PLBASANT HOUBRSB.

A Follow’s Mother.

“ A fsllow’s wother,” sald Fred, the wise,

With his rosy checks and his merry eyes,

“ Knows what tv do if 3 fellow gets hurt

By a thump, or u brulse, or a fall In the
dairt.

“ A fellow's mother has bags and strings,
Rags and buttona and lot. of thing -
No mutter how busy she i3, she’ll stop
To sce how well you can #pin your top

" 8he does not care-not much, 1 mean -
If a follow’s face is not always elean

And It your trousers arc torn ot the
k2o,

She can put in 2 patch that you'd never
»ee.

“ A fellow’s mother I8 never mad,

But only sorry {¢ you are bad ;

And I'll tell you this, if you're only true.

She'll always fourgive you, whate'er you
do.

“ I'm sure of this,” satd Fred the wise,
With a manly look in his lnughing eyes,
“¥1l mind my mother, guick, every day,
A fellow’s » muff that don’t oboy.”
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Eljezer for Isaac's wife.~Genesis 24.
10-28.

A FAITLFUL SERVANT,

The name of this servant 18 not given,
but his character as a servant Is faith-

fully portruyed, and he might really be |

termned a mode! servant.  Christianity
is & system of doctriues to be bellcved
and also & code of laws to be kept.
all servants were as fatthful and obculent
as Abraham’s servaut was, no doubt
there wounld be better masters than there
are. Whatever posilions Our young peo-
ple occupy, they should act faithfully
their part, not &8 eye-servers, 23 men-
pleasers,

SRy HOW TIIR SPRVANT ACTED.

YVerss 12. He was a child of God, and
acknowledged hia Divine Master in all
things. Christlans should talk to God
about everything. The cowmand s,
“In all thy ways acknowledge Him.”
Men should comsult God about their
business, social and family affairs, as
woll as thelr spiritual interests There |
would not be so many fallures, nor un-
happy marriages as there aro If more
prayer was offerrd to God, respecting
both the one and the other.  See the
prayer of this servant, vorses 12-14.

AN INTEREBATING 1OVR AFFALR.

Yerses 15-28.  These verses are of the
most fascinating kinl. and if they were
fonnd in any other dbook they would be -
the subject of universal admiration.
There i3 an eloquence about them which
is truly captivating. and an artless sim-
pHeity which iz most commendnable It
shonld serve &3 a mode! for young
pople.

ARATITTDP |

Veroes 26. 27. God wonderfuily an-
swared the uraver of Abram's servant,
for which e retarnn thamke

Mcz | 23k, I must serve

| often forget te pralse the Lord. An old
writer says, ** How strange it is that a
wcrid so full of Jehovah's goudneas,
khiouid be so empty of his prajse.” [avid
sald, " OGh. that men would praise the
lord for hir gooduess, and for hi« won-
derful works to the children of men.”
We should cultivate a grateful spirit.

Thevg

. The works ¢f Gad are truly marvellous,
, past finding out Read this narrative
ugain, and bow can you account for the
{ coutents without jou acknowledyge the
: baud of G.od ? Wua {t merely accidental
 that the servant should meet with the
young womun as he did? I8 there no
i dnine Interposition In the fact that he
obtained such a cordial reception in the
family of the maid whom he had met ?
He who regar<s a Providence, will never
lack a Providence to regard. The great
lesson whichk we may learn from this
meditation 18, * Trust In God, and do
your duty.”

il

HOW BADDLEBACK LEDGE WAS
KEPT BURNING.

This {8 one of the wildest and bleakest
of light statlons of that savage region,
and according to a story told there it
was once tho scene of a remarkably plucky
adhorence to duty on the part of a
fifteen-ycar-old boy. He was the son of
the keeper, and on this occasfon was left
ajone in the tower while hig father went
ashore for provisions lu tbeir only boat.
Before the latter conld return a violent
storm arose, and for the next three wecks
there was no time in which the keeper's
boat could have lived for a moment in
the wild seas that raged about the lonely
rock. Still the light was kept burning
by that fifteen-year-old boy, who had lit-
tlo to eat, and but scant time to sleep,
Night after night, for three weeks, its
steady gleam shone through the blackness
of the pitiless storm and gladdened tbs
father's straining eyes. When the ord:al
was ended the boy was so weak {rom ex-
haustion as to be barely able to speak.
At the same time. there was no prouder
father, nor happier young tight-keeper on
the Maine coast than those who met on
the storm-swept lLedge of Saddleback
that éay.—-Kirk Munroe, in Scribner's.

HEROIO DOROTHY HOBSON.
BY DANIEL WISE, D.D.

Dorothy Hobson is not a high-sounding
name. Yet the Lnglish girl who bore
it clothed it with a moral splendour
more brightly beautiful than tho gems
waich shine in Qucenly crowas. )

Dorothy was only a potter's child; but :
in heart i1 _e was brave enough (o have
been the daughter of paladin or prince.
Seo her, for instance, when very young,
stolen from her home by a band of
gypsies. With rude bhends they bore
her to their camp in a sequestered wood.
‘Fhey were rough creatures, and almost
any other child would have been terrified
into speechiessuess and texrs. But
Dorothy shed ne tears—gavo no placo to
the excess of fear, On the coatrary,
when tound by her father, wbho, with a
nuwber of his workmen, had traced the
. gvpsies to their lair, she was sitting ia
a hamper of straw, eauing ginger-bread
{as calmly as she was wont to do when
“upder her father's rool-tree.

‘ ‘that this was nut the calmness of a
thoughtie~. child, but of a brave heart,
| was shown by her conduct when, a few
; years later, her mothir died, and shve—
moved by that mother's dying words—
| entered the ranks of Christ's disciples.

1ln obedience to her lord's commands,
she then began to work for his cause as
a Sunday-school teacher, a colliector of
wi0ney for misslons, abd 8 soul-winner,
i But her father, being angry because she
, Was guch a true-hearted Christian, and a
. Methodist withal, said to her one even-
s ing:
" * Dorothy, I give ¥Fou your choice.
.‘xou must give up praying, visitlng the
sick, and eollecting missionary money,
or leave my bousc and flad another home,
Let me know your decision in half an
hour !’

The mothcrless girl's  heart was
I wounded as with keen points of steel by

these cruel words., She was ounly fificen
sears old. She had no relatives near by,
and had nothing to depend on except
her moderate skill as & painter on china
for a pottery in the neighbourhood. But
. the dbrave spirit which bhad faced cap-
"tivity In a gypsy camp, belng now
strengtheaed by her faith in Him who
she knew was able to provide for er,
enabled her to face this unwonted trial ;
ln an herofc spirit.  Thereforo, though .
or chbeeks were hedewed with tears, her
\oleo was firm, as she gently but nnnly
repl(ed H
ther, I cannot promise what m‘

Jagus first

When tho halt-hour expirrd, Dorothy
left her harsh father's dour-step, with
a servant carrytug her cloching. uroping
her way through the darkness, she
sought and found shelter in the humble
cottage of a poor widow,

Oh, brave and heroic Dorothy ! DBrave
In that she foced o serlous peril without
a fear, heroie, becaure she sacrificad her
heme tor the sake of Him who had
sac~ificed hymself von the (ross for hier !

After some time her herolsm was re-
warded, Her father, ashemed of his
unfatberly condudt, requezted her o re-
turn to his hearth-side, promising he
would not again interfero with her
Christlan sorvice.

A fow years pasied, and then Dorothy's
brave heart was agaln subjfected to an-
other bittor trial. It happened that—
through her misstonary zeal—sho became
known to & young Wesleyan minister,
who had offered himselt for miasionary
work, They became~safflanced. This
greatly enraged her violent fathoer. And
when she asked his consent to marry the
missionary, and go with bim to his mis-
sion, he angrily replied :

“1 suppose {f I say No, you will go "

have nover regrotted emguging ia mis
slon work.”™

Horote Dorothy ! Her bravery w
Nature's gift. It cnsbled her to endure
guffering. But her choice to sacrific.
herseltf ou the shrine of duty, aud he.
beroism in accepting the suffering in
volved in sacrifice without repining, were
the frults of a noble purpose to imlitats
the example of thut gracious Master of
her life whom she loved with a Jove
that was stronger than death.

History bLus no nobler example of
moral heroism than 1s found in the life
ot Dorothy IHobson, the missionary’s
wife.—Our Youth.

HOoOW GADA.ﬁOUT CHANGES HIS
COLOUR.
BY 8ARAM B. UPYOXD.

Gadabbut is a littlo lizard, not quite
six inches long, his tail making hall of
this length. It was after a great many
curlous experiences and much journey-

, Ing that Gadabout found his way from

But Dorothy had learned that, as a°

daughter, 1t was her duty not to disre-
gard her father's wishes, except when
they stood between her and her duty to
her King and Saviour. Hence sho re-
plied :

* No, father, I should not think it right
to go {f you say no.”

The father then tried to persuade her
to give up the marriage and the mission.
But she answered him so dutifully that
he said at last :

* Well, 1 neither
Please yourself.”

Her rejoinder was :*

* Father, I think it my duty to g., as
you do not fordbid.”

Dorothy soon after gave her nand to
Mr. Jones, her lover, and salied with him
to the Island of Antigua, in the West
Indies, where ste was very useful and
greatly beleved,  After a year of suc-
cesstul work, Mrs. Jones went with her
husband to a district meeting, on *ho
faland of St. Christopher. While on
thelr voyage back, In company with a
misslonary party numbering fourteen
souls, ther were overtaken in the night
by & violent gale, which soon increasod
to & hurricane. ‘faefr vessel was thrown
on her beam-cnds, the wild waves swept
over it; their only boat, with two sailors
{n it, was carried away. The passen-
gers sought safety on deck, and, cling-
Ing to each other, waited for day, hoping
that the storm would then lull. Buw’
their hope was changed to despair of
escape when, just before the hour of
dawn, the vessel broke into two parts!

Two of the missfonaries, with their
wives and children, with two nurses, a
gentleman passenger, and several soa-
men, went down with the sinking quar-
ter-deck. Birs. Jones would have sunk
with them, but, her feet being caught in
the rigging, she was rescued by her hus-
band, who 1ifted her on to the forward
part of the vessel, which was still afloat.
Ail that day she clung with him to *ha
wreek, chilled by the water, which rose

8y yes nor no,

up to her chin, bruised by pleces of tha .

wreck, which kept dashing against her,
and tore her scanty dress fn plece5°
twice almost forced bheneath the stil)
angry waves, by a large dog, which per-
sisted in placing his feet upon her head;

and horrified by the bodles of the dead, :

which, belng entangled in the rigging,
floated around her

After a day
abated, but none came to rescue her and
her friends. One after abother, ex-
hausted by bunger and pain, they fell
from the wreck and dled. Another ter-
rible night passed. Another day dawned,
bringirng sunshine, but no succour. The
sun, cloudless, was no boon, for it blis-
tered Dorothy’'s unprotecied face and
hands. Then Dorothy tvhen almost at
the point of death, heard Mr. Jones whis-
per : “ Let me go, for I am dyring!”

These words caused her bridve heart to
rally—to forget herself. Collecting all
her remalning strength, she diew her
much-loved busband toward her, held
him {n her arma. placed his head on her
shoulder, and, weeping with agony, vain-

" ly trled to utter words of love and com-

fort. At last, he cried : * Come, lord
Jesus ¥ aud passed to his reward in
hicaven.  Dorothy clung to his lifeless

body until convinced that it was the prey
of Jeath,

At last this noble woman alone wwus
left alive. Then, when she waz ahout
to sick Into fnsensibility, a boat, con-
taining two gentlemen, approached the
wreck, snatched her from tho grip of
death, bore her gently to the shore, and
placed her with friecds whose tender
care nursed her back to life. As soon
ag she could speak she gave them, at
; thelr request, her {fathor's address in
Englang, adding these memorable words:

12 you write to my father, tell Mm Y

and a night the storm .

the Florida woods to his presont home in
Callfornia. At first he was disposed to
be timid. GCradually he became tamer.
until he would lie quictly on my finger
while I watched his scale-like coat fade
to tho palest gray; for, as ncarly as
possible, Gadabout takes the colour of
whatever be rests upon,

It is this habit that makes the little
creature so interesting. When asleep
upon his nasturtivm-leaf bed he is of an
exquisfte green tint. When he iles on
my brown gown, he quickly changes to
a brown hue. When he lies on the
carpet, his armoured coat is as spotted
and velvet-like as a leopard’s. Indeed
thege changes in Gadabout’'s colours seem
endless, and take place in a marvellousiy
short time,

In all probability, Gadabout himeelf
knows very little 2bout his many-tinter
coats; for this power of changing colour
is one of Nature's ways of protecting
gsome of her small helpless creatures, If
fn his rative woods Gadabout should
craw! ou . or rather dart out {for theso
little 1liz rds are like a fdash of light in
thelr o svements), upon the brown limb
of a txve, or upon the sandy ground, he
would be a very conspicuous object, as
he ig naturally of a beautiful light-green
hue. He would be quickly noticed by
the first bird or other lzard-eating
enemy that came along. But Mother
Nature enables him to take the colonr
of hig surroundings, and thus find pro-
tection by not being easlly seen.

The magic change in Gadabout is
caused by the effect which the colour
he lles upen has on his colour-cells. In
an {nner layer of the skin of Gadabout
there are little bags or cells filled with
colouring matter—some with red, some

with black, some with brown, some
with green, and so on. These cells,
though very small indeed, have the

power both of expanding and contract-
ing: and a coloured light carried to them
through Gadabout’s eves causes that
same colour to appear on Gadabout's
skin.

The New York Mall and Express says :
The attention of the New York hospital
surgeons has been called to the large
number of bartenders that have lost
several fingers of both hands within the
past few years. -The first case was that
of an employee of a Bowery concert ha!l.
Three fingers of his right hand and two
of his left were rotted away when he
called at Bellevue one day 2nd begged
the doctors to explain the reason. He
said his duty was to draw beer for the
thousands who visited the garden nightly.
The man was in perfact health other-
wise, and it took the young doctors quite
a time to arrive at a conclusion. But
they did finaliy, and it gearly took the
beer man’s breath away when they did.
* Your fingers have been rotted off,” they
said, ** by the beer you have handled.”

A little Newfoundland puppy lived in a
kennel and was fed tbree times a day

. from an earthen dish. One noon his

dinnér did not come. After waiting an
bour he began to bark and growl, but
nobody came; 8o picking up his plate, he-

. carried it to his mistress and held it up

l

i

before her swith the most pleadinrg look
in his little brown eyes. Of course such.
o request could not de refused, and he-
was rewarded by a bountiful dinner.

Visiter—'" How does the Jland lie ou!
thig way 7 Native—*1It ain’t the land
that lies, sir; it's the land agents.”

*So,” sald XMr. Doncgan, * they’s been
printing the fuveral notices av a man
that wasn't dead yit. It's a alca fix
he'd be in if he had boen wan o these
people that delleve iverything in tho\
newspapers I



