
DOMINION CHURCHMAN.

A BOY AGAIN.
Sometimes an old man becomes a boy 

again, though too smart to diop into his 
second childhood. An illustration of 
this pleasant tendency was given, not 
many months since, by an old man, with 
several millions. a.

He was in the habit of prowling around 
the office of the insurance company in 
which he was a director. One morning 
as he was investigating, he happend to 
come across the dinner-pail of the office- 
boy. His curiosity led him to take off 
the cover. A slice of home-made bread, 
two dough-nuts and a piece of a; pie-pie 
tempted the millioipiaire’s appetite. He 
became a boy again, anti the dinner-pail 
seemed the one he had carried sixty years 
ago.

Just then the office-boy came in and 
surprised the old man eating the pie—he 
had finished the bread and dough-nuts.

“That’s my dinner you're eating 1” ex
claimed the boy, indignantly.

“Yes, sonny, I suspect it may be ; but 
it’s a first-rate one, for all that. I’ve not 
eaten so g od a one for sixty years.

“There,” he added, as he finished the 
pie, take that and go out and buy your
self a dinner, but you won’t get as good 
a one,” and lie handad the buv a five dol
lar bill.

For days after the old man kept re
ferring to the first-class dinner he had 
eaten from the boy’s pail.

A r RETT Y STORY.
In N> ule he papers tell a very pretty 

sti .j u. .l.o ^ .iv uii of Italy. It appears 
that as she was driving to the royal wood 
of Licalu the coachman mistook the road, 
and one of the gefitlemen asked a contry- 
man the way. The man, seeing the fine 
carriage and horses, and the servants’ 
livery, and all the gay company, thought 
he was being fooled. “As if you did 
not know !” he said with a big grin. The 
Queen laughed, and assured him that 
they were lost. Then only did the coun
tryman condescend to point out the way, 
after which he walked off as if fearing to 
be laughed at again.

Give him twenty francs for his trou
ble,” said the Queen to one of her escort, 
who, going after the countryman, said to 
him: “Here; my man, is a little present 
from the Queen of Italy, who thanks 
you.”

“The Queen !” cried the countryman, 
returning to the carriage. “Forgive me 
that I did not know thee. But I had 
never seen tin e before. Thou art as 
beautiful as a May rose. God bless thee.” 
And the carriage drove off.

Now, the countryman, who had once 
se. n the queen, wanted to see her pretty 
face again, and the following day presen
ted himself at the palace.

“I know her, you know,” he added 
mysteriously. “I spoke to her y ester- 
nay, and Ï want to speak to her again.”

Thinking he had to do with a madman, 
the i ortéç.was about to have the poor 
fellow arrcdwd, when the very gentle
man who had given him the twenty 
francs appeared, and, recognizing the 
man, told him to wait. He informed 
the queen of his presence. “Bring him 
here, by all means,” was her answer.

When the man was, for the second time, 
before the queen, he said: “Yes, ’tis 
thou. I thought I had seen a fairy. 
Thou art just an angel. I did not tell 
thee yesterday that I have two little ones 
without a mother. Wilt thou be their 
mpther ?”

“That I will, ” said the que n.
“Then there’s the twenty francs thou 

gavest me yesterèay. I thank thee, 
but I want no money.” And he went 
a ay, crying and smiling like a child, 
child.

The queen has adopted the two little 
ones, and they are in an institution under 
her special patronage.

THE BETTER HOME.
Most children love home; and, when 

at school or separated far from those 
they esteem, no sound is so sweet as the

sound of home. Little Charles dearly 
loved his home; but his friends, who 
knew what would be best for him, sent 
him to a boarding school, at some distance 
from his native town. The half year 
passed away, Charles sometimes thought, 
rather slowly; and the close attention he 
was obliged to pay to his books frequent
ly tired him; but he was one of his teach
er s best boys; and, being of a meek and 
gentle temper, all the scholars loved him. 
But at length the holidays were rapidly 
aprroaching, and Cha’Tes heart beat high 
with expectation and delight. There was 
the loved socie y of his mamma and papa 
at his old abode, and all his dear, dear 
brothers and sisters ; there was the beau
tiful garden and orchard, the pony and 
old dog Carlo, and indeed all the pretty 
things he could desire; and many a bright 
scheme did lie plan, and many a sweet 
anticipation did he enjoy.

But it was not to be. About a week 
before the holidays began, the poor little 
fellow was suddenly seized with a sad 
pain in his head, and a giddiness which 
affected him much. He quickly became 
worse, ai d his parents were sent for.

The doctor fearing that the illness 
might prove of an infectious character, 
all the young people were immediately 
sent to their own residences. The afflict
ed child listened, in pensive sadness, to 
the roll of the carriages, as they rattled 
over the stones, and bore his companions 
away; and often did the heavy sols burst 
f.om his aching bosom; but he had this 
hope, and it was an anchor to his soul 
amid all his grief, thal if he were called 
to die, he should go to a better home. 
As soon as C iarles saw his kind parents 
enter liis room, he burst into tears and 
exclaimed, “Mamma, I did think I should 
have seen you at home, not here-, I do 
not think I shall ever get well again; but 
I do hope I shall go to a better home.”

His mamma could not at first make 
any reply; the gloom of a sick chamber; 
the altered appearance of the boy; the 
probability that he woold soon be no 
more; all these things overcame her.

Charles wondered that she did not an
swer him, and he again said, “O my 
mamma, Jesus Christ will take me to a 
better home; will he not ?"

The good lady, almost broken-hearted, 
then replied to his question, ‘ ‘that if he 
were called hence, she ti us ted he would 
be fofnd with Jesus, and accepted in and 
through Him. ^fhe many proofs of his 
piety, which, in the days of health he had 
often shown, greatly comforted her in 
the prospect of loosing him.

Soon after this the dear child became 
insensible, and though he talked very 
fast, lie knew not what he said. A few 
hours, however, before he departed, 
while his tender mother was hanging in 
silent agony over his pillow, he revived, 
and reason pa tly returned. He gazed 
at his fondest friend, and seemed to won
der why she wept; be said tomethinç, 
indistinctly, about ^oing to his Fathers 
house, about many mansions, about holy 
angels, and a better lu une; and soon af er 
th sone gentle sigh his fetters broke;, 
there were one or two slight struggles, 
and the spirit of little Charles appeared 
before the bar of the Eternal.

Ah ! how short is time ! how near may 
be qtemity ! The body of Charles re 
mainud a lifeless corps; his sweet blue 
eyes had lost their lust* r, and the hollow
ness of death sat upon h.s countenance. 
Soon was he carried to the house appoint
ed for all living, to mingle with the dust; 
but we trust that his soul w as washed 
white as the driven snow in the blood of 
of hie Redeemer; and if so, he will “be 
forever with the L >rd.”

THE BAD CLOCK.
I have a clock on my mantel-piece. 

A very pretty little clock it is, with a gilt 
frame and a gliss to cover itr Almost 
everyone who sees it, says, “Wliat a pret
ty clock !” But it has one great defect— 
it will not run, and therefore, as a clock, 
it is perfectly useless. Though it is very 
pretty, it is a bad clock, because it never 
tells us what time it is.

Now, my bad clock is like a great many 
persons in the world. J ust as my clock

does not answer the purpose for which 
it was made—that is, to keep time—so 
many persons do not answer the purpose 
for which they were made. What did 
God make us for? “Why!” you will 
say, “He made us that we might love 
Him and serve Him." “Well, then, if 
we do not love God and serve Him, we 
do not answer the purpose foe which He 
made us; we may be like the clock, very 
pretty, and be very kind and very oblig
ing; but if we do not answer the purpose 
for which God made us, ve are just like 
the clock—bad.

Those of my readers who live in the 
country, and have seen an apple-tree in 
full blossom, know what a beautiful sight 
it is. But suppose it only bore blossom 
and did not produce fruir, you would say 
it was a bad apple-tree. And so it is. 
Everything is bad, and every person is 
bad, and every boy and girl is bad, if 
th,y do not answer the purpose that God 
made (hem for. God did not make us 
only to play and amuse ourselves, but 
also that we might do His will.

THE SLAVE-GIRL'S TEARS.
A gentleman was once passing through 

the auction mart of a Southern slave 
State, when he noticed the tears of a 
little girl who was just going to be put 
jp for sale. The other slaves of the same 
groupe did not seem to care about it, 
while each knock of the hammer made 
her shake. The kind man stopped to 
ask why she alone wept. He was told 
that the others were used to such things, 
and might l>e glad of a change from hard, 
harsh homes, bnt that she ha 1 been 
brought up with much care by a good 
owner, and she was terrified to think who 
might buy her.

The stranger asked her price. It was 
a great ransom, but he paia it down.

The tears fell fast on the signed par
chment, which her deliverer brought to 
prove to her her freedom. She only 
looked at him with fear. She had been 
born a slave, and knew not what freedom 
ment.

When the gentleman was gone, it be
gan to dawn upon her what freedom was. 
With the first breath she said, “I will 
follow him, i will follow him ; I will serve 
him all my days !" and when reasoned 
with against it, she only cried—“He re
deemed me !”

“And so,” said the servant of Christ, 
who told this story in a meeting where 
every heart was thrilled, “let it be with 
you. Serve Jesus as sinners bought 
back with blood; and when men notice 
the way you serve him, the joy that is 
in your looks, the love that is in yoar 
tone, the freedom ot your service, have 
one answer to giva—Hi; redeemed me!”

SLY SHORT HINTS FOR THE 
YOUNG.

Never neglect daily private prayer, 
and, when you pray, remember that God 
is present, and that He hears your prayers 
(I John v. 15).

2. Never neglect daily private Bible- 
rea ling, and, when you read, remember 
that God is speaking to you, and that 
you are to believe and act upon what He 
says. All backsliding begins with the 
neglect of these two rules (John v. 39).

3. Never let a day pass « ithout doing 
sometoing for Jesus. Every morning re 
ficct on what Jesus has done for you, and 
and then ask yourself, “What am I doing 
for Him I" (Matt. v. 13-16).

4. If you are ever in doubt as to a 
thing being riçht or wrong, go to your 
room and consider whether yov can do it 
in the name of Jesus, and ask God’s 
blessing upon it (Col. iii. 17). If you 
cannot do this, it is wrong (Rom. xiv.23).

5. Never take your Christianity from 
Christians, or argue, because such and 
such peop e do so and so, tha‘, therefore, 
you may (2 Cor. x. 12). You are to ask 
yourself, “How would the Lord have me 
act ?” Follow Him (John x. 27)

6. Never trust your feelings, or the o- 
pinion of men, if they contradict God ■ 
Word. If authoriti s are pleaded, still 
“let God bo true, but every man a liar” 
(Rom. iii.4).

BIRTHS MARRIAGES and DEATHS
Not Exceeding Four Lines, Twenty-five Cents

MARRIED.
Morley—Jackson.—On October 6th, at 

Herald Angel Church, West Mono, by 
the Rev. Alexander Henderson, B.A., 
assisted by Rev. W. Hoyes Clark, M. 
A., O. B. Morley, at present taking 
clerical duty in West Mono Mission, 
to Annie E., second daughter of 
llobt. Jackson, Esq., of Mono.

Opening of the 
Colleges.

Students wanting their winter 
outfit of

CLOTHING :& FURNISHINGS 
Will receive the usual

I.IBEKAIi DISCOUNT

At our establishment. The stock 
is this season larger and more at
tractive than ever before.

R. J. HUNTER,
Merchant Tailor, and Men's Fur
nisher, Cur King A .Church Sts., 
Toronto.

An Era In Sunàay-îchool Music.
“Spiritual Songs for the 

Sunday School ”
BY Rev. CHAS S .ROBINSON, D D-,

Author of “Bongs for the Snnctuaay,” etc. 
Scud 25 cent* to Scribner & Co., 743 Bread 

way, New-York, for a specimen copy of this 
new Sunday-school hymn and tune book, con
taining 200 quarto peges, beautifully bound 
in red cloth with cover linings. Issued in 
July last ; second edition (90,000) now 
ready. It bas been said of it that "It mark* 
the high tide of reaction from the Mother 
Goose era of Sunday-school hymnolopy."

THE ' EPISCOPAL REGISTER"
Says it “contains many of the beet hymns in 
the English language, with tunes appropriate 
trom well-known composers. The book ia 
beautifully gotten up.”

THE NEW YORK ''TIMES"
Says : “If children are to sing in praise of 
their Maker, it is wiser that they should be 
taught what is really good musie. Here it le 
of the very best character.”

AN ENGLISH LADY—
(Clergyman’s daughter)—seeks a re-engagement 
as governess. English, French, Music. Address 

P. O., Box «a, Exeter, Ontario.

J. H..LOEMAN,
Manufacturer of

Memorialed Mounting Stationery
Hair Jewelry and Wax Flowers.

Photographs Enlarged
And finished In Oil, Water Colors, India Ink er 
Crayon. Picture Frames and Mouldings, Window
Cornices, Ac.

>3- ALL WORK QUARANTE*®.

247 YONGB STREET-

The Leaflet of Sunday Teaching,
A for younger, ■ tor older eoholara

The republication in Canada of VoL IL of IMi 
all-known series, containing lew One on the 
ter historical bool e of the Old Testament 
sripturea, end on the later POSttas os-thu 
huroh fcatecb'sm, with «pedal feaons forth# 
lirlattan seasons, will commence previously to 
lV60t- - — —. .. .This work Is now In course of republication In 
n gland by the 8. P. C. K.
Abo, of Leaflets tor the Little Once for «ask 
inday of the Christian year—the only series as
it published.
For specimen copies, etc., address

LEAFLET OFFICE. St Catharines, 
Ont. Canada-


