PI.LEASANT HOURS,

The Two Villages.

¢ «r the river, on the hill,

Livth a viliage white and stil;

\.. around it the foreszt trecs

s.iver and whispoer in tho breeze.
wrer It salling shadows go

0 soaring hawk and screaming crow,
vid mountajn grasses, low and sweet,
t. ow in the middle of the stroet.

ther the river, under the hill,

another villago lleth stitl;

‘1iere I see In the cloudy night
twinkling stars of houschold light.

1 res that gleam from the smithy's door;
V' stg that curl on the river shore;

And In the road no grasses grow,

For the wheels that hasten to and fro.

I1. that village on the hill

Never 8 sound of smithy or mill;

T.e houses are thatched with grass and
flowers,

Never a clock to toll the hours;

+ ae marble doors are always shut,

15U cannot enter in hall or hut,

aad the villagers lic asleep,

Mever a grain to sow or reap;

Never in dreams to moan or sigh,

silent and idle and low they lie.

{r. that village under tho hill,

\Vhen the night i3 starry and still,

Many a weary soul in prayer

L.ooks to the other village there,

And, weeping and sighing, longs to do

Lp to that home from this below;

longs to sleep in the forest witd,

whither have vanished wife and child,

And heareth, prayving, this answer {all ;
Patience ! that village will hold ye all.”

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER V.

A LITTLE WAlP,

* Ah, there's I’hoebe ! erled Tom, look-
ing to the beach, on which the bold out-
.0 of one woman was visibie. - Every
thin® will be ready fur us when we git
thare ef she's the boss. Beats all how
that woman keeps up ber spunk and
works fur ithers.”

‘' Ay, Ry, sir, yer right!” sald an old salt
by his side. * Thero's only one Phocbe
Dow in Fairport-by-the-Sea, and she's
wuth her welght in gold.”

Yes, Phoebe was on the beach that
dark, stormy morning, anxious to render
what gervice she could. All through the
night she had heard the howling of the
tempest and the roar of the heaving bul-
lows as they dashed agalnst the rocks.
tier thoughts-and her prayers went forth
to the sailor lad of whom she had heard
nothing since that terrible night five
vears ago. Oh, pity the fisherman's
wife, ye who are reared in the lap of
wxury ! God alone knows what an anxt-
ous life she leads.

At last Phoebe arose and went out upon
the beach, The sound of a gun attracted
aer attention, and told her that a ship
was in distress. She was not the oniy
one on the beach. Several young men
were standing about, and among the
number was one who was evidently the
worse off for liquor. Phoebe listened for
a2 moment to his coarse jests and oaths,
then stepping to his side, she said:
Yoy had better stop your cursing, and
pray for thosa poor fellows. It would
seem far more fitting.”

The young man looked up insolently
at the speaker. Meeting a pair of zeen
bltack eyes, and recognizing the command-
ing presence of the woman with the
white hair, as Mrs. Dow was familiarly
catied, he made no reply.

Young man,” pursucd Phocbe, laying
ber hand kindly upon his shoulder, ** you
are a stranger to me, but I surmise you
are no stranger to the Maypole tavern.
If you were sober you would not be
cursing the only One who can save that
frail craft yonder. Be warned in time.
The dragon has you in his clutches.
Tura about face and slay him, or he will
slay you. 1 kpow all about him. Look
at my white halr! It would be raven
biacrk now had it not been for the dragon’s
curse,

Tne young man turned away with a
shamefaced look. It was seldom that
any one took offence at Phoebe’s words,
for her manner was calculated to disarm
ote  The news of the shipwreck bad
spread llke wildfire through the little
vill.ga of Fairport-cn-the-Sea, and a
crovd of men and boys had collected on
the beach, some prompted by curlesity or
a love of excitemnent, and some eager to
help the brave men who had ventured
an he rough sca at the peril of their

ves,

Foremost tn the latter ¢lass was Arnold
Strong, the village clergvman. He had
been settied In Falrport only three
months, yet in that time ho had made
many warm {riends. An oarncst, con-
secrated Christian 18 a tower of atrongth
Io any community. Arnold Strong was
of this type. He was n man of strong
convictions, nand ho also had the courage
of his convictions. Positive, vigorous,
Yet withal charitable and sympathetlc,
he was a born leader. At this moment
his volco wus heard above the tumult of
the waves, giving directions for helping
the approaching boat to effect a landling.
Under his leadership, the boat with the
rescuers and the rescued was pulled high
on tho beach.

“ Thank God,” he exclaimed, lifting his
hat reverently, As he stood there, the
wind tossing the dark hair from the noble
forchead, his form towerlng above his
fellows, he looked the plcture of manly
strength and vigour, The crowd felt
fostinctively the superlority of the man,
and for a moment were awed in silence.
Curlosity soon got the better of most of
them, however, and they surrounded the
captaln and his crew, and begun to ply
them with questions.

* Stand off, ye heathin I" said Kinmon.
“Glve the poor fellers o chance to get
rested. ‘Taint likely they want to talk
on an empty stomach. The parson says
he's goin® to take the cap’n down to his
house, an’ jest ye spruce up an' divide
tho crow amongst ye, an' treat them
handsomely. As fur me an’ Phoebe,
wo've got these two to care fur,” point-
fng to the still figure which was muffled
In a fisherman's coat. *“'Ti8 a poor
drownded woman an’ her little 'un,” sald
Tom, answering the inquiring look of the
-gaping crowd. “ Both dead, I'm thiok-
in’,  Help me, some of ye, to carry them
to my house. There may be lifc yet.”

The ldttle procession moved slowly
along the shore to the fisherman’s cot-
tage, where Janet was anxiously awaiting
them,

‘ What bave ye here, Tom ?" she cried,
holding up her hands in horror.

“'Tis a poor drownded woman and her
child, Both dead, I'm thinkin. But
weo'll do all we can for them, before we
give them up fur gone.”

They Jaid the woman and child on the
bed, and commenced rubbing and chafing
the cold bodies. While they were en-
gaged in this work, Dr. Slocum came in
to examine the patients,

‘“You are doing all right, all right
hie said to the woman. * No hot water
or flannels about. Just right! Good
common sense shown. These things
will be needed later, but not now. Stand
aside, Tom, and allow the currents of air
to circulate freely over the bodles. A
pair of bellows, if you please, Mrs. Kin-
mon. Artificial respiration often proves
beneficial.”

As he turnéd the body of the woman
to one side, he gave a short, sharp
whistle.
hi“ What is it ?" said Phoebe, coming to

m,

He pushed the hair from the left tem-
ple, and pointed to a dark spot. “ 8he
struck her temple against some bard sub-
stance, and® was killed instantly. This
discoloration proves the fact beyond a
doubt. You say the body was lashed to
a spar, Tom ?"

“Yes, and the cap'n saild she hadun‘t
been in the water more'n a minute, and
hed floated at that. So she couldn’t hev
been drownded, no way.”

They ceased working upon the body of
the woman, and turned their attention to
the child, which Phoebe gas rubbing
vigorously.

**God be praised, iits heart flutters!"
cried she. A few moments after, the
little chest began to heave, and the
breathing soon became natural. The
doctor went to his medicine chest and
took out a flask. Pouring a few drops
into a spoon, he came to the baby’s side.
The odour reached Phoebe's nostrils.

‘ What have you here, Doctor Slocum?”
and the black eyes began to show fire.

* Don't be alarmed, madam. It's only.
a small dose of brandy to hasten matters
a little.

“1g this dose essential to the child's
recovery ?"

I can't quite say that, but it will save

you an hour's rubbing, certain sure. At
any rate, it won't hurt the child,” and
wita this he attempted to administer the
medicine. Phoebe was too quick for
him.
*Jt shall not be,” she sald, as she
turned the spoon away svith such sudden-
ness us to spill the contents. 1 will
labour a day over .his helpless babe, if
need be, but not a drop of the dragon's
poison shall pass those Innocent 1lips,
when, as you admit, it is unnecessary.”

The doctor’s anger was roused imme-
diately. * Fanatic!” he muttered, as he
closed ais chest, and selzed his hat

“Take the case in your own hands,

madam. It Is very evident that you
think you are more competent than tho
protession,” and with thess words he left.

“Good fur ye., Thocbe.” sald Tom.
“You've got apunk cnough to stand by
yer notlons *Taint right to dose peo-
ple with alcohol when they’'ro sick, jest
bhecause ‘twill hurry matters a leotle.
Yet it's done lots of times. Seems to
me, doctors hov got a good deal to answer
fur, some timeo. How do they know
how many appetites fur drink they hev
helped to form? Many a man has tried
to stop oft drinkin’, an' has hed his
cravin® fur it come on by takin’ some
bitters that the do~tor has ordered fur
his tonin’ up. Why, roally, Phoede, I
hed us soon sce the undertaker a-comin®,
a8 Dr. Slocum. Ho hes helped many
man down to a drunkard’'s grave, by his
doses.”

**Wo need a temporance doztor in thils
placeo,” sald Phoebe. 1 hope I shall live
to see the day when tho dragon will not
bave 8o many apprentices in Falrport as
ho now has.”

‘*Amen,” uttered a deep vclico beside
them,

*“Why, . w yo scared us,” cried Janet,
springing from her soat. * Take a chair,
Mr. Strong. We're real glad to seo ye.”

“That's 80,"” sald Tom, grasping the
minister’s hand,

“ My friends, I did not intond to play
ecavesdropper, but I entered just in time
to catch a single sentence. Mrs. Dow, I
heartily endorse your sentiment, and with
God’s help the next five years ghall mako
a difference in the coadition of things in
Falrport. We¢ temperance people must
unite our energies and deal strong blows
agaipst this hydra-headed monster of in-
temperance. 1 stand on the total ab-
stinence platform. But I came to in-
quire after your patients.”

“The Loy Is doing nlcely,” replied
Phoobe. ‘" He seems to be sleeping na-
turally now. If nothing new sets in he
will be all right in a few days. The
mother is dead. Is she not a handsome
woman ?” turning back the sheet from
tho dead body,

Arnold Strong gazed long and earnestly
at the small oval face and beautifully
chigelled featuies or the stranger.

“She looks very young. I should
hardly call her over eightcen. She must
be of French descent. Poor thing! I
wish we could know something of her
history.”

“What did the cap'n say of her?”?
asked Tom.

‘“He knows scarcely anything. He
tells me that he salled from Havre with
a cargo of fruit and merchandise, and
just before he sailed, this woman begged
to be allowed to accompany them, as she
was very anxious to come to America.
The captain told her at first that it would
be impossible, but she begged so hard,
and sald the case was so0 urgent, that he
finally consented. ‘There was only one
other woman on boatrd, a coloured cook.
The woman seemed shy and reticent
through the entire voyage, and said butr
little about herself. She dld not even
tell her name, but requested the crew to
call her madam. She talked a great
deal with her child, and seemed passion-
ately fond of it. Spoke often to it of its
grandma, whom it wasg to visit in Am-
erlca. This i3 all the captain was able
to learn about the poor woman.”

‘“ Were there no papers about her per-
son or the boy's, which will throw light
on the matter 2

“ Nothin’ at all, sir,”" replied Janet.
“We hunted fur them, but none were to
be found. Some of the child's clothes
are marked ‘ Maurice, and on one piece
are tho letters, ‘M. J. D." That's all
wo've been able to find.”

*“I'm afraid the matter will always re-
main & mystery,” said the minister,

“I¢ that fs so,” exclaimed Phoebe,
‘“and no one comes to claim the helpless
lamb yonder, 1 will take the child to my
desolate home and will care for him as
though he were my own. God helping
me I will keep the lad from the power
of the crue) dragen. My heart goes out
to the little motherless walf. I fought
one battle for him against the tempter
this morning,” narrating the encounter
with Doctor Slocum.

“I feel that God has sent thig littls
walf to me,” she sald. “ My lenely home
will seem less lonely with this young life
to care for. God has not forgotten me,
and he never will, I belleve.”

*There goes a Christlan, if ever thare
was one,” sald Tom, as Phocbo walkead
away. “Beats all how b~r religion
stands by her through thick an’ thin.
‘Thar’s a wmighty difference in professors,
parson, a mighty difference. Should
think the Lord wud be hard up to kunow
jest how to sep'rate the sheep from the

soats."
(To be continued.)

The man who lives only for himsel?
is engtged {n very small business.

ABOUT SOME JAPANESE BOYS.
BY REY. ¢, T. OO KIWL

1 hase about twenty fise tosa and
young men who gather for an hoar and
a halt, three evenings in the waek, In
the adjoluing church for the purpose of
studying the English language muoat of
them are very intelligent. three are
sclicol teachers, abiout half of them como
a fourth evening t{n the week for Hble
instruction, which our Indefangatle pas-
tor glves them. and some half dozen of
these come on Satundav afteracon to my
study for a catechism loxean I have
nover felt such joy in my life hifore as
have Iately, it is a work that angels
might well envy. and the fact that I
sapeak so lttlo of the language et is A
sore trinl to me. DBut 1 must hasten to

glve you thelr compositiont  Here =
ono:
* Religions are very Impertant; btut

there aro two kinds among thewm, that 1=
bad and good. In vur cuuntry there are
two raligions., Christlanism and Bud
dhism, and both professors are now
claiming thelr own causes to lead owr
brethren into thelr doctrines. F.enre w
shall compare thets, and then wo will
take cither of them that we belteve ™

Hero i3 an extract from another en
titled,

* The Lion "

“It has n largo bead comparative's
with body; and a long and curled neck
hair; which s {its particalar torm
Though it placed on its greitneas under
other beasts, on its furioushcss over-
powers thera all.  When it roars, 1t s
solemunly as & thunder. And tho beast
lives on a meat. Therefore It wiil put
the another beasts which met with into
death and cats them foudly It .t was at
bunger. But {f the case {s not so; on
the contrary it behaves n» greatness, ane'
loves his Inferiors. This virtua have
been estecined so much by Englishme
that they fixed the flgure as thelr ow:
stato’s-sign oo the standard.”

Perhaps these two will be sufllcten®
this letter.

JAPAN LIFE IN EBEOATS.

In Poland gsome familics an born an.
die in salt mines, without ever .ylag
above ground, and In Japan some ar:
born and div the same way on boats.
without ever lying on shore,

““Ono of the most Interesting feature
of Japanecse life to me,” says a recen’
traveller thero, * was the manner of v
ing in tho boats and junks, thousand
ot which frequent every bay along the
coast. The . uward junks always be
Jong to the members of onc family, an'
usually every branch of the famlly, old
and young, live on board.

** The smaller sailboata are made like
naryrow flatboat, and theo sall (they noyer
have but one) s placed very near the
stern, and extends from the mast about
the same distance fan ecither dircction
l.e,, the mast runs in the middle of ths
sail when it is spreal.

“In these little boats men are barre
and dle, without ever haviung an ablding
place on shore. Women and all are
nearly naked, except in ralns, when they
put on layers of {fringy straw mats, which
gives them the appearance of belng
thatched. At night. if in harbour, they
bend poles over the boat fraom slde t¢
side In the shape of a how, and cover
them with this straw, water tight straw,
and go to slecp all together, !the a lut of

g8.

** A child three years old can _#xim (ke
a fish, and often children, who will not
learn of thelr own accord, are repeatedly
thrown overboard until tLe) become ex
pert swimmers. In the bharbours chil
dren seem to be perpetually tumbling
overboard, but the mothers deliberately
pick them out of the water. and tafing
them a little, go on with their surk. It
is rcally astunishing at what an age these
boys and girls will lcarn to scul! a boat.

“I have scen o boat twenty fect lunp
mosat adroitly managed by three cb!:
dren, all under seven yecars of age. 1 an
told that notwithstanding thelr aptness at
swimming, many boatmen get drowned,
for no boat ever goea to another's aid,
aor will any boatmarn sduve another {run.
drowning, because, a8 he gajs, it is all
fate, and he who interferes with faie wil!
be severely punished in some way., Be-
gides this, the saving uf 2 buatman's e
only keeps & chafing soul s much lunger
in purgatory, when it vught tu bs
jeased by the death nf the saflor which
the gods, by fate, seem to have stiected
for the purposec.”

1.ady ot <he House—"" Go on away from
here. We have no old clothes, no rolid
victuals, no-—"  Hopcless Harry— 1
4idn't want nothin’ tno eat nor wear. 1
jist called to see §f you had an old
automoblle to give away.”




