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A SERAI1ON IN RHYNE.

If you hlave à friand worth loving,
Lave hlm. Yos, and lot hlm know

That you love hlmt oro lifo'B oecning
Tingo hie brow with sunat glow ;

Why aboula good w&dds no'or be oaid
Of a frîond-tiUl ho in dela?

If Yeu jeair %i song thrit thrills you,
Sang by Goy ehlld af ang,

Praiso ît. DO not lot tho singer
Walt desorvod praisos long;

WVhy abould one that ibrille your boart
Laok tho joy it may imnpart?

If yen hear a prayer that moyen you
13y its humble, pleading touo,

Join in. Do nlot lot the speaker
Bow beforo bis God Bloue ;

%Vbày aula net your brother share
The strengîli of I "ta or Ilirce"' in prayer?

Il You Ba tho bot tests falling
Frein aloving brothor's oyos,

Share them, and by shar±ng,
Own yonr kinship with the skies;

Why sboula Boy one ba glad
Wlien bis brot.hor's heart is Bad?

Il a silvorlaugli goos rippling
Througb tho sun shino an his face,

Sharo it. 'Tis tho wise man's saying,
For bath grief and joy a place;

There'a health and goadnesa ini the mirili
In vyhich an hollest laugli bas birth.

If your work ii moade more easy
By a friendly, hclping haxi,

Say se. Spoah- out brave and truly,
Ere the dsrkness voit tho land.

Should a brother workman doar
Falter for a word af clcor ?

Scatter thus your soeds of kindness,
AU onrlcbing as you go -

Leave thoni, trust the Harvest.Giver;
lBe will moa each sood to grow.

Sa. until is happy end,
Your lio sahal neyer iaok a friand.

AV L177'LE BOY THAI' DIED.

Look at bis pretty faco for just ono minutea!
Bis braided frock and dainty buttoned shoes--

His firm-shut band, the favourito plaything in it-
Then tell me, mothors, waa't nlot liard ta lose

And miss bim tram my aide-
a My little boy that died?

Soi Marty another boy, as dear aud chsrmlng
Ris fathor'a hope, bis xnother'a oue deliglit,

Slips through strange sicknesses, ail feurs disarming,
And lives a long, long lite in parents' siglit.

Mine iras s0 short a pride 1
Axid tben-my poar boy died.

I sac him rocking on bis irooden oharger;
I hear him pattoring through the hanse ail day;

I irateli bis great blue eyea groir large and larger,
Listoning to stories whlethor grave or gay,

Tua at the briglit fireside-
Sa dark noir-ince ho died.

But yet I Olton think my boy la living,
As living as xny athor chidron arc.

When good.night kissos I ail round ami giving,
I koep one for him, thougli ho rsa fur.

Can a mora grave divido
Mo from him-though ha <ied ?

Sa, wirhlo I came aud plant it or with dais jes-
(Nothing but chlldiali daisies ail yoar round)-

Continually God's hand tho curtain raison,
And I can hear bis merry vaîce s sonna,

And foel hlm at My slilo-
Mly littia boy that diod.

TEE BOYS.

WVint is having a raugh time of il, trying ta climb
up Zion's lîlil. Hc'd botter backslido and bo dono with
it. Hoall find it more camfortable V"

"lYeu sc he's trying an ixupossibility. How is it
the Biblo lias it ? Ta 'serva two nmters' Ycs, and
it nays, likcwise, it can't bo donc. All the saie, poor
aid 'Wint in trying liard to--

"lServ ao ne and get the credit af scrving tho other,"
said Jao, iishing Boit's speQch. "lPahar 1 lInm
sorry."e

The two lads lay in the shadow af a hay3tack,, this
fair vacation dey, cooling ofi after thoir chucs of a
fooct haro.

WYint had beon with thom in the startbut as thoy
turned a fonce orner, ail in a buncli, Joo's sud 'Wiut's

heae bail coame into violent collision, and Wisit, be.oouingvêr etgx, aaid sme ouri, W. Word#, and

the dog, liad caughît'the haro, tho boys liad skinned
aud druased it, sud carriod iLt ta liauso, and iîav-
ing refreslicd tlioinsieevs with a drink of buttcrînilk,
liat grnie out ilîto the backyard ta el a^ut for a
bit befaro tîx ooendax> nîcal. NVint was miomboro
te bo seau. Thay whistled, but liea nsworiuîg
wlîiistlc caile.

Seo's inad yot, lot Iiiimu go," said Bort, ais ho tli
huîîîseif ligly> out the leosc lîsy mt tic foot of the fra.
grant stack. "osgLamtsttme.

"lSeoils ta mite lie uses a lot o! bad ivards for ai
professer," Jea aîîswoed.

Aîîd tVien Boert ha îîadoe tha deciaratiomi referred
ta in aur first sentence.

"lI belicro yau," said Bort, ln ropiy ta Joo's 'I''in
sorry.' " 1Sa sut I sorry. I used te thiîîk WVint ias
lin earaost, snd ineanmt ta practico ist ho professod,
but I'va about clianged my opinioni. I don't prutend
ta bo a Chîristian and let îîîy liglît shîino, snd ail tlîat,
but lIld bo slisîncd ta do saine thtinga thtat WVint docs
-geL mad as fur>' at notîimg, and thon bo tea îîîulishî
ta aira tiîat I mas iii th'o wyrang irlîu1 lys convimîcedl
of my iistake. Auid-well,-iL's men ta bo cuttimîg
up a felhowv bohîid his bath. Pen't let's Bay an>'
marc."

"lNo," raid Joe, siomi>', "wo wont. Omily l'un
sorry iVint lias potcred eut se. Ho baid an opportumn-
ity-and lîc's rnissed ut. Yeu sec ivlien iVint stood up)
tiiere and gîuve lus experionce, and talked s0 nice in
that prayer.uneeting, you remember, ho talked just
tîte îvsy I foît, precisely, only I cotîldn't have gat iL
off in titat slic faihion. And 1 raid ta niysehf, 'Noir,
aid Joe, if Wimît stands up ta ail thiat and unakes s
gaod liglit, aud cones eut alîcad, iwhy, you'll start in,
tiîat!s aIl. '"

" Vlîy dîdn't you go in thonu, if yen feit thuat irsyî"
asked Bort, turniag lus astorishied cyca an bis coit-
panion. "lYou act enougli mare like a Christian Llîau
\Vint <lacs."

Jae shook ]lis head,
«Il mas afraid I îouldu't hald out. NVîntilasmart-

or tlîsu aither yen or nme. I tîtoughit ILias watl
enoughi te let hiai try first. If lie lîeld out-tlhîcu-"

IYcs," raid Bert, Illie'd havQ.been a lieip tu uii, I
knoai. 1 thought of iL, too, at the tile. But it
laoked ta une as if thero oughît ta ho saine change iîî a
fello'« irbn ho professed ta be canverted and bora
again, and starting iii a nui life. "

IlHo isn't makiag nîuch progresa lu tmo Christiant
hifo, certain," trying* ta laugh. 11Ie'd botter do as I
aaid, back-alide and donc with it. Thon hoe waa't bc
a hypocrite, and tlîat's irbat lie is noir, or I'm- but
thora, me said ive %Youldn't backbito, and lhera I
uti at iL again. Coa ai, iot'a run down te tue pond
sud tako a paddlc. Dinacr.won't ho ready for a lîalf.
hour."

Dinnor tima came, aud Jea aad Bort, fresh froin
their bathiii thme iilpoad caine tee. Tua>' ad quito
forgotton the aliglit collisioni o! the hare-hunt, amîd
wandered that Wiait %vas flot an ]lundi especiali> as
hoe kaci tîtore ls ta bo a peach pudding for dessert.
Joo calcd, Bort îvhiistlcd, and Pilhis blair the un
lier, but ne WVint rcspended ta cithor fantiliar sain-
mous.

"Ho muet have gene up tai tho applo piclcin(g at
Sykcs's," said Joe's unclo. IlTho Sykes boys wero
avez haro about clercs o'clock, and 1 saw WVjît cont-
ing accoss tho barn-yard just as thoy caine .n. Ihe big
gaLe. "

After dinuer Jeuand Bert meut inta Lown ta do
saine errund for Joe's unclo, on ivboso farm, tha theo
lads more vîsiting. Thoy did net roturn tLl lato.

IlVhat sont Wiut off tn such a hurry l' asked
Uncle Joo, as te> at dama Lei Lie supper that mas
ivaiting thein. IlNo bad newvs, eh 1"

Il Vint 1 la le gene 1" te lsds anked in one
volte of surprise.

IlPackcd birs traps and lcft on £ho threa o'clock,
train. Lookod, mîght>' domsu in the mouth, but raid
yen beys wuld uaderstand."

Tho beys did net uaderstand, hoeover, until ta>'
mont te their reem at night.

"lI do mondor irbiat happencd ta Wint 7" was Jea's
first mvord on entering their snxmggory.

IPorhaps this wiU tell," said Bort, as his cyea fait
on a nete, addreasod, in WVint's bold lbaud ta IlBert
snd Jao."

14Ruait, JS.11
A&na Joe rSad;
"Dear- Feiows - Forgive me. rS golng boee

harn I aun, willing to do. 1 asic your fvrgivencess, and
beg yau flot to tlinîk that tiierc le îlotling wortlî
lîaviîîg iii religionî becausu 1 have <lisgraced iny pri-.
fessian. 1 %vas oit the othcr Bide of the hiaystack,
iwlîcro-you Wvon't, baleva miu, but it -a truic-I iras
knoling and p)raying fur ]tell) tu conquer rny hatoful
touiper and tu colntrol niy îî'icked toîîgue, witox yau
tiro came tiiere. I heard aIl you said. If youi ara
riglit Bort, aud I aîn only a hypocrite, thun, inay (bd
bic inarcif ut tu tue, a iluxur. Thoru 18 lia uther prayer
thiat I can pray. But if, as I liuinbly trust, in spito
of ail nmy wicked disloyaity, I sun a disciplec of Christ,
thon, toa, 1 iiiust pray, Gud bu niurciftil ta tue, aud
forgive mie that I haro su dishiuoured lu>' Saviour.
0 fellows, ealn't you lîî.lp Ille? I kuair that, I ouglit
ta havae becti at help ta you. aud I've oîîly becu. a
hindraice. But I did iralt tu live su as ta ivin you
both. ta Christ. I have inussed iny opportuîîity, as
yen Bay, Jue, and iît cati I do noir but pray tlw.t
voit inay not mules yours, and thint my oxtrettity ay
provo tu bc Gjod's oppiurtuîîity 1 Oh, pray for mc, 1
sat very wretchoed ; Nvhat you said tlîis urning, Jue,
in1 answor ta nily cruel coarsieness, opeincd muy oyes. I
sai r nysuif as you s$ce Ilue, and liste mlyself. 0f
course, after the way 1 have lived, anîd the dtad fit.
uro I ]lave mnade it the Chîristian lfe, nothinîg the' 1
eail Bay will ho hikely tu influence yuu, 3 ut I mIvl Bay
that if I nover tried boforo ta ' clivai) up) Zion's li,'
I lieau, by God's liollp ta try naw. 0) fulflois, I love'
you both, and I ask your pardont for aIl tha barin I
have doua yeti. If you love nie, forgivo tue, wud pray
for your peilitent NT

Joe's voice liad treiîîhhid as lie read. As hoe con-
ciuded hae raiaud his eyes ta Bure's, snd sam thein
filicd with teairs.

I deciare, Jue, I ivouldiî't, have hurt the aid fol-
low'a feelin,,s so for aîttythiiugý," laïd Bort, gulphing
dawn a sob.

I don't lmnoir," aaid Joe, Ilnîsybe it ivas best.
WVint dues not lie ; it cust hut dcar ta ask, aur pardon
so humble. 1 belicro i lîiîuî, after all. And I arn
net no sure lie lias altuoetiier mnissed lus opertunity.
1 thinl, we iîtîlit do morse tlîsiî ta pray fur hlm, aua
fur oursolves tua."

"lSa do 1," said Bert, turiiiii- airs>'.
A! ter a fcwv mnotments lie caine ever ta tho table bo-

aide iwhich Joe yct stoud, re-readiîîg, Wit'a confession
and appeal.

"Ic ay, Joe," lio begani, iu a law volte, II"as» iva
write to iVint and promise hiià that we i% il '"

IlPray for himît aud for ourselves ? Yes. Only it
%vill bc mure coufurt to huitî ta hear thnt %ve liadt pray-
cd. I mas horrid îîîoa titis mnîauiîg iaswerint- him

"And I was inesu, sayiîîg lîo'd botter backslide, ada
ail that," addcd Bort. Il oughit ta a.91 bis pardon."

"'lBert," said. Joe, scriousiy, "«let's join in, aa
help ane another. 'Yeu linoir tie Bible says, 'a
thrcofold cord is ut quickly broken."

'Wcll," said Bert, 'I wl. "
The 1uoys feil ou their knues, and Jue prayed aloud.
Becrt joincd la the Amn with carnest voice. Thcy

rase freont thîcir krces and claspcdl bîands la tokon of a
noir sud aacrcd felomslip.

A fcwv dsys lator, W'Viît rend a lotter signcd by Joo
and Bort, teiling of their noeî reoaIe, their prayor
for Iiim, and thoir fel-lotshiip iwîtl lîîn. And when
ho had read it lie laid ]lis head upon ]lis arai and cried
for joy. Far he racciveid it as a ivord af forgivenesa
aud ussurance froint tlîc Saviour wlîaîn lie had se
iwran"cd, and tu whmonî i hl sîad carncstly cried, that
for lis own nercy's sako ie woulcl îot, suffor bis dis-
loyalty tn destr<'y the souts or hinder the conversion
of tlîe frîoîîds ha loved.

Froin tiîst hiaur WVlnt iras a loyal soldior o! tho
cross. Aîîd daily lie tlîai., God thînt his cxtremity
mas sa Bigîîally inade God'sl opportuîîity for tho salva.
tien of the souls of Bort sud Joc.

And tho tlîreefold cord still huids.-Chrisfian at
Home.

YO LTNG M1EN!1 -lREA D TMIS.

Tira 'Votmitî BEic Ce., of Mdarshîall, Michigati,
effer ta send theà~cWebrated ELEcTrio-Voi.Âro B,%LT
and athor ELLQC r-Aî.tl&m arn tr.tl for thirty days,
to taon <young erol.Jd) afflhcted with nerrous dobility,
la&% ef Vitahiý a-d m;d b dad 1skindrcd troubles.
Also for oiuma Mf7? ias, paralynts, snd xnsny
othor d*iseeo. Caaiplormaturation ta bealthi vg
our and =nhmed uarn N" rk ineuxred,
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