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Faithful unto Death.

‘CMINE is a sturless crown,” she said,
** For up into the Mercy Scat

Not oune poor wandering soul P've led
In heaven none will my nume repeat

And say, ‘ You led my trembling feet

To where thie waters gushityg sweet,

Refreshed, and made me whole.’

But he knows best who sent mie pain,
Aud § rejoice no praise of mine
\Will mingle in the sweet refrain
And take away the glory Thine,
Dear Lord, for souls redeemed thut shine
And rouud thy coronal entwine ~”
Aud 50 she fell asloep.

““\Whose crown s this ?” the angel said ;
for unto him was given

The crowning of each saintly head

That passed from earth to heaven.
Adown the vista's golden light — .
Where crowned heads whose circlet bright,
Surpaseed the starry gews of night—
His gaze went searching far.

Thoes waiting their reward spoke not;
None dared demaud the crown of light 3

Yet, thero were those Whose weary lot
Had been harsh toil from worn till night.

Some, workers iu the vineyard, strong,

And some had laboured late and loug ;

But uato them did not belong

The crown o rich with stars.

A brilliant light illunied the place,

And there the Saviour stood, a s.ile
Of welcome lighting up his face.

Calling them each by name, the while.
He gave the crowss, some jeweled bright,
And others stariess crowna of light,

Bat kept the one with gems s0 Lright
Until the last one came.

With prostrate forin a maiden knelt
And kissed the feet she Joved alone,
Nor raised her eyes until she felt
Her namie was called in tender tons,
A soft hand rested on her head :
* Art ready for thy crown?” He said,
+ Hast thou some lamb to shelter led ;
Sowse waaderer ruclaimod *”

*“Dear Father, I have lived in vuin:
Thy love is all the crown 1 ask.
1 only bore a croes of pain,
Whilst waiting was my only task.
1 ouly prayed by day and night
For toilors in the harvest white,
For thoss who struggled for the right
And trusted all to Thee.”

“ Well dowe, my child,” the Fatber said,

And placed the glowing, starry crown
Upon the lowly, patient head.

+ Thy life was free from earth renown,
Bat still thy pain-crushed life has shone
Like a bright star that buras alone,
And led sad hearts unto My throms,
Aad this is thy reward.”

—Selected.

THER BLUROOAT BOY.

1 wirr. teil you, my dear children, a tale of »
litthe Baglish Bluscoat boy, who had faith in Gods
Word. The stotry happened about twenty years
ago, %0 & young friend of my acquaintance, sad I
hed it word for word from him as 1 now write it.
Strong was the impression it made on me at the
time, and age has not effaced it. Vividly to my
mind were recalled the words of our Savioar, “ Ask,
and ye shall recsive.”

In the sutumn of 1855 many Bluecoat boys ware
laid wp with the ecerlet fever, my young friend
among the sumber. On hia recovery, an uncle, a
dooter. in Swrey, axpressed a desire to bave him
with bim fore meath; and accordingly be weat,
-l‘p-d.nyph-uthhhy

The evening bufere retarning to schoal ks wasle
ali, “As you vill start sarly in the moraing Sor

“half-a-crown-—just  the suwm required
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after U halidavs then exered, and
he was seven shi’mzs and stvpence i debt L oand
not to pay 1t when prowred s devmed w et
dishonournble thing.  What could he dot He Lad
but one resourer . to that he went. = Gad hedp
me in my trauble,” aseended o his Lonrt, s
well as from hus lps, many, wany times that rghe
till sleep came.

Farly the neat sorning the 'bus took ham to
Esher station - sad in leaving his undle’s roof, sad
in the knowledge of 4 debt he could not pay.

As he was walkmg along the platiorm, a vener
able gentleman cawe wp to him, and after asking a
few questions, said, * T .am a Governor, and always
look after little Blues, T daresay you will find 2
use for this,” and at the same tine giving hon
God ll:lll
surely answered my younyg friends prayer. And
that was the turning point of lns hife  No wore
debts ! no more follies ! e has sinee grown up a
young man, humble in his own opinton, but £aith
fully deing the work of his Master in that state of
life to which it hath pleased God to call hin.

Oh, children ! should we after this hesitate any
longer to bring even our most trivial surows to o
loving Fathert  Ob, no; cowe in fasth: and
never doubt that whatsoever ye aok in his naine,
that shall ye receive.
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HOW TO DRINK.

So far as the were sensation of thirst is con-
cerned, there can be no question that it is a mistake
to drink too much or tao frequently in hat weather ;
the flul " taken in is very rapidly thrown cut again
through the sxkin in the form of perspiration, and
the outflow being promoted by this detertaination
toward the surface, a_new and increasing demand
for fluid follows rapidly on the successive acts of
drizking and perspiring, with the result that
“thirst” is made worse by giving way toit. But
if we refuse to drink v-hen we are thirsty simply
because we shall thirst again, we wre imposing o
restraint on the activitics by which nature is en-
deavouring to preserve the health, We are doing
precisely what the irrational homeopaths do, or did
when refusing fluid to cholera patients, or limited
the drink of those who suffer from fever. Of
course, like produces like in the matter of thirst
from any cause, but the like produced is natural ;
and it is, or rather was, strange to note thait in one
of the earliest notorious cases of malpractice Ly
persons calling themsecives homeopaths in England
the dogma, “Similia ;imilibus curantur,” should be
flung to the winds, and drink refused to a patient
dying of liquid diarrhes, becmuse, forsooth, the
taking of fluids increased the diarrhea and made
himmore thirsty ! We venture %o hope that those
who are sealously urging the policy of refusing to
quench thirst in this hot weather because *‘drink-
ing makes people more thirsty” will reconsider
their policy from the physiological standpoint, and
that they will recognize that to thirst and drink
and perspire and drink again are the natural steps
in a process Ly which nature strives to waintain
the integrity of those organic chauges which the
external heat has a tendency o impede. The
natural and wwe policy is to supply an sdequate
quantity of fuid without exosss. Therefore, do
not :abstain from drink, but drink slowly, so as to
allow time for the voice of nature to cry “enough.”
There is oo drink o0 good aa pare water. Fer the
sake of Savour, and baceiss the vegetable acids

The pernnions custotu of

1
are uscful, & dash of lewon juwe way be added |
with advantan  The skin should be kept fanly
coul, s that asuthoent guantity of the fluid taken
way pass ofl thaonghothe helueys.  Londow Lancet.
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STRAIGHT LINES.
1Y 1 ARISSA POTTER.

Osg day Edith's snutie was making the sewing-
tehine hute cver a peotty white apron she was
stitchunge for grandma,

Fuith vtocdd eloce tn her mamta's chair, wateh.
v the shinng whedls wharl, the (lying acedle flash
up and down, and the straght rows of white, even
httle stitches that dropped faster than she could
wink from off the needle s point.

O, mamma ' 1 can do that, I know [ can!”
she eried, as snap went the thread ut the end of
another tuck ¢ Please Jet me )u-!p make grandma’s
apron ; it's such easy work.”

Eduth's mammae knew it would not be eary work
for her little grl, for theie was not only the wheel
that must be kept tuning, but the work to guide
Just right, so the stitches would come in strught,
even rows actoss the mushin, but Edith begeed so
cartiestly 10 bo allunwed to hetp on the pretty, tucked
apron, her maumma gave her her seat twefore the
wachine and old her just how to guide her work.

“Don't wateh your stitchex, little girl, don't
trust your eyes in trying to get the width of the
tucks alike from cdge to edge,” Edith's mmmma
said, “but keep your eve sharp on this litdde cross
on the brass slide. That is my gauge. If you
watch that, keeping the edge of the tuck you are
stitching close to the little cross on the slide, you
will juake even rows in your work.”

But Edith thought her way better than her
muima’s way. She did not watch the litthe mark
that was her mamma’s gauge in guiding work under
the needle, but, instead, watched the needle as it
went tlying acroas the breadth of white muslin,
Edith thought her stitches would make a line as
straight as her wammwa’s work, but when the tuck
that her maama hud carefully creased was stisched,
she found she had sewed n wobbling, crooked line.
There were zigzags and curves and Lacktrnchs and
gouges in it.

“Why, Ediel” her mumma said, holding up the
work, “Gundnm shall never wesr such a crooked
row of stitches as this in her apron. You must
pick out every thread. Ind you keep your work
following close to the little mark that T showed
yout”

And then Edith confessed that she had not once
looked at the cross on the slide, but had kept her
eyes sharp and wide open on her work and the
needle.

40, child! no wonder that you stitched a crooked
line with no better guide to follow than your un-
trained eye and hand!” her mawma answered.
“T4, instead of watching your stitches, you had
watched the little cross which T set for your guide,
you would have sewed straight lines and your work
would not have to be ravelled.”

Dear little children, there is another Cross that
you and T and everybody must follow if we would
make straight, true lines of vur work. If we fail
to keep close watch of this Cross, refuse or neglect
to gauge our lives by this Guide that alone can
help us to run straight paths through life, we shall
surely make miserable crooks and turns and wind-
ings that will apoil ail our work.

Children, I think you know that this Oross that
has besn set as our Guide, and which we must
follow, is the Cross of %
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