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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

MY LITTLE LABORER,

A tiny man, with fingers soft and tender,
As any lady’s fair ;

Sweet eyes of blue, a form both frail and
•lender.

And curls of sunny hair,
A household toy, a fragile thing of beauty— 

Yet with each rising sun 
Begins Ins round of toil—a solemn duty 

That must be daily done.

To?daj he’s building castle, house and tower, 
W ith wondrous art and skill ;

Or labors with the hammer by the hour 
With strong determined will.

Anon, with loamd little cart he's plying 
A Inids ami driving trade;

Again, with thoughtful, earnest brow, is try-
i- _ “'6

Some hook's daajc lore to lead.

Now, laden like some little beast of burden, 
He itrags lmnscif along ;

And uow his lordly little voice is heard in „ 
Boisterous shout and song —

Another, hour i. spent iu bu-y toiling
With hoop and top and ball —

And with a patience that is never failing,
He tries and conquers all.

But sleep at last o’ertakes my little rover,
And on bis mother’s breast,

Joys thrown aside the day’ hard labor over, 
He sinks to qllii-t rest ;

Aud as i fold lir.u to in y bosom, sleeping,
1 think ’mid gather ng tears,

Of what the di-taut future may br keeping 
As work tor manhood’s > ear .

Must he with toil Lis daily bread lie earning, 
lu the wot Id’s busy mart.

Life’s li’.t r lesions every day be learning, 
With panent, struggling heart ?

Or shall my Utile architect b building 
fcome monument of fame,

On which, iu letters bright with glory’s
gilding, 1

The w orld may read his naui r

Perhaps some bumble, lowly occupation.
Hut si, ned with >.we t content ; 

Perhaps a life in 1 luer, prouder s'atio.i, 
lu selfish plea ure spent ;

Peri bailee the so bide :eit may cross the
poital

Of learning’s lofty fame,
His life- vurl. to scatter truths immortal 

Among the - or.* of men !
— The Br.sbyle' iaa.

A WEEK OF. PRACTICE.
HY R ISK T. COOK.

The communion service of Jau- 
iviry was just over in lbe church 
at Sugar Hollow, the people were 
waiting for Mr. Park es to give out 
the hymn, but he did not give it 
out ; he laid his hook down on the 
table and looked about on his 
chuieli.

lie was a man of simplicity and 
sincerity, fully in earnest to do 
his Lord’s work, and to do it with 
all his might, (ait ho did, some
times, feel discouraged. Ilis con
gregation was a mixture of farm
ers and mechanics. So l.e had to 
contend with the keen brain and 
skeptical comment of the men 
who piqued themselves on power 
to hammer at theological prob
lems as well as hot iron, with the 
jealousy ai d repulsion and hitter 
fecMiqç that has bred the commu
nistic, Isoldes abroad and at home; 
whiles perhap-, he had a still har
der task to awaken the sluggish 
souls of those who used their days 
to struggle with barren hillsides 
and rocky pasture for mere food 
and clothing, and their nights to 
sleep the dull sleep of physical fa
tigue and mental vacuity. The 
minister spoke : “ My dear
friends,” he said, “you all know, 
though I did not give you any no
tice to that effect, that this is the 
Week of Prayer. 1 have a mind 
to ask you to make it fur this 
once, a week of practice instead. 
Perhaps you wi'l find work that 
you know not of, lying in your 
midst. And let us all, on Satui- 
day evening, meet hero again, and 
choose some brother to relate his 
experience of the week. You, 
who are willing to try this incth 
od, please to t ire.

Everybody rose except old 
Amos Tucker, who never stirred, 
though iiis wile pulled at him and 
whispered to him imploringly 
lie only shook his grizzled head 
and sat immovable.

Saturday night the church as
sembled again. The cheerful 
eagerness was gone from their 
faces ; they looked downcast, 
troubled,wcaij—as the pastor ex
pected. _ When the box for bal
lots was passed about, each one 
tore a piece of paper from the 
sheet placed in the hymn-book for 
the purpose, and wrote on it a 
name. The pastor said, after ho 
had counted them, “Deacon Em
mons, the lot has fallen on you.”

“ Pm sorry lor it,” said the dea
con, rising up and taking off his 
overcoat, “ 1 han’t got the bob of 
records, Mr. Parkes, now 1 loll 
you.

“ Well, brethren,” he said, “ I 
am pictiy well ashamed of my
self, no doubt, hut I ought to he, 
and maybe 1 shall profit by what 
I have found < in these six days 
back. I ll tell you just as it come. 
Monday, l looked about me to Be
gin with, 1 am amusin' food of 
notice, and it a n t good tor me, 
the doctor says it u’n’t ; M) J 
though’ ,’d try on that lu begin 
witli. I ten you u eon.o hard !
I hai vied alter that drink ol v >i- 
lee dleadfu'l ! Seemed as though 
J couldu t cat my breakfast with

out it. I feel to pity » man who 
love*liqeer mor’n I ever did in 
my life before ; but 1 feel sere that 
they can stop if they try’, for I’ve 
stopped, and I’m going to stay 
stopped.

“ Well, come to dinner,"there 
was another tight. I do set by 
pie the most of anything. I was 
fetched up on pic,as you may say. 
Our folks always had it three 
times a day’, and the doctor, he a 
been talkin’ and talkin’ to me 
about eating pie. 1 have the dys
pepsia like everything, and it 
makes mo useless by’ spells, and 
omoliable as a weather-cock. And 
Dr. Drake, he says there won’t 
nothing help me but a diet. I 
was leadin' the Bible that morn- 
ing, while 1 sat waiting for break
fast, for ’twas Monday, and wile 
was kind of set back with yvash- 
in’ and all, and I came across that 
part where it soys that the bodies 
of Christians are temples of the 
Holy Ghost. Well, thinks I, we’d 
ought to take care of ’em, if they 
can be, and see that they’re kept 
clean and - pleasant, like the 
church ; and noLoiy can bo clean 
nor pleasant that has dyspopsy. 
But. come to pie, I felt as though 
I couldn’t 1 and, lo ye, I didn’t ! 1 
cat a piece right against my con
science ; facin’ what I knew 1 
ought to do,l went and done what 
1 ought not to. I tell ye my con
science made music for mo con
sider'ble, and 1 said then, I 
wouldn’t sneer at a drinkin’ man 
no more, when he slipped up. I’d 
lcei for him an’ help him, for I 
see just how it was. So that day’s 
practice giv’ out, but it learnt me 
a good deal moi 'n 1 knew before.

“ 1 started out next day to look 
up mÿ Bible class. Well Twould 
take the evenin’ to tell it all, but 
I found one real sick ; been abed 
for three weeks, and was so gfad 
to see me that 1 felt ashamed. 
Then another man’s old mother 
says to me, before be came in from 
the shed, 1 he’» been a say in’ that 
if lolks practice what they preach, 
you’d ha’ come around to look 
him up afore now, but Ire- reckoned 
you kinder looked down upon 
mill-bands. I’m awful glad you 
come.’ Brel bring, so was I. 1 
tell y ou, that day’s work did me 
good. 1 got a poor opinion of 
Josiuli -Emmons, now, 1 tell you, 
but 1 learnt more about the Lord’s 
wisdom than a month o" Sundays 
ever showed me.

“ Now
thought

come fellowship day. I 
that would be all plain 

sailing ; seemed as though I’d got 
wanned up till I felt pleasant to- 
waidst everybody ; but I went 
around tcein’ folks that was 
neighbors, aud Twasn't easy; but 
when 1 come home at noon 
spell, Philury says, says she, 
‘ Squire Tucker’s bull is into th' 
orchard, a lourin' ’round, and he’s 
knocked two lengths o’ fence down 
flat !’ Well, the old Adam riz up 
then, you'd better b’lieve. That 
black Bull lias been breakin’ into 
my lots ever since we got in th’ 
altermarth, and it’s Squire Tuck
er’s leuce, and he won’t make it 
bull-strung, as lie ought, and that 
orchard was a young oue, just 
coinin’ bear, and all the new wood 
crisp as vracklin’s with frost. 
You’d better b’lieve 1 didn’t have 
mum leller-feelin’ with Amos 
Tucker. 1 jest put over to his 
house, and spoke up pretty tree to 
min, when he loukei up and says 
lie, 1 Fellowship inceUu nay, a n’t 
it, deacon 1 d rather he'd lia’ 
slapped my lace. 1 felt as though 
1 should like lo slip behind liic 

1 door. 1 tee putty distinct what 
soi l o’ life i u Been livin’ all the 
time i d Lee.i a professor, wlien 1 
couldn’t Bold on to my tongue 
and temper one day !”

“ Breiu-c-rcii," interrupted a 
slow, haisti voice, somewhat brok
en with emotion, “* i’ll tell the 
iusl un’i. Josiah Emmons came 
round like a man an a Christian, 
rig hi here. lie usked me to for
give him, and not to think it was 
the fault ul liis religion, because 
’twas his’n and nuliiiiig else. I 
was lue one that wouldn’t say 
that i d practice with Ltie rest of 
ye. 1 thought T vas overlasliu’ 
lioi.soiicc. 1 d rut tier go to forty- 
nine piuyei-uieelm’s than work at 
bein’ good a week. I’d b lieve my 
hope nu» been one of them that 
perish ; it hadn’t worked, and i 
leave it behind today. I mean lo 
begin honest, and it was seeing 
uhe honest Christian man fetched 
me round to’l.

.Vinos Tucker sat down and 
buried ins gt izz:ed head iu his 
rougu hands. *• ii.ess the Lord ! ’ 
said lue quivering tones ot a still 
older man, from a lac corner of 
the house, and many a glittering 
eye gave silent response.

I opened my mouth to give him 
jesse, when it come over me sadden 
that this was the day o’ prayer 
for the family relations. I 
thought I would say nothing. I 
jest fetched in the kindling myself, 
and when the fire burnt up good, I

, called my wife.
“‘Dear me!’ says she, “I’ve 

got such a headache, ’Siah, but 
I’ll come in a minnit.’ I didn’t 

, mind that, for women are always 
havin’ aches, and I was just a 
goin’ to say so, when I remember
ed the tex’ about uol being bitter 
against ’em, so I says, ‘Philury, 
you lay abed. I expect Emmy 
and mo can get the vi it les to-day.’ 
I declare, she turned over and 
give such a look ; why, it struck 
right in. There was my wife, 
that had worked fur and waited 
on n.c for twenty oc’d years, ’most 
scar’t because I spoke 
feelin’ to her. I went 
fetched in the pail o’ water she 
always drawed herself, and then 
milked ihc cow. When I came 
in, Philury was up fryin’ the 
potatoes and the tears a shinin’ 
on her white face. She didn’t say' 
nothin’, she’s kinder still, but she 
hadn’t no need to. 1 felt a little 
meancr’n I did the day before, but 
’twan’t nothing to my condition 
when I was goin" toward night, 
down the sullar stairs for some 
apples, so’s the children could 
have a roast, and I hcored Joe up 
in the kitchen say to Emily 1 I do 
b’lieve, Em, pa’s goin’ to die.’ 
‘ Why, Josiar Emmons, how you 
talk!, ‘ Well, ldo; he’s so over
lastin’ pleasant an’ good-natured, 
I can’t but think he’s struck by 
deal h.’

“ I tell ye, brethren, I set right 
down on them sullar stairs and 
cried. 1 did, really. Seemed as 
though the Lord had turned and 
looked at me just as he did at 
Peter. Why’ there was my own 
children never seer, me act real 
fatherly and pretty in all their 
lives. I’d growled and scalded 
and prayed at ’em, and tried to 
fetch ’em up jest as the twig is 
bent the tree's inclined, ye know, 
but 1 hadn’t never thought that 
they’d got right an’ reason to ex
pect I’d do my part as well as 
their’n. Seemed as though I was 
tindin’ out more about Josiah 
Emmons’ shortcomings than was 
real agreeable.

“Como around Friday I got 
back to the stoic. I’d kind of left 
it to the boys the early part of the 
week, and things was a little clut
tering, but 1 did have seuse not to 
tear round and use sharp words 
so much as common. 1 began to 
think ’twas getting easy to prac
tice after five days, when in comes 
Judge Herrick’s wife after some 
curt’in calico. 1 had a han’soiu 
piece, all done off with roses an 
things, but there was a fault in 
the weavin’, every now and then 
u thin streak. She didn’t liotico 
it, but she was pleased with the 
figures on’t, ami said she’d take 
the whole piece. Well, just as 1 
was wrappin’ of it up, what Mr. 
Parkes here said about tryin’ to 
act just as the Lord would in out
place come across mo. Why f 
turned as red as a beet, 1 know 1 
did. It made mo feel all of a 
tremble. There was I a door
keeper iu the tents of my God, as 
David says, really cheatin’, and 
cheatin’ a woman. 1 tell yo 
brethren, I was all of a sweat.
‘ Mis’Herrick,’ says I, ‘I don’t 
believe you’ve looked real close at 
this goods ; tain t thorough wove,’ 
says 1. So she didn’t take it ; but 
what fetched me was to think how 
many times be foie I'd done such 
nnau, onrol able little things to 
turn a penny, and all the time 
say in’ and prayin’ that I wauled 
to be like Christ. I kep’ a trip- 
pin’ of my self up all day jest iu 
the ordinary business, and i was 
a peg lower down when night 
come than 1 was a Thursday. I’d 
rulher, as far as the hard work is 
concerned, lay a mile ot four-loot 
stone wall than undertake to do a 
man’s livin’ Christian duly for 
twelve workin’ hours ; and the 
heft of that is, it's because I ain’t 
used to it, and I ought to be.

“ So this inornin’ came around, 
and I felt a mite mord' cherk. 
’Twas missionary mortiin’, and 
seemed as it ’twas a sight ca-ier 
to preach than .to practice. 
Thought I’d begin to old Mis’ Ved- 
der’s. So 1 put a Testament in 
my pocket, and knocked at her 
door. Says I *■ GuoU-morniii’, 
ma am,ami then 1 stopped. Words 
seemed to hang, somehow. I

good,’ says I, sort of conciliatin’.
<■ * Look a here, deacon !’ she 

snapped, ‘I’ve livoi alongside of
Îou fifteen y ear, and you knowed 

never went to meetin’ ; we a'u’t 
a pious lot, and you knowed it ; 
we’re poorcr’n death and uglier’n 
sin. Jim, he drinks and swears, 
and Malviny don’t know her let 
ters. She knows a heap she 
hadn’t ought to, besides. Now 
what are you cornin’ here to-day 
I’d like to know, aid talkin’ so 
glib about meetin’ ? I’ll go or 
come jest as I please, for all yrou. 
Now get out of this !* Why, she 
come at me With a broomstick. 
There was no need on’l ; wbat she 
said was enough. I hadn’t never 
asked her nor hcr'n to so much as 
think of goodness before. Then 
I went ULanolher place jest like 
that—I won’t call no more names ; 

kind of and sure enough, there was ten 
out and 1 children in rags, the hull on ’em, 

and the man half drunk.. Ho giv

j net, it is God’s desi 
should be saved.

THEN ILL DO IT.

Going down the aisle one even
ing my attention was attracted by' 
a man whose appearance indicat
ed great poverty and upon whose 
face was the unmistakoab.c stamp 
of a life of sin. Breathing a prayer 
for guidance and help, I approach- 
ed him and asked him to give his 
heat l to the Saviour. lie looked 
at me and then said, “ It’s no use, 
I’m too bad.” I told him the 
blessed Jesus died tor just such 
wicked people, and He would save 
him—yes, had premised to make 
just such “ irhiter than snore." 
Looking earnestly for my answer, 
he asked, “‘If I gave my heart lo 
the Lord do you believe Ho would 
forgive me? lie mem ber 1 have 
been very wicked.” 1 replied, 
“ I believe and know He will, be
cause Ho bus so promised.” 
“ Then,” said he, reaching for his 
hat, “ I’ll do it,” and rising, he 
walked up to the altar ot prayer.

Somehow the simplicity im
pressed me very deeply. 1 thought 
of the contrast—this poor sinner 
who perhaps did not know much 
of the Gospel, just settling it by 
the “ Then I’ll uo it," then of the 
one who professes to be God’s 
child, who, ou hearing of greater 
depths, heights and lengths in re
ligion, and knowing it lobe God’s 
will that he should taste ot these, 
hesitates and reasons and circum
vents all that is said about it and 
every effort made to help into this 
better way.

tioppose that every one who en
joys justification should, when 
they find it to be their privilege 
to be cleansed from sin, and that 

| this cleansing is received after an 
entire surrender of self through 

1 faith in the Soil of God, say,
“ Then I will do God’s will,” what 

1 glorious results would follow.
1 Suppose every one of these would 
! go iu ihe strength of Gal to live 

and work lor souls, what revivals

ll
Go on, Brother Emmons ” said
mim.'ivr.

“ V\ cl, when the next day come, 
i got up iu make iliu lire, and my 
hoy Jou nad loi got the krndliii s.

do it.

would follow. There would bo 
didn’t want to pop right out that i one continuous revival.
I’d come to try’n’ convert her ! Just suppo-e, dear readers, each 
folks. 1 hemmed arid swallowed of us would, upon finding God’s 
a little, and, fin’lly, 1 said, says I, will towards u-*, say, “ Tueu i’ll 
“ W e dun i see you to meetiu’ very 
frequent, Mis’ Vedder.”

No you don’t!’ says sheas 
quick us a wink, ‘.j stay at home 
and mind my business.’

Well, wo should like to hev 
you come along with us and do ye

wrought.
be
be

what a change would 
There would, then 

no lack of funds for the spread of 
God’s work ; there* would be no 
lack of persons ready to go lo 
missionary’ fields; there would be 
no lack ot workers at borne. Biu-

| it to me, too ; and I don’t won
der. I’d never lifted a band to 
serve nor save ’em before in all 

| these years. I’d said consider’b!e 
about the heathen in foreign parts, 
and give some little to convert 
’em, and bad looked right over 
the heads of them that was next 
door. Seemed as if I could hear 
him say, ‘ These ought yo to have 
done, and not have left the other 
undone.’ I couldn’t face another 
soul to-day, brethren. I come 
home, and here I bo. I’ve been 
searched through and through 
and found wantin’. God be mer
ciful to me a sinner !”

He dropped into bis scat and 
bowed his bead ; and many others 
bent too. It was plain that the 
deacon’» experience was not the 
only one among the brethren. Mr. 
Payson rose, and prayed as lie had 
never prayed before ; the week of 
practice bad tired his heart too. 
And it began a memorable year 
for the church in Sugar Hollow ; 
not a year of excitement and en
thusiasm, but one when tKey
board tne Lord saying, as to Israel 
of old, “Go forward,” and they 
obeyed his voice. The Sunday- 
school flourished, the church ser
vices were fully attended, every 
good-thing was helped on its way, 
and peace reigned in their homes 
and hearts, imperfect, perhaps as 
new growths are, but still an off
shoot of the peace past under
standing.

And another year they will keep 
another week of practice, by com
mon consent.

gn that you 
If you give 

your heart to Him He will save 
, you now. Will you do it ? Bro
ther, sister, it is God’s will that 

1 you should abide in him, being 
cleansed from inbred sin. He asks 
an entire surrender of all to Him, 
and an implicit trust in His word. 
Will you do it now ?

God help us all when we read 
his requirements to meet them, 
and when we read His promises to 
receive them impliclly.—Christian 
Standard.

THE IMMORTALITY OF LOVE.

We I* nst not doubt, or fear, or dread I hat 
loxe lor life ii only given,

And that the calm ami sainted dead will 
meet estranged and cold in heaven ;

Oh, love were poor and vain indeed,
Ha: ed on so harsh and stern a creed !

Ti ne that this earth must pass away, with all 
the starry worlds ot light,

Wv h all the glory of the day, and calmer 
Uudt mess of night ;

For in that radiant home can shine 
Alone the immor al and divine.

Faith's lower things—her pride,\her fame, 
her science, learning, wealth aud power—

Slow growths that through long agts came, 
or frui's of some convulsive hour,

« hose very memory must decay. 
Heaven is too pure lor such as they.

These arc ci mp'ete : their work is done. So 
let them sleep in endless res'.

Love’s life is only here begun, nor is, nor can 
be fully blest ;

1. has no room to spread its wings 
Amid this crowd of meaner things.

Just for the very shadow thrown upon its 
sweet nets here below,

The cross that it must hear alone, and bloody 
baptism ot woe,

Crown d and completed through its pain, 
We know that it shall rise again.

—Adelaide Anne 1‘roctor.

way.

i or, 
1'ictty

exactly bad or vicious 
ward and wild.

“ Well, my dear old mother 
used to coax, pray and punish-- 
my father was dead, making it all 
the harder for her, but she never 
got impatient. How in the world 
she boro with all my stubborn 
vexing ways so patiently will a|. 
ways be to me one of the myster
ies in lite.

“ I knew it was troublin' " 
knew it was changing her j 
face, making it lonk anxious aud 
old. After a while, tii ing ot all
restraint, I ran away, worn off to 
sea ; and a rough time I had ot it 
at first. Still I liked the water 
and liked journeying from place 
to place. Then 1 settled down to 
business in a liffeign land, and 
soon became prosperous, and now 
began sending her something bet
ter than empty lelteis. And >ueh 
beautiful lelteis as she‘Falwavs 
wrote mo during those veins Of 
cruel ab.-enco ! At length 
lined how longing they 
longing lor the prc-cr.ec 
who used to try her so 
awoke a cor•> cs pond in

i no- 
gtew, 

ol a son 
; and it 
onging in, 

back to the

A L WA YS NE W.
“ How many yeais have I stood 

in this place,” asked Mr.Spurgeon,
“and preached to congregations just 
like this Sabbath alter Sabba’h, 
morning and evening ? Now sup
pose I had preached on some 
scientific subject, I should have 
been spun out a long while ago.
If I had any other doctrine to 
preach than Clîrist ci unified, 1 
should have scattered my congre
gation to the winds ot heaven 
long ago.”

But the gospel is always now.
The name of Jesus, the music of 
his silver bell, lings out o’er hill 
and dale as when on tho first 
Christmas night the angels sang 
if lory to God in the highest.
There is a matchless charm about 
it that never dies out, and never 
will while the world stands. The 
force which Christ wield* is love.
Tho only crime which could be 
laid to his charge was his immen
sity of love,or as t|ie poet puts it,
“ Found guilty- of excess of love.”
There is a gieat attraction about 
Christ when we see the change 
lie works in men. There is no 
true conversion except through 
the cross.

“What,” asks llr. Spurgeon,
“ made us a Protestant nation for 
so many years? I don’t say wo 
are one now. Tho stakes of 
Smithtield did it. Martyrdom 
burnt a place in the very heart of 
England for Christ to dwell in.”

Jesus Christ is the great attrac
tive magnet, and when ho gets 
hold of any’ of us he turns us into 
magnets, and we turn somebody’ 
else, and they in like manner 
turn others, and more and more 
and m<A-e tho kingdom grows, i was a-eopying 'lie < 
Christ is still tho working power, to lx* good to his ma 
but bo works through those who 
have received him. It men aie 
in Christ, it matters little how or 
when they were converted.—
Christian World.

Many turn to God in the day ot , 
trial with prayers and lamenta-, 
lions who never think to pray in i 
their times of prosperity. They j 
treat God as some treat his chil
dren here—running to them in 1 
their distresses, but passing them | 
without recognition in the day of 
prosperity.

OUR^YOUNG FOLKS.

CAPN SA APS SERMON.
Cap’ii Sam was in no mood for 

jokes or banter and being very- 
quick to see which way the wind 
blew, the kind sailor addressed to 
a row of very- serious young faces 
what one boy afterwards called 
“a perlec’ brick of a sermon.”

“ Boy’s,” he said, “ I’ve been 
trying every day of my life for tho 
last two year to straighten out 
furrows, and I can’t do it !”

One boy turned his head in sur
prise toward the captain’s neatly- 
kept place.

“Oh, 1 don’t mean that kind, 
lad. 1 don’t mean land furrows,” 
continued the captain, so soberly 
that the attention of the boys be
came breathless as he went on :

“ When 1 was a lad, about the 
age of you boys, I was what they 
called a ‘hard cate that is, not

my own heart to gi 
dear waiting soul.

“ So, when I could stand it no 
longer, I came back ; and such a 
welcome, and such a surprise! 
My mother is not a very old lady, 
boys, but the first thing I noticed 
was the whiteness ot her hair, and 
the deep furrows on her bn w ; 
and,I knew 1 had helped Ma- eh 
that hair to its snowy whiteness, 
and had drawn those lines in that 
smooth forehead. And these are 
tho furrows I’ve been trying to 
straignten out.

“ .But last night, while mother 
was sleeping in her chair, I sat 
thinking it al! over, and looked to 
see what progress I had made. x_ 
. “ Her face was very peaceful, 
and the expression contented as 
possible, but the furrows we re- 
still there ; I hadn’t straightened 
them out—and—I—never—shall f 
never !

“ When they lay my mother.my 
fair old sweetheart, in her casket, 
there will be furrows on her brow;, 
and I think it a wholesome lesson 
to teach you, that the nog let-1 you 
offer- your parents’ counsels now,, 
and tire trouble you eau-e them,, 
will abide, my lads,it will abide!"'

“But,” broke in Freddy Hol
lis, with great troubled eyes, “ I 
should think ifyou’io so kind and 
good now, it needn’t matter sa 
much !”

“ Ah, Freddy, my boy,” said1 
the quavery voice of the strong: 
man, “ you cannot undo the pant..
^ ou may do much to atone for it, 
do much to make the rough path 
smooth, but you can’t straighten 
out the old furrows, my laddies; 
remember that !”

“ Guess I’ll chop some wood 
mother spoke of, I’d most forgot
ten,” sa d lively Jimmy Hollis, in 
a strangely quiet tone for him.

“ ^ es, and I’ve got some er
rands to do !” suddenly remem
bered Billy Bowles.

“ Touched and taken !” said the 
kindly captain to himself, as the 
boys tramped off in a thoughtful* 
soldier-liko way.

And Mis. Bowles declared a 
fortnight afterwards that Billy 
was really getting to be a com
fort instead of a pot ; guessed he 

iptnin, trying 
— “ Lord bless 

the dear, good man !”
Then Mrs. Hollis, meeting the 

captain about that «irne, remark
ed that Jimmy alway s meant to 
lea good boy, hut lie was actual
ly being one now a days. “ Guess 
your storjes they’ liked so much 
have morals to tin m now and 
then,” added the gratified mother 
with a smile.

As Mrs. Hollis passed on, Cap- 
lain Sam, with folded arms ard 
bent head, said soltly lo him
self :

Well,I shall be thankful enough 
if any- word of mine will help the 
dear hoys to keep the furrows 
away’ from their mother’s brow ; 
for once there, it is a difficult task 
straightening out flic furrows 
Illustrated Christian Weekly.
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Sins Blotted oi t.—A littlo 
boy- was once much puzzled about 
sins being blotted out, and said, 
“ 1 cannot think what becomes of 
all the sins God forgives, mother.

“ Why, Charlie, can you tell 
me where are ail the iiguies y“° 
wrote on your slate yc-lcrday I 

“ I washed them all out, moth
er.”

“And where are they, then ?
‘ Why, they ate nowhere ; they 

are all gone,"said Charlie. , 
Just so it is with the believer A 

sins ; they arc gone—“lotted ou 
—“ renu mbered no mote.

“As tar as tin çn-t is from the
west, so far hath FI" removed''Ur
transgressions from us. —Ph.
Meth
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