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BISHOP FOWLER IN SUNDAY-8CHQOL.

Bisnor TPowrrr preached ot Union Church,
Covington, Ky., Sabbath morning, November 1st,
pud Yefure the service visited the Sunda schonl 3
aned, on invitation of Superintendent Shinkle, ad-
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dressed the school.  He said @ “1 have a very rich
Freenl, and he lives in a great mansion of wonder-
ful heauty. This house has twelve front deors,
thiee on each side, so that yvou ean’t find a back en-
trive . there 15 ho appro wely tee It except, from the
front : amd the prople hiving in the house are never
sick, and they never e ain fonerals theye, and

. they have everything they wnt: and all the child.
' ven are happy thae
i ther dolls, aud  they never got 1085 because some

The sntle givls never lose

prraen efse has a good tise sl they don’t ; and
the boys never lose their balls, and never suy ugly
things about one another, uur to one another. And
tus Friepd has invited me to come and live with
hun, and bring all my thing and stay always ; and
he has told me jast how adl the people are dressed
there, aad he wants me to dress that way.  And 1
have told lum I would.  Aud tnen he scnt his Son
to e to renew the invitation, and T told himjl would
come; and when he went back to lus Father's
house he wrote me agood many letters, urging wme
nat to forget to come, and teaing me what he wants
me 10 do to be ready, wml that he is going to send
lus chariot for me, and that it will buck up to my
dvor, aud then I must get inand come  And [
have answered him, saving that 1 will he ready.
And Taun, T have my grip sack packed and just
wating,  Ho Lasu't told me when he would send,
and T haven't asked him ; for 1 know he would tell
me if it were best for me to knaw. But this
Friend of mine told me something else. He said to
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m: There ave n grent wmay nice young prople in
Untony Sunday-sctmol, sand 1 want you to invite
them for me to come and Hive with me in oy
U owtatal hoaney sl 1 owant them to get rendy vight
awav, and be eloted in the clean linen of the
gant~, wloeh hias heon washed and isude wihite in
tho blowd of the Lamb.  Now [ wane yau all to
aceept hs invitatton, and 1o el him whon you get
te his house that [ imvited you this morning.”

e et
NOVEL READING.
A WoRp TO QIRLy,

A rrniisne toe dy occurred vecently at Balti
e vonh, coninuy to ol usual custam with
regand tatabo s of cotae, wo nepeat for the considera.
Utedr o] v 1y youny :.:il'l nigunye o readers,

It was e sty of a0 Young gied, beautiful, inue-
cent i v fuliy guanded ) the idol of her father
and hoothers Her mother, however, wis dead, and
her head was dilled with romantic dreams of a hero
wha was to core aud 1ule over her life.

On her way to and from school, she met a hand.
sume dastang fellow, who eagerly songht her ac

!

S hanet eves atnd well-eut featuras,

quaintance, managing to throw a Lind of mystery

pover ther meeting,

He was valgar, false and cruel, hat he had  beil
. i:\'lmt more could
a it of sixteen demaud in a herol

The fecndslup lasted for several years, he gained
an absolute conttol over hep  She lad het love for
bt from her foud old father nud brothers; he
eloped with her tinally, butrcfused her marvinge.

The girl came home to die.  Her eldest brother
pmrsued her Jlova, shot at bim repeatedly but failed
to kill him.  Later the villain met her grav-haired
father, nnd when the feeble old man, maddened by
grief, threatened him, he shot hin dead.

Now, here iz u young girl dend beime she hind
fuirly tasted life, her old father murdered and her
hirothers left homeless, all for her indulgence at first
in a silly reckless romance.

1t is natumnd for you to think of love, gitls. God
meant you to love and marry.  But he meant you
to do it with thoe blessing of your futher and mother
upon you. Trust the love that has watched you
from the cradle ag being truer than that of the
roung fellow who has known you but yesterday, 1¢
his feclings for you must be kept oue of sight, depenid
thut there is something tricky and unclean in it;
aud if he tries to draw you into deceiving and hiating
them, hie is no “hero,” but & man who would lead
you into a path the gates of which open: into the
grave

@ ~ne

TIM,
BY ERNEST GILMORE.

5 was only ten years old, and small for his age,.
but there was a matuve look in his deep, dark eves
that told the looker on that the child had lived
much. By that 1 do not mean that he-had seen
much of the world—he had not—only that part of
it that lny in the slums of a great city.

1 fear you will be horrified when T tcll you.thap.|

Tim knew nothing ubout the world except the smull,
rough part of it on Beacon Point. Why it was
called Beacon Point no one knew, for it was no
point at all, but rather the centre of the durk, nar.
vow, filthy street. It was an old tenement—the
oldest on the street—where Tim lived, and- Jooked
as if it would be sufe to proplecy that it had
weathered its Jast storm. In fact it had. But
still there were a fow of the very poorest of.the
poor who scemed wiiling to run the pisk of using
the shaky old structure as a home, '

“Tt is better thau the stveet,” -théy-argued.
And J do not know as we can blame them for
thinking so, for, when money is ga scarce that one
is on the verge of starvation, any kind of sheiter
scems desirable.

Little Tim and Dandy, his dog, called Besicon
Poiyt “home.”  You would have thought it a
desccration of the name could ypu have seeén the
barren little closet-room where little: Tim lived,

But, in one sense, it seemed plensant to the poor

child. It was 30 ‘much ‘better-than it used to be.
Tim would-have told you that with great thankful-’
ness. ) i

Fand they, too, are now busily. talking about. the

“ 8o mush better than it used to be!” Do you
wonder why 1 1 can fell you, and 5o could Tin
Once there had been o deauken Fher” 1 hoye
none of you know by experienes what that wenn-
>0 much better Top Httle "Tim to be n bitle orpha
hoy. living with a gentie, faithful dog, than v,
tiemble aad cower aud weep and wal before the
tempest erented Ly & dranken father,

But one night u fire roke put in the old tene
ment, and soon it lay in ashes.  All of the inmntes
eseaped ynhurt except little Tim.  He had re
ceived his doath blow from the full of the rotten
timbers,  {{o wig just alive when they found hiw,
and i poor old womnn, who had Joved him, eried
ont : )

“1 can't bear Lo have you taken out of the world
in that way, hittle Tin” and tears volled down her |
cheeks.  “Tun could not sce the tenvs--he was too !
near death for that = but he could bear them in her
voice, and he nuswered feebly, with o smile such .
as had pever heen seen on his pealed hittle face
before :

“ Don't ery, dear Granny Fry, don't ery—me nn'
Dandy is agoin’ home,” ;

The boy spoke truiy. A little while and the boy *
had deawn the tast gaspivg heeath, ond e would
never again know pain, weamgss, sorrow, or hun- !
ser.  Poor Jittio Tim ! !
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Anthor of * Wops the Waif)" « fiun Dowon,” ele,

CHAPTER 1V,
JOR RICHAELDS RIBOLVE,

It was the common taik of evarvone. ‘The
Hindoo washeranan, the cuoly bov whae pounded
cofive, the runners who kept puce with the carringe,
the soldiers in the various mess-tooms, the -catever |
of the officers' mess, the ladies and officers, und
even the grave, sober old Scotch doctor of the
regiment, all took up the same theme; and when
uttered by Hindoo or English, by high or low, it
was all vranslatable into the same phrasa: *'Too
fast to lnst.” .

The subject of all this tall was our late nequaint-
ance, Lieutenant Vinceut. TFor weeks his vessel
had beén lying in Trincon:alee Harbiour, and, with
protracted leave of abence, lie had been living At
a fust pace among the military officers of thie place.
On every hand people said he must soon be re.
strained, or he would . ill himsel®,

One morning the news-came off to the'ship that
lie was danzerously ill with fever; and each-suc
ceeding day’s report was more and more alarming.
He was a general favourite among the men -in the
ship ;-and many a hearty tar expressed—in- réugh,
homely language—Mhis concern for' and sympathy
with their favourite officer. -

‘About & werk after Liemtennnt Vincent was
taken-ill, it was ¢ mend-clothes nfternoon ¥ among
the wmen, and as they sat, tailor fashion, on the
deck, in little circles, or in more isolated groups, or
singly, he was pretty frecly discussed among them.
“Tellyer what it is,” said one big, burly fellow,
with a -face bronzed like leather itéelf ; “tell yer
what it is, I’ve seen a bit or two of service, in
-nigh upon seventeen years, under Her Miijesty, and
J've seen n wondrous sight of officers; but I'm
Dlessed if ever 1 sced a-downright, real good ’un,
without he either died or got shifted, or suinmat or
other, 'so that we lost -him; and you -mark my
words if we don'y Jose Licuty Vincent sownshow."

Seated a little distance “froni the’ others, and
screened from ohservition nnd interruption: by the
Lig gun against which thiey leaned, “as together
they sat and busily sewed, wefe two ‘young sailors
All this conversution hadt been overheard by them ;

same person. Onge at least we know—Joe. Rich-
ards.  Yes, [t is Joe Richards, “whose letter we
:read in the little house in Bérmondsey. -He is
rathier over niediain height, with dark ‘hasel eyes, :

‘dark hain;“a frank; open; “honest: face; somewhat, |




