe.

But even ho was startled when Mary came
down that eveùing for a walk, and nodding
brightly to Tom, asked him to go with ber.

"Finish your book, Joe; Tom will be my
escort."

Tom followed ber slouchingly to the gate.
He stopped there. Shame, defiance misery
looked out of bis oyes.

" See bore, Mrs. Demming, I reckon you don't
know or you wouldn't have asked me to go with
you l"

Polly's tender, steady eyes met bis. "Yes, I
know."

" D'ye know I'm a thief ? I was in jail at
Pittsburgh for a year.

Polly drew ber breath bard. A prayer to God
for belp went up from ber heart in that second
of time. She held out both bands.

" Yes, Joe told me. But that is ail over nowv
-ail over. You have begun ne w again. Brother
Tom. Come l'

She put ber hand in bis arm as they walked
down the street. FIedid not speak to her until
they came back. Thon ho stopped ber again at
the gate.

" My sisters bave nover been with me in public
since I came back. 1il nover forget this of you,
Mary, nover 1"

A month later the squire said to bis wifo
" Did you know Mary was going over his

mathematics with Tom ? Rtegularly coaching
him. That little girl bas the clearest bond for
figuring I ever knew. But what can she be
doing it for ?"

Mrs. Demming cleared ber voice before she
could speak.

"She bas applied te some of ber friends in
Kentucky te give Tom a situation. Father, I
think thero may be a chance for the boy. lie
wants to begin his life over again anong
straigers."

" God help him 1" muttered the squire. Ho
surpriscd Polly when ho met ber again by tak-
ing ber in bis arms and kissing ber with Leurs
in bis eyes.

In the spring Tom went te Kentucky, and


