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LIGHT AND SHADE.

Tue picture here needs no ex-
‘anation. At the top isa young
d—fair, bright and hopeful, with
fe pefore hau, and with the power
choice between good and evil,
tween light and darkness,  The
it shows, on the one side, the
iflerent steps in A career which
s ghe result of the fonmer choice,
ad on the other side the steps
Mowing the latter choice. On
e right hand, he develops into an
mest, upright youny man, fits
imself at college for lus hie work,
ingses his profession, business or
de, sud fearing God and possess-
2 the respect of his fellowmen,
alky onalong hfe's pathway to an
ongurable and happy old age.
Oy, the left hand, how different!
% at the finst step; whata con-
g between that face and the oue
der the mnortar-board ! Those
ey dare not Lk you stmight m
re face. And so he goes on his
wnward path, for it is so casy to
rdynnt hill when a start is made.
very one of thuwe five pictures is
ine and more dcgmdczll than the
me hefore it ; then comes old age—~
loveless, chicerless age, spent in
¢ shadows and the gloum of
terty and sin.
What is at _the root of it allt
o't you see it is the Bible that s
iedging the light, and the bottle
it casts the dark shaduw? And
is o1l in the starting, 3ou sce.
hey were in the same place at
st.  Bo careful of your first step,
yS.

—

4 BOY'S DAY DREAM. [

It was a bright, warn day in the
rly summer of 1781, and London
2t full to overflowing, when a
¥ about cloven -years old, with
lli. datk hair hanging down his
«k and a strange, dreamy, far-off
nd of 2 look in his large, gray
eS, came slowly alung one of the
usiese streets of the great city, so
pped up in his owp thoughts

¢ bardly felt the hunps which
¢ encountered in pressing hus way
hrough the hurtying throng around
im ~ He must have been thinkmng
f 2 hard struggle of some kind,
7 every now aud then he darted
ut both his arms in front of him,
the no mnall danger of the cyes
rthe ribs of the passers-by. Suddenly heo

s brought to a standstill ; and no wonder,
T, in flourishing his hands about, he had
rust one of them 7ight into the coat-
kizz of atall man who was just gomg

1M,

“What, s0 young and so wicked1” cned
¢ man, tumning around and seizing  lum.
You Jittle raseal ; do you want to pick my
tts in broad dayhight 7™

*No, T don't want to pick your pockets,”
d tho boy staring about him as if just
akened fron: a dream ; T thought T was
Mming.”

“Swimming,"” cchoed the man with a
1sugh.  “Well, I've hoard a crowd
otople called ‘s sea of“;ooplo,' but I
er of aayhody xwimming in (¢

LIGHT AND SHADE.

before. You aro either telling me a lie or
¢lse you must be crazy.”

*‘Iin not, indeed,” protested the boy.
1 was thinking of that man who swam
across the Hellespont—Leander, you know
—and it sceaned to mo a3 if 1 wero swim-
mng across it too."”

**Oh ho,” cried the stranger ; “that’s it,
18 it? You scem fond of reading, my
friend 1*

“T'd resd all day long if T ocould,”
answered tho boy earnestly, “but I'vo only
got a few books, and I've read "em all again
and again.”

“Well, 'l tell you what: I helong to a
Library, and, if youlike, Ili give you a
ticket of admisxion to it for mix months,
and then you can vead sa wmuah o yau

Here's my address, and you can
como for the ticket a5 soon as you like ;”
and the stranger went briskly on his way,
little thinking that he would live to aco
that boy becomo honourced by all England
as ono of her gr
toll with pride and self-gratification to all
his fricnds how he had once done a kind-
ness to Samuel Taylor Coleridge. — Jarper's
Young People.

ts, and would

Ir was Richter who sald: **I love God
and littlo childron.” T think that those
of us who can sincerely say those worda

of ourselvos need foar no wvil thing in this
arbown,

PRAYING FOR APPLES.

“1 pox't know, grandpa, lve
pryed and prayed, and it dont
seem to Jo wmuch good.  I'vo -4
aluioxt dnco-n'u,ﬂl And An 3}
hutg hus head. and lucked down
cast enoigh indeod

I woslda't,” waad grandpa, 1
think aj; s a1 goag to by pid:
ful this year ™

“What 1f they arel” ash. !
Archio in surprise

"\\-]“)‘ 1 ﬂnnn,;‘it ym B Y
apples as well anany boy U

© 8o b grandpa, bt what n
the w 1l Lave apples to du watlo o
foll w's juayersl "Tears ke nea
of you v antomand hoew hand o
isfura b\) te. do ng‘-l . Jou Woaia
not make ~ ch;‘u' of staf you did

Grandja was jast alasat te L b
at Arcluc's agaieved tone, Ll
turned and sud to lune 7 Lat ae
fimsh what T waa ging totelly
about apples, and thenacedf I dan t
understand noers than you thank
T thinkh apples aro guang to bLe
plenty, bocause 1 just passed Mr
Millar's undiard, and ho was out
praying for a good crop.”

* Not out 1n the orchard where
erve.y vl cvuld Aee hum, suicly

** Yex, he was out 1n the orchand,
and 1 dont thiak lie cared whe
aaw him. Ho s there yet, I pre
sume, and if juu want, you shall ;..
and sco hun yourself.”

Archio was tou surprised to au
swer, bLut he teok his grandja s
Laud and weut wath hun.

Whken they got there they could
look over the hugh feuce and see
what was going on in the orchard
There was uid Mr. Miller fu“uwu-;;
the plow, and turning furrow aftes
furrow of the green sod under,
while the boys were haaling manurc
and spreading it 1n the furres

I thought you said that dr
Miller was—""

* Praying for apples? Exactly,
he Las not Lad a good crup off the
Old . n.lu\nl for sen eral "ut‘h } 171 0N
fur the sud toeded breahing wp ane
the trees cundied L}‘ fcll-:u..u,;
Don't yuu thak that after L hs
done all he can to make the cade
tions night for fruit beanng be wan
20 W Gud and hnsh ha payer.
with the feclhing that 21} now rest«
with the Lord of the harvest1”

“Finish his prayer?” cochoed
Archie, in amazement; *'if that s

finishing his prayer, then 1 guoa T have

n somo of mme.”

“313; l;e 50, tt;my ;)e w.‘:' answered
n softly, as though speaking to hun
ol p:\‘nd then he added. It would be
hard for "Squiro Miller to pray & guod crup
of apples on those trees uniess ho made tie
soil ncher first, ch, Archiel™

**Forgive me, grandps, ” anawered Archue,
**for what 1 =aid a minute ag about not
understanding how it isfor a boy. 1 was
tho onls ono who didn’t understand that e
was hard, and now you have shown me.
ﬁ to begn sume of ty prayers that

alung uncage Tl quit playing

with James Barnstone, and read my dauy
assagos more, and seesf 1 can t got thesou
my reanlintion n Lttje chebar



