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THE WONDROUS 8TORY.
BY RRV. 1, L. KXFHART,

OWN to earth, from his home in glory,
Jeaus came, Oh, wondrous story !

Yes, he came—
Camo to earth to save ur.
Oh, he camo to earth to save us all
From the dreadful curse of Adam’s fall ;
Yes, he came—camse to earth to save ua,

On the croas he purchased pardon ;
Matchless love ! his life the ransom |
Yes, ho gave—
Gavo his lifo & ransom !
0Oh, he gave his life to save us all
From the dreadful curse of Adam’s fall!
Yes, ho gavo—gave his life a ransom.

Children, sing this great redemption ;
Fathers, mothers, all make mention
Of his love !
Wondrous love of Jeaus !
Ob, the wondrous love that brought him
down
To %ivo to us a righteous crown !
Oh, the love—the wondrous lore of Jesus,

Hear it, alt ye heavy laden ;
Coms to Christ and be forgiven.
All may come—
Come and be forgiven.
Oh, may come to Christ, who died to zave;
For all his life a ransom gave. .
All may come—may come and be feigiven.

By aud by he'll take us over,
Through the golden streets to wander ;
Then we'll sing—
Sing his praise forever !
Ob, we'll sing his praise through endless days,
And laud and magnify his grace ;
Then we'll sing—sing his praise forever !

—

RAGGED JACK,

I was once doing my best to interest
the children of a mission achool. The
task was difficult, for they were a hard
sot, of rude and rough material, full of
apimal life, but small in religlous
development. By words and illustra-
tions accomplish little, I was worried
by the overflow of turbulent natures,
here and there a shrill whistle, and
once by an actual somersault in the
sisle, [n my despair I was on the
point of giving up all attempt for their
good, when I caught sight of a single
faco in the cro wd aglow with intereat.
The face was that of an exceptionally
mgged boy. I saw by bis kindled
eyes and earnest look that I had him
fast ; and, encouraged, made the most
of my opportunity. The gervice
closed, for a few moments I was occu-
pied with the superintendent of the
school upon details, and then looked
for my boy. Xe was gone, but as I
went out I found him at the door.
Asgking him in and sitting down, I
drew him to my knees. At first he
was very timid, but gradually and
very soon he was at ease.

“Where do you live, my little
fellow $"
. "I lives nowhers,” was the answer,
“] just stays in Slingstone Alley. 1
bas no father, no mother; bus folks
down there lets me atay with 'em.
Aud I begs, I do”

« Sl Alley 1" 1said. “ Where
isthat? I never heard of it.".
“Oh!” was the reply, “it is » rum
placo down by the river. We ocoves
oall it 80 0oz we throw stones at each
other aud at the dogs and cata. Lots
of 'em theve.”
“Did you bear whet I said to-day
sbout Jesus 1’
“Yes, that I did, mister. Where
does he live .’

“What a jolly place it must be

S'pose he waulg let such a feller ag me

live with him 1

i And the little waif looked down
.apon his soiled and ragged clothing,
3

“1 wants a place, mister, Nobody
wanta mo dowa there. They kicks me
and cuffs me hard, ILook.”

Herolled up histrousers and pointed
to black and bruisod logs,

‘" That's what they does with mo.
8'pose that Josus would take me to
livo with him3? I would try to be
good and black his boots every morn-
ing, only the boys have stolen my kit.
P'r'aps he would trust me to get &
now one. Won't you eposk to him,
mister! Seows like you knows hiw,
Tell him that Ragged Jack—that's my
name——wants to live with him, and
he'll be powerful good all the time."”

Noed I say that Jack was taken to
my heart, that then and thero » new
life began for us both$ How he went
to live with Jesus, and what came of
it, Jack is telling for himself out in
the great world of thought and action
to-day.—F. B, Wheeler,
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“STEER STRAIGHT FOR ME,
FATHER)

TueRe is scarcely a man 8o hardened
bat that one tender spot may be found
in his heart. If thatis gently touched,
the man responds. At a religious
meeiing in Scotland, 8ome tims ago, the
following anecdote was told becauce it
illustrated a drunkard’s sencitiventss to
the influence of a dead child whom he
hsd tenderly loved. A fisherman, who
habitually drank to excets, uted to sall
from a small cove on the Scotch coast
to the fishing grounds, several miles out
in the ocean. There was nolight-house
to guide him, not even a beaccn-light,
and the channel was intricate, When
tho fisherman had taken a drop too
much and the night had fallen, it was
dangerous work entering that cove.
His little son ueed to watch his father’s
coming, and as soon a8 he saw him he
would run down to the point, and cry
out, ** Steer straight for me father, and
you'll get safo homse!”

The boy died, and one evening the
father wns sitting as the lonely fireside.
His consoience troubled him, for he had
been thinking over the eins of his hfe
As the night settled down, he thought
he heard the voics of his boy ring out
through the darknees:

 Steer straight for me, father, and
you'll get safe home !”

Springing to his feet, he called out
« You're right this time, my sonl”

From that moment he was a changed
man, one whote sobriety and pious hfe
attested the gepuineness of his ccnvic-
tion of truth and hia wise purpoee.

HOW TO SUOCEED.

Every healthy, promising boy or girl
is ambitious. They long to take a front
rank among their fellows. The purpose
to sucoeed must follow the desire.
Decide carefully and prayerfully what
your vceation shall be, and then deter-
wine that all your ability, strength and
brain shall be exercised in the effort to
succeed, Let nothing discourage you.
Are you only a butcher'’s bcy ¥ So were
Daniel Defoe and Cardinal Wolsey.
A grocer boyt Howard, the great
philanthropiat, began his apprenticeship
in that businesa, Are you go unfortu-
nate a3 to have a whisky distiller for a
fathert Oliver Cromwell was the son
of a brewer, and George Whitefield the
son of an inn-keeper. You cannot
begin lower in the social ecale than
many illustricus men began. John
Bunyan was a tinker, Terence, the
Latin comic writer, was a slave, und

Homer was s beggar. Nover mind

whero you begin,

Bs true to your love and your conu.try
The dastard wins cever a prize;

Bat the earnest are ever the victors,
And he who on justice relies,

Who wins the good guerdon by labor,
\Vill garaer wweet rost as his crop,
And fiud, as the hills sink balow hiun,

That there's room enough on the top.

Oh ! let not the evil disturd you,
Thero 3 goo1 if you but scarch it out ;
Make pure thine own consclencs, my brother,
Nor miud what tho rest are about.
And whether your work may have failen
In sauctum, or cilize, or shop,
Remumlor the low grounds ure crowded,
Bat thetv's always room at the top.

Room for you if you will carn the
right to it. B.:true. Be industrious,
Be thorough. Be polite.

Do not geek honor, nor fame, nor
wealth for its own eake. Seo that
your motive is pure, Decido that what-
ever God gives you shail bo used to his
glory. There can ke no true success
which does not look further than the
things of this world.—Christien 4dvo-
cale.
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A BOY'S ADVICE TO BOYS."®

Coxe boys, what are we going to do
The new year has begun its work,
now how are we going to begin ours?
You know wo are to be the men some
day, and will huve to take the place of
our fathers, just as they tcok the place

f cur grandfathers, thirty ycars sgo.
You know men are just boys grown up,
just the same as wo ure boss growing
up. How should we spend our Sun-
days, is the first question? I thisk it
would be best to keep away from
taverns, and not to lounge around the
corners of the streets, or in the back
ianes, for these are tho piaces whe.o
boys generally learn to chew tobacco
and einoke, I don’t mean that itis only
on Sunday we arc not to do these
ubings, but every day and all the time.
fnstead of going to these places, Lo
tempersoce boys and Suvnday school
boys. L:t usall go to Sunday-echool,
#8 can help our teacher by paying
atteniion to what he says.

If my story will not be too long for
Mr. Editor's patience, I will tell you
about some boys and young iwenin a
town where we lived one summer.
Theso boys just began by hanging
aronnd the street c.rpers and back
ianes, and planned echemes for thicving,
Then they formed themseives into a
band of robbers. They then Legan
their work by entering people's houses
at night, and taking anything they
could find., One night they broke into
the Presbyterian minister's house and
took his coat and pants, alsu some
canned fruit and pork. At last they
quarrelled among themselves asound a
tavern, and one tuld on another, Afwr
this the people found they hul a place
whete they stored all they stole, and in
this placo was found jars of fruit and
many other things. A few days aiter
they were all arrest:d and put in
prison; this put an end to their work,

Now, boys, I'm sure we don't want to
grow up like chege followa, I move
we shun the back lanes and keep in the
house at nights, Who secconds the
motion, and who votes on my side?
Perhape 1'm saying too much, It used
to be thoe rule that boys ought to be
eeen and not heard. Nuw, boys, I thiok
we can surely bo of somo use in the
wo:ld if we ouly put ourselvesto work ;
for, you see, some of our beat kings in
Biblo times were just boys. Somo took

the throny st seven, eight, and twalve
years old. Wby, Samuel was only two
or three yosta old when ho was pisced
in the tempio with Kli, and as he grew
up his work wus to icok after the luups
and do choros in tho temple. Eii was
judgo at that time, and siter hin death
Satmuel was jidgo. Then thoro ia
Jeremiab, the prophet, when the Lord
first spoke to him and told bim to go
and spoak to tho peopls of Judan,
Jereniah  answered and said, ** Ab,
Lord God, behold [ caunot speak, fur
I sm bue a child ;" and the Lord said,
“Bay not that 1 am & child, but go
wherevor I send thee, and spouk what-
over | tell theo,” and told him not to bo
afraid of them, for ho would bo with
him, Read for yourselvea tho first
chaptor of Jeremiah. Aud there is
Jotiah ; he took the place of his futher
as king at eight years old, and seo
what he did. And thero are othore,
but it would mako my story too long to
nsme them. Now, boys, it may be we
can't be kinge, prophots, or judges, but
it may be wo can light tholamps in tho
house of God.
Joszrnr E. Fors- g,
Dovercourt, Ont.

THE FIRST OFFER.

Not losg sinco u clergytan was
visiting ono of his parishioners, who
was a man of busincss, when the
{ollowing conversation substantially
occurred :

% It is true,” said the merchant, “ 1
am not sat sficd wi.h my pressnt con
dition, I am not *of a settled mind
in religion,’ as you express it. S.ill,
f am oct utterly hopeless ; 1 may yot
enter tho vincyard, even at the eleventh
hour.”

“Ah! your allusion fs to the
Saviour's parable of the loitering
.abodrers, who wrougltt one hour at
.he end of the day. But yzu bave
overlocked the fact 'hat these men
accepted tho first ctfor.”

“ fa that e0 3"

“ Cer ainly. They sail to the Lord
of the vineyard, ‘ No man hath hired
us' They welcomed the first offer
immediately."”

“True ; I had not thought of thut
before. But, then, the thief on the
croes, even while dying, wasaved.”’

“Yes; but is it likely that even ho
had ever rejicted the cffer of salva
tion, as preached by Christ acd his
apostles? Like Barablag, he lad been
a robber by profeaeion. In the rescr's
to which he bad been accustiwed the
Gospel had never been preached. Is
thore rot ¥ome roason to believe that
he, too, a:copted the firat offer 3"

“Why, you seem desirous to quencl.
my last spark of hope.”

“ Why should I not? Such bope
is an illusion. You have really no
promise of a.ceptance at gome futum
time, Now is the accepted time'!
Begin now 1"

¢ How thall I begin1”

“Jut a8 the poor leper did when
he met Jesus by the way, and com-
mitted his body to the Great Physician,
in order to be healed : 80 commit your
soul to him a8 a present Saviour.
Then serve him frcm love; the moat
common duty of life that you have to
perform, doit as service to him. Will
you accept tho fisst offer 3 Your oyes
aro open to seo your peril.  Bewaro of
delay. Beware!"

“ You are right, may God help mel
I fear T bavo boen liviog in a kind of
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dreamy delusion on this subject.” ;
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