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THY EBLL OF ATRIL.

THE BELL OY JUSTICE.

- A beautiful story i{s told that in one
¥, of the old clities of Italy, the King caused
f a bell to be hung in a tower in one of
the public squares, and called it a * Bell
of Justice,” and commanded that any-
R one who bad been wronged should go
3 and ring the bell, and 8o call the magls-
trate of the city and ask and recelve jus-
B tice.
g And when, in course of time, the bell-
rope rotted away, a wild vine was tied to
% it to lengthen it ; and one day an old
§ and starving horse, that had been aban-
doned by its owner, and turned out to
die, wandered into the tower, and, in
B trying to eat the vine, rang the bell
% And the magistrate of the city, coming
M v sc2 who had rung the bell, found this
¥ old and starving horse. And ke caused
B the owner of the horse, in whose service
B* he had toiled and been worn out, to be
P summoned bofore him, and decreed that,
%$ a3 thia poor horse had rung the * Bell of
X Justice,” he should have justice, and
# that during the horse’s life his owner
s should provide for him proper food, ard
84 drink, and stable.
EX The poet Longfellow thus tells the
NR story of the Knight of Atri and his steed
N b vercs :

& He so0ld his horses, eold his hawks and
3 hounds,

Reated his vipeyards and his garden-
grounds,
&% Kept but ]t;ne steed, his favourite steed
N of all,

To starve and shiver in a2 naked stall,

And day by day sat brooding in his chair.
R Devising plans how best to hoard and

spare.

At length he said : * What is the use or
need

WP To keep at my own cost this lazy steed.
8 Lating his head off in my stables here.

R When rents are low and provender Is dear*
BS Lot bim go feed upon the pudlic ways :

E 1 want him only for the holidays.”
48 So the old steed was turned into the heat
$% O! the Jong, Ionely, silent, shadeless
e street ;
B% And wandered in suburban lanes f{orlorn
& Barked at by dogs, and torn: by brier and

- thorn.

3¢ One aftornoon, as In that sultry clime

B4 It is the custom in the summer time,

M With bdolted doors and window-shutters
closed.
E The Inhabitants of Atri slept or dozed :

B When suddenly upon their senses fell

@8 The lond alarm of the accusing bell !

&3 The Syndic started from his deep repose,
B Turned on his ccuch, and hstened, and
. then rose,

Mk And donned his robes, and with reluctant

‘Where the grest dbell upoa its
crogs-beam swung

Relterating with  persistent
tongue,

In balt articulate jargon, the
old song ;

** Somv one hath dote a wrong,
hath done a wrong !”

But ere he reached the belfry's
light arcade

He saw, or thought ho saw,
beneath {ts shade,

No shape of human form of
woman bora,

But a poor steed dejected and

forlorn

Who with uplifted head and
cager eye,

Was tugging at the vines of
briony.

“ Domeneddio ¥ cried
Syndic straight,
“ This {8 the Knight of Atri's steed of
gtate !
He calls for justice, being sore distressed,
And pleads his cause as loudly as the
best.”
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Tho Knight wus called and questioned .

in reply

Did not confess the fact, did not deny ,

‘I'reated the matter as a pleasant jest,

And set at naught the Syndic and the
rest,

Maintaning in an angry undertone,

That he should do what pleased him with
his own.

And thereupon the Syndlc gravely read

The piviialnation of  the Hing, then
safd @

“Priac goth forth on horseback grand
and gay,

Bat e s back on foot, and begs {ts
way ;

Fame is the fragrance of heroic deeds,

Of flowers of chivalry and not of weeds !

These are famillar proverbs, but I fear

They never yet have reached your
knightly ear.

What fair renown, what honour, what
repute,

Can come to you fromn starving this poor
brute ,

He who serves
merits more

well and speaks not

THL 6oLk FULLING THE BELL OF JU3I1 & A ATLL

Mcanwhi.c from street and lane a noisy
crowd

Had rolled together like a summer cluald.

And told the story of the wreiched beast

In fivc-and-twenty diffcrent wags at
least,

With mach gesUcuiation and appeal

‘To heathsn gods, in tholr cwesive seal

Than thry
door ?

Theiveoo e aw deocrees that as this
steed

Sersed sou in yoath, henceforth you
shall iake heed

To comfort h.s o.d age, and o provide

Sxaltor i stall, and faoé 2ad Seld beaide.”

who Jlamour loudest at the

The Knight withdrew abashed ; tho peo-
ple all

Led home the steod in tritmph to hie
stall,

The King heard and approved,
laughed in glee,

And cricd alcud  “Right woll 1t pleascth

and

me !

Church-bells at best but ring us to the
door ;

But gu no' into mass, my doll doth
more ;

It (ometh into court and pleads the
cause

Of creaiures dumb and unknown to the
laws ;

And this shall maXe, in every Christian
clime,

The bell of A'ni famoua for all time.
Aims and Objects of the Toronto Hu-
mane Soclety.

A BOY WORTH HAVING

A few evenings gince I heard a lady
|ay to a gentleman ealler, laying a hand
caressingly upon the shoulder of a boy
of ten YeRrs :

“This 18 my little man. e nover uges
slang, never gwenrs, never sald a saucy
word to his parents {n his life ; does
whatever he {3 told, and Is a boy his
mother can trust {mplicitly. We ure
vory proud of our baby, § assuro you."

“ Ah.” sald the visitor (who i{s a man
of extensive businvsa relations), * that ia
the kind of boys men are madoe of ™

And he immediately commenced cast
ing about to sce 1f he had no need of
<nurh a hov in hia establishment There
were severnl gitnations he could offer,
but the mother shoor her head, smiling,
and said :

“No, he {8 in school now, and I want
him to fit nimself for the highest position
e can reach.”

When the visitor was retiring, he sald
to the happy parerts ©

“Such a bo) §s beyvond price, and you
are rich. indeed, In your possesaion ™

Now, littl2 boys. what do you think of
such a2 boy ? A boy who never swears.
nover uses slang phrares, nor s saucy.
nor disobedient. and whom his mother
can ‘rust?  DId you ever think how
much that means *

*Whom his mother can trust v

Do vyou know that is the highest re-
commendation a boy can carry into the
world with him. It means =0 .nuch, and
only what s good and werthy of aspiring
to.

And this litle Doy I8 not a pale,
~ goody-goody * boy, who exists only {n
stories. He i1s a bricht, manly lttie fel-
low, loves his skates his marbles, his
ball, and, oh, dearly loves to play ! And
sometimes it 18 a great trial to leave his
sport and run erran‘ds that seem always
to claim bis time.—Exchange.

ALCOHOLTC DEATH RATE.

Dr. Nerman Kerr, a distinguiahed Eng-
lish physician, referring to the death
rate from alcohnl, xays * “Dr. Richardson
gave it as his opinfon, some time ago.
that ‘were Enrland converted to tem-
perance, the vitality of the nation would
be fncrezsed one-third In value: or, in
other worda, nearly 227,000 llves would
be xaved to us cvery year.'” Thia is a
suirtling statement ; but. altar careful
snseatigation, Dr. Kerr thinks 1t mach
nearer the truth than many were sup-
poscd to bellove. His own calculations
give 200.000 as the number of deaths re-
solting from Irinking. of which 128,000
may be traced to drunkennoss, and the
rest 1o more o; lesa medersta caes of
slcohal



