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B¢ hosbaud who has never deliberately sub-
B jected hor to this, sinco it bhas never
8 entored hi hoad that there isn different
way, excopt the worse way provailing in
go many city homes.

The youngor brother and the servants?
e}, they haveless character to sympa-
thize with or pity. The house would not
bo the same without them. They make
an interesting background in the evening,
spravled ont on the mats just beyond the
reach of the feeble lamplight. They are
more at home out-of-doors in the summer.
There Uncle Tosbi’s far-reaching voice
raised in bucolic song, sometimes melodi-
oug, rivals the owl’s scarce more weird
calling from the dark grove near the
gilent temple. There Miss Cbi can carry,
aload of bay at the ends of her yoke
that would stagger an American farm
band of twice her stature. She, too,
can sing while she shakes her hands
tbrough the soft rice field mud for tiny
weeds—a groaning chant which for a long
time I in vain tried to distinguich from
the not unrnusical crenking of a water-
wheel.,

The last on the list is legally the first,
Yamanaka Genzo, the ruler of this little
kingdom, is bright, well read in Obinese
classics, & thrifty farmer of thirty-five,
with an eye to improved methods of work-
ing bis farm or rendering his house com-
fortable. His innovations in Tando are

an old story, to be sure, in somse parts of
~ Japan, but they bespeak more enterprise
upin that country town than twice the
_ amount would declaro around Tokyo. He
loves a Japancse Japan, snd wounld resent
whatever he considered =attempts to occi-
dentalize it. He had held for nearly a
dozen years when I first met him, and he
holds to-day, the view that a true Japan-
ese can b & true Christian. And X think
that the entree into his family wounld
bring & like conviction to any fair man.

Neither thbe risc of Christianity nor
the earlier downfall of fendalism has
" brooght any great externsl change to that
house, except that tho latter has given a
heavier purse, filled, on the other hand,
by considerably more sweat from the own-
er'sbrow.  For with feudalism departed
the day when the oldest honse in the vil-
lsge levied its support on the neighbors
and took ite case.~—Chicago Record.

A SACRED GRAVE.

Shall I tell you about another day that
I spent at my birthplace, & village ten
miles from Ottaws, and sbout a visit to
uy mother’s grave ? It is a spot too sacred
for me to talk much about ; bat I can sey
that, as I stood there, I renewed my
Christian Endeavor vow to do * whatever
Ho wonld like to havo me do,” and put a
meaniny into it that it had nover had. I
felt that that little solitary consocration
neeting was one of the most solemn and
Yleseed of my life,

In tho ovening of the day I preached
in the little Presbyterian Church of which
vy wother was a member, and after the
eervico at least a score of peoplo told me
of what a bloasing sho bad bsea in their
lives, and how they cherished her beauti-
fal memory.

Yetshobad been dead more than thirty-
®ven years. Sholeft her Massachusgetts
bome, and bad como .8 stranger to a
sirango land ; sho lived there but a fow
years; sho died when still a young wo-
D1 : yot, though more than a goneration
bss pagsed away, her memory is green in
dlmer to-day.

THE cANADA

O the abiding influence of a good
name ! *' The memory of the just is bless-
ed.” Tho geod that men doin humble,
quiot ways is not always *interred with
their bones,” thank God.

What a procions legacy has she left to
hor son! I nover before realized so com-
plotely tho valae of *“a good name.” The
pressure of the hand of those old neigh-
bors of hors, their moist eyes as they
spoke of her sweot character, and the
genuineness of their love for her, which
years could not dim, affected me deeply.
Yot thisis a legacy that we mey all leave
to those thet come after us.

You will forgive thess personal words
this time, I think, for I do not often in-
dulge in them.—Rev. Dr, Clark, in Golden
Rule. .

STRIKES A FAILURE.

————

As a remedy for poverty; or as a
means of obtaining more than the market
price for labor ; and, in most instances, as
a means of securing meagre justice, it
would seem as if the wage-earning classes
must long ago have lost all confi-
dence in strikes. The bistory of strikes
is, in the main, a history of fail-
ares. The gain from a few question-
able successes is not at all commensarate
with the cost. The loss of money and the
estrangements and suffering incidentsl to
such modes of warfare will far outweigh
any secming advantages. It might be
said that, as a remedy, a strike ig admitted
to be inadequate, but it is the only means
of cducating the public to the wrong in-
flicted upon the wage-earning classes by
permitting the inexorable laws of sapply
and demand to bave the same free play in
the labor market as they have in the
world of commodities.

Bat the away of those lawe bas in no
wise, as yet, been restricted, nor bave
strikes revesled any method of evading
them, that appesls to the sober judgment
and scnseofjustice of the American people.
Whether great economic truths must be
emphasized by principles of warfare or
revealed only by violence, is rightly open
to question. There must be some better
method of procedure.—2Z. Swift Holbrook,
in The Bibliotheca Sacra.

THE SUPREME WISH OF THE
EAST.

To keep up the hoase and not let the
family nsme be extinguished is the
supreme wieh in Japan. This is the im-
mortality of the East. The house lives
on ; the individuala are but fragments of
the house.

If there bo no nataral heir, adoption
readily supplics tho deficiency. The mag-
nificent scale on which adoption is prac.
tised shows a foreigner at once that the
words * father,” * son,” cav hardly bave
the same depth of meaning they have in
the English language. )

** Why did Washington lot his house
die out?"” was once asked me by a
Japancse gentleman, who couldn’t con-
ccive any reason for such neglect. Ho
thought our great genersl wight have
adopted some ono to keep his homse and
nawo from perizhing.

“ How long has he lived there?” X
asked once concerning a certain person.
As **ho " is one of the pronouns that had
to be translated into tho mental contents
of my pupil's brain, he took itto mean
“ house,” and replied, ** Oh, ho has been
thero two hundred and fifty yoars.”

**How longlhave yoo lived here ¥” X
asked & merchart.

“Throe buundred years,” was the
prompt reply, with & look of satisfaction
at tho thought of his houss having vassed
through ten gencrations.—Zthics of Con-
Fuctus.

PRESBYTERIAN.
Our Poung Folks.

WEED AND ROSE.

A little weed grew at the foot of o rose,
Aund they both breathed the soft summer air,
But the little weed sighed as it looked at the rose,
For the rose was 5o tall and so fair.
At sunset the little weed tremblingly spoke,
And told of its love to the rose,
But the rose did not hear, for the language of
weeds
Isa language a weed only knows.

Then t}lc little weed wept, washed the,fair rose’s
cet,
And the rose was refreshed for the night ;
The songs of the morning birds opened her heart,
Aud she lifted her head to the light.
And tallz.::] she grew, and her green leaves spread
wide,
Till they shut out the sunlight and air ;
So the Jittle weed died at the foot of the rose,
And the rose never knew it was there.

Atlanta Constitition.

GIPSY FAIRIES.

I'll tell you a secret—X don’t think you know it §
The fairits were camping last night on the

awo.
While you were all sleeping, outdoors sofily
creeping,
I founa their white tents, but the fairies bad
gone.

Tbey were in a great flurry, or why should they
hurry ?
To h(:;vc their white tents was a queer thiog to
0.
May be they come only at night when ‘tis lonely.
I guess they are sly gypsy fairies—idon't you ?

—Primary Education.

4 STORY FROM GREENLAND.

Olaf was thicking. -

This was not becanse she had been
taught to think, but becangse something
strange bad happened, something to make
one think who hsd never thought before.

Olaf is not a little American girl ; in-
deed, until that very day she had never
heardof Awerica or American children,
and this is what set ber thinking: A
sailor from far awayhad landed on the
shores of Greenland where Olaf lives, and
was astonishing everyone with stories of
his country, where the ground was cover-
ed with green instead of white, and whero
the river ran and danced, and never stood
still, though to Olaf the wonder was that
there should be any river left, if it were
running away day and night.

That night themen from the snow-
houses all about gathered around Olaf's
fatber’s fire of bears’ bones instesd of
around their own, for here the wonderful
story-teller was staying. Olaf conld hear
thom whispering together, and laughing
about the dreamer whoreally seemed to
believe his own foolish stories ; but she
was only a little gir], you remember, and
it was very pleasant for her to close her
oyes and imagine the beauntiful country
sho heard abont. She liked to believe
that there was a place where one coald
kecp warm withont cronching over the
fire every moment, and where the chil-
dren had sach beantifal things to look at
with the warm, bright sunshine comiag
every day, instead of fora single visitin
tho long year. So you see that little
Olaf came nearer belioving the trath than
did the grown-up memand women, who
thought that, as they hiad never seen thees
things, thoy could not bs true.

She eat very close to thisstrange man
who was much larger than her father,
or than any man whom she had ever seen,
and sho thought him agiant though he
was really no talier than your paps ; and
+when ho saw that sho wss tho only one
who bolisved a word he was ssying, ho
began {o talk just to ber, and told her many
things about tholittle children in Aweri-
cs, about his owr littlo girl at home, and
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though she did not understand it ‘atall,
he told her abont the flowers and trees,
the birds and the animals that you and I
seo and play with every day, until sho
almost forgot the cold, which she had felt
all her lifo, and began to imagine how
she would feelin a warm country with
these many wonderfal things about her.

But do not think for one moment that
theso new thoughts made Olaf discontent-
ed ; she did not even think of going to the
placein which she was so much interest-
ed, for had she not a kind papa who kill-
ed the white bear for her food and cloth-
ing, and a mamwa who was dearer to her
than anyone in America could ever be ¢

Her now friend did not stay in that
country long; he came home sand told
charming stories to his little girl abont.
the strauge, new land he had visited, and
about the little girl in her far-away homeo
who had been so eager to hear aliout us
all,

Bat the pleasant new thoughte stayed
with Olaf and many a day now this is
ber play from morning till night: She
is o little Awerican girl, the snow is
green to her, the sky blue, the sun comes
every day, birds fly over head and flowers
blossom under bher feet. A funny
gawe,” I hear some little boy say ; « I
don't seo any fun in that.” But Olaf
has not many games, you sce, and per-
bays she is as happy, thinking about these
wonderful things, as many a little boy or
girl who lives in ourown dear America,
and sees them every day.—Aindergarten
Magazine.

4 DOG ON 4 LADDER.

A gentlen®n who resides in Hartford
has a very intelligent bunting dog—a
setter. This animal can do almost overy-
thing oxcept talk, and in dog langusge ho
can do that most effectually. Oneday
his master was doing a bit of work on the
roof of his house when he accidentally
dropped his hammer. The dog, who was
on the ground watching bis master, seized
the hammer in his teeth and advanced to
the foot of the ladder, wagging his tsil
and looking up, as much as to say ¢ Here
itis; come snd get it.” Tho gentloman,
noticing the brute’s movements, said:
*t Come, Don, fetch it up.

He did not suppose the animal would
attempt to obey bim, and was aurprised to
see the faithful dog place one paw care-
fally on the lower round of the lsdder,
then the other, and then to see Lim reach
cautiously for the second round, next to
bring one of ®is hind feet up, then the
other, and so, carefuily, while trembling
all over, ho mede his way to the top of
the Iadder and thence to the roof, where
ho laid the bammer at the {est of bis
master and wagged his tail in triumph.
it was Lis first attempt to climb o Iadder,
and ho seemed to glory in the =achiove-
ment.

How to get him down was a conan-
drom for bis master, who thought the
good-sized anima! would be an awkward
thing to carry down the ladder in his
arms. He finslly concleded to lower Don
in @ basket, and went dowa to procare

tho tackle. When ho reached the ground
ho was surprised to sco Don preparing to
como down tho same way ho went up.
Bat it appeared to be a little more difi-
cult task, the ladder being nearly perpen-
dicular. Bat by pressiog his body hard
against the side of the Indder ho steadied
himslf so as to got his feot on, and thus
ho wont down as safely a8 he wont up.
After this foat ko had a passion for climb-
ing 1adders.—Sslectsd.



