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FOR BABY'S SAKE.

T was evening, and tho dwellers in &
quiet London street .

Heard w atrange uncommon shouting sad tho
rush of uiany feet,

Instantly they left their dwellings in 8 harry
to 10qaire .

\¥hat hau cansed the great commotion, when

thos heard the cry of ** Fire!”

Cloze at hand a house is burniug, they can
sce its turid light . .
Tinting all the dull surroundings, making

everything seem bright ;
And the tlames grow fiorcor, stronger, and the
smoke grows dense o’erhead,
TWhile the crowd is gazing, spelibound, filled
with wondrons awe and dread.

Hatk ! tho hoofs of horscs clatter! See, the

engines dash along,

Cheered by hundreds as they scatter right

and Jeft th’ excited throng |

Losing not one precious moment, firemen get
tho hoscsout,

And the folks, when sprirrs the water, raisy
a loud applauding shout.

Theu 18 hoard a mighty hissing as the water
fights the fire,

But in spite of all the efforte, fiercer grow the
flaines and higher,

Still the firomen nevor falter, though the foo
is gaining fast,

They with firm and fixod endeavour mean to

fight it to the last,

Ser. tho crowd is stirring stiangely—"tis a
woman pushing through,

She is ghastly pale aud hsggard, and seoms
very fragilo, too ;

Yot she strugg‘c.-‘ well-nigh frantic, doing
but what 1ow would dare,

As sho cries to those around her, ** Lot me

pass; my baby's *here!”

Like a flash the nows is scattered, every eyo
is turned to see

The frantic mother w10 is striving very hard
to got her freo; °

And at last the crowc dividing, she can from
her fetters break

Twas a battle, but shs fought it orly for her

baby’s sake.

Not & moment dooc she waver, straight
towards the houss Lhe figs,

Heedless of the frightful danger and the
people’s wamning cries.

Firemen chaso her, she eludes them, spite of
all the baste they make,

Right inside the house she dashes for her

darling baby’s sake.

The deed Lias sent a thnll of horror through
the folks—thoy hold their breath,

Por they can’t but think the woman’s gone
to certain, frightfal death,

The fire is burning unabated, the house one

. mass of seethiog flames,

Yet the mother's darting through it; breath-

ing ont her baby’s name.

Hark! what means that mighty cheering?
She has passed the topmost height,

8he has found her darling living, and she

. holds him up to sight,

Quick the firomen spread a blanket, and they
catch the baby-boy,

While the people cry like children, shedding

tears of heartfelt joy.

Bot the day is turned to terror—era the
mother takes the leap

She is seen to reel and stagger, like s person
half asleep.

Flames are bursting all around—she sinks

. _into that bumin[% lake,
Yielding wp her life right nobly for her
darling baby’s sake.

Yes, the little one is living; loving hands

attend to hirn,

As his round eyes gazs in wonder at the

. _ smoke-wreaths black snd grim,

Neighbours vie with one another in the
z-alous care thoy tako

Of the little orphan baby for bis noble

mother's aake.
~John F, Nickolls,

§  BAD compavy is like a pail driven
} into & poet, which, after the first or
B second blow, may be drawn out with
f little difficulty, but being once driven
§ up to the head, the pincers cannot take
bold to draw it out; it can only be
done by destroying the wood.

SHOEBLACK JIM.

A TRUE S8TORY BY 4 NEW YORK
TRACURR,

IN a small, crowded room in one of
the roar tenoment houscs of our groat
oity, whoro tho sun's rays were never
known to shine, or the fresh air
allowed to penetrato, our little Jim
lay dying,

Months before, I, one morning, eaw
him standing on u strect corner, with
his shoo-box strapped to his back, call-
ing out in tromulous tones, * Shing,
gir!” But the hurrying business men
paid little or no attention to the pload-
ing voico and the frail form which was
swayed to and fro by the bitter, biting,
Decembor wind, As I handed him a
picture papor, I asked, * Are you
buogry, my boy?" I noticed the
pale, pinched cheeks and the largo
brown oyes fast filling with tears as
he replied, * Yes, miss, I’ve bad noth-
ing to eat since yestorday morning;
but granny is worse than me; fur
she’s had nothing but a cold tater since
day atore yestorday.”

“ And who is granny "

“She lives in tho rear alley on
Mott ; me own mother died over on
tho island, 8o granny says, and I guess
I never had any father.”

“Did you ever go to a Suunday-
school or Band of Hope meeting 1"

*“Laws, no, miss! I've no time,
I has to stan’ around all day, and then
scmetimes gits only a couple of shines ;
them Italian fellers, with the chairs,
takes all the profita off us chapa
Granny says, 'tis a hard world.”

I handed the child a dime, and told
him to get & warm cup of coffee and a
roll ; then got from him a promise to
aitend the Band of Hope meeting that
afiernoon at four o'clock. I hardly
expected to see him again, but was
happily surprised to see him walk in—
shoe-box on his back—while we were
singing * Fold me to Thy bosom.” I
shall never forget the expression that
was on his face as he stood epellbound
in the middle of the floor, and stared
at me and tho organ. I motioned him
to a seat, but he did not move till the
mugic had ceased and the other chil-
dren were all seated,

My lesson that day was about the
Great Shepherd that goes out upen the
hills and mountains of gin and gathera
in the little lambs that wander away
from the sheepfold. I did not know,
that day, that tho dear Saviour’s kand
was alroady stretched out to receive
this one little lamb that bhad many
times, young as he was, been found
tipay, and also smoking cigarettes that
he had stolen from somebody’s street-
stand.

He was a regular attendant at
Sunday-school and Band of Hope, and
no ono joined more heartily in the
singing than “ Jim” One day, in our
children’s prayer-meeting, he gave bis
heart to Jesus. No one oculd doubt
the conversion of that little heart
when they looked into the bright eyes
and beaming face that continually
chone with heavenly light.

One day a meesecnger came to me in
haste, and gaid, * Jim i8 dying. Hurry,
ple2se, miss ; he wanta to see you agin
afore he diea.” I hurried ; and, as I
groped my way along the dark alloy
and up the rickety stairs, I caught ths
sound of the sweet voice einging,
‘ Fold me, fold me, precions Saviour.,”
1 entered guietly, 80 a8 not to disturb
the singer, but his bright eyea saw mo,
and he said, ¢ 8ing it with me once

more, teacher.” We sang it through
togother, then bo sald, * Tho next time
I aing will bo when Jeeus fulds mo in
his arme ; I'll nover fcrget the hymn,
but will remember 1t till you como up
there wo ; then wo'il sing 1t aga—in.”

Tho little lamp of life went out.
The Great Shopherd had called s
little lamb home. Thero was

* Another gem in the Savicur’s crown,
Anotber soul in bearen.™

—38. S. Times.

“BOYS' AND GIRLS' GORDON
MEMORIAL.”

It is pretty generally known that
tho deep interest which the lumented
# Obioeso " and *Soudan"” Gardon took
in ragged schools has led to his
memory being honoured by the forma-
tion of what 18 known as #Tho Gordon
Memorial Fund for tho Benefit of Poor
Children,” Tho lats Earl cf Shaftes-
bury was the first chairman of the
committeo which has the matter in
bhand. The Iord Mayor of [ondon,
the Karl of Abaerdeen, Archdeacon
Farrar, and other prominent men are
members of the same committoe. Tho
objects of the Fund include tho follow-
ing :—

g1. Paying for the maintenance of
poor children in existing homes and
institutions.

2. Providing funds, wholly or in
part, for the conveyauce of weslthy
and oonvalescent children and for their
maintenance, in the country or at the
seeside.

Mr. John DMacdonald, the well-
known merchant of this city, has been
asked to interest Uanadians in the
fund. He has secured the co-operation
of Mr. S, H. Blake, Q.C., and Mayor
Howland. To any one of these
gentlemen subscriptions may be sent.
‘What they propose is that the Sunday-
schools of the country take the matter
up, and that, in order to put a
subscription within the reach of overy
child, one cent colleztions be asked for
in every school. The money thus
raised will be devoted to the *‘ Boys'
and Girls’ Gordon Memorial,” which
forms a branch of the general plan.
It is with pleasure that we direct
attention to this matter.—Globe.

Tho editor of PrLeasaxt Hours
will be happy to receive and forward
any eubscriptions for this praiseworthy
object.

DON'T BE A SHAM

As the boy begins, 8o will the man
end. The lad who speaks with aflec-
tation, and minces forcign tongues that
he does not underatand at school, will
be 8 weak chromo in character all his
life; the boy who cheats his teacher into
thinking him devout at chapel will be
the man who will msake religion a
trade, and bring Chriatianity into con-
tempt; and the boy who wins the
highest average by stealing his exami-
nsation paprrs will igure some day as a
tricky politician.  The lad who,
whether 1ich or poor, dull or clever,
looks you straight in the eyes, and
keeps his anawsr insido of trutb,
already counts fr.ends who will last
his life, and holds  capital which wiil
bring bim a surer intereat than money.

Then get to the bottom of things.
You seo how it is already as to that.
it was the student that was grounded
in the grammar who took the Latin
prize ; it was that slow, steady drudge

who pracisnd firing overy day last
winter that Lagged the mast gawme in
the mountain, it s tho cimk who
studies the specialty of the house i1n
ofl hours who 1n promoted.  Your
briuiant, happy-go- ucky, bhi-or-mues
fellow usuaily turns cat the dead
weight of tho fany Ly forty five,
Don’t take ansthing for granted, get
to tho bottem of things. Nether be s
sham yoursolf, nor be tooled by shams
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HAVE YOU DONK 1Tt

Doxk what! Uiven your leart to
Chiist.  The winter ia mpidly going,
with its apecial opportunitica.  Have
you munde oy serious aticrupt to Iny
hoid of thrsel  Have you scught the
Lord in prayer?  Have you avked
othets to pray for you! Have jon
listened to the voler of yo:ir ¢ nacions,
or heeded the carnest plealinge of yer
friends? Havo you read the Word ot
God, to soo tho path of duy ! lave
you striven to overccmr- your wintul
heart, or break with your worldly
companions? lave you dono auy of
theso things! Remember that your
procious soul is in peril, and that if
you die in your sing, you wua: be
forever Jost. The loving Savisur eays,
“ Come.” Will you heed his gracious
callt

THE THOUGHTS OF TPE
FATH ERLESS.

It is not easy to say which is the
greater loss to s child, that of father
or mother. This I know: the mont
tcuching sermons I heard in ctuidhood
cavie not with the voico of man, were
no; heard by others, but came tome in
silence a8 I often stood by my father's
grave and wondered where he was

I remembered a pale faco, a thin
hand placed upon my bLeid, and a
feeble voice saying, ** Bo a good boy,
my 80n, and meet me in heaven.”

Then I remembered a solemn day—
a hearse, s long procession, the open
grave—and I remembered when the
stone was set up, having on it the
name of my father, and a volco seomed
to say once more, in the whispering of
the * pines, with their soft and soul-
like sounds,” * Moot mo in heaven "
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A LITTLE LIE.

A rizisa little thing. You have
told a lie, just one single word which
is not true, But let us soo what olso
you have dome. First, yeu havs
broken the law of God. Second, you
will have to tell many more to main-
tain that one. Third, ycu lose the
love and friendghip of schoolmates
Fourth, if you practiso lying, that wil
lead to something worse ; but worst of
all, God has said that liarg shall somo
day bave their place in the Iake that
burneth with fire,

Frox April 1st to Dercember 3lat
thore were in Montreal 3,175 vic ims
of small pox  Of theso only ninery-
ssven were Protestants  Taking in
the suburbs, in which the victims wero
almcet cntirely Rowan Oathrlic, tho
figures aro altogether about 100 Pro-
testants out of 4 000 cases.  Aoccord-
ing to population the figures shourd be
960 to 4 000. It is very remarkabie
bow few Methodiets have been atn-xen
down-—only six out of a pcpulation of
6,000.




