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- Samily  Reading,

Undcr the Daisies.

Under the daisies rest two little feet,
Under the daisies two blue eyes sleep,
Parted away from the forehead fair
Lies many a wave of soft brown hair.

Two little hands on a calm, cold breast
Are folded away, for ever at rest ;

Two sweet lips will be parted no more,
Till they sweetly sing on the ““shining shore,”

Under the daisies a grave is made,
Under the daisies my treasure is laid;
Under the daisies; it cannot be—

I'm sure that in heaven my child waits

forme! E3n's
—L. J. H. Frost,

Rein Select Sevial,
KATHLEEN.

Tae Story oF A Houme.

BY AGNES GIBERNE.

CHAPTER XJJL

AWAKING TO SLEEP,

The awakening came, and it came
suddenly, not gradually, as XKathleen
had pictured to herself.

‘She was sitting by the bedside one
day, alonein her watch. The nurse was
sleeping in the next room, having sat
up all night, a night of exceeding op-
pression and restlessness to the invalid
and Hardwicke was gone downstairs,
A-slant gleam of wintry sunshine crept
in below the venetians, and the ticking
of the clock alone broke the stillness.
It was a very quiet house, those days.
Dr Ritchie bad thought Mrs. Joliffe
worse that morning, and Kathleen knew
it, though he did not put the thought
into words. Mrs. Joliffe had seemed
to know him more distinetly than usual,
and had spoken with unwonted clear-
ness ; but his parting words to Hard-
wick were,* Call me, if thereisa change.’
Since then she had been sleeping.

¢ Kathleen darling——-'

Kathleen had heard no sound that
told of waking till those  two words
came. There was a naturalness in the

entle tone, unlike the constrained
mnnces of late. Trembling inwardly
but outwardly collected, she stood by
the bed.

‘I think I am better this morning,’
Mrs. Joliffe said.

‘I think you are, dearest mamma;
your eyes look brighter.’

‘I have had such a strange weight
upon me lately. Have I not seemed
very absent?” She did not wait for
an answer, but went on , * No news of
Claye?

‘Not yet,’ said Kathleen softly.
¢ By-and-bye :

She knelt down, and laid her face
caressingly against her mother’s .and
Mrs. Joliffe said tenderly,

‘ My own comfort.’

Kathleen could hardly control a sob.

‘ I bave tried you all sadly of late, 1
am afraid. 1 don’t like to see those
thin cheeks. But 1 am going to be
patient now. God will take care of my
precious boy.’.

‘O mamma, you always are patient.’

*Only ocutwardly, not in heart, I
have doubted sadly—distrusted when 1
might have been so sure I think—it
must grieve Zim. He knows what is
best.’

‘ One can’t always see that at the
time, said Kathleen,

¢ No. Tt is easy now for me, harder
for you, Ithink—I am waking, darling
—waking to—to '

The tones died away, as if she - were
too weary to continue, and a sigh came
in their place.

**Don’t talk now,” said Xathleen
earnestly. - ¢ Dr. Ritchie would say you
ought not.’

..*Kiod Dr. Ritchie. He will be a
friend to you—and dear Catherine.
Aud Leena, my child, you will be dear
papa’s comlort-—youn will take care of
him.’

Kathleen clenched her hands, and
smothered the cry of, * Mamma don't.’

And when Cleve comes. home——'

Apgain the voice failed.

¢ Yes, darling mamma.’

‘ Tell him—'

Kathleen could not catch the faint
‘Mamma, you ought to rest
now. You must talk to me another
hu’ioi‘:l’le s:ln:&er time—~by-and-bye.
God will bring hiw home to you all’

Jing quietly, with no signs of suffering.

- 2 .
“I am sure He will, mamma,—pér-
bape very soon.’ o .

Mrs. Joliffe looked earnestly across
the room, and Kathleen involuntarily

followed the gaze, but could find no
cause for it.

geotly. * Shall I call—’

‘ No—hush 'and a strange sweet
smile flitted across Mrs, Joliffe’s face.
* Hush —I heard—'

Kathleen waited, awe-struck, as the
gaze again gew intense.

‘ Don’t call papa,’ said Mrs. Joliffe
softly. * Better not. He would be so
tried. What was I saying about—
about ’

° ¢Cleve, mamma ?'

‘No, no! Cleve ?—no about—"

Another Name came into Kathleen’s
head, and with it a rush of unshed tears.
Strange to say she did not realise the
meaniog of all this. She had never
been in the presence of death. She was
only bent wpon hearing every word
which her mother might say.

‘Mamma are you thinking about
Jesus ?

Mrs, Joliffe smiled again, and pressed
her hand. *‘No fear—no fear, she
muttered dreamily.

‘ Heis with you, isn’t He?’ Kathléen's
quivering tones said.

‘*So near. O Leena, darling never,
never doubt His love.’

And thep, with a sigh, ‘I am going
to sleep, Kiss me——'

Kathleen obeyed, restraining herself
to do it calmly. Mrs. Joliffe closed her
eyes.

‘ Tell papa—tell Cleve ;

But the messages were not uttered.
Kathleen lifted her eyes, and found
Hardwicke by her side. ¢ Hardwicke,
mamma i8 different, she breathed.
¢ She has been talking to me.’

¢ Yes, Miss Leena” Hardwicke went
away, and sent a messenger for the
doctor.

The messenger found Dr. Ritchie out,
and more than an hour passed before
he could come. Bat it made no differ-
ence.

‘Is mamma better? She said she
was,” Kathleen questioned outside the
sick-room, with a kind of wild hope,
beneath which lay a sense of the reality.
Yet that reality fell beavily. Dr.
Ritchie would not veil it from her-
Mrs. Joliffe was dying. Nothing more
cculd be done.

* How long 7’ asked Kathleen, as she
bad asked before, when it was a ques-
tion of months, not hours.

‘ She may last through the night—
not longer I think.’

‘ Will she speak t> me again ?’

* It is ot impossible, but I hardly
expect it. Better not, perhaps, for /er,
Leena. It might be only waking to
pain.’

Kathleen clasped her hand with. a
dreary gesture. ‘I ought to be glad
that she is going to rest—but I don’y
think Ican be. Please, will you tell
papa, I can't ;

‘I will speak to him. Would you
like me to look in again presently ?’

‘ It you please. Dr. Ritchie——’
He pressed her hand compassion-
ately, and passed on. She was grate-
ful that he made no attempts at conso-
lation. The time for that was not yet
come.

Kathleen went back to her watch by
the bedside, and they could not draw
her away. Hour alter hour she sat
there, tearless and still. Mr. Joliffe
came in, but he was unable to endure
the sight, and distressed sobs brought a
shadow over his wife’s still face.
Kenison obeyed, Mr. Joliffe yielding
to bim like a child. Mrs. Joliffe took
no further notice, bat when Kenison
came back, he asked them all to kneel
in prayer, thinking she might under-
stand. No sign was made till he had
dene, when she whispered, ¢ Thank you,’
and then, ‘The children.’ Kenison

brought them in, Justinia quietly tear-
ful, Olave pale and awe-struck. They

kissed in turn their mother’s face, and
she said something fondly in a low tone,
the words of which could not be distin-
guished. Then Olave burst into fright-
ened sobs, and the two were led out of
the room. After that there were no
interruptions, Mrs. Joliffe lay breath.-

Once only Kathleen heard 8 murmur of
her own name, followed by—* Tell
Cleve—he must come——

Then she slept -’?: peacefully, and’

She did not say * to us,’

Do you want anything?' she asked-

Saved by a Song.
A 'rnusws'roﬁx OF THE WESTERN
" FLOODS,

‘Mamma,” said Nellie M
coming in from the front gate, one
bright spring morning, ‘ Mr. Brown
says lie will come for you in an hour to

b ‘;lw‘
ber. mothar,

go ta town.”

‘I don’t koow, sa
hesitatingly. “l‘w’t like to eave yo
and Dot all day. I would take you to
Mre. ILill’s, but iiaey have whooping
cough tl'leng.’ . :

Mrs. Andrews went to the door and
looked out. The bright sun glinted on
the foaming waters of the river, and
the little white home nestled among the
sand hills. It bad been raining con-
staotly for weeks, and tbis spring sun-
shine reshened everything.

‘Oh, mamma,” coeatinued Nellie, ¢ do
g0; you bave been wanting your things
so long. I am a big girl now. and ean
take care of Dot. You'll see how well
I'll get along.’

‘Well, dear, remember I leave Dot
in your charge, keep her safe «ill I
come.’

‘ Yes, mamma, indeed I will.’

Reluctantly Mrs. Andrews stepped
into Farmer Brown’s old market chaise;
she bhad never felt such unaccountable
misgiving on leaving home.

She looked back at her darlings until
a turn in the road hid them from sight,
and it was a pretty picture on which ber
eyes rested. Nellie, with her wind-
tossed curls over her face, was holding
four-year-old Dot up in her arms that
she might catch the last glimpse of
‘mamma,’ as she vanished from sight.

* Who knows,’ sighed Mrs. Andrews,
* what may happeén before I get back ?
I believe I am a little superstitious to-
day.’ :
Little did that mother know' how
sadly her heart would beat with paio
and anxiety before she saw her loved
ones again.

‘ Now,’ said Nellig, turning back into
the house, ‘let’s play I am keeping
house, and you are my little girl.’

And the ten-year-old housewife
busied herself with all sorts of trifles of
work. The day passed quickly, the
children had their simple lunches, and
the afterncon waned.

Dot grew tired, and Nellie cuddled
her in her arms like a veritable mamma,
and she fell asleep. Then she took her
seat by the window, hemming her
towel and singing softly to herself,

A loud muttering sound aroused her,
and looking out, she found the big drops
were beginning to fall from the fast
darkening sky. Faster and faster came
the rain; louder and louder grew the
thunder peals, until the frail house
shook beneath the angry storm.

Then came a shock which ‘waked
Dot, and with a cry she started up.

‘ Where's mamma? Dot
mamma.’

Nellie flew to the child, saying :

** Come to sister, darling, mamma, will
come soon,’

And praying that her words might
come true, she sat down in the low
rocking-chair, with the litile trembling
arms clinging about her neck. Her
own heart was beating with terrdr, but
Dot was in her chaige, she must
be brave for Dot’s sake.

‘Don’t yon remember, dearie,’ she
said. ‘when Jesus was asleep on the
sea, and the disciples were afraid of the
storm, and came and waked him up,
how he said to them, * 7 am here, you
needen’t be afraid,’ and he will take
cave of us just the same if we ask him.’
¢ Will he, really, sister ?’

‘Yes, really. He says, * Nellie,
Dot I am here,’ don’t that sound good ?’
* Yes, it does,’ said the little one,
and she lay quiet for a while, with her
head on Nellie's shoulder,

The darkness deepened, but Nellie
kept the child interested by lighting the
fire, putting on the kettle, and making
the room bright and cheery for mamma’s
bome-coming. The kettle sang, and
the candles gleamed from the window,
where Nellie had placed them to light
her mother home, but still she did not
come,

The rain still poured, and Dot became
tired and fretful. Nellie gave her her
simple supper of bread and milk, and
put ber to bed.

Released from the strain that had
been upon her for hours, faithful Nellie

wanis

spoke no more, sleep deepened
calmly into death. '

dropped ber head upon the chair and

‘his tender bosom,
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““Whete w a? Had -ﬁ;";
‘body forgotten her, and would the rain
ever stop? . . e

Suddenly she seemed to hear a voice
o, RN

‘] am bere, and will take care of
my little Nellie.

And she remembered how she had
told Dot of the dear Jesus, who came
to his frightened companions when ihey
trembled before the fury of the storm.
He would hear her also if she called
him. Aed kned¥og down she prayed
him to be with her in her loneliness.
Then lying down with Dot’s hand
clasped in hers, she fell into the trusting
sleep of ehildhood. |

Hours alter it might have been, she
was awakeued by a dull, heavy sound
against the door, and springing up to
open it, Nellie cried—

*Oh, mamma! I am so glad you
have come! It has been so long without
you ! 2

But what was it that came. rushing
in at the open door, detying the child’s
little strength? Swirling, whirling,
in came the raging yellow water, instead
of the expected loving mother.

Nellie's feet and ankles were covered
but with a God-given thoughtfulnes:
she shut the door instantly, and turned
to the room again, where lay her still
sleeping sister. She went to the win-
dow abd Jooked out. The ' rain had

down, far as she could see, only water,
yellow water everywhere rising, steadily
rising. It was almost up to the win-
dow-frame now, and it was only a ques-
tion “how long the frail wooden door
and window could bear the stream be-
fore the bouse would be flooded and they
swept away. A B g ‘

* What must she 'do? What could
she do?' she almost  screamed with
terror, but the thought of Dot sealed
her white lips ; above all, she must not
frighten the Baby ; thiese few ‘hours of

terrible responsibility were fast muking
a woman of her. '

Suddenly she thonght of the stairs,
and gathering the sleeping child in her
arms she went sofily up the steps.
Dot did not waken, only 'clung
to her and wurmered, °* Mamma,
mummy.’ She laid the baby on the
bed, and kept the awful vigil alone.

* Oh, for one kiss from mamma before
the terrible waters ‘swallowed her up ?’
The hot tears flowed silently as she
prayed as she had never prayed before:
So the long night wore away, the
candle flickered and flared, and then
died down in its socket. Suddenly
there came a heavy sound from below,
which Nellie knew in a moment must
be the breaking up of the farniture.
Dot was wide awake now, and she
said, plaintively:

‘ Will mamma come for us, sister ?’
What a pang those words sent to
Nellie's heart, as she asked the question
to herself inwardly. Bat steadfastly
she rt:plied - '

‘If mamma don't, darling, Jesus
will.’

* Then said the child dreamily, * I
wish He would come quick, and she
dropped asleep again,

Swish, swash, came the water up-
staira,,slowly, surely, steadily upward.
Nellie held Dot closely in her arms,
hoping she would wake no more.

But she did, and this time it was
with a loud cry—

‘I want mamma, O where's my
mamma ?’

It was more thaa Nellie could stand,
she sobbed alond and shook with ner-
vous terror. Dot screemed louder still
with fright. Then Nellie, with a silent
prayer for help, controlled herself with
a mighty effort, and said ;

‘ Don't cry, baby, and sister will sing
to you.’

Lremblingly she began :

Safe in the arms of Jesus,
Safe on his gentle breast.

The words calmed her, and she felt
as though she was indeed resting on
while nearer the
waters rolled, ;
With the first gleam of morning a
boat with two carsmen might bave been
seen rowing up and down the river,
searching for the sufferers of that awful
night.

“That’s a deserted houte, no use
going there,’ said the elder of the two
*it rocks so new, in five minutes it will
be down.’ :

- *Haush | listen,’ cried the younger,

piteously.

ceased, the moon was full, and up and |

2 o
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! Nellie sung on till the end of the
verse, ‘
* There shall my soul find rest, ;

“Father in beaven,’ said the man,
reverently, ¢ there's a child in there,
and he thought of his own babies asleep
in their eribs at home.

A few steady strokes brought the
boat with -its eager rowers up to the
little window-sill, and he called lovdly—

‘Who's there ?* ;

Nellie rushed to ‘the window, now
almost faint with despair.’

¢ Come.my little maid,’ said the boat-
man, ‘ no time to talk,” and he reached
out his arms for her.

But she drew back.

¢ No, Dot first,’ and catching up the
little one, she hastily wrapped her in
a quilt, and relinquished her charge to
the strong arms that waited without.

The sight of the two, the motherly
air of the elder, scarce more than a
baby herself, and the tangled curls and
tear-stained face of the younger, almost
unmaoned him, Bat there was not a
moment to lose.

¢ Please, sir, won't you take me to
tny mamma,’ a8id Dot, reaching out
her little arms. Hok

‘ Yes, my sweet, I will} and he
liited her into the boat. Nellie tollowed,
¢ Now, Ben, quick ; be off{’

Not twenty yards were passed before
the old house shook, tottered, and fell
intothe waters, leaving no trace behind,
Nellie trembled, and hid her face in her
hands.

* Never mind, little one, you are safe.
You see Jesus sent me for you.’

boat where all night had been a com-
pany of good mea and women, who were
ministering to the sufferers whom the
bostmen brought to them. They took
the children, and kind hands fed and
warmed them, but Dot’s continued cry
was—

* Won't you take me tomy mamma ?’

Soon after this another boat’s com-
pany, containing a distracted looking
womao, a weeping Rachel calling for
her cbildren, came down the river.

* Where was the house ?’

‘It was just here,’ said Mrs. An-
drews. '

‘A white house with green blinds,
ma’am 7’

‘ Yes, yes,’ said she, eagerly.

‘ Well, that weat.down an hour ago,’
answered a man fro.a another boat.

‘O God! where are my babies?
cried the uohappy womaan.

‘ A boat went by with some rescued
children, taking them to the steam-
boat yonder,’ said another.

Trembling with doubt and fear, the
mother climbed upon the deck, asking
for ber little girls from every kiudly
face. At last the weary search was
interrupted by a cry from within of—

‘Mamma | Ob, my mamma !’

close in the loving arms, and Nellie
was clinging to her mother’s neck say-
ing :

*Oh, mamma ! 'I did try to keep
her safe till you came, and Jesus took
care of us both.'— Christian at Work.

Jonah’s Conversation with the
Whale.

[The following very original oémpo.i.

tion was written by a little African girl

who bad beeu rescued frem utter hea-

thenism and had learpned English at

Cape Palmas. It i copied word for
word. ]

HISTORY. GEOGRAPHY AND THE
EARTH,

Do you know wbat history is?
History, as you know, teaches us what
is to happen in the past event; and
geography teaches where the - things
has happened at, History tells us
when Adam and Eve were created,
and geography shows us where the
garden of Kden is, which continent
and which division, History tells us
that Adam was the first man who
was created, and while be was sleeping
God ook out one of his ribs and made
Eve. After a while Eve went to walk
among the trees of the garden. Con-
versation took place between her and
the devil. The devil told her to eat
some kind of fruit, which God told her
aod Adam not to eat, She took it and
ate it, also took some for her husband.
When Ad m saw it he i __
time to ask Eve where she got it from.

restiog on his oars, as a childish voice,

History, geography

Farther out the stream was a steam- |

And in a moment Dot was clasped |

b

just do go together ; one tells us gboy;

that and one about this, etc. Histor
are interesting to read, indeed they are,
It tells us something about the w
The whale ie the largest animal in the
sea. Whale is spoken of in the Bible,
When 'God bad sent Jonah to Nineveh
to preach to the people about their sins,
Jonah refused to go. He went into a
ship with some people ; be just went iy
there to hide from God. But Goq
caused a storm to take place, and the
ship went from this way to that

The people were afraid, ‘indeed, ang
they began to cast lots. The lot fejl

upon him. They took him and throweq

him into the sea; he met with this
animal. And the whale said :

‘My friend where are you

Jonah answered and said :

“I have disobeyed my God, and am
trying to hide from His face.’

The whale said .

*You ought to be ashamed of your~
self ; don’t you know that neither
nor I cannot hide from His face ?’

Jonah said : '

“O whale T am so afraid, k. don’t
know what to do.’ '

Then the whale did swallow him up.
Jonah thought that the whale’s body was
his grave and end. He did not think
he ‘would go to the shore anymore ;
therefore he offered up a prayer to God
for his sins, and if he should die befors
he_should get to the shore, if it wag
God’s will to carry him 1o heaven,
The whale did not rest day after day,
night after night. So after three days
the whale went to the shore and vom.

ited Jonah up. Jonah was just like g
drowned rat.—Jb, y

going ¥’

‘THE MIXED MULTITUDE IN JERUSA-
LEM.—Seme of the people to be 'met
with at Jeruealem must be strange folk
One singular character, whom ' they
cali an officer of the Salvstion Army*
because he happens to be an English-
man, might be se¢n walking about the
streets of the city with a rod in ome
hand and a pot of colour and a brash
in thé other. He halts ‘occasionally
and writes the figures 666, and beneath
them the word Dominio, A German
woman who asserts that she is the bride-
elect of Christ might have also been
met armed with a revolver which she
presented at the heads of the Jéws she
met. She then went down to the
bunks of the Jordan, living some time
there wpon herbs, waiting for death,
An . Eoglishwoman, too, might have
been seen living in a room haviog an
eastern aspect, in order to be sure of
seeing the f-et of the Lord alight on
the Mount of Olives. Last year one
might have met a man there who on
every Friday and Sunday roamed about
bearing a heavy Cross. In order to be
sure of not miesing the hour, he
watched the clock carefully from eight
o'clock in the morning, There is also
an American whose ballucination is
that he will not die and that no one
could kill him, so he has constructed
a little dwelling for himself outside

the walls of the city, and lives there
alone,

—————

- - S—

ORGANS IN PrESBYTERIAN CHUKCH-
k8 IN IRELAND.—Many eminent clergy-
men in the Presbyteriuan Churches are
deeply dissatisfied with the recent
decision of the Irish Assembly to give
each church liberty to have or not to
have 3 musical instrument in its Sunday
services. Among these is Dr. Petticrew.
He said a day or two ago in a public
discourse, “ The purity of our worship is
at stake, and so are the liberties of those

conscientiously opposed to innovation

upon the uniformity of worship. Our
people are deeply moved and terribly
dissatisficd with the assembly for per-
mitting such lawlessness and insubordi-
pation. Their wishes ' have been
shamefully disregarded. By the late
cansus Presbyterians amounted to 476,
000. Of these not 20,000 desire
alteration in the worship of their
church. There are 450,000 deter-
minedly opposed to it. Yet a majority
of the assembly, for the sake of gratifying
a few, takes a course caloulated to
alienate nineteen-twentieths of the
Presbyterian people. © The matter
cannot possibly be allowed to rest where

it is. The principles contended for
are as,true as before the recent vote,

and the daoger to a pure worship i#°
greater than ever,”
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