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take place till after Conference, and so probably he '

! would not even have the plessure of witnessing
the consecration of the building 1n whose erectivn
he bad toiled so earnestly.

There is probably no clinss of men in the world
who nmiore completely solve, by their life of labour,
the Virgilian riddle:

Sic vos non vobia nidificatis aves,

Sic vos non vohis vellers fortis ovea.
Slc voa non vobis mellificatia apes.
Stc vos non vobiy fertis uratra Loves.

They laLour, and another enters into their Ia-
bours. Yet none are more zenlous for the up-
building of the cause of God than they, even in a
neighbourhood which they expect saon to leave—
probably never to sce it again.  In no Chureh is
the unsellish, wide-hearted, comprehensive con.
nexional spirit more grandly developed.  Their
s mpathics are not circumseribed by any local
limits. The progress of God's work at Guspé or
Red River—nay, at Fort Simpson, on the Pacitie,
or in Japan —causes the sume thrill of happy
emotion #s a revival on the adjoining circuit.

Bo Lawrence toiled amang these people as though
he was to live with them all his life. Or, rather,
he toiled harder, for he felt that whatéver he would
do among themn lie must do at once, for ho might
never have another opportunity. ‘The people were
exceedingly anxious for his return, and requested
lis re-appointment. But they could offer him no
inducetment beyond a hearty welcome, glad co-
operation, hard toil und plenty of it, poor fare, and
scanty remuneration. But for just such rewards,
hundreds of brave, great-hearted men, are willing
to spend and be spent in the wost blessed service
of the Divine Master. .

(7o be continued.)

THE INVALID AND THE VIOLINIST,

Ax old and intirm soldier was playing his violin
one evening on the Prater, at Vienna, His faith.
ful dog was liolding his dmt, in which passcrs-by
dropped a few coppers as they cune along.  How-
ever, on the evening in question robody stopped
to put a small coin into the poor old fellow’s hat.
Every one went straight on, and the gaicty of the
crowd added to the sorrow in the old soldier's
heart, and showed itsclf iy his withered counte-
nance.

However, all at once, a well dressed gentleman
catne up to where he stood, listened to his playing
for a few minutes, and gazed compassionntely upon
him  Erelong, the old fiddler's weary hand had no
longer strength left to grasp his bow. His limbs
refused to carry him farther. He seated himself
on a stone, rested his head on his handy, and began
silently to weep. At that instant the gentleman
approached, offered the old man a piece of gold,
and said, “Lend we your violin a little while.

Then, having carefully tuned it, ke said, “You
take the money, and Il play.”

He did play! All the passers-by stopped to
listen—struck with the distinguished air of the
musician, and captivated by his marvellous genius,
Every moment the circle became larger and larger.
Not copper alone, but silver—and even gold—was
dropped into the poor man's hat. The dog begun
to growl, for it was Lecoming too heas, for him to
liold. At an invitation from the audicence, the in-
valid emptied its coutents into his sack, and they
filled it again.

After & national melody, in which every one
present joined, with uncovered liends, the violinist
placed the instrament upon the poor man's knees,
aud, without waiting to be thanked, disappeared.
“Who is it1" was asked oa all sides.

«It is Armand Boucher, tho fawous violin.

- charity.

been turtany his art to wcount in the service ot
Lt us follow hitg exansple”

And the epeaker sent round lus hat aleo, made n
new collection, and pave the proceeds to the invalid,
crying, * kong live Boucher !

Decply atlected, the invalnd Jifted up his hands
and eves towards heaven, and invoked God's bless-
ing ou his benefactor.

That cvening there were two happy men in
Vienna—-the invalid, placed for s lonyg time above
the reachi of want; and the generous urtist, who
felt in his heart the joy of dmng wood necord
ing to the Scripture, which suys, *The mercaiful
wan doeth good to his own soul.”—Sel,

COMING EARLY TO CHRIST.
BY TRYON EDWARDS, D.D.

A Lirrie givl, when lier mother was about goit g
to church on u commmunion Rabbath, msked that she
might o too, and sit with her at the Lord’s table,
And when the mother kindl, and geatly said, 1
am afraid, my child, that you are too young,” the
little one replicd, * Motlier, U not too young to
die, and not too young to love you, and why
am I too young to love the Saviour 1" The
mother was deeply touched by the reply; and at
the next communion service the child, who was
only uine years old, was, after conversation with
the minister and clitrch sesston, receised to full
mewbership in the church, of which, to this day,
she has always been a most faithful and consistent
member.

\Why should not our chiliren, from their earliest
days, bhe instructed and encouraged to devote
themselves to the service of Christ, and to be known
as Lis faithful disciples? Polycarp was converted
at nine years of age, Matthew Ienry at eleven,
Robert 1all at twelve, Dr. Watts at nine, and
President LEdwards at seven.  Mr. Spurgeon tells
us that the many children who have eavly become
members of his church have been found the most
consistent and steadfast Christinns of all in its
membership.  And Dr. Charles ) #lgo tells us he
is satisficd that a large proportion of those who in
Inter years profess Christ, in reality bLegin the
Christiau life in their carly days, though perhaps
not therselves then realizing that they are God's
children,

1f the parents of thoso mentioned above had
prevented them from confessing Christ at an early
age, in each case would not a most important step
for good have been delayed or suppressed, and the
Chiristinn character of each have been less decided
and earnest, aand 80 the loss have been great both
to themselves and the world

Shiould not Christian parents and teachiers remem-
ber that there is a grace of Chrutian nurture as
well s a grace of conversion, and endeavour to
lead their little ones, at their eatliest days, to him,
who invitee them 80 earnestly and tenderly to
himself 1

“THERES LIGHT BEYOXND."

“XWnrx in Madeira,” writes a traveller, “ T set
ofl one morning to reach the sumniit of a mountain,
to gaze upon the distant scone and enjoy the baly
air. 1 had a guide with me, and we had with
difliculty nscended some two thousand feet, when =
thick mist was scen descending upon us, quite
obscuring the whole face of the heavens. 1 thought
[ hast no hope left but at once to retrace our steps
or be lost : but as the cloud came nearer, and dark
ness overshadowed me, my gnide ran on before me,
penetrating the mist, and enlling to me ever and

player,” reyhied some one in the crowd. * Je has [ the mist was pavsed, and T gazed sipon a enere of
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trauseendent ooy )
alinve, and beneath was the st hvei o o
cealing the world below me atd glistoning ta the
rays of the sun hike a field of untrodden snew
Thers was nothing at that moment between me aud
the heavena.”

O ye over whom the clouds are gathering, or
who have sat beneath the slhiadows, be net dis
mayed if they rise Lefore you. Press on  there s
light beyond.— Zhe Worker.

Qur Benediction.

“Gon Lleas you, dear 17 Weo satd it when shie came
To dwell with s, » little [ragile tiung ;

And duy by day we watched her, fearing lest
The uew-unprsoned apnrit might take wing.

God blean you, denr 1™ We sald it wheu slia alepr,
And when she woke, or smile §, or waslel, or aiglied ;
Aml when we plannel her future, then wo peaywl
Nou 1eal guod or gatn might be dened.

S Gl bloas your, dear ™ Wo naid it when she walked,
And when she koelt to say hior stinpie tiayer,

And when we fald Ber i her Ded at n, g,
And when we callid her 1 the mormng fair.

“CGod Meas you, dear ' We aaid it when she went,
Happy amd proud, in school to take her place ;
And wien she ran to jomn lier comradea play,
And wuen wo hissed her Junpled, Bowor bike face.

* Gt bleas you, dear ! We sald it when she went,
With achivol-davs all behinl, i gi ltah grace,

To read the valugictory, and take
Among the graduates an honourol place.

“God bless vou, dear!" Weo aaid it wlisn she knels
To take the yoke of Christ, with heart se tnoek,
8o frec from guile, it seeinnl to us Lhat she,
To fiud lus kingdom, had not far to seck.

*God bless you, deer!” e s it when she stoud,
With orauge Llussoms on her sunny halr,

Upon the theeshold of her womanliood —
The ol refrain was still our Joving prayer.

Gad bless you, dear1”  We saild it yet again,
When steangely white she lay iv dreamless rost ;
And though we could not und. rstand, wa flt
That uow our darling was most tenly Llest,
~—Uaod Ilouskeepring.
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JAPANESE POLITENESS

Wanrx guests arrive, say for dinner, the polite-
ness of paradise is turned Joose.  With great
apparent hesitation they enter, bowing low with
their bands on their knees if they are men, or
dropping on their knces and touching their fore-
hends nlmost to the ground, if they are iadiea
The first Japanese sulutation corresponds exactly
to the Norwegian * Tuk for sidst”—*Thuuk you
for the pleasure 1 had the lJast time I wet you.”
This, however, is but the merest beginning of
Jupanese greeting. A couversation something niter
this stylo ensues :—

“1 beg your pardon for my rudeucss on the last
occasion.”

* Jlow can you say such a thing when it was |
who failed to show you due courtesy 1

“ Far from it! 1 recelved a lesson in good man.
ners from you."

“iow can you condescend to come to such a
poot house as this t”

“llow enn you, indecd, be 8o kind ag to reccive
such an unimportant person as wyself under your
distinguished roof.”

All this punctiated with low hows and the sound
of Lreath sucked rapidly in letwoen the toeth,
exprussive uf grent expressement,

g

No trus man can live & halfifo wien o b

anon, saying: ¢ Presa on, master, press on; there's
light beyond !’ 1 did press on.  Ju a fuw minutes

}odwr half, the higher half, wust Lavat bae.

genuinely lned that it is ouly « Vo bie, T
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