+Jan. 13, 1905

ought to eschew tobacco in every form and
have a horror for intoxicating drinks. He ought
to be peaceable, gentle, merciful, generous. He
ought to take the part of small boys against
large boys. He ought to discourage fighting.
He ought to refuse to be a party to mischief,
to persecution, to deceit. And above all thngs
he ought now and then to show his colors. He
need not always be interrupting a game to say
he is a Christian; but he ought not to e
ashamed to say that he refuses to do some-
thing because it is wrong and wicked, or be-
cause he fears God or is a Christian, He ought
to take no part in the ridicule of sacred things,
but meet the ridicule of others with the bold
statement that for the things of God he has
the deepest reveremce.—‘Royal Road.

A Brave Cow.

‘Usnally a cow does not stand much chance
when she engages in a hand-to-hand cozict
with a grizzly bear, said Michael Ayres, a
Colorado stockman; ‘but several years ago one
of my cows killed one of those animals and
came out of the struggles without a scatch.
The cow had recently given birth to a calf.
It being her firstborn, the mother was exceed-
ingly vicious, and it was unsafe for a stranger
to apporoach her, as her horns were long and
pointed. The cattleshed had a thatched roof,
and was scooped out of the hillside a short
distance from the house.

‘One night a bear, having smelt the presence
of a cow and calf, mounted the roof of the
shed and proceeded to force am entrance by
scratching through the thatch, The cow at
the same time detected the presence of the
bear, and held herself in readimess to receive
the intruder. The noise of a terrible struggle
aroused me, and grabbing a lantern I rushed
from the house, and opening the shed door I
found the cow in a frantic state, butting and
tossing to and fro some large object, which
evidently had lost all power of resistance. It
turned out to be a good-sized grizzly, which
had been run through and through the body
by the courageous mother. The little calf was

mnestled in a corner, sleeping peacefully, and it.

seemed unmindful of the maternal struggle.
I suppose that as scon as the bear gained an
entrance through the roof it was pinned to
the ground by the cow’s horns before it had
time to do any damage.—Selected.

Saying and Knowing.

There is a great deal of difference between
the two! Some boys and girls (especially
boys)are ‘too knowing by half) and act as if
we were to take off our hats to them as the
cleverest people we have met. But, alas! ‘all
Jis not gold that glitters, and 'when we examine
them a little more closely we find that they
are very ordinary persons after all,

But this is a very old habit, and by no
means an ‘up-to-date’ imvention. It existed,
at any rate, as long ago as the first century,
AD., and probably dates much further back
than that. We have a striking example of it
in Rev. iii., 17—‘Thou sayest I am rich ... .
and have need of nothing; and knowest not
that thou art wretched and miserable, and
poor, and “blind, and naked.’ What a remark-
able position to be in! The people who were
- thus addressed were aelf-satisﬁed and self-
'ﬂeceived.

(1) Self- Sabmsﬁed —They thought they had
‘need of nothing’ I have met boys at school
like this, who seemed to think there was no
subject in earth or sky upon which they were
Wt competent to offer an opinion; and if any-
one ventured to differ from them,what scorn-
ful look he received-—erough to shrivel him

up! Of course, self-satisfied people are tre-
mendous talkers; they can talk ‘sixteen to the
dozen But it is like the frothy bubble of a
brook whose noise only shows how shalliw it
is; while the deeper the stream, the more si-
lently it flows, for ‘still waters run deep.”

The wisest man that ever lived wrote this
good advice—Be not rash with thy mouth, and
let not thine heart be hasty to utter any thing
‘before God: for God is in heaven, and thou
upon earth: therefore let thy words be few . . .
a fool’s voice is known by the multitude of his
words’ (Eccles. v., 2, 3.) ‘A wise man’s heart
is at his right hand; a fool’s heart at his
left’ (x., 2). ‘The words of a wise man are
grace (margin); but the lips of a fool will
swallow up himself’ (z2). To¢ which cur Lord
added this solemn warning:—Every idle word
that men shall speak, they shall give account
thereof in the day of judgment. For thou
shalt be condemned’ (Matt. xii., 36, 37). There-
fore ‘let thy words be few!’

(2) But the Bible makes it very clear that
self-satisfied people are self-deceived. ‘Thou
sayest . . . and knowest nct’ They may de-
ceive themselves, but they do not deceive other
people. Still less can they deceive God who
knoweth all. The most pitiable thing about
these people in the church at Lacdicea was
that the facts were so widely different from
their fancies. However bitter the truth may
be, it is best to know it. What is more dan-
gerous than for a man to think he is on a right
road, when he is walking in the dark along
one that leads to a precipice? Yet that is the
sort of danger that threatens the boaster, for
‘pride goeth before a fall’ :

Such a person is a peril to himself axnd a
nuisance to everybody else. No man is so wise
as when he realizes how ignorant he is; and
King Saul never scaled so high the mount of
wisdom, or was so mnear to the Kingdom of
God, as on the day that he said: ‘Behold I have
played the fool, and have erred exceedingly’
(I. Sam. xxvi., 21).

(3) All this folly arises from self, and if we
want to be cured of it we must leok away
from self to Ged. What the Lord said to
Laodicea was: ‘I counsel thee to buy of me.
Counsel—that means advice. Now young peo-
ple sometimes are wilful, and advice is the
very thing they will not take kindly, although
it is what they need most of all. The very
reason why I strive to give you advice is be-
cause I was a boy myself the other day, and
can see now a good mamy things that I did
not see a few years ago—chiefly because I did
not want to see them, But my advice might
not always be right; that is why I encourage
you to ‘search the Scriptures, that you may
know what the counsel of God is.

Shall my appeal—and His—be in vain? ‘The
Christian.

—_——

The Mission to the Streets., "

When Margaret Andrews was twenty-uve
she received what she thought was a call to
the foreign mission field. Her parents, although
at first they tried to dissuade her, put no ob-
stacle in the way of her hopes, and, full of
eagerness, she began her training at a school
in another city. -

One day she received a telegram, Her mother
had met with an accident, just how seripus
could not at once be kmown. Margaret packed
her books and took the first train home, ex-
pecting to return. Before a few weeks passed
she knew that her dream must be given up.
Her mother would never be able to do any-
thing again, and Margaret, instead, of mak-
ing her journey to strange lands, saw. herself
shut in to the duties of housekeeper and nurse.
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For a year or two she bore her disappoint-
ment in silence; then she went to her pastor
with it. The pastor was an old man, who
had known Margaret all her life. He looked at
her steadily for a moment. Then he said {o
her slowly. ‘You are living in a city of two
hundred thousand people. Isn’t there =ced
encugh about you to fill your life?’

‘Oh, yes, the girl answered quickly, ‘and I
could give up the foreign field. It ism’t that.
But I haven’t time to do anything, not even
to take a mission class; and to see so much
work waiting, and be able to do nothing’—

‘Margaret,” the old minister said, ‘come here.

Worderingly the girl followed him to the
next room, where a mirror hung between the
windows. Her reflection, pale and unhappy,
faced her wearily.

‘All up and down the streets,” the old min-
ister said, ‘in the cars, the markets, the stores,
there are people starving for the bread of life.
The church cannot reach them; they will not
enter a church. Books cannot help them; many
of them never opened a book. There is but
one way that they can ever read the gospel
of hope, of joy, of courage, and that is in the
faces of men and women.

‘Two years ago a woman who has known
deep trouble came to me ome day, and asked
your name. “I wanted to tell her,” she said,
“how much good her happy face did mc, it
I was afraid that she would think it presuming
on the part of an utter stranger. Some day
perbaps you will tell her for me.”

‘Margaret, my child, look in the glass and
tell me if the face you see there has anything
to- give to the souls that are hungry for joy,—
and hey are more than any of us realize,—
who, unknown to themselves, are hungering
for righteousness, Do you think that woman,
if she were to meet you now, would say what
she said two years ago?’

The girl gave one glance and then turned
away, her cheeks crimson with shame. It was
hard to answer, but she was not a coward, She
looked up into her old friemd’s grave eyes.

‘Thank you, she said. ‘I will try to learn
my lesson and accept my mission—{o the
streets’—Youth’s Companion,’

The Best Books.

There are so many good, old books that have
stood the test of ages that we do not. need to
spend much time in youth in sampling the
doubtful books.

‘But the old books, the old books, the mother
loves them best;

They leave no bitter taste behind to haunt -the
youthful breast;

They bid us hope, they bid us fill our hearts

: with visions fair;

They do not paralyze the will with problems
of despair.

And as they lift from smbh and sense to fol-
low loftier pains,

And stir the bleed of indolence to bubble in
the veins:

Inheritors of mighty thmnés, who own a lineage
high,

We feel within us buddumg wings that long
to reach the sky:

To rise above the commonplace, and through
the cloud to soar,

And join the loftier company of grander souls
of yore.

Then as she reads each magic scene, the fire-
light burning low,

How flush the cheeks! how quick, how keen,
the heart-beats come and go!

The mother’s voice is soft and sweet, the mo-
ther’s look is kind,

But she has tomes that cause to beat all pas-
sions of the mind;

And Alice weeps, and Jack inspired rides forth
a hero bold;

So master passioms, early fired, burn on when
life is eold)—‘Tha Spectator.’




