Across the Wheat,

Y ou asle e tor the sweetest sound
Mine vy have over heoad #

A myeater thn the irppley’ plash,
Or tiilling of » bud ;

Thaw tippiog of the patndiopa
Upon the reof ot night ;

Than the sigbtig of the pine-treey
On yonder wonnt rin hejght ¥
And 1 tell you, the o are touder,

Yot nover quits so sun et
Ax the muimur and the culeuen
OF the wind acters the wheat,

Have you watched the golden billows
In o sunlit sen of grain,
Lro yet the reapi v howwl the sheaves,
To fill the eveukenyg wain 2
Have you thought how snow and tempest,
And the bitter wintry cold,
Wero but thu guandian angels,
The noxt yeuw's bread to hold,
A precious thing, unharmed by all
The turmoil of the sky,
Just waiting, growmy sitently,
. Until the storm went by ?
‘Oh I have you litted up your heart
T'o him who loves us all,
Amd listens, through the angel songs,
I but o spariow fall ;
And then, thus thinking of his hwd,
What symphony 5o sweet
As the' musid itr the long refrain,
Thewind across the wheat ?

It hath the duleet echoes
Fiotn many o luflaby,
Wiheze the eradled babe is hushed
Beneath the mother's loving sye,
It hath its heaven promixe,
As sure as heaven's throne,
That o who sent the manua
\Vill surely feerl his own ;
And, thoughani wtom ouly
*Mid the countless hosts whe share
'The Maker's never ecasing watch,
The Fathet's deathless care,
Thut atom i3 as dear to him
As my dear child to me;
Ho cannot luse uie froin my piace,
Through all ¢teruity,
You wonder, when it sings o this,
Tlhiere’s nothing half so sweet
Beneath the cireling planets
As the wind agross the wheat,

A Wee Boy in Distress.

A TOUCHING CASE WHIJIl OCOURRED IN THE GLAS-
GOW ROYAL INFIRMARY.

Tae other day a poor little waif of a boy, ten or
oleven years of uge, greatly emuciated und exhuusted
by long stunding disease, was brought up in the
hoist to the oprrating theatre of the Royal Infirm-
ary, it Glasgow, to underyo an operation which, it
was thought, might possibly hive the effect of pro-
longing  the boy's life. 'Iis condition, however,
wis 56 low and unzatisfactory that there was some
fear not only that the operation might be unsuceess-
ful in its results, bav thet during or immediately
following the operation, the Loy’s strength might
give way and lis sphit pass nway.  After reaching
the theatre, which is seated like the gallery of a
chureh; and while the operating-tuble was being got
ready, the little follow was seated on a cushioned
seat, unid, looking up towards- some students who
were there to witness the operation, with a pitiful,
tremiulous voice e gaid : “Will one of you gentle-
men put up just o wee prayer for v weo boy? Tum
in great trouble and-distress—just a wee prayer to
Jesus for me in my sore tronble.” The surgeon,
patting him on the shoulder, spoke kindly to him,
but s ho heard no prayer wnd saw prebably only a
pitying smile on the faces of some of the students,
he turned his head away und in childish tones nud
words, which were sufficiently aundible tn' thoso
sround kim, lie asked Jesus, friend,  the friend of

PSS
PPy

R

ol

L.

HOME AND d8CTHHOO

vers by s b foved v, o be with hun - to hove
#eres o daa g b distress, And while the voungy
putting the boy under eldarofonm, so

et he mighe frel wo pain durg the aprration, so

locton o,

fony as i was conseriolts the voiee of s l_my W
il hewrd iu words of prayor.  The snigeon, as hio
soold by the teble on whieh the boy lay, knowing
that ho had te peorform an uperation tequiring sume
onbness and e e td deheary of touch, felt ju-t
¢ hittle overcome,  There was n fumip in his throat
which rather distiuwbed b, Soun, however, he
ard the wovls from the assistant, who was wl-
ministeving the chloroform, * Doctor, the boy is
ey 37 and taking the kuife in his hand, lurap or
o lump, fad to bogin the uperation,  Soon the sur-
<eort was eanseiong that the prayer whicl the Jittle
boy hud offered up for himsolf had included in its
answer some ohe else, for the cooluess of hend,
steadiness of hand and delicavy of touch all camo as
they were needed, and the operation was completed
with more than usun! ease, doxterity and success.

On the following morning the surgeon, going
souned his ward-from hed to bed, and coming to that
on whieh the little boy lay, saw from the placid,
comfortable fook on lns fuce thaut his sulferings had
been relieved, and that all was well with hin.
Going up to the head of the bed and taking the
little wasted hand, which scemud no larger than
that/ of « bazaur doll, the surgeon whispered into
his ear, *The good Jesus lipard your prayer yestor-
duy.” A bright, happy, and contented look lit
upon the hoy’s fuce, and with o feeble yet distinct
pressure of the little Irand, ho looked up in the doc-
tot's fuce and said, * I keu % he would,”  And then
he added, * You, doctor, were gudo to me too” But
apparently thinking that the doctor wus ou » differ-
ent platform, und requived something tangible for
his care and trouble, in a plaintive voice he said,
*“But I bae nothing to gie you :" and thenn bright
thought came into his mind, and with a little cheer
in his tone, he udded, “ I will just pray to Jesus for
you, doctor.” The surgeon, before leaving the ward,
in bidding the boy good-bye for the day, wsked him
where lie came from and where he leined so much
about, Jesus to love him so dearly. He answered :
“I come frae Bercheld” “ And you were in o
Sabbatli-school there!” “Oh, yes, in a Beurock
school.”  Our readers will be pleased to learn that
the boy wmade a successful 1cecovery, and is now at
home.—2"he Clriztion Leader.

Do It Yourself,

DIXEY.

BY WOLSTAN

Is it a lesson to *“get”! s it a piece of carpen-
ter work to finish | A garden patch to weed? Do
it yourself. No matter what tiic job is, if it is your
own business, then don’t call on somebody . else to
help you. .

You muay get through with it quicker and easier
if your mother or your father or your sister lends a
hand ; but the idea isn't to get through quick and
easy ; the idea is for you to makea man of yourself.

You must learn to stand alone. Every time you
“ wrastle” with a tough piece of woik amd “down”
it without any help you become stronger und more
self-veli nt, and every time you ask for assistance
and get it you become more of a baby,

As you grow older you will learn there isu’t very
much in life that anybody except himself can do for
a man, He may have no end of teachers and
helpers; they may all try their best for hiw, and
they can do a little, but it is very Jittle,  After ull
is said and done, the biggest part of the work must
bo done by the man himself, Others can tell him
what to do, but he must do it

You can’t begin too early to understaud this, and
to practice it. Of course, if you wanted to get a

streuy avm you wanldan't ad- «ame one el ta i
a dumb-bdl for you, of you woanb n stiong nand,
dont culi on vthers 1o do your thinking for yon, do
1t yourself, .

D't he forever ~aying to sume one else s

“ Would you do this, or would you do that?”

“ Now which do you think is prottier? Which
wauld you eliwosn1” )

* Do you think it would Lo right for me to do
this, or wonld it be wrong 17

Mako ap your own mind 5 mnke it up quickly ;
then, if yon tind you ncted unwisely, yow’ve learned
something ; you've learned it yourself; you will
know better next time,

You would better maks a bad choico by yourself
than a good one helped by some one else, It doesn’t
matter much whether you get the sweet appls or
thie sour one ; bub it matters a good deal whether
you have mind enough to make your own decisions,

Do your own work, your own studying and think-
itig, your own deciding ; then, whatever failures or
mistakes you may make, you will yet beeome stead-
ily stronger, wiser, more skilful by reason of the
exercise and training that you have taken upon
yourself.  You will hecome more nearly fitted for
une of those great emergencies for which perhaps
you may be destived—when the fate of the nation
hangs upon the quick, resoluto thought nnd action
of one wan who hins learned to stand by himself,

Something About Ploughing;
BY_ MRS, R. M. WILBUR,

¢ A farier's life i thoe life for mo,
T own I love it dearly ;
Auwl every season, full of glee,
I take its labvur checrily.”

It was Will Gray's voice that: rang out so clearly
as he deposited his hoe and shovei in the shed, and
walked into the kitchen. .

“Yes, maunna, Uve decided,” be said, rolling up
his slesves, and going to the sink to wush bis hands.
s¢ A farmer's life is the life for e ”

“ Ploughing nud allt”

“Oh, ploughing by steam is nothing,” said Will.
“If a body had to _plough with oxen, er liorses,
oven—as they do in most places—I would'nt like
it.” ‘ .

“Or with & cow and a woman yoked together,
us they do in Geriany,” said Polly.

“Or with a camel and a bullock yoked to each
othier, us is seen in the Bast, and a wooden plough,
very like those used in Exypt three thousaud years
ago,” added mamma,

“No, I-wouldn’t be a farner then,” said Will,
wiping his hands. ¢ Neither would I have been a
farmer, in Pern in.the times that Prescott tells
about, when eight or nine men drew a wooden
plough, like a staple, throngh the giound, There's
too much labour about that.” o

“If the, ploughs in old tines. were nothing but
wood,” said Polly, I wonder what is meant in
the Bible, whers it tells of the good time coming
—vwhen the ‘sword shall Lo beaten into plough-
shares’?” 1

S In earliest times,” said wmann, “ their ploughs
were made wholly of wond; but later, the part
that entered tha ground wus shod with iron.  And
even to this day, \n Greece, they uso o plough about:
as simple as those of Lgyptimn days, and the ones
that pre used in Syria, with a camel and. bullock to
draw them.” .

‘Tnres things too much and three things too littlo
are pernicious to man: To speak wuch wnd know
little; to spend much aud lave listla; to posayguie:
amuch and be worth Jicele.
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