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OUR HOME CIRCLE.

THE HOLY DEAD.
BT HAT PALMER. D.D.

I heard a voice from Heaven. It said,
In tone, that sweetly thrilled the heart : 

“Thrice blei»ed arc the bolt dead,
Who at the Saviour’s call depart;

Who eanh’s long toils and sorrows end, 
And to the Lord they love ascend.”

In spotless -obes I see them shine, 
hach lairer than the morning star,

7hen purely, as with beams divine,
In the dim dawn she glows atar; 

iilL like her, iti advam ing day.
They lade in Heaven’s pure 1 ght away.

Though 7o«t to sense, I yet behold
The eternal gates unfolding wide,

And forms, of beauty all untold,
Downward to hail their coming glide, 

Ah! whit celestial harping* sweet !
What rapturous greetings as they meet !

So evermore the ransomed home 
Return, by Death’s kind hand set free ; 

And evermore tbe eternal dome 
lle-ounds with one sweet harmony, 

When men and angels swell the strain : 
“Worthy art thou, U Christ, to leign!"

Bright, blissful day ! When severed long, 
Kindred o eaith in gladness met,

With un'-banged love, for death too strong, 
Shall prove the heart can ne’er forget; 

That pure affections, once entwined,
May Soul to soul forever bind !

Oh ! blest, thrice blest tbe saints of God 
Now praising with the seraphim !

What though earth’s darksome path they trod ?
No tears again those eyes shall dim ;

Bach sharpest pang hath rich reward,
Forever they are with the Lord !

hcd*p*nd*nt.

WHAT A RELIGIOUS FAMI
LY NEWSPAPER DID.

Mr Never* bad long been a 
church member, but he was now in 
a cold, apathetic state spiritually, 
lie was a burden both to himself 
and to his family ; and the church 
—well, it did not know what to 
make of it.

First, it was the minister; Mr. 
Nevers was tired of him. “Mr. 
Proctor is a good man,” he would 
say, “ but dull, dreadfully dull; 
puts no life in his sermons."

Then, too, Mr. Nevers bad lost 
faith in the deacons ; and one of the 
leading brethren bad taken unfair 
advantage of him in a small way. 
“ The very smallness of it makes it 
the more despicable,” he said. 
Next he bad got into some difficulty 
about his pew in the meeting-house ; 
and finally he made up his mind 
that there whs no sentiment of real 
Christian brotherhood in the church, 
and gave up attendance upon public 
worship altogether.

His wife and children went to 
meeting occasionally, however, 
When the weather was propitious 
%nd the “ going” was good enough 
Ybr them to walk over the always 
lather rough country roads. Now 
that the master of the house did 
not go himself, he thought it hardly 
worth while to harness the horse. 
Then, too, the last time he drove to 
diurch he found Esquire Benton’s 
norse hitched in No. 6. of the meet
ing-house horse-sheds, which had 
“ belonged to the Nevers family 
ever since the town was incorporat
ed, as any one could see by the re- 
CoKls in the town clerk’s office, if 
Shéy wanted todispute the matter.”

Take it all in all, Mr. Nevers was 
in a decidedly uncomfortable state 
ol mind. Indeed, his attitude to
wards the church was almost bellig
erent As the winter snows melted 
away and the ground became settled, 
Mrs Nevers and the children hailed 
the Sunday mornings with delight, 
and flitted around as blithesome as 
the newly arrived blue-birds, with 
their morning chores and prepara
tions tor church-going.

Mr. Nevers, meanwhile, sitting 
around in the house in his woek-dav 
clothes, unshaven and unshorn, feel
ing ill*at ease and guilty over his 
spiritual lapse, no loubt, amused 
himself by directing his good wife 
what to say to the minister and to 
various,brethren with whom he had 
grievances.

When she came homo and was 
hurrying about getting dinner— 
Mr. Nevers insisted, in these days 
of sad decline, on a hot meat dinner 
Sundays—he would sit in a com
fortable corner and ask teasingly,—

“ Well, what did Parson Proctor 
say when you told him ho wouldn’t 
see mo at meeting again till he rubb
ed up his intellect a little ?” “How 
did Deacon Gilbert take my message 
about the snub he gave me in not 
introducing mo to the new Hills
boro’ minister at the council there 
last summer?” “ Did you tell Ed. 
Carter I hoped he enjoyed gazing 
out of the window from my old 

• pew ? ” “ What answer did you
get from Captain Harris when you 
reminded him of the turnips he owes 
me for ?” “ Did you notice whose 
horse was hitched in our shed this 
time?"

“ Of course, father, I did not make 
myself offensive by giving such mes
sages," the patient wife replies.

“But I told you to, Caroline."
“ It wouldn’t be showing a Chris

tian spirit, John.”
I never heard that it tvas show

ing a ‘Christian spirit’ for a wife to 
disregard her husband's wishes," 
the offended brother would retort. 
And so Achilles sat in his tent, day 
after day.

Mr. Nevers’ shocking condition 
of mind and heart so grew from 
bad to worse that by the time the 
grass was showing its delicate green 
shading over his broad, rich mead
ows and pastures, and the. gay 
downy buds of the apple-trees were 
making themselves visible, there 
came a Sunday when, through his 
emphatic interdict, not one of the 
Nevers family appeared in church.

The very next day the pastor and 
his wile, who all along had been in 
the habit of calling occasionally, 
notwithstanding the unpleasant 
state of affairs, drove up to see ii 
there was any one of the family ill.

“Wo are all very well, thank you, 
said |Ks»r Mrs. Nevers, blu-hing 
over the effort she was so suddenly 
called upon to make in concealing 
the new and paramount reason for 
her absence from meeting, in order 
to shield her husband, “ but you 
know Mr. Nevers has got out of t e 
way of going to meeting. Then,” 
hesitatingly, “I don’t think it’s 
good for my husband to stay at home 
alone all day. He gets dull, and 
goes over to neighbor Hunt’s barn 
for a chat, or Mr. Hunt comes in 
here and smokes in my sitting-room; 
and so, on the whole, 1 think I bad 
better be here myself. But my 
heart is with you all tbe same.”

“ What do you do on Sundays 
when you remain at home ? ” asked 
the pastor with such real interest 
in bis look and tones that Mrs. 
Nevers could take no manner of of
fence at the question.

“ Oh, I keep things orderly and 
quiet. Our unbelieving neighbor 
does not call when I am at home, 
and my husband does not care to go 
out. After dinner I read the Bible 
with the children and go over the 
Sunday-school lesson with them as 
well as I can without helps of any 
kind.”

“You take a religions newspaper, 
of course ? You can interest the 
whole family as to what is going on 
in the visible church everywhere 
by means of that ; and its editorials 
and contributions will enlarge then- 
hearts and their understandings.”

“ We have no religious paper 
now,” said Mrs. Nevers, timidly,
“ The subscription run out a year 
ago, and Mr, Nevers says he cannot 
afford to revive it again. Besides, 
he thinks the subscription is too 
high. For my part, I should be 
willing to go without something in 
the way of dress, or cut off some 
luxuries from the table, so as to 
keep the paper along. But Mr. 
Nevers thought best to stop it.”

“ So you do not take any paper 
now ?” queried the pastor’s wife. 
“ You must miss it very much, you 
are all so fond of reading.”

“ Ch,” Mrs. Nevers hastened to 
say, “ we take a political paper, an 
agricultural paper, and our local 
paper. Mr. Nevers would not get 
behind in politics or prices current. 
He says we can get our religous and 
spiritual food from the Bible and 
our hymn-books. And so we can in 
a great measure, but one likes cur
rent religious reading also. When 
we took a religious paper and paid 
for it in advance, we enjoyed it 
greatly and received mnch benefit 
from it. In fact, my husband used 
to say he could not get on without 
it. There was one unwise thing 
about this matter ; Mr. Novel’s is 
not a laggard in money matters, but 
he suffered the paper to go on two 
years without paying for it, and at 
the end the money came hard. 1 
think that has often been the case 
when a paper is given up. When 
two or three years' subscription is 
paid at once, and that after we have 
had the paper, we feel it to be an 
expensive luxury.”

The pastor’s visit presently drew 
to a close, and he went home. He 
was a poor man with a small family, 
but this night, while his wife was 
getting supper, he sat down and en
closed the price of the leading de
nominational paper of the section 

; tor one year, and ordered it to be 
: sent to his backslidden and recalci
trant parishioner, John Nevers.

The first number came Saturdaj- 
afternoon of that week. The sur
prised but pleased recipient scruti
nized the label closely, but the plain 

i letters, “ John Nevers, May, 1, 
lo8-,” one year exactly from that 
present day, gave him no clue to 
the identity of the donor.

The next day Mrs. Nevers and 
the children went to meeting, not
ing all the way how pink the apple- 
tree buds were growing, and feeling 
in their hearts a premonition of 
better things to come.

“How is Mr. Nevers ?" asked the 
pastor kindly as he took the smiling 
woman cordially by the hand.

“Quite well, I thank you, and
closely engaged in reading the----- ,”
and Mrs. Nevers lcoked hard at the 
pastor’s pleasant face. But he only 
smiled and said simply,—

“ I am very glad the----- has re
sumed its weekly visits to your 
good household.”

It was rather remarkable, for it 
; seemed that for a month or two 
i there was either an editorial or a

contribution that titled right on to 
Mr. John Nevers ; arid an admirable 
fit, too, fr un head to foot. On the 
Sunday the apple-trees burst into 
bloom lie shaved himself early in 
the morning, put on his best clothes, 
and said incit e»tally “ To be neat 
and comely is a very simple and 
proper way of showing respect for 
God's day.”

Ou the Sunday when the apple 
blossoms drifted down like the first 
undefiled winter snow upon the 
velvety emerald turf that spread 
about "the%omesteud and bordered 
ihe roadside, Mrs. Nevers drove to 
meeting ; and by the time the ap
ples were as large as gooseberries, 
Mr. Nevers had interested himselt 
in “ looking out” the Sunday-school 
lesson on Saturday night ; and Sun 
day morning without a relevant 
word, he drove to meeting himself 
with his family.

On the return drive be ejaculated 
at intervals in this wise ;—

“ Esquire Benton has mended the 
broken bars in my meeting-house 
shed.” “I believe I like tbe new 
pew better than I did our old one. 
Wo can’t see the singers quite so 
well, but we are at a better angle 
with the preacher’s face.” “ Deacon 
Gilbert was uncommonly friendly 
to-day.” “Captain Harris asked 
me to drive over with you, Caroline, 
some day, call on the folks, and get 
a batch of early asparagus and let
tuce in return for those turnips I 
gave him last fall. I presume he 
thought I didn’t think of charging 
for thorn when he took them.” j 
“ Either Parson Proctor has improv- | 
ed wonderfully, or / have, for I have 
really been much edified today.” I

There was a little space of silence 
among tbe occupants of the hand
some and substantial family car
riage after the last ejaculation, 
when Mrs. Nevers softly remarked, 
“A good deal depends upon the 
kind of spirit with which wo listen 
to a sermon.” And tie oldest 
daughter added, “ I think we all en
joy the Sunday service better when 
we have the-----to read, in connec
tion with the Sunday-school lesson 
through the week.”

The Nevers family did not know 
for a certainty who it was that sent 
the paper to them, but it may in
terred that Mr. Nevers had a sus
picion in that direction from the 
frequent and substantial gifts that 
found their way from the farm to 
the parsonage in the coirse of the 
year. Parson Pnx-tor tod his wife 
that lie never invested ndy money 
before that paid such good interest, 
both in a spiritual and temporal 
sense, when he took into considérer 
tion those extra creature comforts, 
and, what was of far greater mo
ment, the subsequent vigorous yet 
humble Christian walk of his old 
parishioner.

The characters and incidents in ! 
this sketch arc not apocryphal. 
Names of tho persons are, of course, 
fictitious. I was tempted at first 
to give the name of the lively, 
original, high-toned religious fam
ily newspaper that took the 
dumps and the bitterness and the 
spiritual dead ness out of the soul of 
John Nevers, and placed his feet 
firmly and permanently upon the 
Rock.—Zion's Herald.

and theColumbia Dwellings, all owe 
their origin to tbe Barone s. The 
two last named were erected at a 
cost of nearly half a million, and 
the service which they have render
ed can best be estimated by c.>m’- 
paring the old Nova Scotia Gardens 
with the new Columbia Market ana 
its surroundings. These gardens 
were one of the scandals and abom
inations of the metropolis. They 
were the homo of everything winch 
was morally and physically detest
able. They were fringed and were 
burrowed under by the dens of 
thieves and murderers. Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts bought the freehold 
of" the pestilential area, and its as
pect toMav*—its model dwellings, 
inhabited by two or three thousand 
artizans and their families—is live 
best test imony to the transformât Lon 
which it has experienced. Even 
thus, all that Baroness Burdett- 
Coutts aimed at has not been accom
plished, for the Market, in spite of 
every effort to utilize it, has not 
answered the purposes for which it 
was designed.

Night Schools, Industrial Schools, 
Training Ships for Destitute Boys, 
Institutions for Teachers, llomes 
for the Fatherless and the Widow— 
these have been founded by Baron 
ess Burdett-Coutts whenever the 
opportunity for their foundation has 
presented itself. Nor is it England 
alone which has been the scene of 
her good deeds. At a time of bitter 
want and misery, she enabled the 
inhabitants of the poverty-stricken 
and almost starving town of Girvan, 
in Scotland, to emigrate to Austra
lia. A little later she placed the 
same means of relief within the 
reach of a multitude of Irish at 
Cape Clear, adding food, clothing, 
and fishing boats. Nor must it be 
forgotten that when our troops 
wore in the seveiest crisis of the 
Crimean war, it was the Miss Bur
dett-Coutts of those days who took 
the initiative in tbe dispatch of 
supplies of all kinds. It is also 
certain that without her help the 
subjects of Rajah Brooke would 
have perished wholesale when 
famine descended upon Sarawak, 
and that the natives of this region 
are chiefly indebted to the lesson- 
which they learned on her model 
farm for the progress they have 
made in agriculture. Nor, again, 
will Englishmen soon forgot that it 
was Baroness Burdett-Couits whose 
timely assistance at one disastrous 
memoreble conjuncture prevented 
Dr. Livingstone from peri-hing of 
disease or famine in the deserts of 
Africa.

WELL USED WEALTH.
What is really admirable in the 

munificence of the Baroness Bur
den Coutts, (now the wife of Mr. 
Ashmealjiis the constant personal 
care, the wise and happily original 
exercise of individual iiitiative 
which it has involved. She has not 
been content with giving agenoral 
order for the relief of distrew. She 
has herself investigated th« claims 
upon her bounty of every kiid, with 
as much vigilance as if, instead of 
being the owner, she had been tho 
stewardess of her fortune. Reli
gion, education, social utility, moral 
improvement, generally have alike 
benefited from her bounty—and 
have benefited because she has in
sisted that her gifts should be dis
tributed in her own way. Incur 
Au-tralasiati Colonies, in Soith Af
rica, in British Columbia, the has 
built churches and endowed nshop- 
rics. At the East End of london 
she has planted schools and teal thy 1 
dwellings on the site of pesif'erous ! 
slums. In Rochester Row, West- | 
minster, is the monument of an en
terprise to which she addressed her
self thirty years ago, and which 
has since yielded a rich harvest of 
social good. The St. Steihen’s 
ScIkxJs, Church and Parsonage cost 
the Baroness, according to tte esti
mate of a writer in tho cirrent 
number of a monthly Magaziie, be
tween seventy and e.ghty thm-and 
pomds. In Han bury street, Jpital- 
helds, is another institution founded 
by the same benefactress, affording 
at once a home and a workslnp for 
a hund: o land fifty women and some 
hundred children. The Rower 
Girl s Mission, inC.'erkenweiklose, 
with its loan fund and penny bank 
the Art Student’s Home 
wick square, the Columbia Maket,

THE SABBATH.
Have you ever thought of the 

Sabbath as tho world’s birthright ? 
There is no higbor proof of the 
wisdom of God than this. Before 
men were gathered in great cities 
and busted in all the arts of life, 
He who knew the cures that would 
ovei take the world, rested the sev
enth day and * hallowed it.’ The 
ore slumbered in the mine, no keel 
ploughed tho ocean, the anvil had 
not been touched by the stroke of 
tbe hammer, none of the activity of 
the counting-house, or of the illy, 
had been dreamt of. Yet God fore
saw the future, knew all the rest
less energy with which men would 
be called to labour, and He prepared 
the Sabbath—as a day when men 
should ‘ rest from their labours.’

The more we think of this birth
right the more we shall prize it. 
Who but God could have secured 
such a blessing for the world ? One 
day out of every seven was preserv
ed from the encroachments of 
worldly duty.

Perhaps '.wo instances, the perfect 
truth of which is beyond doubt, 
may show the wisdom of keeping 
this Day of Rest to any who pioud 
the heavy cares of life as a reason 
for labouring on the Sabbath.

When the Rev. Daniel Isaac com
menced his ministry at Lowestoft, 
ho was much surprised to find that 
many of the bv-t men of his own 
Church followed the custom of the 
coast and, as the church bells were 
ringing for Sabbath morning ser
vice, sold their fish on the shore. 
There was no harbour in those days, 
but tho fishermen ‘ made up’ their 
boats on the beach and sold their 
fish there. He called the people to
gether and told them how grieved 
he had been to see this desecration 
of the Sabbath, and asked them to 
think whether they could not find 
some other plan lor disposing of 
their cargoes of herrings. The 
fishermen had not thought of the 
matter in this way belore, and one 
after another rose and said, ‘ Mr. 
Isaac, I am convinced, by what you 
have said, that we arc doing wrong, 
and I shall never act so again.’ One 
man alone resisted his minister's ap
peal, and insisted that the Sunday 
work was essential. He told Mr. 
Isaac that he did not understand the 
necessities of the work, and must 
leave the fishermen to their own 
judgment in the matter.

Soon after the meeting all the

vessels put to sea, and af'ler a pros
perous voyage turne&again towards 
the ixnl. They had come within 

j sight of the shore when, without 
I any apparent reason, the vessel of 
j the man who had said it was impos- 
! table to keep the Sabbath suddenly 
capsized. A friend who was near 
contrived Ur pick up the master and 
his men. Ail were saved they 
hoped ; but when the master looked 
around—his boy was absent. Those 
who hcanl his cry never forgot its 
anguish : ‘ O, my son is drowned, he 
was asleep in the cuddy !’ ^

The man raised money and built 
a new fishing-boat which, with its 
nets, cost sixteen hundred pounds ; 
and was reckoned the finest vessel 
on the coast. IIis trouble had not 
changed his feeiing about Sabbath 
work ; he still insisted that he must 
sell his fish on ifoe Lord’s-dav.

One day all tho vessels went to 
sea ; no storm was heard of; and 
every ship returned safely save the 
new vessel which had been the pride 
of the coast. None of the others 
had seen her, and neither men nor 
vessel were ever heard of again.

A somewhat remarkable testi
mony to the ruin which frequently 
attends Sabbath desecration came 
under the writer’s notice a few years 
ago. Many of tbe customers of a 
large wholesale hosiery warehouse 
in London wore accustomed to keep 
their shops open on the Sabbath. 
In many cases, this Sunday-trading 
secured an almost incredible ran of 
business ; but sopner or later those 
who engaged in at seemed sure to 
become bankrupt. It became a 
proverb in the house that such and 
such a man would fail, because he 
traded on the Sabbath ; and when 
one man, who had been doing an 
immense business but had neverthe
less failed several times, came to 
them in his extremity, the firm of
fered to set him up again if he would 
promise to give up his Sunday
trading.—Methodist. Tract.

captains and mates, but never ht» 
n et one who lived up to his relia!? 
as old Mr. Johnson did, and soir* 
was 1 xvlien we parted. After tS^ 
I went home to Galveston, and 
a got si time for two weeks, going l! 
every prayer-meeting 1 eon Id fit?

, Baptist, Methodist, or Piosbyterito'
trying also to toll in my simple w*» 
what God hail done for my soul” * 
Am. Messenger

OUR YOUNG FOLKR

WAITISO FuR PaPa.
Deni* little brown eyes gazing

Out through the twilight gloom, • 
Watching, so earnestly watching,

Waiting l'or papa to come.
IIi_’li-chair pushed back from the table 

Sunnv face patiently sweet, ’ '
For papa must ask a blessing 

Ere little Bessie will eat.
Listen, I hear his footsteps,

Only a moment to wait.
Bring back the smiles, little brown «yea 

Papa is opening the gate.

ON THE SEA.
The following narration of a mid

dle aged sailor illustrates the won
derful way in which God’s Spirit 
and his pr»videi\ge work for the sal
vation of the sinner:

“ Eight months ago I wan on 
loanl a barque bound to the West 
Indies. On the tiret Sunday after
noon out, the mate, a godly old man, 
came forward with a bundle of pa
per* and tracts, and gave us sailors 
some, my share being three tracts,
‘ A Brand from the Burning,’ ‘Go
ing Aloft,’ and ‘ The Sinner’s 
Friend.’ 1 took them carelessly, 
but looked at the titles, and when I 
went below threw them into my 
bunk, where I found them in tbe 
last dog-watch, and began to read 
them. I found something in each 
of them to take my attention, but 
was specially interested in ‘Going 
Aloft.’ I was roused from my read
ing by tho order, ‘ All hands on 
deck.’ As soon as I got my head 
above the scuttle I saw that the 
wind had changed, and was dead 
ahead, and hoard my name called,
‘ Tom, make fast the flying jib.’ 1 
got out on the jib boom, and sung 
out tor some one to pull on the 
down-haul ; but "i could not make 
myself heard for the howling of tho 
xvi nd, and besides, the men were oc
cupied taking in the small sails. So 
I threw the gasket around my neck, 
and tried to pick up the sail as well 
as I could, but found it a hard job, 
tho sheet having got so far to lee
ward, Presently down the barque 
dived, and a sea struck me on the 
small of tl\e back, and lifted me off 
the fool-ropes. I thought I was 
gone sure ; but the end of the gas
ket hanging from my neck got a 
turn round the gallant-stay, and 
brought me up just as I was pitch
ing overboard. I had no time to 
think of anything then ; but after
ward, when I got my sail fast and 
was on board all safe, and found 
everything snug, and sat down with 
my pipe, then the thinking time 
came. What I had learned from 
the Bible in Sunday-school ihany 
3*ears ago, the pikers and instruc
tions of my father and mother, the 
solemn words of" the tracts so lately 
read, my narrow escape from death, 
av.d God's goodness to me all through 
my life, and especially now in this 
last wonderful deliverance — all 
these things came into my mind 
with great power. I slept no more 
that night.

“Next morning was my first 
turn at the wheel ; but it was no use 
to try, I could not steer. The mate 
presently carne aft and told me to 
‘ mind my helm.’ At last I called 
him and told him how miserable I 
was—1 all along of those tracts you 
give me to read.’ ‘Cheer up,' said 
lie, ‘ and when the watch is relieved 
come doxvn to my room and we will 
talk it over.' I did so. He prayed 
with me and I prayed for myself— 
prayed earnestly, and peace came 
at last. After that we often prayed 
together, and had many precious 
seasons before the voyage closed. I 
have been with not a f'o w Christian

HARRY'S EARNINGS.
No boy, or man either, in all tb* 

country, was more ready and will 
; ing to help the needy than Harry 
Gray. One day he came to his an- 
cle with an anxious look on his faea 
and said :

“Uncle, can you help a poor 
who lives doxvn in the village? H* 
is very sick and entiiely destitute,”

“No,” said his uncle, gruffly; 
haven’t any money to spare.”

Harry looked disappointed. Aft» 
a moment he said, hesitatingly 
“Uncle, “ I’d like to earn Boat 
money,”

“ Well," saiiLJris uncle, lookt» 
up from his paper, “I told yo«I 
would give you three cents for evey 
wheelbarrow load of stones y» 
carted away from the hill, but jn 
did not want to do it.”

“ I will do no now, if I may,” tail 
Harry.

“Very good ; yon may begie a 
soon as you like,” said his uncle.

Harry jumped up, and ran out tt 
find tho wheelbarrow. Picking ep 
stones was dull work, yet he Ml 
about it as eagerly and merrily m 
if be had loved it. He wheeled the 
great barrow up the hill, and begat 
to fill it with stones, singing away 
as gayly as a lark. The summer 
sun grew warm, and Harry’s shoal* 
ore began to ache, but with a bright 
smile on his face, he said to hi» 
self, “ Inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these ay 
brethren, ye have done it unto me” 
That was the secret of Harry’s read
iness for this work ; ho was doing 
something for his Saviour. He ' 
determined to earn eighteen ceo^ 
so be lugged away at the heavy 
stones until the six loads were rott
ed down the hill.

He wont home with that same 
happy look on his face, and nail,
“ Aunty, will you give me a loaf ef 
bread ?”

“ To take to that sick man ?”
“ Yes.”
“ But you are too tired to go wiA 

it now.”
Oh, no; I can go. Please let* 

have a little pitcher, too.”
“ What do you want that for?”
“ I’ll bring it back safely," sail 

Harry, coloring a little.
So Aunty gave it to him, for ih* 

loved the little motherless boy.
First he went to find hie audit 

who gave him tho eighteen cent* 
Then be wont to the village grocery 
store and bought a little paper « 
sugai, a small package of IM, wi | 
his pitcher ^ill of milk. If ewr 
there was a happy little boy, it *• 
Harry Gray as be walked up dj* 
village street, holding fast to M* 
precious packages.

He reached a forlorn wood* 
house, and knocked at the do*» 
“Come in,” said-a feeble f** 
Harry wont in, and there on a W 
lay the sick man for whom be **• 
looking. , . »?

“ 1 have brought you somethieft 
because some one told me you*** 
in want,” said he gently.

“ God bless you boy !” aaid t* 
sick man ; “ I have not tasted » 
mouthful to-day !” Just thon » ** 
man came in. “ .See, Mary," ** 
he, “ God has sent us food at 
and the woman took Harry’» 
in hens, and the tears poured do’* 
her face as she asked the dear r»**' 
er in heaven to bless him. .

Harry lay down upon his bed tb 
night a weary little boy; b°l .
you think he was sorry that he*
worked so hard for his Saviour !

“It is a singular fact,” paid tb*
Rev. Dr. Alexander, his eye rangdf 
over the crowded shelve} *u<* 
filled tables of a large book 
“ that the age which gives us 
books gives us least time to 
them.”

The wife of a well-known 
terian minister now in Xe* y 
formerly of Philadelphie, . -i 
m is morning, found $100,000^ 
den away in her stocking. * .» 
the noble gift of a wealthy 
ioncr. We commend the »P*Va 
the donor. Let the pe°!)‘e
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