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Old Maids.
“ As for unmarried women." says the 

Bishop of Roçheijter, “ what a dveavx 
wilderness this world would he without 
them. In thousands of homes the 
maiden sister or aunt is the very angel 
of the family, the children s idol, the 
secret wonder and delight even of those 
who too unscrupulously use her; lo
gic k lieds and deathbeds, a divine con
soler; the depository of tender secrets 
of blushing hearts ; the unwearied 
friend of the old. and the poor, and 
the lowlv. Old maids, indeed ! \\ it-li
certain obvious exceptions, they are 
the very salt of the earth ; the calm 
and clear light of the household that 
is blessed as to own them ; their dis
tinction to lie wanted by everybody ; 
their reward to la1 useful to every
body ; their home the snuggest, warm
est place in the hearts that can love.'

One At A Time.
1 compare the troubles which we 

have to undergo in the course of the 
year to a great bundle of fagots, far 
too large for us to lift. But God does 
not require us to carry the whole at 
once. He mercifully unties the bundle, 
and gives first one stick which we are 
to carry to-day, and then another 
which we are to carry to-morrow, and 
so on. This we might easily manage 
if we would only take the burden ap
pointed for us each day ; but we choose 
to increase our troubles by carrying 
yesterday’s stick over again to day, 
and adding to-morrow's burden to our 
load before we are required to bear it. 
—./(>/#« Xrirtnn.

Why Not an Infidel
1 once met a thoughtful scholar who 

told me had read every book he could 
which assailed the religion of Jesus 
Christ, and he said he should have 
become an infidel but for three things ; 
“ First, I am a man. I am going 
somewhere. ‘To-night 1 am a day 
nearer the grave than I was last night. 
I have read all such hooks can tell me. 
They shed not one solitary ray of hope 
or light upon the darkness. They 
shall not take away the guide and 
leave me stone blind. Second, I had 
a mother. I saw her go down into 
the dark valley where I am going, and 
she leaned on an unseen arm as calmly 
as a child goes to sleep on its mother's 
breast-. I knew that w as not a dream. 
Third, I have three motherless daugh
ters. They have no protection but 
myself. I would rather kill them than 
leave them in this sinful world if vou 
blot out from it all the teachings of 
the gospel.”—/>/«/«>/< U'lii/ijilr.

Good For Fits.
For a fit ol passion, walk out in 

the open air ; you may speak your 
mind to the winds without hurting 
any one or proclaiming yourself a 
simpleton.

For a fit of idleness, count the tick
ing of a clock ; do this for one hour, 
and you will be glad to pull off your 
coat the next and work like a heaver.

For a fit of extravagance and folly,1 
go to the workhouse, or speak to the 
inmates of a goal, and you will he con
vinced.

For a fit of ambition, go to the 
church yard and read the grave-stones ; 
they will tell you the end of ambition. 
The grave will soon be your bed-cham
ber, and the earth your pillow ; cor
ruption vour father, and the worm 
vour mother and sister.

The Fall of the Christians :
An Historical Romance of Japan in the 17 th Century.

By Prof. W. C. Kitchin, Ph. D.

author There were then several thousands of ( bristians in Japan, and the attempt to ext* rmuiatt tin in 
?UJtlm most R-imminarv struggles recorded in history. The heroism of the ( hmtians, both men 
and women, and theiî fortitude under the most appalling dangers, us portrayed by Professor Kitchin, will 
enlist the sympatldes of the civilized world.
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Herbert Ward, Stanley’s Companion.
Herbert Ward, the companion of Stanley in his explorations in Africa, is ono of the few men connected with Stanley's 

African explorations who has ever returned alive from the “ Dark Continent” Mr. Ward's articles running through eight 
numbers of the “ Ledger ” are of the most intensely interesting description, and cover five years of his adventures in Africa, 
and they will be illustrated by sketches made by Mr. Ward, and by the reproduction of photographs taken by him in Africa. 
These pictures will throw much light upon the manners and customs of the hitherto unknown cannibal tribes of Africa.

Life in British America, By Rev. E. R. Young.
TUting the adventures and experiences of Rev. E. R Young, the celebrated missionary, and his wife during their residence in 

the Polar region twelve hundred miles north of St Paul, in which Dr. Young narrates how ho tamed and taught the native wild 
inHinw of the Northwest; how he equipped himself for and how ho made his perilous sledging and hazardous canoe trips 
when visiting all the Indian settlements within five hundred miles of his homo.

Nihilism in Russia, By Leo Hartmann, Nihilist.
Leo Hartmann, a fugitive from Russian authorities, has been connected with the most daring feats of the Russian Nihilists. 

Mr. Hartmann shows how the intelligent people of Russia are becoming Nihilists in consequence of the despotism of the form 
of government A participant in plots to kill the Czar, such as the blowing up of the Winter Palace, he is able to give true 
information as to how this and other great schemes were accomplished. The situation in Russia is sufficient to increase the 
love of every true American for our form of government

Into Tlischief and Out, By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.
This is a story of college life. It describes, in a graphic maimer, the troubles which overtake bright students who 

get into mischief, and their skillful manœuvres to evade the consequences of their conduct

Other Contributors for 1890 are 8
Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett.lgst
Mrs. Margaret Belaud.
Mrs. Florence Howe Hall.
Mrs. Madeleine Vinton Dahlgren. 
Mrs. Harriet Prescott Spofford. 
Mrs. Emma Alice Browne.
Mary Kyle Dallas.
Marion Harland.
Clara Whitridge.
Judge Albion W. Tourgee. 
Marquise Lanza.

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Anna Sheilds.
Josephine Pollard.
Amy Randolph.
Frank H. Converse.
C. F. Holder.
Dr. Felix L. Oswald. 
Rev. Emory J. Haynes. 
Julian Hawthorne.
Prof. W. C. Kitchin. 
Robert Grant. '

Rev. Dr. H. M. Field.
M. W. Hazeltine.
Thomas Dunn English. 
George F. Persons.
Col. Thomas W. Knox. 
Rev. Dr. John R. Paxton. 
Rev. Dr. James McCosli. 
Prof. S. M. Stevens.
Prof. J. II. Comstock. 
James Parton.
Harold Frederic.

The Character of the New York Ledger.
The New York Ledger direct* its efforts towards crowding out that trashy and injurions literature which 

is poisoning the minds of American youth. The I.edger appeals to the intelligence of the people, and depends 
for its support on that taste which prevails for innocent and amusing entertainment and healthful instruction. 
The Ledger will contain the best Serial and Short Stories, Historical and biographical Sketches, Travels, 
Wit and Humor, and everything interesting to the Household.

Subscription money can be sent at our risk by Post Office Money Order, Bank Check or Draft, or an Express Money Order. 
Send $2 for a Year’s Subscription or 5 Cents for Sample Copy and Illustrated Calendar Announcement.

ROBERT BONNER’S SONS, 2 7 William St., New York.
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For n fit of despondency, look on 
the good tilings God lias given vou in 
this world, and to those he has promi
sed to his followers in the next. He 
who goes in the garden to look for 
cobwebs and spiders w ill no doubt find 
them, while he who looks for a flower 
may return into his house with one 
blooming in his bosom.

h or all tits ot doubt, perplexity and 
tear, w hether they respect the hod\ or 
the mind, whether they are a load to 
the shoulders, the head or the heart, 
the following cure may he relied on, 
for I had it from the Great Physician ;

“ Cast thy burden upon the j .old, and 
lie shall sustain thee."

Beautiful Instance of Motherly Care.
A robin’s nest was filled with young 

ones in sight of a friend’s window. 
The mother bird was away, when a 
violent thunderstorm came up. As 
the heavy drops began to pour down 
she returned, and the little ones 
greeted her with open month, expect
ing the usual food. She pressed them 
down with her foot and sat on them 
with extended wings to shed the hard 
rain, and remained there till the storm 
was over.

Was there not a process of reason 
here? She saw the heavyAlownpoOj 
of rain, and thinking of her exposed 
children, believed they would be hurt 
or drowned without her care ; so she 
hurried hack. This is called instinct; 
hut instinct is concentrated reason 
without the process being made 
known.

The little birds were sadly disap
pointed in not getting their food, but 
it carries a lesson to children not to 
grieve because their wishes are not 
gratified it is for their good ; it may 
he the saving of their lives.—Anon.


