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him against the Presbytery in respect to
members of this church; and the terms
“most unchristian, uncourteous, and scurri-
lous” used by him in characterising the con-
duct of the P'resbytery towards the Romish
bishop, founded upon a misconception of
the Presbytery’s meaning.”

The Rev. H. Crawford was appointed to
a?.sist Rev. A McLean in o case of disci-
line.

The Rev. W. Sinclair was appointed for
another Sablath to 1ot 14,~—then for three
Sabbaths to New London N. and Summer-
field,—thence, anless rcealled, to West St.
Peter’s, till next meeting of Y'reshytery.

The clerk was instrueted to apply for two
more laborers from the II. M. Board,—one
of whom could speak Gacelic.

Rev Messrs Sutherland and Faleoner,with
their Presbytery elders, were appointed to
procure a bill to lay hefore the Legislature
to secure the property belonging to the Bo-
dy—that bill to_correspond with the Act
passed in Nova Scotiafor the sumne purpose.
The Presbytery adjourned to meet at Queen
Square Church, Charlottetown, on the last
\C\"edncsduy of May, at 12 o’clock, a. m.—

omm.

o
Siveside Reading.

Tom's Trial.
A GOOD STORY FOX ROYS,

It was a pleasant day in that particularly
pleasant part of Summer time, which the
boys call ** vacation,” when Tiger and Tom
walked slowly down the street together.
You may think it strange that I mention
Tiger first, but I assure you Tom would not
have been in the least offended by the pre-
ference. Indeed, he would have assured
you that Tiger was a most wonderful dog,
and knew as much as any two boys, though
this might be called rather extravagant.

Nearly a year ago, on Tom’s birthday,
Tigerarrived asa present from Tom’s uncle,
and as he leaped witha dignified bound from
the wagon in which he made his journey,
Tom 1ooked for a moment into his great,
wise eyes, and impulsively threw his ars
around hisshaggy neck.  Tiger, onhis part,
was pleased with Tom’s bright face and most
affectionately licked his smooth cheeks. So
the league of friendship was complete from
that hour.

Tom soon gave his school-fellows to un-
derstand that Tiger was a dog of superior
talents, and told them that he meant to givc
him a liberal education. So when Tom
studied his lessons, Tiger too, was furnished

with a book, and, sitting by Tom’s side, he
would pore over the pages with an air of
great profundity, oceasionally gravely turn-
ing a leaf with his paw  Then Tiger was
taught to go to the Post Office, and bring
home the daily paper.  He could also carry
a basket to the baker’s for erackers and cake,
and putting his moncy on the counter with
his mouth, he would wait patiently till the
basket was_filled, and then trot faithfully
home.  Added to all these graces of mind,
‘Tiger had shown himself possessed of a large
heart, for he had plunged into the lake one
raw Spring morning, and say ed alittle child
from drowning. So the next Saturday,T'om
called a full meeting of his schoolmates,and
after numerous grand speeches to the effect:
that Tiger was a hero, as well as a “ gentle-
man and scholar,”” an enormous brass medal
was fastened around his neck, and he was
made to acknowledge the honor by standing
on his hind legs, and barking vociferously.
01d Major White had offered T'om ten dol-

larg for Tiger, but Tom quickly informed

him he “ wouldn’t take a hundred.”

But I am telling you too much about Tj-
ger, and must say a few words about his
master, who is really the subject of my story.
As I have already told you, Tom had 4
pleasant, round face,and you might live with
him & weck, and think flim onc of the no-
blest, most generous boys you ever knew.
But some day you would probably discover
that he had a most violent temper. You
would be frightened to sec his face crimson
with rage, as he stamped his feet, shook his
little sister, spoke improperly to his mother,
and above all, sorely displensed his great
Father in heaven.

To be sure, ‘Lom was soon over his pas-
sion, and was very repentant, but then he
did not remember to be watchful and strug-
gle against this great enemy, and the next
time he was attacked, he was' very easily
overcome, and had many sorrowful honrsin
consequence. Now Iam going to tell you
of one great trial on this account, which Tom
never forgot to the end of his life. AsIwas
saying a little while ago, Tiger and Tom
were walking down the strect togetherwhen
they met Dick Casey, a school-fellow of
Tom’s.

¢ Oh Dick !’ cricd Tom, “I'm going to
father’s grain store a little while. iet’s go
up in the loft to play.”

Dick had just finished his work in his mo-
ther’s garden, and was all ready for a little
amusement.  So the two went 1. together,
and enjoyed themselves highly for a long
time. But at last arose one of those trifling
disputes, in which little boys are apt to in-
dulge. Pretty soon there were angry words,
then (Oh, how sorry I am tosay it!) Tom’s
wicked passion got the mastery of him, and
he beat little Dick severcly, Tiger, who
must have been ashamed of his master, pul-



