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HOME AND SCHOOL.

Autumn Loaves.
BY BOLIIS FREEMAN,

Hank ! T hear a mournful wlusper
From a hart that sorely griesven

‘Lo * the spring time hopes have fallen
In a shower of dry dead leaves,

And they bury m ther falling
All my golden dreas of youath,

For with Liasty strides the winter
Cometh on in bitter truth »

‘Then I called to secret council
My own heart which nnswered true:
CAutuinn leaves lie decp arouid us,
And the lowers are pale and few
Your sweet days of hope and promise
These sad, withered leaves enfold,
Bringmg laughter hushed tosience,
Gray !iu\ins wvieecping miid the gold,

** What, my heart, if coming wintor
Be the cold and darksome tomb?
Oh, let Autunn s footsteps linger,
Yea, awid the wsts of bluum .
Never thought Iin my drcaming,
Blinded in my headstrong priﬁe.
I had passed the summer boundary
KReached the falhng autumn-tide.

¢ What if all my spring time blossoms
Sleep beneath theso vellow leaves,
Higheat hope and inspiration
Bouand with autumn’s darkest sheaves?
Wilt thou i the frozen winter
Torpid grow, anl cull and numb
As the twilight shades surround thee?
Speak !” But lo ! my heart was dumb,

Then T said . ““Thou should’st have told me
Youth and love were fleeting fast ;
1 had spent & happy spring time
Ere I {1t time's wintry Dlast.
I with life, that dreary puzzle,
Something greater would have done,
Something better, hadst thou spoken,™
But my heart gave answer none.

¢T3 there left but shortening daytime,
Famnter light and deeper shade,

Feobler foutsteps down hill treading,
Westering suns v'er lifc's green glade?

Isthis all?” Then like a trumpet
Pealed the answer from above :

**No ! through autumn leaves you hasten
Homeward to oternal love,”

—Zion's Herald.

Heoarkening at the Key-Hole,

It is & common saying that listeners
never hear any good of themselves by
putting their ears to a key-hole. Eaves-
droppers are generally condemned, and
justly. The French servant in the
picture seems to have heard something
not very agreeable if wo may judge
from the way he let the dishes slide off
the breakfast tray. I predict that he
will hear something before long, on ac-
count of his carelessness, not very
agreeable,

But there ig an example in Scripture
of some one who, listening at the door,
heard something that made her heart
leap for joy. “Rhoda” was not in
fault. As a damsel in the house of
Mary when Peter  knocked,” it was
her duty to respond, hut none the less
to ascertain the character and purposes
of tho cne that knocked in tho night
beforo she let himin. Soshe “heark-
ened ” for his voice or other sign.

In wy early ministry, over forty
years ago, God visited the people with
" a time of refreshing, and many were
added to the Lord in a small rural
parish. Among these were & number
of the young ; but one of the most in-
tolligent and interesting was absent at
the Rutgera Justitute. At the end of
the term, when :he returned to her
home, I called to converse with her,
desirous that shie should follow the good
example set by some of her friends, and
give her hoart to her mother’s Saviour.
Sarah, = coloured damsel, admitted me,
eaying “only Miss Mary is at home;”
and when her young mistress received
me in the parlour, as it was learned in

the sequel, Sarah, from curiosity, to

.

know what the young minister might
wish to say to * Miss Mary alone,” ro-
mained outside the door to # hearken.’
It pleased God to bless the truth, both
to mistress and waid, and very soon
after they stood, side by side, in the
honse of God, to confess Christ,
Aftera fow years I married Sarsh to
a man worthy of her, and soon after
resigned the chargo of the parish, In
process of time I went to reside where
I still live, and found that Sarsh and
Henry, her husband, wero here, much
csteemed as foithful Christinns,  After
a few years T was called to minister to
her in her chamber of sickness and
death, surroundcd by her husband and
children, and then to preach the funeral
sermon. The maid and the mistress
are in the mansion in heaven. Henry
lived on, held in highest respect and
confidence in the community, a pillar
in the coloured church, of which he
was an officer and to which I frequently
minister, until last week, when I
preached his funeral sermon also. Such
is the sequel of harkening at the door
and of the history of a truly godly and
excollent coloured family. S. B. S, B,

A Miggionary Talk With the
Ohildren.

Tue following is one of the chapters
from ““A Bag of Stories,” written by
Miss Anna B. Warner, and published
by Robert Carter & Brothers, New
York :

*“The best missionary sermon I ever
heard,” said the mother, as her children
came round her the next Sunday
evening, * was on three pointa: ¢ What
have you given for missions?’ ¢ What
have other people iiven?’ ¢How
much have you leftt'”

“ But I've got fifty cents left,” cried
Lex.

“Then you are all ready for the
question when it comes.” said the
mother, smiling. But Lex turned
away his head with an air that spoke
him somewhat unready.

“And I've got some ribbons,” said
Try, slowly. “Mamua, I wish you'd
tell us more stories about tho people
wanting teachers. I like that.”

“I might tell of nothing else, and
then not soon get through. A Hindu
woman, with & child in her arms, came
up to ons of the mission stations and
sank down on a mat, all tired out.
Four years ago the missionary had
boen at her village, had talked to her
mother, her sister, and herself, and had
read them Bible words. From that
day to this the three women had never
worshipped an idol, and now this one
had set out to find the missionary and
hear him again. From place to place
sho had sought him, until now at last
she had reached his house. It wasa
walk of seventy miles.”

“Just to hear the missionary and
beg for a teacher. All that evening
ho talked to her and road to her; but
next moraing, before his wife was
dressed, the poor stranger was in her
roomn wecping in great distress. I
want salvation for my soul,’ she said;
‘only toll me more about Jesus Christ
—that is my life.*”

“¢But you were told so much about
Christ yesterday; was mnot that
enough?’™”

“‘Ono; Icannover hear enough.
He is the Saviour of sinners, and I
want to bosaved. I have not heard
enough yot; that is why I ask for a
teacher for my village. I cannot read,
but he could read to us.'”

“ Mamma, they sent her one didn't
they 1" said Try, eageorly.

“They could not, Try.
no money.”

“No money!” Tho children re-
poated the words with a caught breath.

“Teachors and missionaries noust
live, you know, little ones. And
though they can and do live on very
little, yet they must eat. And it costs
something to build a house, even in
India. All day long the woman lis-
toned and asked; she wont to the
Sunday service ; she waked up in the
middle of the night and begged some
ono to read ‘just a little of the Bible'
to her. Then Monday morning came
and she must go. But she stood
lingering, ¢ All this way I have
walked,’ she said, ‘and here I have
heard much to make me glad; but I
must go back to my husband and
mother. They are in the dark, and I
~—what do I know 7—1I cannot tell them
much, and I cannot get a teacher. I
want him for my mother, and for my
poor husband, and for my village.
She broke down in bitter sorrow, and
the missionary’s wife and she wept
there together, ‘Lady,’ said another,
an old woman to whom the Bible-
reader had been preaching Christ:
¢ Lady,'—and she drew out her long
hair from under ler veil—‘my hair
has grown white waiting for news like
this.” And another said, ¢ There are
hundreds of women in Japan who are
weary, weary, weery to see the light
shine in their prison-houses.’”

I do not know what possessed the
children, but at this point they burst
forth together and sang at the top of
their voices :

They had

¢ Walft, waft, ye winds, his story,
And you, ye waters, roll!

Till like a sea of glory
1t spreads from pole to pole.”

“There—now 1 feel better,” said
Lex. “Mammas, here’s my fifty cents,
and I want you to send it to the mis-
sionaries That woman’s going to have
a teacher; and I just wish I could
stuff an envelope full of money for
them, It's time such things weis put
a stop to.”

“But that’s all you've got!” said
Try. “Youll be sorry to-morrow,
Alexander.”

“1 won't, neither. Ik at my
baby picture! While such things as
that are going on I ought to give what
I can.”

#Well, now we've got through the
first question,” said Try. ¢ And the
next is, ‘What other pcople have
given.””

“They have given 8o much, and of
so many kinds, that I hardly know
where to begin,” said the mother.
“Money, of course, is one thing;
money given by people out of their
abundance, or spared, by others, from
their deep poverty, or earned by yet
others who had nothing at all.”

“Let me see,” £aid Lex: ¢then I
was & rich man when I gave five cents,
and a poor ono when I gave fifty cents,
and now I've got to bo t'other man and
work it out?”

“ Something 80,” said his mother,
laughing ; “only your poverty does
not go very deep, Lex.”

“Down to the botton of my pocket,
ma'an.” .-

“ But food and fire and clothes are
quite independent of your pocket.
Tho people I speak of, children, are
thoso who have got no money to give
but what they can save from their daily

comforts or make by extra toil. Thus “
one will quictly go without butter or | @ othc
sugar and give the worth of them to [ffi * A
the Lord's work. Another, unable to || the
labour in tho evening, puts out her [Qf vert:
light and sits till bedtime in the dark, [ tism
and the pennies the candles would cost [ f! put
she gives to missions.” heat
‘ Sitsin the dark I" Trypho repeated. [§! but
“But I 8'pose it never is really very [f| mocl
dark where such folks live,” quoth Lex. |§' her |
“ Another turns again her old dress [ and
and wears her old bonnet one mors § towr
goason ; or, perbaps, gives up kid |§j Ono
gloves, and puts o bows on her‘ from
slippers.” | aski
“ Mamma, it don't gsound nice,” said ; ' Susa
Trypho, ready to cry. | for t
“Jt ig ‘pice,’ love—it I8 joyful to |y coulg
those who do it for Christ. The people heat]
who bear about in their hearts these ' to he
words: hous
dowr
¢« <Y gave my life for thee.

Wl!:nt hmsg thou done for me?’ :::g;
are only too glad of the chance to do 11 ca
aven a little. The poor servant in 'sho 8
India gives a handful of rice if he can @' Susa
no more; the South Sea Islander I But
brings bis emall measure of cocoanut @' up, a
oil. It is pretty to sce the Fiji peoplo || heatl
march up with their little vessels |@! with
singing as they go, for joy that thoy | the j
can give gomething for Christ.” And

“Have they nothing but oil down [ wouls
there?” said Trypho. off h
#Qh, yes ; various other little things, || churc
sometimes. I have seen the quarterly “y
account of what the people gave in one fl| the cl
of the Fiji islands for the support of u
their preacherand school-master. From [R! with
one poor village came ‘two bottles of singir
oil, twelve pieces of native cloth, nine(fll! missi
whales' tecth, eight hanks of sinnet, ||} rapt ;
and about four dollars of our iuoney.|R! at no
Anuother, less able, brought just seven|@! childs
pieces of cloth. Another brought two, [l lifo' r
but added to these one whale’s tooth, gentl;
three hanks of sinnet, and about fify |}! ten h
cents. From yet another came twelvo|Ri and o
cents, one piece of cloth, one hank of B! on th
sinnet ; and among the little gifts of gree-g
the next village was marked, ¢ one bas- B! tho ge
ket People who are in earnest bring B! all aw
what they have and are not ashamed [ if we.
of it.” of tl;
¢ Could the missionary use all thoss B! but h:
funny thiogs?” said Trypho. poor ]
Some of them—and some he could {l] a litt]
gell. A man in the West Indies{&| the h
planted five cocoanut-trees and sct{l come
apart one of them for missions. It/R! South
grow faster than all the rest and becamo| @} with ;

the most fruitful of all, yielding every Ty
year three dollars’ worth of nuts. A “W
fisherman gives one of his fish pots with | presor
all it may catch; a farmer gives an «]
apple treo, with its yearly crop, or s | eaid I
hen and all her chickens, or & swarm | not ic
of bees and their honey. In r.ngland, {M1 just b
Lex, two very poor boys madoa bargain. know.
One bad a hen and tho other had pen- «R
nies enough to buy a few duck eggs B Lord
¢If yow'll let your hen hatch my oggs|B| for it
said the one, ‘we'll both of us work and o
and buy food for tho young ducks, and /M| chang
then we'll scll ’em for missions.” So, ||| Jifo as
by-and-bye, a little package ot money, (B! In Fij
worth more than threo of our dollars Chris!
was handed in at tho mission rooms, || harve
the price of the young ducks.” which
Lex was profoundly struck. < Why, {lf| twico
you can make money out of anything,"[Bl| Sunds
he said. quietl
‘¢ Anything and everything. Thero{li| and t
is nothing & man cannot uso for him- (W neighl
solf, and there is nothing he cannol|{li} woma
use for God.” tinns ;
It Aunty would give us ono of her [l | heath
lockets, we could soll that,” said Try. possib
N || —




