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MHDOMINITION

OPEN THE DOOR.

Open the door for the children,
Tenderly gather thom in—

In from the highways and hedges.
In from the places of min.

Some are so young and so helpless,
S8ome are so hnugry and cold ;

Open the door for tho childron—
Gather them into the foid.

Open the door for the children ;
Bee | they are coming in throogs—
Bid them sit Jown to the banquet,
Teach them your beautiful songs !

Pray you the Father to bless them,
Pray yon that graco may be given ;
Open the door for the children—
* Of suoh is the kingdom of heaven."

Open the door for the children,
Take the dear lambs by the hand ;
Point them to truth and to goodness—
Send them to Canaan's land.

Some are so young and so helpless,
Some are so huogry and cold !

Open the door for the children—
Gather them into the fold.

P -

THE CHERRIES.

Sabina, the daughter of rich parents,
bad a nice little room to herself; but
it had a very untidy appearance inside.
She never cleaned it up, and all the
good advice of her mother, that she
should keep it in better order, was in
vain.

One Sunday afternoon she had just
dressed herself, and was about to go
out, when the daunghter of their neigh-
bour brought her a basketful of fine
black cherries. Astables and window-
sill were already covered with clothes
and other things, Sabina set the
basket down on a chair, which was
covered over with blue silk, and then
went out with her mother to walk to
a neighbouring village.

Late in the evening, when it was
already dark, she came back to her
room very tired, and immediately
hastened to a seat. I3at scarcely bad
she seated herself when she jumped
quickly up again, and uttered a loud
scream of terror For she had seated
herself exactly ia the middle of the
basket, which was piled ap foll of
cherries. )

At her screams her mother imme-
diately hastened to her with a light.

But what a sight she saw! The
cherries were all crushed ; the juice
flowed on all sides over the chair ; an1
Sabina’'s new white silk dress was so
entirely spoilt, that it was never fit to
be used again.

But besides this her mother gave her
a severe scoiding, and said: “ You
see now how necessary it is to keep
things in order, and to give to each
thing its proper place. Youn are now
punished for your disobedience and
your untidy habits ; in future remem-
ber the saying,—

‘* * Negleot on Order to attend—
Disgrace and loss will be thy end.’ "

A NEW LEAF.

Harry Wilde says he has “ turn-
ed over a new leaf.” His teacher
thinks he has, and his mother
knows he has. “The boys,”
Harry’s old companions, laugh a
little, and say, “ Just wait awhile
and you'll see!”

What has Harry done ?

He has smoked his last cigarette ;

story-paper ; he has taken hold of
his schoolwork in earnest ; he has
turned his back on the * fast” boys,
and says to them in some manly
way when they want him to join
them in some of their old-time
wicked fun, “ I can't go into that
with you, boys."”

At home he differcnt  boy.
There is no more teasing to spend
his evenings on the street ; no more
slamming of doors when he is not
allowed to have his own way ; no
more sour looks and lagging foot-
steps when required to obey.

Just this: A looking-glass was
held up before Harry's eyes ; in it
he saw himself a selfish, conceited,
wilful boy, on the road to ruin.
The sight startled him, as well it
might. He did not shut his eyes,
as he might have done, but he
looked long enough to see that
he was fast getting to bear the
likeness of one of Satan’s boys, and
he said, “ Thiswon’t do; I must be
one of God’s boys.”

" Harry soon found that he could
not change one of his evil ways, so
he was obliged to let God make
the change in him; and it is in-
deed a great change.

Harry has chosen “the good
part.” Will you, dear girl?

s a

HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE

FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN.

Dr. Jos. Holt, New Orleans, La., says :
‘I bave frequently found it of excellent
service in cases of debility, loss of appe
tite, and in convalescence from exhaus-
tive illness, and particolarly of service
in treatment of women and children,”

THE THREE WISHES.

While sitting at the dinner-table
with his family, a gentleman had these
words said to him by his son, a lad of
eleven years:

“Father, I have been thinking, if I
conld have one single wish of mine,
what I would choose.”

“To give you a better chance,’ said
the father. ¢ suppose the allowance be
increased to three wishes, what would
they be? Be careful, Charlie!”

He made the choice thoughtfally:
‘“ First of a good character ; second, of
good health; and, third, of a good
education.”

His father suggested to him that
fame, power, riches, and various other
things, are held in general esteem
among men.

“I have thought of all that,” said
he ; “but if I have a good character
and good health and a good edneation,
I shall be able to earn all the money
that will be of any use to me, and
everything will come along in its right
place.”

A wise decision, indeed, for a lad of
that age. Let our young readers think
of it and profit by it.—Sel.

A Goop CoRN SHELLER FOR 25c¢.

A marvel of cheapness, of efficacy,and
of promptitude, is contained in a bottle
of that famous remedy, Putnam's Pain-
less Corn Extractor. It goes right to
the rooc of the trouble, thereacts qnickly
but «o painlessly that nothing is known
of its operation until the corn is shelled.
Beware of substitutes offered for Put-
nam's Painless Corn Extractor—safe,

he has bought his last sensational

sure and painless. Sold at druggists,

TO DO MY DUTY.

Harry Somers, the other morn |

ing, thought he had a very hard

carrying bobbins in the Br

faithful, to something hi_licr

D

~
)

“Now, Harry, it muikes me so
sorry to think that the tittle mill-

time. He got up late, for he boy could be so happy and trust-
thought it would be a good thing | ful in his toil, and that my (larry
to lie in bed and get a little more |should be so cross and unreason-

sleep
breakfast, his father, mother and
sisters had gone from the table.
Somehow, the table did not look

!

Esaying_{j ist then, was this:

So when he came down to!ablc in his life of ease.”

All that Harry could think of

““Mother, I think I had better

just right, and nothing tasted as it|go to school and behave myself,

should.  So Harry, as he could not
quarrel’with anybody, just quarrel-
ed with his breakfast. The pota-

'and may be the dinner will

be all

\right.”— 7)e Church.

toes were cold, the meat was tough |

(so he said.) the bread was dry, the

table was “mussed,” and, for his|
part, he did not litkke the way the/

things were managed at his home.
With such a breakfast as that, he
did not feel like going to school,
and he did nct know but that the
best thing he could do would be to
hang around.

His mother came around by this
time, and hearing his complaints,
said .

“Harry, you are unhappy, and
you are unhappy just because you
have not done your duty. You
heard my call, but you would not
get up. You yourself did wrong,
and that has made everything else
go wrong. Nothing looks right
or tastes good to a boy when he is
mad with passion.”

Harry quickly answered :

“Mother, it is pretty hard after a
poor breakfast, eaten all alone, to
be found fault with, and to be sat
down on in that stvle. If there is
anything I like to do, it is to eat,
and I think that I do it pretty well.
When I get to be a man, I shall
eat a late breakfast, and it shall be
hot. I wish things were different.”

“There, Harry, you have quarrel-
ed with your breakfast, and now
you are ready to growl at your
mother, and to scold about the
dear home that shelters you ; and
all becar'se you would not do your
duty in a little matter. Now I
want to tell you about half-a-dozen
little boys I met the other night,
as they were going home in the rain
from their work at the Brown Mill.
It was 7 o'clock at night, and the
little fellows had to walk nearly
two miles to their supper, after
having been at work from 7 o’clock
in the morning. They were not
scolding ; they talked pleasantly
with me, told me that they got
from two to three dollars a week;
that they ate their breakfast at six
o'clock in the morning ; that they
did not have to work so very hard,
for they could sit down occasion-
ally. When I said to one of threm:
‘““ You are doing your duty in
that ‘state of life to which it has
pleased God to call you,”’ he at
once said:

“‘ try to do my duty at the
mill, but I don’t expect to work
there always; my teacher in the
Sunday School tells me to look at
the Catechism, and read it just as
it stands, ‘to do my duty in that
state of life to which it shall please
God to call me.” [ hope it will

please God to call me, if I am

SORRY IS NOT 'NUFF.,

“Allan! Where is Allan!” A
moment ago he was playing with
his little cart in the yard, hauling
earth to the currant bushes. [
cannnot tell how many cartfuls he
carried. He was as busy as a little
man. But Allan s gone ; their is
his cart.

“Allan! Allan”

“Ise here,” at last said a small
voice from the back parlor.

“ What are you there for /” asked
his mother, opening the door and
looking in.

Allan did not answer at first.
He was standing in the corner with
a very sober look on his face.
“ Come out to your little cart,” said
his mother; “it is waiting for
another run.”

“Ise not been here long ’'nuff,”
said the little boy. ’

“ What are you here for at all ?’
asked his mother.

“I punishing my own self. 1
picked some green currants. and
they went into my mouth,” said
Allan.

“Oh! when mother told you not
to! Green currarts will make my
little boy sick,” said his mother in
a sorry tone.

“You needn’t punish me,” said
Allan; “I punish my own self.”

His mother often put him in the
back parlor alone when he had
been a naughty boy, and you see
he took the same way himselt.

“ Are you not sorry for.disobey-
ing mother ?” she asked Allan.

“['sorry, but sorry 1is not 'nuff.
[ punish me. I stay here a good
while and thinks.” '

Is not Allan right? Sorry, if it
is only sorry, iy not enough. How
often children say they are sorry,
and yet go and do the same thing
again! Thatis very short, shallow
sorrow. Allan felt this ; so he was
for m king serious work of it.—

Births, Deaths, Marriages.

Under five lines 25 cents.

LAWARENCE—SBWELL—At St. James' Chnreh,
Stratford. on the 6th iost , by the Kev. E. Patter-
son, M'A., R.D, Mr. Wiliiam Lawrence,jbarrister,
to Bdith, yomdnughtu of the late Henry
Bewell, all of ord.
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