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TO-MORROW.

Who says “ To-morrow still is mine ?”
As if his eye ~ould peer .
Through the thick mists of future time,

And trace out life’s career.
To morrow ! stranger it may be
A phautom never grasped by thee.

How can’st thou tell To-morrow’s sun
Shall shine around thy path ?

Thy mortal work may then be done,
And thou may’st sleep in den‘th. ) .

O! say not then, “ To-morrow’s mine—

The present hour alone is thine.

Hast thou not seer the eager child
The butterfly puisue!

He alinost grasped it—as he smiled,
It vanished trom his view.

And O! has not To-morrow seemed

To soine, as near—yet never beamed ?

Where is To-morrow ! hidden deep
Fr m human ear or eye,

And who shall <nle, or who shall weep,
No mortal may desery,

And he that lives upon To-morrow,

Shall often drink the cup of sorrow,

But should To-morrow never rise,’
What othier scenes would meet thee ?
Webe carth to vanish fromn thine eyes
Woud heaven’s bright - plendors greet thee?
Q! then, 1t matters not to thee,
Ev'n should “ fo-morrow’ never be.

rand the girls like the wine and

turbed by any such reflections. It
is soodd, she thinks, to take up
these new fangled ideas about
temperance. People always have
had brandy in mince pies and
wine-sauce for pudding. They
always have had home-made wines
and cordials for sickness, and all
that sort of thing. So thoy have,
my dear madam; and the boys

the brandy. By and by, when they
grew up, the boys kept on drink-
ing. If the girls did not drink
themselves they gave the taste to

their sons. But is it true the |
girls do not drink when they are
women ? Don’t you and I know |
plenty of them that love wine and )'
drink it, tor? Do I not kno\v\
the danghter of one of the most |
aristocratic families in the country |
(that is, if wealth, culture, .:mdv
breeding constitute people aristo-
crats) who is to-day a confirmed
drunkard ? She was dead-drunk
the day before her wedding, and
locked up in her chamber, th.ut she
might be kept sober till after the

AT CHAUTAUQUA. t

“Yes,"” raid the professor, look- |
ing over his spectacles, “ the word
Chautauqua is of Indian origin,
and means ‘a bag tied in the
middle.’” Then he proceeded to
instruct us further concerniog the
height, depth, purity, and other
virtues of LakeChautauqua. But
as all these things are known to
the world, it is not necessary to
recapitulate. A bag tied in the
middle! did any body hear of such
a thing ? Here I badJbeen pleas-
ing myself with all kinds of ro-
mahtic dreams concerning the
meaning of the name, and now to
think it bad such an ignoble de-
finition. Nevertheless, its shape
suggests the name. Ouly I wish
I didn’t know it, I did not feel
obliged to the professor for his
information.

So I sat in gloomy silence,
watching the beautiful shores of
the lake glide by till I was, arous-
ed by hearing the voices of some
women in conversation near me.
Ouve of them was an elderly wo-
man with a mild, pleasant face, and
benevolent air— “ motherly look-
ing,” in the common acceptation
of the word. She was giving her
companion some advice concern-
ing somebody’s sickness and what
ought to be done. ‘Now, my
dear,”’ said she, “ you just get some
of the very best wine you can buy;
none of your light trashy wines,
either, but good old rt, with
some body toit. And you just
make her drink it three or four
times a day, and you'll sce how
fast she gets her strength. The
baby will teei the benefit of it, too.”
“ But she don’t like anything of
the kind,” =aid the other. “ That's
no matter, she’ll soon learn to
like it,” was the confident answer.

ceremony. She is not fit to ba\:e
charge of her little child, and is
obliged by her family to live in

| the country, that her disgrace

may not be any more public than
possible. How did this happen,
you ask ? I'll tell you. She was
a brilliant girl, with rare conver-
sational powers, and her mother
was very fond of her. This last
mentioned lady was 10 the habit of
urging her daughter to takea
little wine before going out or
receiving company. She thought
it * stimulated” her, and gave
zest and point to her wit. Well,
it did “stimulate” ber. It stimu-
lated her to become what she is, a
moral and physical wreck. Itis
not an exceptional case, either.
You and I know many such; or,
if you do not, I do, and can cite
them.

I am glad.Chautauqua has such
a temperance programme for this
Summer. Two sessions of the
Chautauqua Woman's Missionary
Conference will be devoted to
woman’s work for temperance in
her family and her neighborhood.
Apd three sessions of the Woman’s

evotional Conference will alse
be given to temperance. There
will be organized a society called
temperance class-mates, for young
people, besides scientific, statisti-
cal, and Scriptaral temperance
lessons being given to the young,
Mrs. E. T. Hoover, of Franklin,
Penn., will serve as general secre-
tary of Chautauqua temperance
work. 1 hope some of the drunk-
ard-makers will get new ideas
through their bonnets. I hope
they may be able to learn; it
would be a good thing for the
country if all of the women were
to become ‘odd” and practice
temperance. _

All this time the boat has been
hurrying up to Jamestown. Now
we are in the “ Narrows;"” that is,

“Well, you sce, she's got pre-
Jjudices against drinking anything
of the sort,” was the reply, gitgn
rather timidly. - “That's all stuff
and nonsense! Just because some
men make /fools of themselves
drinking too much is a fine reason
for sick won.en letting liquors
alone.” And the speaker’s sarcas-
tic tone was indéscribable.

I did not hear any more. I
walked away from where they sat,
but as the moralists say, I had
food for reflection. I wish that
nice old lady knew herself to be
what she is—a drunkard-maker.
Of course the young mother would
learn to like the wine. Thatis a
taste easily acquired. The trouble
18, it is not 8o easy to rid one's se!f
of it. But suppose she is not
really injured herself, which I do
not admit, what of the baby? I
wish she would read “ Physiology
for Girls,” by Mrs. Shepherd, per-
haps she might think differently
about the baby being * benefited”
by the port wine. Poor little
cg’ildren I' Will no one defend you?
Born into the world - with the al-
coholic taint, with the hereditary
love of strong drink, or drinking
in poison with mother milk, life
will be a long struggle with desire.
Or there may be no struggle
at all, only yielding and de-
feat. Whose fault is it when
the children stamped with King
Alcohol’s mark before birth, grow
up drunkards ? Is it theirs ? And
yet old ladies are not prohibited
from going about the country pre-
scribing “ toddy” and “ gin-sling”
for colds, from making wines and
giving them as “tonics,” from
concocting * bitters” for debility,
from giving mothers ale and beer

- to “strengthen” them. Ale and
beer are very strengthening. They
develop the hereditary love for
alcohol in a child, and strengthen
it, till it becomes master and de-
stroys him, body and soul. But
the kind, *benevolent, motherly,
nice old ‘drunkard-maker” pur-
sues the tenor of her way, undis.

the end of the lake, not much
more than a creek in width, but

' very deep. We are on a “pleasure

excursion,” as somebody says, and
| are going up to Jamestown, simp-

|1y for the pleasure of turning

| round and going back. We shall
' be very tired, very hungry, and
| very cross when wereturn. KEven
| the professor looks sleepy, from

baving risen at a too, too early

hour. Well, it is a pleasure to see
' him. For, when *“ Jove nods,”
| why should not I?—A. C. D. in
| Western Advocate.

| RUE'S COMFORT.

Rue came wearily upstairs.
Auntie’s chair was over by the
| window, where she could see the
' sunset, but Rue was too tired to
%en_ioy that to-night; instead she
| sat down on the cricket at Auntie’s
l feet.
n

Auntie laid her hand lovingly
'on the weary, aching head, and
waited silently. Presently Rue
spoke :—

“It is of no use, Auntie; I
cannot be good. 1 have tried so
bard, but it seems to me that [
only grow worse, and I am s
tired!”

“Tell me all about it, dear,”
said Auntie gently.” * Hasn’t
your head been aching ?”

“Yes, it ached some when I
got up, and has grown worse all
day until it seemed to me that I
could not bear it a moment longer.,
I tried to be patient and good,
Auntie, indeed I did, but 1 was
not, and to-night when Tom came
in and banged the door and woke
up baby, [—oh, dear, you don’t
know how cross I was! I wish I
was Norah Bird, or somebody else
that took things easy, and hadn’t
any temper to lose, and didn't
mind giving up my oOwn way.
But everything goes hard with
me, and I have so much to fight
against,”

“ My dear, which soldier re-

ceives the most honor, he who
has been only in light skirmishes,
or the one who fought bravely in
the thickest of the fight? Which
would you rather be?”

“The real soldier, of course,
Auntie.”

“Then, my dear, why do you
complain because your Heavenly
Father has given you hard fight-
ing to do in the battle of life? |
Don’t you think God honors us
when He thinks us worthy to be
put in hard places? Wouldn't
you rather be yourself, with all
your faults and imperfections to
fight against, than not to be count-
ed worthy of anything buat light
skirmishing ? Would you be will-
ing to miss the victories you may
win ?”

There was a long pause; then
Rue spoke sorrowtully :—

“But, Auntie, I was utterly
vanquished in the conflict to-day.
I am very much of the time. It
seems to me | was never 80 Cross
and impatient, so willful, as since
I have tried to be like Christ.”

“There are two things to be
remembered, my dear, before you
decide that question. In the first
place, you are worn out physi-
cally.”

“But I ought to be good all the
same, oughtn’t I?” interposed
Rue in surprise.

“Certainly; but, ‘the Lord
knoweth our frame, He remember-
eth that we are but dust.’ That
verse has been such a comfort to
me, Rue, for it is much harder to
be good, to be patient, cheery and
belpful when we are worn and
weary and aching. We may wish
to be, and strive earnestly, but
the enemy is too much for our
weakness. Perhaps we only just
hold our own; perbaps we often
fail to do that. Those about us
see only tho tailures, and know
nothing of the conflict within us,
but the Lord knows, Rue. He
knoweth our frame—how weak
und worn and weary it is, and
He remembereth that we are
dust. Don’t you see how pit-
iful that knowledge and remem-
brance must make Him? Degr
child, I believe He has known
how hard it has been for you, all
this long, weary day. He has
seen your struggles to overcome—
He will remember your pain and
weuakness.” —

“O Auntie,” sobbed Rue, “you
have no idea what a comfort that
thought is to me !”

‘““And one other thing: You
say that the more you try, the
worse you grow. Is it wholly
that, or partly that you have a
keener realization of the perfect-
ness of your pattern, Christ Jesus,
and so see more clearly how far
short you come of it ?"

“l am afraid that you will en-
courage me too much,” said Rue;
“aren’t you?”

“No,” _was Auntie’s reply.
“ For if you are really in earnest,
instead of growing careless, the
more clearly you realize God’s
loving, compassionate goodness,
you will grow more anxious to
k)lease Him perfectly. And now,

{ue, I believe the most acceptable
service you can offer is to go to
rest. You have found that your
physical condition is an important
part of your armor of defense
against the wiles of the wicked
one; therefore it is your duty to
see well to it, is it not?”

“O Auntie!” exclaimed Rue;
“Iam afraid I was to blame for
to-day, then, for I sat up late last
night to finish my book. I never
thought of it that way before,”

“We are very apt, all of us, to
forget that when we pray the
Lord to deliver us from evil, we
must do all in our own. power to
keep out of it,” replied Auntie, as
she kissed Rue good-night.—Zion's
Herald.

THE SABBATH.

An incident is mentioned in Mr.,
Hamilton’s “Memoir of Lady
Colquhoun,” which is highly
creditable to SirfGeorge Sinclair,
and may be appropriately quoted
now that so much is said on the
Sabbath question. Sir George,
being then at Brighton, was invited
to dine with His Majesty, King
William IV., on January 15th,
1832, being the Sabbath day. He
returned the following manly and
characteristic reply : —

“Sire,

** Noone can value more highly
than T do the honor and privilege
of being at any time permitted to
enjoy that intercourse with which
your Majesty bas, on so many
occasions, been pleased to indulge
me for 80 many years, But I am
fully aware with how much con-
sidcration your Majesty enters
into the feelings and sympathizes
with the wishes of those whom
fou bonor with your friendship.

have for some time past been led

to entertain very different notions
from those which I once cherished
as to the observance of this day,
and subscribe fully to the views
which the Church, and, I may add,
the Legislature, have laid down
with respect to its importance.
Encouraged by the latitude of
discussion which your Majesty has
so long and so kindly vouchsafed,
I lately took the liberty, though
in opposition to your Majesty’s
opinion, to maintain that not
merely a part but the whole of this
day should be devoted to those
great purposes for which divine
authority has set it apart. I may
be permitted to add from grateful
experience, that this decision has
its reward even here. I have
found that God honors those who
honor Him; and, though encom-
passed with sin and infirmity, I

tere Master, and that He has
strength for all our weaknesses,
indemnity for all our sacrifices,and
consolation for all our troubles. I

science, to deny myself what is
always one of the most valued
gratifications, that of paying my
most humble and most affectionate
respects, this day ; and must rest
satisfied with renewing in my re-
tirement those earnest supplica-
tions for your Majesty’s Lealth
and happiness which are equally
dictated by regard for the public
weltare, and by a thankfully cher-
ished remembrance of much dis-
tinguished and unmerited kind-
ness.”’

Mr. Hamilton adds, “The sequel
was no less worthy of the King.
Next morning, while they were
seated round the breakfast table,
aroyal messenger arrived, charged
with an invitation to the pavilion
that evening. His Majesty made
no allusion to the letter; but, to
show how perfectly he appreciated
the motives of his guest, he went
beyond his usual urbanity and
kindness, and to the close of his
reign no interruption occurred in
a friendship equally honorable to
the frank and warm-hearted mon-
arch.”

ANCIENT CHINESE BUR-
TAL.

The Celestial Empire gives in a
recent number an account of Chi-
nese burial in former times. A
man of means purchased his cof-
fin when he reached the age ot
forty, He then had it painted
three times every year with a
species of varnish mixed with pul-
verized porcelain—a composition
which resembled a silicate paint
or enamel. The process by which
this varnish was made bhas now
been lost to the Chinese. Each
coating of this paint wus of some
thickness, and when dried had a
metallic firmness resembling ena-
mel. Frequent coats of this, if
the owner lived long, caused the
coffin to assume the appearance of
a sarcophagus, with a foot or
more in thickness of this hard,
stone-like shell. After death the
veins and cavities of the stomach
were filled with quicksilver for
the purpose of preserving the
body. A piece of jade was then
placed in each nostril and ear, and
in one hand, while a piece of bar
silver was placed in the other
band. The body thus prepared
was put on a layer of mercury
within the coffin; the latter was
sealed, and the whole then com-
mitted to its last resting place.
When some of these sarcophagi
were opened after the lapse of
centuries, the bodies were found
ina wonderful state of preserva-
tion, but they crumbled to dust
on exposure to the air.

THE TAILOR'S STITCHES.

The president of a Boston bank
once redeemed a counterfeit fifty-
dollar bill on his own bank, not
doubting for a moment that the
signature upon it was his own.
Mr. Josiah Quincy mentions in
bis *“ Figures of the Past,’ that
the incident was told at Daniel
Webster’s dinner-table and led to
a discussion of the value of expert
testimony. Several of the guests
asserted that it could not be de-
pended upon, but Mr. Webster
defended it. He said that he had
found it valuable, and that experts
were like children who saw more
than they could explain to oth-
ers.

“ And this reminds me,” he ad-
ded, “ of my story of the tailor.
A case of life or death was being
tried, and the testimouy was very
important,

“He had been called to prove
that he had made a certain coat
for the criminal ; and Le swore to
the fact stoutly. Upon the cross

examination he was askel how he
koew that the coat was his work.

“‘Why, I know it by my stitch-
es of course.’

‘¢ Are your stitches longer than
those of other tailors ?’

“Obnol

“¢Well, then, are they short-
er?

‘¢ Not a bit shorter.’

“¢ Anything peculiar about
them ?’

“¢‘Well, I don’t believe there

can testity that He is not an aus- |

feel bound, by principles of con- |

’

is,
| “‘Then how do you dare to

| come here and swear that they are |

| yoars ?’

| “This seemed to be a poser, but
| the witness met it triumphantly.
Casting a look of contempt upon

. his examiner, the tailor raised |
| both hands to heaven and exclaim- |

| ed—

| o p .
[ “¢Mercy on us! as if I did not |

know my ownstiches !’

“ The. jury believed him, and
they were right indoing so,” con-
' tinued Mr. Webster. “The fact
1i8,”"  he added, *we continually
| build our judgment upon details
too fine for distinct cognizance.

“And these nice shades ot sen-
| sibility are trustworthy, although
we can give no account of them.
We can swear to our stitches, not-
withstanding they seem to be
neither longer or shorter than
those of other people.”

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

A N T NN

IN SUMMER TIME.

Flowers and fruits of the summer,
Can you hear us children shout,
When, over the fields and hill sides,

We seek and find you out ?

Do you blackberries know how you glisten ?
You raspberries know how you glow ?

Or you gooseberries know how you prickle?
If not- -then you ought to know.

Do you hide from us, ever, on purpose,
And, deep in the green, keep still ?

Or is it quite social and pleasant
When basket and pail we fill ?

And the bumble.-bees — how can you bear
them P
Well, sometimes I think it is true
They have their sharp stings for us people,
And only their velvet for you.

And how do you berries, I wonder,
Feel, spread on a beautifal dish,

All covered with sugar ? That strikes me
As just what a berry would wish.

I¢’s a sort of reward, I am thinking,
That every good berry should meet ;
And yet, I'm not sure we should like it,

To be—so delicious to eat !

8t. Nicholas.

STINGY DAVY.

Davy was a very pretty little
boy. He had light, curly hair,
dark blue eyes, and rosy cheeks.
But he was very stingy. He did
not like to share anything with
his litcle brothers and sisters. One
day he went into the kitchen,
where his mother was at work,
and saw on the table a saucer of
Jelly.

“ Can I have that jelly ?” asked
Davy.

‘“ Mrs. White sent it to me,”
said Davy’s mother. ¢ She has
had company to dinner, and made
this jelly very nice. But I don't
care for it; 80 you may have it
if you won't be stingy with it.”

David took the saucer of Jelly
and went out into the yard; but
he did not call his little brothers
and sisters to help him eat it.

“If I divide with them, there
won’t be a spoonful a picce,” he
thought. “It is better for one to
have enough than foreach to have
just a little.”

So he ran to the barn and climb-
ed up to the loft, where he was
sure no one would think of look-
ing for him,

Just as he began 1o eat the Jel-
ly he heard his sister Fanny call-
ing him. But he did not answer
her. e kept very still.

“They always want some of
everything I have,” he said to
himself. “ If I have justa ginger-
snap they think [ ought to give
them each a piece.”

When the jelly was all eaten,
and he had scraped the saucer
clean, David went down into the
barn-yard and played with the lit.
tle white calf, and hunted for eggs
in the shed where the cows were.
He was ashamed to go into the |
house, for be knew he had been !
very stingy about the jelly,” |

. Oh Davy,” said Fanny, run-|
ning into the barn-yard, “ where |
bave you been this long time ? |
We looked everywhere for you.

* What did you want 7" asked |
Davy, thinking that of course his |
sister would say she had wanted |
him toshare the jelly with her. |

“ Mother gave us a party,” said |
Faony. “We had all the dolls’ |
dishes set out or the_little table
under the Lig tree by the porch ; :
and we had strawberries, cake |
and raisins. Just as we sat down |
to eat, Mrs. White saw us from
her window, and she sent over a
big bowi of ice-cream and some

je:(lf left from her dinner. We
bhad a splendid time. You ought
to have been with us.”

Poor Davylh How meanTa
geltl And l?e was well p'misheg
i lor eating his jelly alone.~—(
Little Ones. d gl

BAKING BABIES.

Miss Stagg, a missionary
India, writes:
named Macom

in
One of my pupils,

(which meang
| butter), said to me after her
| lessons  were finished :  « Oh
mem! you must not &o ;uv;“:
| without seeing Khooki.” (Gir]
babies are called Khookies, and
boys are Khokas.) [ am very
foud of babies, so [ readily con.
sented to see Khooki. :
down the street across a
| dirty court, and then Muacon
stopped at the door of a little
| room adjoining a shed where the
| cows were housed.  She opened g
| door and T looked in and saw just
| one mat covering the floor, o
| which lay baby, and baby's man.
' ma, Baby wasa dear little pinky
bit of humanity, and I told hep
mamma that I thought her very
pretty. “ Ob,” said she, . sho
will soon be black like the rest of
us after I have put her in the sun
for a fow days.” Just think 5
Every new-born baby hasits little
body well smeared with mustard
oil and is then put in the sun to
dry. Iinterceded for baby, and
Macom promised she would pre-
vent them from doing such a dread-
tul thing. I haveseen very youn
babies, after having been oiled,
put out in the hot, blazing Indian
sun on a bit >f board, with only a
bit of cotton -cloth placed under
the head for a pillow; it is really
a wonder that so many live to
grow up. The mothers I have
sometimes remonstrated with,
They are always much surprised
to hear that English people do
not treat their babies to a similar
baking. Most Bengali babies are
troubled with very little clothing.
Some have a silver chain around
the waist, and perhaps a gold one
around the neck.—Gospel it All
Lands.

ve l-)v

THE ECHO BOY.

A little boy once went home to
his mother and said: * Mother,
sister and I went into the garden,
and we were calling sbout, and
there was some boy mocking us.”

“How do you mean, Johnny ?”
said his mother.

“ Why,” said the child, “ I was
calhing out ‘Ho!' and this boy
said ‘Ho!" So I said to him, * Who
are you ?’ and he answered, ¢ Who
are you ? Isaid, ‘What is your
name?’ Ike said, ‘ What is your
name ?’ and I said to him, ‘Why
don’t you show yourself?” He
said, ¢ Show yourself ?”” And [
Jumped pver the ditch, and I went
into thé woods, and I could not
find Him,and I came back and
said, { If you don’t come out I will
punch your head I' And he said,
‘I will punch your head ?’ ”

So his mother said: “Ah !
Johnuny, if you had said, ‘I love
you,’ he would have said, ‘I love
youl” If you had said, * Your
voice is sweet,” he would have
said, ¢ Your voice is sweet.” What-
ever you said to him he would
have said back to you.” And the
mother said: “Now Johnny,
when you grow and get to be a
man whatever you say to others
they will, by and by, say back to
you.” And the mother took him
to that old text in the Scripture,
“With what measure ye mete it
shall be-measured to you again,”

A WISE LITTLE GIRL,

| The Italians have a proverb
' that “some things, if not true,
ought to be true.” = Perhaps the
following dialogue between a Ro-
man Catholic priest and a little
girl is one of them. Being asked
to attend the religious instruction,
of the priest, she said it was.
against her father's wishes. “ You
should obey me, not your father,”
said the priest. “ Oh sir !"” ans-
wered the little girl, “ we are
taught in the Bible, ¢ Honor thy
father and thy mother.”” ¢ You.
have uo business to read the Bi-
ble,” said the priest. “The Lord
said, ‘Search the Scriptures,’ ™
was the answer. “ That was to
the Jews and not to children; and
you do not understand it,” said
the priest. *“ But sir,” replied the
girl, St. Paul said to ’Fimothy,
“From a child thou hast kuown
the Holy Scriptures.” ¢ Timo-
thy,” said the priest, *“ was being
trained to be a bishop, and was
taught by the authorities of the
Charch.” “Qh, no!” says the
little girl, “he was taught by his
mother.”  Thereupon the priest
left her, saying, she knew enough
of the Bible to poison a parish ;

that is according to his idea o

poisou. ;
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