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In Memory of “Don.”

Our Don—only a dog!

Yes, only a dog, you say;
With a large, warm heart,

Aund a bright, brown eye,
With an earnest bark.

And a warm caress,

For you and me and
Tbe frlends he loved bhest.
0 how we shall
Miss him, you and I,
His noisy weloome and
Rough good-bye !

Some time, somewhere,
Some day, I trust,

We shall meet agaln;
O yes, we must!

And the joy of that meeting
I dare not say.

Aye, mock, yo sceptics,
And laugh to scorn
The faith I hold
Ot all life that's born;
1t cannot be wasted,
Nor can {t be lost.

And O for the faith,

And the Iadian's trust,
That Don and his mistress
Will meet some day—

Just over the river,
Not far away !
—QOur Dumb Animals.

A BOY OF TO-DAY

Julia MacNair Wright.

Author of “ The House on the Bluff,"” ete.

CHAPTER XV.
LIVING—AS A PROFESSION.

* Schoolmaster,” sald Heman, “you're
going to have a uew ‘scholar next term,
ttobert Corrie, from up where we used to
tive. He’s got through all they teach
out there, and his father's been trying to
make a farmer out of him, and he can't.
Bob dcn't know anything at all.”

*“0Oh,” sald the schoolmaster, but
there was something in that little
syllable that seemed to put Heman upon
the defensive.

“1 mean he's just the kind you'll like;
he don't know anything but books,
hasn't any common-sense, you see.”

*“Ok,” sald the schoolmaster agailn,
and Heman felt still more at a loss, and
woundered into further explanations.

“ Rob don't know any useful things,
nothing that's worth knowing. Don't
Jou see 2 A

“No, 1 don't see,” said the school-
master severely, “ but 1 was taught early
chat there is no balder proof of our own
ignorance than to decry the knowledge
which we do not possess.”

Hemezn looked so mortifled at this un-
usually sharp rebuke that he hung bhis
head and his face reddened.

The schoolmaster laughed. “ Mr.
Corrie stopped to see me to-day about
Robert; he seems to be really disappoint-
ed that the boy wants to go through
college and study a profession. I tola
him he bad no more right to guarrel
with Providence about the turn of the
{ad’s mind, than he hiad to quarrel about
the colour of his eyes or hair, or that
he was a boy and not a girl. The Lord
knows what kind of people he wants in
the world, and what he wants them to
do in jt.”

*‘The Corries haven’t much property,”
said Uncle ’Rias, “an’ maybe they feel
it'll be a beavy strain to send & boy
through college. It costs a mint ot
money, I hear tell.”

* That depends largely upon the boy,
and whether he has wasteful habits. A
lad can help himself by teaching, or by
work in vacation, or taking years coff
for work. It makes him slower in gst-
ting through a course, but it is no real
imjury, for he values what he learns in
proportion to the effort to attgin it; and
what we study in severer branches,
when we are past the first years of early
youth, may perhaps be better assimilat-
ed. I earned much of the monay that
~as spent on my education. I believe
the earning was good dlscipline for me.”

“ Blder Corrie's father was tol’ble
rich,” sald Urias,. *“When 1 was a
iittle shaver terrible poor, I thought old
Sf Corrie was about as rich as folks
need to be. He lost most of his money,
one way -or anothe-, before he died.
D'rexy’s uncle, the deacon, allowed that
St Corrie hadn't gone partners with the
Lord, bad never given to the T.ord's
work, hadn't any salt of givin' on his
gettings; and It stoqd to reason they
wonldn't Xeep.”

~ -

“I've made a
scheoolmaster, 1 only stopped to tell
you, tieman, that I have another book
for you, it i3 on your list * Tales of tte
Covenanters.” Remember, every word
of it Is true, and it I8 & record of tho
sufterings and courage of men who weto
trying to act according to consclence.
Read some of it aloud to your family.
They'll enjoy It, 1 am sure.”

Having that list, and marking from It
each book he secured, made Heman moro
eager for the books and more interested
fu them. .\csop’s Fables had been read
througk, and now the famlly were much
more dejighted with these tales of wild
heath and craggy glen, of the mountain
and the fload, and the hardy sons of the
soll, who tolled and bled and died for
thelr faith.  Uncle ‘Rias became much
enraptured with storles of conventicles
wrapped in thick mist ag in a mantle,
while the Claverhouse dragoons swept
by; of caves where good men lay, secretly
fed by the hands of little children; of
hours when God's people prayed, and
the hunted wanderers were, by blown
branches, or soft falling snow, or mar-
vellous murkiness of some night. "Jen
as it In God's pavilion, or unu the
blessed shadow of his outstretching
wings.

* Don't {t make one wish that he had
lived in those days,” cried Heman to
Mr. Renfrew, when he was sitting with
them as he often did, for Master Renfrow
looked after his boys closely, and not
by halves. “It would Lave been worth
while to have lived then, une could have
really been & hero !"

* Why not be a hero {n any age one is
born in ?”

**Cause you cen’'t”” said Heman
promptly. *There's nothing to bo a
hero aboul. What's golrg on now,
schoolmaster, to make neroes ?”

**Just the same that has always gone
on, Heman; the constant strife between
good and evll, the battle with tempta-
tfon. You think the only hero I8 ke
who bravely affronts death. But the
greatest heroes may be those who dare
bravely to affront life. Perhaps you
think also that only the young and
strong are heroes, only men; some of
the noblest heroes have been the aged,
or children, or women, The living
sacrifice is often more precious to God
than the sacrifice lying dead on the altar;
the heroism of daily holy llving is a
nobler sacrifice and perhaps a costller
martyrdom than the sacrifice by fire.
We can lay ourselves as a sacrifice on
the altar of self-surrender, and then we
have fellowship with our Lord, indecd,
for this is what he did.”

Heman was too young and lnexperl-
enced to fully grasp this discourse, but
Uncle 'Rias and Aunts D'rexy and Espey
had learned its weight in many life les-
sons. Uncle ‘Rias said, ' Schooimuster,
it's a2lways surprised me that you are
not a preacher. You'd be very power-
ful in the pulpit. ‘'Pears to me you
ought to take that callin’. Why don’t
you 7"

1 think 1 have certain real gifts for
teaching, and for  helping the young,'
said George Renfrew; “ and, besides that,
my throat {s not fit for the sustained
labour of the pulpit. My volce becomes
rough and loses itself, and I lose control
over it, If I say more than a few sen-
tences at a time §z2 a tone sbove con-
versational.”

“That's a pity,” sald Aunt D'rexy,
** terrible pity; nat'rally weak ?”

*Ob, no; my voice was remarkably
strong, but I overstrained it singing. I
was quite a famous little chofr singer,
and my volce broke dowan entirely.” He
spoke cheerfully, and did not add that
the destruction of a remarkable volice,
the renunciation of a longing desire to
be a preacher, was a sacrifice laid on the
altar of self-surrender. If he had, He-
man might have seen before him a hero.
George Renfrew did not consider himself
in that light. He had knowlngly sacri-
ficed his voire, because 50 doing he pro-
cured the comforts of life for a sick
mother, and made it possible for her to
dile in her own home, and not among
strangers. He was now sacrificlng far-
ther opporiunities ot study for himself,
in order to complete the school educa-
tion of two young sisters, and enable
them to support themselves. He did
uot consider this at all herole; he loved
these sioters, they were his mother’s
legacy to him; this was doing with his
might the work that his hand loung t3
do, as his Mxster had commanded.

The remarks of the master did not
Yring Heman to think that the heroism
that fs apart from swords and pistols
or vigorously used fists, Is the finest
herolsm. To him a battle ol any kind
had a charm, though as he remarked,
* He wanted ‘o de on the right side.”

One noon, the Bchoolmaster, Yeturning
from his dinner, tound Heman planing
with all his -might. Xe-sat down on &

long «call,” satd :he'

Lutdle of shingles and asked, “Is it
welt for you to work your buon hour,
Heman ™ .

*Not as a general thing, and 1 don't,
do it except when 1 have time o0 make
up. I was ten minutea late beginniog
this morning Uncle "Rilas always has
ux connt our time, and if we loss five or
ten minutes beginning, ~o have to make
it up somewhere.  Jem Dako praposed
to make lost time up by hurrylog after
wo began, but U'ncle "Rias said, * No; for
we arro bound to wark as fast as we
could work well, any time’ I stopped
to polish off Peter Forhes, as [ camsc along
to-day, ann 55 I got here late., But I
tLrashed him, though*

*“Oh ¥ sald the schoolmaster. ‘That
**Oh ' always disturbed Heman, it had
n singular potency in bringing up both
sides of a question. Iuvariably Heman
was by it collared, dragged to the bar of
his own judgment, and made to plead his
case,

“You se2, I und Peter Forbes have had
tiffs all along; we never could get along
together well; and when he began on me
agalo this morning, I thought 1 might as
well have It out with him then and
there.”

*Oh " sald the schoolmaster,

** He's one of the kind I mever could
ablde, and it seemed it would bo timeo
well spent to give him a lesson about
what I'd stand. He's done mo more'n
one mean turn, with his tongues and
other ways. He's played right mean
tricks on me.”

" IFrancis Quarles says.,” quoth the
schoolmaster, * that he is below himself
who {s not above an tnjury.”

Heman meditated on this sentence un-

ti! he ended the fifteen minutes® work
he had ossigned himself.

* Why fiftcen 7 asked the master. as |

Heman looked toward the town clock.

*fUncle ‘Rias says we ought to give
good measure when we work over time—
because we are not so fresh, and don't
go as hearty work as when we begin the

ay.n

1 see. You are a boy that can take
advice when you see sense in it. How
about Peter Forbes ? He’s a bright fel-
t>w. I account that he'll be one of our
future politicians and publé speakers.”

** He can’t get me to vote for him if he
is,” said Heman with marked animosity.

“1 sec that you are not as entirely
right in the diZfculty as you wish to
think yourself, and that you did not
thrash him as completely as you would
like to have done.”

* How do you know that 7" asked He-
man, with a sidelong grin. :

‘It you had been entirely free from
blame, you would find it easier to for-
give, and would not carry your rancour
through life. if you had really thrashed
Peter, you would also have felt ready to
forgive; genecrosity is easy to victors.”

‘Well,” satd Heman, “I was getting
the best of him; could have thrashed him
handsomely, I know; but town marshal
Perry came along, and says, * You boys,
stop that; it I see any more of that, I'li
have you both befare the mayor.”

** As for thrashing him handsomely, if
he don’t look any handsomer than you
do after the encounter,” said the master,
1 don't see where the handsome comes
in; that bLlue mark on your cheek, that
torn sleeve, I don't consider really hand-
some, 1Is it lawful to tell me what
opened the battle this mornicg ?**

‘ Why, schoolmaster, just as you said,
Peter can speak; he's got the gift ot gab,
and I haven't, and don't pretead to have.
As far as I can see it isn’t his praise nor
my blame; but Peter is so proud of his
speaking that bhe's always running the
rest of us that can't speak, and make
blunders in club and break down. This
morping he was guying me for not be-
ing able to do anything worth while at
club last night. I didn’t need to have
him tell me T made a fizzle, and I don’t
lay out to stay at home from club be-
cause I can't speak fluently and can’t
take prizes.”

It is true,” said the master, "as
Lavater said, ‘' that not every one who
has the gift of speech understands the
value of silence.’ Youu are quite right
about the club work, although speaking
is not your forte; to learn in the main
thing, not to take prizes or get admira-
tion.”

“ Fred told me Peter made fun of me
to the boyx.”

‘“Fred should pever have told that;
the Bible says, ‘A whisperer separateta
chiet frlewds,’ and also, * Thou zasgit not
go up and down 2s a tale-bearer among
thy people.’ ‘The words of a tale-
bearer arc as wounds.” After all, Is
Peter's oYence so great? Turn {t
sround; you are as proud <of Four
strength as he of hia speech. You laugh
at boys who cannot do feats of strangti:,
as he laughs at those who can't speak
well. You beat him {= the gymnasfum,

_he beats you on the platform. If you're

going to be tad friends with a boy, ulx.
it up, and arc what theru s after all to
quarrel over ™

Heman began to amlile a lttle, then
with that wiuning Ingentimsnesg which
was bis shining natural trait, amd e
drarvd bim W people e mald, C Mr
Renfrew, last Sunday afternovn we were
tatking at our house, and \imt D'rexy
xald sho dhin’'t soe how peaple got on
who begun the Jay without having pray-
ers.  She sald prayers to begin with
helped folks over hard places, and
started them on the Jday right. 8o I
sruke up, 1 dido’t sro as prayers ‘'d do
muach good If & fellvw’'s mind was wan-
deping away from them ti he never
knew what was road about or prayed
for. Aunt Espe; allowed our minds
were our own, and we were bound to
keep them In proper vorder, and not let
our thuughts g2 wandering like lools’
eyes to tho ends of tha ecarth. \Well,
thts very morning, all the time Unelo
‘Rias was readiuy and praying, my nind
was off contriving about making me a
nice little bouk-case next fall, iike one
I gaw in  Mr. Paull’s shop window
Well, sir, just as soon ap ever I was off
from the house, I got my eyes on Peter
Forbes; my dander proso right up, and
it didn't take us two minutes to square
oft at each other, dropping our things
wherover they'd lle, and then we salled
into each other—like a palr of ‘dlots, 1
suppoge.”

*Yes, 1 reckon you luooked tlke & pair
of halt-grown Shanghal chicks, trylng a
battle.  Your aunt is right about th
value of prayers, we are mich more
fikely to pursue our profession honour-
ably it we have for our mauners aund
morals a solid foundation of religion.”

‘The schoolmaster rose and wnlked
away, leaving Homan to his reflection.

Simon Flewcher came back with the
men.

* Can 1 have five or six of those board
ends, to make a dog kenunel 7" axked He
man.,

* Certainily; you can have any from
that plle ot picces. Didn't knuw you
kept a dog.”

1 don’t,” sald Heman; but later In
the afternoon he might have bLeen heard
hailing from the ;vof of an l,—— that
he was shingling :

*Oh, ho! Peter Forbes, hold on; I've
got some boards for you to makeo a
kennel for your dog. Carry ‘e down
to my shop and I'll show you how after
tea, If you will come round.”

{To be continued.)

LIGHTS IN POLAR REGIONS,

People living in the more favoured
parts of the earth wheres day and night
aro so nearly equally divided and where
they enjoy the many modern tmprove-
ments in the way of lights have little
Idea of the dlsmal existence oked oat
by the inhabitants of the far-away
North daring the long winter uights. In
a couniry where nothing can be pro-
duced from the sofl, food, elothing, fuel.
and lights are principally obtained {rom
the anfmals and birds which fnkabit and
frequent the waters. After the huut-
ing and fishing seagon Is over liitle re-
malins tc be done save the simple {ndovor
occupations for amusement and the
struggle to keep from suffering in the
intense cold. Neceszsarjly much artl-
ficial light is used, and a very 4nterest-
ing practice has been brought to the
notice of recent travellers.

There 18 2 kind of fiah found in great
numbers In the Northern seas which Is
so fat as to be scrviceablo §n the place of
candles. It 1z canght and dried whole
and stored away in quantities for tho
time of darkneas. With a long needle
ther are plerced from tail to head and
a wick of cotton, bark, or rushes fa
drawn throngh from end to end. When
the stiff tall Is stuck Into a erack or
hole made for the purpose, und the ena
of the wick lighted at the flsh's mauth,
standing upright about eighteen inches
tall, it makes no bad subsiitute for o
lamp. It continues to burn and sputter
to the whole length of the body, and
will last for beurs.

Your Gifts,
BY EMMA C DOWD.
If you have the gift of seelng, ever look
for beauty;
Noting fauits in all your fricnds (8
plainly not your duty

[t you have the gift of hearing. list to
what is mest;

Shut your ears 1o gverything that is not
good and sweet.

If you have the gift of talking, use but
pleasant ‘words;

Let your specch be glad and cheery as
the songs of birds



