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THE NOTE OF HAND.

an@ Fritz were two Deutschers who
lived side by side,

te from the world, its deceit and its
pride;
their pretzels and beer the spare
moments were spent,

the fruits of their labor were peace
and conteut.

puschased a borse of & peighbor one
day,

lacking part of the gold—as they
BAY—

a call upon Fritz te solicit & loan
p bim to pay for his beautiful roan.

kindly consented the money to lend,

And gave the required amount to his
'friend ;

Remarking—his own simple language to
quote—

¢ Berhaps it vas better we makes usa
Mt.-"

The note was drawn up in their primitive
WaY —-

¢, Hans, gets from Fritz feefty dollars

wl ay L L J—

When |[the question arose, the note being
'made,

« Vich von holds dot Laper until it was
um ?H

' You geeps dot,” says Fritz, “ und den
you vill know

You owes me dot money."” 5Says Hans:
Dot ish so ,

ot mukes me remember | haf dot to bay,

Und [ prings you der uole und der money
sowe day.”

A msonth had expired when Hans, as
agreed,
Paid back the amount, and from debt he
as freed,
Says Fljtz: **Now dot gettles us.'" Hans
lies ** Yaw:
dakes dot Laper according Lo
?'H'

¢+ | geeps dot, now, anid’t iL?" says Fritz;
den you see
] alvay8 remembers you baid dot to me.”’
Says Hans: ‘Dot {sh 80, it vas mow shust
80 blain
Dot ‘1 knows vos to do ven [ porrows
again.”  —Applston’s Journal,

Noew

are heroie sou's who suatch their
- l‘ from the perlious toils of our
northerd lakes. Rough and rude, per-
haps, bjt not the less are they heroes.—
George Manly was such » man. He had
begun liffe as the non & lake skipper, work-
jog his fway by manly independence snd
straightJorward honesty, sutil st twenty-
seven, hle was master of his own schooner
snd hedbplaced his old motber above want.
Iis futblr died s year before he was rank-
L as the owners of lake craft, bless-
»n who had smoothed his way
Jark valley. Laboring for the
is pareuts, the young sailor had
time to give to other matters or
of his own pleasure. e bad
s (what young meu has mot )
of his own, sud a loving woman
| make it bright. Jut be bad
eyes to the thought until, at
“men called hiw a cynie be-
avoided women. He was 0o
the ery of the necdy was
oynic when those iu istross
bim for aid. '

hurryin
be dsrken

st entered
o of grain. It was & dark

at, and the cold rain drove in

d chilled bim to the bone. He

coat sbout him

Suddenly be

y, snd, turning, sew & Womsn
psvement.

the dress of the

ing & bundle.

home ome night
streets of the city,

ived, while

to 150 Mount street,’ she

- a Archer's. Let me go,

pla

: captain is sick sod

pot walk.'

the stout old eresture.
me, and 1 was hir nw.‘

the

bell was a0~} _und went after th
by » young
to see who
stood there,
about

nev-

'..n.:: believe him.’

$his| 1o that found it very

servant, but

port from Chicago

It wae
poorer
He lifted her

1 her into » drug store, where
he stood by wasit-

2e could
do you live?” bhe ssked ber

e

said. ‘This old lady was taken ill in the
street, snd 1 happened to be mnear, 80 I
brought her here, as she said she must
come to 150 Mount street.’

‘You are very kind,’ replied the girl,
in her sweet voice, ‘My father was un-
well, and sent for his old nurse, but he
did not think she would come upon such
a night as this. Are you better mow,
aunty ?’

‘She calls me aunty, the darlin’',’ said
the old lady, ‘though I*mn no more kin to
her than you, blessin’s on your handsome
face! It's few young men would take the
trouble for an old dame like me.’

‘'The gentleman must be very wet,’
»aid the girl. *Shall I not show you a
roomn where you can have 8 fire ? _{t will
be s pleasure to we.’

“Thank you, miss,’ #aid the young
man, bashfully. turning his wet cap in
bis hands. ‘But I've an old mother at
home that will be anxious to sec me, &8

’

U'in & sailor, and she knows 1 passed the joy that can come

Welland, and will expect me.’

‘But you must leave your name, Bir.
My father is & sailor t0o, and will vant to
tbank you.’

‘No ueed of that, miss.
any oue with the heart of a mau
bave done. But he knows me well enoagh
—(Captain George Munly, of the schooner
Flying Arrow.’

‘Indeed !’ she sail, with a bright smile.
'] have heard him speak of you often,
sod, after what 1 have seen to-night, 1
can well believe all his praises of you.’

Poor George blushed to the very roots
of bis bair, and plunged into the cab, or-
dering the driver, in sailor fashion, to
‘'heave shead,” and was driven rapidly
bome. Nextday, while he was on the
schoouer, 8 boy came down with s mote
from Captain Archer, asking him to come
up, and he was only to glad to avail him-
self of the invitation, though be would
not scknowledge that be wished to get
another glimps of Myra Archer’s beauti-
ful fuce. He weng in the evening. and
Captain Archer, somewhat recoved from
bis indisposition, reccived bim with the
bluff welcome which only sailors ean give
and made him feel at home at once.—
Then Myra came in, radiant in beauty,
and played melodies, mournful and gy,
with » feeling and expression which the
young sailor had never dreamed of. [He
sat in a perfect maze, watching her white
fingers breading 1n aud out amonyg the
keye of piano-forte, and evoking
sweet music from the depths of the old
iustrument. Iie would have sat there for
bours watching ber and listening to the
musie, but Captain Archer would not
bave it. He liked 13 talk.

‘Stop clawing that piano, Myra,’ he
said, laughing. *‘What do you mean !
Whea mj young friend Munly comes to
see we, do you think 1do not want to
besr him tulk 7 There, get s chairon this
side of the fire. 1'm glad you got in just
as you did last night, George, for late in
the fall us it is, the coast is dangerous.
Did you hear of any wrecks 7

‘Ay, indeed ; the upper lake coast is
lined with them. Thuuder bay is full of
them, and I saw a bark ashore off Nine-
mile point, but her crew had left ber —
The Bermuda was in JYort Dalhousie
when 1 left, with a broken foremast. She
will be down to-morrow, 1 reckon.’

‘It is & terrible life you live,! said
Myra, softly. She was sitting on & low
stool, with her head upon her father's
kuee. ‘I used to fall u?:ep mights, and
when the wind rose, 1 would be awake
‘a & moment, thinking of deur papa.

‘She's tender-hearted, is my listle girl,’
said the captain, laying s caressing band
upon ber head — ‘mighty tender-hearted,
to be sure. 1'm going to tell you a story
sbout s man that sails these lakes: not
an old man, yet in experionce he is s old
as the grayest among us. He used to
ssil 8 little sloop out of this port, snd
went a matter of forly miles up the coast
for sny load he could got.
wuch of & boat, you understand. He had
two men besides himself, and one of thew
was in the eabiu sick with the ague.’

'Captuin !’ said Ueorge, fuintly.

‘Well, what is it? Don’t cross my
hawse in that manoer, you young lubber.
Let me tell the story.”

‘[ wish you wonldn't,’ said Geore.

‘Nopsense. You cun see bow short-
handed this young 'un was, with only
one tnan to lmanage & pretty heavy sheet,
for some one had to steer; and there came
up aue of the bi
(vm—-s squall,

hen it struck her
. s0 it did no

I only did as

ought to have sid.—

recfed snU harm to the

sloop, but it

did, this youog captain?
that struggling wan to
on before the wind ?

man up io his arms,
deck, propped himn

and got out
ried—not much bigger

against the helm,
than »
&u tbink of that young tarry-)
can

of, ou?
'I:lul!d ) said Myrs, with »

fsce. ‘Jle must not deny it, for 1 won

le passed a pleassnt
ioto the captain’s bouse duriv

it was astonisbing how

would |

It wasn't

gest blows we had that
she had everything

washed the sailor before the
mast overboard. What do you think he
id bhe leave
¥is fate, and nail
Not s bitof it. He

ind, fastened the
down to bring the sick
and brought him on

?
s little dingy the sloop car-
ahama

astman. Whaetdo
acket, eh?

ou can't bear to hear good deeds spoken
lowin
fwont

evening, and sof-|the dining-saloon,
couvenient to drop
vg 1o pay » gum s with | 4l 10 overfowt
ter evening 10 » " to overflowing.
im. Al‘ ’lho caplain was not oh:' already tak f
D
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he said.

[ think so. The wind turns at mid-
night, and I think 1 must take advantage

of it.’

“Then you will have
Where have you been t
Myra had something to tell you.
do it myself. My little girl is ¢
be married to-night.’

G
looked steadily across

eorge turned quickly away,
the harbor’ for a

lenty of time.—
1e last two weeks?

I must
ving to

%nd

moment before he could trust himself to

speak.
‘Jen’t it rather sudden ¥

‘Well, yes.
You sce,

I'll tell you about it.—
e lives in Toronto, Uale Mer-

rick does, and it was there my lictle girl

met bim.
8 year.
for she always said

They have been engaged over
I wonder she pever told
if she zould trus® any

you,

one on earth it would be George Manly.’

‘I'm glad she likes

in a cold, dry tone.
to woman.

me,’ said George,
‘] wish her every
She'll be

a true wife to him, and she'll deserve all
the love that any man can give her.’

‘Why,
George.

ou've got

to tome yourself,
Jo you think Myra would be

married and you not there? Why, there
isn’t & man on earth she honors more than
you, and | believe if she badn’t met Gale

and been prmﬁised to h

imn before she saw

you, she would have given her heart to

you.'

‘No,’ said George,
luck.
tain.

sadly.

‘No such
I-—1 don't think | can come, eap-
Say 1 wish them happy, but I can

not get away. 1 would if 1 could.’

‘1 don't
answer, then,’ said the captain.

believe she will take po for an

She'll

send the carriage down for you, sure.’

And so she did

appeared, and none of
to

the sailors

But (George had dis-

gscemed

know where he hod gone. The carriage

came twice, but each time he was away.

W.here was he ? Grouched down
cluded corner of the lumber-lard
hand, fighting the
honest heart. ‘I

dearly,’ he maid. ‘life scemed

in 4 se-
near al

battle with his true,
could bave loved her

ended.

And she asked me to come and see her
married, the innocent child! She never

knew ] loved her,

never knew how my

heart was crying out Lo her night and cay.

Oh, Myra' Myra®l

He was so near the schooner that he
beard the earriage come and go twice,

and was glad it had not
his m8od changed,

found him. Then
and he felt that he

must see her before she changed her Inal-

den name, or die. He went 10 the

schoon-

er threw off the blouse which he wore

his clothing, snd went up. A
met him in the hall.

gervant

‘He's come ! He's come,’ she eried.—
‘Oh, Mr. George, this will so plesse Miss

Myra! She was almost crying

because

you would not come 0 see her married,

and the carriage Las just gome
again,’
‘I suppose
before she is
‘11l usk,’ said the girl.
come. (o ioto the parlor and |

her down.’

for you

I could not see her before—

married ' faltered George.
‘] know she'll

‘Il send

Noon there wag s rustle of muslin, and

Myra flosted into the room, 80

beauty
like one transfizxed, gazing
diant ! That wa®a
such Lesuty as hers in
She gave Lim both hand

and light that poor George At
at her.

tame word to deseribe
her bridal dress.

s in the hearty

full of

nod

Ra-

manney which had always characterized

her treatment of him,
in & clasp which made her start.

‘You desr, good U

and he took them

eorge !' she said.

thought better of it and came, af-

ter all, 1 would
if you had staid away-—never,

‘[ am glad | eame,’ he said,
is better so—better, far better.

knew the man you are Lo marry.
be worthy of

must bea good wun 10
you.'

she said.

well of me than ap

—in the wide world. Thers, you
bridesmaids are calling

let me go, for the

never have forgiven You,
never !’

softly, ‘It
I wish |

‘[ow highly you think of me, George!’
.1 do not descrve it st

bands, but 1 would ratoer have you
man—except Gale

diok

must

me, and 1 sm not quite ready,, Ilow do

[ loek?!

He gave her such a look that she need-

ed no other answer,
ing cheeks up the stairs.
George Manly stood
window curtain, and
with her lover, and heard the
words fall from the lipa of the

« And whom God hath
no man put ssunder.”
& * # ¢

Two years passed,
the Flying Arrow was

and fled with glow-
An hour after
in the shadow of the
saw Ler standing

solemn
divine ;

join together let

¥ #

and the captain of
captain of » pro-

peller which brought passchgers and mer-

chandise from the upper lakes.

who knew him best
was pressed down by some
but no one had known his
mother., Il bad told her
she fell upon his neck and we
vsak one whom his mother L
But she was now at rest.
The
last Jock in the W
forward watching her carefully; w
scpgers came OD board.
time to sttend to them ;
boat was fsl:li out of Dalhousie,
mate could

great

for the dinner
ringing. They bad few
s that do,r. tho
ost
en thuir
begun to earve the meat, when

lesding to the
tlewan came in followed by
from

Those

BOFrow,

fiﬁf except his
is story, and
¢ for bim,
comforted.’

rapeller was passing out of the
{ .uf:d. snd George was
hen pas-

He "bad not
but when the

and the

e care of her, he went into

bell wae

first-cabin pas-
b the stgerage was
of these had
te, and Georgg had
the door

ladies’ cabin opened

and o
s lady.

Gmr;

upon her

with

Ily a4

faco

fun as

ﬂ_#—-—'-—-—w_—_——__—_‘———_——_.'———-—_-” ———— i ——T i J—
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young sailor, * Watkins, take those peo-
ple aft. What do they mean by this con- | the quarter-deck, he sat calmmly down and
' duct when we are busy ¢’ awaited his fate. The last they saw of
.l.rl?mdnl' h“d ?ldﬁ home, her df:ther. In{]l The mate drove his confused flock be- | him, under the glare of the steamer’s
;"‘"’l:: :éu‘ls ]l'IerE:uT:l“:o?:ea "Jl:: :ll'::e fore him to the after-cabin, locked them |lamps, Was Lis hand stretched out ina
bad changed in any respect—a ietle smore in, and pocketed the key, in spite of theit | mute gesture of farewell. Living, no
matronly in figure, Pll'fllpl. but nothing remonstrances. IHe knew that they were | Inai ever saw his face again, and it was
more. Her eyes had the same old light safe if in that dark night they did not|iwo days after when they found his body
in them which he remembered so well, meet some other craft upward bound. jon the sands. When he was buried,
and her voice was as sweet ascver. W hen | The captain kept his lights up, the pyra-| Myra’s husband brought the package
dinner was over Myra rose with an i m- | mid of colored lamps which tells of the! which this brave man forced into his hand
portant air and br:u oned George to come, coming of a steamer, and arxiously watch-|upon that fearful night, and opened it.
_ ‘I bave something to show you, 8Ir.|ed for those other lights which he must | He had written hastily in pencil,
:c;)lu u:::e ;;:aio?ne w_llh 'me at once, and |avoid. Sea after sea deluged them, and| « Myra—Farewell until the coming of &
Joe think. swept the decks clean of everything not brighte ' ‘ s, !
George followed her mechanically into : ' . s e IO

B . secure : but the sturdy sailors laughed at A : : :

the ladies’ cabin A nurse sat upon &| 1(‘. e B S o Inclosed was a will bequeating all hig
sofa near the upper end of the eabin, hold- em. (eorge Calic the -4 mate to his | property to Myra, e had made this will
ing in her arms a baby—Myra's child. place, gave him the trumpes, anc WENS) long ago, and carried it with him, direct-
The young mother was down upon her into his cabin for a night-glags, when beled to her. He had written in pencil be-
knees beside it, renimf her lips to the | was aware Lthat some one was gitting on'a | peath it : *“Teach the little child to think
sweet mouth of the c'l_uls , which crowed |stool in the forward gahin looking out of | kindly of the man whose name he bears.”
unfl\:'tlren(;ch out its _:ttl: h“ln'dﬂ l‘t: her. . the wlfulnw, and trying in ‘vain to pierce | Myea never forgot that prayer, and in the
'y don’t you speak to him, L3€Orgas the thick d“fk“‘f’*ﬂ t"-‘b""fd- after days her son revered the memory of

“ Who is this ?"* he said. no man more than that of the young hero

“It i3 I, George,” said the musical|wlo died in the darkness that other lives

she said, pouting. ‘You don't bardly
voice he had 8o loved to hear, ‘‘1 could|pmight be saved.

even look at him, you wicked creature,
and vou don’t know what his name 8.’
ll . ‘
not stay in the cabin among that urnwdl
of frightened people. Let mesiay here.”’ |

‘Hiow could I know 7' said Georgo.
“ If you like it better,” he answered,

hope he has a good name.’
‘He has the name of & good and a
brave one,’ she answered.
' Where is the child and Gale 7"’
“They are in the cabin. Gale is not |%° pleasant to read them over when the
afraid. and is trying to calm those puuri'”k is brown, the paper yellow with age,
and the hands that traced the friendly |

greeted them as if they had been his weight would be too much. Climbing te

brotrer and sister. Myra was uuaffect-
edly glad to sce him, and asked him quel-'

P

OLD LETTERS.
Never burn kindly written letters; it I8

— g ——

‘Your father's?
‘(George Gale Merrick. Now what do
frightened souls, le is a brave man,
George."’ words are folded over the heart’s that
prompted them under the green sod.

{jou think of it 7 1 would have it, George
ecause 1 want, when my little child 18
“w1 know it,” said George, slowly.
“ [ 'Almw all, never burn lo¥e letters. To
read them in after years is like a resur-

old enough to understand what | mean,
to point Lim out a model, and 1 want Do
better oue than 1 have found.’
The little fellow was stretching out his '
3 ' Cr : A - as | :
h“_ﬂd? to reorge, who could not resist the ash ! Everthing seemed to reel as il} .56, 1o one’s youth. The elderly spin-
child's plu_amng gesture, ahd took the lit-|a lightning stroke had touched thesteam-| . . o a¢ in the impassioned offer L
tle ftllu'_llr in his arms. Jlis voice broke ler and shivered her at once. A Wihlhfoﬂli‘llﬂ)f‘r{‘jt‘{'hl(l twler;t i -;- nu :
Y th tried t'o speak. 2 | piercing cry, heard above the roar and [ﬂhllll'till of FI‘F;iln'ifm"-scci-::z. ('liair'in .
‘t} A dmi t k\:iu' e IIF. lltm ';"'(l]i rush of the tempest, a terrible, AGONTARE | ooy ilL she realizes tl'l'lt ﬁh;; WE:H 0! éet,
that you should mame your HtHe EUE|geream from half a hundred thioats, tola ’ s > el
after me. 1 am not likely to bave one by | what bad happened. Some unfortunate belle and a beauty, and beholds her form-
my own ﬁruuid(}, and it will be something cm.[l. ot the n:-:frt' u; tllur wa;.ves wilh:ut er self in &4 mirror much more congenial
to remember with pleasure 19 my lonely lioht ‘ Ii { o " i ‘I ad to her taste than the one that confronts
voyages that sowewhere on the earth there u“ . ':1 or uL.a ': 1;’ raise them, had met| . 1 or dressing room. The * widow
' hile - ) + sleame areer, T - A ¥ : '
lives & child who bears my pame. e steamer In Tull CRroes SN0 San el deed”’ derives u sweet and solemn con-
sGeorge. said Myra, inexpressibly | 1O conception of the terrible force of such ) _ 1. 41
, _ o , _ solation from the letters of Lhe beloved

touched by the melancholy cadence of Liis | & meeting, The crashing timbers, tlu-lu”u who has journeyed before | to the
:roice, ‘why do you live a lovely life ?— |shrivks of brave men, rose above the tur-| . ut’f.l'm:Jl f:"mu Wl)l'll(:l! t.ll r,lz; :ﬂ =
['here are dozens of girls | .kniow who | moil of nature, ‘Then the steawmer reeled llll"iﬁﬂzlf: and where z:!'u: ho ;: ;}"“:l:l;l l:g
wo}:lld be proud Lo b;! J{JI{:'l wife. R on, staggering like & drunken man, and ju*llrlhl hiu: No pl;utugruph:li ;.m .0 \,i;.i'“ |

¢ can never be,'he said, gently. Andie ynfortunate craft was blotted out. | ... “; ll:u memory of umt mother lhi:

(reor : U a. ¢ . . |

"OOsg® h,“l caught Myra, and I"“ld_ her tenderness and devotion of the children
close until the first tumult bad subsided, | o 0o va 1eft at the call of heaven, as the
and he felt the steamer gliding on unob- epistolary nnlpuuring; of that 10;.'{5, 'l‘ht;;
structed, when he released her, and rushed ' ‘
out into the gloom and took command of

the solemn waves scemed to take up and

sound the melanchsly words. Myra had
the steamer again. For two hours they
rushed on, and the storm subsided, when

never dreamed of the °rue solution of
George Manly's sorrow. In their inter-
course she had looked at him as one im-
measurably above ber, to whom her child-

ish chatter wus uimply amusing. Dbut
that he should love her ! she whould bave

laughed at the idea. Yet she saw biw
stunding there, gazing upon the sweet
face of the ehild, and indefinable sugges-
tions erossed her mind as to the cause of
his glyom. Through the day he came to
the cabin often ; and once when Myra
missed the child the nurse told her that
‘the eaptain” had taken it on deck. She
went out to look for him, and found him
geated in the shadow of the cabin, the
arms of the boy about his neck, snd its
little fuce pressed agninst his bearded
cheek. °

‘1 knew syou had stolen him,” said
Myra. Butthe bo{ clung to his new pro-
tector, and crowed deliance to his mother.
She drew a deck chair pear the rail,
looking out across the tranquil water.—
They were just steaming past Charlotte,
and the lung line of greeo coast lay bright
before their eyes. George, looking at the
northern sky, gave a sudden start, aud =
new trouble came into his face. e did
not like the appearance of the sky. He
had seen it look like that before terrific
squalls, and he weut away 10 prepare for
dauger. 'T'he sun set in # blazing sky,
but it was the wrong kind of red—a lurid
fiery glare. The sailors sbhook their
heads and looked significuntly ab each
other. Myra, surprised by these strange
glances, asked :

‘W hist is the matter, George?

‘A cupful of wind yonder, Perhups-—
nothing to speak of. You go - inlo your
cabin and never mind it. If there I8 un
ronsl dunger, 1 will be the first one to curl
you, veveg fear. Take her into the cabin,
Gale, and don't mind the chatter of my
men. 1f the lubbers had never sailed the

luke, I wouldn't blame themm so much,
But—I don't like this. Go into the

eabia.’

The wind began to rise in fitful gusts,
and the steamer was rush.ing through the
water at her best speed, the foam piling
itself in white musses about her cut-water.
Below, her great heart throbbed and beat,
while the firemen, smoke-begrimed and
perspiring, piled wood in the furnace; and
the engineer obeyed the order which came
through the speaking tube Lo put on speed.
Night came on and the waves seemed to
go down for & moment, and it was almost
s calm, and then without n moment’s
warning, the squall struck them on the
beam. Many o salling craft went down
in that flerce gust, and even the steamer
felt it. As she hecled to leeward, and
everything upon the windward side went
thuadering across the deck, & walil of de-
spaic was heard among the passengers
But, in obedience to the captain’s order,
the steamer's course was changed so that
ite bow pointed **into the wind's eye,’’
while the flerce squall

wept ncross
George Manly, drenched by the lcy flood,
but bold snd confident, kept his station
behind the wheel-house, holding in one

letter of a true son or daughter to a true
| mother is something better than the im-
age of the features; it i3 a reflex of the

. : ‘I writer's goul, Keep all loving le ..
the mate came to him, and whispered, 1n Burn only the lru'ﬂhpuneq and i:f blu:‘::!':s
a horrified voice— d = 9 g

“ We have sprung a leak 1"’

For a single instant the two men looked
at each other in horrified surprise, and
then George sprang for his trumpet, “To
the pumps !’ he cried, * " Work with a
will, men.”

They worked as only men can
fighting for their lives. But, fast as they
labored, the water poured in faster than| 1t teaches all of us, every one of us—
the pumps could draw it out. It gained, to look upon God as our parent—** Our
inch by inch, and George hurried about, Iather.”
oreparing the boats for the salvation of 1t tells us that we must reverence Oul
the passengers, ‘T'he storm had subsided lHeavenly Father—*" Hallowed be Lhy
as quickly as it rose, but though they now | name.”
rocked iy upon the wayes, they felt that It breathes the saint’s reward —** Thy
they were doomed, kingdom come,”’

 Get out the boats ' eried the sailors. And a submissive and obedient spirit
“ Pumps can’c save us. The steamer|—"' I'hy will be done on earth as it is 1n

must go down,” heaven."

They made a rush for the boat on the Aud a dependent, trusting spirit—
‘ Give us this day our daily bread.™

starboard quarter, but George Manly ‘ .
stood before it, & revolver in his hand, And a forgiving spirit—**Forgive us our

and warned them sternly back : **1 am trespasses, a8 we forgive those Who tres-

captain of this boat yet, and my passen” pass against us.”
e v " And a cautious spirit—"' J.ead us not

gers shall be saved first, iy crew next, _
mysell jast of all. But the man who lays lm;:’ }t‘lﬂptntmu, but deliver us from ull
evil.”

a finger upon any of these bouls, exc
l y , except | And last of all an adoring spirit—** FFor

order it, i3 a dead man.” :
They quailed before the determined cap: thine is the kingdom, and the power, and
the glory, forever and ever— Amen,”’

tain, aind when Jhe called to certain ones
to help lower away the boat, they quietly| . .
obeyed him. One by one the frightened I'isee.—In all the actions which a man

passengers descended, until there was performs, SOme 'I"lﬂ' of his life passes.
only roown left for the four rowers and the We die while doing that for which alone
mate who was to command the boat, our sliding life was granted. Nay, though

we do nothing, time keeps his constant

‘“ Away with you," said George. *' You
pace, and flies as fast in idleness as i em-

have a compass, Watkins ?"
ployment. Whether we play, or labor, or

“Ay,ay, sir. God bless you, captain!”
The bout pushed off, and the remaining slecp, or dance, or study, the sun posts
on, and the sand runs. An hour of vice

one was lowered. It was larger than the
is as long us an hour of virtue, DBut the

one which had just left the steamer, but

not large enough to hold all, George, difference bet‘wmn gmfd and bad actions

with his own hands, placed Myra in the is infinite. Good actions, though they

boat, and put the child in her arms. No diminish om time here s well as bad

one remained upon fhe steamer except actions, yet they lay up for us & happiness
in eternity ; and will recompense what

Myra’s husband and Manly. The sullors _
began to grumble, they take away by a plentiful return at

v(Come along, cap. She isgetting heavy.
But both of you can’t come in this boat ;
she won't stand it.”

o I know it,*’ sald George, calmly.
am not going with you. Gale Merrick,
get into that boat, The steamer will not
be afloat in fifteen minutes.”

¢ | will not go,"’ said Gale.

' You must,” replied George, alimost
fercely. ‘‘And before you go I want you
to take this letter. When you know that
[ am dead, give it to your wife, If 1 live,
return it te me."’

He thrugt the sealed letter into the hand
of the husband, and seizing him suddenly,
toreed him into the boat and cast off the
painter, The boat and steamer parted in

hand the speaking tube and in the other|the darkness, and George Manly remained
a trumpet, for in the roar of the elements| ujon the ill-fated craft, happy in the con-
no huwan voice conld huve any power, A |sciousness that he had heard her v
confused shout mum-ddduuh- piay
ed pussengers cAme rushing forward,

*¢ Silenco there, foro

tbem forgive and forget,

THE LORD'S PRAYER.

Do you ever think, short though it may
be, how much there is in it ? Oh, it is
beautiful ! And like u diamond in the
who are|crown of a queen, it unites a thousand
gems in one,

—-— -t---r——-l-_'-* —*—*—d—--—-‘rﬂ--ﬂ o —

last. When we trade with virtue, we do
but buy pleasure at the expenseé of time.
80 it 18 not 8o much & consuming of time
Wi |88 an exchange. A InAn BOWS his corn,
he is content to wait a while, that he may
at the harvest, receive with advantage.—
Owen Felthum.,

.---—-—1-——----—-'-——-—--—-

@7 1.es80ns of wisdom have never such
power ad when they are wrought in the
heart through the groundwork of u story
which engages the passions; is it that we
are like iron and must first be hented Le-
fore we can be wrought upon? or is the
heart 8o in ‘ove with decelt that where a
true report will not reach it we must
cheat it with a fable in order to come al

By annihilating the desires you annihi-
late the wind., KEvery man without pas-
has within him no prineiple of ac-
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From the New York Observer.
THE TWILIGHT HOUR.

The shades of eve are stealing on,

The sun has sunk to rest,

But the bright, gorgeous sunset clouds|
Still linger in the west,

The waves are washing on the shore
With murmur soft and low,

And o’er the water wanders still
The dying twilight's glow.

On all around calm stillness reigus,
Hushed is the summer air,

Save where the distant vesper bell
Tolls the sweet hour of prayer ;
Anon the bell’s last tone has ceas 4,
The light has left the sky,
And forth into the chilly night

The stars peep from on high.

Held spellbound by the holy hour,
Farth’s cares lie soothed to rest,

And Ligh resolves and noble aims
Arige within the breast,

And earnest thoughts which fill our hearts
With love, O Lord, for Thee,

Then bid us ‘mid this troubled life
Thy servauls true Lo be,

So when death’s shades come stealing on,
And life’s brief course is run,

May our good deeds, like gorgeous clouds
Which gild the setting sun,

Still linger, till their place is filled
By others here below,

As in the sky the constant slars
Succeed the twilight's glow.

[ e
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VARIOUS ITEMS,

There will evcr- be a place for virtue.

Better bend the back than bruise the
forehead.

Time's chariot wheels make their read
in fairest faces,

Never kill a fly with a club when a fea-
ther will do as well,

GGod gives every bird its food, but does
not throw it into the nest,

In French they call picnics ** Pique-
Niques.”

A tie vote—when both parties vote yes,
and the preacher ties the knot.

One of the new spots on the sun is
7,000 miles wide,

No thoroughly occupied man was yel
ever miserable,

House-hunters in Philadelphia have
their pick from 8,000 vacant houses,

He who sows courtesy reaps friendskip,

and he who plants kindness gathers love,
— Basil,

Never relate your misfortunes to ane-
ther, and never grieve over what you cun-
not prevent,

Never meet a woman on the day she is
not content with herself, She will nob
forgive you in a lifetime,

I.et your expenses be such as to leave &
balance in your pocket. Ready money i9
always a friend in need,

Every to-morrow has two handles. We
can take hold of it by the handle of faith,
James Frieman Clarke,

A Buffalo *(New York) man has been
held in 8500 bail for opening his wife's
letters.

A healthy town is Belgrade, Maine.
Out of 300 voters 15 are over 80 years of
age.

Baltimore is shipping tin cans to the
Bermudas, there Lo be used in preserving
pineapples,

An exchange remarks that parasols are
like loaves of bread—the smaller they are
the more they cost,

With love the heart becomes a fait and
fertile garden, glowing with sunshine and
warm hues, exhaling sweet odors,

The Turks believe that those killed In
battle will go right to Paradise, and some
of themy will soon be sadly taken in,

Three things that never agree—iwo cats
over one mouse, two wives in one house,
or two lovers after one malden.

The York girls say that the » is too
much collar and too little yourg man te
the present style of gent’s neckwear.

An English company with large capl-
tal is now organizing for the purpose of
shipping beet and mutton direct from

Norfolk, Va.

No good that the humblest of us has
wrought ever dies, There is one long
anerring memory in the universe out of
which nothing fades.

Be thou the rainbow te the storm of
life! the evening beam that smiles the

clouds away, and lights to-morrow with
prophetic ray.

HHuman brutes, like other beasts, find
banes and poisons in the provisions of life,
and are allured by their appetites to their
destruction.

Truthfulness is a corner-stone in char-
acter; and if it is nov firmly laid in youth,
there will alwuys Le a weuk spot in the
foundation,

& The best gift to give your enemy fis
forgiveness ; Lo your opponent, tolerance,;
to u friend, your heart ; to your child, a
good example ; to u father, deference ; to
your mother, con luet that will make be

proud of pou ; ti'”l!.mt; to
men, charily.




