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IEN 0.,, HOW O0AN I HELP 0)TRERS?

CHAPTEZ I.

* Enise thy repining eyes, and;take tre measure
Of thine eternai treasure;

The Father of thy Lord can grudge thece nought,
The worli for thee was bought,

And as thislandscapebroad-earth, sea, and sky,-
Al centres in inne eye,

So all God does, if rightly understood,
Shall work thy-final good."

EW. I think, who bave ever visited
Lucerne, ean forget the loveliness of
its scenery.

There ie so much beauty .every-
where in Switzerland, but at Lu-

cerne both grandeur and beauty are com-
binied. No one, I should think, could .fail
to be struck with the grand beauty of
Mount Pilatus, rising above the lake of
liquid blue, so clear but yet so.deep.

To those happy people who are pos.
'-essed with a poetical mind, the lake and
Mount PIUatus might symbolize two cha-
Tacters,tlh@ are eanetimes met with in this
'world. .&ount Pilatus spight remind such
of one who gloried in his strength, and yet
glored . ot itooe muc; .one who was ,ever
rcady to protect and help the weak in the
.great fight .ofeife; .ne w.hoge aim was ever
to keep the "end in yiew," and therefore

uevr stooped to waste his talents on the
passing shadows, but ever grapped the sub-
stlçe. JIn the sofl liquid blue of the lake

.oue may think of a very different character,
and yet not ne. to be despised, because so
different.; Pje wbose ''lines" are, indeed,
laid in "pleasant places," scattering sweet-
ness and love -all aronndl

.But now I must come to My story, tie
scaee of whiclh is isgd in. a little cha¼t
tjhat iooks down on the Lake.of Lucerne,
.avery quietpicturesque ebsa1êt. I .daresay
Many people Vhso baye vis·ted ýLucerne,
have nevex even obseyoed it, es it Btands
half-hidden by the trees. 4 is .of the in-
habitants of thais house tbatI am going to
tell you; Very quiet., unpe:e.tending people
.they are; so if y!on waunt exciting stories
- msust refer yon to novels. I want to try

and initiate you into one of those lives that
are lived .every day, that pass before our
very .ey.es, and yet w. discerg not the
beauty of those unobtrusive lives of un.
selfishness -that some day we shall fully
unidersta»d. The suu is casting its parting
rays into the igi4dows of this little chalêt;
let us also look i» and sec what cani be
seen.

A smaU room, plainly furnished; the
first thing which :Strikes -one is a sofa in
the corner of ýhe roots, o4 which is lying
a girl apparently of fifteen years of age.
There is nothing striking in ber appear.
auce. A small pale face, calm grpy,eyes,
and massive .coils of dark brown hair, which
vas pushed back from her temples. $he
was lying there all alone; she s.eened to
be expecting,some one, for ýevery now and
then :she would -raise herself slightly to
look at the wooden clock on the .himnney-
piece. Soon after *this, the door was
opened, and a youig peiae entered and
quickly Made his way to the sofa,, to ineet
the joyous look of welcorne that s.egmed to
light up the pale face of the young girl.

"My Sehwesterchen, how glad am I to
see you again 1"

"Ah, yes! and I to see you also, Cyril,
dear. I want to hear your day's adyen-
tures, and how you found the old man;
you are at liberty,-" she added wistfully.

"eYes, dear, I -aiat your-service -for the
rest of the evening. I was so glad I went
to see the old. man, Irene; it seems a hard
case. He is an E»glishman, and bad one
little girl, who was.so delicate the doctors
order.e; her abroad; he brought: her here,
but the journey pas tpo much. for her,, and
she died a few days ago, nd now he is
ill himself'."

",Ai, -Cyril, you ahvays tahe comfort
wherever yon go! I do so wish I could
do something to help-others:too, instead of
].ying bere all. day long doing:notbing.?'
. "Nothing," said Cyril, playfully, Cwhat

.e tbis?" .(touchipg a work-baskqt wiclh
was clqse.by,her side, and whicb he knew
was fll of work for the poor of his'flock,

à"


