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WOULD YOU1

W HAT weuld you do, my darling,
VoY 1f tho Saviour went and cawme
In and vut of onr homea to«day,
As b dd an Jerusatem ¢
Wouis sutt hasten out with gladoess
Y .. blessed Lord to meet—
Woul! you fling the door wide open, love,
At v und of his coming feet !

Wenid you listen to tho teavhings
He .oly cculd uatold,

Wo..1 you nestle iu his loving arma
As "ttle ones did of old 1

\What do | hear you apswer—
Yo wish that it could be so,

Fur oe-.8 acCInY by far away
When wo seek his love to know?

Ah. den’t you know, my darling,
The Saviour cotes to.day—

Comes gleadlag for an catrance, now,
Inte your heart to stay ¥

01 srt the door wide open,
Then bid him welcome here,

Anda 1a the New Jerrualen
Y« shall seo him surely there,

“«WHERE THERE'S A WILL
THERE'S A WAY.”

il How frequently the truth of this
| old maxim hes been illustrated, not
| only by our own exporiences, but by
the brilliant saccesses of those who
§| bave triumphed over tho most adverse
circumatances ! Every day farnishes
u8 with proof of ths fact that men are
what they make thomselves, and that
genivs is not a gilt, but a habit of the
mind,
8] If we desire anything very greatly,
| wo genorally mansge to obtain it, over-
coming all obstacles, and daily apply-
ing ourselvea with renewed energy to
our task., But the boys and girls who
have manifetted no love of books, no
desite for knowledge or skill in any
pursuit, cannot =xpect a very high
g:anding a8 men and women. Youth
is a grest absorbent. At every pore
it is taking in that which will expand
tbe heart and the intellect; filling the
brain-cells with thoughts that shall
tske root and ripen and bring forth
floxrer and fruic sometime hereafter;
recelving, through the eyegale, pic-
tures that will be as tapestry upon the
walls of memory ; and, through the
car-gate, music that will linger long
after all other melodies have been for-
gotten. Our whole future depends on
tbe manner in which we have speuc
our youth ; and every atep in our lives
is but & preparation for tho fortune or
mis‘ortune that crowns our riper years.
When Lincoln was taking advantage
of every leisure moment to study the
books that came in his way, he had no
idea that he would bo President of the
Urited States. Nor did Grant or
Garfield, when they werz following the
humble path of duty and having a
tough fight with adversity, anticipate
the honours they wounld reccive from
an admiring nation. Tho finest schol-
ar3 are graduated from the school of
difficulty ; and the greatest heroes
become 80 through unconscious prepar-
ation,
Benjamin West made his firat paint-
brushes out of & cat’s tail, Franklin
fist robbed the thunder.cloud of ity
lightning by means of a kito made
with two cross sticks and'a eilk hand-
kerchjef. Sir Walter S:ott found in
every pursuit opportunities for self-
improvement, and turned even acci-
dents t6 account; for it was owing to
a kick of a horse, which confined him
to the honss, that he diecovered his
talent 33 an author, He was a aworn
epemy to idleness, and forthwith set
his mind to work. In three dsys he

hud composed tho first canto of * The

Isy of the Lust Miostrel,” which he
ghortly afterw.id finfrhed—his frst
great original work. It was not by
luck or uccident that any of these
achioved uwstinction, but by hard work
and industry ; and those who aro in
the habit of complaining that their
oareer has beon spolled by adverse cir-
cumstances need only to study the
lives of distinguished men to learn
what perseveranco can accomplish. In
gpiritual as in temporal aflairs, the
crown is ** to him that overcometh,"

Improve the odd moments for study.
A placo of study can be found if oagerly
sought for, It may be a barn, or &
huymow, or by the kitchen fira. The
new ycar iy o good time to begin a
courge of reading and ot study which
shall improve the mind and make the
gonl better. Abovo all other things
K1ve a portion of each day to a careful
reading of the Holy Soriptures, which
make wise unto salvation,

A BOY WHO BEOAMK FAMOTUS,

A Boy, only six years old, was eail-
ing with his father down the Danube,
All day long they had beea esiling
past crumbling ruins, frowning castles,
cloisters hid away among the crags,
towering cliffs, quiet villages nestled
in sunny valleys, and here and there a
deep gorge that opened back from the
gliding river, it hollow distance blue
witk fathomless shadow, and its lone-
liness and stillness stirring the boy’s
heart like some dim and vast cathedral,
They stopped at night at a cloister, ana
tho father took little Wolfgang into
the chapel to see the organ. It was
the first large org»n he had ever seen ;
and bis face lit up with delight, and
every motion and attitude of his figure
expressed a wondeiing reverence,

« Kather,” said the boy, “let me
play !”  Waell pleased, the father com-
plied. Then Wolfgang pushed sside
the stool and, when his father had
filled the great bellows, the elfin
organiat stood upon the pedals. How
the deep tones woke the sombrs still-
ness of the old churzh! The organ
ecemed some great uncouth creatura,
roaring for very joy at the caressos of
the marvellons child,

The monks, eating their supper in
the rofectory, heard it, and dropped
knife and fork in astonishment, The
organist of the brotherhood was among
them, but never had he played with
sach power,  TLey listered : some
crossed themeelves, till the prior rose
up and hastened into the chapel. The
others followed ; but when they looked
up into the organ-loft, lo! there was
Bo organist to be seen, though the
deep tones &till massed themselves in
new harmonies, aud made the stone
arches thrill with their power. ¢ It
is the devil,” cricd one of the monks,
drawing closer to his companions,
and yiving a scared look over his
shoulder at the darkness of the aisle.

¢ It is 8 miracle,” said another. But
when the baldest of them mounted the
stairs to tho organloft, ho stood as if
petrified with amszamert. There was
tho tiny figure treading from pedal to
pedal, and at the ssme time clatching
at the keys above with Fbis little hands,
gathering handfals of those wonderful
chords ss if they were violets, and
flinging them out into tho eoleme
glcom behind him. He heard noth-
ing, saw mnctbiog besides ; bis oyes
beamed, and his whole face lighted up
with impassioned joy. Xwouder and

tuller rcoo the harmonies, etreaming
forth in ewelling Lillows, tili at Iast
thny seemed to reach a sunny shore,
on which they broko, and then a
whirperiog ripplo of fiintast melody
lingered &« moment in the air, like the
last muraur of & windbarp, and all
wasg still,

Tho boy was John Wolfgang Mozart.

“THE WELCOME STRANGER"

In an Australian mining camp at
one of tho tents sat four men —June
10, 1838 —talking carnostly cf their
faturo and bewnoaning the past. For
soveral months these four wmen had
worked together in tho #aui0 olsim,
someiimes geuiog barely suthcent for
daily wants, cometimes no' even that.
For gevoral wocks, indeed, they had
laboured without any result. After a
long dincussion they decided to abanlin
the clsim. Down in the mine the
throo looked gloomly around, with a
kiad of sulky regret at having to leavo
tho scene of so much ussless toil.
“ Good-bye,” ssidone, “1'll givoyou a
farowell blow ;" and raising his pick, he
struck tho quartz, making splinters fiy
in all direc.ions. His practised oye
caught a glittering speck on oneof the
bitsat his feet. I examined It and tho
place he had struck, when, with a loud
exclamation, ha knelt and satisfied him-
self that it was gold. Tie then com.
menced picking vigcrausly, His matos
caught the meaning, and followed his
examplo. In deadsilenco thoy worked
on—they had gitcovered & monster nug-
goet. Theo a wild, glad shout souaded in
the ears of the man at the windlass, who
haa sunk in a half-dose, fceling, prob-
ably, the want of bis breakfast, To his
inquiry, " Whatis going on1” the cry
cawe, “Wind up,” and as hedid there
arouse to the surface # huge mass of
virgin gold, When fully exposed to
view the men were almost ingane with
joy. After watching it throngh the
day and livelong night, they had it
conveyed in safety to the bank. It
was pamed “ The Welcome Stranger,”
and yielded tho discoverers of it £6,000.
C.1 the site of that spot the forest and
scrub have diiappeared, and their place
is occupitd by the finest city on the
celebrated goldfield of Victoria,

PREACHING TO THE DOGS,

Tue following story is told of the
famous African missionary, Robert
Moffet :

One evening ho halted at a farm
which showed signs of belonging to a
man of wealth and importance, who
had many slavea. The old patriarch,
hearing thet he was a missionary, gave
him a besrty welcome, and proposed
that in tho evening he should give them
a service. No proposal could have
been more acceptable, and ho sat down
to tho plain but plentiful meal with a
light heart. The son3 and daughters
came in. Supper ended, a clearance
was made, the big Bible ard the psalm-
books were brought out, and the family
was geated.

#“Bat whereare the servants1” asked
Moffat.

#Servanty! ‘What do yon mesn1”

T mean tac Hottentots, of whom I
gee 82 many 01 your farm.”

# Hottentols ]| D3 you mean that,
thent Let mego to the mountsins and
call the baboons, if you want a congrega-
tion of that sort. Or, step; I have it
My sons, csll the dogs that lioin front
of the door—they will do.”

Thoe missonary guistly drcpieed an
attrnpt which threatened 8 wrathiul
ending, aod cumiensd the service.
The pralm was suog, prayer was offornd,
and tho p «her read tho story of the
Syve IV awaliian woman, and selevted
nwre especially the wonds . Truth,
Lord, but even the dogy eat of tha
-rumbe that fall from the master's
wable,”  Ho had nct wpoken wany min
utes when the voicw of the ofd man was
again  heard: “ Will  Myohoer »it
lown und waita littlet  Hoe shall have
the Hottentots ™

ThLo summons was given, the motlcy
crowd trouped in, many who probally
tad bover bLuen within the door of
their master a house tofors, und many
more whe noves tefore bad heard the
svive of w preacher,

When service was over, and tho as-
tonfuhed Holtentuts had dispersod, *Le
farmez tutnod to his guest and sail
“My !ricad, you tock # hard hammer,
and you have broken a hard head."”

WINTER SLEEPERS.

Tnerk are gome kinds of animals
that hide away in the win.wer, that arn
nct wholly asleop all the time The
blood movea & little, ar? oner in w
whilo they tako a breath, If the
weather ig a% all mild, they wako up
onough to eat. Now, ien't it curioun
that they know all this beforehand?
Such animals always Iny up something
to eat, just by their side, when thoey
go into their winter sleepingplaces,
But those that do not wake up nover
lay up any food; for it would not bw
used if they did.

The little field-mouse lays up nuts
and grain. 1t eats some when it is
partly awako on a warm day.

The bat does not noed to do this,
for tho same warmth that wakes him
wakes all the insects un which he
focede. Mo catches eome, and then
oats.  When he s going to sleep agals,
ho hangs himself up by his hind claws.

The wosdchuck, a kind of marmot,
does not wake, yet he lays up dried
grass near his holn. What ia it for,
do you thinkt On parpose to have it
ready the firet moment he wakes in
tho spring. Then ho can oat and be
strong beforo he comos out of his hole.

How muany things aro sleeping in
the winter! Plants, tco, as well ag
animals. What a buay time they
must have in waking up, and how
little we think about it !

STRENGTH OF THE TIGER.

Tne strength of the tiger is pro-
digious. By a singlo cuff of his great
fore-paw he will break the skuil of an
ox »s easily an ono could amnssh a
goosoberry ; and then taking his proy
by the neck, will straighten his muscles
and march cff at a half-trot, with ouly
the hoofs and il of the defnnet animal
trailing on the ground. An eminent
traveller rolates that a buflalo holong-
ing to a peasant in Indis, haviag got
helplessly stuck in the swamp, ita
owner went to seek assistance of his
veightoure to drag it out.  Whiln he
was gone, however, a tiger visited the
Bpot, and unceremcnicusly slow and
drow the boflalo out of the mire, and
had just got it comfortably over his
ahounlderz preparatory to trotting bome,
when the herdsmar and his friends
appreached.  The  baflalo, which
weighed moro than & thousand pounds,
had ity ekull fractared and its body
ncarly emptied of blood.
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