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Short Ladder From Her House To
.
Heaven,
Over in New York a certain great house

hired a pew boy. In the mulitude of
clerks he was lost, uarcengnised by his
chief. In the nuddle of the afternoon at

the head of the
important docu-

was his duty to stand be

house and phee chac ks ar

ments for tapid signature,  He did this
work with cuch rapid skiil and such exqui-
site manners that suddonly bis employer
looked 1 recognised a new face
“How lon you heen here?” “Two
weeks, sir.”  “How old ore yo u?” “Four
teen, Mr.—." “How wuch are you re=

ceiving ?” ¢

e dollars.”  *“Do you live
at home. ?" y Mr.—" Is y_ur moth-
er living 2" “No Mr.——, she dicd when
I was three years old.”  “Does your father
do nothing for you ?* *No sir.” “With
whom do you live ?* “My teacher.” Do
you mean your public school teacher?” *I

do, sir.” Three dollars a week will net
support you. Have you any cxtra expences
this weck besides car fares 27 “1 had a

How much was
I am paying it off

dentist’s bill last week”

it?” “Fifteen dolars,

a dollar a week.”
Tust a few ¢-lors and strokes of the brush,

and 10! the artist paints the angel and the

seraph.  Very few of the strokes— we see
alit'’ child left anorphan  atthree j we sce
another woma ng into the home ar
counting 1 urden; A
man mik himsclfa burden; ca 1
hitile child outi reat world. ‘I
s.¢ a school teacher di boy,
wio must d r ol + and
ing her sler e, kes a home for
this child, puts his foet on the first r f
n ladaer, ches kEim o yioht
Same ¢ in this city there is a herainee
I know not hcr pame. S bides in our
midst, and lends glory to city. ‘I'en

men like Abraham eould have saved S-com,
and ten women like this conld civiliz:—
Brooklyn and New York. Ob, these old-
maid schoo! teachers ! This world would
fall to picces but for them

1 sometimes
think that they are the bolts that keep the
machinery of -ociety together.  ‘There isa
lofiy hilltop somewhere in this city, and on
the summit thereof is a little house, where
this teacher Lives with this orphan boy. It
will take a very short ladder to reach from
her house to God's heaven,  Some day this
boy will climb to greatness and position, i
only health is vouchs ed ham. Bat the
honors will be hers.—2Dr. N. D. Ilillis, i
Dlymouth Pulpit.

Don't Stop.
BY WAYLAND HOLT, D, D,

g in which none of us
vning sings, “My day

d

There is a meanin
can stop.  Mis. Br
How swiftl
with what accumulat
vances.
Carlyle, seeing the blue
and leanlng on the parapet
bridge spanning the little stream flowing
through his  birth town,  Ecclefechan urd
noticing how quick water runs on and 00,
never to return, breaks thus into poetry
about the wavelets of the days going s0
hurriedly:

do go on, a

The Quiet Hour. .
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So here hath been dawning
Another blue day;
Think, wilt thou letit
Slip useless away.

Ont of eterpity

This new day is born;
In‘o cternity

At night will return,

Behold it atoretime
No cve ever did;
Soon it forever
From all eyes is hid.

Here hath been dawning
Anothier blue day;

Think, wilt thou let it
Slip useless away.

Dut whether we let the new day slip use-
less away ornot, it will shp away; and
thouzh we chase after itto all cternity we

can never catch it.  In this mearing, that
we are every one of us urged on by v pd
and returnless daye, no one of us can stop,
possibly.

Vet thore is a sort of stopping which may
be prevented, Lut to which we, tco, often
kind of stopping of noble purpose
r. Wro not et temptatien
;| haps i d,
for fr 1
1t fun.
| Hir newve of
get v e, found himself will
} a relaxed histlesencss
him 2 Such sort of

1 doom for

sed to fasten

tion of instan

xt Lim

p in the brave use of even
the lenderest opportunity.  Oae day when
Mr. Lincoln, ayoung man utterly unknown
and poor, was keeping a grocery and variety
store 1n the poinecring and shanty williage
of New Salemy, a man who was migrating

stll further w drove up to the door and
asked Mr, Linco'n if h: wou'd not buy an old
barrel contsining nothing of special value,
the man sa nd for which he h~d no room
in his wagon.  Always ready to oblige, Mr,
Lincoln bought the b rrel and contents for
fifiy cents ; and putting it away in the back
part of the store, for a good while forgut
about his purchase.  Overhauling  things,
however, afterwards, Mr, Lincoln came up-
on his barrd! cmptied its contents on
the fioor to see what they m te, Amid
rabbish he found an cdition of *Blackstone’s
Commentaries Says Mr. Lincola,* T be=
gan to read those tamous works ; the mor:

and

'

I read, the more intensely interested T bLe-
came.  Never in my whole hfe was my
mind so thoroughly absorbed, T read until
I devoured 1 . ‘That chance copy of
Blackstone made Mr, Lincoln a lawyer;
that knowledpe, <o seized and w enabled
him for that great debate with Senator Dou-
glas ; that dcbate ¢5 npelled National

1. It is not oo much to say—that
s copy of “Blackstone’s Commentaries
with that ccanty store for study, was the
first swinginz ajir of the doors of oppor-
tunity into Mr. Lincoln’s immortal service
as President, victor, emancipator,  There
are some lofty nes cencerning opportunity
by Mr. L iward Rowland Sell, worth every-
bodys heeding &

ten

This I beheld, or dreamed it in a dream:

There spread a cloud of dust along a plaing

And underneath a cloud, or in it, rage

A furious battle, and men yelled, and swords

Shocked upon swords and shields. A prince’s
banner

Wavered, then strggered backward hemmed by
foes,

A craven hung along the battle’s edge

And thought, *“Had T a sword of keener steel—

That blue blade that the kings son bears—but
this

Blunt thing— ! he snapped and flung it from
his hand,

And cowering, crept away, and left the field,

Then eame the king's son, wounded, sore be-
stead,

And weaponless, and saw the broken sword

Hilt-buried in the dry and trodden sand,

And ran and snatched it, and with battle shout

Lifted afresh, he hewed the enemy down,

And saved a great cause that heroic day.

We may not call even a poor opportunity a

Llunt thing, and stop endeavor.  We must

bravely seize the brol:en sword if we can get

1o betier, and struggle on.  To stop is de-

feat. To bravely struggle on is, anyway the

path toward victory,

We may not stop in service for others.
Sometimes we are tempted to because our
service seems <o illrequited and unrecog-
nised.  But our main thought may not be
upon the wage for scrvice, but upon the
service our Lord would have us do. 1 never
felt the cmphasis on that “done” till lately.
“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of
the least of these my brethren, ye have done
it onto Me.” But it is scrvice dome our
Lord commands—not service dreamed about
or ceased from,  Rest and reward are yond-
¢r. This ife is the place for an unstopping
diligence.— Christian Intelligencer.

Prayer.

Lord, T would live thy ife ! The life of
thinking and doing and getting and having
cannot satisfy me. My heart aches in loncli
ness and hunger, Nothing of wealth or power
cheers me. 1 came to Thee as the only
Reason, the only power, the only Gnide.
Take me as I am and make me what Thou
wouldst have me be. Forgive me for my
ignorance and  folly, and lead me into wis-
dom and character.  And let me know that
nothing is worth while without Thee.
Amene

- o i
Transforming Power,

Wealth and eminent position witness
powerfully the transforming influence of
«xalted characters,  ** My lords,” said Salie-
bury, *The reforms of this century have been
chicfly due to the presence here of one man
—Lord Shaftesbury. The genius of his life
was expressed when last he addressed you.
He said @ * When I fcel age creeping upon
me I am deeply grieved, for I cannot bear
to o away and leave the world with so much
mizery in " So long as Shaftesbury lived®
Englind beheld a standing rebuke  of all
wrong and injustice.  How many iniquities
shitveled up in his presence! This man,
representing the noblest ancestry, wealth and
culture, wrought numberless retorms.  He
became voice for the poor and weak.  He
wave his life to retorm acts and corn  laws;
emancipated the enslaved boys and girls
ing in mines and factorics ; he exposed
and made impossible the horrors of that
itforno in which chimney-sweeps live ;  he
founded two-score industrial, ragged and
trade schools; he established sheiters for the
homeless poor ; when parliement closed its
sessions at midnight Lord Shaftesbury went
forth to search out pour prodigals sleeping
under Waterloo or - Blackfriars  bridge, and
often in a single night brought a score to his
shelter—Selected.




