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. The Last- Message.
BY SARAN K. BOLTUX.

1 8A1D to a mother of noble birth,
“A\Chat would you tell to your darling
son,
If timo ware measured for you on varth,
Aud tho auds in the hour-glass nearly
runt”

A shadow durkened the snnny fove,
As she musad ou the parting suru to comes
The snile, with its avitching snd tender
gm(.o,
Died out, and the soft, sweet voive grew
dumb,

Axnd thew, s ghe thought ¢n tho thousand
things
That w ru,stlo for spyoch in tho dying hour,
When wo long to bear, as on ungel's wings,
Thelife of our life —the richest dower

Qo' gives to Worman—sho slowly said,
. ‘1 My words would be simple aud plain and
fow:
‘Rcmqmbcr, my boy, when I am dead,
To kenp your. faithy that the world i trug,!

ST would hmo him believe in-his fellow.
men, ’
For trust {s the aweetest of hinmnan needs :
Ang hope, like the Star of Bethlehem ;
And ‘Love onu nnother, the bcsh of crecds.

“Iwould’ bnvo him Konest, and brave, and
pirg .
Living a. leo that hpyould not rue;

But whether in sorm\\ or joy, bo sure
To keop bis fmtl, ;.l;:_xt tho world is true.”
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A Story for Mothers.
Tna Fullers-—-we do mnot give the

véal namé—were an mﬂueucml fmmly 1

They weére wealthy, cultured people,
and. amongst the most praminent mewm-
bers of the principal church in the
Western town-in ‘which they lived.
Every Sunday -they filled -their pew,
gavo libefally to church dnd other
ch;}mpxcs, and the minister wos alwoys
weleomed te-their table.

Mrs. Fuller was a sincere Christian
wamon. N ope acqudinted with hey
daily life could question her sincerity.
But she was peoulinrly rcgened and
sensitiye, with pn extremo dislike of
obtruding: on the reservo of other
pecple. Her son was her -constant
companion as he grew to carly man-
hood—a clever, spirited boy, keen.of
appreliension, and eager for knowledge.

His mother- discussed every subject,
but that of rolmon, freely with him:
He-lad beow sont constantly to- Sun-
day-school; and had: been taught the
ghicf fncts in. Jowish history, and all
that relate to the life and inission of
Christ. But'sho had never dsked bim
to consider the -relation in which he
bimself -stood to'Gad, or urged hin to
take Christ ng:the guide and model of
his hfo-—-lus I‘nend nnd M.xst.er

There had heen times when she folt |

. almogt driven 1o do this ; but \\hen
tho Jnd: was at hor sxdc, and tlicy. were
surrounded by. thé atiosphere of év ery-
day: lif¢, her-couragé had failed -her.
atid tho subject liad begn de(g.rrcd
Ho wug o ha.mkomc, pcrfectly healthy
young man, & noted n.thlew, with a life
full of plzms and -hopes--béfore him; ;
thereviaseplenty-of tine, she ol for
such counsel and entreutics. -

I,}sy., ,ngqbc;' tho ‘boy wgs. struck_:

down by diphtherin. On tho second
dny the physician told him ho had not
an hour to live. Whiio ho lay stunned
and silent, somo one spoke to him of
Chirist ns a Saviour.,

“Saviour? Wiy, I nover thought
about him{” ho cried. *“Ho is no
Saviour of mine, Mother, why didn't
you talk to mo of him{”

These were his last words. In a
fow moments his senses wero clouded,
and before the hour was aever ho was
dead.

Every mother will understand the
intolerable legacy of remorso that was
left by these words. Yet how many
mothers, although religious women in
their profession and habits of life,
nover break the silence between them.
selves and their sons on this subject!
They defer it to o moro convenient
season, and soon the tender boy is u
hardened man, and has left hone and
passed from under their jnfluence.

If a man’s mother has.not cared for

his soul, who willt—Youti’s Com-
panion.
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Punishment of Children.

SoxzTIME ago, a3 I was coming up
the street, I met n young married
friend, holding her little voy by the
hand. Tho child had evidently had a
fall, for the pretty suit he wore was
covered with splashes of .mud.

“Just look at Willie's new coat,”
she said, in aggrieved voice. “It is
perfectly ruined, and I have had such
trouble to get it made. Is it not too
bad 1

While T was exprcssm" my sympe-
thy, the little fellow looked up into
my face with n woeful expressnon on
lig own, “And mamma is going. to
whip me just as soon as we get howe,”
hoe cried, -

“X certamly am,” s:.a said in the
same indignant tone. “1 have told
him at Ieast. fifty times to.take hold of
my hand and he never will do it, and
this is the consequence.”

« 1t seems to me,” I-answered svme-
what dreyly, “that if you have con-
doned the sin of disobedience for forty-
nine.tinies, it-is for the sin of fulling
down that the child is to be punished;
for if the.accident had not happened,
I imagine that the fiftieth act of dis-
obedxcnco would also have pagsed thh
out' comment.”

‘Her cheek flushed for o moment,-
then her honest hazel ¢yes met ming

steadn]y “Your teproof is a just
bng,” she said ; “and’I shall riot €oon-
fotget it.”

I"would liko all oitr young mothets
to carefully consxder this questlon of
pumshment, for it is & wost jmportant

one. While grave moral fanlts are :

oftén passed over carvlessly, a. child is.
frequently very severelydealt-with for

the tearing of a-dress'or thie breakmg

of an orpament, or any otlier fault

‘thiat involves trouble of expense, even

though the mischief may hayo- been:
m;ltex;th;ml]y dong.
Shocking: aa ‘the “statement. .oy,

‘after tho day’s toil.

sound, is it not true tbat whon the
angry mothor relioves her annoyance
by punishing the object of it, she is
really revenging herself upon it for
the trouble it has occasioned ?

Cortainly it i3 very provoking to
have beautiful things broken, and
worlk that has been the result of much
patient Yabour destroyed through heed-
lesgness and carclessness, yet some tinie
ugo, when I heard n child who hind
torn a handsome dress, answor sagely
to another who had told her that *her
mother would whip her-for tearing it,”
“No; my mother never whips for
clothes,” I felt sure she was in wiso as
well as loving hands.
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In Qur Father’s House.
Our Lord allayed the heart-trouble

‘of his disciples by assuring them that

in his Father’s house were many man-
sions, dnd that the parting wlich
caused them sorrow was for their good ;
that though he was going from them,
it was to prepare o place for them,
and that he weuld surely return to
receive them ¢ himself, that thiey
might abide with him forover.

Our Lord speaks of heaven as home:
“QOur Father’s houso.” What o con-
trast to the gorgeous imnagery emplog-
ed by servants is this sublimely simple
familiavity of the child, Inspired
men are qverawed by thie distant vis
ion of the Paradise of God, the Celes
tinl* City, Jerusalem; 'with its pearly
gates and streets of gold. It is as if
n poor cottager, after visiting a royal
pnlace, tried to describo the- uninag-
ined splendours of o vheco which
members: of the- royal. f:umly snmply
knew as home. How in hatrmony with
the high: claims of deity asserted by
and for hinr! Tho diseiples were not
to be troubled on his account. Al

though betrayed condemned{ crucified,

he was going home. ““Let not your
heart be troubled.” And because of
their intimate union, they were not to
be troubled for themselves.

If heaven is::Christ’s home, it.is
ours dlso. Ho is our Elder Brother.
“He is not ashamed. to call us breth-
ren,” He said, *1 ascend to my
Father and your Father » “Wo are
“joint heirs with Jesus Christ.” His
Father’s home i3 ours.

Home promises rest. There the
wearied Jimbs or wearied brain repose
‘8o amid the mul-
tiplied cares anid Jabours of the.present

ife, we look forward to “the rest that
vemaineth for the ch\ldren of God »

There will be occupa.hon, but no pain-
ful toil i Blessed:
dlo in.the Lord ; thoy rest from thexr
labours”

0)1, the. rapture of mecting again’
tnd being forever:at -home thh “the}-
dear ones we have loved; on earth, dit.
‘made. pecfect in the presence “of the.

‘Elder: Brothor,nvhose likeness.all. will

béar!l Oh, the. bliss: o2 -holiest; deep-;'
.est, constant sympathy. with Chyist |;
. lnmself -and’ o bem" ‘it -tho-fajlest.
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by grace alone nnd yet by oovcno.nt
right ; not strangers, nor visitors, nor
mero rcsidents, but children at their
Father’s, having, “a right to the tree
of lifo;" penetrating evory rocess of
that paradise, entering every chamber
of that palace, and fecling, “It is all
mine, because it is all hia1”

O beliover, your hopb .is no .idle
drenm! That eity does glow with
splendaur. That paradise ¢s radiant
with- benuty. That home of perfect
love fs preparing for you. Karthly
hopes porish, humi~ promises fail ;

but expectations of bolievers shall be

more than realized, for they are based
on the truth and love of him whose
silonce should have suffeed. If it
were not so I'would-have told you.”—

Rev. Newman Hall,
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Stage-Coach. -

“Avt wanting the same plite mpkes
a great deal of tronble in this world
said wmamma, thoq«htfully “Shall I
tell you a little story about it—some-
thing I know is truef”

“O yes, do!” chjmed the children.

“Jtisa very-snd story, but I will
tell it to-you,” she went-on, “and the
next time, that. you are-tempted to be

selfish, & op and think of it. ” Once,-

long ago, thero were four children
playing stage coach, just a8 you-have
Leen dqmg now, nn'l, Just like you,
they all wanted the Brst place. Instesd
of playing onalog, however, they were
in the spréeading bmnches of a willow
tree.

Y want to-drive, smd Taicy, get-
tling herself in tue dhver s gent.

“ ‘No let me drive, and Harry
climbed up. “eside her. “Let me sit
up there.

“ But. Lucy did not move.

wLeb me sit there, repeated Harry,
giving | her a s]mhb push and crowvding
his way on the 8ama branch ihere.she
sit.  ¢You must let mo drive.!

“ A moment.moré, 4 sudden crash,
and they wers-on tha gruund "The
branch had broke.

“, Hnrry ~vas on-his feet - -instantly,

trying to raise his gister, but’ thcro wag,

a sharp cry of pain, then she lay very
stil). ~ Mother and. father came.run-
ning.¢ out of thé-house'and gently lifted
the little famtmg form, from which
the-sha-hung hmP and'broken. Thore
ias- fotrow ppd: crying, bii it -was all
too dnte uothmg could: turn-aside.the
weeks of suf}‘ermv ohd paiit-that must
be- borne befora- tho jittle . girk;.conld
‘tako hef plr{ce agaify ampng the othe;'
clnldren. I thmk they p.ll learngd o
great lessoil of loving -unselfishjiéss:in
thiose weary, days, each trying who

«could: bring ‘the ‘nost br;g}gtness and

lipppitess it the drealy }tfmi‘s. B |
‘wns that httle girl, .und. I learned to
gpprecinte little kindpesses ny I had
never doné ‘before. I§ was:thon tlm,t

I learped- §omqthmg 5.]30. t00~~some- - {.

thmg I want youall to rqmgmbcr, und

snamng, looked Jong at the );tt)q grpup.
.“Itx ‘Even Jesus -pleased hbz imn-

’ Exdyqng& ' ." e
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