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HOME AND SOHOOL.

A Oup of Oold Water,”
(Matraew 10: 42.)
‘'rxn Lord of the harvest walked forth onoe
1

da
Whoiu tho flelds were whito with the
ripening wheat,
Where thuse he had sent in the carly morn
wﬁ" reaping the grain in the noon.day
eat.

He had chosen a place for cach faithful one,
And bidden them work till the day was done,

Apart from the others, with troubled voico,
Bpoke one who had gathered no golden

rain :
“ Th% Master has given no work to mo,
And my comlng hisher has been in vain ;
The reapers with gladnors and song will
coms,
But no sheaves will bo mine in the harvost
ome,”

He heard the complaint, and he called her

name :
** Doar child, why standeat thou idle here
Go fill thy oup from the hillsido stream
And bring it to thonso who are toiling near;
I will bless thy labour, and it shall be
Kept in remembrance as done for Mo,

"Twas a little service ; but grateful hearts
Thanked God for the water so cool and
clear;
And some who were fainting through thirst
and heat
Went forth with new strength to the work
80 dear;
And many a weary soul looked u
Revived and cheered by the little cup,

Dear Lord, I have looked with an envious
heart
On thowe who weve reaping the golden

rain ;
I hago tho,ught in thy work I had no part,
And i':nom’ned thav my life was lived in
vain,
But now thou hast opened my eyes to see
That thou haat some little work for me,

1f only this labour of love be mine,
To glndden the heart of some toiling saint,
To whisper some words that shall cheer the

weak,
Do somsthing to comfort the worn and
faint—

Though small ba theservice, I will not grieve,
Content just a oup of cold water to give,

And when the Lord of the harvest shall come,
And the labourers home from the field shall

call,
He will not look for my gathered cheaves 3
But his loving words on my ear will fall,
“Thou gavest a cup of cold water to Me,
A heavenly home thy reward shall be,"

—The Family Friend,

Nature’s Workshop,

I» you were to go out on one of
thewe early spring days into a forest
you would see that a great work was
going on there, though you could not
hear & scund mave, perhaps, the rustle
of a breeze among the branches, nor
see anything in mo.ion except it might
be & waving bough or a fluttering leaf.
But you would note that a great and
rapid change was coming over the soene
before you. Whire, but a few weeks
ago, the trees and shrubs and the
ground beneath were alike bare and
brown, you would observe indications
of returning lifs and beauty, You
would see on some irees and plants the
red buds just starting, upon others the

leaves balf unfolded, and on the ground bearing ~iffor

the bisdes of wild grass and the stalks
of lowers pushing iheir way out of the
layer of mould, It is evideatly one of
the busiest places that could pomsibly
be imagined, and yet ome of the most
quiet. There is no jar amd whir of
wheels, no hum of spindles and thud
of Jooms, no grating sownds of files or
saws or and yet tho most
wonderfal ﬂ;orh of architecture are

most curicus patierns are
lg)z?m sod the mosd intricnte
piu?h of werkmanship ave being pat

er,

wglef our sight ocould penetrate the

] bodies of the trees we could gain gome

potals of tho azules, such s thing is
roally impossible. Wo may trust theso
workmen always, for thoy nover ave
disobodient to ‘the groat Architeot of
nature, undor whose direotion they aro
vaploycd,

And what an innumerable multitude
of theso little joiners and masons,
painters and master-buildors, ave at
work in the forest to day putting to-
gother all this wonderful arcbiteclure,
these massivo columns, thoe graosful
arches, these bowers of leaves and green
pondants, How many tons and tons
of ma/orial are being lifted up high in
the air every moment in this vast
forest ; whilo through all and over all
there is perfoct order and harmony,
When we think of these things wo aro
prompled to oxclaim with the poot—

‘* My heart ie awed within moe when I think
Of the great miracle that still goes on
In silence round me; the perpetual work of

Thy creation
Finished, yet renewed forever,”

knowlodgo of Nature's ways of working,
Weo would seo asconding through the
most minute tubes, drawn up by somo
invisiblo power, a countless number of
stroamr of a gweet watcry substance
called sap,  This sap is composed piin-
oipally of wator drawn out of the carth
by the roots of tho troes and carrying
with it cortain substancos which help
to make tho buds, leaves, flowors and
the groen, new wood, Tho 8ap may bo
properly called the life-blood of plants,
sinco its oflice is very much the same
in planta as that of the blood in man
and other animals, carrying the life.
sustaining properties to every part of
the body.” Like man and brutes, planta
must have light and air in order to live,
The sap itsel% would not sustain the Life
of the plant, if it wero not for the help
ib reccives from the sunshine and the
aurrounding atmosphere, any moro than
the blood in an snimal would keep it
alive and vigorous if it were placed in
a dark, aiv-tight room, Every plant
has lungs, or organs which avswer the
purposo of lungs in drawing air into

The Whirlpool.
BewARk of the whirlpool, brother,

its body. Every leaf of a plunt has a The whirlpool strong and deep ;
countless number of little openings, or Stjf;;‘}{:}:ﬁ:‘{:%:n"::f ::‘“d’
mouths, 5o small that you can only soe g P

them with a microscope, Through these | For a wicked siren singeth low

mouths planta inhale various properties, Lo lure you to the spot.
of which the air is full, especially the A‘},L&‘;’;:‘?,,;‘ ;e?dhf:r\,v‘nfng voloo—
geses they need to make them live,

8he beckons you over the fatal waves
To ruin and shame ; for the breath
Of this cruel slren s alcohol,
And the raging whirlpool, death,

—Kalte MeDonald,

‘¢ OQur Daily Bread,’”

Winn the German poet Herder was
dying, his family pressed food and wine
upon him,

“Uan you not give me,” he
great thought to refresh me?”

Byron, whenever he f;und his ore-
ative power growing feeble, threw him-
self into scenes of great beauty and
waited until nature “ struck the eleotrio

Through them they also send out the air
and gases from which they have. taken
all they require, and which have become
impure and unfit to breathe, The sap
which has come up from the rooty, into
the leaves then meets with the air, and
together they make wonderful combina-
tions of new material, which the sap
currles back in its return Journey to
help build up other parts of the plant,

We may imagine that the particles
of sap are little servanis or workmen
whom Nature employs to build up the
trees and shrubs und weave the toxture
of their leaves and flowers, Just follow,

in imagination, one of these little work- | chain wherewith we're darkly bound,”
men, who are carrying up the materials

Wh l .
to build the plants in some such way en George Eliot was preparing

to write & novel Mr. Lowes (who
&4 you have seen other workmen SArry | guarded the health of her ming ~

the bricks and mortar to build the walis arents do that of the bodies of theiy
of a house. This little burden-bearer Ehildren) was used to take her to Swit.
gets his load of carbon and some othe zerland or Italy, and took care that
substances that aro called for down in | she heard noble music every day,
the dark ground, where Nature keeps |  « How do you infuse such power
her choicest stores, and then he goos [ ang magnetism into your sermons}”
quickly up the long winding stairways | aakod a young clergyman of one of the
in the interior of the tree, up and up, ¥ mopt eloquens of American pulpit
leaving a little here and & little there, | oradors, ¢ Your life is eventloss anct
a3 he goes to ihe topmost branch, aad monolonous, you meet commonplace
out into ff‘h.e little tender twig, where peop]e and are delnged with common-
he lezzeslnu; load to awell the bud and place thoughts, like the rest of us
open the leaf, ow .
And ono of the strangest things about | stome . 15 <%6P YOUSEl awako and
this business 1y that theso workmen| « Before I it do
never make a mistake, Hero ure grow- the Five Pointy,

ing in & small Space & greab variety of | whers the emigrants come in

trees and sealler plants of , different prison or h:;igtal,” was the r;p(;;. to“;

genoral shape and texture, with differ. face human nature stripped of its ex-

eat shaped leaves and flowers, and ternals, or some awful problem of vics
or disease and deat] y in which & men

oot kinds of fruit, yet
meets God,”

all deawing their life fx:om the mame
he sweet violet and the In & word, there peoplo, Before at.
tempting to do a groat work, songht,

ground,
Ppoison ivy nestle at the foot of the eak,
sapplies of nourish- §)iye Herder, “a great thonght to re.
fresh them,”
many fami.

gaid, a

wn to write I go to
or to the wharves

and obiain thejr
ment from the same goil that sustaing
The listle work- The defect in the lifs of
lies in not that it iy vivious

their giant protector,
but that it is oramped, amall, sad oom.

men select from the same great store-

house the material that is meeded for
mon, The whola thought and oconver
mtion of & honaohold‘:;gr & nooial cirele

each plant where they are appo; ted to
wort:. They never make mcﬁmunder
85 to carry way up to the ‘opmont twig | often run upon their own pebty
im- | ness and work, snd the —
themselves snd their

a8 for carrying up a bit of poinon, in. ;

tended for the la

of that meple a perticle that was im-

tended to help form a birch tree; amd noighboure
for days or months bus

for years, until monotonous, gowsiping

urel, into the innocent

d
]
N

d

pornonal affeire | be

v

f

old ago,

the hody in enforbled w
give it tonics, The boyn

the daily routine of life,
the common-sense to geo
a3 well ag the body must
and tonios,

read a great book, list
study nature, face som
of life, and

otony of your daily duty,
in many ways to us,

“A gorvant. with this

youth sinks into monotonons, gouj,
Tho mind bocomes enfechled yyy
narrow in this bolittling proges,, Whey

road tho Companion, shou
their brains growing dull and wenk in

If but for ten minutos oach day,
0 mighty realit
#0 bring back ‘a grm{
thought to infuse into the

Wo must find
somo great word of His oach day,

drudgery divine,”-—R. H, D,

—

ﬁing

o feed it 4
and girl: wh,
d they fingd

ought to haye
that tha v joq

have ity 100
or to musf,

patty mon.
God rpealy

clauso makeg

country road in Derbysh
eldor spoke lovingly to
young OChristian,

now,” was the reply, *Le

offered them to the labot
neared the carriago,
and she became a wchool

in evident excitoment

versation by offuring him
after her, tallking neowt
incolierently, ¢ Qualm y
8aid ; “tell me your troub
try to help yon, When

“Years ago,
famine dro

too—to the Redeemer,

had passed peacofully aw
come out here and work

rae a backslider,

for not keeping sober, I
all hopo, and just as you

self.  You oame up to me
8 treot with the title w

susded MKim

mMe meszenger Liwd

- bid Him Hope.—The Quever.

Story of a Tract,
Two ladies were driving over a

of working for the
Lord. “How can I—a girl of eightoen
—sorve Him 1" asked the other.,

tracts to those I[rish reapers wo sco
yonder.” The girl took the tracts, and

Yoars rolled by,

Ottawa, Canada. One Saturday sho
wag roturning to Ottawa from the out.
lying school, and as she drew near the
river she saw . man rushing forward
snd  degpair,
8ceing him in such trouble, she went
to him, and attempted to open s c-n-

took it silently, but presently rushed

that tract I was praying
" ho said, * when the potato
ve me to meek work in
England, & 1 o me this very same
tmgt in De:g;sm, ¢Did You Iver
Read & Tract?’ The title took my
fancy, and I sat down under a hodge
and read it through, I had never
known the gospsl before, but that littlo
book led me—ay, and my old mother,

work in Liverpool, but after my mother

way, for the Liverpool firm failed. [
am ashamed to say I got a taate for
the drink, ma’am, and the drink made
My master gave me
many s trial, but turned me off a* lust

was waiting for a chance to drown my-

never forgotben. Oh! ma'sm, what
 does it all meaat? The
im to sccompuny ler to the
neiglibouring house of & minister, whoro
thoy tenderly reiioved his starvation,
sud told Lim that the thoughts of God
_were indeed those of loving e
; towardy hirn, for in far-distant oountrios
or Impure, | the

ire, when the
her friond, a

“Bigin

tus give some

trers as they

teacher near

& tract, o

wildly and
ourself,” sho
le, and I will

I gave you
or you,”

I got good

ay, I Lad to
on the rail-

had given up
passed by I

sud gave mo
hich I have

teachier por-

kindness
been went to

Erznmiry is orying
snd: louder as you near its

what you are not fit for,
wishing for it ; learn whe

and do it with the energy

out to you louder

Count your resouroces ; learn

brink, Rise,

and give up
t you cun do,
of » man, j

Ny
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