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Afraid P
Satran't you afvand in the least 2

I'st waitiny for Jeaus to take ine

T tha biowe that He bas nade ,
T am waiting to hear His longed for hnock,
My hand already to turn the loek +

Of what shoufd [ boafrard?

Ia the duughiter afraid to go hume
When the Ty achool days wie cded?
Afraid of the w avwnv of father anid mnther,
‘Lhe glad, ringing voiee of sister and brother,
Inloving welcome blended ?

I the child afmid to turn homeward
When the evening hour is come *
Does he fear when he hears the summons
sweet,
Sounding so clear his cara to greet,
And yive new strength to hisweary feet -
“Come, my darling, come home ™

Does the mauden fear the bhssful hour
W hen the chosen of her heart

Shell come to Jaim her as hisown,

"Fo live with bim, and for him alone,
Never till death to part ?

No, have no fear, for my trusting heart
Can gee nor doube, nor shade,
T am the daughter whose school days are
over s
I am the tired and wearied rover s
1 am the maden awaiting her lover ,
“Then how can I be afraid ?

But arenit you afraid of the River
‘That rolls its sullen tide

Between this life and the other shore -

The awful River you must pass v er,
Sodark, and deep, and wide?

Who told you there was any Raer?
My dear and tender Lord

Has'told me everythmg T know

Abont that home to which T go s

But of that Kiver’'s resistless tow
He has never said vne wond

3ut, then, there is the valley

Of the Shadww of Death |
1o you not fear-the awful shade,
I3 not your very sout afrad

Of that Valley s 1y lncath®

Yes, there is the Valley of Shadow,
Of that my Lord has told me 3

Bat He saysit is a restful shade,

Wheretn Toannot feel afraid,

For His ¢ rod and staff " my help are made,
While v His breast He wall hold me

Your sins, surcly they must affnght you*
They were all on Jesus lad ,

T His own body on the tree”

He touk them all away from me,

And rast them deep into the sea s
Lhen how can I be atrmud »

Nowmy sab shines biaght ©oand Loghter,
My shy s without a'shale,
1 huow He will come to bem me to rest,
1 hnow that the watdhung sersants are blest !
T Kiow that my lunging His face to see
I3 nothing compared to Hix longing for me.
1 hww -He  prepared near His Father's
throne
A place for me, Hisvery ovn,
I huow that i that blessed place
I “shall serve "and **sec Him faco to face"—
Then how can I be afrud *
—Fyum ¢ The Valley of Achor.

Only Looked on.

Tue music and the patriotic speeches
were over for the day, but the boys
gathered at evening around a bnght

| bonfire 1n the street, laughing and
| chattering, adding fresh fuel and stir-
j nng 1t to a bnghter blaze. The cheer-
y ful light—and  perhaps the warmth
} also, tor 1t was a coul mght—attracted
{ ono unlike the others of the group. A

{ barclouted, 1ngged boy drew near, and |

j hovered on the outer edge of tho com-
) pavy tor a few minutes, but presently
} made his way nearer to tho fire and
swod bestde it 1n cvident engoyment.
Then tho largest, roughest boy in
the crowd suddenly discovered him.
‘ * Hello, Tavters!  Whero dud you
|

coe from 1" .

The boy tried to draw back, but he
was oo lato,

*“Bare fect and such acap as that !

Well, you'ro too fing entirely. Don't
you think that kind of a cap is better
roasted " and a quick blow sent tho
faded head covering into tho fire,

“That was mean, Jim,"” s4id one of
the boys, faintly, ‘I'he others said
nothing, and one or two laughed

The forlorn stranger drew back,
escaped from the group, and sat duwn
on a door-step at « little distance, draw-
ing his mgged sleove across his oyes to
wipe nway the tears of anger and grief.
A pitying, indignant littlo face looked
down upon him from an upper window,
and a pair of childish eyes that had
warched the scene, grew tearful in
sympathy, and then Iightened with
hope of comforting. Lily hurried awuay,
and was back in a fow minutes with an
outgrown cap of her brother's n pack-
nge of sandwiches and cookies that she
had coaned in the kitchen, and o bright
silver dollar of her own.  She put the
other articles into the cap, fastened a
string to it, und lowered it softly to-
ward “the boy on the steps, dropping
the end of the string as it reached hun,

“ Why, Lily, what arve you doing?”
asked u voico as she drew back,

Lily shook her bright hair, and
looked up at her brother.

“ Doing what that speaker-man said
this morning. e said, ¢ Let somo of
your blessings fall into the lap of those
who haven't so much ; and I did. Tt
fell right struight into his lap, and -I
guess he didn't know whether it came
from a window or from heaven, for he
leoked up.real quick .and queer, and
said, * Thank you. Amen? and then
ran away.” i

Guy laughed, but Lily’s face was
reproachful.

“You were there by the bonfire all
tho time. O, Guy, I don't see how you.
conld do it.”

“ Why, I lidn't knock his cap off”
said Guy. It was Jim Gregg: he's
a rough fellow always, 1 didn't do
anything or say anything , and the rest
of the fellows didn’t cither.”

“That was just the trouble,” said his
aunt, gravely. “I, too, watched the
whole thing from the window, Guy,
and if T were going to talk to American
boys on a day like this, T shounld care
far less about- urging them to join this
or that political party -than about
warning them against belonging w the
great party in the world—those who
only stand and look on. I believe
they are responsible for the larger share
of its evils, They do not help any
good cause , they only look on and do
nothing, They never linder-a wrong
causo , they only watch it,-and say
nothing. 0, Guy, did you ever think
how our-Lord’s parable makes the final
condemnation rest, uot upen actual
transgression,-but upon omssion? ¢1
was a stranger, sick and in prison, and
yedid it not to me.” They only looked
on and did nothing."— Mornng Star.

e

Ouriver Dirsox & Co., Boston, the
nouted music publishers, send us nme
good preces of muame, with the lint
that they can do as well as thig, 1n the
way of publishing, every four days of
the year. The jueees aie . — ’

Tader the Old Apple Tree, 30 cents,
The Mockiog Bird, 50 cents, Lo Byuu
Gavotto, 30 cents, Lakme Waltz, 30
cents, Why? (Perche,) 40 cents,
Italian and Englsh Words, 0O, That
We Two were Maying. U5 cents,
Suprano and Tenor Duet , "Tas Absence
Makes Memury Dear, 40 cents, Fur

You, For Me, 35 cents , The Furmer's | that, nohow.

Daughter, 35 cents.

Tho Grobo's Nost; or, Trust.
DY T, € JERFERS,

I~ the marsh tho rushes aro tall and green,
Muernily flits tho wren between,
Suygg 8o shrilly behind their sereen
And saucily peeping ,
Above, the sky is blue and }:"ir.
‘Fhered-shouldered blackbird ¢hunbs in air,—
Lhie gallinulo pipes now here, now there,
Its day watch heeping.

In the heart of tho m- rsh—a placo I know
Where the tall, swaying rushes moro thinly
LrOW, =
There in the Srring the grebes come and go,
A building their nest.
‘They trust not to sand, or rush, or branch,
But fair in the water their bark thc?'
faunch, {staunch
For they hnow right well that the fabne
Unharmed will rest.

No anchor it has, no rope or stay,
But when the mother-bird flies away,
Lest tho gleam of her egga her haunt should
betray,
With innocent guilo
Over her darlings she draws a veil,
And 1 put it aside to read the tale
Of maternal love in that ark so frail,
With a tear and a smile.

A storm came up from the Fast Lust night,
Wild raved the wind and the sky wasalight
With lightning that hissed *mid the rain red
and bright
'Ero the shock of the thunder !
Bieneath its fury in peaceful state
‘T’ expectant mother slept with her mate,
And safely, oh, safe ! on her nest she sato
Wath four eggs under !

Tako Time.

A TEACHER cannot make ready for
his lesson-teaching all at once. To
study a lesson takes time, To learn
how ‘o teach a lesson takes yet more
time. No teacher can be prepared for
the teaching of his clasy by merely
giving an hour or two to Biblo study
on Sunday’ morning or -on Saturday
evening. Nor can he Lo prepared
merely by going to the teachers’ mncet-
ing and having a part in the discussions
there—valuablo ag is that help to pre-
paration. A teacher ought. to be
studying his lesson, and making plans
for its teaching, all through tho week.
One point at one time, and another
point at another time ; a fresh reading
ot the lesson , or a few minutes given
to hunting illustrations, or to planning
appheations , added thought and added
prayer, day by day—will ordinarily
secure more of thoroughness in the
understanding of the lesson, and in the
mastery of its using, than the closest
study on a single occasion counld do.
And this is commonly the mothod of

tho best Sunday-school teachers. —S. S.-

Times.

Sow Good 8Seod.

Give God’s word to tho children, the
moro of 1t tho better. Even though
the soil is not very promising, withhold
not the hand-from sowing. ~ Children
often. ~arry their worst traits outside.
Tho seed sown in them is not dead ; it
cannot die, becanso it has a divine
germ of life in it Perversity may
choke-it for a while, but-the chances
are in favour of its-mpringing up and
growing-into heauty in the -minds of
properly instructed childron: Tecach
and -train, and train-and teach with
unwearying vigilaneo and the labour
will not bo lost — Zeacher’s Mentor.

ACMaY, he told us, who'bore u grudgo
agimst him had powsvned his dog,
“That wasa low thing for a man to do,
now wasntiti 1t wasnt hke a man
But 1 got oven with lam
=] posoncd Aws dog."”

“best means of fixing knowledge is that

Tue teachor should become thorough.
ly familiar with the Lesson-help used
by pupils in his class.  Not that the
“1elps"” should bo used during tho
session, but that thoe lesson should Le
taught in the line of tho pupil’s study
during the week, and as an encourage-
ment to such study. Tho carefully
graded helps now furni ued, ought to
result in- better teaching work than
ever before,

Merery talking about or over a
lesson, is not neccssarily teaching it.
Becauso ono has sowe knowledge of tho
Bible, and is fluent in speech wo must
not think ho has aptness to teach. The

whereby the pupil i caused to exerciso
his powers of thought. Yet ho may
bo really instructed 1n Scripturo know-
ledgo, and this first and necéssary stop
of instruction may be his last, becauso
the teacher has fuled to hold him closo
to tho divinoe Saviour, that 8o eternal
life may be gained. This power comes
only throvgh a true lifo in Christ.
They who win souls must bo wise, and
the wisdom needed can be had for the
usking.—Baptist Teacher.
LA b L
MoxTrEAL'S CaRNIVAL.—~The city of
Montreal was the scene of much gaiety
and festivity lately. It was the city’s
civic. holiday, and tho grand gala
day of the carnival,  Canadian sports
were very thoroughly enjoyed by the
natives, and tested by tho visitors from
the United States. In the afternoon
the Governor-General and Lady Lans-
downe held a reception at the Windsor
Hotel, at which a brilliant gathering of
citizens aml visitors assembled.  Among
the latter wero numbers of Americaus,
The grand sleighing parado attracted
thousands of on-lookers, who stood m
every available spot where a glimpse of
tho parade could bo obtained.  Never
before has Montieal witnessed such =
wondeiful collection of sleighs.  They
woro of all varieties, styles and sizes,
The crowning glory of the carnival was
the attack, defence and capture of the
ice palace, in the evening, by the snow-

shoo clubs of tho city and vicinity.] ‘

‘Around the palace were ranged in
quadruple column 2,000 snow-shoers,
picturesquely attired in tho various
custumes of their different clubs,  The |

tho assult  Immediately the_air wag

filled with fiery missiles from tho at- ||
tacking party, and the garrison prompt- | §
perfect huil of fiery missiles of vurious"I :
colours was poured over tho palace, | B
and its walls and parapets glistened [

i

ly answered-with a heavy fire. Thena

like coloured crystal. The uproar was
not terminated  until an outburst of
flames from within the walls of the
palaco -seemed to suggest that the ’;
magazine had been fired, and amid loud 'l
cheers the custle capitulated.

———— et ‘}
WirQUETEQUOCH, 10 tho town of |}

Stomington, which has lately come /|

nto prominence, has long been noted |

for 18 tannly fights; A story s told | B

of a Wequetequock man being brought |,
to a Swnington doctor 1 an ox-cart,

having been handied without gloves |
by a brother.

this beating, will they hang my brother?”
«I'm afrmd they will,” was the
doctors reply. * Then-lot mo -die,”
sard the Wequetequucker.—New Haven
Regaster.

1

explosion of a bomb was the signal for i‘ :

R

It

Whilo tho doctor was ;I8
dressing the wounds-the man asked.
- Doctor, if 1 die from the cffects of |




