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Then and New.
BY LAURA E. BJOHARDS.
invented guoppwder, -
W"I!‘l‘;:yt&?xg most dreg fulprhings wish it,

bley up popes and parliaments
Th& a:'pe&x?s and kings with it. ’

They put on funny hats and boots,

Amr skulked about in cellars, oh !

With shaking shoes they laid a fuse,
And blew it with & bellows, oh !

They wore great ruffs, the stupid muffs!
(At least that’s my opinion) then ;
Andsaid, ‘“ What ho!” and ** Sooth, ‘tisso 1”
And called each other * Minion!” then.

Bub.now the world has turned about,

ive hundred years and more you see ;
Andfolks bave learned a thing or two ’

They dig not know before, you see.

So nowadays the powder serves
To give the boys a jolly day,
And try their Auns Loyisa’s REryes,
And make a genera) holiday.

In ogen day we blaze awa
“With popguns and withxcra.ckers, oh!
With rockets bright we crown the night,
(And some of thewm are whackers, oh 1)

And “pop!1”and “fiz1” and
“whizl”

Sounds louder ;t' I and 1
And that's the vmy11 waenuuotod-ﬁ? b

The ftunny guony-powder, ob |
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“GOSPRL, TEMPERANCE.

ﬁé:‘ﬁ“ reat Endesvour Convention in
ufd‘t‘i?" ¢ity, Hon. John G. Woolley
™ 18 ¥mofig other good things :

" iree millions of Christian men are to
thicod, csontly, and- there are but two
the hufﬂ‘?:hin in the contest—namely, that
i ristian men can define the issue and
th:gmine it, and that the saloon will carry
cotise b 04 decorate its bar with Christian
ok e;c! fices spitted Hke reed birds on a
an &‘;il‘;‘nghl . f“(}n(:spel temnperance” is
&pt‘xt?‘y{ the of talk upon a glacier of
‘Gospel temperance” is eongested at
:1}11:&11‘1,“16 end of the siubject. 'l‘i:\is is, for
oin hoe, the Fxlden age of patent medi-
ful}“.f y he windowa of the apothecary are
reli of the sure cures for drunkenness, and
te luﬁ and reform newspapers fairly
bt ;2 Over ome another recommending
g Etéit.‘:l::s ::l‘ tegeneration by hypodermic
a .

thres thoussnn c;;rr-‘w;a ;mt one drunkard in
ou cbuld a4 well tr{ to cure a runaway

0186 by pilinting the barn a quiet col
a8 16 cilre an u by the
ekin Br:mmwﬁrepenmxt drm&ard by the

“Din nkﬁgness is #in, not the only on
tREWENE T would as liof stagng f: rtll?:
?hof huvmdmnkmdinngaunuobcr,

AR

elpanly, dainty, natty hypocrite; I would as
willingly roll inte judgment limp with
alcohol as & calm, clean sgcomplice of tha
saloon.

The same Congress that refuses even to
consider the ravages of the liq.upr nfaﬁic
appropriates $100,000 a year to investigate
hog cholera—$100,000 outlay to save swine
from infection, $100,000,000 income to
spread contagion in the way of boys |

In local option, which is the fas:hlgmgble
tint this spring in political Christianity,
there is jusi a gleam of hupe for boys, but
measured by the wrong it would correct,
that remedy is infinitesimal and almost
contemptible.

The temperance lecturer leaves no doubt
that alcohol is poison. The preacher
shows that to both body and soul alcohol is
poison. The court analyzes the virus of
the soul and pronounces it poison. The
legislature does the like and reports poison.
Then they all go for more virus to analyze,
and comntence all over again. No wonder
that temperance is marked * optional” on
your lesson leaves ; the thing is threadbare.
It has often happened in New York city
that a man has lain aside the linen apron
of the bar for the ermine of the bench.

The need of the world is men, wholesome,
well nourished, well trained, well armed,
well accoutred, stalwart, confident soldiers
of Jesus Christ, like you.

While the church steeples stand for high
license they do nat point to God. A ship
that lands in Afriea to put ashore two
missionaries and 60,000 gallons of New
England rum carries hell there, not the

Gospel.
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" THE BIBLE.
BY REY. WM. BURNET WRIGHT, D.D.

““FATHER,” said Mary, ‘‘ why is it called
‘the Bible’ 1 What does ‘ Bible’ mean ?”

“Bible” comes from a Greck word which
means ‘‘book " or *‘library.” People for-
get that the word is a plural and fancy
““the Bible” means ‘‘ the book,” as if there
were only one, and all parts of the Bible
had been written at the same time, like
Webster’s Dictionary.

Until more than two hundred years after
Christ, if you had asked for ‘‘the Bible”
no one would have known what you meant.
During all that time peoplo called the Old
Testament *‘the Holy Seriptures,” or
“the Writings,” or ‘‘the Law and the
Prophets,” and the New Testament they
called ““The Writings of the Apostles.”
At last a man named Tertulian, who lived
in Africa, and who wrote_a great deal about
the Scriptures, fell to speaking of them as
““the books.” Soon others began to speak
of them in the same way; and now for
hundreds of years they hive been called
“the Book ” or ¢ the Dible.”

It is not easy to change a name that
has grown familiar unless there is a good
reason for the change. 1f you were a boy,
and your name was Charlie, it would be
hard to get your mother and me and the
boys and girls to call you Willie, just be-
cause some one wished us to. But sup-
pose you came to school some day with
a new cont having four rows of gilt buttons,
egch as big as a silver dollar, and some one
cried out, *There comes Buttons,” the
boys might call you ‘‘Buttons” till they
forgot your real name. Just mo people
came to say ‘‘ the Bible ” or ‘“ the B ook "
and this is what they meant. When mother
says, ‘‘Let us go into the dining-room,”
you know exactly what she means. There
are thousands of dining-rooms in Toronto,
but you kuow which one she means—not
Mr. Browu’s nor Mrs. Green's, but ours;
yours and mine. That is the reason why
1t has come so naturally for everyone to
call ““the Bible” by its_present name.

That man in Africa who died so long ago
felt that these writings were Liis books ; and
when you know what is in them you will
feel that they are your books. 8o every-
budy calls them ** the books,” because they
are everybody’s books. That is not true
of any others that were ever written. Some
families have in the house a medicine closet.
Wihen anyone is sick they go to it, and
find there whatever medicine is neoded.
The Bibile is such a medicine chest.. There
used to be a pantry in my father'’s house,
full of all manner of good things, All the
apples, nuts, oranges, and figs we children
ﬁ:t came out of that Eantry. 1t had a noisy

k that you could hesr a great way when
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the key was turned. Wherever we were
Playing, if we heard that click, we children
dropped everything and rushed ap staira
or down to reach the charmed door hefora
it could be locked again.- 1 do not think
mother. could. have entered that pantry gh
midnight without some of us ghildren hasg.
ing her and whooping to the rest -ta run,
We always got something good if we were
not too late. We called it * the pantry.”
There werp twenty other pantrics in the
house, whieh was a large one with no end
of closets. There wak the cedar closet, the
linen closet, the china closet and the cloak
closet, and the pantries ; but to us children
none of them could be meant in speaking
of ‘““the pantry.” That was because we
knew what was in it. So no one w1.10
knows what is in the Bible can ever mis-
take when it is called ** the Book.”
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THE SIGN OF THE GLASS AND
BOTTLE.

It had been ahot June day. Old Richard
Hill (the Methody chap, some had nick-
named him) was coming home tired and
weary from his work, when a sad-looking
girl met him.

‘* Mother is very bad,” she said ; ‘“‘and
I am going to see if 1 can get lLier some
medicine, but how I am to pay for it I
don’t know. And baby is so ill; he is

bound to die before night, the neighbours
Ba Eh

y.
Richard Hill paused. He had three
shillings in his pocket, his hardly-earned
wages, but he took them at ence out of a
corner of his red pocket-handkerchief, and
he told the child to pay the chemist with
them, and to get a little tea as well. Then
tired and old as he was, he turned round
and began to trudge along afresh to the
child’s home. It was a long bit out of his
way, and the shadows began to fall across
the road ; the rooks were cawing and flap-
ping their wings overhend. Once a sound
of riotous voices came across the evening
air, and then Richard Hill, looking up,
saw he was near the worst-kept inn in the
place. He had just reached the tall sign-
post, when some half dozen nen, sitting
smoking and drinking, caught 8i ht of him.
¢ Here'’s Methody Dick ! urrah, old
Dick! Come along, and we'll wash your
old throat for you!” .

Richard Hilf stopped. He leant on his
stick. -~

“Haven’t | a word to say for the Master?”
he thought ; but he was so tired that he
could only remain silent.

Silent, was he? No ; for a prayer, not
heard in the drunken riot before him, was
heard high up in the courts of heaven;
and the angel faces above must have smiled
their radiant smile when Richard’s words
were spoken on earth.

“Can’t you tip us a word, old Methody 1
We'll tip you a glass in "change,” and then
the ringleader laid his tipsy, shaking hand
on the old man’s collar. Then Richard
Hill stood up strong and fearless, the
moonlight full on . his tired face, on his
white hair, on his clear, true eyes.

* What shall a man give in exchange for
his own soul?” he cried. *‘The devil's
exchange of drink and sin and vice here,
and hereafter hell, the place of torment
and wailing. The Master, blessed be his
name,” and he reverently bent his head,
‘tig callinﬁ one soul, hard by, home to-
night ; and would God he had ealled you
all too, before you had begun to bargain
with the devil as you are now doing.”

Some of the men slunk back to the inn,
some sang snatches of low songs; but a
young lad, who had only just joined the
**Glass and Bottle” company, slipped un-
noticed down the lane after Richard IIill.

¢ Master,” he cried in a trembling voice,
“T am not worthy to be—"

But Dick placed his hand on the lad's
shoulder.

“The kingdom of heaven is at hand,”
he said in his kind way, and he led the
boy to a cottage where a blind was drawn
across ity one window.

‘“The Master has called her,” the mother
said, sobbing. But later on when Richard
Hill and his new friend were together and
alone, he added, ““The Master has called
one soul to his work in heaven, and
another to his work on earth; eh, my
son "’

And the youth before him on his bended
knee anewered with an earnest * Amen,”
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~ IR PAYS TO PQ YOUR DUTY.

Qrx the arthernmost pavt of the mainland
of Hollangd thera is a point extending nin®
toileg, unprotected by any natuml;}mmeé'
from the sea. More than two hundre o

rears ago the Hollanders undert k tne .

tic task of raising dykes of-0

apd stone ; and naw bohind the she ¥
the embankmgnt pumerous villages
tawns are safe. from their powerful enemy:
he sea. The spive of Alkmond, a town 0% .
10,000 inhabitants, i on a level with ﬂ;g;
top of the d¥ke. A waster is appointed t0.
oversee the workmen wonstantly employed
in watching the dykes., A century agoone
November night a Berce-gale was blowing
from the northwest, and was increasing in
fury every minute. The dyke master had
planned to go to Amsterdam. It was the
timne of the spring tide. He thought of the
dyke. Shall he give up his pleasant trip to
Amsterdam? The dyke ! The urgency of
his visit is great ! But the dyke! Inclina-
tion against duty. It is six o'clock. The
tide turns and rises. But at seven o’clock
the stage starts for Amsterdam. Shall he
go? A struggle: his inclination is to g0}
Lis duty is tp remain. He looked up a} the
wild and fast inereasing storm, and he
decided to go with all speed to his post.

When he reached the dyke the men, twW0
hundred in number, were in utter and al-
most hopeless confusion. The storm had
risen to a hurricane. They had used up
their store of hurdles and canvas in striving
to check the inroads of their relentless fae.
Then they shouted, ¢ Here's the master
Thanks be to God | All right now ! The
master placed every man at his post ; and
then a glorious battle commenced—the
battle of men agaiust the furious ocea®.
About half-past eleven the cry was l\eurfl
from the centre, ** Help ! help I * What'8
the matter ¥ * Four stoues out at once |
““Where!” ‘“Here!"” .

The master flung a rope around his waisb;
four men did the same. Forty i .ds held
the ends of the ropes as the five glided down
the sloping side of the dyke. The waves
buffed and tossed them, bruising their limb8
and faces; but they closed the breach, and
were then drawn up. Criesforhel)wereissu-
ing from all quarters. ‘‘Isthere any more
canvas?’ ‘““All gone.” “Any more hurdles?’
‘““All gone.” ‘“Off with your coats, men, and
use thein tor canvas !” shouted the master,
throwing off his own. There they stood, half
naked, in the rage of the November storm.

1t is now a quarter to twelve o'clock. Only-
half an inzh higher and the sea will rush
over the dyke, and not a living soul will be
left in all north Holland. The coats are all
used up. The tide has yet to rise till mid-
night.  ““Now, my men,” said the master,
‘“‘we can donomore. Down on your knees,
every one of you, and wrestle with God.’
Two hundred men knelt down on the shak-
ing, trembling dyke, amid the roar of the
storm and the thunder of the waves, an
lifted up their hands and hearts to him who
could say to the waves, **Be still | And,;,ﬂs
of old, he heard them, and saved them ou of -
their trouble. The people of Alkmond werd.
eating and drinking, daneing and siy ,msf,;
and knew not that there was but a quarter 24,
an inch between them and death. A countr¥
was saved by one man’s decision for dut¥s:

Young man, it ‘* pays ”—truly it *‘pays .
now and then, and as it will for all time~—
for you to do your duty.—Times of L
Sreshing.
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TRUE BRAVERY.

BETWERN twenty and thirty years agos’
three little English boys were amusing’
themselves together in a wood lodge oné’
summer forenoon. Suddenly one of them?
lovked grave and left off playing. ‘1 hav#
forgotten something,” he said, ‘1 forgok’
to say my prayers this morning ; you m ﬂi
wait for me.” He went quietly into a c0F%
ner of the place they were in, knelt dow¥
and reverently repeatod his mo! j
prayer. Then he returned to the othef#¥
and was soon merrily engaged in pW¥F
again. This brave boy grew up to b‘.’;
brave man. He was the gallant Capt#i®
Haummond who nobly served his (Jue
and country, till he fell headlong lﬁﬁd’,‘gg
on his men to the attack on the Redan r
the siege of Sebastopol. He was & faitBl
ful soldier to his earthly sovereign, T
better still, a good soldier of Jesus Ohrig¥
never ashamed of his service, ever
to fight his battle, C




