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What is His Name?

BY MARIANNE FARNINGHAM,
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Ilg sat within u crowded place,

And none guessed how his heart was stirred ;
He lifted up a placid face,

And, wishful to learn, he heard

In patience every speaker’s word.
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And was it strifo, or was it peaco?
Tho man had faith in God and prayer;
1is longing was, ** Let discord cense,
Nor hate nor wrong be anywhere,”
Aud then he left with God.the care.

For peace and love and righteousness .
His voice was certain, if not loud,

His hand was raised all inen to bless;
And, thankful for each lifted cloud,
He passed und vanished in (he erowd.
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His step was firm along the street,
Few recognized him as he went
Swiftly, us he sought retreat,
To where his duily life is spens;
And he lives on in glad content.
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Whois he? You shall search in vain
Placards and newspapérs to see

His noine, o common one, and plain;
No man of public speech is he;

. Few know ull he can do and be.
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And yet by this he may he known,
Serene and brave, gentle and strong
Is he, not for himself alone
Ton- He lives, bat loves and suflers long,
And tights relentlessly with wrong,
but .
All weak things give him perfeet trast ;
He understands their pleading eyes;
They know him tender, true and just,
With cars to hear the sad world's cries,
Avs a kind heart by love made wise,
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WO All base things sl.eink from him with fear;
Meanuess and greed and ealumny
Creep out of sight when he is near;
He stands confessed the enemy |
Of selfishness and tyrunny.
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Lowly and meck, rud pure in heart,
A peacemaker, aud merciful,

He does in faithfulness his part,
To tmake the whole world beautiful,
And is to Jesus dutiful.

What is his name? It matters not;
Doings, not words, are his indeed.

He dignities the commen lot,
And meets the present deepest need., -
Because he lives i faith aull creed.

You kuow him now ? No stranger he,
Although he be not kuown to fame,
A thousand voices happily.
Iim for their own dear kindred claim,
. Aud give hitn some familiar name.
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Weachevs'  Hepartment,

Sunday Rest and Sunday Labour.

A Goob example was set by a miller. A Swiss
newspaper contained, in Scptunbcr 1863, the fol-
lowing-advertisement :—
« Altorf, canton Uri. A miller wanted.  Tn this
will, of the most modern German construction, no
work,is done on Sunday, or during the night.”
A friend of Sund.w observance wrote the mill-
master, inquiting what had-led him to adopt this
arrangément, and received thie following answer :—
« Although L:am: a.young man, I have learned
from the expericnce of the twelve years since I
began: to: work, that the deseeration: of the Lord's
d'\y, besides being sinful, -brings no worldly gain,
but vather the opposite.

« or several yenrs I was servant in 4 will in
which, under the exciise of the amount of business,
work: was &nrricd ‘o almost every Sunday. 1
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‘chante to bo vigorous and plucky.

longed even then to have the Sundny to myself,
though only for the suke of ease. When I became
o will-master, I resolved to try whether diligent
working during the six days could not produce us
much as labour continued through all the seven-—
especindly wo 1 had noticed that on Sundays she
work wenl on very lamely. I was successful,
With the six deys’ work I could show a yreater
vesult than my predecessor had been able to pro-
duce with the whole seven. This terminated
Sunday work in owr inill.

“Two years ago 1 became a millowner.  Tn the
beginning the nnll was very small, but 1 did not
allow it to go on the Sabbath.  Night-work, how-
ever, T had not abandoned; but it became utterly
unsatisfactory—for I had remavked that more was
lost than muncd by it, through \\.lbtc and negli-
gence, L nl)ohsh(-d it.

“[ now gain so much by restricting the worlk
within the hours of the day, when I ean have per
sonal oversight of my men, that, by God’s blessing,
1 realise very ample profit.

“7T hold it as certain, that & man who rests one
day in seven has both more willingness and more
power for work, than another who labours through
the seven, without intermission, like a machine,

“] entreat you to endeavour to persunde the
workmen in your neighbourhood to make trinl of
this; for 1 believe that, like myself, they will soon
find that more is lost than gained by Sunday
labour.”—S. S. MNayuzine.

Boys.

Tur worst thing a parent can do to a boy is to
A boy can be fed to death and
nursed to death. He can be killed by motherly
kindness and fatherly gaacdianship. Boys ave only
young animals with minds—or with what will one
day be minds.

The most essential pars of a boy is hl% stomach,
The next important members of his organism are
his legs.  Good, swong, stur(l) legs, and 2 stomach
able to digese anything in the way of food, and
any amount of it, make an equation for boyhood.

Do not, then, keep you: boy in the house, father,
but give him a bat, a ball, asled, a pair of skates,
a rifle ~anything he needs for out-door amusement,
and send him out-doors.  Go with him yourself, if
possible.  Skate with him, shoot with him, race
with him; be a boy with him, that he may Le a
man with you, by-and-by.

How often have we seen birds scold and push
their fledglings out of the nest, compelling them
thus to lely on theinselves. Ilow they will flutter
around with them, and make an occasional shoot
into the upper air, to encourage the little things to
try their wings, by showing them how easily it can
be done. Can you not be as wise as the birds?
Shall the dumb creatures beat you at the gawme of
parentage?

Keep your boy out of doors, fother. Let him
mingle with other Loys. It will do him good to
be bufleted and abused a little by his playinates.
It will teach ham to stand up for his nghts, and
give him confidence in himself. It will make him

A dull boy

pamper him.

cantious, and wary, and self-reliant.
is a fraud on nature:

A boy is like n whip lash—he is not worth a

penny if he nasn’t got the snap in him somewhere.
What is it that has made you succeed in life?
And how was it developed i you } You were not
paumpered nuch when a boy, ch? Well be as wise
to your son as your father was to his. Give him a
Start him right.
“| wote unto yon, young men, beeause you aie
strong."—S. 8. Magazine.

What Shall Harm the Christian?

BY REV. W. TINDALL,

A 1apy was the other day showing me some trees
in her garden richly Inden with fruit, which is very
uncommon this season, when wo caume across a
favourite plum tree *with nothing but leaves”
She remarked, “I shall use plenty of hot water
around this tree so that it may bear next year.”
ot water!” 1 replied. “Will not hot water kill
the tree?”  “No,” was her answer. ‘* A spiteful
woman  was determined to have revenge on a
neighbour not long ago, when she thought of
destroying a valunble plum tree by pouring sealding
water on the roots in the spring season. To her
greab disappointment, instead of killing the tree the
hot water killed the weeds nround it, softuned the
soil and greatly enviched it, and that year’s crop of
plums on this tree was simply wonderful.”

This reminded me of the anecdote of the very
cloquent and somewhat eceentrie William Dawson,
wha many years ago, amnouncing 2 hymn in a
Wesleyan Chapel in England on a Sabbath morn-

ing, read the stanza:

« Kngraved in eternal hrass
T'he mighty promise shines ;

Nor can the powers of durkness raze
Those everlasting lines.”

My, Dawson motioned the choir to wait and
added : “ L knew a very naughty little boy who
was very angry at a doctor, and so, determined, ns
he thought, to ruin his business, got. 2 flannel rag
and took some sand and tried to rub the doctor’s
name off his brass door-plate. The young urchin
rubbed and rubbed and rubbed until he was all
asweat with the_exertion, but the rubbing instead
of defacing the name polished the plate until it
fairly glittered and the black letters of the doctor’s
name and business were more distinet than for
many years. Now,” continued Mr, Dawson, “if
you are faithful to God, all the opposition of the
devil and his servants cannot harm you, The more
yon are persccuted the brighter will the image of
Churist shine in your hearts, and the more faithfui
in holiness will be your lives.” And then charae-
teristically added in. a defiant tone, * Rub, Satan,
Rub 77 after which the choir proceeded with the
hymn.

A Word to the Boys.

Ir we are to have drunkards in the future, some
of them are to come from the boys to whom I am
now writing, and 1 ask you if you want to become
one of them. No; of course you do not.

Well, I have a plan that is just as sure to save
you from such a fate as the sun is to rise to-morrow,
It never failed ; it never will fail ; and it is worth
knowing. Never touch liquor in any form. That
is the plan, and it is not only worth knowing, but
it is worth putting into practice.

1 know you do not drink now, and it seems to
vou as if you never would.. But your temptation
will come, and it will probably come in this way:
You will find yourself some time with a number of
companions, and they will have a bottle of wine on
the table. They will drink, and offer it to you.
They will regard it as a manly practice, and very
likely will look upon you as a milksop if vou do not
indulge with them. Then, what will you do?
Will you say, *“No, no; none of that stufl for me”?
or will you take the glass, with your-common sense.
protesting and your conscience making the whole
draught bitter, and o feeling that you have damaged
\'omadf and’ thén go oﬁ with a hob head zmd

skulking soul that at once begins to ninke apolo"lcs
for itself, and will keep doing so during all its life?
Boys, do not become drunkmds.
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