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-ipe from the eys of God.  But ever since ho
inown God by the nume of Father, the thought
s perpetual presence bad turned all hiz life
v sulenun gladness and service.

the diligont reading of his thumb.-wurn Bible,
had come across this saying of the Saviour:
shall leave mo alone, and yet 1 am not alone,
w the Father is with me”  Tom thought he
t say the same words ; and often-at such timos
i in the dusky room, or when he was shelter-
om the spring showers under some archway,
suing his wenry frame upon the steps of an
- house, this verse came into his heart with a
ness and strength such as nothing elso could
and turning away his sad thoughts from his
J father, and his Failing strength, and his sove
ty, he would say to himself, “Yet I am not
because my Father is with me.”

(70 be contenned.)

WHICH WAS THE COWARD?
BY N. E. WIiSLOW,

Du! you may talk all day, if you choose;
an't convinee me.  Girls always have been
ds, and they always will be, I suppose. It's
ht enough to say you're afraid to do things,
ut when you expect M to bo afraid that's
another matter; and I'd thank you not to
on sueh an idea again. I don’t believe even
:ould like to have your bLrother known as a
d.”

d Robert McKenzie closed the conversation
Bvent down the street, not heeding—perhaps
aring—his sister’s “last word ”;

dou't think its cowardly to be afraid to do
'.',

s went on in her study of her Sunday-school
, which had been interrupted by Robert ; but
cts troubled her, and her thoughts would
o+ away from her book, in spite of all her
5 to become intevested.

wert joined n party of boys, and went off with
on the fishing party which had caused the
ation, and before long accepted the ¢ ylass of
with which the eaptain of the fishing-smack
the boys. He did not like the taste of
B, und he knew it was wrong to drink it ; but
not like to be Jaughed at by the other boys,
b hie was afraid to say * No.”

as Sunday morning when the party set out
eir day’s pleasure, and it was in reference to
¢ of the sacred day that Ida had told Robert
tht to be “afraid ” to go.

vaias Sunday afternoon, when Fda—returning
Sunday school with a friecnd—saw at the
B of the cliff’ along which the pathway ran,
erturned smack in which the party of boys
me so bravely and defiantly.  Where were
pyo? At fivst sight she thought they had all
vashed away by the waves, but at length she
wo forms far below, vainly struggling to get
whl on the wet rocks,

e must get help to them somehow,” she said
companion.  “I can get down by thut rock
ated that one—don’t you see?”

vs, but you can't get up again.  You'll
o stay there till the tide rises, and then you
¢ boys will be drowned.”

Irisk it,” said Ida.  “If somo ouo stood on
at rock and held out & hand to the boys they
seramble up and bo safe till help camo—that
t came quickly. You hurry on to the village,
Il the men to row round and pick us up be-
e tide rises ; it's at the ebb now.”

ie ran uway townrds the village as fast as

among tho rocks are apt to be—commenced the
descent. She had no ditliculty in reaching the
bottom of the cliff, but thore was & wide strip of
foaming, angry water Letween her and tho flat
rock, to the bottom of which the two boys were
clinging. Thoy kept their heads above water by
grasping the scaweed at the foot of the rock, but,
bruised and beaton with the waves, they could not,
unaided, gain a foothold upon tho slippery stone.

Robert saw Ida descend the clift; ho saw, ulso,
that wero she on the rock her extended hand would
50 steady tho buys that they could climb to tem.
porary safety by its aid, and he shouted, im-
putiently, “Jup.”  His sister hesitated a moment,
for the distunce was considerable, the water looked
very angry, and, should she wiss the rock, she
would be in the same predicament as tho boys, It
would be even more impossible for her, hampered
with skirts, to climb the wet rock than for the
boys, who, at least, know how to tlout. Dut it was
only for s moment. To jump was the only chance,
and the thing she ought to do; and, summoning ull
her resolution, she made the eflort, and landed
safely upon the broad, at stone.  After this, to lie
flat down upon her face, and, stretching out her
arm, assist the boys into a position of safety, was
the work of a very few moments.

But now auncther difliculty arose. It was a long
time—ot so it seemed to the three, as they stood
waiting upon the rock—before succour came, and
wennwhile the tido began to rise, and Robert
McKenzie's terror was oxtreme.

“You can't sce this rock when the tide is high,”
he said.  “ Wo shall all be drowned very soon.”

«Wo must wait,” said Ida; “there is nothing
clso to do. The pebbles ut the foot of the clift’ are
lower than this stoune, and will be covered first.
God will take care of us.”

« Ho won't take care of me,” said Robert, cling-
ing to her. “I went fishing on Sunday, and drank
rum—and—I an't the kind of boy he takes cave
of‘,'

Robert was so completely unmanned by the
danger of his position, added ‘to the eflects of the
liquor ho had drunls, that his sister had to use all
her efforts to kecp him from slipping off the wet
rock till a boat came to their rescue, which hap-
pened just as their feet were wet with the first
advancing wave; and then Rlobert fainted away
altogether.

Boys! which of the two do you think was the
coward I—TLemperance Banner.
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THE LIQUOR BUSINESS DEFINED.

It is & busiuess which every merchant and busi-
ness man hates and dotests. It is o business which
is the standing dread of overy mother. It is a
business which is the constant fear of every father,
It is o business which is the horror of every wife,
It is a business which mwakes 90 per cent. of the
paupurism for which the taxpayer has to pay. It
is a basiuess which keeps employed an army of
policomen in the cities. It is a business which
puts out the fire on the hearth, and condemns wives
and childven to hunger, cold, and rags. It is a
business which fosters vige for profit, and educates
in wickedness for gain.

Drunkenncss comprises all other vices. It is the
dictionary of vice, for it includes every vice.
Drunkenness means peculation, theft, robbery,
arson, forgery, murder, for it leads to all these
crimes.—Irish Templar.

Nritner wine, spirits, nor malt liquors are
necessary for health. We are botter off' without
them.

Hrr eyes are not o lustrous,
[er voice has less of cheer,

While in her hair, once dark as nighs,
The threwls of gray appear.

Aund, ah ! T um reminded,
When [ her face behold,

That, though she etill {s beautifal,
Mother's growing old.

Her cheeks Lave lost their glory,—~
So like tho blush of morn,—

Her smiles aro lown that used to bless
The beart with sorvow worn ;

And when [wark ber step, that
\Was buoyant once and bold,

I cannot help the thought, so sad.
‘That-- Mother's growing old.

Turn back tho years, O Father |
Aud muko her youny once more,
Just as my soul remembers her
In happy days of yore.
When at her side, my lifo in
Full gladness did unfold,
And I, a hittle child, drcamed nots
Mother would grow old.

Beyond these hours so fleating,
Beyond carth's tods and tears,

In that sweet land I hope to gain
When cease these mortal years,

Nothing shull wuste her pure lifo s
But beauty, manifold

With huppiness, shall crowa her lot,
Aund ~Mother'll ne'er grow old.

As I Now Say.

Tuz long rough road is ended,
Hor weary feet have pressed,
How rough to her weak footsteps,
Perbaps we never guessed 3
But—with the weary journey
She'll be no more distressed,
That face we bend and softly kiss
Bears no imprint but that of bliss.

Ve know that many pagos
Within the book of yecars
Sho has perused with anguish,
Anid her falling tears s
That partings, change and donbtings
Have caused her many fears.
Forgotten now, cach pang of woe,
No grief agrain her soul will know,

We gaze at her dear features,

Within the casket bound,
And think that she is dwelling

Where changeless peace is found 3
That there no painful partings

Her loving heart will wound ;
Aund, weeping for her, *“loved aud gone,”
Wae gather strength to walk—

ong the way before us,
Whither—we do not know,
It ~ay be strewn with blessings,
And pleasures we may know,
Or thickly act with dangers,
May bring us naught but woe,
Yet—o'er life's pathway she has come,
At last, unto a heavenly home.
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HINDU CARPENTERS.

Tueik wood is mostly hard and it takes along
time to saw the planks, and when sawed they are
very thick and fit only for rude workmauship,
Carts, doors, frames for doors and windows and
Lenches are about ail they make, and they wark
very slowly. A carpenter likes to sit down on the
ground and uso his toes for a vise.” Tho people
generally use their toes to pick up little things from
the ground, I once asked a man why he did not
stoop over to pick up a stone. He said it was
much better to pick it up with his toes and hring
it up to the haud Lehind his body, for if he were
facing a tiger and should stoop over for a stone, the
tiger would spring upon him; whereas by picking
it up with his foot he could kcep his eye on the
tiger all the time,

p—— =X
r (ﬂ
PLEASANT HOURS. 127
had been possible, he would have endeavoured |sho could, and Ids —agilo as girls brought up As I Said.
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