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miay ýýcalled the transaction of business
cona ted wvith the Tabernacle and its
varieus institutions, the other is reserved
for Mr. S;)urgecn's private use alune.
On one cf these shelves there i8 a 8erie8
cf volumes cou taining extracts from news-
papers, etc., refering to him, ail careful-
ly indexo{. In one of these is that pre.
cîcus ccpy of one of P1'Spurgeon's ser-
mie whicli wvas feund L.. _r. Livingstone's
box iii Africa, after the great explorer's
death. It w'as brcught to bis daughiter,
who, tbinking Mr. Spurgeon the inost
suitable possessor, sent it tue hini. The
paper is bxown ivith sge and travol and
clitnate, but on the top of the front page
can stili te seon the words, "Very good.
-D. L.," ini faint pencil.

There are rnany miore bocks in the
large rocîn--liaif drawiàîg-rooin, haîf li-
brary- -on th*e other -aide (if the 'iaîl. The
whole cf one large wall is ccvered with
their. Tbey are of a miore general char-
acter thaxi those in the two stuidios. whicbi
are niostly cf the natuire cf " tuols" for
thc preacher's work; but these are histor-
ical and biographical ard also ccmiprise
several wilas on niatuiral history. Of this
latter classa of reading Mr. Spurgeoin is
v'ery fond. Ho hits a set cf old 1-erbals,
and bas read them ail, finding miany
quaint and cutricus illustrations iii ihieni.
The windows of the larýge dlrawing.-rooni-
library look into a v'ery fine fernery. sonie
oif the plants being very large, and the
whole graceful in 1 arraîîi .±ient and ap-
perance.- The Q1é)

A STRAIGHxJ.T RULE.

"The Bible is s-> strict and oldfash.
ioned," said a y<tna ng at te a grey-haired
friond wh'o was advisitig ini te stuidy
GCd's Wocrd if ha would learii how tuchve.
" There are plenty cf bocks written nc., -t
days that are inoisil enough iii their teuch-
ings, and do net bind olnu down te the
Bible. "

Thie old inierchant turned te bis desk
and teck eut two rulers, one cf *hicli was
sliglitly bient. With each of these lie
rulod a line, snd sileîîtly lianded the ruled
paper te bis comîîpanion.

"Well," said thie lad. " vdiat do you
mieai"

"One lino is-not straighit and truc, is
it? Wlîoîî.you muai k out vour path ir' life
dIo net take a crookod ruler."

A TELL-TALE DOOR.

"Wiilio, Wiliie, ycu'1l break ny heart,
that you will, with your tcîîîper," ex-
claimned Mrs. Morton, as she gazed with
tearful eyes at lier little son, wlbo stocd
before lier with criimnaun checksand clt-n-
ched flet, his wliole denieanur showing
that hoe had bast ail control over hiniself.

Willie was an only cbild, aud his,
parents, eaineat, Godl-fearing pl)Iie, did,
t hecir be8t to bring Iitan Up weil: but tîleugL
in incat thinjgB tlîe boy gave thon coinîpkte
satisfactioni being truthful sud ebedieîit,
yet the slighttest thing wecld somietimies
be the ineans of raising- bis naturally hot
tenîper, and for the tiime hie would aot
nîcre liku a inadmnan than a child. To-
day the cause (if disturl1 anc(e liad been s(>

s3light: that MIs8. Morton grieved incire
tiîan ever over bier bey as she watchod
him stainping abcut tuie bright clwery
kitchen, his fr<wns and mîmgry wcrd.s
sened te blot out ail tlîe sunsbino.

Suddeiy the child stopped as the
8ound cf a firin. steady footstep fell on bis
ear, and a nionent later his fstlîer, Johnt
Mo>rtoni, entered thec rootii. Hin qitick
eye teck i thse state cf affairs at a -,lance,
and a ahadow passed ouver hiis f ace.

"lit sn(>tlir pay-3ion, Wiilit.4" ho said, in
a low, Bad voice, as ho laid bis hand <'n
the chiid'8 shoualder. " My soti, this
wvon't (Io. Do youi know thia is the third
tinue you have luat your temiper since

The bey hung diwn bis hicad. Ho
kntew it was toc true, and lie aIse knew
tlîat :tli saine thimîg liad occurred tho
previous day.

biillie, you dcn't realize howî often
yetîl full ilito this sin, anîd noîv 1 ani1 ûpoing(
to niake you roetueniber," conitiinu<d bis
father; anîd as ho Fspoke lic tibok iii) a lbaini-
nier and pjaper of liails m~ hiuli lay on the
table, sud hidding his son follow hini,
-vent ixîto tho yard beliind their abat little
cottage. Here lie deliberately stopped
before a door leading iii the wcodshed,
and placimg the haninier and a nail iii Xil-
lie'a bianda, bade inii dr-ive it into the
doîîr. Thc bioy looked surpirisod. but did
as lio mas toid, and tînt n glanced iiqui.-
ingly inito lus fatlîer's face. WVliy did
yen tell nie t( o that fatlierl"

John MVortcon gatzed eainextly inte the
little face befere iai. atnd aIl hoe said was,

.Every titpo yeu give away tu teniper,
Willie, I exoqit j ou to conie here and


