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of them so much of the real milk of human kindness
s& there is in any one of yourold blue deacons heys.”

¢ This ynbelief, which is 8o rife awong us, which
lends some to doubt the resurrecsion of the dead and
others try to disbe ieve it aud by which seek to justify
thomasolves for living as thoush it were no.sin to ignure
the mission of life, is demoralizing and destractive.
Negation and denial have a tendency te make men ast
as though hife ‘vere unreal and frivolous and the grave
its goal. Our Christian congregations are called upon
to oppuse to the negative, the pusitive; to the destruc-
tive, the coustructive; to frivolousness, earnestuess; to
the dendening influences of doubt, the vitalizing in-
fluences of faith and of leve for Christ.

THE NEXT BEST THING.

. “Mr. Moncton,” said my grandmottier, *I have no
wood to burn to-day. What shall I do?”

**Oh, send Lomsa round to pick up some,” said the
good man, making a stride towards the door.

. ““But she has picked up all she can find.’

“Then let her break up somu old stuff.?

“But she has broken up all the old stuff already.”

+*Oh! well, then, do the next best thing—I must be
off,” suid the farmer; and off he was, whistling as he
went, and no doubt wonderiug in his heart what the
next thing would turn out to be.

Noon came, and with it came my grandfather and
four hungry Iaborers. My grandmother swod in the
kitchen, spinning on her great wheel, and singing a
pleasant little ditty; Louisa was scouring  in the back

roun, and the cat purring on the hearth before a black
and fireless chimnney, while the 1able was set in the
middle of the rvomn ready for duner, with empty
dishes.

“Well, wife, here we are,’
cheurfully.

*So I see,” said she placidly.
good morning in the cornfield?”

“Why, yes. so-so. Bu% where is the dinner?’

*‘In the pot on the dourstep. Won't you see if it is
donu?”’

Aud on the doarstep, to be sure, sat the great iron
Eot, nicely coverad, but net Ieoking particalarly steamy.

Iy urandfather raised the cuver, and there lay 2l the

ingre licats of a nice boilel dinner—overything placed
in the nicest manner, and all the vegetables as raw as
they had ever been. My grandinther starsed, and my
grandmother joined another roll of her yara upon her

said my grandfather,

“Have you had a

dist f and began another verse of her soug,
“Why, woman, what does ,this mear? began my i
ir;x;}dfather. indignantly. This dinner isn't cooked at
**Daxr me, i3 it not?
this four hours,”
“*Set in the sun i
“Yes, you told mo to try the next best thing to have |
a fire, and I thought setting my dinner in the sun was,
about that.” i

Why, 1t has set in the sun

§

“Won’t you have some bread and .cheese before you
go?” asked my grandmother, gonerous iu her vietory,
as women always are. And su she gained the day.

HOW IT HAPPENED,

Some of our exchanges have received the following
old but good stury:

A number whopoliticians of were seekingoffice under
the government, were seated on a tavern porch talke
ing, when an old toper named Johu D , @& per-
son who was very loquacious when ‘cotned, but was
exaotly opposite when sober, said that is the company
had no objection, he wovld tell them a story. They
told him to ‘‘fire away™: whereupon he spoke as fol-
lows:

A certrin king—I don’t recollect his name-—had a
philosopher, upon whose judgment he always depend-
ed. Now, it so happened that one day the king took
it into his head to gv hunting, and after summoning
his nobles, and making the necessary preparations, he
summoned his philosoper, and asked nim if it would
rain. The philosopher told him it would not, and he
and his nobles departed.

While journeying along they met a countryman
with & jackass. He advised them to turn, “for it will
certainly rain,” said he  They smilea contemptuously
upon him and passed on.  Before they had gone many
wiles, however, they had reason to reygret not having
tuken the rustic’s advice, as a heavy shower coming
down, they were drenched to the skin, When they
had returned to the palace, the king reprimanded the
philosopher severely.

‘T met a countryman,’ said he, ‘and he koows a
great deal more about it than you), for he told me ib
would rain, whereas you told me it would +.0t.’

The king gave him his watkiog papers, and sent for
the countyman, who suon made his appearance.

‘Tell we, said the king, how did you know it was
gong to rain?”

‘I’ didn’t know,’ said the rustie, ‘my jackass told
me. .

‘How, prav, did he tell you? wsked the king.’

By pricking up his ears, your majesty,’ returned
the Tuskic.

The king sent the countryman away, and procuring
the jackass trom him, he placed him— the jackass—
in the office the philosopher had filled. Aund here
[observed John looking very wise] is where the king
made a very great mistake.

‘How so? inquired the auditors eagerly.

‘Why, ever since that time every juckass wants an

el

Suid the late Hugh Stowell Brown at the conclusion
of one of his lectures: *“Now 1've done, and when I've
done 1 sit down. That's u thing many men have yeb
to learn to do. 1 don’t make ‘Perorations,” and I don’t

like them. Take my advice—whenever you see a man

My grandfather stood doubtful for a moment, but getting red in the face and striking an attitude, you

linally his sense of humor overcame his sense of injury, ;
and hoe laughed aloud. Then picking up his hat, he;
said—

make tor the door. Yuu may bs surs the balloon is fill-
ing, and it may explode. Some of my young friends
will excuse me it 1 disappoint any expectations they

“Come, boys. we might as well start for the woods. may have had of an explosion, but I always sit down

We shall have no dinner until we have carned it, I iwhen 1 have done, and, havin
perceive.” - seat.”

g now, I resume. my



