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PLRABANT HOURBS.

I'hirteen thonsand houees and eighty-
uino churches were reduced to ashes,
and two hundred thoueand people wero
compelled to tuke rofuge in haty, or He
in tho open air, in tho fiolds. ‘I'bis
firo sorved to tho oity, no Intely discascd,
us a great purifier, and no doubt saved
it from a return of the plague.

AUTUMN.
3 HE click of the mowor has consed,
And the harvest is gathered in ;
The : orn from its hosk in roleased,
And carofully stowed in its bin.

The frait is all zafe from tho frost,

And packed for the winter to cotne;
Ro careful that anthing be lost

That w.ll8dd to the .omfor's of home.

A voico fromn the woodlauds to-day
Saya, plainly, we're ail growing old,
As neatons are paussing nway,
Attired in their cannive and gold,

Tho winter will come ero wo know.
Tho leaves and the horbagoe will fe1l,
And deop hyperirorean snow
Will mantle tho earth with its pall,

But gpring will retarn with her bloom,
And summer its hatvest will bring,

Though wo may be 1aid in the tomb,
And warblers onr requivm sing §

The antumn will como with hia Liruah,
Painting leaves with his art of old—
Gray, enllen, and puiple, aod blush,
Mixed in with the green, drab, ard gold.

How much Like the seasons in lifo!
The Lul, then the blossom, and lea{—
Al nurtured in hopa, love, cr strife,
Then fades, like the forost, in grisl}

But winter will come, when tho cold
Will {reczs all the blcod in our veing—

When purple, or dark brown, and gold,
Will remind that little remains !

1 pray, thes, my Father, to give
Thy grace. to suatain wlile I stay:
Tby Bpirit, to guido while I live—
To point out the Truth aund the Way.
—CAristian Scerclary.

THE SOCIETY AT SPRING-
TOWN.

' Facr 15, it's all folderol 1"

That was Unclo Megg's comment,
with a good-naturedly contewptuous
laugh, a8 leaning back in the cresking
old rocking-chair where he was crjoy-
ing his Sunday combination of reading
and eleep, ho teok up his newspaper
again.

“ Dooa well enough for folk that got
their monoy easy and have so much
thoy don't know what to do with it,
though I donbt if there’s any good in
sendiog it 'way off to heathen lands
then., But, anyway, I don't sce any
senso in his coming out hers to talk
abont 1t to a Jot cf conntry-folks, It’s
all wa oan do to tako caro of curaalves,”
sald Aunt Polly, laying down thoe old
hymn book over which she had been
dozlng for the 19st hour because of her
fooling that ““a body ought to do a
littlo good readin’ on Buuday,” and
vplecidly trying on her apron prepiratory
to gotting gupper.—*' Joe, if yeu'll run
and start the kitchen firs quick now,
I'll make some cream flapjacks for sup-
per.”

Joo had divided hisday between the
Bwing in tho old wood shed, looking
after his squirrel-traps in tho woods,
and his present position of luxurious
easo on tho carpat. Oxnly Genie had
thought it worth while to trudge a mile
through the efterncon sun to the Mttle
charch at the cross-rcads, whero Sun-
day-zchool wag held. But when s
strangor told of the boys and glrlsin a
far-away land across the sea—of their

wretahod bomes and miserablo lives,
snd how tho missonaries wete trying
to belp and tosch them—she forgot
hor long walk and ovorythingelso, and
listoncd with earnest face and kindiing
oycs. Sho did so wish that Uncle and
Aunt Meggs and Joo bad been there
to hear, for tho stranger wantod all the
Kooplo in this free, happy comatry to

olp thom; he said that even the
ohildren could help. 8he tried to re-
member it all to teli thoeo at home, and
hursied away as sgon ax tho eervics was
over, for foar she might partly forget,
But beforo her eager story was half
told, Uncle Meggs had pronounced it
“all fclderol,” and Aunt Polly bad
puehed it aside for the weigbtier quos-
tion of flapjacks for pupper.

Genie's lip quivered and her eyes
filled with tears of disappointment as
she went slowly up to her own little
rocm under the sloping roof: “I was
so sure they'd caro; I belleve they
would if they'd only heard him. Bat
I can't do anything all alone.”

There was no time to think about it,
however, for Aunt Polly's brisk voice
called from tho stairway, * Hurry up,
child! Pat your hat away and come
down and set the table ”

After supper, when she and Joe sat
In the low doorway trying to count the
stars as they came ont, Genie made
another attempt to awaken a littlesym-
pathy with what bad g0 interested her,
but it wes useless. Joo declared that he
“ didn’t b'lieve that little heathens felt
like other folks, and so it wasn't likely
they cared how they lived ;" anyway,
bis father had sald it was all nonsense,
snd Joo gaessed nis father kuew. 8o
Gervia was left toplan and think alone.

] wish I cculd do scmething; I
wish 1 hadsomsthing of my very owo,”
she eaid ; and ghe gaid it so manv times
witbin the next two days that Joe be-
gan to make fun of her. It was this
that put a bit of mischief in his head
ono day. Passing homeward through
tho meadow, his quick eye noticed a
slight commotion as of something un-
ugual among the sheop: one had ran
down to the edge of the brrok,and
was running up and down the brook
ng if indistress. A moment’s watching
flighed the explanation upon Joe's
mind—one of the lamba hed fallen into
tho brook. Harrying to the spot, ho
saw & smwll woolly head drop ander the
water, and by the time it appeared
again he was ready to reach for it.
Once it wae just witbin his grasp, but
the frantic struggles of the frightened
litt!e creatare foiled him, and when he
finally succerded in rescuing it there
wa3 little evidenco cf lifo left.

“ You're too late, Jcoy, my bay,” said
tho hired map, comlog up just then.
“IV's gone.”

Joo's father sail the same thing when
he found him in the ghadow of the trecs
whore Genis bad brought the lanch.
“It's dead,or 8o near {t that there's
nothing to be done.”

¢t Here, then, you can Lave it, Genio;
it'll be something fcr your ¢very own’
that you havs been withing for so long,”
s3id Joo teasingly, as bo nict the little
girl's pitying eyes. ¢ Aaybe your mis-
sionary folke that are so anxious for
avy htile gift will take a drowned
aheep." .

“May I bave it, Uncle Meggs for
my really, truely own{’ asked Genio
quistly. ) y

%Ot course, child, if you want it,”
laughed Unclo Moggs. = ¢ You’ll only’
have the tronble of buryiog it.? '

But Genlo was already hurrying

away with 1t wrapped In her apron,
sud how ehe did work over it! By
night it had eaten a little and was
quictly slocping in an old bagket bo-
bind the kitchen etovo; snd, though
Unclo Meggs, Aunt Polly snd the
birel man all esid it would dle, it
lived and grew stronger nptil in s fow
days it weaable to go back to the field,
Then Gonia felt herself a woman of
property.

“ Uncle Moggs,” sho sskod soberly,
 how much will you chargo to let my
gheon vasture with yourst”

“Well, roein' ite appetite oin't very
strong yet, I guees I won’t charge any-
thing,” answored Uncle Moggs, with a
twirkle in his oye.

“It reslly scomod as if that Jamb
kuvew it was & mirsionary lamb, it did
80 well,” Genin sald afterward. It
grew and flourished all through the fall
snd wintor, avd in tbe spring, wheon
shearing-time came, thero were two
dollars for Genie—the prico of the
wool. There was no mistonary scciety
in the place, and so Genile's money had
to be sent by iteelf. Bhe wrote a
simple little note with it—not vpologiz.
ing for sending 80 smsll a sun, for it
scemed & great doal to her—but explain-
ing how she cawae by 50 much that was
all ber own, But when one day Jong
sfterward there came ar umexpected
letter in reply, none of the family
could help feeling a littlo interest in
the missiva that had travelled so far
acrogs land sand sea, aud even Uncle
Meggw was heard to mention inciden-
tally to s peighbour ¢ tbat letter that
came to our Genle from foreign parts”

Then the letter itself—a pleatant
letter to a liitle f:llow-worker, yot
holding'in {ts fow pages a graphic pio-
ture of some of the work in that far-
away mission-station—wss interesting,
If it bad been morely an appeal to
help, Uncle Meggs might bave con-
sidered it noneenss, bat this was a
letter of thauks, and it is plessant to be
thanked.

t*And to thibk of her readin’ to
them little heathen away off there all
about Genie’s nursing the lamb for 'em
bere at Spriogtown] Well, now!”
eald Aunt Polly. And Uncle Meggs
really folt a glow of satisfaction in the
thovght that be had given Genis that
lamb,

Nobody objected when there was
mcre money to go, and when it wss
time for a possible sns er Joe began
to watch the post-cffize as closely ss
Genie did. By and by there wore
other lambs as part of Genis’s increase
and revenue, and a division of her
fauds smong different points brought
other Ietterg and still wider interests..

‘No one could have to'd exactly why or

when the family first began lo talk of
them as * our missionarics” inslead of
only ¢ Genie's,” or when it was that
Aunt Polly began to call for the read-
ing of these lstters when s neighbour
camein, ‘“because they're ao Interestin',”
Indeed, it i8 doubtful if snyono really
knew what was tha beginning of the mis-
sionary soxiety at Spriogtown; but there
is a vigorous one i1here now, and-into
thees narrow lines, bounded €o long by
tho relfish walls of their own pursuiis
‘and inleres's, bas -opened & deor of
ocmmunicytion with God’s whole wide
world —A. W. 4.
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Hez {bat céannot forgive othidrs
breaks tke brldgs over which ho ‘must,

—

“IT WON'T HURT YOU IF YOU
LEAVE IT ALONE"

“No, liquor won’t hurt vou if you
lot it slone," sald one mun with a sacer
to another who was fighting hard to
have it kept out of tawn by law,
¢ You noedn’t meddle with it, if otherg
take it, that s their look out.”

“But Jiquor dcey hurt thousauds
who let it alone, who utterly hateit,
and never sst foot in = saloon.”

“Y ghould like your evidence,” eald
the other, a little puzsled.

““ Just step around the corner into
Mrs, Watcon's house—a pretty little
house, but it will not he hers much
longer. The ruwseller has it in bis
gt9p ; T hoar she muit move out thig
week. ‘Watson is working on-his new
verande, which 1s to run around thres
sides of the tavern to pay up another
liguor bill, while bis wife and children
are atsrving. They never touch liquor
but it hurts them, )

“J ~an pick out twenty families in
this place where it has-done its mis
ohief, moro or lews, and 80 it is the
world over, Every man th>t drioks
involves others with him.

“Thosn who let it alone have to
suffer. Probably five sufferers to each
drunkard would be atating it very low,
Now, T men to work tard and fight
hard, if need be, for thoee who have
no helper ; and if the law can be made
to help them, well and good.”

Our boys are fo be our future faw.
makers. Lot them be well ertablished
in temperance principles. Lot ttem
Took on s liquor licenss as they would
on a lcenee to commit any sort of
crime. All thode and far more are
tac'uded in every permit to sell rum,
—Youth's Tempsrance Banner.

*

AN HONEST BOOTBLACK.

OxE evening a gentlewan, who gwve
bis pame as Harrison, cf Freeport, Iil,
was hurrying down Broadway, at about
five o'olcek, carrying a valise, atd when
on the Cinal Street crossing, a large,.
well-filled envelops fell fiom his coat.
A lame bootblack, namoed Daziel
M'QOarthy, better known in the neigh-
bourhood ss * Limping Dan,” picked it
up and ruonivg a3 test ho conld after
tho loser, cried: “Say, Mister]” The
magp glanced in the direction of the c»ll,
snd seeivg the boys blacking-kit, gruilly
sald: X don't wanta ghine.” Theboy,.
however, exerted himzeelf, and stopping
in front of the man, held up.the.enve-
lops. saying: © Mister, you. dropped
this.”

Reccgniziog his peeperty, & change.
immeiiately epresd over his-countec-
snce as he gszsd upon- the shivering
.oripple befoie him and asked hia name,
‘He then ook bim -lo &-clothing atore.
near by, and vaid for &' coat and vest
for the boy, aftrr which he handed the
grateful boy a $20 bill, saying: “ My
boy, that envelope cintained a large
smours of mosey. When [ como to-
tho city again X ehall ‘be: glad -to see-
you.” -8 )

‘To the offiser he siitf ko had sold
some P y on Ldng Yelaiid, and
that the envalopo éontained “thé mo-
oceede— $1,600 in checks, and €600 in
bille—which he had+jupt' drawp ‘fiom:
{ho bauk;and-in' his hasts to get to
Jersoy City, where he wau to take the
traio, ho voust have placed the envelope

pazs himself; for evory ndaf has-Hesd

to be forgiven.

-~

m:woen “his idside coat and-overcoat:

tead of ‘irr Hiw pockef, ~ * .

—— Rt g




