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A SERMON IN RHYME.

It you have a friend worth loving,
Lovo him. Yos, and lot him know
That you love him oro life's evening
Tingo his brow with sunset glow ;
Why should good wards no'er be said
Of o friond—til ho is dead?

If you hienr a song that thrills you,
Bunyg Ly any ohild of song,
Praise 1t. Donot let tho singer
Wait desorved praises long ;
Why should one that thrills your heart
Lack the joy it may impart?

If you hear o prayer that moves you
By its humble, pleading toue,
Joinin. Do uot let the speaker
Bow before his God alons ;
Why should not your brother share
The strength of *¢ two or three™ in prayer?

1f you see tho hot tears falling
From sloving brother's oyes,
Share them, and by sharing,
Own your kinship with the skies ;
‘Why should any one be glad
Whon his brother’s heart issad?

If a silver laugh goes rippling
Through tho sunshine on his face,
Share it, 'Tis the wise man’s saying,
For both grief aud joy s place;
Thera's health aud goodness in the mirth
In which an honest laugh has birth,

If your work is mnade more casy
By a friendly, helping haud,
8ay 0. Spesak out brave and truly,
Ere the darkuness veil tho land.
Bhould a brother workman dear
Falter for a word of cheer?

Scatter thus your soeds of kindness,
All enriching as you go—

Leave them, trust the Harvest.Giver;
He will make cach seed to grow.

So, until its happy end,

Your lifo shall never lack a friend.

MY LITTLE BOY THAI DIED,
Look at his pretty faco for just one minuto!
His braided frock and dainty buttoned shoes—
His firm-shut hand, the favourite plaything in it—
Then tell mo, mothers, waa't not hard to lose
And miss bim from my side—
' My little boy that died?

How mauy another boy, as dear and charming
His father’s hope, his mother's one delight,
Slips through strange sicknesses, all fears disarming,
And lives a long, long life in parents’ sight.
Mine was so short a pride!
And then—my poor boy died.

I sechim rocking on his wooden charger ;
I hear him pattering through the house all day ;
T wateh his great blus eyes grow large and larger,
Listening to stories whether grave or gay,
Told at the bright firesido—
8o dark now—since he died.

But yet I often think my boy is living,
As living as my othor children are.
When good-night kisses I all round am giving,
I koep one for him, though he is so far.
Can a mero gravo divide
Mo from him—though he died ?

So, while I como and plant it o'or with daisies—
(Nothing but childish daisies all year round)—
Continually God's hand the cartain raises
And I can hear his merry voics 8 sonnd,
And fee! him at my silo—
My littlo boy that died.
—Selected.

THREE BOYS.

¢ Wint is having a rough time of it, trying to climb
up Zion’s hill. He'd better backslide and be done with
it. Ho'll find it more comfortable !

““ You sao he's trying an impossibility. How is it
the Biblo hasit? To ‘scrve two masters.” Yes, and
it says, likewise, it can't be done.  All the same, poor
old Wint is trying hard to—"

¢ Serve one and got the credit of serving the other,”
said Joe, finishing Bat's speech. “Pshaw! I'm
aorry."

Tho two lads lay in tho shadow of a haystack, this
fair vacation day, cooling oft after their chase of o
fleot hare.

Wint had been with thom in the start, but as they
turned a fence corner, all in a bunch, Joo's and Wint's
heads had como into violent collision, and Wint, be.

- ooming very augry, said soms coarse, bad words, and |
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the dog, had caught the hare, tho boys had skinned
and dressed it, and carried it to the house, and hav-
ing refreshed thomselves with o drink of buttermilk,
had gone out into the backyard to loll a=! chat fora
bit beforo the noonday meal. Wint was nowhere
to bo soon. Thoy whistled, but no answering
whistle came.

““ Ho's mad yot, let him go,” said Bert, ns ho throw
himself lightly on the loose hay at the foot of the fra-
grant stack. ‘‘Ho’s got a mean temper.”

““Scome to me ho uses o lot of bad words for a
professor,” Joe answered.

And then Bert had made, the declaration referred
to in our first sentenco.

¢ I beliove you,” said Bert, in reply to Joe's ¢ I'm
sorry.” ‘“Soam I sorry. I used to think Wint was
in earnest, and meant to practice what he professed,
but I've about changed my opinion. I don’t pretend
to bo a Christian gnd let my light shine, and all that,
but I'd be ashamed to do some things that Wint does
—get mad as fury at nothing, and then be too mulish
to own that I was in the wrong when I was convinced
of my mistake. And—well—it's mean to be cutting
up a fellow behind his back. Don't let's say any
more.”

‘No,” said Joe, slowly, ‘“we wont. Only I'm
sorry Wint has petered out so. He had an opportun-
ity—and he's missed 1t. You see when Wint stood up
there and guve his experience, and talked so nice in
that prayer-meeting, you remember, he talked just
the way I felt, precisely, only I couldn’t have got it
offin that slick fashion. And I said to myself, ‘Now,
old Joe, if Wint stands up to all that and makes a
good fight, and comes out ahead, why, you'll start in,
that'sall.” ”

‘“\WVhy didn’t you go in then, if you felt that way?”
asked Bert, turning his astorished eyes on his com-
panion. ¢ You act enough nore like a Christian than
Wint does.”

Joe shook his head,

‘1 was afraid I wouldn’t hold out. Wint is smart-
er than either you or me. I thought it was well
enough to let him try first. If he held out—then—"

“ Yes,” said Bert, ¢ he'd have beon a help to us3, 1
know. I thought of it, too, at the time. But it
looked to me 2s if there ought to be some change ina
fellow when he professed 1o be converted and born
again, and starting in a new life.”

‘He isn’t making much progress in the Christian
life, certain,” trying to laugh. ‘¢ He'd better doas I
said, backslide and done withit. Then he won't be
a hypocrite, and that's what he is now, or I'm—but
there, we said we wouldn't backbite, and here I
am at it again. Come on, let’s run down to the pond
and take a paddle. Dinner won't bo ready for a half-
hour.”

Dinner timo came, and Joe and Bort, fresh from
their bath in the mill-pond came too. They had quite
forgotten the slight collision of the hare-hunt, and
wondered that Wint was not on hand, especially as
he knew there was to bo a peach pudding for dessert.
Joo called, Bert whistled, and Phillis blew the tin
horn, but no Wint responded to ecither familiar sum-
mons.

““He must have gone up to the applo picking at
Sykes's,” said Joe's uncle. ¢ The Sykes boys were
over hero about eleven o'clock, and I saw Wint com-
ing across the barn-yard just as they camo .r <ho big
gam ”

After dinner Joo and Bert went into town to do
some errands for Joe's uncle, on whose farm the three
lads were visiting. They did not return till late.

““What sent Wint off in such a hurry " asked
Unclo Joo, as they sat down to the supper that was
waiting them. ¢ No bad news, ¢h "

“Wint? Is he gone?” the lads asked in one
voice of surprise.

“Packed his traps and left on fhe three o'clock
train. Looked mighty down in the mouth, but said
you boys would understand.”

The boys did not understand, however, until they
went to their room at night.

** I do wonder what happoned to Wint 1" was Joo’s
first word on entering their snuggery.

* Perhaps this will tell,” said Bert, aa his oyes fell
on a note, addressed, in Wint’s bold hand to ** Bert
and Joe.”

* Reod it, Joe."”

And Joe resd ¢

¢ Dear Fellows; Forgive me. I
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harm I am willing to do. I ask your furgiveness, and
beg you not to think that there is othing worth
having in religion because I havo disgraced my pro-
fession. I was on the other side of the haystack,
where—you won't believe mo, but it ‘s true—I was
knooling aud praying for help to conquer my hateful
temper and to control my wicked tongue, when you
two came there. I heard all you said. 1f you are
vight Bert, and Iam only a hypocrite, ther, may God
be merciful to me, & sinner.  There is no other prayer
that I can pray. But if, as I humbly trust, in spite
of all my wicked disloyalty, I am a disciplo of Christ,
then, too, I ust pray, God be merciful to wme, and
forgive me that I have so dishonoured my Saviour,
O fellows, can’t you help me? I know that I ought
to have been a help to you, and I've only been a
hindrance. But I did want to live su as to win you
both to Christ. I have missed my opportunity, as
you say, Joe, and what can I do now but pray that
you may not migs yours, and that my extremity may
prove to be God's oppurtunity ¢ Oh, pray for me, I
am very wretched ; what you said this murning, Joe,
in answer to my cruel coarseness, opened my eyes. I
saw myself as you see me, and hate myself. Of
course, after the way I have lived, and the dead fail-
ure I have made in the Christian life, nothing the* I
can say will be likely to influence you, yot I will say
that if I never tried before to ¢ climb up Zion’s hill,’
I mean, by God's help to try now. O fellows, I love’
you both, and I ask your pardon for all the harm I
have doud you. If you luve me, forgive me, and pray
for your penitent Wint.”

Joe’s voice had trembled as he read. As ho con-
cluded he raised his cyes to Bert's, and saw them
filled with tears.

“I declare, Joe, I wouldn’t have hurt the old fol-
low's feclings so for anything,” said Bert, piphing
down a sob.

“I don’t know,” said Joe, “maybe it was best.
Wint dues not lie ; it cost lum dear to ask our parden
so humble. I believe in him, after all. And I am
not so sure he has altogether missed his opportunity.
I think we might do worse than to pray fur him, and
for oursolves too.”

“Su dv I,” said Bert, turning away.

After 2 few moments he came over to the table be-
side which Joc yet stood, re-reading Wint’s confession
andappeal.

1 say, Joe,” he began, in a low voice, ** shall we
write to Wint and promise hita that we will 1

*Pray for him and for ourselves? Ves. Only it
will be mure comfort to him to hear that wo had pray-
ed. I was horrid mean tiis morning, answering him
80.”

 And I was mean, saying he'd better backslide, and
all that,” added Bert. “ I ought to ask his pardon.”

“Bert,” said Joe, scriously, “let’s join in, and
help one another. You know the Bible says, ‘a
threefold cord is nut yuickly broken.” ™

“Well,” said Bert, ‘I will.”

The boys fell on their knees, and Joe prayed aloud,

Bert joined in the Amen with carnest voice. They
rose from their knees and clasped hands in token of a
now and sacred fellowship.

A few days later, Wint read a letter signed by Joe
and Bert, telling of their now resolve, their prayer
for him, and their fellowship with him. And when
he had read it he laid his head upon his arm and cried
for joy. For ho received it asa word of forgivencss
and assurance from the Saviour whom he had so

wronged, and to whom he had so earnestly cried, that
for His own merey's sake he would not suffer his dis-
loyalty to destroy the svuls or hinder the conversion
of the friends ho loved.

From that hour Wint was a loyal soldier of the
cross. And daily he thauks God that his extremity
was so signally made God’s opportunity for the salva-
tion of tho souls of Bert and Joe.

And tho threefold cord still holds.—Chsistian at
Home. -

YOUNG MEN! -READ THIS,

Tar Vortarc Beiz Co., of Marshall, Michigan,
offer to send tlgebmtcd EvLectro-VorTatc Berr

and other ELLQR0-ArrLiaSCes on trial for thirty days,
to men (young or gldjafflicted with nervous debility,
loes of vitality4nd mpshgod, and ull kindred troubles.

Also for heumajidm, g8, paralysws, and many
other diseases. Comple}f restoration to health, vig-
our and manhood naf No risk is inc ,
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