HOMIE AND SCHOOL.

Insane, He Swapt the Keys.

It was at one of the railroad stations in
the northwest that the incident veferred to
in she poem below oceurred. A young man
had been the only hope of an indigent wother.
Educated, refined, and of noble intetlect, he
gave much promise to the future, but alas!
m an evil houwr ho commenced o nse of
strong dring, and by it beecamo totally in-
sane.  As a vagabond, he wandered from
placo to place, repeating 1 will sing of my
Redeemer,” while, in imitation of his play-
ing in the days gone Ly, his fingers wou]d
wander over the keys of the organ, His
reason had fled, and with it the joy und hope
of & poor mother. Ah, how many are fol-
lowing his course to.day! How many
to-doy are on the road to destruction ! “ Let
us crush this monster-—** Let us work while
it is day, for the night cometh when no man
can work.”

All day long 'twas cloudy, gloomy,
For there fell a constant rain,

And a crowyd of mey aud wamen
Waited for the coming train,

Warm were they in sitk and satins,
Seated in the coxy room,

Smoking, reading,~little cared they
For ontsiders in the gloom.

Swing the heavy shutters wider,
For the restless, moving tide,
Talking, walking—walking, talking,
Talking of the coming ride.
Drifting with the crowd, & stranger
Entered carelemly the door,
Polished form and noble bogring,
Though he ragged was and poor.

See ! he gazes on the wealthy—
He had seen much hetter days :
How he sings 1—his fingers wander
O'er the long-forgotten keys.

I will sing of my Redeemer
And his wondrous love to me;

On the cruel cross he suffered
From the curse to set me free.”

Hushed was now the chit-a-chater,
Wond'ring all what this could be—

¢/On the cross he sealod my pardon,
Paid the debt and made me free 1

Thers he stood—insaue—oblivious |
Staring, teo, po vacsntly |

Neither home, nor mother had he
And so pitiful to vee !

Lips once crimson—now o pallid |
Ashen, too, his sunken cheek ;
Seg him ptapd thare staring blankly 1
Not a word we hear him speak |
Yet he sang such broken-hesrt words |
Tott'ring o'er & druukard’s grave—
T will tell the wondrous story
How my lost estate to save |

Oh, the cursed, cursed wine-cup !
Oh, the cruel men who sel] |
See them in this land of Bibles,
Sending thousands dowa 1o hell |
Io! the wrecks along the ages—
See your ragged, motley train |
Widows, orphaus,—these axe relios
Of the strong men they haye plaia |

In that train are star Viqg' Min"
Gambling, murd’ring, misery,—death |
Ah ! the news of some dire avil
Greoty the gar at every breath 1
Ses ! the sky is dark and threat'ning 1
Look 1 the storm is deep and wids']
What cen chack its awful fyry?
Wha oan shield us from it tide? .

Hark ! the wise mnen of our natign—
They are calling from afar;

Heoar ys not the olash of armouy,
Reasdy for the coming war?

Lift the flag of Prohibition !
Sapind sloud the frup kaynote ;

If you'd kill this drepsdfyl demon,
Yo mupt kil] it wiph yoyr vote |

—~The Tasue,

A True Ghost Story.
BY W, I1. A,

Mosr of the ghost stories one hears
are but mean accounts of what igno-
rant and weak-minded poople simply
imagine they saw or heard, and will
not brook the least enquiry, but the
story I am about to relate is a faithful
narvation of facts that will bear the
strictest investigation and at the end
be received by all as o trie ghost stovy.

The incident occurred in New Eng-
land, and was related to me by a fine
old sea captain as one dark night on
the western shore of Newfoundland
we sat by the fire and listened to the
raging of the storm. He described
the New England village from which
he came as it existed half-a-century or
more ago. There by the water in the
bay, and some distance from its nearest
neighbour, the little fishing hamlet
stood. The cleared land which be-
longed to its inhabitants, and on which
grazed their cows and flocks of sheep,
stretclied away over the hill behind
the houses, while down this hill came
the road which led onward wlong the
shore. In this solitary retreat the
women and children were left alone
and unprotected throughout a portion
of the year, but they feared no evil us
none ever attempted t molest them,
and their only anxiety was that the
sturdy men and boys, who wore away
fishing on the banks and elsewher,
might come back home in safety.

One year however, as soon as the.

men had departed, a ghastly sight was
witnessed. Just at dusk on Saturday
evening was seen a white-clothed com-
pany moving down the hillside, Blowly
the apparition approached, revealing at
length a large, long coffin which was
borne in the midst. It is easier to
imagine than to describe the terror
which this weird and unearthly sight
infused into the hearts of the timid
and defenceless people, How fearfully
they strained their eyes through the
gathering darkness to see where it
would go! How glad they were at
last to see it pass down the road and
out of sight | But even with this relief
afforded them their anxious hearts
were troubled, for they wondered why
it had appeared to them, Way ita
“token” to them that the loved ones
out at sea had met with danger and
with death—that no more they would
soe their homes, their wives, theit chil.
drent Ordid it mean that dissase and
death were swiftly coming upon the
terrified villagers thowselves! Wias
ocould the ghostly visit mean ! There
followed a woek of anxious suspense
during which the ghost and the import
of its coming was the talk of ail, The
next Satyrday eveniug came, and lo,
aguin appeared the apparition] With
greater terror and anxicty than before
the sight was marked and watched,
Another anxious week elapsed and
agsin the-dolesome oompany with' its
ominous burden came down the hill
and disappeared | Surely as it had now
appeared for the ¢hird time its message

must be teae.  WFhat could that m«
sage bel D aving the sugpense of the
following week somo of the men came
home, und soon they were listening to
the harrowing story of the ghost. At
ouee, like brave men, they resolved, nt
all hazards, to get to the bottom of it
Arming themselves, on Saturday even
ing they lay in ambush and waited for
tho sight. Soon they saw the spectre
advancing to the spot where they lay
concealed ! Their stout hearts alniost
failed them, ag they looked upon the
frightful company, bus true to their ve
solve they sprang boldly forth upon the
ghost! And now the apparition was
expluined! Those white-robed ereatures
fled for very life! Within the coflin
which they flung to the earth was
found & newly slaughtered sheep —the
lnst one stolon by this Land of dis
guised raseals who had found an easy
if dishonest way of providing Sunday’s
dinner from the flock of the peaceful
villagers! The story is another proof
of the folly of fearing what we suppose
to be supernatural—another proof of
the fact that “we cannot see anything
very much worse than ourselves.,” Lot
our girls and boys learn the lesson,

The Great Siberian Road.

Frou Gesrge Kennan's iHustrated
article in the May Century, we quote
the following :—

“These transport waggous, or bozes,
form a characteristic feature of almost
every landscape on the great Siberian
road from the Ural Mountains to
Tiumen. They are small four-wheeled,
one-horse vehicles, rude and heavy in
construction, piled high with Siberian
products, and covered with coarse
matting, securely held in place by
large wooden pins. Every horso is
fastened by a long halter to the pre
ceding waggon, so that & train of tifty
or a hundred obozes forms ‘one un-
broken caravan from a quarter of a
mile to half a mile in length. We
passed 538 of these loaded waggons in
less than two hours, and I counted
1,445 in the course of our first day's
journey. No further evidence was
needed of the fact that Siberin is not
a land of desolation. Commerciul
products at the rate of 1,500 tons o
day do not come from a barren arctic
waste. -

“As it gradually grew dark towards
midnight, these caravans began to
stop for rest and refreshinent by the
roadside, and every mile or two we
came upon a picturesque bivouac on
the edge of the forest, whers a doen
or more ohoze drivers were gatheved
around a cheerful camp-fire in the
tadst of their waggons, while their
liberated but hoppled horses grazed
and jumped awkwardly here and there
slong the road or wmong the trees.
The gloomy, evergreen forest, lighted
up from beneath by the flickering
blaze, and-faimtly.tinged above by the
glow of the northern twilight, the red
and black Rembrandt outlines of the
waggons, aud the group of men in long

kaftans and senrlot or hlye gt
withered about the cup-firn, :hiul\iw:
tea, formed a strange,  strikiy,, ,..“I
peculiarly Rossinn picture,

“Wa travelled without stop thioudl
out the night, changing horee, at
eiery poabwtntion, and making ahont
eight miles an hour, over fahly vl
vond. The sun did not set untyl
past nine, and rose again bout half.
prust two—so that it wag not ot - -
tune very dark.

“The villages throngh which .
passed were sometimes of great o
tont, but consisted almost fnv oyt
of unly two lines of log-houses, stand
g with their gables to the road, awd
separated one from  another by
coned yards, without a siga any + her,
of vegetation or trevs, One of th
villages fornted  double vow tive unil <
m length of separate houses, all front
mg on the Tswr's highway, Aound
every village thero was an medosed
area of pasture land, varying in ey
tent from 200 to 500 acres, witlun
which were kept  the inhabitents
cattle; and at the point whete the
inclosing fenee erossed the roud, on
each side of the village, there were a
gate and a gate keepet's hut.

“These gate-keepers are almoxt al-
ways old and broken-down men, and
in Siberin they are generally criminal
exiles, Tt is their duty to see that
none of tho villago cattlo stray out of
the inclosure, amd to opon the gates
for pussing vehicles at all hours of the
day and night. Trowm tho village
commune they receive for their ser-
vices w mero pittance of three or four
toubles & month, and live in n wreteh
rd hovel made of boughs and earth,
which throughout the year is warned,
lighted, and filled with smoke by an
open fire on the ground.”

-

A Clever Boy.

“Tarugr,” said a hopeful  sprig,
“how muny fowls are there on that
table$”

“ Why,” said tho old gentleman, ns
he looked complncently on a pair of
fincly-roasted chickens that were smok-
ing on the dinner tuble; “why, my
son, there ave two,”

“Two!” replied young smartness,
“there ave three, sir, and T’ll prove it.”

*“Three |” replied the old gentleman,
who was a plain watter of-fuct man,
and understood things as he saw them
“I'd like to have you prove that.”

“Easily done, sir; easily done’
Isn’t that one?” laying his knife upon
the first,

“Yes, that's certain,” said his father.

“And isn't that two?” pointing to
the second ; “and don't one and lfwo
added together muke three?”

“Really,” said the father, turning
to the old lady, who was listening with
astonishment to the learning of her
son ; * really, this boy is a genius, and
descrves encouragement.  Here, old
lndy, do you take one fowl, and I'll
take tho second, and John may have
the ¢third for his learning.”

—— |
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