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both Daptist ministers. One was always trim and
neat, just as if he had come out of a band-box. The
other was rough and uncouth, and, sad to say, he was
addicted to the tobacco pipe. ‘The story goes that
the precise brother weat to call on the seaged Lrother
and found him enveloped in a cloud of tobacco smoke,
and he said : “ Ob, sir, how much does it cost you
altogstherin a year for smoke?” And, ** Ob,” replied
the rough and ready bLrother, “ how much does it cost
you a year for starch?” 1 met them both very shortly
afer, and the story was told and the question was
put. “Is it true?” .And the precise brother, who
was a very metaphysical man, said; “ It is true, but
itis ot a fact j 1t never happencd, but it hits us off
to the right.”

Now you know what I mean. 1 don't object to fic-
tion if it be true to life, and if the life 1t portrays be
such {a. is wholesome for children. My objection is
not to fiction itself, but to the quantity of it.  Are we
so destitute of surring fact in the history of the
Christian Church as to be so much dependent on fic.
tion? Destitute, when we have the adventures of
such a hero as Livingstone! Oh, no! far from dasti.
tute. The life of Admiral Lord Nelson, by Southey,
has mauned the English havy from the ume of its
publjcation untilnow; and the lives of these men, writ-
ten jn a style that shall suit our Sabbath school chil.
dren, wpuld maa our pulpits at homeand our missions
abroad for generations to conie.

But how are we to get these better things in the
futme? We are not to get them up simply. We are
to get them down ; and we are to get them by work-
ing for the loftiest motives. It seems to me that we
dwarf our best works by lack of the highest motives,
When [ was in Liverpool I remcember a fire occurred
in the very topmost loft of one of the very tallest
warchouses in the borough. They screwed the hy-
draais and put or the hose, but alas! there was not
power cnough in the water to reach the fire, because
the pressure had been taken off. The highest pres-
sure was not on. And so it seems to me with the fire
above. We Christtan men and Christian workers fail
to reach the spot where the flame is consuming be-
cause we are alot working with the pressure of the
lofticst motives—the love of the personal Christ.
“Lovest thou me?” was His question; “not My
Ward, not My cause, not even My people, but ¢ ne!”
Then “feed My Jambs1” Ob, for a deeper love of
that divine Master! Then we shall attain to loftier
things than we have reached in the past. Nor is this
all. We nced a deeper and more devout dependence
upon the holy Spint of God, \We need not trust in
machinery ; we need not trust in ourselves.

\Who that has rcad that noble volume by a very
noble man, the Rev. W, Arthur, on the “Tongue of
Fure,” can iorget the magnificent illustrativa with
which he has enforced this truth? By a mere repeti-
tion of it I will resume my seat. Suppose, he says,
you are going to attack a fortress, how do you mean
todoit? * Oh, there 1s the cannon !” Yes, but there
is no power in that, A child may sit upon it; a bird
may perch in its mouth. “Then there is the ball.”
Well, but there is no power 1a that. A child may lift
it, unless it be a little too heavy. Suppose twenty
men were to take it and throw it against the wall ; it
would take no effect. “ But the powderi” Well,
there is nothing in the powder either. A bird may
peck it and sprinkle it to and fro, and take ro harm.
But take that powerless cannon, put in that powerless
powder, and put over that that powerless ball, and
then introduce a sparz of fire. In a moment that
powder is a flash- of lightning, and that ball a thun.
derbolt which goes with immense impact to the
crushing of the wall. So with this Sabbath school
work., \We have all the maclinery that is needed to-
day for the training af our children and for the con-
version of the world ; but “ob, for the baptism of fire 1¥

SHALL WE MEET AGAIN?

‘The following is one of the most brilliant paragraphs
cver written by the lamented George D. Prentice:
** The fiat of death is inexorable. There is no appeal
for rclief from that great law which dooms us to dust,
We flourish and fade as the leaves of the forest, and
the flowers taat bloom, wither and fade, in aday, have
no frailer hold upon life than the wmightiest monarch
that ever shook the earth with his footsteps. Genera-
tions of men will appear and disappear as the grass;
and the multitude that throng the ‘world to-day will .

think of the great event of death until the shadow
falls across their own pathway, hiding from their eycs
the faces of loved ones whose living smile was the
sunlight of their existence. Death is the antagonist
of life, and the thought of the tomb is the skeleton of
all feasts, We do not wantio go through the dark
valley, although the dark passage mnay lead to para-
dise; we do not want to go down int2 damp graves,
even with princes for bed.fellows. In the beautiful
drama of lon the hope of immortality, so eloquently
uttered by the death-devoted Greek, finds decp re-
sponse in cvery thoughtful soul.  When about to yield
his life a sacrifice to fate, his Clemanthe asks if they
should meet again ; to which he responds: ‘1 have
asked that dreadful question of the hills that look
eternal—of the clear streams that flow forever-—of stars
among those fields of awure my raised spirits have
walked in glory. All are dumb.  But as 1 gaze upon
thy living face, I fecl that there is something in love
that mantles through its beauty that cannot wholly
perish,  We shall meet again, Clemanthe.’”

REMEMBER,

in thy time and times of mourming,
When grief docth all she can

‘T'o hide the prosperous sunshine,
Remember this, O man—

“1e settcth an end to darkness.”

Sad saint, of the wotld forgotten,
Who workest thy work apart,

‘Take thou this promise for comfont,
And hold it in thy heart—

* He scarcheth out all perfoction.”

O foolish and faithiess sailor,
When the ship is driven away,
When the waves forget their places,
And the anchor will not stay~—
‘‘ He weigheth the water by measure.”

Qutcast, homeless, bewildered,
Let now thy murnmurs be still ;
Go in at the gates of gladness,
And cat of the feast at will-
** For wisdom is better than riches.”

O diligent, diligent sower,
Who suwest thy seed in vain,

\When the corn in the ear is withered,
And the young flax dies for rain -

* Through tocks he cutteth out rivers.”

—Alice Cary.
HOUSEKEEPING AND HOMZE-MAKRING.

In the account of the reception of Jesusin the home
at Bethany we have a fine opportunity for studying
the peculiar character of each of the two sisters.
They are very unlike in temperament and disposition,
although both of them are devoted friends of Christ.
They represent two classes of female character.

Martha is an active, earnest housekeeper. She
pravides for the table, and treats her guests royally.
She has a fault, She allows herself to be disturbed
and perplexed at times by the cares of her life. She
allows the tkirgs of the outer world to break in, now
and then, upon the pea: ¢ of her heart. She s apt to
be a little nervous and irritable, and rather easily
vexed when things do not go to please her. Yet she
is a noble woman and a queen of housekeepers.

Mary is different in disposition. Perhaps she is
not so good a housekeeper as her sister. She reigns
less royally in the kitchen. She cannot prepare so
many temnting dishes for the table. She would fall
far below Martha in giving dinners or suppers to her
friend.. She entertains them in a different way. She
gives more of herself and less of t ble-serving. She
loves her friends no less than her sister; I think she
loves them even more deeply. But she would rather
sit down and talk with them than spend her time in
bustling preparation to give them a sumptuous meal.

I think most guests would like her reception better
than Martha’s. They would prefer less supper and
more hostess; less table entertainment and more
heart entertaivment. Most people do not go to their
friends’ houses for the nteal they receive, and are dis-
appointed when they get an elegant supper but no
quiet communion with their friends. I think I should
greatly prefer Mary’s way of receiving her guests.
Jesus certainly did. A very plain meal with much
heart-fellowship is better than a very zlaborate repast
and nothing else, Mastha was no doubt the better
housekeeper, but Mary was the better home-niaker,

I know.that some one inay say that Mary’s home-
making would have been empty enough w:ihout Mar.

disappear as footsteps on the shore. Men seidom

has far more to do with home happiness than some
people think. Husbands and brothers, coming in
weary and hungry, want more than even the tender-
est heart-fellowship.  Kindly greetings, affectionate
words, soothing sympathies, thoughtful gentleness,
will not quench hunger. Hearts will soon starve
without love; but men have bodies as well as spirits,
stomachs as well as hearts, So Martha's dinners are
as important in their place as Mary's loving gentle-
ness and personal attention.

I am inclined to think that it took both these sisters
to make a true and very happy homne.  Martha kept
the house well, and looked faithfully after all the
domestic affairs, and Mary made the home-life that
filled the home with such fragrance. Neither alone
could have made the home what both together made
it. Soitseems tome that it takes both these pictures
to make a complete model or pattern, after which
young ladies should seck to fashion their home-make
ing. They want sometlung of Martha's enthusiastic
house-wifery without her casily-vexed temper. And
they want a great deal of Mary’s sweet heart.life with-
out her possible Inattention or indifference to more
prosaic, but no less necessary household duties.—Rezr
F. R, Miller, in Hlustrated Chrsstian Weekly,

EXTEMPORIZING IN THE PULPIT.

They make a great mistake who suppose that ex-
tempore preaching has been the law with all great
preachess ; in fact, we may alinost go so far as to say
the reverse has been the case. Extemporizing will
oficn be exposed to difficultics which only a very
honest mind can overcome and make the best of.
When Father Taylor, the American preacher, onze
lost himself and became bewildered in the course of
his sermon, he extricated himself by the exclamation,
“1 have lost the track of the nominative case, my
brethiren, but one thing 1 know, I am bound for the
kingdom '” and the frankness of the confession would
be sure to save him from suffering in the esteem of
his audicnce. But the more stately and dignified
masters, it is very obvious, cannot deliver themselves
in that way.

The most singular instance of this kind in our
memory is the case of a very distinguished man to
whotn we loved to listen in our boyhood, a preacher
with a wonderful command over every faculty that
could give brilliancy or beauty to pulpit exercises.
He always preached without notes, and always broke
his discou-ses into divisions ; but once, to our amaze-
ment and that of the congregation, having travelled
through, so far as we remember, two departments of
the discourse, he caught himself and said, * J~I for
get the third division !" He turned around to the
organist, * Organist, staike up a verse.” He gave out
a line of a hymn, and while the organ was playing and
the people singing, he leaned in deep thought over the
pulgit; the singing over, he announced the missing
link. *But,” said he, “is not that singulaz?” And
he proceeded to shew how it was that he Jost it, and
how e found it proceaded, in a really enchanting
way to tatk upon the law of association of ideas and
the mystery and marvels of retentivencss and memory
as a proof of the immateriality and immortality of the
soul, until the time was gone, and we really had no
more of the sermon after all.

A similar anecdote has often been told of the late
Thomas Binney. Dr. Harris, the author of *Mam-
mon,” had begged his services for some anniversary,
and Binney declared his utter inability to prepare a
sermon —in those days he was a strictly extempore
speaker. It was urged, “Oh come and preach such
and such a sermon; that is ready to your mind!”
And so Mr. Binney promised that he would take the
service ; but he also, having got through two heads cf
the discourse, became bewildered. ¢ Thirdly—thirdly
—1've forgotten what was thirdly " h~ said ; and he
looked over the pulpit to where Dr. Harris was sitting.
¢ Byother Harris, what was thirdly2” Harris looked
up and said : “So-and-so.” *Exactly,” said the dis-
comfitted preacher, who pursued his way with ease
and happiness to the close.—Swunday at Home.

He is the happiest whe rendet the greatest numgber
happy.—Dvsmakis,

ARE ye not to bear onc another’s burdens? Areye
not to hide each other’s shame and disgrace in the
spirit of love and kindness? Not only must you not
think evil, but Wways kindoess, nor speak evil, but

tha's howsekeeping. Perhaps that istrue, Thetable

alwvays kind words,



