PLEASANT HOURS.

THE ELEPHANT “OLDIER.

~ Al
o[« ONG, long ago, on India’s plaine,

L Thers raged a battle tior v and strony;
Toe dn of musketry was heand,

And rant eu's 1oar was loud and leag,
Old Hero niar hedd with atately treal

Hae part to act 1o the athiay .
Avd on hin buck, sbove all heals,

Thoe royal cneigh wasel that day.

Pondly the soldicrs viewad thesr tlag,
\\'ljrh slek 1w e nlonm to the ar
Proudly the mabout rode, and «wnt
His watchful jaze vuw here, now there
Tl **Halt " he cned * and Hero Leard,
And justant -y the wonl olwyel,
When, 1o ! a flash, a shrvk, and then
His driver with the rlaw was laid,

Oh, tlerce and hiot the conlivet grow !
Yot panently old Hero stood
Aniadet it all. the while bis feet |
Where stained, alas! with buman blood,
Hix ear< wero struined to catch the voice
Which only ~onld Lis stejs command,
Nor would Lo turn when men griw weak,
And japio spreud on cither hand.

But yet the atandard waved aloft ;

The flreing soldiers saw it, *“Lat
We are not conquered yet,'” they eried,
And mallying, clused upon the foe.
Thau turned the tide of conquest, and

‘Thoe royal ensign waved at last
Victorions o'er tho blood.stained fi-14
Just as the weary day was past.

Yot waited Hero for the word
Of bim whose sole comnand ho krew—
W.asted, nor moved one pwnde rous foot,
‘I'c his own captain’s orders true.
Threo lonoly vights, threo lonely days,
Poor Hero **halted.”  Bnbo nor threat
Could stir him f{r«m the spot. And on
His back he bore the atandard vet.

Then thought the soldiers of a child
Who lived ono hunired miles away.
*The mahout’s son ! fetch him 1" the?' cried ;
¢ Huw voice the creature will obey.”
He came, tho httle orphared 1ad,
Searce nino years old.  But Hero koew
That many a time the master's son
Had beon the **little dnver” too.

Ubediently the bmvo old head
\Was bowed befors the child, and then,
With one long, wistful glance around,
0ld Hero's march began again,
Onward be went. The teappings hung
All stainod and tattcred at his side,
And 1o one taw the cruel wound
Qa which tho blood was scarcoly dried.

But when at last tho tents were reached,
The mffering Hero raiced his head,
And trumpoting his mortal pain,
Locked for the master who was dead.
And thon about his wmaster’s son
His trunk old Hero feedbly wouad,
And cre another day had passed
A soldier’s honoored grave had found.
—Uarper's Young People,

THE YOUNG MECHANIC.

UR young mechanic, withsleeves
rolled up and hammer in hand,
is ready for business. Heis
well equipped, and to judge

from his bright, happy face, he has
been at the samo work before,—that
he is at home on the bench. From
the coat hanging on the wall and the
carpetof trimly-cut shavings, we guess
an older hand has held the plans; bnt
our little fellow is not willing to wait
to grow big bofore he begins his career,
and he is in the right of it ; though
the father may find bis plane nicked,
his saw dulled, the edge of his chisel
turned, and his choice pieces of timber
peppered with nails ; yet all this goes
to educats the young Robert, and the
father who makes his son the com-
panion of his work and studies, has
good reason to expect great things of
him. One little man may be brain.
building his minute bridge, lighthouse,
steamboat, iron-clad, church or catbe-
dva), This is just tho school out of
which have conie the great inventions
that have benefited the world.

Hteplhennon, one of the greatert en-
xingem the world wver raw, monlded
engines in clay for want of letter mate-
rial, when a hoy.  The earpentsr’s
shop wan the school of the builder of
thn gient Plymouth break water, aud
of the fumour London bridges, John
Rennin, whea a boy.  Watt, the in-
ventor of the steam engine, wus too
fushlo when a child to attend school
with any regnlarity, 8o ho hecame, to
o great extent, hin own instructor in
mechrnicy, tor which ho manifeated a
liking. The hand-xiw and the plane
were the instruments of education in
the hands of Jones, to whom England
i8 indobted for her first specimens of
clawical architecture.  Robert Fuller
when & mero child, ovineed a taste for
mechanics, and while other hoys ot his
age wero at play, he found his nmnuse-
ment in the work-shops of his native
village. So we conclude that our
young Robert is in the right place at
the 1ight time, to contribute to the
true prosperity of the world in the
future.

WAS HE A COWARD?

BY I'RANK H. STAUFFER.

GROUPof boys
bad stopped
upon the side-
walk. To the
left of them
were extensive
grounds, Jaid
out in walks,
% and thickly
dotted with
shrubbery, It
A was surcound-
"/;'ff 7.~ ed by an ornamental fence

ust beside the widegateway.

Three of them were richly

LATE clad, but the fourth boy was

poorly dresged, and stood

apart from the others, his face flushed,
his hands thrust into his pockets.

He was a sturdy, close-knit fellow,
with mild blue eyes and a resolute
mouth. There had been a quarrel, and
the three boys had taken sides against
him.

“Ben Greenleaf, you are a coward,”
one of them eaid. .

“Well, now—maybe vot,” he replied,
his blue eyes sparkling,

“Why don't you prove that you are
noti” was the retort. ¢ Dick called
you by some ugly names.”

 He will be sorry for it tome time,”
replied Ben.

“Jg that a threatt”
Careon, loftily.

He was a tall, slightly built boy,
with a bright red scarf around bin neck.
Ho wasn't a match for Ben, either in
muscle or endurance, though bis coaceit
led him to believe that he was.

“Knock his hat off,” suggested cno
of Dick's companicns. “Soe if he'll
stand it.”

“ Why don't you fight 1" asked the
third boy, glaring at Ben.” “ You shall
have fair play. We are Dick's friends,
but we'll not interfere,”

“Oh! I wouldn't want you to,” re-
joh ed Dick Carson. “I'm quite able
o handle him. Wil you fight 1”

A faint pallor came into the sturdy
boy's face. He compressed his 1ipy,
then gaid

“No"

“You are afraid.”

“Yo6u would get the wa.at of it,
Dick,”

asked Dick

“Oh 1y ! excliimed Dick.  * You
dou't want to hurt me,—ehl Well,
now, that’s cmsuderate in you! I'll
seo what ~ort of stuff you'ro wude of.”

Ax he spoke he stepped forward and
struck Ben a blow on the cheek with
his open hand. It was not a stinging
blow, but it was a very tantalizing one.

Ren Greenleaf’s blood surged into his
face, and his eyes snapped.  He had s
fierce strugglo with himself, but it was
of short daration. Ho wss a little
Christian, and knew where to look for
. trenyth,

* You have concluded to pocket the
insult,—eh 1”7 Dick usk: d, with a sacer.

“You'rv made of putty,” said the
gecond boy.

“You'ro a coward,” declared the
third.

“J am brave enough to walk away,”
Ben said, in & slow, hurt tone. “The
Bible says that he who ruleth his spirit
i3 greater than he who taketh a city.”

“Just listen!” cried Dick Carson.

*let’s call him the little purson,”
suggested one of tho boys, at which
tho others laughed.

A young lady came from behind
gome lilac bushes, and walked close to
the iron fence. She had overheard and
witncessed all.

When Dick Carson saw her, the
blood rushed to his fuce. She was his
Sunday-school teacher, and he knew
how meunly he had acted.

* Grecnleaf, como here,” she said.
¢ Wait, boys.”

She snoke quietly, but there was
something very positive in her manner.

The poorly clad boy walked nearer,
with an humble, embarrassed air.

“ Dick,” Miss Webb asked, ¢ your
Iittle sister Nelly was nearly drowned
at Atlantic City, last summer?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“She was in bathing 1"

“With mamma, The under-tow
carried her od.”

“Who saved hert”

% Some boy, Miss Webb."”

“ You never learned his name 1"

“ No, ma'sm.”

“'Wasg he a coward1”

“A coward! 1 should think not,
Miss Webb! It nearly cost bim his
life.”

“ Strong men looked helplessly on.”

“They were too much frightened to
stir, Miss Webb.”

“Jt was a heroic act, Dick. The
guests at the hotel made him up a sum
of mouney, and presonted him with a
medal. He was errand-boy about the
bath-houses at the time. Master
Greenleaf, have you the medal with

ou §”

“ Yes, ma'am,” stammered Ben.

“ Show it.”

“QOh! never mind it, ma'am,” he
said, his face reddening.

“ Show it,” insisted she,

He produced the medal, his embar-
rassment increasing.

Miss Webb took the medal.

** Presented to Master Benjamin
Greenleaf, for bis Lercic conduct in
saving,” ete, She went on reading.

« Migs Webb,” agked Dick Carson,
with wide-open eyes und fluttering
cheeks, “is this the—the—boy who
saved our little Nelly from drowning ¥

“ Yea, Dick, I8 he a coward?”

“ol” cried Dick, explosively.

“You gaid he was.”

“1 am the coward, and am heartily
achamed of myself, besidca. Ben
Greenlex’, 1'm sorry 1 struck you, and
called you names; I teke it all back,

.

Will you not believe tiat I am in
earnest 1"

“Yes,"” replicd Ben.

“If you know how meanly T fie}
about it,y w'd forgive me right heartly,
1 want to be a friend to a boy who hux
ax much pluck a8 you have, and who
can ro well control g tomper under
gross inrult.”

“I am just as sorry,” tho second hoy
gaid.

“8o am I for overything I said,” de
clared the third.

“ Mize Webl, T buve been taught a
leenon,” Dick Carson said, humbly,
“] have a hetter iden of what redl
bravery is.”

“It scems wo don't always know,”
remarked Miss Webb, with a quiet but
very significant smile,

“G00D ENOUGH FOR HOME?”

« YAPYDIA, why do you put on
. |7\ that forlorn old dréas?” nsked
7 ¥>  Emily Munners of ber cousin,
C?@ one morning, after she had

spent the night at Lydia’s house,

The dress in question wa3 a spotted,
faded, old sumumer silk, which only
looked tho more forlorn for its once
faghionable trimmings, now crumpled
and frayed.

“ Oh, anything is good enough for
home!” said Lydia, hastily pinning on
a soiled collar; and twisting up her
hair in a ragged knot, she went down
to breakfast.

“ Your hair is coming down,” eaid
Emily.

“ Oh, never mind ; it's good enough
for home,” said Lydia, carelessly.
Lydia had been visiting at Emily's
home, and had always appeared in the
prettiest of morning-dresses, and with
neat hair and dainty collar and cutls;
but now that she was back home again,
she seemed to think that anything
would answer, and went about untidy
and in soiled finery. At her uncle’s
she had been pleasant and polite, and
had won golden opinions from all ; but
with her own family her manners were
as caroless as her dress. She seemed
to think that courtesy and kinduess
wore too expensive for home-wear, and
that auything would do for home.

There are too many people who, Jike
Lydia, seem to think that anything
xill do for home ; wheress, effort to
keep one's self neat, and to treat father,
mother, sister, brother, and servant
kindly and courteouely is as much a
duty as to keep from {alsehood and
steling.— Early Dew.

COME.

HAVE heard that in the des-
erts, when the caravans are in
want of water they are accus-
tomed to send on a camel, with its rider,
some digtance in advance ; then, aftera
little space, follows another; and then,
at & shorb interval, another. .As soon
as the first man finds water, almost
before he stoops down to diink, he
sboutsaloud, *“ Coms!” The next one,
hearing the veoice, repeats the word,
“ Come i” while the nearest again takws
up the cry, *CJowe!” until the whole
wilderness echoes with the word,
“Como}” Soin that verse, tho Spirit
and the bride say, first of all, ¢ Come!”
and then let him that hesreth eay,
# Come )” and whosoever ig athirst, let
him come, and take of the water of hfe
freely.—Spurgeon.




