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HOME AND SCHOOL.

senger and the charviot of Gud camg, but poor Aleck
was found knecling by a Gieg, stune dead.
This miracle of jracv has never been effiweed
from our mid and howt, and aftar more than
thirty yo s woe write vut this shaple sty Poor
Al ks, no duubt, among the glorified saints. We

can ahnost hear him yet singing 1
“Thou, O Christ, art all I want:

More than all in thee 1 find.”

e Wo— — - -— -

C.ad Autumn Days.

Tus magic voice of spring is gone,
Her enierald blades ave turning brown,
The Dandelion’s hall of lace
Hay given place to Thistle-down,
» Violets that caught the dew
tiide beneath their bonnets blue,
ab orchaad blossoms, pure and sweet,
Have long since withered in the heat,

The sickle, sharp and keen, has reaped
I'he meadow flowers, rows on rows
The Bavley lies in winnowed heaps,
Aud aftermath luauriant grows
The Sumachs tll, all touched with change,
Form erimson hedge around the grange,
And tloating, now, my path across,
On gauzy wings, is Milkweed's tloss.

0, Maples, all in scarlet dressed ;
Q, spike ot fiery Golden Rod 5
0, pruple Asters, everyvuwhere
Upspringing fvom the gere-grown sod 3
0, bluesirmged Genttan, growing tall,
Thou comest when the leatlets tall,
Sweet flowers to bloom ‘neath golden haze
That glovify glad autumn days,

‘Ceachevs” Iepavtment,

John Merwin's Venture.
BY THIEI REV. . A RAND.

“Jonx, just venture!?
1 want te, Frank; 1 certainly want to do it;
but when | eome to open my mouth, and say any-
thing to my boys on the subjecy of religion, the
mouth i open but the message isn't there.  There
I sit, wanting to speak ; buv 1 am as dund as if
1 had never been able 1o say a word. 1 tvied it
once or twiee, and then gave jv up.”

“Tey it aweon, Johne Dot give it up. Just
venture, 1 don’t believe God would give you the
impulse 1o speak unless he put some word behind
the impulse.  And then, this is 10 be remembered,
T don't think it ix always whal we say, but if our
seholnes see us anxions somehow to influence them
1o bedd newasd prayerful lives, that atfeets them,
though the sermon we preach may be exceedingly
poar.  Just veature, John! Step out and trust
God.”

<Well, T will”

« Good-bye.”

“Good-bye”

They et one day in the office of the Berwick,
two old friends amd Sunday-school workers - John
Merwin and Frank Adington. Johin was a resident
of the ¢ity, who chanced 10 step into the office of
the Berwick on a matter of business, and there met
his old friend from Chicago.

“I am just here on business for aday or two,”
explained Frank, “and 1 brought my boy, Will,
with me—lie is louely at home, you know, since his
mother died, for only the housekeeper is there-—
and 1 put up at the Berwick : sort of a homedike
place, though a bit old fushioned

As the conversation was eontinued, the subject
of Sunday school crme up, and John had mentioned
one of his difliculties, indiented above,

The next day was Sundy, and John's thoughts

' in the Sunday school was that of Christ as Tiiend.
The pastor came into the school that day—a very
desivable thing, it he can be in every Sundwy—
and he spohe upon the subject of the lesson. e
did 1ot spin out his thoughts till they wero tire-
some, but in a few words—warm and tender and
sympathetic, because coming from the heart—he
showed how we all need a divine-human friend, and
Christ was that Friend.

“T would like to say a few personal words to
that new boy in my class,” thought John Merwin,
The new boy had a shy face, with big, startled eyes,
and for some reason John Merwin's heart werit out
to him.,

“I—I will take Frank Aclington’s advice,” he
thought, “‘and just venture,”

In the silence of his thuughts he asked the
Saviour to give and bless the word he was about to
say for him; and ¢ =ing the new scholar on the
shoulder as he was | _.si* 2 out of schuol at its close,
whispered, “1 hope you will take that Friend as
yowrs—you nced lnm.”

“There,” thought the teacher, “I did get out
something thas time.”

But how did the scholar receive i67 I lifted
his large, durk eyes to John Merwin's face, looked
sorro~fully, and without a word walked away. The
teacher was discouraged.

¢Afraid 1 wwade 2 mistake,” was his reflection.,

“ e didn’v lovk as if he liked it. And I didn't
take the new scholur’s name, cither. What an
omission 1”

John Merwin was very particular about his class
registey, aid here hie had forgotten to ask the boy
for his address.

“1 suppose,” thought John, * I was so intent on
suying something T feared he did not like, that I
forgut all about his name.  Well, 1 will find out
neat Stunday.”

The next Sundny the new scholar was not at

school ; neither did any one know about him.
* 1 guess,” said Charlie Jarvis-—oue of the boys
always on hand with a “guess "—that he lives
down in Back Alley. e came out of it, I thought,
and I'saw him on the sidewalk, and asl-ed him in.”
“Please inquire round there,” said the teacher.
“Ju is a puor neighbourhood, and it may be some-
body who really needs us,”

Clatlie, howesu, eape ted to reccive a new
Bibly, the uophy paotsisad by the superintendent
for cvery new scholny  lle did not want to
“inqguire round there,” and, perhaps, find out that
the Loy wuas not coming again, and so lose his
prize. s it wis, & new scholur had been reported
by Charlic, and as the ucew scholar would be ex-
pected again every Sunday, by the time it was
concluded he was not coming Charlie would have
his Bible.

“I expeet T drove that boy away,” thought John.
He could not forget the bhoy, though. Oftentimes
Lis big, black cyes would he seen by John, and as
the teachier’s “venture ® was sincere, he sometimes
asked God to bless the poor Jittle word spoken, and
not let the seed shrivel and die for the want of the
Spirit’s gracious rain,

A few mornths lster he had oceasion. to step again
into the Berwick. e had hardly entered the oflice
when he was suddenly asked by a porter, “Axer
you 2 minister 17

“Well,” snid John, smiling, “do I look like
onet”

“Oh, beg pardon!” said the man. “I knew
that upstairs they had sent for one, or wanted to
send—little feller is dreadful sick, and they are
strangers, you know—and 1 felt intcro.st;ed—‘—”

¢ Steangers3” asked John, his sympathiéstaroused
by the word. “If no minister has come, why, I

were still on the subject of yesterday., The lesson

know of one.”

“You might jast step up and_ tell them,” sy
gested the porter. I sort of took to the boy."
John Merwin was touched by the man's earnest
ness, and said, “If they are strangers, they way
not know where to send, and—and—I will just
run up and find out nbout them, if you will shuw
me the way.”
“Oh, yes, certainly. T know they will be glad
to sce anybody who—"
In the excitement of his interest, he did not
finish his sontence, but ran ahead to guide this
good Swnritan.
When John was admitted to the sick roow, he
saw a woman dressed as a nurse, and on the bed,
amid the white sheets, was a fuce as white as they,
und out of it looked largo, expressive eyes tha
John Merwin knew he had seen before.

“I came to see—"

“You de:’t remember me,” said a thin, husky
voice, interrupting his sentence, whilé a white hand
feebly beckoned him.  He went at once, and knel
by the side of the boy's bed, and took in his oun
grasp the little hand.

“ Don't —don’t you—remember what—you said
to me—one Sunday—about a friend "

“ Are you the boy 7" -

“Yes—and I—found Iim. What—you said
it seteme to praying—I am not-—afraid. The
doctor—told us—T could not—get well——this morn-
ing—but I'm not afrard —Jesus is there—and
mother—is there—and—"

He stopped, and the weary eyes were closed.

“You want me to pray with you?” asked John.

“Yes,” whispered the boy.

“Well, 1l say the Lo:d’s Prayer,
follow me if you don’t feel too tired.”

That sweet prayer the Saviour taught us wen
up from that room of death, and at intervals a
weak, faltering voice added its note of supplicution.
John Merwin commended to a Shepherd’s arms this
lamb of the flock caught in the driving death-storm,
and then left, promising to send his pastor.

“Why, Urank Arlington!” he exelaimed, when
he reached his oflice, seeing his old friend there.
“You in town? Wlhere are you hurrying? Do
you know I have just come from the Ledside of a
little fellow whom 1 said o word to one Suuday,
encouraged by something you toid me, and he is
up-stairs, dying, but holding on to that strong
Triend 1 reccommended-—— Why, what's the matter,
Frank {”

“16 was—it was,” sobbed his old friend, tiwough
the hands that covered his face, “my boy—you—
talhed with, John.”

and you can

“In the Morning.”

Mucn might be said on the wisdom of taking a
constantly fresh view of life. It is one of the
moral uses of the night that it gives the world
anew to us cvery morning, and of sleep that it
makes life a daily reereation.  If we always saw
the world, we might grow weary of it. If a thind
of life were riot spent in unconsciousness, the rest
might become tedious. God is thus all the while
presenting the cup of life afresh to our lips.  Thus,
after a night of peaceful sleep, we behold the world
as new and fresh and wonderful as it was on the
first morning of creation, when God pronounced it
very good. And sleep itself has w-divine alchemy
that gives us to ourselves with our primitive energy
of body and mind. %he days are not.mere repeti-
tions of themselves; toamorrow will have another -
meaning ; I shall cone to it witl: larger vision than
I havoe to-day.
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Trosk are marked for ruin thist are deaf to re-
proof and good counsel.




