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The Drunkayrd’s Daughtor.

DY QroRagr. W, Li"~a Ay

—— o}

DT i the strevt, with oaked foet,
1 vaw the haples drunkard’s Jashter
sier tattered sirovl was than atd small
She Jittle knew =for no one tanght ter.

ther skln was farr 3 lier auburn hair

Was blown aliemt et pretty forche al;
Her mad, white face wore solrow 8 Dase

And want mnd woethat wete not bortowald,

Heartdnohon child, Jdie selidom amiled,
Hope promsed lu o bright to motrow ;
D it ity thght Bashed on Lot nignt,
Thew up eame datker elouds of sorrow,

1
She softly mid, * We bave no biead,
No wood to keep the fire a burniug 3 ”
I he ikt was 1, the wind o ¢l
Her thin, cold Blood fo e was turning.

That long maht fled, and then the light
Of taxy day, 1 beauty shimng,

Tipped dome and sprre and roof with fire,
Al shone ont oue Ioyond repining.

Aslegp~ alane— na ovld as stone,

Where no kind-hearted parent sought her :
T wanlung Jheet of suow and sleet,

Was fonnd the Lfeless drunkard’s daughter.
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THE PHARISEES ANSWERED.

BY REV. CLAYTON WELLY, WATERLOO, I0WA.

s e the Phareees said wnto o, —
Mark 2 24,

O very pleasing thing about, the Lord
Josus when he was ou carth was that he
allowed all people to come to hun and ask
questions. He tmaed s preaching ser-
vice mto a Sunday-school class, and, as
every good teacher doos, allowed the schiol-
ars to ash quastions. There wus o party
called Phansees among the Jews, who were
very foud of talking and patting them-
selves forward, so they might be seen and
heard 3 and these often asked hard or
fault-finding questions,

They were people who pretended to be
wery religious,  Bat very much of what
they did m the nune of religion, was not
done from love to God ut all, but from love
of pruse. They wanted to have people
think they were good, far more than they
wanted really to be good. They professed
to be very careful to do everything which
was m the law, but what they cared most
jor was that people <hould give them gieat
credit for keepng the T, \\'h-‘nqﬂm_\'
tasted they would sprinkle ashes over ther
heads and faces am‘\ tear their clothes and
go about lokmg as hungry aud sozowful
as they could, so that they might appear
unto men to fast.

“*When ey prayed they wonld stand on
the corners of the streets; and fn pubhic
places, and make very long, loud prayets,

ao they maght bo thousht very dovout,
When they kept their 8161 ath they made
0 preat fuss ll‘ml" that, and had a gueat
nawber of foolish rules which they sud
overyln n(l_\' must ohoy.

One Was that o man should cury any
butden i the Sabbath duy ; but af the
rame burden were carried by two then the
Sabhath woukd not he broken

A knot which ronld be untied with one
hamd unght be untied, but if it 1equned
tho hawls, it was wiched to do it So
th e were the sort of people whoe came
and nahed why the diseiples of Jesns did
not Lt as they dud, Aud Jesus answered,
that fa~ting was nothing exeept as it was
done i a proper spint and tane. When
people wore filled with happiess was uo
thne for sadness, ary mote than an old
worn-out garment was a good plice fop
hew cloth, which wonld not keep the old
rotten of th from tearng oul again ina
new place 5 or any wore than an old wine-
skin whieh had stietched allat conld, was
a good phice for new wine, which needed
a wine ~hin whieh would give some and
yet not burst.

Thon they asked him why he alloned
his discples to pich cars of corn to cat on
the Sabluath day, and he answered, that
men should not be slaves to mero rules,
and gtarve themselves whon they needed
food, but that oven the Sabbath day Was

made to bonefit nnd not to injure wan.

Thoy asked another gyuestion by their
actions. Thoy watched him, to seo if he
would heal a map who had a withered
haud on the th?mth day. And he an-
swered them this time by asking a ques-
tion: *“Ts it lawful to do good on the
Sabbath day, or todo evil {” They could
say nothing, and so were answered.  Ang
then he showed them what ho thought
about it be telling the nim to stretch out
his little dried-up hand, when it beeame
whole as the other.

In this strong opposition which Jesus
here and everywhere makes to the-Phari-
sees, 1 think we are to find two very useful
fessons.  1st. We should neyer.do any
wood and right action  merely for the sake
of beng seen.  Of coursoave should.always
do right ; batwe shonld do it because it is.
right and best ; not so that wo can get the
credit for being what we are net. 2nd.
Wo should ot lio too sure in'our opiniohs
of others. ‘They may be much betier or
much worse than théy seemt to.us. The
people thought the Pharvisees were very
holy, but Jesus saw that they were fuil of-
prido nnd hypnerisy. We cannot see peo-
ple’s hearts, and go should think of then
kindly. They may be better than we
think they are. ]

LINGOLN’S MOTHER.

Tuovar President Lincoln’s mother died
when he was only ten years of age, yet she
lived Jong cnough to inspire him with a
noble ambition, to train him to love iruth
and justice, and to reyerence God. and
goodness, Years after, when men were
looking to*him as one who might become a
national lender, he said,—

¢ All that 1 am, or hope to be, I owo to
my mother.”

The wife of n pioncer, she shared the
privations and hardships of life in a wil-
derness.  Thu struggle for oxistence fam-
iliarized her not only with the distaff and
the gpinning-wheel, but with the axe, the
hoe, and the rifle.  She helped her hus-
band to clear and break up the <oil, to kill
wild turkeys, as wel as deer and bems,
whowe flesh she coohed and whose sking
she dressed and made into clothe..

When she nurned, her husband could
neither read nor wote, bt she found time,
toilsome as was her life, to teach both
rudunents to him and her son.  She was
unnsnally intelbgent and  refined for a
{\ium-t-r's wife, lor taste and love of
ewuty made her log-heuse an exceptivnal
home in a wildérness, where the peaple
were tugged and lived so far apart tllmt.
they could handly see the sinoke from each
other’s calung,

Witen Atanlinm Lincoln had gained the
people’s ear, wen uticed that he searcely
npwde 2 speech or wints a State paper in
thich thoae was not an illustration or a
wywotation fram the Bible.  ** Abe Din-
cont.”” his friends used to say, *is itiofe

fannliar with the Bible than most win
l“le"‘"' - - x

He had ligen thoronghly mstvucted in it
by hix wother, It wus the ong bk -
alway~ found in the pioneer x eabin, and
to it she, hemg a womnn o deep religous
feeling, turned for ~\_vm]mlh?- and refkesh-
mett. ]
apell and read, and with s postry, ’Inu-
tories nnd prnaples she so fTamlized
him that they alway~ influenced his sub-
requent hie, .

Sho was fond of books, aud rvead all she
could beg or borrow from the pioneers far
and pear.  Het boy ealy nubibed his
mother's pision for books.  Here and
there could be found in the cabin Bunyan’s
“Pilgim’s Progress,” Weems™ *‘Iafe of
Washgton,” and Burns' poens,  Young
Abe read thesv over and over again, antil
he knew them as he knew the alphabot.

When his mother died, the son had
aeady received a good education--he told
the truth, he loved justice, he reverenced
God, he respected goodness, he was fon
of reading, he could swing the axe, shoot
the rifle, and take more than a boy's part
in subduing the wilderness and building
up a home.

She selected the place for her burial.
Tt was under a ‘majestic sveamoro, on the
top of o forest-dovered hill:that stretched
ibove her log-tabin home. No clergyman
eould he found to-bury her, and the neigh-
bours.took patt in thesimple, solefun rites.
Months after, a preaclier, who had been
written to, travelled hundreds of miles
through the forest to -preach a funcral ser-
mon wnder the prreat-sycamore. -

The boy of ten years never forgot tlose
sad, plain.services, nor the mothef whose
memory they hinoured. She over, ve-
mained.to him-tht incarnation of tender-
ness, love, s¢lf-sucvifice and dovotion to
duty. Whin “he was President ‘he hon-
oured het triining by -€he thought, *“She
placed me -hete - - .
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BEEF-TEA BETTER THAN WINE.

A youxe lad was knocked'Gown by a team
in a London sticet and taken to a large
hospital.” Qrieamorning thio doctor examined
himand sajds -0 -7

“Nymse,.give it ‘two glasses -of port
wite daily ;” Aid, Jooking kindly. at the
ad, he-sajd; “You will git onvery well,
iy Voy,” . ’

!g‘]ié ‘young, patient looked up aud- re-
plieds T )
Y Please, sir, don’t order:pie the wine.”
¥ Why not, my boy1” - .

“W-you please; sir, I ‘belongto a Band
of Hope.® . . = |

“Ol ! said he, “do you? Well, nurse,
give him a pint of new milk.n the morn-
ing, and.as much beeftea as he likes ;”
and, laughing cheerily, he said to the boy,
“You will get on vory well, my iad.” And
he-got quite well witl.out the wine.

BOATS THAT GNATS BUILD.

D1p you ever hear of the wonderful boats
that guats build?  They lay eggs in the
water, and the eggs float until it is time
for them to hatch.  Yon can see these
little cgy-rafts on almost any pool iu.the
summet. -

The eggs are so heavy ‘that one alone
would-sink.  The cunning mother fastens
them together, until they form a hollow
Loat.  Atwill not upset, even if it-is filled
with water.  The upper end of these eggs
is pointed, and losks very much like a
powder thask.

One epes glued to another, pointed end
up, until the boat is finished.  And how
many vgas do you think it takes?  From
two hundred and {ifty to three hundred.
When the young ave hintched, they always
come from the under side, leaving the
cpty boat afleat.

1 iese eggs are very, very small,  First
they are white, then green, then a dark
gray. They swin like little fishes, and
hatelt in tivo days. Then they change
agaitt to a kind of sheath. In another
treck, this sheath butsts open-and lots oty
a winged mosquite. It is 811 realy Tor
work,” Thero are so many of them born in
a summier, thut were it nint for the bifls
and larger inserts, we should be *“ eaten-tip
glive,"—Our Litle Folks,

Out of it she taught her boy to |
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Portraits in the Stream.
ny THY 'IIK.V. 1, LAYCOCK,

Oxwanp, like a river flowing, g
Lime §s s\ veping one and ally

b the ocansh swiftly beaving
Wiee und simple, great and snidjh

Up Time's river nono are vowingy
‘&hnv mny putl ngainst its stream §

All on exrth are one way gomyge—
Gliding down u in o dream,

\What it signs are strangely svanting—
No reminders on its shoress

Tewhmg us haw fasg we've drifting
K'en while resting on onr oars?

ISver in its tell-tale tirror
Vo may xee teflocted there,
Tokens never yet ln error,
Pointng oul onr certain where,

Childhood's stage, so gay and clever,
We have passed long years ago :
For our portruits m the river .
Show forms stoeping, crowted with snow.

And to-day we wall remember
Yisions all along the stream,

E'en from April to Duecambor,
In its ever-varying gleam :

Portraits of our uge and statioh,
Of our actions one und all;

Deeds of foly nud vexation—
Vices great amsd virtues emall

Pictures tauken in life's morning,
Early yonth and manhood’s prime,
By the canrera all are scorning,
The old sunlit stream of time.

Pictures copied from life’s river,
By an angel, for the sky,

To confiont our souls forever
In God’s galaxy on high,

TRUSTWORTIY,
BY DELLE V. CHISHOLM.

_ “Herg, Ellis,” said Deacon Cavey toa
1lad of fifteen, ns he stepped from the
morning train., “lere is a_good xound-
trip ticket that will carry.you to Sprinigfigld
and back without costing you a cent. Take
it, 'an@ ruu up and spend Sunday with
yaur mother. It will save you & round
two dollars, and that will bdy you a now
jacket, which, I-dare say, you néed.”

The boy teok the ticket from the out-
stretched hand, and looked 1t over witha
glad smile lighting up his face.

“Itis all right,” continued the deacon,
“and good until it is used, ypu sce. 1
made my tvip upon it, and the careless
¢onductdr failed to call for it either way
Keep it, and use it,” lie said, as the boy
offered him the bit of pasteboard.  “ You
are welcome to it, and-your mother will be
glad tu see you, I am sure.” )

« But you have used this ticket alreads,
Mt. Carey,” wgtd Ellis.

< It's not my lookout if the conduttor
fails o attend to his duty.  The ticket 1
my property yet, and I mako a present of
it to you,” the deacon replied, o little im-
patiently.

Ellis Conway looked at the card in his
hand, and thought of his poor, sick wothr,
and of nll the delicacies the extra twe
dollars would buy for her comfort, and he
wna sorely tempted to take the next train
to Springligld ; but the hext mement lus
better scif had trinmphed, aud tearipg the
ticket into small bits,” ho deliberately catt
them into the fire, saying as he did so:
*The templition iy xemoved now, Ifl
had uged it, the railrogd company would
not have been mych poorer, but I woul’,
for I would have lost iny spli-respect, and
I ~nunot afford to bo on bad ferms with
myself”

Deacon Carey muttered something nbout
over-righteousness, but-n few months later,
when in need of a trustworthy elerk, Lillis
was the firgt one ho ipvited to fill the
vacancy. He explained to lis_ partuer
“A boy whd scorns tg cheat a Yallro.d
tompany will be perfectly trustitorthy
awmengpiles of mdney.”

»
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A atAx whd is trivelling the tarfow say
to hitiveit fins no chanct to cil_]tiwﬂc the
Atyualtitande and fricisdship of thosy-vko
hee in tio Broad Fray’ o htll



