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The Temporance Jall,

Turovanoor the land,
On syery hand,
An earuest call is heard,
It rolla along
Each day more strong,
Till every heart is stirred.

T'rom far and near,
The call we hear,

I'rom city, town and wood ;
And proud heads bend
While Emyers ageend

To the Author of all good.

1t gathers force
From overy source,
From age and sunny youth ;
Beforo its powor
Che demong cower
As falschood shrinks from truth,

This call we hear
O shall we fear
The tyrant bold and strong?
Qur Father's hand
Shall guide our band
To viotory o'er the wrong.

0 Thou to whom

We may all comoe
With every joy and grief,

Hear thou our cry;

Lord, save, we die—
0 come and bring relief !

Then on we'll go
Till all shall know
That Thou hast heard our call;
Till every knee
Shall bow to Thee,
And orown Theo ¢ Lord of all.”

Sowing and Reaping.

“«My child!” said Mry, A—, ¢1
do not wish you to go with the Thomp-
gon children, They are very good, no
doubt, but they are not just the kind
for you, There are the De Lanceys
now ; they ara such nicely brought up
children ; I wish you to be friends with
them.” And so the simple unaffected
children of Mrs, A-——— get their firat
lesson in worldliness. They are to cut
the Thompsons whom they like, and
they are to cultivate the De Lanceys
whom they do not like, but whom
mothor rec;mmends for reasons which
the youthful mind readily gu ssos,

Ten yearn pass. Mrs, A-—is in
widow’s weeds, She is consulting a
friend of her late busband as to what
she sball do with Cnatrley, Listen to
her once mcere

“T would be glad to get him sent
away anywhere, Young Do Lancey
has led him into such a reckless and ex-
travagant life that he cares for nothing,
and will do anything now to get money-
Ho is my greatest gorrow, Ahsir! a
living grief is the worst grief.” Poor

Mrs, A——1! It is her sad harvest
time.
“Well, for my part, I don’é approve

of such atrictness, I like my children
to enjoy themselvev, aud I see no harm
in a play. I feel as good, for my part,
in a theatre ag I do anywhere else”
Mrs, B was sincere, and probably
correot in this remark, and she acted
upon it and now and then took her boy
Harry to the theatie, It was very nico
to both, and she brought him safely
home, And when Harry went to busi-
ness in New York, which cculd boast
of a stage such ag his va:ive city poorly
rivalled, he gaw no harm in spending
his nights in the same manuer. He
made friends ; he found his way to the
bar-room, to other rooms, aud to such
company ss they presented. Honeeded
money. He Lad little principle, Any
time that mizht have been given to
tober reflection he spent where reflec
tion is imp- ssible,

Several years pass, and hera is o dis-
tracted line from Harry:

“My darling Mother :—Jv breaks

my heart to say good-by to yon—but
I must, X amruined; andif T stayod
would be arrested. I go away to-night
~—where, you will hear if I havo any
better luck, I am your uunfortunate
son, Harny,

That is Mrs, B——'8 melancholy
harvest,

““Money | at all risks, T must make
money, and keep it, too, when [ have
it.” So said Mr, D—, & young man
of steady habits, with a cold gray eye
and & narrow forchead. e camo from
the vihlage of Westfield, where his
parents livad ; but he did not go to it ;
to go cost money. HHe gave no gifts;
it cost money, He joined no church;
it cost money. e supported no chari-
ties; they took money, And so M
D 8 wcd the whole field of his life
with wind, Forty-five years pass. M.
D is old and sick. He has no
frionds about him, Ho has sore trouble
of mind, His one servant is faithful,
but wants his money, he suspects. His
“man of husiness charged high,” and
he is now’ getting a will made by a
sharp sttorney who scented the prey
from afar, who will do anything he is
asked while his client lives, and pay
himself when he is dead. Aund there
he is dying, Sympathy from man he
never sought, He sought money.
Ghrace from God he never sought, He
sought money, Aud there ho dies
without love from earth or hope from
heaven, The harvest is as the seed.

But one has not always to wait so
long. Hero is a corner of & harvest
fisld fcr example. “[ am very sorry
to say it,” says old Mrs, G , but I
have very little comfort in my child- en,
They did not marry the kind of persons
I would like; and when people marry,
they generally go with those they join;
and somehow they do not think much
abou’ their mother.” Now let us go
back fifteen years, Then, after a period
of hard wark to bring up her children,
Mrs, G having sttained to some
means and comfort, resolved to have
¢t gooiety” and *life” for her children.
She drew about her people of like mind,
old-fashioned morals were laughed at in
her parlours, and “ modern” ways were
introduced. Some pious friends drew
off in consequence, but their place was
moro than filled by others. The associa-
tions so formed grew closer, One
daughter married in haste, and soon
obrained a divorce. The sons united
themeelves to women who do not be-
lieve in the old-fashioned obligations to
honour one's mother, especially when
it is a mother-in-law. .And the youngest
daughter is *engaged” to a man of
“varied sccomplishments,” who is a
sooffcr, They will be married as soon
as he can get something to do, The
seed was sown ia worldly ambition; the
havvest is gatherd in heartless dissp-
pointment. Oh parents! who make
your childten pass through the fire of
fashionable folly, in the hope of ad-
vancing them in life, ye know not
what ye do.

Now, if all these things happen in
life, a8 it is casy to see, is it to be
wondered at that the rule reaches on
into eternily? You are a blameless,
upright man. You have been honest,
and men trust you. You have been
kind-hearted, and men like you,
have been industrious, and God—who
rowards natural virtwe in its own
department, and a8 fer a8 it goes—has
given you prospority. Bu’ yéu have
sown only natural ared—not spiritual,
And as you sow, you will reap—only
more than the seed.

Youl it

You live hero withont God, Then
you can only expost to by without God
always, You sow no spiritual seed,
Then you can look for no gpiritual fruit.
You live for men. Ist them roward
you if they can. You let (t:d alonoe,
Then He will let yon alone, You sow
tho wind of worldliness; you can only
hope to reap the whirlwind of judg:
mont and despair,

“0h, G.d forbid!” you exclaim,
“ that it should come to that!” DBut
God will not forbid it. His already
establighed rule is that if we sow to
the flesh, weo shall of the flesh reap
corruption ; if we sow to the Spirit,
we shall of the Spirit reap life evor-
lasting. You cazn read it for yourself
in the epistle to the Galatians, 6:8.
How can you expect God to forbid the
workings of His own laws? How
absurd to sow thistle.down, and say,
“God forbid that I have thistles!”
Go then, at once, to God, and beg His
mercy for Ohrist's sake Take His
word and keep it. Beg Him te load
you in the way of life, and to show
you how to sow to the Spirit. And
to show that you are in earnest, move
tn the direction of your prayers.--
Dy, John Hall.

el & PP Pmmimrammns
Mrs, Lofty and I,
Mgs. LoFry keeps a narriage,

NSedols
She has dapple greys to draw it,
With Nbolnehavgl; hing bab;
ith my Dblue.eyed laughing baby,
'l‘rundlﬁxg bg, 8
I hide his face, leat she should sec
‘The Cherub boy, and envy me,

Her fine husband has white fingers,
Miue has not ;
He could l&ive his bride a palaco—
ine a cot s
Hers comes home beneath the starlight,
Ne'er cares she,
Miue comes in the purple twilight,
isges me,
And ﬁrays that He who turns life’s sands
‘Will hold His loved ones in His hands.

Mrs. Lofty has her jewels,
o have I,
She weurs hers upon her bosom,

nside I,
Shs will leave hers at death’s portals,
By-and-by 3
I shall bear my treasure with me,
en I die.
For I have love and she has gold—
She counts her wealth—mine cant be told.

She has those who love her atation,
None have I, ,

But I've one true heart beside me—
Gladam1;

T'd not change it for a kingdom,

o, not 1
God will weigh it in B.. balance,

y-and-by.
And the difference define
"Pwixt Mrs Lofty’s wealth and mine,

Dancing,
BY ANNIE WAR¥FZR,

You think [ am very hard »pon
dancing; and I have reason. “Two
years ago,” said a young girl to me,
“you told me that if I went on doing
those things I should myself change;
that I could not do them and keep
myself. I was almost angry then—
but ¢o you know, it has come true, I
have changed, Things that T minded
aud shrank from then, I never notice
now. I have got used to them, as you
gaid ; it frightens me when I think of
L )

Poor child | neither fright nor warn-
ing have stayed her courge since then,
A ceaseless thirst for excitement, and
endless round of unmatisfying plessure
—~a0 called—a weary, old, disappoiuted
lock on the young face; broken en-
gagements, forgotten promises, a wasted

life. This is what it has all cowme to.
“ Hard upon dancingi” “Yes; cor-
tainly I have reason, Do I not find it
right in the way of my Biblo class,
who might else become Christians?
Do I not know how it tarnishes the
Christian profession of others? Do
not the carel 88 young men in the
olass boaat that they can get the church
members to go with them anywhere
for a dance? Or how would you like
to have a young girl come to you,
frightoned at the things she had per-
mitted at the ball the night baforo,
entreating to know if you thought
them very bad?”

Street Arabs,

Tur reporter of a New York paper
was recently applied to for help by a
bootblack who #aid his box had been
stolen, and after giving the )ittle fellow
a few cents he weat to the superin-
tendent of the boy's lcdging-house to
inquire about him, * A small boy is
often robbied of his box and brushes,”
said the superintendent, “and whon
wo know or believe him to be hones.
and industriouy, we start him afresh,
But sore of them will sell their kit to
go to the theatre, or to see Jumbo, or
anything else that’s going, and then
they'll try to beg money for a new kit,
If you are ever avked again, tell the
boy to bring you a nole from me; if
he deserves it, he'll get it.”

“ How many of those who began as
newsboys or boothlacks have succeeded
iulifet"

“ Hundreds! Why, the other day,
a man stopped me in the street and
asked me if I recollected bim, Of
course I didn’t, but he soon recalled
himself to my mind.. He had been
under my oare, and he told me that he
was now owner of a factory in Newark,
employing two book-keepers and sixty
workmen,

t Another man visited me lately
who had been picked up, wandering
about the Bowery, and had heen
brought to the lodging-house. His
parents were dead, He is now pro-
prictor and editor of a paper in War-
gaw, Indiana.

“There are aldermen in this city
who began lifo under our care, but
some of them are ashamed to have ib
koown. They ought to be proud of
i,

¢« Many of the little bootblacks work
for the big oncs, who sit majeatically
on stoops, or in door-ways, looking on ;
and tho big boy feeds the little one,
giving him six cents for his lodzing,
and pockets the rest of the day's earn-
ings. It's wonderful how faithful the
little ones are, too, I suppose they’re
afraid of getting thraghed.”

PaTIENCE i8 the finest and worthiest
part of fortitude, and the ravest, too.
Patience lies at the root of all plearures
as well as of all powers, Hope heiself
ceases t¢ be happiness when Impatience
accompanies her.

A youNG Japauese,says the Christian
Union, had been imprisoned for being
too outspoken. In his prison at Tokio
be set to work to preach Christ to his
fellow-aufferers, and the news of these
efforts attractad others, till he had threo
hurdred heavers, When released he
1aid the neglected state of the piisoners
before those .iu office, aud he has been
appointed governor of a mew prison,
with the consent of the authorities to
pursue his religions work—an evidence
of tho value of words spoken in season,




