July, 188,

~ THE WEST SHORE.

THE BEWITCHED CLOCK,

About hall-past 11 o'clock on Sunday night, a
buan leg, eaveloped in blue broadeloth, might
:-Ihl. Lesa UL ﬂ]lﬂ'll. \:-"hll ihﬂntr L]
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entire A
in his 8 yﬁth,m It was,
in short, Joo Mayweed who thus burglariously,
in the dead of night, won his way into the dea-
con’s kitchen,

“Wonder how much the old deacon niade by
ordering me not to darken his door again?’ so-

liloquized the man; * promised him |
n't, but dide't say nothing about win.
ders. Winders in just av good as doom, if

After receiving a rapturous
upamﬁll"#nh the cook
happy couple sat down to en
terchange of views and hopes,
of trus love ran ne smoother in old
kitchen than it did elsewhere, and
was making up his mind to treat
King, was mrleylhnl-dlth
her (ather, shonting from her chamber door:
“Hall , what mnm:phun mid-

dle of nlflt
him \t's most morning,” whispered Joe,
naid my.

=
-

“Tell

“1'll mako it » trath, then,”
runniog to the huge old.fashioned olock that
stood in the corner, he set it at five.

“‘Look at the clook and bell me what time it is,"
cried the old gentleman ap-

“It's five by the Mmma:.?d &lty.“ml
0010 words, siruck five,

'I'I:hrl‘th'om.lbn again sad resumed the
conversation, Huddealy the stairoase to
oreak. “Giood !it's father.”

'191:; Deacon, by thunder!" oried Joa, **Hide
me, Sal!"

‘i;;-Whmm I hide you!" cried the distracted

“Oh, I know," said he, “'I'll squeese into
the clook-case.”

And without another word he conosaled him-
behind
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wmz-.' | ding! ding! went the old clook
fariously. .

"M-n. ulr-:qr oried the Deasos,
! ve " it'astruck o bundred already,”
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with a death
dreadfully Mx;';d

his nature. “‘Anyhow,” he mid, after &
uln.ldu’ resolutely toward the clock, **1'l
soe what's got into it!"

“Oh, don's,” orled the dsughter, affection.
ud‘g sumng oue of e coat tails, while his
faithful wife hung to the other,

“Don't!" chorused both the women X

“Let go my ralment!” shouted the
T nin't of the powers of darkness,”

But the women would not let go, so the Dea.
con alipped off hiscoat and while, from the sed.
den cemsation of m::m&qﬂlhﬂlya
the floor, he darted and laid his hand on
the door of the clock-case, Bat no human pow.
. Joa was holding it inside
The Deacon began to be

He gave one more tug.
as of a flend in distress,

the clook-onse
tahed head foremost on the floor, amashed ita

[
the of the
m'm:.‘ Iﬂgit:iim.‘“

In the
rooll miser.

existed only in a

How ro Make Younserr Usuarrey,

tirst place, if wanl to make
ahu.bo-%ﬂ-f.'ﬂnhk-llm

others happy: but mther, il you see & smil
hﬂ,hi&l snobher should lllljr.z
what you have not, R-rLu:zmwlm
bettar off than yoursell; think nnkindly towand
mm:,-rl:'h of them, Ho constantly
lest mome
rights
come
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. | will suffer by
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DUTIES OF LIFE

*Lifo in real. Lifo is carveat, and the grave
in mot it's goal " So sayw the grand ald et
Lifeis what we make it. Then we should b
ap and dolng, making the best of everything
that we can, filling oar various stations (u life,
as noble men and women, putling on the armer
of wirength to fight the buttles of life bravely,

seo conditions worse than thiers !
realize that life la & duty hich we eaunel
ahirk, it we would leave behind & nane worlhy
to be loved. 1t in true that life is short, but in
the given spsce we may do much that fs good
or bad. Many, to-day, in many ways, are seek.

. |Ing the lavar of the world;

neely (ortunes, [ often wonder
pause and think how many of God's
thelr gain, sod then I

mlui! they think who will be the
fioal reckoning day. Lile duties
us on every side. Lol us take them
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b living reality,
Life Ia nok : hriel wojou
Istence.  Kvery sct we
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