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Not Bothered About Souls.
IlTom, yeu're the. sort of Chîristian

I like." The speakear was a young
mani, cf no roliglous profession. is
companion wus a church ueînber li
good and regular standing. a' You're
tho sort cf a Christian I like. You.
nover seem te bother yourseii about a
feliow'useoul." The verdi ver. ightiy
spoken, but they piercod like au arrow.
If vo lad listened at Tom's cliambor
door tlat night, we wouid have heard
something lik t 8s: I 0  God, forgive
me that I secmed, indifferent te the
wifare of sry faiends y Help me to
trouble myself more d more about
tHeo I Mako me hungry a d thisty
for the saivation cf those about me i
Cxive me a passion for Pouls 1" »Xindn
reador, are ye h one of th meCbers of
Chists church who are nt batheed

about souls Yeou have unconvmtedi
frends. wYoa pres t beiev ti
Bible. It delares tnt ail who reject

ohrist shaol b cast forth inte te outer
d.rknu, wbtre their ern dieth not,

"Hoe Out Your Row,"
ONE day a Jazy farmer's boy

Was hoeing out the corn,
And friooajily ha-i llastencd long

To hear the diner er.
The welcome blast wax heard at last,

And down he dropped his hoe;
But the good man shouteld in his car,

IMy boy, hoe out your row 1"

Although % "hard one" was the row,
Te use a plownan'a phrase,

And the lad, as the sailors !lave it,
Beginaaiag iveli te « ' hazo"Il

'Il cal]," s°id la, a"d îuanfully
He seized again his hoce;

And the gooed faramer saniled to sce
The boy hoe out his row.

The test the lad remembercd,
And proved the moral well,

That perseverance te the end
At Iast wili nol 'y tell.

Take courage, man resolve you can,
And strike a vigorous blow;

lu life's great field of varied toil
Always hon out your row.

--Selced.

and their lire is not quoncled. Y
yOu utter no warning, stret-h forth
hand 1 One of two thlings nust
true. Either (1) your profession
love toward your friend is mere pi
tonco ; or (2) your profession of fai
in tho declarations of Scripture is
serions error. May tha Lord help
to believe in the vorities ! If thele
a hell, how should wo pray and striv
to deliver our friends from the dang
of going thire ! If there is a hea,ve
linw should we st(retch out both hanc
to help then thither! But if heave
is nothing but a dream, and hell is
hoax, then, in "not bothering ou
selves about souls," we are doing th
correct and logical thing. Rea
Ezekiel 3. 15 -2 1.-Interier.

Doing for Christ.
A LIrrL boy saii that he wishe

Christ were on earth still, so that h
might du sonething for him.

"What could a little feliow like yo
do?" some one asked.

" Why, I could run errands fo
hlm," was the reply.

Do you know how to run errand
for Jesus? He has said that all yo
do for any of his creatures you do fo
him. Now what is there that yoi
can do for Jesus? iIf yo love hlim
you will show it by being loving and
kind toesoine one else, and sce how
much good you can do them, for
Christ's sake.

The Night in the Lighthouse.
hVr Ieekcd up from our little boat

that was rocking in the ocean's crystal
cradle. There in the door of the
ligithouse tower, shooting up out of
the sea, stood the keeper. Would he
tako us in ? The sun hadl gene down.
The niglit wvas traîiing acress the sea
darker and darker robes of shadow.
If there were no hospitality in the
lighthouse, cortanly the sea could
offer none. But the keeper was will-
ing to be our host. We climbed the
ladder planted against the tower. Woe
passed within the strong walls that
nade the shaft of this mighty candle-
stick in the sea. 110w cozy was the
kitcher. I The sea without was cold-
how warm the shelter within o The
eiock could tick. The tea-kettle couid
hum. S et nd demestio was this
duet in the tower amid the waves.

Later we were shown te a round
little room above the kitchenour
quarters for the night. We weIt dow
into the depths of siumber deeper
than any diver that ever touched
the ocean bed. But others watched
while we slept. Abovo us was another
snug, round sleeping-roo. sigher
up was the watch-room. Finaliy cahe
the lantern-an eye of glass with a
pupil. of lire. This liglit must b.
watched. Wliat if it should suddenby
fail at midnigbt? Wliat if some vos-
sel, headed for the harbor, should miss
the guiding ray of the lighthouse and
be dashed upon the rocks? While we
were asleep, others must watch.

tee late.
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et As for the vessels far out to se
no they eould raie tbrough the darkrne
be heedless of any light on the roc
of hore, for the v-ons wer studdb
r- with the torches of worlds, each s
th like sone Phares in the midst of ti
a deep, alysnal gulfs of spaeo. But

us these vessels, also, wlhile someo slept i
is r,-eurity, others mnust watch.
ve if m e extend that thought still fa
er ther, how, many miiust watch thar
n, others my sleep! You are youn
s Father and niother still are with yo
n All anxiety about >0L- fond or clotl
a ing may go to sleep in your boson
r- because your parents watch over you
0 welfare. In your vacation, you jou
d ney. The train rushes along ail nigh

You may close your eyes. Ahead
though, ln the locomotive-cab, is
watch that is never taken off fro,

d the track. You near your home again
e You halt. You take up the duties o

school-life once more. That you ma,
u safoly pursue them, what is societ

but an aggregate of eyes looking ou
r for your welfare 'i

Think of these unrecognized bless
s ings. Be grateful for this incessan
u watchfulness in your behalf. Abov
r all, think of the heavenly eye tha

nover slumbers nor sleeps. Be grate
ful to God, and provo it in your life.

The Upper World.

A GENTLEMAN, visiting a large salt
mine in Austria, was told that in the
naine wvere persons living wbe had
never been on the eartli's surface.
Here were they born, here lad their
wlhole lives been passed. The father
of a family might sometimes visit the
outer world ; to his children it was
unknown ground.

Befomo the gentleman left the mine,
being axius te ascertain 'hat such
a child must think of the upper world,
he asked permission to talk with one
of them.

He found the boy-a child of some
ton or twelve years-ready to enter
into conversation, and to tell all ho
knew. Ho was well acquainted witi
lis own little worid-the mine ; le
could find his way througlh its intri.
cate passages, and could drive a horse
with case, for these aniials, after
having once been brouglit down to the
mine, also spend their lives there.

But when the gentleman began to
taik of the upper world-of which
the boy linew nothing--he did not
lnd it easy t inake himself under-
stood. Ho told the chid-or tried to
-about the sun, but how could one
understand wlose only idea of light
was formed from the lanterns that lit
up the mine? He tried to tell him
of fldas of green grass, of beautiful
trees laden with fruits and flowers-
but here he utterly failed. Tho bqy
had never seen anything which re-
smbed an any vay the tlings of
which ho spoke.

Ho seemed to understand more
about rivers, for thero was really a
littie lako ln one part of the mine.

'a, Whenor hi instruet.r sawv the Pl&oîm
1s, little pond, ho felt how ult toy it !Ilte

ky fail to ielp the boy to r ali
-l "vi-ly flowing streams ho had ti d te
et picture.
he At lngtl, the gentlemnan gno up
in the task, feeling that he had ilpai ted
n no TieW idea,

Il The child has seen nothing with
r- ihich I can compare tiem," said ho.
t " Even a clover plant might help hlm
g. imagine a trep, but if one has no "r
u. seen leaf or branch, how shall he get

a faint idea of anything in the veeg
, table world more complicated ?"
r So it sems with the vaguo descrir,
r- tions of heaven we find in the Bible.
t. Heaven is far more glorious as cen-
, pared with earth than is the interior
a of a mine wlen coipared with the
n most beautiful scene upon it! But
. when the sacred writers would at.
f tenipt to describe it, they find us like
y the boy in the mine-unable to follow
y them-and are conpelled to sun it
t up by the assurance, "Eye hath not

seen, nor ear heard 1"

b The Happiest Boy.
t Wno is'the happiest boy you know 1
. Who bas " the best timne ?" Do I

mcan the one who, last winter, had
the biggest toboggan ; or who now
lias the most marbles, or wears the
best clothes ? Let's sec.

Thero was a king who liad a little
boy whom he loved. He gave hin,

beautiful rooms to live in, and pic-
turcs and toys and books. He gave
him a pony to ride, and a rowboat on
a lake, and servants. He provided
teachers, who were to give him know-
ledge that would make hin good and
great.

But for all this the young pr'nce
was not happy. Hoe vore a frown
wherever he went, and was always
wishing for something he did not
have. At length one day a visitor
came to court. He saw the bey, and
said to the king:

"I can make your son happy. But
you must pay me ny own price for
teiling the secret."

"%Well," said the king, " what you
ask I will give."

So the visitor took the boy into a
private room. He wrote sonehing
with a white substance on a piece of
paper. Next he gave the boy a
candle, and told him to light it, and
hold it under the paper, and then see
what he could read. Then lie went
away, and asked no price at all.

The boy did as lie liad been iold,
and the white letters on the paper
turned. into a beautiful blue. They
formed these words:-

"Do a kindness to some one every
day /"

The prince made use of the secret,
and became the happiest boy in the
kingdom.

You cannot repent too soon, because
you do not know how soon it may be
too late.
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