
PARISH AND HOME.

.. Hi there!" he said, “who wantsto low. He was clinging, blinded and I, realh- penlou. porifon »nk lxa.de hm, uat a.
v less to a projecting root under the shelv- thewhole point of land on wh.chthestrugge

go.round the Nose w.th me? ess ton P, j g ^ ,aken place crumbled, with , du„,
The Nose was a ragge. ei gi o r, gurgling sound, into the swirling water.

which the boys never venture,]! fo, the water the bank was “ honeycombed " fo, several Jack was s.ttmg on the ground bes.de h.s 
foamed and swirled with appalling swift- yards by the corroding water,. Kvennow friend rubbrng^he arm ob .vmus
ness around .he rocks making ready for the (rail root to which he clung was g.v.ng of h.s own bruises, while the olher boys 

te";;,; !elp Ixyond. 8 way, and it was imp-11* fo, him to ge, ! we.e ... talking a, once ,n a state of the

"Nobody coming? Well, you're a pro a foothold with the swift water dragg.ng j w.ldest «element, 
cious se, ain't you*? "•said Al, with fool- him down, even If he could have reached “I say, jack burst out Al 1-err.s, 
hardy persistence,paddling toward the Nose, the firm ground. ; throw.ng h.mself down besule Hanc.s, .

“ Here, you young lunatic, come back ! ” Suddenly a new voice, clear and com- ; wash you ,1 slmg me the "v«'j __ 
shouted lack, wrathfully. “ Don’t you manding. cut through the confused excla half-drowned you and killed brands 
know any be,,,than that? Vou'llbeom mations of the Is.ys. ! "KiUesIyourgranny,'m.im.ured Fran-
the Ka„v >. “ Bring a rope, ,,uick ! " cis, opemng h.s hazel eyes w.th a laugh

Hu, \1 was in no mood fo, counsel, It was Francis Vercival who issued this , in them, and holding out a sl.m hand lo
leas, of all from Jack, standing there with order. He had thrown himself down upon hi, repentant persecutor ..............
his rival the crumbling bank, perilously near to the The next moment a wild uproar rent the

“ Keep your advice fo, your friends," treacherous edge, and flung to Jack one air. Across the water it rang d.stmcdy 
he flung back, pushing round the outer- sleeve of his coat, which he had taken off. -• r-e-re t-v-a-l ! And then peakd out

The olher sleeve he held in his own hands, the old Ridgeway yell.—MM M. Mer-
three of the boys rushed off rick, in Our Sunday Afternoon.

NOTHING LEFT BUT GOD ! 
“How mournfully we write it or speak 

it at times : • We have nothing left but 
< Jod.’ As though that were the extreme of

most point of rock.
The frail shell lieneath him gave a sud-

den lurch as it struck the swifter water, toward the nearest house for assistance, 
and swung half-way round. Al righted it, while the rest gathered at a safe distance ; 
trying not to look startled. All the others around those two hanging there alxive the 
had abandoned their sport to watch him, j Falls.iszj-xa.„ : „r='c,iz:,n.r=t i
in the side of .he canoe, and the current brought and made fast to a tree some dis I • ■ b(, jjo-
grew Stronger. Therewerewarning shouts tence away on the firm ground ■, then Jack mg^ in|lnile _ infinile wisdom,
fron, the boys, bu, i, was too late to n„n could ■ * ^ and lnfinitB love ! Why, having this we

... a have all the blessedness and wealth otSuddenly an eddy caught the canoe and the bank was caus.ng .1 to give way. A ^ ^ fu„ j of immoltal., the glory
whirled it round like a feather. great clod of earth right under 1 rancis

Jack I tarrington sprang down the hank shoulder gave way and rolled sluggishly into 
and ran up on the rocks. the water, almost dislodging the rescuer.

“Here, Al!” he shouted, “bring her “Getback, Francis!” said Jack, in alarm,
“ the whole thing is coming down. Get

back now.

ami peace of the redeemed in the mansions 
of light. ”—Selected.

A KIND VOICE.
up into that cove and I’ll catch you.”

Al, thoroughly frightened now, tried to away, quick !”
vlxy, but his paddle coming in contact “ I won’t,'' sai.l Francis, wi.h great .le- | (,„ may ^ rouyh

with a whirling fragment of some sort l.beraleness. ; jn ^ an(| ,>lood> yet do lhe w„,k of a
soft touch. But there is no one thing that 

voice to tell

of love so hard to 
kind voice. A kind

TllERlt is no power

“ I won’t have you drowned for me,snapped short in his hands. There was a 
cry of horror from the lioyi, but Jack Dar- ! persisted lack.- Hold your tongue, Jack,"Mid Francis, love so much needs a. a sw.

what it means and feels, and it is haul torington, leaping into the water, came along­
side with a few swift strokes, and, bracing calmly, “ this is my business. Look here! , . . . , Qne
himself against a half-submerged rock, I’ll take hold of this bush and creep further Kel am eeP 11 111 1 ^ . -.-u
with a lilt and a shove of his powerful down—so—and you take hold of my other | njusl s,ar| in >°iit i, an« <-
young arm sent the light craft so near to arm and jump, and I’ll pull you up.” night am < n>, wor " al1 * ‘ * times
the shore that Al, catching at a leaning “ But the bush won’t holil—and I shall keep a \oice • at s a * * * . . a _
willow, drew himself up. white and breath- break your arm, Frank,” protested Jack, j the thoug its o. a in ..«.hit

looking at ,h= slender arm s,retched down in )'»«h -ha, one gets a vu.ee or tone ha,
is sharp, and sticks to him through lilt, 
and siirs up ill-will and grief, and falls like 

the sweet joys of home

less, on the bank.
But where was Jack? lie had, of to him.

“Then we'll be no more than even,course, lost his hold upon the rock w hen 
he sent the canoe ashore. The empty Jacky,” said Francis. a drop of gall on 

Watch it day by day as a pearl ol great 
price, for it will lx worth ...ore lo you in 
days to come il.an the Ixst |>earl hid in the

But Jack still drew back, and Fran- is.shell, spinning round and round, gav e one 
mad leap over the Falls, and only a few grasping the bush with one hand, seized 
splintered fragments told the story to the his comrade with the other, and with an

almost superhuman effort drew him up sea.river Ixdow.
But a shout broke the awesome silence until Jack, getting a precarious foothold 

—a shout of joy, for there was Jack’s head on the crumbling bank, leaped out of the 
emerging from the water several rods be- water, and dragging Francis back from his

A kind voice is to the heart what 
light is to the eye. It is a light that sings 
as well as shines.—Selected.

I

O 
II


