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13y nox the Sun carne out, the stones dried
off, and hie was at work again. The flrst
thinig hoe did 'vas to write out lus favourite
sentence, whieli I iSftcrwards loarnod was hie
daily inlotto :

«I'hcrc is only ovie rcal failure in, life
possible ; and tkai jr, not Io> bctrue Io the l'est
one knows. "

Que panel was always rcservcd for these
words, whichi wcre written plaixxly in white
chalk.

One loy I askced himwîhy lio did xiot try te
get ivork as a drauglitsman, or look for a place
os a teacher of freo.havda draîvivg.

"cOh, Pi'n ixo good off the stuves, sir. We
I tako a peneil iv Mny bond I. caxi't do auy.
thing. You sc, this la My place. I wvas
borti to this work. Whiex 1 ivas a smnli boy,
rny motixer used to set me in Totteilham Court
Road and 1 îvould draw on a blaekboard. You
.iee, sir, this ie the best 1 knows, and while
some peoplo rnay thixik uiy life la a failure, I
tries to think it is îvorth soxuething because I
tries to live up to the best 1 knows."

À few wccks ago titis maxn died in an ob-
scure alley ixear Drury Lavie. To the best of
miy kxxowNledge, hoe died of 1«intermittent star-
'vationi," like theusands of the London peor.
I was curions to know aornething more about
him, axnd after muchi questiouing, 1 fouxnd the
vrotched hovel where ho had iivcd. Au old
woman who lxad been with 1dm lin bis lat
monoxitS told me 'what I hiad partiy suspeeted.

"lHo gave away most of 'ia ceas, sir.
'Ewdva''t like thierest ofus 'oe. I've kvowed
'lin to glve's last penny to a 'ungry littie girl
w'en 't 'adn't axiything to hecat 'irnself hall
day."

Poor sidewalk artist 1 Ho lies buried in the
desolato spot îvhere the London ponr have
their final rc§ting-place. But the tixue will
coame whlen Christ sha'l. reward himi with the
reward whichi belongs to one .vho boiieved ln
"beixig true to +,ho best one knows."-Robert
cnieviot.

POETIC GEM1S FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

ELEGT 0o; T'rt DEATH eOF MR. JOHN J. STRAM-
BERG, RIVER JOHN, JXx. 13, 1887.

--9i beloved departcd brother!
Hast thexi thon forover left

Houte, and brokou*lxearted axother,
Wife and babes aud frionde bereft!

Ahi how quickly thou art taken
In kh rimeo of eiavly ycars!

As au caïc by wild winds shakon
Falls ore age its verdure sevra.

Cold in death 'vo sec thee Iying
'idat thy kindrcd oece se dear;

Wlie the mnou ruqra,' bitter cryiag

Falls uuhliedcd on thine enrI
Beîvcdl beoe tho awvfal portai

D3y î%vhoe w~ay tiy> soul ihath gente.
Cling ive te, the Ihope inunortal,

Given nis bv tlic LORD clone!
Soev front us tiisi world inateriai

Shall bo talcen like a drcaîn,
And upon our souls cihercal

Tho Eternal WVorld shall glearnl
But eau death the tics dissever

0f trua love. by, GOD entwviedl
Must we. partiag. part forever,

Frornt our dear oves loft bhhld
Nol' In JEsus CxuRIsT bel-PVlog,

Wlth repentant honest love,
Lally ef Hie graco rceiving,

Ive shalh diofli iith lm abovo I
Hoe we, p art, but though we, nover

lia the fl ah rna, tricet agate,
Thoro truc Cirietinis mnieet forever.

Thera Nvith CHRIxST forever relge!
Mna. MALRY ANN cKý;~

Cape John, X. S., 1897.

JESUJS, ÂLMIGHTY TO SAVE.
0!1 JEsus rny Sivieur dispels ûil rny fears.
11e heala ail xey aorroîvs and dries ail vuy tears.
No ovil eav hiariti me %vhien JEqtUS is nigh,
Ho is tho sure refuge; to Hin 1 ivili fiy.

Though your sixis ho like scarlet, H-ls blood
xnakethnwhite;

'Iea seatters the darkness and givesyeu trxolighit:
Oninipotent JEFSus ia nighty te save
Front sin, death and hell, and fromi fear of the

grave.

Look enly te Jeans, trust fally in llmu,
He'a îvciting yeur peor %veary seul te rcdeern.
Free pardon is graned te ail whe Nvili cerne,
And joy, rest and happiness, heaven and home.

O siener, poor ainver, -%vhy longer delay 1
Since Jesus hias cailed you and shewe yen the

,%vay
Ho's waiting te bless yen. froc pardon te, give;
Coutc, thon, te, the Savieur ; ohi corne 1 ok andl

live 1

Yes, Jesixe is gracions. and iverciful tee;
[Ho is wiliing te Save ail, te save even yen;
Thiongh deep yen bave plunged jute sia's criai

son adva,
Hie bleed, con eceanse yen, if on lirn you rcly.

Oh! corne te the Savieur. FIe savs in Hie Word,
Wlîeaeever ivili cente ad truist*in the Lord.
1-o'll in vo ivise cnet eut, but fergivo ail y0cr

He'll clcso yen freas guiît, and train ail filth3
stains.

Cerne. lave je thia fountain; corne, îvaah in tloe
bieod

0f the cx'xxcifled JEaus;- and thiea. liko a flood.
lis Word, îvjth i Spirit pervading yeur seul.
Shall ciease and refornu yen, RnL.çEE1 aad

3MADE WvIIOLr!
Pictou, N.S, 1887. GRAcE FRtASER.

SPTtTNG IS COMING.
Sprinx cornes siviling down tho valley.

Wakening tp the bird and boo;
Flewers iu haste rise up te ineot ber,

Buds are bursting on the trco:


