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Tho Oldest Ohristian Eymn.

(From the thtrd book of Cloment of Alexan.
iria, sad W bo the carliea, known hymn of
‘he Primitive Christiso Church.— L¢formed
'hurch Messenger.)

SurrHenp of tender yoath,
Guiding 1o love oud truth,
Through devious waysa:
Christ our triumphant King,
Jom we thy name 20 sing,
And our dear children bring,
shouting thy praise !

Most high aed holy Lord,

Glorious, revealing Word,
Healer of stnife:

Thou didst thyself abase,

That fromn sin’s deup disgrace

Thou migbtest suve our race,
Giving ua life.

Thou art our great Hizh Priest;
Thou hast prepared the foast
Of holy love:
In all our sin and pain
None call ou theo in vawn;
Help thou dost not disdain,
¢elp from above,

Ever be near nur side,

All-wise an!l i ghty Guide,
Our Staff and ~ong.

Jesus, thou Christ of God,

Taught by thy Lving Word,

Jead us where thou hast trod,
Make our faith strong.

Thus now, and till we die,

Sound we thy praises high,
“And joyful sing

With all the boly throng

Who to thy Church belong,

Joia we to suell the soug
To Christ our King!?

The Worst Boy in the Town,

A CANADIAN STORY,
BY

Florence Yarwood.

CHAPTER L
MAYFLOWERS.

V'] love tho season well
When forest glades are tceming with
brighc forms,
Nor dark and many-folded clonds foretell
The coming on of storins.”— Longfellow.

ALoxo the shotes of Lake Ontario, in the
county of Durham, lies the beautiful town of
Yort Hope. So begutaful.and. picturesque is
this little town that o stranger, being Loroe
swiftly through 1n o ratlway carriage cannot
refrasn from glancing eagerly out of the win.
dow charined with tho brief glimpse he has of
1, and filled with a deaire to see more.

It is cxceptionally bezutiful on the after.
noon of whick I write, for-it is the gladsome
season of spring.

““The birds sing in the thickets,
And the streamlets laugh and glisten,
And the air is full of fragrance.”

Tho surrounding hills wero beginning to
assume & tinge green, and the trees in
neighbouring foresta were shooting forth
thonsands of fresh, green leaves ; wuile under-
neath their graceful branches, oo muny a
mosay bank, mightbefoznd clusters of violets
aud sweet mayflowers.

Rambling through one of these forests migbt
be seen & handsome lad of rorpe eightecn years
of age, with head bent down searching for
these woodland treasures

** These dark blue oncs aro boauties!” he
asid to himsclf, as hc gathered a cluster of
them, and placed them in his alieady well-
filled hand.  “How pleased Miss Grey will
be!” and gathering some ferns and dainty
moss he arranged a border around tho flowers
with delicate taste and skill.  Then slinging
his gun over his shoulder—for he had been
out for an aftcrnoon’s sport—he hastened to-
wards the tawao.

Bug pechaps the reader would like 3 mom
formal introyuction to my hera. Hisname is
Me. Jack Handing, Lut a large number of
‘)coplo call hin **iho worst Loy 1n e town.”

But his figare 18 upright and manly, hjs fore-
head brosd and Tigh, his eyes quick apd in-
1clli§éat, and as { watch him handls with
zentle fingers and careful touch those dainty
flowers, 1 fecl appe that there moy, bo g great
deal of good in him, if o ¢ gdly had the power
1o call {out. '

Tl afternoon sun was slowly sinking to
rost whon hy emorged from the woode: the
quiet twilight, with 1ts hush and peave, rested
over hill and vale: the warblo of birds
had almost ceased ; one dear thrush was soft-
ly pouring out his song : aud down over the
pretty town tho shades of night were falling,
draping every tiing w o quret robo of twilight
gr2y. Away to tho south stretched tho blue
waters of l.ake Ontario, 80 calmn, vo praceful 3
no restless waves were visible; only now and
then a low, broken murmur could Le heard,
as the water washad sleepily back aud forth
on the beach,

Jack took in the beauty of the scone before
him, aud appreciatod it too, for lis wasan
approciative nature. He drew a deep breath
as he sad o himeelf :

“ I don't see why a fellow can’t be good all
the time ! Perhaps 1 could if I always tred;
but T don's always fael so tuch hke trysug as
I do to-uight.”

Turming down South Sireet he suddenly
confronted Bob Fierce, the hotel - keeper's son,
@ lad for whom he had uo great regard, and
who returned that feching with interest,

“So you've got some posies for your Sun-
day-schiool teacher, have you?!” said Iob,
sueeringly. ** How pleascd she will be 1

Had 1t not been for fear of losing the
flowers and spoihing them, Jack felt sure that
the hotel keeper's son would bave mcasured
his longth on the ground just then, but as it
was he drew himself proudiy crect apd walked
ailently on.

Presently he reaclicd Miss Grey’shome, and
in auswer to his hnock she opened the door
hersolf.

1 would like to describe this Mildred Grey,
Jack's Sunday-schoo! teacher, if Ican. She
is about threc.and-twenty years of age, tall
and graceful in appoarance, with fair com-
gloxion, earnest, tender blue cyes, and mouth

rm and aweet.

She is not otrikiogly beautiful ; no!a care-
less observer would call her ounly ordinary
pochups, and yet 1 call ber beautitul, for the

eaco of God which passeth uuderstandiog
18 written on evory seature of hor face.  Cer»
tain I am that tho plainest face is made mors
than beautiful in that way.

“Truo religion ULeautifics and adorns its
possessor.”  Who has not looked into tender,
patient eyes, which the world would oot cail
beautiful, but to us {hey are more than that,
because they roveal to us the noble, sclf-
sacrificing sou! within—the great capacity to
suffer for others, cven for us, without com-
plaint! * Suffer and love, love much and
snffer long.” Their lives arc beautiful, heoca
to us they can never bo ordinary or common-
place even though the world may call them so.

Jack Harding liked Miss Grey, because she
<83 %0 good, a0 carncst and true, 30 ready to
help him always. Il.ideed there were times
when the only friend be had in the town was
Mius Gray —times when the people called him
**drunk and disorderly,” and gathering up
their dainty skirts, would kcep as far away
from him as possible for a aumber of daya
after. But Miss Grey never did that; she
was always the same kind, trae fricnd, no
matter how he acted.

Oh, how sad tkat this noble, manly-loocking
1ad, only cightcen years of age, shonld ever
heve tasted liquor}

But how could we expect it to be otherwiso
when bis father spends more tban half his
time in tho bar-room, and his atcp-mother,
instead of trying to make homo autracuire,
scolds and fumes from moyning untl migh ,
aad is in overy respect a coarse, uncultur.d
womanp !

Foor boy! It might bo almost said that
he had no home or {riend in all that town ex-
copting Miss Grey !

nt while wo have been relating all this,
Jack has been presenting the flowers to Miss
Grey.

I wish you counld have seen the tender, jog-
ous light that crept into her cyes as she 2aid :

*Oh, thank you, Jack! How very kind
and thonghtful of you! I shall weara bunch
of them to Sunday-school to-morrow.  Come
in and have soms tea, do! I am sure you are
tired and bungry after your long tramp @ "

Jack made a faint attempt to refuse, but
Miss Grey wonld pot listen.  Sbo told him 1z
wouldnottake any longertocat hiesupper there
than at home.  Jack, knowing full well that
the tatle would be cleared by that time, and
if he got any supper 1t would be seasoned
with too many harsh worda tc be palatable,
wiscly conscnted to remain.

He was shown Into the cory sitting.room,
where a scholarly looking man, with scant
gisy locks, and kind, blue eyes—so hike his
daoghter's—roso to meet lum, and gave him
such o cordial handshake that Jack felt him-
sclf quite a gentleman, and certainlr ho was
one at that moment. If Eeoplo could only ul-
ways bo what they are when thoy are in good
company, how much botter it woald bat™ I
they would only slways &betain frofd’all sp

Kcarnn\*e of ovil and cleava only to that which

rO nl )

?( Juck Hardiog could only always associnta
with auch peopls as this minister and his
daughter —for this gentleman is a Mothodist
minister retired from active service— I think
he would always be noble aud true. How
truo are the wonds someone has sait on tius
subject : "* Be noble, and the noblouess that
lies 1 uthers, not dead but slecpsng, aball riso
in majesty to incet thine own.™

But Jack niust g out of this peaceful home
tnto the great world, where there are zaloons
m abuudance o Lag wide open to ocusnaro
aud ruin thousands of predious boys.

** Do you kuow, Mist tirey,” said Jack, as
he watched her handle tho pretty chius and
pour the tea, ** that one reason why 1 like to
come hére is becausv you put me so much in
mund of my mother.  You dou’s look like her
either, for her oyes were dark, but the ex-
pression is s0 miuch tho sawe—sho bad that
same gentle, paitent look.”

Mddred Grey dad not blush at this comnpli-
ment, as many a society giri would have done;
she only sad i o low, eurnest voice:

**Come often, Jnck ; our home is open to
you at any time.”

**Yes, indeed ! said tho minister, **you
are always weloome here.”

He knew all ab.ut this class of boys his
daughier was 2o tnterested in, and in the truo
Chtistian spurit he was yearning to help her
load them hea\'cn\nlrd.

When Jack arose to go, Mildred stepped
out with lam 1atw the porch, whileshio gently
said: I was upstairs, Jack, by the open
window, when you were -coming down the
street, and 1 heard the unkind words Bab
Picreo sail to you about the flowers. 1am a0
glad that you did not auswer his ungentle-
manly remark.”

“But, Miss Grey,” said Jack, his eyes
flashing, “I just ached to lay him on hts back.
He is the torment of iny lifv; if it were not
for him I almost thiuk 1 could be good.”

¢ God does not place us in a pontion where
it is utterly immpossible for us to serve him,”
ans<ered Miss Grey, earnestly.

*¢ No, I suppose not,” amid Jack, slowly;
¢ but really you can’timagine how much that
follow annoys me! It's all becausc he 18
jealous of me at school. The teacher lina
offered a prize to the one writing the best
essay, and if I happen to get it I'll hardly
be able to live in the samc town with ham, [
expect.”

*“They tell me you ars very claver at
school,” raid 5lildred, proudly. *I am so
glad to hearit: I expect you will be & great
man and fill an able porition some day.”

** 1 shall be moreapt to get into some racket
and run away to sea,” said Jack, with a care-
less langh, as be bade her good-night and ran
down the zie

Mildred Grey stood listening to the sound
of his retreating fontateps until it died away,
and naught was heard but the low murmar of
the waves.

There, to tho south of the litidle town,
stretched the beautiful lake, locking waird
anl picturesque with the pale moonbeams
resting uponit. How denrly she loved that
lake, ﬁ)r it scemed to speak to her of the uan-
changeableness of God.” The One *‘ in whom
there is no variablcoess, neither shadow of
wmmg.n

(To be continued.)
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HOW JOHN GRANT GOT TO
MEADOW BROOK.

Jonx Grayt loans over tho raithny of
the bridge that spans Meadow Brook.
John is a good-natured boy. No one dis-
likes him. He is the friend of everybody
saveJ hn Grant. e lacks ““stick.” He
is very ready to take up with a project,
and still roore ready to dlmp it. Ho won-
ders why it is that othpr young people go
shead of him. However, he is talhing to
himself as be leans, in the warm April
sunshine, vve: the railing, aud we will not
disturd his soliloquy :

**Mcadow Bruok ! Meadow Brook ! April
fills you up and makes you stronger, but
still I don't sce how you ever get down to
the big river. It is real rocky between
hero and the woods. [hen in the woods
the toees have fallen and almost choko you
up. Then thero is Frog Pond beyond.
How you orver get throngh Frog Pond 1
dou’t sce. J should think yon would bo
Ist in it. Then thero are thoe rapida,
where tho stones atick out every foot of
your wasy. I should think you wouid bo
tired to death after your journey and
bumping over the rocks. Dear me! how
is it you ever got to the big siver? Do fell
us, Meadow Brook 1" o

Now l\:: loans hardey agalnst tho railing
and lookg porsuasively at tho sparkling
water : i

**Tell ue, Meadoy Brook | 1 have a lot
of woud to pile, and it {8 such slow work !
Dear wie ! it is o biard to got through with
thinga ! How do you got to tho river 1°

Hark | Ig thate nois{
bridgo or a voico? Thin
to John Grant

“How do I got to tho river ! 1 stagt,
John, and then I keep at jt. 1 pash
through tho woods somchow.  And Frog
Pond atop me? I am like a beavor when
ho suts through a troo : ke thinks of two
things beginuing  with = ‘tree’ apd
‘tooth.” Bu there are twa thinso bufore
me beginning with p—*jond’ and * push.’
Woll, | come to tho rapids, and I keop at
it there and conto aut all ;ig!;g. Qat & Joz
of wood to pile? Think of tya things bo
ginning witﬁ w—*wood * and *work'~and
go at it and keop at it." o

*“Don't know; don't want te hurry,”
groans Joha. '

swir! undee the
of it as a voico

Hark!  Another voicql—a warning
crack-k-k! Hurry to yomuv }-pilp,
John ! ‘

He lingera.

Crash-shah i Thon it i » splash-ah-ahy !
The railing has broken ; and if it woro a
mystory to John Grant how Mdadow

Brook could get to the river, it YM no
mystery how Johu Grant got to Meadow
Brook. -
Tas Rain.
BY 4. GIMOXS.
On ! for the patter of the rain t
Tho drouth makes evcriyone complain:
See! even now the clouds o'erspread the aky,

And wo must seek a shielter nigh |

Patter, patter, comes the rain
Orer vale, and hiil, and plaio,
l)remhin%now the thirsty carth
Bringeth buds and flowers to birth,

Patter, patter, comes the rain,
Saaking fields of corn and grain;
Trees pat on their best array,
Flovera aspire to look more gay.

Patter, patter, comes the rain,
Reaching o’er ¢ wide doinain,
Making iarvmtn full for atore,
Bringiag food to overy door.

Patter, patter, came the rain,
Hardly now the clouds refrain
Sending down their precivus drops
On tho waviog, growing crops.

The patter of the zain is stiiled,
Nature with gladness now ia filled,
Insect, beast, and Lirds un wing,
Worslip to theis Maker bring.

“FOR MB"

Litmir Carrie was & heathen child abont
ten vearsold, with bright black eyes, dark
skin, curly biown hair, and slight neat
form. A litile while afier sho hepan to go
to school the teacher noticed one aay that
she lovked lesa happy than usual.

*¢ My dear,” said she, ** why do you look
gsoscd1”

** Because I am thinking.”

** What atv you thinking aboat, Carrie?”

4¢QOh, teacher! 1 do not know whether
Jesus loves mo or not.”

¢ My dear, did Jesus ever invite listle
children to come unto him? ™

The little girl repeated tho veorse, *“Suf-
fer little children to cumo unto me,” which
sho had learned at school.

““Nell, who s that for1”

In an instant Carne clapped her haunda
wich juy, and sl “I8 13 not for you,
teachor, 181t/ for y >u aro not a chdd. No,
it is for me, for me.”

From that heur Carrie know that Jesus
loved her, and she Joved him back again
with a!l lier heast.

Now, if the heathen children learn that
Jesus loves thowm. and «whiese his kind
words 13 soun as they hear them, ought not
we, whu hear so much avout the dear
Saviour, to belicse and losc him too?
Every oo of us vught to my, *1tisfor
mo!” and throw outsclves injo the srma
of the loving Saviour, - y "



