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he Writer of * Hcwe, Sweet Home.”’

RIEANGER D London, all friendless, alone,

e walked through the aty, unheeded, un-

known ;

he hghts of the houses shone fotth on his

ture

hi 1o \\n'r(- thonsands of homes, hut for him
was ho place. .

weary and hungry, disheartened and sad,

wo time had been Jong suce his spirit was
glad

nd he sat on the

nd for solace he sang

o'er,

Home, Home, swiet, sweet Home,

s 1t ever so humbly, there's no place like

Home "

steps at a nobleman's door,
the refruin o'er and

b had not a shilling to pay for a bed,

Len he wrote what in luxuiy wany have
said,

*Mid pleasures and palaces though we may

Toitim,

it ever so humble, there’s no place like

Home.”

he words full of cheer from his sorrows were

wiung,

Ko syched, what in thankfulness others have

sung,

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us
there,

hich seek through the world is neer met with
elsewhere ;

Bume, Home, sweet, sweet Home,

b 1t ever 30 humble, there's no place like

Home."

hid London looked fuir to his eyes growing
dim,

But the lights of the city no welcome gave

him,

¢An exile from home, splendour dazzles in
vain,

D, give me my lowly thatched cottage

again !

Bo sany the poor strauger,
Way, )

But miilions of voices have suug since that

day

“Phe Inrds singing gaily that came at my

1‘:\”,

e these and the peace of mind dearer than

ally

ame, Home, sweet, sweet Home,

B it ever s0 humble, there's no place like

Home,”

and went on his

Bl 1t teed that one heart through deepan-
gwish should learn,
hat others the truth might more swiftly dis-
cern ?

trinmph of love by the singor was won,
Du: homes are the dearer for him who had
none!
Ve weep for the exile that Tonged for a home,
LAnd vet way compelled as a wanderer to roum,
[But he had some raptare to banish his pain,
As he heard 1 all lands the familiar refrain,
- Home, Home, awcet, sweet Home,
Be 1t ever so hwnble, there’s no place like
Home,”

But the toil and the sorrow are aver at last,

And the journeys and lonelness things of the
st ;

Amerrea finds him with honour a grave,”

And England above him the laurels would

wave ;

In “]f] climes and countries the man has his
ame,

And old men and children are spea ny his
name,

But the hest of all is he no longer shall roam,

The homeless, tired stranger, at length is at
Home,

“Home, Home, sweet, sweet Home,

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like

Home." -

—Marianne Farningham.

————a—————
What Did the Apostle Paul Say?

Tuk other evening Rév. Mr. Philacter
st down at the tea-table with a very
thoughtful air, and attended to the
wants of his brood in a very abstracted
manner, Presently he looked up at his
wifeand said : .
“The Apoatle Paul—"

, “Got an awful lump on the head
saternoon,” broke in the pastor's eldest
son, “playing base ball.”

* The body of the writer of this exquisite
song has just been brought to America from

The pustor gravely paused for the in-
terruption, and resumed :

“'The Apostle Puul—"

“Haw Mis, Dush down at Green-
banm’s this afiernoon,” swid his eldest
daughter, aduressing her mother. She
had on the same old biack silk. She's
going to Chicago.”

The good minister waited patiently,
and then in tcnes which were just w
shude louder than before, he resumed :
“The Apostle Paul "—

“ Went in »wimmin’ last night with
Henry and Ben, and stepped on a
clam-shell,” exclaimed his younger son;
“and pleass, can 1 stay at home to-
morrow §”

The pastor informed his son that he
could stay away from the river, and
again emsayed his subject of conversa-
tion. He said:

“The Apostle Paul says—"

“ My teacher is an awful story-
teller,” shouted the second won;  he
says the world is as round us an orange,
and turns around all the time. I guess
he hasn't much sense,”

The mother lifted a warning finger
toward the boy, and said, “8a!” and
the father resumed :

«The Apostle Paul says—"

« Don’c bite off twice as much as you
can chew,” broks out the eldest son, re-
proving the assault of his little sister
on a prece of cake.

The pastor’s face showed just a trifle
of annoyance us he said in & very firm
snd decided tone:

“ The Apostle Paul says—"
«There's a fly in the butter,” cried
the youngest hopeful of the family, and
« general laugh followed.

‘When silence hud been restored the
¢ldest daughter, with an air of curiosity
said : .
“ Well, pa, I would reslly like to
know what the Apostle Puul said.”

+ Pags the mustard,” said the pastor
sternly.

Aud now the question is : What did
the A postle really say that the Rev. Mr.
Philacter vould have so curiously con-
strued ?  Or is it the New Version 1—
Christian at Work.

The Blackboard.
NEver use it if you can do without

it.

You can never do without it if by
using it you can make the lesson clearer
1o your pupils.

Grow your blackboard exercises.
During the week at some time try to
make the losson clear to a little obild.
In doing it hold a slate or bit oi paper
1n haud,und make such marks usmny be
necessary to arrest the attention of the
ohild, or convey the instruction of the
lesson to him. You will find that in
this way you have involuntarily pro
duced & helpful blackboard exercise,
and one which may be profitably em-
ployed with your regular cluss on the
following 8abbath.

Ornawental blackboard work is of
little acoount in teaching. Bluckboard
exercises of this kind may make a
good impression upom the school, but
for the teaching process study the
natural methods which prevail among
secular teachers in their reeitation
rooms, or among lawyers in the court-
room, or among soientists on the
rostrum.

Be full of your subject. Determine
to teach it. Follow your instincts and
impulses, and 10 this way biackboard

Epworth and the Wesleys.
Tux name of Epworth is known to
thousunds of Methodints all the world
over ; but probably not one in a thou-
rand knows more about the town than
that it wus the birth-place of Jobn
ang Charles Wesley, the founders of
Methodism, The old rectory house, in
which so many of the children were
horn, was burnt down in February,
1709, Charles, the eighteenth of their
children, was born in the old straw-
thatched house in December, 1707 ; 80
he was the infant of the housebold,
not fourteen months old. when the
rectory wus consumed. Kesiah, the
nineteenth of their children, was born
» month after the fire, in the friendly
shelter of & neighbour's house, when
the family were all soattered. Not
any of the Wesleys were born in the
present rectory house, the building of
which cost more than two whole years’
income of the rector. Such s tax on
the resources of good old Sawnel
Wenley, who had lost every thing he
had but his children in the fire, was
long and keenly felt, but who, as he
knelt in the garden when little *“ Jacky”
was rescued from the burning dwell-
ing, said, gratefully and uncomplain-
ingly, “God has given me all my
children. I am rich enough ; let the
house go.” And go it did, for it was
utterly consumed, and the rebuilding
of their home kept them poor, very
poor, all the remaining days of the
good rector's life; so poor that the
house was never more than balf fur-
nished, and the children seldom more
than balf clad and fed, while of what
is cnlled pocket-money they had none.

The fact that John Wesley's father
preuched for nearly forty years in Ep-
worth Church, and that he died and
was buried at Epworth, and that John
Wesley bimself preached there for two
years as his futher's curate, eleven
years before the first Methodist society
was formed, has given an interest to
the place which will never die.

It may be asked why so little is
known about Epworth itself, The
reasoun is plain, It is in such an out-
of-the-way locality that only the wmost
courageous persons would make the
effort to visic the place. I was myselt
for nearly twenty years seeking a
favourable opportunity to make a
pilgrimage there with a companion
who would brave the difficuliies. 1
did succeed. There ure three ways
of reaching the pluce: namely, by
walking. or driving, specially from
either Doncaster or Gainsborough, or
"going by ruilway to the small town of
Crowle, and walking or hiring a special
conveywnoe for the six wiles to Ep-
worth. Oacce in my previons inve-ti
gations I met with & Me:ihodist
preacher who had been ther, and in
reply to the inquiry about the dif-
ficuity, said, * Epworth is six miles
from nowhere,” meaning that it stood
alone in the midist of & wust wilder-
ness of fenny country—lowlunds—tur
away from uny town of importanoce
Just so I found it. T was there on »
market day, but did not see 200
people in the streets. Fifty peope
would fill the market hall, and & good-
sized Methodist congregution would fill
the market-pluce itself, in the ceutre of
which John Wesley o?;liomlly 13
hered nearly all the inh&bitants of the
place to hear him presch. Epworth is
& non-progressive place. There are
not many towns or villages which are

fact that there were shout 2,000
people in the parish. Just hefore his
death hw informed his son, John, that
the parish then numberr d nearly 2,000
people ; and after the chunges of 150
years the population is set down io
1881, as 1964 ; the populstion hus not
varied moie than twenty or thirty in
=00 years.

The old church retains much of its
simple and primitive character, but it
has been renewed und has a new pulpit.
The town is & mils long, or there
ahouts, chiefly cne long street, with a
few short ones near the market-place.
Timber is largely used in the construc-
tion of the dwellings, becanse stone
and bricks hawe to be carried from so
wmany miles away. The chief interest
of the place centres in the rectory
house, the church, and the churchyard,
in which Rector Wesley is buried.
The rectory is a strongly built edifice,
so strong that there is little in it to
burn even if set on fire. The floors
are s kind of cement, thick and hard.
The rooms and staircases are the same
as when the Wesleys lived there. Those
readers of Mr. Wesley's life who re-
wember the acoount he gives of the
strange noises heard there during
about three months or more, in 1716,
may realize the scene of every event
recited. There, too, in the identical
kitchen in which Mrs. Wesley gathered
her weekly congregations (larger tban
those attending the church) on Sunday
while the rector was sttending oon-
vocation, in 1711, in London. As I
stood in that kitchen, and in the pas-
sage leading thereto, it was hard to
realize how 200 persons could be
crowded therein, but Mrs. Wesley has
recorded the fact.

During the time Samuel Wesley was
rector the income only reslized $1,000
a year. The property has so much in-
creased in value that the same esiate
yields the present rector $5.000. Hud
Mr. Wesley ever had so mach money
at his command he would have deemed
himself & rich man. One cannot help
feeling keenly the privations of that
family all througn their earthly oareer.
It is open to question whether either
John or Chailes Wesley had $1,000
for their own during any one year of
their lives ; yet with all their com-
parative poverty, see what an amount
of work they did, and good they ac-
complished, and the work lives and
spreads,

« GEr out of the way ! what are you
good for?” said a croes old gun to s
bright-eyed urchin, who buppened to
stand ia his way. The little teliow re-
plied very gently, * They muke men
out of such thingn as we are.”

SoMe grim people have maid that
there is no recurd tn the tact (hat Jusus
ever smiled. A little girl who hegni
s'me one say that, replied: Dudu’c
He say, * Suffer little children to come
anto Me?' »nid they would not huve
come uuless He smiled.”

Tae teacher should not be always
oounting his fuilures.  The terning ot
one suul to God is enough to cheer a
whole life-time of woik. *There,”
said one pluin workuan to another,
pointing to s gentlemsn pamiug by,
«¢'. ave goes Norman McLeod. If he
had done nothing more than he has
done for my soul, he would shine as
the sturs, forever snd ever.” Let the
discouraged teacher think of the value

exercises of the right and belpful kind

3‘:[,':)‘:;&:' ere, for the last forty years, it has

will abound.

so stationary In 1696, when Mr.
Wesley beoame rector, he records the

of one such testimony as that.




