)| occur at home,

The Dying Sailor and the Bible.
AN affecting story in reluted of a
| young sailor who died on board a
i whule-ship in the Bouth Atlantic.
t Jumes Duboice (such was his name)
I hid been carefully reared ; but im-
i pelled by o atrong love of adventure
| und an ardent desire to see the world,
I had gone to se. The ship had mnde
| a prosperous voyage, and wus on her
way home.
i Of all the men in that ship none
N were more eluted than James, He
i Liad been ashore at the Azores, and
¥ got & few curiosities ; he had buven
| ushore at Rio and Cupe Verde Islands,
und clambered np the rocky sides of
one of the Falkland Islands; and
he felt already his mother's kiss, and
beard the cordiul welcome of friends
at home, and saw their look of wonder,
and heard their words of astonishment,
while he showed his shells and related
his ndventures to them. He spent the
whole of his middle watch in painting
with enthusiastic words the anticipated
meeting, and the scene which wonld
Poor fellow ! it was
only a waking dream with him; he
never saw his mother again.

The next day he went to work at
“ gtowing down " the oil It wus a
rough sea, and the ship pitched
heavily, 50 as to make it hard and
dangerous work to handle the casks
of oil. The last cask was stowed and
filed, and in ten minutes more the
hitches would be down. Dubaice
atood on the cask, in the main hateb-
way, and was passing a few sticks
of wood down amongst the water
casks, when the vessel rolled leeward,
a cusk of water broke from the lash-
i ings at the weather rall, and rolled
! into the hatchway where he stood, and
in one instant, hoth legs below the
knees, were literally jammed to pieces,
the hones were hroken into shivers,

We took him into the steerage, and
did the best we could to bind up his
broken limbs, and make him comfort-
able ; but we knew, and he knew, that
hin days were numbered—he must die.
That, night, as I sat by his berth and
watched with him, he was oonstautly
calling *“ Mother ! mother " Oh, it
was heart rending to hear bim in his
piteous ravings, calling * Mother !
nother ! and then he would weep like
a child because she came not. In the
morning watch he grew calm and
spoke rationally again. After giving
me his parents’ address and a message
for them, he slept a little while.
When he awoke he bade me go to the
¥ torecastle and open his chest, and un-
der the till I would find his Bible. I
| brought it to him, and he opened it at
ik the blank leaf, and looked long and
4 engerly at the name, His mother had
) given it to him when he left home, and
H on the fly-leaf was written by her
| hand, * Presented to Jumes Duboice,
i by his mother, Barah Duhaice.”
‘ « Now read to me,” said he, hand-
} ing me the book.
|« Where shall T read ¥’
§  “ Where it tells us how to get ready
§ for heaven.”
' 1 felt bewildered, and knew not

where to read ; but opening the book
at random, my eve feil on the fifty-
first Psalm, and I read to him from
that psalm till 1 came to the tenth
vers®y * Create in me a clean heart, O
God, and renew a right spirit within
re.”

*“Hold there!
want,” said be.

geritt”

That is what {
« Now, how shall I

“Pray God to give it to you for
Jesus' aake,” I nuggested.

“ Oh, yes, Jesus is the Raviour,
Shipmate, it is an awful thing 10 die;
and [ have got to go. Ob, if mother
wan here to tell me how to get ready !”
and he trembled with earnestness.
After a short of pause, during which
he seemed to be in deep thought, he
aid :

“ Do you know of any place where
it is said that such sinners as I can be
saved ¥

1 quoted 1 Tim. i. 15: “This in
s faithful saying, and worthy of all
acceptation, that Christ Jesus came
into the world to save sinners, of whom
I am chief.”

“QOb, shipmate,” said he,“that is good.
Can you think of any rore?”’

I quoted Heb. vii. 25 : * He is abla
to save them to the uttermost that
come unto God bv Him, seeing He
aver liveth to make intercession for
them.”

“That's plain. Now, if I only
knew how to come to God.”

“ (Jome like a child to his father, I
suggested.”

“ How in that ¢”

« An the child feels that his father
can help him in danger, so you are to
feel that God can help you now. And
as the child trusts his father by fleeing
to him, so you must trust Jesus by
ocasting yourself upon him.”

He luy a little time engaged in
earnest pleadings with God, as was
evident from the few words I over-
heard. Then the tears began to run
dowh his face ; his eyes opened, and &
bright smile played like s sunbeamn
over his features.

“He forgives me, and T shall be
saved,” he said, * with a voioe like the
sound of a flute for sweetness. The
day dawned —-then the sun arose
in regal splendour on the ocean. I held
his hand in mine, and I felt the death-
thrill; then he murmured, * He's
oome, He's come.”

“ Who has come "

“ Jesus,” ho whispered, and he fell
asleep.

On sped the noble ship till four
bells in the afternoon, and then we
laid the main tops to the mast and
buried him, closely sewed in his ham-
mock, in the * deep, deep sea.”

WHEN you take up a spool of cotton
or silk and read on the end, * war-
ranted” so many hundred yarde, do
not suppose that the thread is measured
when reeled. All that is regulated by
the size of the spool, consequently
much oare is taken to make it of ex-
actly the right size. The wood from
which spools are made comes from the
saw-mill in sticks about four feet long,
and from one to four inches aquare.
These are put in a machine which
turns out a long oylinder with a hole
running through the centre. A saw
then outs the stick iuto the proper
length, making what are called “‘rough”
spools. An expert can turn out 23,.
000 a day. After being sent to a dry-
ing-room, where hot air is blown
through them that they may shrink
properly, they are put into the hands
of a “finisher” tn be grooved to the
proper size, hy means of & machine
made for the purpose. When covered
with silk or ootton, spools look much
alike in sise, but the empty ones show
what & difference there is, and what a
chance there might be to cheat in the
number of yards.

HOME AND SCHOOL.

The Stolen Starling.

A LawYER had & cage hanging on
the wall in his office in which was &
starling. 1fe had teught the little
fellow to answer when he culled it. A
boy named Charlie came in one morn-
ing. The lawyer left the boy thers
while he went out for a few minutes.
When he returned, the bird was gone,
He asked, “Where is my bird?”
Charlie repliea that he did not know
anything about it. * But,” said the
gentleman : “ Charlie, that bird was in
the cage when I went out. Now tell
me all about it ; where is it 1” Charlie
declared that he knew nothing about
it; that the cage-dror was open, and
he guessed the bird had flown out.
The lawyer called out, * Starling,”
where are you $” The bird spoke right
out of the boy's pocket, *“ Here I am.”
Ah, what a fix that boy wasin! He
hud stolen the bird, and hid it, as he
supposed, in a safe place, and had told
two lies to conceal his guilt. It was
testimony that all the world would be-
lieve. The boy had nothing to say.
The bird was a living witness that he
was a thief and a lisr.

‘We have not all of us a starling, but
we have a conscienoe, not in our pocket,
but in a more secure place—in our
soul; and that tells the story of onr
guilt or our innocence. As the bird
answered when the lawyer called it,
so when God speaks our conscience
will reply, and give such testimony as
we cannot deny.

EacH little duty left undone,
The selfishucss however ¥mall,
The evil thought, which nurtured grows,
A heart all blind to others’ woes—
God sees it—all !

The little duty bravely done,
Each sacrifice, however small,
An ill-thought strangled in its birth,
The amile to cheer another's dearth—
God sees it—all !

He sees it all ! the right, the wrong!
Notbing can be too t, or -nnfl,
The feeblest effort in His name,
The sorrow, happiness, or shame—
God sees them—all !

Why Put Off?

Tusre is a legend of a hermit, who
was led by an angel into the wood,
where he saw an old man cutting down
boughs for an armful of wood. At
length he tied it up and lifted it on
his shoulders; but, finding it heavy,
he laid it down agsin, and cut more
wood, and tied this up with the rest.
Then he tried again to carry the larger
bundle away, but it was heavier still.
He kept adding wood until it was im-
possible to carry the bundle. At last,
in a denperats effort to do so, he fell
and was crushed to death. The her-
mit, seeing the old man’s folly, asked
the angel what it meant. “The old
man,” said the angel, “illustrates the
folly ¢f thoss who think they will re-
pent, but find it so hard that they get
disoouraged, and go on adding to their
sins, which year by year become greater,
while their strength becomes weaker,
until at last they die in their sins, and
where Christ has gone they cannot
come.”

How foolish it is to put off that
which we know ought to be attended
%0 at once—repeatance and friendship
with God !

¢ To-day the Bariour calle—
Olztmnow

Within thees seorod walls,
To Jesus how.”
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Lesson II.
Alcohol--Continued.

ANsweR., Alcohol is the product of
fermentation, and is obtained in uxable

and grains while they aie in the pro-
cern of decay.

Q. Is aloohol a necesst'y in a healthy
condition of animal hfel

A. Tt is not & necessity.

Q. Does alonhol permunently in-
crease ntrength 1

A. Bcience and experience unite in
saying that it does not.

Q. Dues alcohol add permanently to
the nody’s power of endurance ¥

A. It does not.

Q. Do persons who seek th possess
their highest possible physical foice,
use alcohol to this end 1

A. They do not. On the coutrary,
they du not use it at all.

Q. Can persona’do more work with
the mind by using alcobol 1

A. In the long run, they cannot do
as much,

Q. Is even the moderate use of
alcohol & good to the healthy human
system }

A. It is not.

Q. What is the ProPER use of
alcohol

A, Alcohol is a preservative and
solvent, and is necessary in the pre-
peration of medicines and in the
mechsnicsl arts.

Q. What effect does it bave when
taken into a health§ atimal body?

A. Taken in small gnantities, into
» healthy animal body, 1t is a distarb-
ing and evil sgent. Tuken in large
quantitios, it is a deadly poison.

A Touching Story.

ONE rarely moets with a more touch-
ing romance than is found in the
foliowing story, which ocomes from
Wales :

“ A number of years some
miners in exploring an old pit that
had long heen closed found the body of
a young man dressed in clothing of a
fagshion long out of date. The pe-

was such as to preserve the body so
perfectly that it appeared asleep rather
than dead. The miners were puzxied
at the circumstance. No one in the
digtrict had been minssed within their
remembrancs; and at last it was re
solved to bring in the oldest inhabitant
—an old lady long past ber eightieth
year, who bad lived single in the
village the whole of her life. On
being taken iuto the presence of the
body & strange scene occurred. She
kissed it, and addressed it by every
term of endearment. He was ber
only love; she had waited for him
during her long life. 8he knew he
had not forsaken her. The old lady
and the young man had been betrothed
sixty years before. The lover had dis-
appeared mysteriously, and she had
kept.faithful during the long iuterval.
Time had stood still with the young
man, but had left its mark on the wo-
man. The wminers who were present
were a rough set ; but very gently and
with tearful eyes they removed the old
lady to ber house, and that night her
faithful spirit rejoined ‘that of her
long lost lover.”

*We purpose giviaga series of thess Tomperanes
hiok, , will
Lu-;:-,‘: we hope, tram wp our Yugs and

quantities from fruirs and vegetables .

culiar action of the air of the mne *

QuestioN. How is alcohol obtained ¥




