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HOME AND SCHOOU.

The Little Maid’s Sermon,

A LITTLE maid, in a palo bluo hood,

In front of s large brick building stood.
As gho passed along her quick oyo spied
“omo words on a little box inscribed ;
*['was a box that hung i tho vestibuile,
Outsitlo tho door of the Charity School.

**REMEMPER THE PooR!” wore tuo words
shie spellcd,

Then lookod at the dimo her small hands
held.

For chiocolate croams ware frosh that day,

In tho storo jus. only across tho wayl

But gleams of victory shono n'er her face,

As sho raised hor eyes to the *monoy place.”

Rut her arm was short and the box so high,

That a gentleman heard, who was passuiy
Ly,

** Please, sir, will you lift me just so snuch ?*

{For the tiny fingers could almust touch,)

Tho stranger stopped, and ho quickly stood

By tho aweot-faced child, in the pale blue
hood.

As he lift>< fier, sho gontly said,
“Would you mind it, eit, if you turned your
head?

Fr ¢, you knoiv, X do not want to be

Like a proud, stuck. «up old Pharisce I

He huwmoured the iittls maid, Lut a swile

Played o'or his face, as ho stood thore the
“wwhile,

** Exot 80 mo, ¢hild ; but what did you say?™

The gentlenan asked, in w courtoous way,

As ke took in bLis the wee, white hand,

[ believe I didu’¢ quite undepstand.”

*Oh] sir, don't you know? Havs you never
read,” i

Said the ch'ﬁld, smazed, * what our Saviour
sald?

““IVo shouldn't give like those bypocrite
men,

Who stood in the market-places then,

And gave their alms, just for folks to tel},

Because they loyoed to bo praised so well, -

But give for Christs sake, from our little
store,

What ouly bo socs, and nobody more.

**GGood-bys, kind sjr, this is my way home;
I'm sorry you'll have to wrlk alone.”

The geutleman pa,ssed along, and thonght
of Inrg,o sums given for fame jt Vrought.
And ho eaid, “* I never agoin will be,

In the mu.rket -places, & Phlriseo!

Sho preached me a sermon, trus sad-po0d —
That dear lite malid, id the pale biue hood ”

~Congregalionalist.
.

A Terrible Night.

BY MiS. 3. E. BRADLEY.
Howuas Daseow lod mede up his
mind to go to 8éd. His father, svho
was & wealtby wkrcliang, and- wished
his son to sicceal him ju ms ‘bisiness;
had made vp his wind tho other way,
Naturally there- wns a good deal of

unpleasantness when. the sibject was
discussed.

“Let him try one voyage,” ske-said,
“and thut will probably be enough.
for him.”

Bu* his-father rafused:

“1 et him: lmn obediénce,” he said,

“a-d give.up' hxs foolish, headstrong
notlons. He may as well do it first
as Jast

Holman set his fecth togother with,

angry determination when ho heard
this.

“Good night, raother,” ho said, and’

stooped to kiss hor as he left the room.

feom-it.

“Good night, dear,” she answered
lovingly, and whispered in his car:

“Don't vex your father auy longer
about this matter. [t is vight for you
to obey Inm.  T'ry to do what 1s right,
dear boy, and wat patiently. It may
all como out as you wish n the end.”

But Holman had no notion of pa-
tient waiting. He was sixteen ycars
old, and ho was tived of going to
school, and liated the thought of being
a clerl in his father's office.

“There's no use in waiting,” he said
to himself. “I wmoan fo be a sailor,
aud I dor’t mean to spend my days
over ledgers ahd aicount-books. That's
all there is about it; and there’s no
time like now ”

Ho put on his hat and went out of
the house.

“Tet him walk off his temper,” his
father said, when he heard the hall-
door shut behind him.

His motlier did not answer, but her
heart was heavy, and it grew more
aid more so as hours passed by and
her boy did not return. Bed-time
came, then midnight, then morning—
but Holman did not come, nor did
any tidings of him, though his father
scoured the town in search of him.
Weeks passed away, and months were
added up ; still there was no noews of
the missing boy. Gray streaks began
to show in his mother’s hair; deep
wrinkles gathered on his father's fore.
heod 5 the hobse wes like-a- grave, it
wag 80 tad and silent. And people
began to say poor Mrs. Jarrow would
ot live long if her sop did not come
back.

Hcr gon, meanshile, was learning
the lesson that to have our own wilful
way does not make peaplé happy ; far
In bis anger dud-obstinucy
he bad gone to sen., a green hand,
knowing noblnng of tho work he wpuld
have to do, nnd less of the hardships
ho would have to suffer: It-was not
loug before e discovered that a sailor's
life— _

4 lifo on the occan waye, )
-And a bomo on the rolling decp—

{ was much pleasinterto read about-in’

stories .of adventuro than to reslize-in
oné's.own:person. Ho aid not- enjoy
..eafswknws, or salt pork, or the rough-
trentment that be. recened. He was
uttcrly wnetched, -in fm:t, 80 much-so
that he wad almost ready -to jump
averboard, and thus put i end to his
misery. But whied le. shpped on the
wet. deck;.one stormy night, and fell

4 overbonrd, he found that life was déar |-
His mother ‘wichéd to Zompromise -

to.him still, unbappy-os he was. The-

.wind was Llowing a gale, and the ship

flew aivay from: hun like .o bird. The

| sailors-threw out a.rope, hoping that
{-he might cateli-it ; and. Holman .saw
the bluck line: ngmnst tho pale.moon--

light thet was. just struggling out after
the raiti; but hs was to -far away to
reach it.  In o minute it had-vanishéd,-

the ship.had sped far away, and the .

boy was tossing like a:leaf ¢n the wide

ocran, with no hope or prospect of |
‘| There is-no reality here,”

salvation.
Can you imagine how ho felt in that

tervible howr? What unavailing re-
morse entered into his soul, what
longing thoughts of his mother and
the happy home he had forsaken, tor-
mented him; what fear and dread
appalled his spirit, as he swaited for
tho waves to swallow hiw up, and his
guilty soul to stand beforo its Maker!

It is not easy to describe such an
experience ; but Holtaan Darrow tells
1ty now and then, to soms wilful boy
who rebels against authority, ns a
warning. God was merciful to him
in his oxtromity, and he was rescued
by u pussing -steamer, aftor ho had
given up all hope. He raturned to
lis parents mn time to save his. mother
from a broken heart, and his life sinco
has proved hir repentanco. He is
only anxious now to ¢ obey his parents
in the Lord,”" and to show, by lus up-
right Chriztian life, his gratitude for
a great deliverance.

What Christians they would:
Make !

How do we know but that thé in.
tengity of religious enthusinsm needed
to speedily- bring this world to. Christ
we aro to find‘in the Orient? Dennis
Qsborne, in his book on India and Iis
“Millions, tells-us of a famous Yogi,
who-sits upon o stone on the banks of |1
‘the sacred Ganges, and has been sib
‘ting thers for more than fifty years,
‘without house-or shelter of any kind.

“Through the torrid, scorclnng heat,

Lhrough ‘the freezing cold and drench-
‘ing rain, there he has been sitting for
half a century, until-his head is. v.hwe
and his eyes are swhtlcss, and his form
i bent with age. Tbrough thé fearful
days-of the Sepoy rebiellion e loft
not his plncc, but. calmly braved the
cruelty of the Dbloodtlitaty’ hordes
who ransacked the nexghl‘ounng city.

He is x\orslnppy,d as-a god snew, and,
he is exceedingly polite and gentle..
| visiting the . -people. Thres or four

.Dennjs Osborno inquired-:.
“\Why do you sit hera $”
Hleo answered: 4To meditats on

| hiny who is ahove §¥

#But -i8 - he-adh every'svhere pre--
- Cbr;st. ‘Ewo-of -the number are Lro-

sent$”
s Trpe/ ho-replied ; 4but we nebd

eyes to b bim, and - gars: fo hear lns
| kinigdor - of Ghnst. In-one of these

4 s btwlm;xd and Either, noy Imppy in

voice?

4 How arg: thesp t46.be- obtamedf’

« By. shutting our- 6565 -and. cars to

the world,”

“And: dm he commummte bimsgif
{thenk Goa, w;th ‘tenys- oi Joy, that he .

“ Qertainly he:does. He spenks to:

‘to you $¥ v

me by day ; apd:by mght. ‘Whilo.othor

voices are fn.llm_g on -your ears, his,

voice is"in my: cars 3 ~while.other sights
fall on your- vzsxon; he reveals hunself

to me” * :
© «What is. you: ultimate hopo -and
‘wigh$”

~ «X have neither hope nor wish. T

am satlsf' ed to Lo absorbed in-hin.”

#-Have You no interest'in thisworld .

——no.ties of, affection 37
“None. Tho world is = .delusion.

% Do you nover fecl afraid ¢*

fmty-hyo miles from Escanaba, Michi-,

‘| that was in progress there, in tho

.dnncmg, progressive euchre, and thea-

‘or in any iay enc;oura"mg it. Upon

‘rocenitly spent neavlya week in ho

"church,
‘tovénanted: together o regularly en-
| mmge b immly and. geciet prajer; to

‘'soerificing Christian, is 6f more velus

- - - C e e~ -

“ Afraid of what?
harm wmet"

* But do you not feol the inclemoncy
of thoe weather or thoe need of rest1”

“T have no feeling but in contem-
plating him who is nbove.” i

Dennis Osborne, himself a native oi
Indin, told that old man of Cne who
said :

“Come unto me all yo that are
wenry and houvy-laden, and I will ~ive |
you rest.” N

Notlung can

What One Young GChristian
Did.
MgrroPoriTAN i8 & mining town,

gon. The peoplo of that place have
for seven years had glinost no gospel
privilcgesutho noarest miunister living
in Escanaba. Ono year ago a young
lady of that place was vnsmng friends'
at Jron Mountmn, and in the rgvival

Presbyterian church, sho was brought
to Ghrist. The work was -thorough.
She had always been very fond of

tre-going. But when she found Christ
and his love, she found. ‘something
better than these things, and her love
for ‘them was lost. Returmn" homo,
with her Bible and the Ho]y Spirit
U3 "uulcs, she gave.them all:up, and
reasoning and entreaties from her
cld assobidtes could not induce her to
retum to them, She started a Sunday-
schivol i the schoolhouse. The cour-
nge and graco required to do this is
best appréciated by thosb who know
the character of a mining-town; nnd
the opposmon shie met, especmlly from
tlie Romin Citholics, whom the priest
forbade- attending the Sunday-school

the request of this sistér, the Rev.
¢ H Tyw}all and: wife, of Esc.maba,

placs, holding. gospel. services and

biickslidden professors wero ‘brought
into lgvmg service: for tlie Master
Twenty-fous ot«hers—-ﬁiteen from tho
Sugrday -§glool—professad faith in -

thers to the iéter imentioned. Some
w}aole fomilies are: brought. intp the

Cﬁnst, had- the prepumtxons 2l ‘made
fo “5A0R - open- ‘saloon in ‘the place.
C}mstma mothers 'md fathers now

lad fijs-servant: to.,atnrt and. majntain
9 ;Sundny-whool n tbe)r co.rcless and
Chiistess- place. Tnetho a.bsenoo of a
twenty cxght ‘persons. .have

study ‘the Blble to-attoird a weelly |
pnyer-mcetmg, nndxtake park; tolovo :
and encourage ono another, and fry to
‘bring the others, . who are nlmost per- -
sudded,. to.a knowledge of Clmst. :
One year of sarvice - by a loving, self- 113

‘to the world than the wholo lifo of o’
thousand worldly-minded professors.
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