e ———

—_——

]2

? 6 At
Did you
Yy way of
‘ Detain-
why not,

ould not
continue
10 should
staying
ay even-
t{ne bar
why yon

re, will
7, “Oh!

it “had -
Had it ?
u away
d) Whave
coneert
of what

of an-
an um-
protect
>n San-

Boaner*-
f Paul's
ne still
ng else
'thing ?
wre for?
of hea-

svented
? And
rsed in
es that
BeN Te-
d more
\y than

2 mat-
»ect to
nscious
is love,
iociety,
., = v
ill not
y with

R
gs

A U

inisi

R

-

DOMINION

CHURCHMAN-

N

WHAT IS TO BECOME OF OUR
YOUNG PEOPLE?

When vacant churches are looking out
for a minister, what point, among others,
is uppermost in their minds ? it not
that some one shall be called who can
attract the young people #  And fur-
ther, is it not a complaint that is not in-

uently made against a conscientious
faithful pastor, *“ The young people
ted in bim ?”

-don’t seem to be interes

‘That will in all probability
entering wedge to his dismissal. Who
are these ‘‘ young people?” Why, in
the majority of cases, they are ohinreu
of members of the church. To whom,
under God, are they primarily responsi-
ble ? To their parents? Of course,
will be the prompt answer. Who is
responsible for their religious training
and cultre? Why, their parents. Is
not the Bible very explicit on that sub-
ject ? But, as a matter of fact, it is
well known that many, very many
parents are ‘‘very guilty” in this matter.
Are they authorized to expect a blessing
uﬁm their children when they fail to do
what God requires them to do? Is not
the Erinc.iple, “IfI iniquity in
my heart, the Lord will not hear me,”
as applicable to this as to all other de-

nts of Christian duty? Reduc-
ing the subject down to its last analysis,
what is the requirement that parents
really make of pustors? Why, that
g:{l shall cure their defects; that thev

do a work which God says parents{

must do. The question, then, ¢ Will
this or that minister attract the young
people ?” is a question that has no right
to exist. What, then, is/to become of
our young people ? Why, they must be
cared for as the Bible directs. Parents
and churches must get back to Bible
principles on this subject. Parents
shoukf feel that they are to blame if
their children do not love the church,
and walk in the ways of truth and godli-
ness. Takethem with you to-church from
their infancy. Teach them the truths
of our holy religion. Pray with and for
them. Let parents do their duty, and
the question, * What is to become of our
young people ?” will be satisfactorily
answe o
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Our gray hairs have not long to wait
for our passing bell.
~

CLEANING Ivon’v.—lvory that has been
spotted, or hae wn yellow, can be
made as clear and fresh as new by rub-
bing with fine sand-paper, and then
polishing with finely powdered pumice
stone.

Children’s Bepartment.

FREDDIE AND THE CHERRY-
1REE.

Freddie saw some fine, ripe cherries,

Hanging on a cherry-tree

~ And he said, "Yonpmttycl’mrries.

Will you not come dwn to me ?”

* Thank you kindly,” said a cherry,
“ We would rather stay up here;

If we ventured down this morning,
You would eat us up, I fear.”

One, the finest of the cherries,
Dangled from a slender twig ;

* You are beautiful,” said ie ;
‘ Red, and ripe, and, oh, how big !”

‘* Catch me,” said the cherq. “ catch

me,
Little master, if you can.”
“I would catch you soon,” said Freddie,
‘ If were a grown-up man.”
Freddie jum and tried to reach it;
Standing hij ug)on his toes ;
But the cherry bobbed about,
And laughed and tickled Freddie's
nose.

* Never mind,” said little Freddie,

« T ghall have it when it's right;”
But a blackbird whistled boldly,
« I ghall eat them all to-night.”
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career began with this fit of energetic
application—you may see his statue in
St. Paul’s cathedral to-morrow ; for he
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«“] WILL
« 1 will not,” said a little boy stoutly,

as I \g&ssed along. His tone struck me.
* What wont you do ?” I stopped and

I wont,” he said, in

DILIGENCE REWARDED.
Long ago a little boy was entered at
agchool d

He was put into a

class beyond h.is years, and where all

the advantage of pre-
denied to him. His

master chid him for his dulness, and all
his own efforts could not raise him from
the lowest place on the form. But,
ncthing daunted, he procure the gram-
mars and other elementary books which
be made the{his class-fellows

had gone through in
He devoted the hours
a few of the hours of

sleep, to the mastering of these; till, in
u few weeks, he gradually began to rise,
and it was not long ti
ahead of all his companions, and became

he shot far

that division, but the
That boy, whose

name of Sir Willam

What do you like next to yourself ?
asks an exchange. A gauze under shirt
from White's, 656 King Street, west.
Every size in stock at White's, the

NOT.”

“ That boy wants me to ‘make be-

to my mother, and

e same stout

The little boy is on the right road.
That is just one of the places to say
*“ wont.” I hope Le will stick to it.

“ Wont" is not a pretty
dren, but it is the right one when asked

word for chil-

THE HEAVENLY DOVE.
There is a gentle voice that speaks

child,

That whispers in his little heart
In accents sweet and mild.

1t is the Holy One of God,

That his soul within,’
That 1 him on to all things good,
And keeps him back from sin.

And he must heed that still, small

Nor tempt it to depart—
That Spirig, great and wonderful,

in his heart.
and good, and true,

Must strive, and watch, and pray;
For sin indulged will surely drive
That Holy Dove away. '

ROMANCE OF HOUSE CLEAN-

ING.

t:n—'dt you,” said Brie
grimace, ** t' at impering,

, with the useless white hands, and
little society laugh? Oh, Aunt
Delia, pack my portmanteau, and let me be

off on a leot: tour, until Flora Lee's visit
comes to an 2 "
Mrs. Dove looked a little dissppointed. To
confess the ¢ uth, shc had ially arranged
this visit with reference to her , Brie.
«He’s a fine young fellow,” she said to her-
self, with a true fe.: inine diplomaey, “with
an excellent parish, and fine
it’s high time he v as se tled in with a

wife, and I think Flora Lee would suit him—

exactly.”
e iy Ttls eosloln. e

(7] "
without the least seruple of conscience, like
a ineonoclast that be

“She’s a deal to artificial to suit me,” said
Eric Hale. ‘‘Ask her to come in June, when
I shall be off to Omaha and Nevada on that
synod business. But as for a visitor, I
should much prefer little Polly Peppercorn’s
big wax doll, with t' e silky black hair and
the staring black « yes, that open and shut by
machinery.”

So Mrs. Dove, choking back the tears of dis-
appointment (for she had been nursing this pet
scheme for a long while,) sat down and wrqte
to her friend Miss Lee postponing the pro-
posed sojourn at Cedarbough Farm until
roses should bein bloom, and strawberries
beginning to ripen.

“Adonijah,” she said to the hired man,
“‘take this lctter to the post office.’

“Yes, 'um,” said Adonijah, and he put it
into his pocket and forgot all about it.

It was a dismal rainy morning in April, the
yellow jonquils beaten to the ground, the very
wild violets shutting up their eyes as if in un-
mitigated disgust at the unpromiring state of
the weather. Overhead, racks of gray clouds
scudded across the heavens, and the little
sheet of silver lakelet under the hill was dot-
ted and dimpled all over with the falling rain.
as if pierced with a thousand tiny javelins.

“It's no use trying,” said Mrs. Dove, plain-
tively, ‘the fates have conspired against me.”

The carpets were up, the pails of white-
wash stood in the middle ofshe parlour floor,
and Mrs. Dove herself, with her grey ourls
tied up inla yellow damask pocket handker-
chief, which her greatuncle had brought frown
China balf a century ago, saterying on the
lower ledge of a step ladder. Ior Betsy, her
help hiad fallen down the ocellar stairs aud
bro‘l)(en her lez,and Mulroney, the charwomsn,
had sent a message that her eldest son had
broken out ‘‘wid the maisles, sure—spcokled
all over like a sh wer of red pepper—an’
sorry & bit of cleanin’ could she undertake
until the week’s over.”

«And these three dql of all others,” sighed
Mrs. Dove, ‘“‘when Eric ex ite
with Mr. Washburn! And he so 8
house-cleaning ; and—"

“Dear me, Mrs. Dove, what is the matter?”

Mrs. Dove started te her feet with a little
saream-—for there, exactly as if she had been
rained down out of the gray, uanecompromis-
ing zenith, stood Flora Lee herself in a trim,
brown travelling dress, with a neat little hand-
bag, & gossamer waterproof, and & silk um
brella.

“Why, Flora!” cried she, ‘‘how came you
here?” .

By train, of course,” said Miss Lee, and
I walked from the station.”.

“I wrote to you not t6° come,” said Mrs.

| Dove, in consternation.

“But I never received any such letter,”
said Miss Lee. ‘Shall I go away again ?”
“No, you darling, you shall do nothing of
the .orty??md Mrs Dove, enthusiastically.
‘It was only because we were house-cleaning.”
«] am not afraid of house-cleaning,” said
Flora. *“I see how it is,” with a comprehen:
sivo?hnooumd the seene of confusion,
and I am going to help you through with it.”
“You?” said Mrs. Dove.
“Yes, 11" said Flora. “Why not? Just
lend me one of Betsy's old dresses. Wh

is Betsy, by the way ?”
“Echlz-hu earried her home
the ,” said Dove. *
ken ber Jeg.” '
“And your charwoman?” .
“Oh, dear ! ch, dear I” said Mrs. Dove
“She’s got a visitation of the measles, or small-
Ky aop, i, 1 o gona
Save | md T mads w1
house-cleaning while he was absent,” .
“And you will,” seid Flors, cheerfully.
“How éan we?”

she was, Mrs. Dove be
to feel the mercury rise in her mental _ther.
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+Oh,youshall see I” nodded Miss Lee. And
though

Mrs. Dove, however, unused to the sivere
exertions incident upon house-cleaning time,
went to bed with a sick-headache in the
middle of the afternoon.

“Never mind, Mrs. Dovs,” said Flora ; “I'll
get tea, and I'll make some of those cream I -
waflles and a shortcake for Mr. Dove, and -

you shall eee how nice I ¢an fry.”

“Indeed,indeed, I don't know what I should
do without you, Flora!" said Mre. Dove fre-
quently.

But, as it happened, Mr. Daniel Dove was
unexpectedly detained on business at Whisk-
ills, the neighbouring town, and instead of .
him, who should walk debonairly into *0

dosk

sitting room, flinging down hie carpet

but Eric Hale himself, just as the

closed in, and the delicions odor of lrymg

oysters and Mocha coffee filled the house.”
“Hello!” said Eric. *“So you're cleaning

housé—eh Betsey "

“Yes, sir,” a demure voice responded from
the kitchen.’

*And where’'s my aunt?”

« 8She has retired with a sick headache.”

+The natural consequence of cleaning house
I suppose” said Eric Hale with a shrug of his
shoulder. ‘geu old ‘aunt why
ocouldn’t she be contented to leave thlw as
they where? Tell her, Betsey, that Waah-
burn has concluded not to until
next week, and that, now I'm in the midst
of the melee, I'll lend & hand with this busi-
ness to-morrow."”

--Yes, sir.”

“And Beteey——"

usm”

“When did you learn to make such delici-
ons coffee? Bring me a cup at once. I'm :
ready to drop with weariness and it is like
a dream of xnli.."

And Flora Lee, with the flapping edge of
her sun bonuet ocon the amusing.
dimples around her mouth, “in the
oysters and coffee, flanked by a pile of
feather-light waffles.

“] declare, Betsey,” oried the Reverend:
Erio, facetiously. *'If you were a trifie y¢ :
er and prettier, I'd you W.‘
:)in:o sure of voffee and like every -

ght.” * _

“Would you, sir?’ said the sof  disa
Betsey. | - ke

“And we would make a compast,
merrily went on the you dmnm
helpud himself to bulter, 4o &m
cleaning to-morrow, and save Aun{ | the
worry and work of #6.” PN

*‘Yes, sir,” said . - “But, pleass,
it’s all done excepting tacking down
the carpets.” <

“Who did it?” '

ul’ dl‘.

«Exsetly,” nodded the young lady, -
“Did you make the coffeer”
»] did.” ! i u'_:. . SN
“And fry these brown- ks




