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The Two Villages.
BY HARRIET BEECHER STUWE.

OVER the river, on the hill,

Licth o village white awd still

All around it the forc. t tiees

81 iver and whisper in the breeze,

s er it sailing shadows go

Ot soaring hawk end serenming erow §
And monntain grasses, low and sweet,
Grow in the middle of every stiect.

Over the river, under the hill,

Another villago Hedh atill;

Phere T see in the cloudy night;

I'w inkle stars of houschold light s

Thres that gleam from tue smithy’s deor,
Mists that curl on tho river’s shore;
And in the woods no grasses grow

For the wheels that casten to and fro,

In the village on the hill,

Never & vound of smith or mill;

The houses ave thatched with grass and
flowers,

Never a clock to tell the hours,

The marble doors arc always shut,

You may not enter &¢ hall or hut,

Al in the village lie saleep,

Never a grain to sow ot reap,

Never in dreams to mot or sigh-—

Silent, peaceful und low they le,

In the village under the hill,

\When the night is starey and still,

Many a weary soul, in prayer,

Looks to the other village thers;

And weeping and sighiug longs to go

Up to that home, from this below.—

Longs to slecp by the forest wild,

Whither have vanishsd wife and child;

And heareth praying the answer fall,

« Patience ! That village shall hold yo allt”
—The Lamp.,
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The Bacrifice of isaac.

Arrer Hagar and Ishmael were
gone away, God called to Abraham,
and said, ¥ Take now thy son, thine
only son Isase, and offer hiwn for a
burnt-offering, upoti a motntain which
I will show thee,” Did God wish to
make Abraham ufthappy; and to kill
his son? No; Ged only wished to
try Abrahaim's faith—bo dos if Abra.
ham would . be obedient; &1l if he
loved God morve thah his deaf ohild,
Abraham obeyed ditectly ; for he knew
God’s command must bs tiglit, &hd he
believed that God had powet sven to
raise Isaac to 1i16 sgain sfter he was
dead. All God toss is good and right.
When he sends ds pain, or sickneas,
or sorrow, he dosd it wisely—for good,
not for evil, Wé oatindt know why,
but God knows., Let us ask him to
make us obetient 4o his will, as Abra-
ham was,

Abraham vose in the morning; and
saddled his #es, sl tovk two ssrvants
with him, and Isase, and wood for the
burnt-offering, andl wént to the place
God showed him. As they walked
along, and Abralikm thought what he
was to do to his déar son—his good,
obedient child—he thust have fult aad ;
but Abraham loved God more than
he loved Issao, &nd God pave him
strength willing to obey his coiminand.
After thros days they saw, safur off,
the mountalti whers Isnas was to be
offered. THn Abrsham said to his]
servants, * $tay 1itré with ths ass, and
I and the lal will go yonder snd wor-
ship, and cams agaih to you.” o the
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ervants stayed, and Abraham and his
~on went towards the mountain.

As they walked along, Isane said,
w My father, behold the tive aud the
wood, but where is the lamb for the
burnt-offering?”  For Isaac did not
vet know that ho was to be the lnnb,
Abraham said, ¢ God will provide a
lamb, wmy son.” So they went on, and
came to the place of which God had
told Abraham. And then Abraham
Luilt the altar, and put the woed upon
it, and bound Isaac, laid him upon the
altar, und took the knife to slay his
son. But the angel of the Lord called
unto Abraham out of heaven, and
said, “TLay not thine hand upon the
lad, for now I know that thou fear-
est God, because thou hast not with-
held thy son, thine only son, from
him.” 'Then Abraham looked, and
saw & ram, caught in the bush by the
liorns, and he offered the ram for a
burnt-offering instead of Isaac. And
the angel called again unto Abraham,
and said, * Because thou hast done
this thing, in blessing I will bless
thee, and in multiplying I will 12ulti-
ply thee; omd all nations shall be
blessed in thy seed.”

The Lord Jesus Christ was the seed
of Abraham, who came to save sin-
ners, to be a blessing to all people.
# God so loved the world that he sent
his only begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth in him should not perish,
but have eternal life.”—John ‘i. 16.
Abraham gave his son to God ; God
gave his Son for us. *The Father
sent the Son to be the Saviour of the
world.”—John iv. 14,

A Truly Brave Boy.
BY ¥, X. PELOUBET, D.D.

Boys have sometimes very fulse
ideas of oourage, bravery. To be able
to go into battle without a tremour,
to léad & dolumn into the thickest of
fight, to enter & burning building and
resche siome of its iniates, to ignore
danger, this means to some boys
coursge, btavery. Some are even
foolish enough to think that they are
brave if they climb into dangerous
places, lead where wiser boys will not
follow. Daring foolliardiness they con-
found with bravery. In actual fact
the boy who maintains his principles,
who stands firm to what he belisves
to be right, in the face of ridicule ahd
strong temptation, is the boy who is
truly brave.

One day about the middle of the
1ate war, there came to the rooms of
the Christian Commimion, at Camp
Convalescent, near Washington, a
littls drumimer boy, and asked to join
the temperance society we had there,
I have often wondered what became
of that boy, for his story was full of
jritereat. His name was Willie Baker,
He was only about twelve years old,
but §it was s drummer boy in one of
the New York ‘regimonts,- while his
father was & soldier in & Pennsylvania
regiment,

This little boy of twelve did.two

very brave things. Aftor ono of the
battles in Virginn he was sepurated
from his regiment, nmd lost his way.
Wandering tbrough the woods, ho sued-
denly camo upon ono of the enemy’s
pickets. The soldier called out “Halt!
Who are you$” “A friond!” replied
the bay. 'The soldier had heen drink-
ing, and had pluced his gun agninst o
tree. The boy drew nearer gradually,
and when he reached the gun ho took
it up, pointed it at the soldior, and
bade him *March.” The picket hesi-*
tated, but the boy was in earnest and
had the advantage. He marched, and
the boy kept behind him till both were
teken in charge by one of our own
troops. The boy captured his encmy
with his own gun.

But Willie Baker did a braver
thing than that, When he left home
his mnother said to him, «Willie, I
want you to promise me not to drink
intoxicating liquors, not to gamble,
and not to swear.” He promised ; and
amid all the temptations of army life,
he kept his promise,

The colonel of one regiment told
me only a few days ago he stopped
drinking wine, 'The officers of his
regiment had a re-union scon after the
war, ond sixty were present. Seven
years afterwards eighteen of that sixty
were dead, and every one but one
died from the effects of strong drink.
Against such a cutrent of fushion ns
this indicates Willie Buker stood his
ground, because he loved his mother
and had made her a promise—nand
keeping his word was a principle with
him,

We ocannot imitate Willie Baker’s
first example of courage, but in his
other example we have occasion almost
every duy to follow him. Good, brave
boy! : I trust he is still alive; but,
living or dead, may his example teach
us to be brave in keeping our promises
to our parents, and obeying the cowm-
mands of our Father in heaven,

o

Study of Usefulness.

Bx useful where thou livest, that they may
Bath want and wish thy pleasing presence
still: '
Kindness, good parts, great places, are the
way
To compnss this, Find out men's want
and will,
And meet themn there. All worldly joys go
loss
T'o the one joy of doing kindnesses.
’ —@eorge Herbert,

Frances Ridley Havergal.

Ix the vine-clad rectory at Astley,
Worcestershire, England, this noble
woman first saw the liglit, December
14th, 1836, Here her father, William
Henry Havergal, went out before his
people for more than a score of yeats,
He was a poet and & musiclan, and
after his death his ma«tle fell on his
youngest chiid, Frances, ;

Outwardly her childhood was one
long sutnmer day, but underneath this
stnooth surface there ran & current of
unrest—a desire to possess the peace

unsatisfying thoughts were often calle
forth by a sermon, a book, or we
frequently by a lovely sunset, a geude
breeze swaying tha boughs 1w the
forest, or even n delicate violet pep
ing through the shadow-mottled wa <
‘The one great sorrow of her ke
was $he loss of her mother, when anly
eloven yenrs of age. Into the durk
ened chamber of death sho erept mam
times during those sad duys. Dravuy
uside the curtainy, she raiied tew
and kisses upon the dear, cold fae
halt expecting to see the lovely eve
open and smile upon her, or the piic I
cheek grow warm under the caiese
lavished upon it. It ¥as not wwil
she saw the funeral procession wind
slowly out of the rectory gate aud turn
into the churchyard, that she real
ized that she was indeed mothetlos
«Oh, mamma! mamma! wamona '
she wailed.

In that desolate heart there was uo
room tor any word but that one-
“mamma.”

“Though the earnest longings after
something better thuun earth could
bestow were ever present, it was not
until February after she had com-
pleted her fifteenth yenr that she
found that blessed rest for which she
had been striving.

So great was her passion for un-
sclfishness, that her sweet Sabbaths of
rest only came when she was condined
to her couch by sicknenss.

When, by the burning of a lurge
publishing-house, she lust her appendix
to “ Grace and Glory,” she recognized
that God had & “turned lesson” for
her to learn, in resignation, doing old
work instesd of taking up new.

“Thy will be donel” was to her
“a song” and not “s sigh.”

Ofton there would be a stop put to
her work by the withholding of the
gift of song. Bheé says: * The Master
has not put & chest ot poetic gold iute
my possession, and said, ‘Now use it
as you like;’ but he keeps the gold
and gives it me, piece by piece, just
when he will, and no more. My Kiny
suggests a thought, and whispers we @
line or two ; then I look up und thanh
him delightedly, and go on with it.”
wTell it out smong the Heathen”
came to her like a flash, being sug
gested by the title hymn of her prayer
book. “Consecration Hymn” wa
written in a thrill of rapturous thank~
giving, when dear friends, for whow
she had been praying, came trembling
to the mercy-seat,

Year by year she came to realize
more fully her closing words, * Eaer,
only, all for Thee!” Her wish, ‘“to
glority him every step of the wauy.
found abundant fulfilment in her
peaceful endurance of the intense suf-
ferings appointed her, as well ns in
the triumphant desth that crownced
her victory over the last enémy.

More than her oconseorated life
could have wrought, her precious
memory will sccomplish in all the
long yesrs (o oome. Blle, ¢ being

that passeth all understanding. These

dead, yet speaketh.”
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