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THE COMPASS

HOU art, O God, my East | In Theo
I dawned ;

iVithin me ever let Thy day-spring
shine ;

Then for each night of sorrow I have

mot, ned,

I'll bless Thee, Father, since 1t seals me

Thine.

Thou art, O God, my North ! My tremb-
ling soul,
lect{ charmed needle, points to Thee
aloue ¢
Fach wave of time, each storm of life,
shall roll
My trusting spirit forward to Thy
throne.

Thou art, O God, my South ! Thy fervent

love
Perenmal verdure o'er my life hath
shed
And constant sunshine from Thy heart
above,
With wine and oil Thy gmteful child
hath fed.
Thou art, O God, my West! Tnto Thy
arms,

Glad as the setting sun, may I decline ;

Baptized from earthly staing and sin's
alarm,

Rebor., arise in thy new heavens to

shine.
I, Chris. Weekly.
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i} THE OLD BROWN SILK DRESS,

CX{ RS. Smijth at such a grand
%/§? wedding, and in her old
brown silk dress! She
has had it for the last six

ears.”

’ “f know it. The idea of a person
a3 well off as she is keeping a dress
that length of time! But she looked
well, The dress was altered to suit
the present fashion,”

* But such meanness? If she were
not able to get a new silk, it would be
different. I wish I had the money
she has, I would show people how to
dress,”

“Girls,” said grandma, “I am
afraid you are not cultiveting cherit-
able dispositions. As the brown silk
dress seews to interest you, let me tell
you an incident conunected with it.”

“ About two months ago I went
with DMrs. Smith to purchase a new
dress, 'While we were in the store
examining some rich silks, Mrs, Wia-
slow came in. She informed us of the
destitute condition of a fumily she had
just visited. The father had been sick
and unable to work ; the mother had
been toiling to support her family.
She was now sick, and three of her
children. One was lying dead in the
house. They were so poor that they
had not a sufficiency of either fuel or
food, and were threatened with being
turned into the street that very day.

“ Mrs. Smith asked if they were
worthy people. Mrs. Winslow essured
her they were, and, giviug their
address, she urged Mrs. Smith to visit
them. Mis. Smith had just decided
to buy & dress trom & costly piece of
silk, ¢TI will not purchase the dress
now,” she said to the shopman, And
turning to me, she remarked, ‘I feel
it my duty to visit these people and
supply their necessities before pur-
chasing anything for myself. Will
you accompany me?’

« Y did so. We found the family
in grest distress. They were Chris-
tian poople, and had been praying to

God to send them help. Mus. Smith

Y

sent them many littlo articles of com-
fort. *I feol botter,’ she said, ¢ than
if I bad bought a now dress. I will
remako my old one, and will wear it
to the wedding.’

¢ And this is why Mrs. Smith woro
‘that old brown silk dress.’ She is
not mean, but a noble, zelf-denying
Christian woman."”

“Iam glad you told us, grandma.
Tho old brown silk dress will preach
mo u lesson of churity—charity in
judgment, and churity, which is love

toward the poor.”
A Y,
egl l :.
(o 7ay the curve suddenly, rushing
toward you with a roar, then
slacking it speed, halting, catching you
up, and bearing you away. It was well
you reached the station when you did.
Perbaps you can see the train a long
way off, its light at night only a
spark, then a ball of flame growing
steadily, yet advancing slowly, com-
ing with apparent leisure, pickiog you
up after this long warning, and tuking
ing you on your way. At my home,
the station i8 near a curve, and when
the train appears, it comes suddenly,
I may be talking with a friend, I
muy be attending to some business,
At some little distance from ths train
1 muy be reminded of the fact that I
need a ticket, and I may start to buy
one. The train, though, is inexorable.
I must let go my friend’s hand. I
must cease my business. I must give
up my purpose to reach the ticket-
office. 1 must tuke my seat in the
train,

How suggestive of the coming of
death is this! There is a little sick-
ness—nothing special. The docter
calls, feels your pulse, and administers
medicine. He comes again, several
times even. Then he shakes his head,
looks grave, astonishes you with the
remark that it is a serious case.
you have any affairs demanding atten-
tion, you would better care for them at
once ! That is tho train roaring round
the curve in a moment, its headlight
flaghing suddenly.

Death may come slowly, on the
other hand. We may see the traina
long way off. ~We linger, linger in
pain, knowing we must go inevitably,
and yet the departure is long delayed.
Generally, though, the comiug of the
train is sudden, it quickly turns tho
curve, and you must go.

“] am not ready. I have not
finished certain work,” you cry. You
must go.

“J have not given the subject the
thought I desire.” You must go.

“3 would like to muke restitution
You must go.

TRAIN COMING!

HERE it is, shooting ita
sharp, dazzling eye around

to somo one far off.”

You plead more earnestly: “If I,
could live, there ia s0 much I might
accomplish, and I might also be better
prepared spiritually.” There is no ap-
peal ; you must go.

There is nothing more impressive
than this solemn voice from the Word
saying: * Be ye therefore ready also;
for the Son of man comu that an hour
wheu ye think not."—Re 7. Edward A.
Rand.

Lrcrurer: “Art can never improve
nature.” Auditor: “Usn'ty Well,
then, how do you think you would
look without your wig?” Another

A STRING OF PEARLS,

l_ ET not trifles worry you. If a
EP03 ppider breaks bis thread twenty
g times, twenty ¢ mes will he re.
I .

pair it again. Make up your
mind to do a thing and you will do it.
Fear not if troubles come upon you
Kecp up your spirits, though tho day
be a dark one.

¢ Troubles nover stop forever:
‘I'he darkost day will pass away,"”

If the sun i8 going down, lock at
tho stars; if tho carth is duark, keep
your oyes on heaven. With God’s
promises & man or o child may be
cheerful.

¢ Never despair

When fog'l.xlunthn air:

A sunshiny morning

May oomo without warniog."

Mind what you run after. Nevor
Le content with a bubble that will
burst, or a firowork that will end in
smoke and darkness, Get that whick
you can keep, and which is worth
keeping—

 Somothing sterling, that will stay,
When gold and silver fly away.®

Fight hard against a basty temper,
Anger will come ; but resist stoutly,
A spark may set a houte on fire. A
fit of passion may give you cause to
mourn all the daysof your life, Never
revenge an injury.

v Ho that revengeth knows no reat :

The meek possosses a peaouful Lr.ast.”

If you bave an enemy, act kindly
toward him and make hiw your friend.
You may not win him over at once,
but try again. Let one kindness be
followed by another till you have com-
passed your end. By littles great
things are completed.

‘‘ Water falling day by day
Wears tho hardest roc{ away.”

And so repeated kindness will soften
a heart of stone.

Whatever you do, do it willingly.
‘A boy who is whipped to school never
learns his lessons well. A man who
is compelled to work cares not how
badly it is performed. He who pulls
off his coat cheerfully, strips up bis
sleaves in earnesc, and sings while he
works is the man for me,

¢ A cheerful spirit on quick ;
A grumbler uslp the nguotffl will stick.”

Evil thoughts are worse encmies
than lions and tigers; for we iay
keep out of the way of wild beasts,
but bad thoughts win their way every-
where, Tho beart that is full of good
thoughts has no room for bad thoughts.

‘¢ Be on your guard, and strive and pray
To drive ali owil thonghts away.”

BABY’S GRAVE.

w2 NLY a haby’s grave !
@ Some foot orngo at the most

Of atar-daisied sud, vet I think that God
Knows what that little grave cost'

“Qnly a baby’s grave !
Strange how we mourn and fret
For a little foce that was but such a

space—
Oh, more atrange could we fonget !

“Qnly o baby’s grave !
Did we measure grief by this,

Few tears were shed on onr baby dead—
1 know how they fell on this'?

«Qnly a baby’s grave !
Yc.-i:y often wo come and ait

PUZZLEDOM,

ANSIWERS FOR LAST NUMBER.

I. Cuanape.—Medallion,

II. Estaua.—Littlo girls and boys
como to see tho toys,

I1I. ANAorAMs.—1. Congresaional.
2, Cabinet, 3. Republicuna. 4.
Demoorats. 5. Senntors. 6. Repre-
senatives.

NEW PUZZLES.
I Rinpre.

An instrument with which to eat
Am I; and I'm the dish of meat.

Littlo they call me; but I boast
The forco und greatness of & host.

1 am the bittorest thing in life,
Poison and burning, sin and strife.

Of-worst dissensions I am master,
Where fous can bate and fight the
fuster,

Yet [ am good and swoot also;
From mo unmeasured blessings flow,

Sweet hearts, swoet music, and sweet
kisses i
All claim mo in ten thousand biisses.

And souls that wear affection’s fetter
Wit on my wilys and love the botter.

Earth'’s woo and weal I hold as dower,
For death and life are in my power,

II. Nuxtenricar. Exiaua.

A quotation from Scott, composed
of GO lotters.

My 59, 53, 29, 40, 60, 21, 51, 56,
6, 07, 46, way u poct.

My 34, 3¢, 11, 27, 44, 7, is ono of
the seasons.

My 54, 9, 47, 53, is a city.

My 58, 10, 32, is a bird.

My 22, 28, 14, 38, 45, is a young
person.

My 5, 29, 49, 4, 2, is something on
which we live but which we do not
eat.

My 47, 7, 3, 53, is a bird.

My 51, 52, 41, is the namo of a

post.

My 6,8, 16, 3%, 1, 14,18, 1], is
one of the fundamental principics of
arithroaetic.

My 12, 19, 33, 26, is what we do
with some of our food.

My 35, 22, 54, 30, 42, is the name
of a poct.

My 37, 17, 29, 43, is a ruler.

My 13, 24, 48, means supplied with
food.,
My 28, 18, 19, 48, iz a cover.

II1. DouBLe AcCROSTIC.

. Trees.

, A larger quantity.

. A small vedscl.

. Death, i
. To brave.

. A measure of time.
Primals, to form into a body.
Finals, an animal.

S DM un L2210

Lawnie's mother was teaching him
to add, and hoeld up two fingers. Ho
counted. “ Now,” sxid she, “ hore are
three more. How many does that
make 1" The little fellow did nos
quite understand. ¢ Why, Lawrie”
said she, “if you Lad two apples, und
I should give you three mmors, what
would you have?” Xooking up with
his great speaking eyer, he said:

& immediately paid tho rent, besides [aaditor: ¢ Bfuch hetter than ho does By the littlo stone, and thank God to own | “ Why, mamua, I would have che
Ik ordering fuol and food. She has sinco | now. We are nearer heaven for it 1? stomuch-ache.”
PHID 5.
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