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PALM SUNDAY IN JERUSALEM.
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A CHINESE BOY AND HI§ “ WINE
MAN.”

BY REV. w. g, WALKER,

Asovr fifty miles from Shanghai, in the
city of Quin San, there js a little Baptist
church.  One of the members is & boy, six-
teen or seventeen years old now, who, be-
fore his conversion, had formed the habit
of drinking wine. He soon saw that this wag
sinful, so, after asking God to help him,
he decided upon the following plan of over.
coming the sin which had gotten hold of
him. A small wooden box was made, closed
all around except ahole in the top, and ever
day, at the usual hour of drinking wine, the
“‘wine-man” inside (as he chose to call his
appetitc) would bite him and want wine,

hen he would run to the box and put into
it the money he used to spend for wine,
exclaiming ;

““ There, now,
day,
box !

Each day this process was gone through
until he ceased to want wine ; and when
the little box was opened, he was surprised
to find how much money was there, all of
which then was given to the church as 8
thank-offering to that God who had saved
him from a strong and wicked habit.

Let us see how many lessons there are
in this true story. First, God will give us
power to overcome great sins, if we only
ask him and do all we can ourselves,
Again, we see that much money that is
spent in sinful and unsatisfying pleasures
might be made to do lasting good by a
little sclf-denial.  WBut there is still a third
lesson our story teaches us, and it is this :
The Gospel of Christ can do for the tittle
boys and girls of China what it does for
those in America. Does it make your home
bright and give cheerfulness to every pass-
ing day ? So it does for other homes,

you can’t get any wine to-
for your money has gone into the
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THE CONQUEST OF LOVE,

Tuz following story,
of Christian love over
by Dr. Moffatt :

“There was in my church a man who
hated me. Why? ‘ Because,” he said,
‘that Moffatt must have some medicine
which he gives to people, which changes
them entirely. 1 notice that every one
who listens to him seems very differemt
from what they were before.’ ‘Oh
answered to the question, ‘Moffatt takes
his medicine from a book. | Tt 4s the Kook

showing the power
the heathen, is told

sehind a bush with my axe, determined to
put you out of the world ; byt again my
courage failed. And juet now my first
thought was that you were in my power,
and the fatal time had come. But when
{ou looked at me 80 kindly, and T remem-
ered all the good things you had dene for
me and for my fnmily?i could not lift my
hsnd against you.’ '
** From that time he was my friend, and
my defender in time of dapger.”

THE NEXY ONE.
BY FANNY PAVEY MAGHARG,
. Y Wgy,
through,*
“Bo 1 am, ‘
Aunt Carrie, as with a smile she went on
threading her needle. “T'm only tryj
to amooth the way a li
Oﬂs-”
* Who, for ingtance 1 aYestioned Will,

curious)

¢ We{i, supposse that jyet as Papa is gtarg-
ing for businpss to-morrow morning, ha
discovers that he is about to lose a buttog
from his coat, and can only spare about two
minutes in which to have it sewed on; don't

you think it would bd quite a relisf for

mamma to find her
threaded 1" .

““Of course, for I shouldn’t think an
one couid find that littls bit of an eye ntaﬁ
if they were in a hurry. 1 had a dreadful
time the other day when I wanted to mend
my ball. T'm sure I would have been glad
to be your next one, then.”

**Suppose again, Will, that whoever
dropped that piece of wood upon the celiar
stairs had stopped to pick it up, remember.
ing that some one else would be coming
that way soon, wouldn’t it have been worth
while ? * Just think how poor Bridget has
suftered from her fall, and how the whole
household has been inconvenignced.” -

“ Yes, sunty; and if I'd wiped up the
water 1 spilled this noon, sister wouldp’t
have been obliged to change Yer dress
when she was in such a hurry to get back to
school ; but, dear me, a fellow’d have to
keep pretty wide awake to remember every
time ;7 and with a thoughtful expression
on his boyish face, Will passed out of the
house and toward the front gate, leisurely
munching a banana as he went,

Reaching the sidewalk, he threw down
the banana skin, and proceeded upon his
way ; but pr locked

needle . already

presently he fturned and 2
hard at the yellow object lying there upon
the pavement, and then quickly retracing

sunty, I thought you were gf)
with my work,” returned

ttle for the next .
Jymby

- diffioul

Anoving in earnest

In hope of that glad hour,
We now in joy can sing ;
** Where is thy victory, grave’
O death, where is thy sting?”
*“The Lord is rigen indeed,
To 8imon hath appeared ;
These are the ancient words
With which our hearts arg cheered.

/ PO e
The Chore-boy of bamp Kippewie-
- A Canadian Story.
BY J. MACDONALD OXLEY.

CHAPTER XI,
HOME AgAm.

Fox 80 large s men the foreman showed
&8 agility that was really wond rful, as no
leaped from log to log with. tje swiftness
sureness of 4 chamois. He had been

ring all his life, and there was nothing
that fell to the lymberman’s experience
with which he was not, perfectly familiar.
Yeb it is doubtful if he ever had a more

ikt or dangerous task than that before
bimgow. The “keypiepe” of the jam was
fally exposed, and, once it was cut in two,
it would no longer hold the accumulation
of logs together. They would be released
from their bondage, and, sprinfing forward
with the full force of the pent-up current,
would rush madly down stream, carrying
everything before them. i

But what would Johnston do in the midst
of this tumult? A few more ioments
would tell ; for his axe wag dealing tremend-.
ous strokes before which the keypiece,
stout though it was, must soon yield.  Ah,
it is almost severed. The foreman pauses
for an instant and glances keenly around,
evidently in order to see what will be his
bést course of action when the jam breaks:
Frank, in an agony of apprehension an
anxiety, has sunk to his knees, his lips
prayer, while his eyes
are fixed on his beloved friend, Johnston's
quick glance falls upon him, and, catching
the significance of hig attitude, his face 18
irradiated with a heavenly light of love a8
he calls out, across the boiling current :

“‘God bless you, Frank | Keep praying.

Then he returns to his work, The keen
axe flashes through the air in stroke after
stroke. At lengt%l there comes a soun
that cannot be mistaken. Phe foreman
throws aside his sxe ax pragares to Junp
for life ; and, Tike one man, The breathless
onlookers shout together as the keypiec®
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