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HOME AND HOHOOIL.

Patchwork,

In an anciont ity dwaelt & &king of wondrous
puwer,

Whaka domain was fur.extanding, »nd whose
woalth grow hour by hour,

Till ho planned to bufld a templs like the
wise old klnf of yore,

That his fame might be eterpal, and might
sound {rom shore %o shiore,

So with gold and goms apd ear-riugs the
bull(i; up the agcb@e kigh, B y
But vould find no painted window that cold
please the monarch’s oye;
And a solemn prooclamatfon was ce-cchosd
By bis own Figh
own right-royal horalds, and prince
Y and lord b%uldo.y ’ P

‘*Know ys," sald tho solemn mosasge, * tis
the ning's moat gracious will

That a great roward be offored for tho painter
of most skill,

And whoever makes a window most artistie
in design

Shall recelvo a orown and kingdom which
shall socond be to mine,”

So from all thoxe wlde dominions came tho
artists, ona by ono,

And they worked with oare unceasing ill
the windows all wore dono,

And woroe lifted to their places In among the
arches tall,

For the king to glve his judgment which wan
grandeat of them all,

But they lhiad not counted righly; thore
wan stia ohe empty spaco,

And no tline was thore to purchaso a new
window for the place,

‘When some oae of them romembered a poor
workman who, in fear,

Humbly begged the coloured pleces of the
crystal lying near ;

And by patlent cutting, fitting, using up
the fragments amal};

He had made a patchwork window that was
plainost of them all 5

And its mauy coloured figures—every shape
and size and stylo—

Made the workmen joer and cavil, made the
skilful artists amile,

But it must bo used one evening, and amid
8o much beside

It would simly pAss unnoticud, till its placs
gould bo supplied ;

Bo thoy aet it like the others, in its frame of
carvings rare—

For the king was thien spproaching, and the
shouts xang %hrough tho air,

On he came, in all his glory, gazing up en
every hand,

At the saints and martyrs holy ; at the old
apoatles’ band ;

And the calm, swoet-faced Madonna, with
her wondrous child and Loxd ;

And the angols bringing tidinge with thelr
white wings apread abroad,

But before the putchwork window paused the
king in great amaze,

¥or the setting sun was shining with a rare

} and ruddy blaxe

"Through the scarred and criss-cross tracing,
and ho watohed the sunbeama pour

A hundrod brilliant rainbows on the tessol-
lated floor,

While the nave was filled with glory, with
& aprendour from on high,

And the people bowed in silence, for the
Lord seemed passing by.

*Beiug the artias1” cried the mounsrch:
 hig ghall be the crown and gold ;"
And the workman, humbly kneeling, gained

» wealth and power untold,

From this logend,, full of meaning, shall we
not take courage new

That our work will be accepted, though it
serm bt poor in view ?

In our weakness bring we offerings, prayer
and labour, monoy, time,

Bat at beat we make but paichwork when we
aim at deeds sublime,

But we know that in God’s temple all our
work shall find a place,

Though we mourn because our meighours
build with greater power and grace ;

Bat when through our patieat life-work
shines our Heavenly I'ather’s love,

It will glow with matobless beauty, and be
it Yor heaven above,
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Txe people blessed of the Lord must
sband ut the head of nations in order to
impart a blessing %o all,—Calwer,

John and His Mothur,

Tux late Dr. Jomes Hamilton, of
Liondon, used to say that be, naver lost
hopo of a lad so long ag ha reverenced
the Babbuth day sand loved his mother,
Here is a lad who does both, Juhn
T’ fathor, and brothevs, and sisters
are all dead. Ho is now the only son
of hig motbor, and rho is & widow, Her
homo ig in a villago of the west, whore
John sovved his apprenticeship in a dry-
goods gtore, Ho is now in a morchant's
oftize respected and trusted by his em-
ployer. Iivery Saturday night he goos
Lome till Monday morning, He wos
offored a situation abroad with a large
+ualary, Bat his mother is feoble and

sorly off and John will not leave her as
"ong as sho lives Hoaremembors howsho
 taught his infant lips to pray,” and
all hor care and teil for him aud his
brothers and sistexs in their chiidkood ;
and nothing aow sweetens his work
moro than to think ho is working for
his wmother, His fellow-clerks chafl
him for not taking that capital situation,
John does not mind. Love to Ohbrist
has made him love hiz mother more
than ever,

# What do you remembor about your
mother §” said Dr. Todd to one of his
sister's two orphan boys, at their
mother's grave,

% Oh, overything,”

¢ But what in particular$”

“0Oh, this, uncle--that there never
was o day sinco I can remember in
which she did nob take us to hor xroom
and pray with us, unless she was sick
on the bed.”

Many of our readers cin say the
same, Dear young friends, ever be
cbedient and loving to your mother as
long as you have her to love, A saucy
word, 8 mocking look~~these will bo as
thorns in your memory aftor she is
gone; whilo it will be sweet, even
when you are dying. to think you did
all you could to msake your mother
happy. Aua old man lay ingonsible on
his death-bed, Wife, and children, and
grandehildren, were around him, bub
he did not know them. Rolling his
head he tried to speak, ¢ Mother! I
want mother! why doesn’t mother
come?” His mother had been dead
nearly fitty years! When a child, he
had his little troubles, and be would
carry his littlo griofs to his mother,
for he knew she would sympathize and
comforb him.

Motherloss little ones! yon know
how true all this is. Do you not often,
when you aro alons, find your mother's
countless little kindnesses coming up to
your memory ¥

Sam Jones or Choosing & Wife and
on Drink,

I perieve & Christian girl runs a
§reat: risk when she marries a worldling,

said to my wife:—* I never danced,
and frollickel, and ecuroused around
with other girls, but when I wanted to
get me a good wifs I came to prayer
meeting and bunted her up.” I said,
«Ig that not strange?” ¢ Yes," she
says, “I wish I had as much sense as
you had,” And then she laughed and
gaid :—%Thank God, ali’s well that
ends well.” I toll you she ran a risk
that like to have broken her heart, and
I tell you with the deepest sense of
regret and sorrow to-day. In throo
years from the day my wife left her
home, mother, and frionds to be my
wife, my life of transgression had caused
the roso to fade from her cheek, and it
has mever” come back any more, -God

forgivo mo, God torglve me, T toll yon
women to duy, young ladies espeoinlly,
you had hetter be emul; you had
betwor be careful. The girl that will
marry 8 boy whose breatn smells with
whiskey 18 the higgest foeol angels
over locked at—sxcept tho one that
larries bim and atita his toddy for
bim. Down in a town i. Georgia
8 whole lot of young giris married a
druvken lot of young men to reform
then, and now there are more little
old whippror-will widows in that
town than you can shake a stick at,
and they look a1 if thoy weighed fiom
aixty to ninety peunds each, Gd pity
the woman tha has no more sense than
to marry a man thas drinks, What an
awful thing it is, Tf thero is anything
in this world that whiskey is a direct
onemy of,it iz womsan, Ifthereis a thing
on earth that whiskey has troubled the
lifo outof, it is woman, If there isa thing
on thig earth that tho whiskey barrels of
this country have rolled over their
hearts, it is the women of this country,
and yet there are women that not only
will drink and pass it to their husbands,
but will have it on thelr tables. God
pity the woman that has no more
gense, to say mothing else about her,
than to do that sort of thing. If Iwas
tho wife of 4 king, ho shonld not kecp
his brandies and winey in my house,
You say, “ Why, you would bo obliged
to submit,” Mistress Presidont Hayes,
of America, would not touch it. She
would not handle it, or let it come
into the White House of America
while she was the President's wife.
Law me ! it ain't whose wife you are,
but what sort of a wifo that follow has
got where you live. That'sit, Sister,
if I was you this morning I would go
home; I would ransack my cellar and
closets ; I would get overy bottle of
ovorything aud carry them out into the
back yard and have them broken all
to pieces. When husband comes to
dinner I would say :—* I have thrown
the liquor into the back yard, Itis the
worst enemy we have in this world,
and it shall never come through our
back yard shy more,” A wife wrote
mo the other day:—%I have a good
hushand, He is a good business man,
I havo drunk wine with bhim a} our
table. I enjoyed seeing him drink, till
one day the conviction came upin me
that husband came home that night &
litle full of whiskey, The next morning
I gaid, ¢ Husband, I Lave made up my
mind to this; no more brandyor whiskey
will be drunk at cur house forever, 1t
you come home again and I smell it on
your breath, I am going to pack up my
duds and go away from home, and you
will never geo my face any more.” And,
ghe said, ¢ From that day to this my
husband has nover drunk one drop of
whiskey ; and now heis a live businass
man in this town” And T beliove if
that woman had not taken that step he
would have been found lying drunk in
a gutter one day or would have been
buried in a drunkard's grave. Shosaid,
«T gaid to my husband, ¢ If you ever
drink another drop, and I smoll it on
your breath, I'll pack up such fow
thingo s are my own, snd go away
fromn you, snd you'll never look in my
faco again whilo you live” Aud she
mesnt it, too. Liw me! If your
husband loves whiskey bebter than you,
you had better get away from him, the
sooner the better,

Dzw, corn, wine, ars symbols of the
bleasings of the kingdom of grace and
glory.—Calvin,

"t As Many as Touched H'm,”
DY MBE, UELEN B, 3, THOMPHON,

Woubprots words abost . wondrous
Baviour, and a living *estimony of J esus'
powor and willingness to save. The
same Saviour who eightoen hundred
yoars ago lived on earth, ministaring to
the diseases of men, iv nearer of access
to thes, woary, sin-sick roul, than if to-
day He walked in I'alestine,

A young lady from my Bible-class
came to my study a few daya sincs with
the earnest inquiry, « How shall I find
the Liord1”  After talking with her a
few momonts, I saw she was looking
for ¢ a more excollent way ” than the
ono marked out by the cross, Seeking
for cleansing, she yet deemed it too
simple to * wagh and be clean.” She
“ mugt do something to prepare” her-
solf. Sho feared that she was * oo
sinful,”

Aftor o silent, earnest prayer, I xe-
minded her of Christ’s own <words,
“They that are whole need not a
physician, but they that are sick.” I
came not to call the righteous, but sin-
ners to repentance.”

In great distress slo exclaimed,

« T don’t understand how to find Him,
Where shall T got”

# My dear Mary,” I replied, ¢ Ho is
here ia thisroym. tmderly waiting to
roceive you! Ase she sat weeping,
there came to my nund this pasiage,
which I repeated at onco: * As many
ag touched Him were made perlectly

vhole,” 8he raisad her head eagerly,
and said, ¢ Is that all{” snd wivh
beaming face extended her hands, cry-
ing, “My Saviour, my dear Saviour!”

“‘hink you not therc was joy among
the angeis when Jesus proclaimed, as
Ho dil on earth, *S)me one hath
touched Mo,” and wrote with His own
hand the name of another Mary in the
book of lifo? Akl how simple, how
free, how beautiful, tue plan of sal-
vation! Poor sin-sivk soul, will not
you als) touch Him? Then ghall
you be made perfect!y whole.—Sunday-
Sclwol Times.
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Holp_Your Mother, Boys!

OxE who became a very noble and
influential man, used to help his mother
by scouring knives snd forks every
day before ho went to school, and |
wiping dishes as well. It would do our ||
boys good to know how to sweep, to
gow, and bo helpful about the house. |}
Bs polite to your mother ; lift your hat
to her, open the gate for her, bring & } M
chair for her, save steps for her, be |3
proud of her. Many & weary day sund H
night she has watched over and worked #
for you ; now let your care for her fill H
her life with punshine and her hear §
with joy. ]

A Touching Incident,

A poor little newsboy, while attempt~
ing to jump from the tramoar the
other afternioon, foll beneath & waggon,
and was foarfully mangled. As soon as
the child could speak, he called piteously
for his mother ; and a messenger was
at onve sent to bring he: to him. When
the bereaved woman arrived, she hung
over the dying boy in an agony of
giiof, ¢ Mother,” whispered ho, with
a painful effort, “I sold four news.

apers, and the money is in my pocket.”
With the hand of death npon his brow,
tho laet thuaght of tie suffering child
was for the poor, hard working mother,
whoso burdens ho was siriving to

lighton when he lost his life,
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