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REV. H1UCH1 PRICE HUGHES.

Our Old Sunday Teacher.

I c ,NiEa if he remenbers-
T'îat gond oll inan in leavein

Thie cliss in thte ohl red sto'nouso
niîowin as the "' Noisy tot' "

I wontler if lie reneinîberA
-low restless we used to be.

Or thinks we forgot the le s
tif Christ and (ethsemlutie.

I ui 41t t could tell the torv
A4 lie ueted to tell it theit'.

I'nitture-that, with hIleaven il leslsitiiu
I could reacli the leats of uen.

That voice, so touîclitigly tcelr,
Coincs down to mie thirough til' years-

A pathos which seeined tu mîingte
His own with the Saviour's teare.

I ofton wisl I could tell limn-
'l'hîough we caused hian so iuich pain

By our thoughttess boyish frolic-
Ilis lessois were not in vain.

'fI like to tell hin how H.irry,
The merriest one of all,

From tuhe bloody fieli of Sliloh
Went hoine at the Master's call.

lI like to tell hiîîn how Stephenl.
80 b)riting withl mirth alint fuin,

Now tells the leathen of China
The tale of the Crucified Onhe.

I'd like to t'i himi'n huow .Josepl
Ani Phiilip anil Jack ani Jay

Art, lionouired amon011g tile cIhur'lce,
The foremiiotst Ien of tluir a(lLy.

I'l like, yes I'd like to teli l'him,
W hiat lis lesois dtil for Iue,

Amiti low I Ilivel bCIn trying to follow
Thatt Christ of oetliseuiane.

Perlaps e knows it already,
For Harry has told, mn'ay he,

Tiat we are all comiig-couing
Througli Christ of Gethsemane.

IUow mauy beside, I know not,
Will gatter at last in liaveni

The fruit of that faithful sowinîg,
But the sheavea are urely seven.

A Story of a Hymn.

' tif tiL nlIrgists f ni I dli'

part tif a l r e no1 a I)II;i.

gltherl on t dl of ait
owns11ioni stenweri,1 that n% a

i vng slowly Iowii tht
Plt omil nlie, onle bieaitiftil eni-

ing in the stimler of 1881.

A gentleman, who has
ineginied a national repu-

tation as an ]vangelist of
sîong, lad been lliglting the
paity vitih the hlpp3 render-

ing of nany faililiar hyins

-the last beinîg tilt sweet
petition s0 deir to wry
(Chlristiani,begitmilng: " .1esus,
lover of ily soult." Tho
smiger gave tt. liirst two
wries with imich feeling,
and al p'culiar't eil)lhlsis upon
the coicluding lines, that

thrilled every leart. A luish

liad fallen upon the listenlers,
that was nîot broken for

somle seconds after the umusi-

Viti notes hall died away.
Then a gentlemntii made his
% ay front the outskirts of
the crowd to the side of the
smîîer,anid acco)sted himu with:

tBeg yoir pardoin,
stranger, but were you ie-

'tively engaged in the late
wavir?"

" Yes, sir," ihe miii of song answered, courte-
ously. " I foughit nitder 4Geieral Grant."

"IWell," the first speaker continued, with soine-
thing like a sigh, I I did iny tighting on the other
side ; and think-indeed an quite sure -I was
very near you one bright niglit, eigliteen years
ag> this very iîonth. It was imiucl sucli a iiglt
as this. If I ani itot very mucl iîistakenl you
were on giard duty. We of the Sout lid shar)

business on hand, and yeu were one of the eneimy
I crept iear your post of (lty -iiy inurderons

weapon in my hand. The sliadows îid Ie. As

you paced back and forth yout were huîuiing

the tune of the hymni you have just sung, I raised

my gun and ained at your heart. 1 lad been
selected by our commander for the work, because
I was a sure shot. Then, out upon the niglit, rang
the words:

'Cover my defenceless head
With the sladow of Thy wing.'

Your prayer was answered. I couldn't fire after

that. And there vas no attack made upon youe

cailp that night. You were the mat whose life

I was spared fromt takiig."
The singer grasped the hand of the Southerner,

and said, with much emotion:
" I r'emember that night very well, and distinctly

the feeling of depression and loineliness with which
1 went forth to imiy duty. I knîew mîy post was
oie of great danger, and I was uiore dejected than

I reienber to have been at any other tine during
the service. I paced my lonely beat, thinking of

homte and friends, and ail that life holds dear.

Then, the thouglt of God's care for all that lie
lias created came to nie with peculiar force. If he
so cared for the sparrows, how much more for muan,
created in his own image ! And I sang the pr'ay-
of iy leart, and ceased to be alone. HJow «..e

prayer was answered I never knew tilt this
evening. My leavenly Father thoughît best to
keep the iecret fron me for eighteen years. How
much of lis goodness to us we shall be ignorant of

lot it is remaled by tho light of gt4'rn,itv!
US, Lo0r of My I toil,' has been a faunn

h nowii'i110W it n ill be inexpressibly dear"

A Child's Gratitude.
A i'sIIA t'lls the folon.g vry patletic

'tory of tlt gratitude of a littiei Grmailnrt girl

I weias; callei one. lay Im Octobîer' to tt timmly of

nu (ernin i, who lived on a smilI plac. threo miles
fromt towin. He neas a very poor nian, with a lIarge
faiiy. One of the muîany children-a boy of ten
yeais-lhadic the diphtheria. I attended the boy,
and he( recovered.

lI. hal a Sist'r two years older, nanied Sadlie,
weho sem iiie pressibly grateful to iie for "sav-

inug brother Jiiiuiiny's life."
She always spoke of mie as " the good doctor

'vho saved Jiminîîy's lifel ;" and 1, in turn-won by
liert ai(etioniitte words and way-fell into the habit

of speakiiig of her is " My good little girl." Thus
wve bec-mn-eat friendsb.

Not lotig iftetraid Sadie herself had diplitheria,
for which shte- was very sorry, because it prevented

lier fromt gatherig a hushel of hickory nuts to be

given te flo' saing fJitnny's life.

Her diease rai oilinously, but at laîst sie seened

coiivaleseiit, and one day lier father called 'to say

thitt sadie wa4s much botter, and that I need tnot
callinyni.

hut early itxt iorning lie roused ie, and said

luth feared Nadiv wavs dying. I hastenied to her lied-
side, and foind thit it was even .5

'he knew mine. Beside lier in the bed, under the
raîgged quilt, she liad a smnall bag of hickory nuts,
gathered lby lier the day before, at the expense of
lier life.

Shte leld ont the bag. " For saving brother
Jimîimy," she gasped, and in a few moments my
good little girl was gone.

"Do the Right Thing."
IniR is gond advice for all nien to follow, at ail

tiies and utnder ail circumistances. No matter
wlio voit are, wlit your lot, or where you live, you
caLilnot alord to do that which is wrong. The only

way to obtain happiness and pleasure for yoursalf
is tu "o the right thling." Yo'î may not always
lit thiîi mark ; but you should, nevertheless, always
aimt for it, and with every trial your skill will in-

crease. Whether you are to be prPised or blaned
for it by others ; whether it will seemingly make
:,ou richer or poorer - or whether no other person
than yourself knows of your action. still, always
and il, ail cases, "do the right thing." Your first
lessons in this rule will sometinies seen hard, but
they will grow easier, until finally doing the right
thing will becone a habit, and to do a thing wrong
will becomie an imîpossibility.-St /- 'f/d.

L'rrELL's Lmvîsa AGE.-The numbers of Th
Living Age for September lht and 8th contain
Courage, Portatightly; Mary Stuart of Scotland,
The British Museum and the people who go there,
and In a Garden of John Evelyn's, Blackwood;
The Peak of Tenerifle, Cornhill; Confession of a
Gardener, and John Campbell Shairp, Macmillani;
Hunger and Thitst in Australia, Murray's; The
Tercenteniary of the Armada on Skiddaw Top.
Spsetator; The White Race of Palestine, Nature;
and other articles. For fifty-two numbers of sixty.
four large pages each (or more than 3,300 pages a
year) the subscription price ($8) islow; Littell & Co.,
Boston, are the publishers.

GooDxnss is not a passive quality, but the delib.

erate preference of right or wrong; the resistance of
evil, and the manly assertion of its opposite.
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