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| them,” she thought.
| each one as he comes to me here at my
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«ghe Hath Done What 8he Conld.*

Wit we could t O Lord, we know not
11 the things that we could do;

[t 1o Thee our honits are open,
Thou alone cent'st read them true,

it neeth and wenkness blend togethor !
Faal, gm\\l, work side })V aide )

A1l confision, nought completed,
1t attempted, thrown aside !

Spyong 1 yenrning to be hely!
Weah in purpowe aud in willt
stiong, when treading paths of pleasure !

Weak, when choosing good from ill

1t we have one talent only,
Help ns, Lord ! that it may be
trow iy hour by hour more lovely,
(hit all fair to yleld to Thee,

Jet Thy apirit breathe its beauty
Ou each word, and deed ; we would
Heat as we lay them before Thee,
+She hath done all that she could !”

- et
Jonny Fisher's 8chool in a Coal Yard.

BY MRS, ANNIE A PRESTON,

«Tet him know, that he which converteth
the sinner from the error of his way shall save
a soul from death, and shall hide a multitude
of sins”

Jenxy FIsuER repeated these words
over to herself as she sat apon s high
accountant’s utool before the great
black walnut desk in her father's coal
ofice one April morning nearly nine
years ago. On looking over his aconunta
the first of that month, Mr, Fisher
found himseif rather cramped in money
uatters, owing to the fuilure of two of
his heaviest customers who were largely
i his debt, and bright, amiable, intel-
ligent Jenny, having just graduated
from the grammar school, had volun-
teered to take the position of book-
keeper and cashier of his office,

Jenny was also a Christian girl,
and she was not only anxious to do
somethiug for herself and for her parents
lut she .was desirous of doing some

| lnmble work for her divine Master.
|| She had heard a sermon the evening

before from the words she was repesting,

| and as she looked from the large office

windows out into the ooal-yard and
upon the old black wharf near it, she
wondered how 1nany of the men there

; i employed were Christians.

«1 wonder if I oan do anything for
“] might ask

desk on Satorday night for his pay if
he is & Christian, Or I might ask him
wheve he goes to church, and if he
says ‘ot suywhere,’ I can invite him
to come to our church.” Bhe now

! gmilrsd to herself, however, over the
| iden that any of these men about the
| docks would come to the clegunt,

“aristocratic” up-town church,

“No, that won't do,” she went on
musing. ¢ I must think of something
more practical, more befitting me.
Father said I would have a good des!
of spare time down here, and that I
niust bring a book or some fancy work
% a8 not to get lonely. But I have
not much liking for fancy work, and as
for light reading, I bave no special
taste fur that—Oh, there are some
children in the yard! I wonder how
many of them know anything about
God, Jesua Christ, and sweet and holy
living in Him, If they do not,” she
then queried, “and know nothing of
the nuture of sin, oan they be oalled
Sinners " .

Just then her wouderings aad her
fpeculation were disturbed -by the
opening of the heavy office door. A
weo little smutty-faced gird, covered
with rage, with a basket in her bave,

red hand, shrank back at the unwonted
sight of & young woman at the cashier's
desk,and then pipec. uptimidly, “Ploase,
mins, may I pick up & scatterin’ bit o’
coul by the gate way!”
“Come here,” said Jenny kindly.
“ C'ome near the stove and warm your
fingers. Where do you live, child 1"
“In Cat alley, up four flights, miss,
an' the winders is broke, an’ the snow
blows in, an’ granny is lame, and the
coul is jist gone, an’ please, may I pick
up the bit o' coul1” replied the child,
growing courageous as sha grew warm,
“Do you love God?” asked Miss
Jenny, apeaking almost as timidly as
the child had, ‘
“Don't know Him 's I knows on,
‘oept it's the boss in the coul-yard.”
“Do you go to school "
% No, miss, none of us young 'uns
down ou this wharf govs to school;
we hain't got no clothes.”
“You may pick up the coal,” said
Miss Jenny, “snd to-morrow morning
you may come in here with some of the
children you told me ubout, and I will
ses what can be done about your going
to school.”
It was & hasty speech, Jenny thought,
and a8 the door closed behind the child
she wondered what her father would
ssy were he to come into the office
the mext morning with a gentleman
from the mines in P lvanis with
whom lie was negotiating for a cargo of
coal, and find s group of dirty children
huddled about the office stove. *He
said I should have a good deal of time
to do as I pleased with,” argued Jenny,
« and these poor children need instruo.
tion 9o much! If I do what I can for
them I shall only be ‘dofng what work
liow nearest my hand.’ That was what
I told papa, when I oftered myself ss
his book-keeper, and here 1 am, so
uick, in still snother new field of
uty.”

This sort of thinking was kept up all
day in the intervals of book- eeplng.
bill-filing and letter writing, and this
was the result: The next morning
when Miss Jenny went down town in
the horse cars, in her close-fitting, red-
brown coat and plain felt hat, she
carried & basket in which were a dozen
clean, new primers, with large Jetters
and pretty pictures, and two dozen
generous, well buttered ham sand-
wichea, * If only a few of the children
vome in they will be giad of the sand-
wiches to take home,” she said.

What was her surprise on_reaching
the office to find her visitor of the day
before, sitting on the steps with & flock
of birds of the sme foather perched on
the railings at her side, to whom she
was chattering.

«There she is 1" she cried, as Jeuny
Fisher came towards the door, *“and I
telled yo so—the prettiest, neatost
little lady ever ye eeed od this wha:f,
an’ it's our goin’ to sohool she's to see
about.”

Jeuny felt quite ombarrassed al first
among such an eager crowd of sdmirers,
bumo invited her guests into the
warm offioe, stationed them at & com-
fortable distance from the big glowing

and faces the nexs mworh )
hwthmntté::&‘“mdb:inw

« talked to them
joarn to read. Som and loved

for thetn ; axd handing €1 eut'the nide,

came with clean hands aud faces the
next morning. Their progress, mental,
moral, and religious, was really won-
derful. As the days grew warm and
plensant, Jenny taught them out of
doors, meated upon two whits pine
benches that had been placed on a clean
grassy plot by the side of the coal offios,
where they could look down the river
and far out upon the ovean and see the
ships on thelr otitward voysge or sail-
ing proudly into the deep capacious
harbour. .

Soon she interested her young friends
in her church who were eager to do
something for the Maater, but did not
know how to begin, in her sweet love of
work for His sake. All the summer

school held every week upon the wharf,
and when winter came there was a room
ovided for them, Men and women as
well as children came to thuwe mestings,
There were a good many oon 8,
and thework grew until a misslon church
waa organized, and & neat chapel erected
in that part of the city.

For slmost nine years this young
lady, whom [ have named J. ani Fisher,
has kept up this noble work which was
begun as I have narrated, and the
blessed results will be beyond earthly
estimate,

This is a true story, and was recently
told me by a lady friend whose daugh-
ters help her in her work. May not
some young reader be inspired to go
#nd do likewise!

e

The Topers Lament.

Joux ArconoL, my Joe John,
When we were first acqusint,

I'd money in my pocket, John,
Which now [ know thereain’t;

1 spent it all in treating, John,

cause I loved you so;

But mark me how you've treated me,
John Alcohol, my Jos,

John Aleohol, my Joe John,
Jobn Alcohol, my Joe.

John Alcohol, my Joe John,
We've been too long ':o;ﬁether;

§o von must take one , John,
And T will take the other.

For we'll come tumbling down, John,
If hand in haad we ;{o.

And I will have the Uil ta joot,
John Alcohol, my Joe.

John Alcohol, my Joa John,
John Alcohol, my Joe.

in each year to ita children, who
last week of May keep their
Sunday-school anniversary. “ The traf
fio of the groat communily is either
sug or driven off the thorough-
faros, the polics foroe is detailed to
keop the streets clear, citisens decorate
their houses, throw out their flags, and
crowd the windows snd swoops, while
50,000 children are on parsde. There
were this year in all 126 schools, with
a total of 52,5(0 tenchers and scholars.
Servioes were held prior to the parade

s day
in the

the schools returned to their

rooms for refreshments. If nothing
elne, the annual parade of the Brooklyn
Sunday-schools is a great objoeot lesson,
omphasizing the im of the
Sunday-school and the influential
which it plays in the social and rel
tife of that dity."”

about God, who made .
n to be N mmmdﬁmhm.&&- .
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there were divine services and aSunday- | ags

Brookryx, New York, gives npislf'

in the various churches of thé city, and’

Pus dismonds woen by New York’

Pussledori.
Annvers to Puntles in Last Number,

51.—Tenter, tests, test.

52,—Trout, rout, vus.

63.—Money.

54.—" Love thy neighbour as thy-
self.”

NEW PUZZLES.
58,—Cuanrapss.

A place of public sale; s personal
promise ; clear profit. A striot discip-
linnrian.

56, —CURTAILMENTS.

Curtail s state, and leave a tecritory ;
in, and leave & country.

Curtail to stain, and leave sn apart-
ment in & Chinese tempile ; again, and
leave s metal.

57.~~D1anoxp.

A oonsonant; an article; s country
of South Amerion; s tree; a letter.
Alstter; s prefix; a Jndgeof Isrsel;
the mother of Josiah; & King of Judah ;
2 0 of Asron; a letter.

58.—8quare Woap.

A cover for the heed; a kind of
monkey ; an instrument used for writ-
ing.

Varieties.

Wr fheur ' d:dbnabout the
“ rage for specu ation ; t the rage
generally comes after 'the speculation.
Tagre is no power on earth that
can make & good citizen of & man who
does not work.

PuT » man into s factory asignorant
how to prepare fabrics as some teachers
are to watch the growing of juvenile
minds, and what havos would be made
of the raw material — Horace Mana.
Two or three years ago some writers
were tracing the origin of the idoa used
by Mr. Calhoun in the words, masterly
inactivity,” ascribing it to 8ir James
Mackintosh and Edmund Burke, Per-
haps it found expression in the seventh
verse of the thirtieth chapter of laiah :
¢« For the Egyptiansshall Lelp in vain,
and to no purposs; therefore have I

oonoerning this, their strength i

oried
to #it still.”
A paorEssor who got very angry at
the interruption of s working-man
while he was explaining the operation
of & maohine in s factory, strolled away
in s huff, and asked man :
«Who is that fellow that pretends to
know move than I do about that io-
strument?” “Oh, he is the man that
invented it,” was the answer.

A pEaR old friend of mine used to
wy, with the truest Christian charity,
when he heard any one beiag loudly oon-
demned for some fault: “Ah! well, yes,
itmmv&yhdwne,boumthn‘:
not my way of sinning. *— Awthor of
“Old Jolliffe."

Dom Bdemi; m.?;luy, s case
waa tu n an
old boat was &9 property in dispute.
«Well, mgg"’ said one of the wis-
nesses, “I owned one-third of the boat,
and Bill Mook owned oue-third. 8o

we—" “but who owned the other one-

romsiniag
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onrbuncles
of New York bar patvons

large sandwichee, seut tham away.
You may be sure thoee o hildren all

oost -ms $5,000,000.

only abous swo-thirds of o boat.”
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