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There's a Dear Little Girl Coming
Homo To-day.

“Oh! what do you think the angels
m "

Said the children up ip heaven ;

“Thore’s a dear little girl coming homo
to-day,

She's almost ready to fiy away

From the earth wo used to llve in;
Let's go and open the gates of pearl,
Open them wide for the new little girl"

Sald the children up in heaven,

“God wanted her here, where his little
ones meeot,”
Sald the childven up {n heaven :
*She shalf play with us in the golden
streot |
She had grown too fair, she had grown
too sweet
For the earth wo used to live in ;
She neods the sunshine, this dear little

gir}
That gilds this eldo of the gates of poarl,”
Sald the children up in heaven,

“So the K'ng called down from tho
angels' dome,”

Said the children up in heaven:

“My littte dcriing, arigse and come
To the place prepared in thy Father's
home,

To the home that my children live in;
Let's go and watch at the gates ot pearl,
Ready to welcome the new little girl”

sSald the children up in heavon.

“Far down on the earth do you hear
tham weep 7"
Sald the children up a heaven ;
" ¥or the dear little girl has gone to
sleep !
The shadows fall and the night clouds
sweep
O’er the earth we used to live in;
But we']l go and open the gates of pearl !
Oh ! why do they weep for their dear
little girl 2"
Sald the children up in heaven.

“ Fly with her quick, oh ! angels dear,”
Said the children up in heaven.”
“ See—she {s coming ! Look there! Look
there !

At the jasper light on her sunny halr,
‘Where the velling clouds are riven!
Ab~hush—hush — hush—all the swift

wings furl !
For the Xing himself at the gates of
pearl
Is taking her hand, dear, tired little girl,
Angd leading her into heaven.”

“HOW ALEX KINGSFORD 8UC-
OBEDED IN LIFE"
BY MAIDA MAITLAND.

“Wanted—A boy to learn the business
and make himself generally useful"”

So read the card that occupled a strik-
ing position between curtain and window
in the only grocery store of any im-
portance at * Eckford Corners.”

It was on a Saturday .night that old
Mr. Walklos and his son had held a con-
sultatiop as to the advisability of em-
ploying more help in thelr business
Time was telling hoavily on the old
grocer, and his long day's work bad
wearied him as it had never done be-

ore.

“1 think, John, my son,” he eald, “you
need gsome help here, now that I am
growing ¢ld, some young lad to learn
tbe busfness, and know your ways, to
be of use to you when I am gone.”

And so0 it came about that before
young Walkins closed the store for the
pight, the notics wo have aliuded to oc-
cupled a place in the window. On Sun-
day, as the boys went to and fro in the
village street, all stopped to read the
card, “Jack Phafr, the doctor’s son, read
it, and paused, and after somse reflection,
declded— .

“Just the thing for me. T11 see old
‘Walkins in the morning, -and, of course,
I shall bave ‘no difficulty {n securing the
position; and then when all I8 settled, I'll

break 4t to-the-governor that-my echool.

days ars over, and shall at last assert
oy independence.”

And- so, havipg satisfactorily sottled
the matter with himself, he weat off
whistling, “ The Gir! I Left Bebind Me,”
which caused good old Mrs, Tait to sigh
.at thig open desecration of tho Sabbath.

The next of any ‘interest tous to con-
slder the notice, was Fred Lambert. His
widowed mother kept the boarding-
house at the *“ Corners,” and it was well
known that Fred, her only son, weas far
from belng a help to ‘her. Having road
the: * want,” be sat cown on & barrel
near by to-cogitate on its attractions.

] suppose-a fellow-must. got to work
some-time,” he thought. “And this s

. about-&s-fine-a-placo 83-any to mako.&

start.  I'm-around here.a. good deal any-
“way, snd I'll-hear and. seo 2il that's go-
" Ing o, Desides drawing ny salary. Yes,
~F-owndk T1L.200% aties thix iQ-

sl A

Focling of more tmpertance than usual,
ho strolled lelsurely—for Fred was naver
known to hurry—to his home, whero ho
announced with n very pompous air that
ho Intended taking tho position. The
Iittle church at the “ Cornurs* held two
strangors that samo Sabbath evening,
but so unassuning and quiet wore they
that they attracted vory little attention.
Tho woman, a widow, you could sco by
her dress, seemed bent beneath someo
burden of care that left {ts deop impress
ou her sad faco. Marjon Kingsford
had seen her loved holpmato consigned
to the grave the weock provious to hor
removal to * Eckford Corners,” whither
she had been attracted by tho promise
of work in the hop flelds around. Be-
slde her sat her only child, Alex, to
whom the dying father had loft as a
sacred trust his sorrowing \wifo. .

As the sweot voico of the young girl
:’oloist rang out that wonderful invita-

on—

“Come ye dleconsolate !

languish,

Come to the mercy seat, fervently
kneel :

Here bring your wounded hearts, hero
tell your anguish ;

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can-
not heal,”

Whero'er ye

the griet-stricken mother found rellef
and healing in the first tears she had
shed since her bereavement. Those
silently shed tears touched so keenly her
poor boy's heart that never before bad
ho experienced the great longing to act
a man’s part in the world that he might
support and shield his loved one from
the bitter storms of life. As the con-
gregation knelt in prayer, only one peti-
tion went up in all sincerity from the
lad's heart,

“ 0 my Father, help, oh, help me to
support and care for her whom thou hast
left in my charge.”

On thelr way home from the service
to their humble abnde, Alex read the
notice of Mr, Walkins' want, and he im-
mediately decided to apply for the posi-
tion. It seemed that God was already
answering that prayer for work. In the
snorning, as he hurried to the store, he
found Jack and Fred occupying seats on
the window sil], and some young lads of
less importance standing around. Boys
as o rule are unceremonious, and in 8
short timo they were all chatting gaily.

Jack had no doubt, in his own mind,
that his position- in the place -{the doc-
tor's som), would secure him the coveted
appointment, and Fred, although he
didn’t exactly say so in words, conveyed
the {mpression that he felt his handsome
face and well-dressed form would be of
great advantage behind the grocer’s
counter.

The other lads, though anxlous to be
engaged, felt there were small chances
of success with two such formidable
rivais,

They were still awalting Mr. Walkins’
leisure, who was busily engaged with a
ratlwway magnate of New York, when an
old man drove up to the door with some
bags of grain he wished to dispose of.
Having made & satisfactory bargain
with young Walkins, he was ordered to
throw off bis load at the door. Theo old
man returned to do as ho was bidden, and
made two or three unsuccessful attempts
to lift the heavy bags. Alex, who was
standing with his back to the old man,
did not percelve the trouble, until, hear-
ing Fred banteringly exclaim, “ Try it
again, old man,” he hurriedly turned to
geek an explanation for the remark.
Taking in the situation at a glance, with
a bound he was beside the waggon.

‘ Let me have an end,” he said, in his
hearty, boyish way, and the poor, over-
taxed old man very gruffiy accepted the
proffered help. When all was unloaded
the old man drove off without as much
as *thank you" to hls assistant. As
Alex once more jolned the boys, it was

-Jack who twitted him with, “ Much you
_got for your trouble from the sulky old
" duffer.”

“Some abuse and dirty clothes,” Fred
added, In an ecxasperating tone. As
Alex was ctill busy rubbing the dust
from his clothes, Mr. Walkins approached
the window, and throwing {t open, in-
quized :

“ What is your name, my boy ?”

** Alex Kingsford,” was the reply.

*Are Yyou looking for the position in
my store ?” was his next inquiry. Be-
Jug answered in an aunxious affirmative,
Mr, Walking continued :

“Very well, Alex, go right to work.
My son will glve you something to do,
and we'll talk of wages later.”

Ags Alex, hardly belleving it possible

Jhe was awake and not dreaming, walked
into the store, tho other boys departed.

with feelings. quite indescribable. When
Mr, Walking returned to-bis desk to.re-
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| tions and excuse3 he trod under foot

' den  tho latter interruplted hls romark

by inquiring °

“ Excuse my curlosity, Walking, but:
wil] you te)l me why :'ou chose that lad !
80 readlly out of such @ number without -
conversation with any of them ?” t

“Did you mnot mnotlce thoe old man,”:
wasg tho roply, ** who was greatly in need |
of assistanco a fow minutes ago ? Out |
of that group of boys, this Alox was tho
only one who offered any help.”

“Well, yes, T did notice that*” Mr.
Lumsden remarked, ** but don't you con-
sidor that a very small thing from which
to malse such a hasty selection 7"

“Not at all. That slmplo act i8 a
good {indication of the lad’s charactler,
it suggests o kind heart, a lack of lazi- |
ness, and a willingness to porform a dis-
agreeable duty if required. T shall be
greatly mistaken if this lad does not
prove a success.”

Ton years have passed since then, and
we tako the train now jnstead of the
stage when wo go to “ Eckford.” You
drive up tho old familiar streot, but
hardly recognize it, so {mproved has it
become. As wa reach the corner whero
Mr, Walking’ gtore once stood, we find an
imriense warchouse, and over the door
in newly-painted letters wo read :

“IWALKINS AND KINGSFORD.”

Thus, by his own efforts, under God’s
blessing, Alex Kingsford's prayer was
answered, for now his widowed mother
presides over a cosy little home someo lit-
tlo distance from the noisc and bustle of
the town.

Over the door of the room that Alex
calls hig “ Den,” hangs a beautifully
flluminated card, bearing the words,
“ Do with thy might what thy hands find
to do.”

“That” he was wont to say, polnting
to tho card, * 1s the secret of my success
in lfe”

SELF-RELIANOCE.

Henry Ward Beecher used to tell this
story of the way {n which his t2acher of
mathematics taught him to depend upon
himself :

“T was sent to the blackboard, and
went, uncertain, full of whimpering.

“<That lesson must be learned,’ sald
my teacher, in a very qulot tone, but
with o terrible intensity. Al explana-

with utter scornfulness. ‘I want that
problem . 1 don't want-any reasons why
you haven't it he would say.

*“¢1 did study two hours’

¢ <That's nothing to me. I want the
lesson. You nced not study it at all,
or you may study it two hours, just to
sult yoursell. I want the lesson.’

« It was tough for a green boy, but it
seasoned me. In less than a month I
had the most intense sense of intellec-
tual independence and courage to def-nd
my recitations.

“ One day his cold, calm volce fell up-
on me in the midst of a demonstration,
‘ ’

“ 71 hesitated, then went back to the
beginning; and, on reacking the same
point again, ‘No !’ uttered in a tone of
conviction, barrcd my progress,

“¢The next ' And I sat down In red
confusfon.

*“He, too, was stopped with * No ¥ bul
went right on, finished. and, as he sat
down, was rewarded with ‘ Very well

**Why, wkimpered I, ‘I recited it
just as he did, and you sald No "’

“«Yhy didn't you say ° Yes"” and
stick to it ? It is not enough to know
your lesson © you must koow that you
know it. You have learned nothing un-
til you are sure. 1If all he world says
“No,” vour business is to say, ** Yes,”
and prove it." "—Ram’s Horn.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY.

LESSON VII.—NOVEMBER 15.
GOD'S BLESSING UPON SOLOMON.
1 Kings 9. 1-9. Memory verses, 4. 6.

GOLDEN TEXT.

The blussing of the Lord, it maketh
rich, and he addeth no sorrow with it —
Prov. 10, 22. .

Time.—~Perhaps about B.C, 992.

Place.~Jerusalem.

DAY BY DAY WORK

L ;‘:)Ionday.——ncad the Lesson (I Kings 9.
Tixcsdéy.-r-nea.d how wisdom benefits

(Deit, 4..1-10). Siudy Tezchings.of the-
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Wednesday.~Itoad the coiuditlors of
prospority (Deut. 11. 13-21). Lenrn the
Golden Text, Timeo, and Placo,

Thursday.—Read a Jist of God's blosa-
ings (Deut. 28. 1-14),

Friday.—Read low God's warning was

fulfilied (2 Kings 26, 1-10). Answer the
Questions.
Saturday.~Read how the heathen

would repronch Isracl (Jer. 22, 1-8).

Prepare to tell tho Lesson Story.
Sunday.—Read the gain of godiiness

(Psaim 112). Learn the Mcmory Verses.

QUESTIONS.

1. A Promise, verses 1-6.

1. When did thoe vision of tuis lesson
take place 7 2. How did God appear to
Solomon at this time ? 8. Wera the king
and peoplo as faithful now as whon the
tomple was dedicated ? How did God
signity his accoptance of the tomplo ?
For what did he chiefly value it ? 4.
Mention some o0f the gouod points In
David’s character, 6. On what con-
dition would God establish Solomon's
throno ?

1I. A Warning, verses 6-9,

6. When were the Israelites cut off ?
Can o paront’s goodness freo tho child
from tho right to be good ? 7. What
warning was given through Moses ? 8.
How was tho temple high ? What would
fts ruin- witness to? 9. How did the
Israclites take hold of idols ? -

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSUN.

Delay in answering prayer {8 not
denial. God's house is sacred. Thero i8
no respect of persous with God. Only
by obedience to God can we securo per-
manent success. Sin  Vbrings shame.
Tho greater our privileges the worse our
punishment if we abuse them. We
ought not only to learn from our own
past but from God's dcalings with others.
;I‘he savercest chastisements spring from
ove,

68 NEW ol

BY ———mgmy
G. A. Uenty.

With Cochrane the Dauntless:
A Talo of the Exploits of Lord Coch-
rane in South American Waters. With
12 page illustrations by W. H. Marget-
gon. Croan 8vo, cloth ologant, olivine

edges, $1.75.

Tho youthfu) hero of this story is Stove
Embloton. = midshipman on board tho flagship
of lLord Cochrang (Lord Dundonald), but the
central and eomq;lcuous flguroin thotale is tho

t admiral himaelf 1t would bo bard to
m ovon ip sensationns fiction, a more daring
loader than Lord Cuclirauc, ur a carcer which
supplics so many thrilling exploits: and tho
mannor in which, altnost singlo handed, ho
scattored the French ficot in the Basquo Roads
18 ono of tho greatost foats fn Kaglish naval
histors. In thisstory hiscarceras Admiral of
tho Chilian fieot I8 more particularly sct forth s
ané his heroie deods, Logethier with the varfous
oxcittng ad scnturces of his young midshipman,
provido & narrativo of unflagging interes

At Agincourt: A Talo of the White
Hoods of Paris. With 12 ([}mgo illus-
trations by Wal. Paget. Crown 8vo,
cloth elegant, olivino eodges, $1.75,

Sir Eustace do Villeroy, in journeying from
his catntes in Hampshirotohiscastloin Franco,
wmade young Guy Aylmer ono of his anncd
oscort. Soon thernaftor tho castio was attacked,
and tho Koglish youth displayed such soun:
iudgmcnt. angd valor before tho enemy that his

fege lord mado him commander of o special
mission to Paris. Thatcity, at tho thno, was
in & state cf armed tumult, caused b{ the
factions ot Orlcans and Burgundy, %0 that Guy
had to oxerclse great coolness and daring in
ordor to cxtricato himsolt and his following

dangorous sltuation. This h

aftcr many adventures in the

streeta of old Pariy, arriving at Villeroy iIn
timo to tako F:m.ln tho mmparllgn ﬁu“l tho

French which ended in tho glorious victory for

England at Agincourt,

[ 1)

On the Irrawaddy : A Story of the
first Barmeso War. With 8 illastra-
tions by W. H. Ovorend. Crown Svo,
cloth clegant, olivino edgos, $1.50.

Young Stanloy Brooke Pad an uuncle In

Calcutta who was a keen, adventurous trador

with the native statea near tho Irrawaddy, and

Stanley. in his lovo of adventure, joinrd hls

uncie as an assistaol  Thus it bappened that

when war brokoe out between Kngland and

Rurma. {n 1824. tho 1ad waa well skilled in rivor

navizadon, and his knowlodgo of the Burmoss

language obtained for him a post on tho
gcncmnﬁn staff IHo acrved with tho British
army all through the camuaign, during which
tho fad’s love of hazardous M‘cnturo.oounuig,

tulwad oaaguanlmny wcro most brilliantly d

play:
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