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:A WOMAN.OF PALESTINE. |payment for their long years of servics,

utmost -seclusion ;
:gaan- by no one ex-
.cept. the wmembers. -
sof their own fumily,

"Thus iz espucally,
strue of. Muhamwe

dab countrien. . This

iiis, aL .once a sigo

iapd 8 .cause .of

: fem&_l_é«!egruq slion,
_They areregarded,

ingt. as: the' com-

.panions. or equals

:of. man,.but, exther

:88 alaves or as toys,

jand gro  guarded

s with jealous watch-

'fulnesa.. Such treat,

‘ment naturally con-

‘tracts thewr intol-

ilect, cramps. their

.miuds; sod - culti-

seates a duipo"l_uan.
»w fraud and deceit.

~ AwmongtheJews,.
1> el most alune among

“tbe people of ‘the
: Esst; much greater

{: Liberty is allowed
- towoman. Anold-
Jewiib_siying is
;that God did not

+créate Evé from the
;head of Adam. to
.rulo over him, nor
~{rom his‘feet'to bo
~t{rampled upon, but
;~fr0m'his kide, to be
; bis companjon and
-equal.  And all
“through the Old
.and New. Teswm::
_ment the bepefi-
scent character of"
.the Hebréw -and
- Christian  institu-
 tions is seen-in.the
. Dity and tenderness
. and ‘purity. of - their
‘trestment of wo-
st Aridwhors
&¥8r the"Christian.
“roligion ‘prevails
"thronghout, the
. world;there woman-
- i enncbled anddig-’
nified and  honored
- and Tovéd. '

. tumejof the women of Palestins, X oy  for the. 08 hmcnon
. e still-as:fond of adornment as.when | the .tabarnscle _in. the

YL they bocrowed from: the Fgyptians, ih | Many Orisstal women weer their.

bole

e

. Intheengraying . TP e e
: we 500 {he.charac- : N i on A Wodaw OF PALESTINE.
teristicOriental cos~ R '

I T . . .
and sdornment of | hawk. or falcon. : . BT
wilderness, | times. tamed and ‘made- fawmiliar play-

jowels of gold and jewels of silvor, | their heads and around their necks.
Ix most.castern countries the women,; which jewels they afterwards, plucked . The woman in the picture seems to be I 8
:are- closely veiled,..and. live in the! from their ears:and from their necks ' playing with a pet bird like a small ! pression that I ought to speak to the

! fortune in gold and silver coins on|HOW BISHOP-SIMPSON BEGAN.

TO PREACH.

OsE Sabbath I folt a strong im.

pooplo at night in
prayer-meeting, as
wo had 0o ypreech
g -1 raid to my
selt, " How shail
1iftor my friends
wil my 1 am fool
b, as they kpow |
- anaot, apuk‘ with
imteret”  Eapec
sily | dreaded an
uid uncie, why had
bers a father to me
and supenuteaded
my .education.
While | was dis
cusng this matter,
with v.yseif 1o the
aftesnoun, iy upcle
came 100 the ruom,
and after & .mo.
ment s -besitation,

southink youcouhd
speak to the peuple
w-night?” | was
susjmsed and start
ied. | asked hum
it ho thought I
onght. ‘Ho said
“*Yes, Ithink you
can do good.”
That night, for
SOIE strRDZE reason
the house was
crowded, and. J

ligous, address to &
public  congrega
tion, It was not
written. It was
not very well pre-
modiated. 1t was
sm).ly ap outgush
1ng of & sincere and
honest heart

My wotver was
a mdow 1 was
her eldest son, the
only child remain-
ing at bome.. I
feared it would
break ber heartto
Jeaveherand foared
it would bo impos-
sible to do ao.

One day, after
great .ombsrrass-
ment, 1 was io-
Juced to spesk: to
my mother-on the

: { ’ sahject of my.meb-
Theso. were. some- ! tal ‘struggles, and tell her what
i thought God 'required of‘mo. I aover
j2hall forget how she ‘turned 0. ‘me

said W me, * Don'e

made wy. first ro-

“<




[ Za PP
ed
¥

PLEASANT HOURS.

with a xmile, and gaid: “ My son, 1
buve been looking for this hour ever
sinep you wero bon ¥  She then told
me how sho aud my dying father, who
left mo an infunt, consccrated me to
God, uud prayed that, if 1t were His
will T might become a minister, and
yet that modier Lad never dropped a
word of intimation in my ear that she
ever deswred me to be a prescher.
She Lelieved so fully in the Divine
call that she would not bias my mind
with even suggestion of it in prayer.

That conversation settled my mind.
Oh, what a blessing is a sninted
mother! To-day I ean feel ber hands
on my head, and T hear the intonation
of her voico 1n prayer.—buhop Lamp-
son.

PASSAGESIN THE EARLY LIFE
UF AN OLD PREACHEK.*

THE TIRTH AND GROWTH OF A R.IGH
EMPRISE IN MY YOUNG HEART.

and noblest of all
canterprises to
which tho human
mind can aspire,
but one of which1
had never dreamed
daring all the
castle-buildjng of
my aspiring un.
converted lite: 1
had cherished as-
Pirations of amassing wealth, of corn-
wanding an army, but never of preach-
ing the Gospel. But after T had tasted
of the love of God in Christ there
wero  scarcely fivo of my waking
minutesat a time that I did not think
of boing a preacher. Had I been
possessed of the idea of many other de-
nominations, that it was necessary to
have a hiberal education and, perhaps,
psss through collego before I could
mount the sacred desk, such an aspi-
ration would-have seemed preposter-
ous, because the qualifications were
berond my reach.  But from child
hood, 80 fur as I thought of the minis-
try at all, T possesed some sort of dim
itopression that the ministerial office
or character was a divine creation, or
at least duoc to some religious or
8piritual experience or influence. So
much was the result of tho Quaker
books, (the exporience” of Jonathan
‘Edmunds for instance) and the experi-
ences of the carly Methodist preachers,
both Eoghsh and American, read be-
fore and after my conversion. Those
unprotentious godly men little knew,
when they penned their simple auto-
biographics, what a flame they were to
kindlo in the throbbing heart of an
uncouth lad in the ends of the earth
fromthem. If, however, I had never
read their lives, I would still have folt
a yearning demire for the conversion
and sulvation of those who were
“wandering wide, fur from the cen-
tral point of bliss.” I wished all man-
kind to share the love and happiness T
felt. The langusgo of the hymnist was
that of my poor uncultared soul :

‘O, for a trumpet's vouce,
Qn all the world to call,
To bid their hearts rejoice,
In Bim who died for all §”

And, indeod, X begen to call upon
all who came within my reach, whether

old or young. T was especially suc-
cessful with the latter.  Perhaps 1

"Ex;mcts from a forthooming volume by

tho Rev,-Dr, Cazroll

~
3 =

huve elsewhere told how many of these
I brought to prayer and claxs.meeting,
as ulso how many private meetings I
sat up with thenm in barns, and fields,
and woods, by day and by night, on
Sundays and week-days, At thess I
was generzlly the leader of tho meet
ing, the cxercise being of reading the
Seriptures ard religivus tracts, the
singing of hymns and prayer. Ialso
took # prominent though not a lead-
ing par: for several .years, n the
YoungPeople’s Saturday Night Prayer-
meetings.

As to the larger meeungs for the
8o v in gererul, thiuking by a mis-
take ut first, that all who went there
had t» pray, I lifted up my voice in
prayer the very first one I went to,
and kept it up ever after, excepting
for a few weeks at ono tme when
teing chidden for umpg the name of
God s0 often, I became intimidated
and kept smlence; upon which the
leader sent me a messago that 1 was
%0 be sure and pray whatever my
blunders.  In these public exercises,
my own soul was always greatly
blessed, and I received many ecn-
couraging messages and intimations
that others were blessed by my instru-
mentality. I soon began to ba called
upon to pray by the bedsides of poor
sick outcasts who had not the assmiance
to send for = minister, or even older
lay persons. So generally was this
known, that T began to be called by
thoso who knew not my name, or
otherwise wished to distinguish me
“The Praying Boy.”

For, perhaps, up to a yearand a-half
after my conversion, though accus-
tomed to speak very frequently in all
sorts of experience meetings, I had not
given a public exhortation. That first
cffort, a8 I bave several times related
in other connections in print,tool place
in the fell of 1825, in the house of Afr,
Bartholomew Bull, in the vicinity of
what is called Davenport, but then
new and wild ; and was Jaid upon me
by my dear friend, William Fitzpatrick,
of precious memory, whom Imet there
by appointment to aid him in sustain.
ing a newly-appointed mceting for
prayer and exhortation. I came from
ono direction and Fitzpatrick from
another, and wo met ut tbe door of
Mvr. Bull. My friend clapped his hand
upon my shoulderand said, “Brother,
you have got to condnct the moeting.”
I did not dare to refuse, but opened
with a hymn and prayer; then read the
Sthehapterof theEpistle totheRomans,
and gave a five or six-minute address
on Justification by Faith, and gave
place to Brother Fitzpatrick, who was
& ready and practical exhorler, who
gave a much longer and more com-
manding address and, I think, con-
ducted a class-meeting for all whowes:
willing to remain—a number> 7]
steadily increased until when thé <
cuit preachers took it a year after
twenty-nine members were enrolled.
Brother Bull who had been a leader
in Ireland, bealed of his backalidings,
was Dlaced in cbarge of the class and
in course of time filled almost overy
office in the gift of & circuit, and most
accoptably exercised the gifts of a Jocal
preacher for forty years or more.
Thenceforth I went there or somowheare
else in an unauthorized way, slmost
overy week until T was requested 6 go
on a circuit. Four yosrs after my
conversion, I used to be 50 pressed in
spirit o stand up in tho street and
warn tho crowds of plessure-seekers

and worse who copgregated at
varjous points that 1 passed in
my evening walks, and was often self-
condemned becanse I did not-do it;
and only obtained quiet of mind by
promising that if the Lord would
open my Way into the ministry, 1
wuull go to-tho ends of tho earth if
Ho required it. A private house
opened for meetings near what was
then called the Blue-Bell, 2 group of
bouses near whero the Toronto Lunatic
Asylum is now placed, which received
its name from a tavern with = sign
having a bluebell painted thereon,
was ancther early labour. 'The only
two times I spoke there, I did so
with hiberty and comtort. While at
work at the scouring-table or some-
thing else, a text often applied itself
to my mind, and I meditated a ser
mon thereon. Some of these delivered
years afterwards, word for word as 1
had premeditated them, although at
the time I studied them I was so
unskilled in wnting, thatl was utterly
unable to write them down. They
were, however,not only imprinted, but,
28 it were, storeotyped on the tablet
of my memory. Ons of theso was on
the text, “Quench not tho Spirit,”
which had thus been lithographed
on my mind for about a year, when
spending a Sabbath in Scarboro’, at my
friend Fitzpatrick’s, I was called on to
address an assembly at the house of
Mr. D{cGinn, near the present hamlet
called Wexford. I pronounced, with
comfort to myself and the approval of
the people, my ¢ tan-houss” studied
sermon.

I shonld, perbaps, have informed the
reader that more modest Turtsto be
useful than those I have particularized
began earlier and were prosecuted
more constantly. These werein con-
nection with Sabbath.school work.
Wkhen the East York Sabbath-school
began in the winiter1524-25,beldin two
several places before it settled down
at the comer of Duke and Berkeley
streots, 1 steadily taught = clasg of
little boya; and the rule and habit
of the teachers of constantly visiting
absentees, in which we strengthened
each other’s hands by companionship,
took into many irreligious families
where our voices in prayer aund ad-
monition were the only religions care
received. I never allowed myeelf to
pass a knot of children on the btrect
(or indeed = single child), without ask-
ing them if they attended Sabbath-
schoo), and inviting them to attend if
they did not. Were it not for fear
of being too prolix many touching
incidents might be narrated. I have
somthing to-tell of & unique Sabbath-
school enterprise by some young men
of ¢+~ Church  little farther on.

strangers accidentally mesting me and

{-those- who knew me well, that I was
.5 called to preach;” but there were

none to give me directions how to
prepare for the work and fo render
me exy-cfficient aid therein, Many
years afterwards I Jearned that a
company of Methodists,at dinner after
the love-feast atwhich I had first spoken
and joined the Church on trial, some
petson, it-was said, of ¢ strang faith,”
remsrked, -referring to my case,
¢ John will bs a preacher.yet;” while
others remarked, “Wkero will he ever
learn what he requires to make him
a preacher?” 1 was very marfow in
my views,and &fraid to turn my stten-
tion to many things within tesch
desirable for mo-to khow; Hut then

n

Thure were plenty to tell me, both |y

I literslly battled overything of a
religious kind that came in my way;
and I seldom loft unfinished any Look
that I once began. I know that I
mastered ten books for one now read
by the greater part of the highly.
privileged young professors of this
day. And at that time I haq a
memory which retained all once en-
trusted to its care. 1 thorouguly
learned the plan of mlvation Ly
reading Wealey's transparent sermons,
Aethodist preaching was then more
methedical and doctrinal than now;
and many, if not most of the sermons I
beard. 1 carried away bodily, and
substantially used them afterwards
Richardson, Wilson, Highland, were
the sort of preachers remembered best.
After X went out to preach, I was
chidden by my first collcague for not
having set down in wnnng the sub-
stance of the discourses of the very
#ble preachers I had been favoured to
hear. I might bave pleaded that for
the earlier part of my time, I knew
not bow to write, and after I had
learned, I could not always possess
myself of the matenal for writing and
the timo to perform the operation.
But it was scarcely necessary, with wy
powers of retention to have done it.
So that I was attending =li the time a
sort of divinity locture for four years
before enteriog the winistry. Sermons,
moreover, were then more valued and
digcussed among religious friends than
now. They were full of matter, and
wero seldom under an hour long.
Seldom was there any of the painful
complaints now heard about the length
of sermouns. If it were under an hour
people would be rather more inclined
to think they bad been defrauded of
their due than to complain of fatigue.
The constant clamouring for short
services is no promising indication of
interest in divine things. -

GOODBYE.
BY RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

‘@OODBYE, proud world! I'm gomng

> home :

Thouart not my friend, and I'm not thine,

Long through iy weary crowds I xoam ;

A river-ark on the ocean brine,

Long I've been tossed like the driven
fi

oam ;
But now, prond world! I'm going home.

Goodbye to Flattery’s fawning face ;

To Grandeur with his wide gnmace ;

To upstart Wealth’s averted eye ;

To supple Office, low and high ;

To crowded halls, to court and street ;
To frozen hearts and basting fect ;

To those who go, and those who come ;
Goodbye, proud world ! ¥'m going home.

I am going to my own hearth-stone,
Bosomed 1n yon green hills alone,—

A secret nook in a pleasant land,

Whose groves the frolic fairies planned ;
Where arches green, th livelong day,
Echo the blackbird's roundelay,

And vulgur feet have never trod

A spot that 18 sacred to thought and God.

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home,
I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome H
And when I ‘am stretched beneath the

pines,
Where the evening star so holy shines,
I laugh at the lore and the ‘Pride of man,
At thec]sophist schools and the learned
an ;
For what are they all an their high con-

cex
When mau in the bush with God-may
meet 7

Tarou bast msde us, O Lord, for
Thyzelf ;.and onr souls are restless till

they veturn to Thoe.—Auguisine.

w:‘
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“CANADA "

PRIZN POEM OF QUREN'S COLLEGE, KING-
eTON, 1882,

‘@omz;r:ss of Freedom ] Canada! on
; \ g
Fair brow the offering of a wreath of son
1 twine, Bhall Engfand’o glories live 1§
verse,
And Scotia's bard with glowing pathos
ring
of n?s_tllll;ng homes ’mid Scotland’s. rugged
iills,
Or Erin's harp wake slumbering hLomes
again.
And ['not sing of thee T Fond hearts grow
warm
With homage to thy matchless loveliness.
Laod of the forest, lake, and streawn !
upon
Whose shores on either side an ocean rests ;
Thy charms have been like hidden ges,
unsung,
Upread. For ages long thy forests heard
The echoes of the loncly Indian's tread,
Or, wrapt in silence, stood in vast array.
For countless centuries thy rivers rolled
Vith ccaseless force and grandeur on to
where
The ocean’s arma received their burden.
Lung
The virgin beauty of thy tree-clad isles
Lay mirrored in the depths of silvery
lakes.
The redskin wandered here and there,
but o%er
The majesty of nature triumph not.
No voice, save that of ‘plumaged songster,
woke
The falﬁep of summer—bleak the winters
¢

And bound the vast expanse with icy
chain, B

But, lo ! th’ unbroken mine of nature’s

wealth

Is spread at length before the Eastern

world.

The prize is grasped—and changes great
are wrought

On fair Canadian soil.

Behold th d
With which great cities Totost

rise ; the forests,

too, .
Yield tottering to the woodman’s axe, and
soon.
The P]nins are strewn with. peaceful ham-
lets, where
TH mgllt:xstrious yeoman tills the fruitful
soill
Anoxf\i ltlhe white-winged sails of commerce

The inland waters.  Swift the iron horse,

Impglgwe, speeds o'er hill and plain, and
Jjoins

Remotest parts together. Villages

Upen I}llu path spring up, and deck the
ric

And smiling valleys ; while true comfort

reigns
In homes of happy thousands, fer and
near.

Raj] ! '{nvoured land! thy sons are frec
inde
Ko tyrnts dare their sacred rights de-

ttroy,
| In their own hands they hold the wand
_of power
Whl(;.}l rules and guides the nation's des-
ny.
Eachf nlzan on thy free soil his manhood
eels
And live.; avirtual king, Dark ignorance
And error flee, like mist at noonday

sun,
Befors the spread of knowledge. Virtue
dwells
Where education’s frec alike to all.
Her halls oflearning are to Canada
Her nllelghtiut safeguard, .and ‘tho traest
ge.

Of future greatness; when the rolling.
€3]

years

Shall crown the Western world with all
the pom‘p

4nd glory of & fql(}_en age. From theo!
Thrice-favoured  ‘country | shall th’
oppressed receive -

A generous welcome to thy kindly.chores.
No despot’thrives benesth Canadian skies,
Norfgéx. the gall of slavery’s chains be

By men, whoae heritage is Britain's lawa,
‘ Lanlx‘;Bery o they comg, from every,

The human tide flows swiftly towands the

West,
With{ _l:;ynl peoples, working out with
aith
The destiny which Qod has given to thee,
Thou coming Queen of Natwns! Could
we picreo
Tho vul which shrouds the future from
our view
And lock upon thee in thy coming might,
What pen could point the grandeur there
boheld,
When, struggles o'cr, the youthful Canada,
Her loftier rivala in rear, has morged
Into the stately Empire. Nations come
Andtf{o, liko eLb and flow of tide, but
iou,
Fair Canada ! art in tbiy;

youthful glow.
Thy lliounding pulses t
0

rob with vigour ;

pe

Is grav'n upon thy armour, and the light

Of coming greatness shines upon thy brow.

But let thy sons the lessons of the past

Take well to Leart, and learn the secrut
source _

Of every nation's greatnesa Mark the
Tise ,

And full of ancient Empires, how they
stood

Like giant arbiters of human weal.

Aund then, enfeebled, faded from the scene

of huxﬁnn action. Read their history
we

Aud let the imperishablo legacies

ot H(;)mat;r, Truth, and Justice monld the

ce
Of all.thy statesmen. Future oges then
Shall tac: L thy patriots blesséd, and the

5
Of Liberty, which twinkled at thy birth,
For ¢er shall shine, Blest Cauada | on thee.

P

LECLERC.

OHN LECLERC wag the first
C* martyr for the Protestant faith
5§ in France. Living at the time
tho doctrines. taught by Luther
were agitating the world, he espoused
them heartily in his youth. His mother
and his brother Peter, with bimself,
rejoiced in salvation through Christ,
but his father adhered to the doctrines
of Popety.

Jolm was a carder of wool, and
whilst working at his trade taught
bis fellow villagers the truths of the
Gospel. The French Reformers, Farel
and Lefeurc, were compelled to
flee from DMesux, and the work began
by them wus carried on by the zealous
wool-carder. Ho' possessed'an aptness
for expounding Scripture, and was
intensely zealous for the spreading of
true religion among the people. He
had listened to the truths taught by
emineiit teachets of the doctrines of
thé Reformation, and by & close study
of the Bible and some religious books
and tracts,bad qualified himself for be-
coming an earnest Gospe!l preacher.

Heo became pastor of ths Protestant
church at Meaux, and much good was
done by bim, during bis pastorate
there. His intense enthusiasm cansed
bim to perform soveral daring deeds
against the Papacy, which endangered
his life, and the Protestant cause at
Meaux. Following Tuther, who had
posted bis theses on the church door
of Wittenberg, Leclerc mnsiled his
Pancartes on the door of the cathedral
at-Meanx, The Pancaries consisted
of a proclamation against the Pope of
Rome, and declared' that God wag
about to destroy the Pupscy. ‘The
pricsts, and. cniincit esclecisstical
authorities of tho Charéh were en-
raged, snd called Tondly for sbvers
punishment to be inflicted upon him,
Ho was sfeized and cast into prison.
Ho was tried and éopdemnéd to be
‘beaten. with rods‘for lt,ﬁreg diys in.the
Jublic ‘streets, and to .bs branded on

B forolicad wilh'& Bob froh. “With

his bands tied bohind him and bis
back bare, ho walked through the
streots, followed by many people,while
tho executioner beat him with rods.
His blood marked the course ho fol.
lowed, yet he was unflinching in spirit
and full of joy. His mother walked
beside him speaking words of on-
courngemont, yot nono dared to lay
hunds on her. Ho was branded asa
heretic and st at liberty. Departing
from Meaux ho worked at his trade
and preached the Gospel. Finully he
sottled at Metz. There his work was
owinoatly blessed, Somo of the noble
fummtiea of that place embraced the
Gospel, aud glorivus were the prospecta
of the Protestant Church, Again, how-
nver, the intemperate zeal of Leclerc
brought a storm of persecution upon
the Christians,and sent him asa wurtyr
to the stake. The Roman Catholicsof
Metz held a religious festival once a
year, when they went in procession
with canons, monks, and priests, to
a chapel outside the city, where they
prayed to tho images of the Virgin
Mary <cnod religious suints of the
country. Leclerc folt thuat God was
calling him to destroy these images,
and accordingly he procecded to the
chapel tho night beforo the festival,
and seatiog himself amongst the idols
gave himsolf up to deep meditation,
Sad because of the idolatry of the
people, aroused to holy anger against
the priesthood for leading tho people
astray, and feeling that God had
called bim to strike a blow at the
syswem of Popery, ho began the work
of demolishing the images. Soon the
chapel was strewn with the fragwents,
and what a few hours.before was ar-
renged in good order, now exhibited a
heap of confusion. It was a high day
in the city; as the procession streamed
along the road with baoners flying,
repairing to the chapel. for devotion,
iraugine the consternation when the
canons, monks, and priests entered
and saw .the destruction of their
favourite iduls. The maltitudo shouted
for vengeance on the perpetrator of the
deed. Proceeding to the city, they
learned that Leclerc had been scen
entering tho city gate, early in the
morning, He was scized, and at once
confessed that he had committed this
act of violence.

The people clamoured for his blood.
He was tried and condemned to be
burned to death with a slow firé.
Tuken to the place of execution, they
broke his arms, torethe flesh from his
body with red-hot pincers, and then
burned him in a slow fire. While

thus undergoing such. severe torture. |
he recited part of the one hundred and |

fifteenth psalm. He possessed such an
unflinching spirit, that his friends and
enemies were filled with astonithment..

Giving a glorious testimouny to thej}

fuith of the Gospel and salvation
through Christ alone, this zealous man.
died, happy.in the possession of a hope
of immortality beyond the grave,
Saxusox Sixe,
Fort Macleod.

¢“Thank God! Jesus is o me o

bright reality I” were e last words
of the Rev. Dr. Punshon, 28 his- phy-
sician told him his end wus very neéar.
Angd i3 not that the secret of a-blessed
lifo,.and a peaceful and a trinmpbant

deatht Does it not make its posssssor

victor everywhere$

Nxvir exhibit angor, finpatience, or
excitement when an accident “happens.

MR. WESLEY'S COURAGE.

8§ a spocimon of tho cool courago
~ LU dotorminntiorlx ol’f ‘\l\'u‘lgy

s in his olit age, the followin

PR account of hia rido through tlx%
sea over the Cornwall sands botweon
the tuwns of Haylo and 8t Ives is
given by his coachman on that occa-
sion.

“ 1 first heard Mr, Wesloy preach
in tho streot, near our nisrket house,”
says e, **when I was hostler at the
London Inn. Mr. Wesley camo thero
ono day in A carriago diiven by his
own servant, who, buing unacquainted
with tho roads further westward, bo
engaged mo to drive him to St Ives
Wo sot out, and on our arrival at
Haylo we found tho sands botween
that and St Ives, over which wo had
to pass, ovorflowed by the rising tide.
On reaching tho water's edgo I hosi-
tated to proceed, und advised Mim of
the dupger of crossing ; and a captain
of a vessel, seeing uy stopping, camo
up and endeavoured to persuade us
from an undertaking so full of paril,
but without eflect, for dr. Wesley had
resolved to go on; ho said he had to
preach at St. Ives at a certain hqur.
and that be must fulfil bis appoint-
mont. Looking out of tho carriage
window Lo called out:

“:Take thosea! Takothescal’

« I dashed into the waves. Tho
horses were -soon swimming, and thbe
carriage nearly overwhelmed with the
tide. I struggled hard to maintain
my seat in the saddle, while the poor
horses were suorting and rearing in
the most featful manner. T expected
every mowment to. bo swept into
cternity, and the only hope I hud was
on account of driving to holy a man,
At that awtul momont I kzard Mr.
Wealoy's voice.

water, which ran down his fuce. -He
was looking calmly upon the-‘waters,
undisturved by his perilous situation.
He hailed me in a loud voico and said:

# ¢ What ig thy name, driver?’

« 1 anywered, ¢ Peter, sir.’

« Ho said, * Peter, fear not; thow
ahalt not sink.’ .

« That gave me now courage. Iagain
urged on the flagging horses, und
plunging and wallowing through the
waves, at-last we reached .the opposito
shore in safety.”

LONGFELLOW'S. INSCRIPTION ON
THE SHANKLIN FOUNTAIN.

Centiiry,

Oct. 1st, 1879:
“ Just look at this group of thatched.
‘cottages] The one on the right is =.

‘for the use,of tho public.  Lxcad somo

and said to myselfs ‘That.must be

ago:

¢Q travcller, stay thy weary feet:
D iok of this fountain pute and sweek;
1t frwa for ricw asd poor tho mams.
Tnen go thy-way remesberiogasl-
Tho wayside well beneath tae hill; ;.

-

With ditliculty B O
turned my head toward t!y; cayriage, |
and saw his white lockd dripping:with |

Tuz following qudtation. in Ths |
for June, 1s from & . private {.
letter, dated Shanklin, Isle of Wight, |

library where we go for bookm Is-{}
;the middle is the Cmmb Inn. Do.you |
| sec what looks like a pile of stones' to-
the right of it? That is a. fountain.

verses painted there-on.a piecs of tin, |
-from Longfellow.' I -found. sfterward -

that they weore writlen by him; by ro--
quest, when ho wu3.hero, some: years.

e ——
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THE BLUE AND THE GRAY TO-
GETHER.

(For Decoration Day.)

K LOWERS for the men who lost,
; Flowers for the men who won,
The Blue and the Gy together ;
Out in the winter frost,
Out in the summer sun,
The Blue and the Uray together.

Tenrs fur the fallen Lrave,
Never a word of blame
The Blue and the Gray together
Have cach a quiet grave,

Huve ench o spotless fame,
The Blue and the Gray together.

Songs for a noble canse,
Sot g8 fur o new-born hope,
The Blue and the Gray toethier.
Bring now the sweetest ruse,
Lilies and helitrope
For the Blue and Gy together

The Blue and Lrav together,
Out i the summer weather,
Out in the wintry weather ;
Sing thrush and robin o'er cach lonely
gruve !
Sigh, gentle winde, and tell
To the pale asphadel,
*“The Blue and Gray sleep well, sleep
well, together.”
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GARABALDI.

5. ‘moves from the earth one
“50f thamost remarkable men
@IS that over lJived upon it.
g~ His parallel can hardly be
““féund aviong historical
=~y Qharacters,  but  shonld
Tather. bedooked for among the heroes
of. poeiry and mythology. Tho actua}
facts of *hif life-are ‘50 romantic and so
wonderful ds ‘elmost to tempt us to
revive opinions Wi 'to the fahulousness
of the deeds aseribed to those heroes ;
I was of our age
séanips: a8 falso the current opinion
jg a peculinrly prosaic one and
- Which-we fancifully endow some other
. 2ges at the expenso of our own. An
eager reador of 'tho stories of heroes in
hig youth, his character sesms to have
been built upon them. Having par-
ticipated in a revolutionary attempt in
Savoy, ho fled under sentence of death
from King Charles Albert, before he
was thirty years old, to engage in
revolutions in South America. Then,
in 1848, Pius IX. and Charles Albert
haviog awakeued a flame of hope in

| Italy, Garibaldi returned to that coun-

b try. Ho was coldly received by his

sovercign nnd baflled, but determined
to fight on bis own account. Ho
brought fonr hundred men against
tifteen hundred Austriaus and defeated
them , then fought his way tbrough
ten times his number of Austrians to
Switzeiland ; went down to Rome,
and preclaimed the Ropublic on the
9th of February, 1849. Then he had
u struggle of months with ovorwhelm-
ing foices of French, and at last be-
came a prisoner to tho government of
Sardinia. A vote of the Opposition
members of the Sardinian Chambers
sccured his release, and he came to
Now York to engago in candle-making.
Victor Emmanuel became King of
Ttaly, and Garibaldi had an opportunity
to go back in 1854. He became
President of the Italian National
Society, with great Italian statesmen
to encournge him. He engaged in
earnest in the Franco-Austro-Italian
war for Italy, but withdrew in disgust
when an attempt was made to restrain
bim, but soon found opportunity to
engage in revolutionary operations.
Ho achieved the conquest of Sicily and
Naples, and handed them over with
tho enger consent of their people, to
the King of Italy's choice, His next
contemplated attempt was against
Rome, but was stopped by the Italian
Government, which bad to regard
policy as well as the aspirations of
liberty and put him under arrest. His
next appearance in military lifo was
a8 a soldier in the service of the
French peoplo after the third empire
had been crushed at Sedan, and France
lay at the mercy of its ecnemies.
Almost at the same time Rome fell
into the hands of Victor Emmanuel,
and the object for which Garibaldi had
lived was accomplished—Italy was
free and united. His enthusiasm and
self-devotion to a cause surpass admir-
ation. He was no soldier or states-
man. His battles were desperate
rushes against great odds, in which a
wave of excitement bore him to tem-
porary victory, but ke could not sus-
tain a regular campaign. To the
tziumph of his one ides be contributed
momentarily effective blows, but it
required other and better trained minds
to secure lasting results. In temper
he was a child. He had a child’s
enthusiasm for his darling object and
a child’s petulance under disappoint-
ment. His later life was cmbittered
by domestic trouble,

THE TEMPERANCE PLEDGE
IN THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

We have been greatly pleased at
the success of & temperance movement
in_the Metropolitan Church Sunday-
School. The energetic superintendent;

J. B. Boustead, Esq. an old Temper-
ance worker, has had printed in two

colours, red-and blue, a very handsome
card pledge, which reads as follows :
“I the wundersigned, do hereby
solemnly pledge myself that, -God
helping me, 1 will abstain from the
use of all intoxicating liquors as g
beverage, and from the use of tobacco’
in any form.” This is surrounded
with a handsome border, with bold
heading, and bears the motto, * Dare
to do right.” Not counting.the Prim-

ary classes, 260 have. alteady aigned

this pledge. Wo think this plan
might with advantage be adopted in
many schoolss The publisher of
Preasant Hours will. furnish such

cards at §1 per 100, Samples frea.

CHAUTAUQUA

IN 1882
Tug great days
at Chautauqua,
this year, will be :
Oponing Day,
Teuachers’ Retreat
and School of
Languages, July
8, Memorial Day,
LiteraryandScien-
tific Qircle; July:
9 ; Closing Exer
cises, July 28;
8fid-Season Cele-
bration, Saturday,
July 29; Fourth
Anniversary, C,
Missionary Insti.
tute, Monday,
July 31; Ninth
Annual Asgembly
Opening, August
1 f)eClozgng Exer-
cises, C. M. L,
Thursday, August
3 ; Memorial Day
Anniversary, C.
L. 8. C., August
6 ; National Day,
August 5; De-
nominational Con-
gresses, August 9 ;
Alumni Day,—
Reunion, illumin-
ated floet, etc.,
August 10; C. L.
S. C. Day, First
Commencement,
August 12; C.
School Theology Day, August 15;
College Society Day, August17; The
Farewell, August 21. As in other
years, the C.  F. M. I., through its
president, D, Vincent, secures a rich
programme,

The Royal Hand-Bell Ringers come
expressly from England to be present.
About $15,000 will'be spent in secur-
ing the best lecturers, on Art, Science,
Morals, Religion,—every thing that is
refining, ennobling, elevating. A
grand new organ has been erected, and
the musical entertainments will be of
greater interest than ever.

Chautauqua can be reached from
Toronto in 9 hours, at a cost, there
and back, of about $5. It will cost
from $10 a week upwards to stay.
We -wish that every Sunday-school
worker in the country could go and
catch the Inspiration of the Chautauqua
Idea. Chautauqua is the centre and
main-spring of one of the greatest re-
ligious and educational movements of
the age,

!
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A POLYNESIAN IDOL

‘ HE wholo of the inhabitants
{ 9 of the vast/Polynesian Arch-

ipelago, in the Southérn Puci-
0D 5 et af the beginnisg of
tho, present centyry idolawrs. The
vast, proportion of fhem are now Chris-
tiana, " Never evgn in days of the
apostles, or whep)the Roman Empire
was converted to] Christianity .bave
thé triumphs of the Gospel been so
warked.and 8o glotious, In the Fiji
islands ‘where only a few ycara ago the
inhabitants were] the most degradéd
cannibals on the fice of the earth, thete
are now, 900, Wesléyan chapels, 240
other ~ préaching, places, 54 native
preactiers, 1,405{local preactiers, 2,200
class leaders, and{106,000,attendants on
Methodist worship out.of a poptilation
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sionary, John Hunt,

Lincolnsghire
plough boy, who grewjup to man’s
estate with no educatioh, and died at
tho early age of 36. Net in twelve
short years, he became fhe apostle. of
Fiji, andbrought neagly the whole
nation to God. In ‘thh May number
of the Canadian Methoflit Magazine is
given with engravingg, 4n accountof this
wonderful missiona triumph, which
we wish every tefichef\and scholar in
our schools could read] |
The picturo abdve. shows the
character of some of fhe’hideous idols,
which the south-seaheathen in their
thip. But, thank
God, thoy are éasting their idols to
the moles and to thg bats, and turn-
ing to the living andftrue God! Our
own church has its mssi
the heathen, whose g
gloriously blessed. { We hope that
every school and pvery scholar in
Canada will have a fpart in the grand
work,
Sball wo whose Iapps src lighted
With wisdom fgom on bigh,
Bball we to men Yenighted -
The light of lif§ depy ?
Waft, waft, ye winds, His atory !
And you, ye wh
Till liko a sca offglory,

"Its apreads frgm pole to polo!

Mz, Crospy bas now received over
two thousand dollars for his-inigsion
boat. He requires about.two thousand
more. We hope-that the Bchools will
comorto his assistance. A single col-
lection from each school conld, we
think, raise thil amount without asy
tronble. e

Progress of Clristianity. Presby-
terian Board of "Publication. This is
a little five ceat pamphlet giving &
concise and valuable Record of : Chris-
tisn: Missions, througuout :the world,
from the days:of the apostles; to the
present time. Its wide diffusion-would
create s - deeper inm',x;eet in- this imp'dx\’i-

of 720,000, and this is very largély the
g Iabours of the Beroid, mis-

tan sibjoct. ' ¢ y
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HEAVEN AT LAST.

QNGEL voices sweetly singing,
‘@)% Echoes through the blue dome
ringing,
News of wondrous gladness bringing ;
Al, 'tis heaven at Inst !

Now, beneath us all the grieving,
All the wounded spirit's heaving,
All the woe of hopes deceiving.
Ah'! 'tis heaven at last !

Sin forever left behind us,

Earthly visions cease to bind us;

Fleshy fetters ceate to blind us ;
Al, ’tis heaven at last !

On the jasper threshold standing,

Like a pilgrin safely landing,

See the strange bright scene expanding ;
Al, "1s heaven at last !

What a city ! what a glory !

Far beyond the brightest story,

- Of the ages old and hoary ;

A, tis heaven at last!

Softest voices, silver pealing,

Freshest fragrance, spirit-healing,

Happy hymns arounc_us swalini; H
Ab, tis heaven at Jast !

Not a broken blossom yonder,

Not a link can snap asunder,

Stayed the temptest, sheathed the thunder;
Ah, ’t1s heaven at last!

Not a tear-drop ever falleth,
Not a pleasure ever palieth,
Song to song forever calleth ;
Al, ’tis heaven at last !

Christ. Himself the living splendour,
Christ the sunlight, mild and-tender;
Praises to the Lamb, we.render ;

Ah, ’tis heaven at last !

Nowat lgnfth the veil is rended,
Now the pilgrimage i5 endeg,

*'And'thé saints their thTones ascending ;
Ah,’tis heaven at last!

Broken death’s dread bands that bound us;
Life and victory around 1s';
Christ, the King, Himself hath crowned us;
- Ab, tis heaven at last !
~Donar.

Tax FavLcoNy aAxp His Vicriu.

We have received the following
from the =zealous mwissionary of our
‘church at Fort Macleod. Wo have
| pleasure personally in complying with
'his request, and will be glad to for-
ward any contributions for others,

¢ Dear Fiiend,—Knowing that you
are & lover of the missionay cause I
wish to enlist your sympathy and co-
operation in aid of our mission among
{the Blackfeet Indians The work de
{' mands the erection of missjon premises
which will cause an outlay of several
hundred dollars for material and
labour, There i8 not a single Chris-
tian Indian among the Blackfeet to
my knowledge. They arc still in
beatheunish darkness, worshipping the
sun, and engaging in various kinds of
pagan idolatry. The buffalo are gone,
gameo is scarce, and consequently the
Indians are poor, and cannot help the
mission. A contribution from yon
we od help the cause and encourage
the mission. Help the mission and
help now.

Yours in Jesus,
J. McLEeaw.
Fort Macleod,

Rocky Mountains, Canada.

Tue Daixg Biir.—The £120,000,-
000 which England is estimated to
spend annually in intoxicating drinks
are said to weigh 1,100 tons in gold,
and told forth, coin by coin, at the
rate of & pound sterling every second,
four years would be consumed in
countingitall down. It wouldrequire
ten long railway waggon trains of the
ordinary character to convey the
amount, snd a man wight walk round
the equator and drop two sovereigns at
every step without exhausting the
enormous total.

A urTiE gitl, who had been to a
children's party, being asled by her
mother on returning how she enjoyed
herself, answered, ¢ [ am full of happi-
nesy. I.couldn’t be happier unless I
were to grow.” -

THE ART OF MODELLING,
DY THE EDITOK.

ZLQNE of the most attractive

’ features of the Chautaugna

ﬁ Assembly of~FR%Y was the

Art Studio of Prof. Spring,
tho sculptor, whero he guve lersons in
tho art of modelling. During the time
allotted to visitors, his room wans
crowded with delighted observers, It
was simply marvellous to sce him tako
a piece of clay and in a few minutes
mould it into the form of a human
head. “ What expression shall T give
it1"” bo asked. * Give it n comic ex-
pression,” we eaid ; and in a minute
ho mado an admirable *laughable
faun,” He called attention to the fact
that as the bones of the head are rigid
and unalterable, the whole facial ex
pression comes from the pluy of the
muscles, aond illustrated his remarks
by changing a grave, or even austere
expression, into one of mirth, by
slightly modifying the muscles of the
mouth.

During the six weeks of tho Assem-
bly, ho instructed clusses in the
delightful art of wodelling, rud around
the walls of the room were numerous
specimens of the work of those ama.
tours—chiefly medallion faces in low
relief, busts, and little animal figures
and fruit picces—many of which ex.
hivited much skill and talent. The
art is by no menns diflicult, and is
really a very delightful accomplish-
ment. All the material and apparatus
required, are a wass of well-kneaded
potter’s clay, a smooth board, and a
few little modeller’s instruments.

Modelling is the great preliminary
to sculpture, and demands far more
artistic skill. Indeed, many great
sculptors employ workmen to embody
in marble tho ideas which they have
moulded in clay. Visitors to the
Philadelphia Centennial will remember
the beautiful medallion of *“Jolanthe
Dreaming,” moulded in butter'—a
degradation of art only equalled by
Michael Angelo's carving, at the com-
mand of Pope Julius I, u statue out
of snow.

Thorwaldsen, tho great: Danish
sculptor, was very fond of bas reliefs ;
bis famous medallions of ** Night and
Morning,” and “The Four Secasons,”
will be fumiliar to many. The frieze
of the Parthenon, in the British
Museum, is probably the finest work
of the sort extant—the nction of the
horses 18 superb. Aany of the marble
pulpits and altar picces of Italy have
also exquisite reliefs. But unqgnes-
tionably tho finest modern example is
the series of ome hundred and sixty-
nino fignres, representing- the great
poets and artists of every age, on the
base of the Albert Memorial at London.

The example given at the beginping
of this article, shows-the effect which
can be prodaced by this modo of treat-
ment. A falcon hug darted, like a

thunderbolt from a clear sky, upon ita|

trembling victim, &8 wild duck, which

is its favourite prey, striking it with |

the utmost precision at the vital part,
between the shoulderand tho ribs. In’
proportion to its size, the falcon is the
xoost couragoous and powerful of birds.
It will attack and conquer another
much larger .ban itself, und bas been
koown to fly -a thonsand miles in a
day. It aitains a great age, having

.been known to live one hundred and

eighty years, (The crow, of .tho same
family, is characterized hy similar

| longevity ; bence. Bryant’s phrsse,

‘a silver trade -dollar es a fee. Said

“ Tho century-living crow.”) This tino
group recalls that  gallant wedinval
sport, the *gentlo craft ” of falconry,
which figures largely in old English
romance and poetry. .

A high authority has said that in
no way can weo so woll apprehend the
old classio spirit and charmcter, a3 by
a study of clusic sculpture. No
grander rovolation of ancicat art oxists
than that in tho gulleriea of the
Vatican und Capitol, at Rome, and in
tho voyal museum of Nuples. The
murble scemn to Ureatho—tho stony
drapery to float upon tho breeze. Tho
chef d'ewurre of anciont art, in our
judgment, is uniuestionnbly the Venus
de Milo, w the Louvre—more beau
tiful than the Apollo, more snblime
than tho Laocoon. It is not a mortal,
but a celestial being, with her enhn,
cternal smile, unmarred by the con
vulsions of two thousand years, on
which you gaze. Happaly, by means
of the excollent casts mn almost ever)
museum, most of us can  become
familiar with thoso higheat triumphs
of human art. The genius of Christi
snity lends itself fur less roadily to
sculptute than to tho gentler art of
painting. There was no place in the
Christian aystem for such representa
tions as tho glorious sun-god, Apollo,
or the lovely Aphrodite, or the sub
lime wajesty of Jove. Yet were tl.ncrc
two Christian sculptors who, wo think,
werv equal to any of clissic times.
The ¢ Moses” of Michael Angelo, and
the *“ Christ " of Thorwaldsen, are, we
judge, uosurpassed by any extunt work
of Greek or Romun art.

Although to fow it may be given to
carve the marble into forms of ideal
grace, yet to each of us is vouchsufed
s grander opportunity—to mould for
eternity an immiortal soul. Lot us,
tberefore, keep ever beforo us the
Divino Model, and seck, dey by duy,
to be transformed from the image of
the carthly, and conformed to- tho

imago of the lieavenly. Lot \U'!'L’{@Q}‘ 14

to upprehend by our spiritual vision,. ;
and o reahze in our lives the trth |
expressed in the exquisite little poem. !
of Bishop Doane :—

Chisel in hand a sculptor stood,
With his marble block before him ;

And his face lit up witt » smilo of. joy,
As an augel dream passed o'er bim <

B carved 1t then on the Ficlding atone,
With many a sharp inclaton 3

With hearveu’s own light the asculpture

shone @ -
He had caught that angel.vision,

Sculptors of life aro we, as we atind,
With onr gouls, uncarved, befors us,
Waiting the hour when, at God's commend,
Oar life-dream shall pass o'er vs,
If we carve it then, ou the yielding stons;.
With many a*sharp incison, -
Ita heavenly beauty shall be our own,
Oar lives that angel-vision.

AT ONCE.
GaTBER the roses while they bloom :
Never losc & dag H
Nor in sloth-one hour consume,—
Tinio doth pass away.

throuﬁ’h_
One good deed's delay ;
Do at once what yon've to do,—
‘Timé doth pass away.
Tae story is-told of an American
visiting Montreal, who gave the waiter

tho waiter, “Sir, did you intcnd to
givo megdollar?” I did.” « Well,

Men have mourned their whole life

[

e

gir, this coin is at o discount. I can
‘only take it for ninety-two ocents.
Eight cents more, pleasc.”
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THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE.
LY HENRY UARBAUGH.

AVE vou heard the tale of the Aloc
plant,
Afar in the sunny clime !
By humble growth of an hundred years
1t reachies ita bloomng time ;
And then a wondrous bud at its crown
Breaks into a thousand tlowers ;
This lorad queen, in its bloowing seen,
Is the pride of the tropical bowera.
But the plant to the flower is a racnifice,
For it(ll)'ooms but once, and in blooming
ies.

llave you beard the tale of the Pelican,
I'le Arabs’ Gimel ¢l Bahr,
Thatlivea in the African solitudes,
Where birds that live lonely.are ;
Have you heard how it loves its tender
young,
And cares and toils for their good 7
It brings them water from fountains afar,
And fishes the scas for their food.
In fawine 1t feeds them—what love can
devise—
The b]qu of its bosom, and feeding them
ies.

Ycu have heard these tales; shall I tell
you one,
A greater and better than all 1
Haveyou heard of Hita whom the heavens
adore,
Before whom the hosts of them fall ?
How he left the choirsand anthems above,
For earth in its wailings and woes,
To suffer the shame and pain of the cross,
And die for the life of His foes 1
0 Yrince of the noble ! O Sufferer divine !
What sorrow and sacrifice equal to Thine !

Havo you heard of tbis tale—the best of
them all—
The tale of the Holy and True §
He dies, but Hus lite, in untold souls,
L.ves on in the world anew,
His sced provaile, and is fillmg the earth
As the stars fill the sky above ;
He taught us to yield up the love of life,
For the suke of the lile of love.
His death is our life, His loss is our gain,
The joy for the tear, the peace for the
pain.

Now hear these tales, ye weary and worn,
Who for others do give up yourall ;
Our Saviour hath told you the sced that

would grow,
Into carth’s dark bosom must fall—
Must ‘mss from the view and die away,
And then will the fruit appear :
The grain that scems lost 1n the earth
below
Will return many fold.in the ear,
By death comes life, by loss comes zain,
The joy for the tear, the peace for the
pain

THE BROKEN PROMISE.

RS,  Morse
kept noregu-
lar gervant.
Mrs. Sticht,
a German
Wornan,came
overy Mon-
day to do
the week's
&if” wasding, and every
3 " *  Tuesdsy to do the

ironing. Shehad always been a bappy-.

faced, merry woman, but one morning

Stella Morse, going into the kitchen to}

wmake a pudding for dinner, found a sad
faco over tho wash-board,

“ Good morning, Mrs Sticht,” Stella
said. .

“ Good mornin’, Miss Stella,” re-
sponded the washerwoman, soterly,

_Jooking up with tearfilled eycs,

“« Are you sick, Mrs. Sticht? You

look, pale aud tired.”

« Y am not&ick, misy, but Tam tired ;

_ X didn't rest last night,” she answered
» wearily,

“ Then you bad better wait until an.
other day to wash ; mamma would be
willing, I am sure,” Stella said kindly.

* No, tmins, 1'll keop on washin’, but
I thank you all the sumeo for your kind-
nees.  I'll ba just as tired to-morrow,
an’ tho day after, too. A mothar can't
havo much rest with a sick chid to
tend."”

¢ Ia your little girl sick, ma'am 1*

“ She's been sick thess two weeks
with an awful cold ; she's that weak
that she can’t hardly walk about the
room, an’ sho's dreadful wakeful of
nights.”

* Who stays with lLer when you go
out to wash "

“ No one but her brother Tim ; an’
ho's only seven years old.”

“And you go out washing every day,
do you not.?"

“ Nomiss:if I did I'd have more
monoy than I've got. This is my only
wash-place : the rest of the weck I help
an ole fruit-woman downin the market,
but I don’t get much pay.”

“ Doyou earn enough to support your
children?”

“ Yes, miss, but my husband’s long
sickness and death brougit some heavy
bills on me to pay. I can’t get any ox-
tras for my little sick girl, though she's
that lonesome when I'amgone, that Tim
says she crieg most of tho time.”

4 I ghould think she would be lonely,
poor little sould What does she want
mest, Mrs, Sticht1” Stella asked.

A smile flickered over Mra. Sticht's
face. Perhaps this young ludy would
do something for her little sick girl.

** Her whole mind seerns to beseton
a doll, an’ she thinks that she'd never
get lonesome if slie had one ; she's a
levin’ little thing, Patty is.”

“Sho shall have a doll before the
week s out,” said Stella decidedly.

“1 have a pretty wax one with
golden curls and biue eyes that I used

to play with. X have not had it out.

for a long time, and it has no clothes,
but I'll dress it up just as pretty as Lcan,
and—1let me see, tu-day is Monday—bjy
Wednesday 1'll have it ready.”

4 Oh, that is very good of you, Miss
Stella,” said the woman, gratefully :
“Patty’ll laugh for joy sure.”

“ Let me see, what is your number
Mrs. Sticht ?”

« Number Eleven, Spraker’s Court.
I can come after the doll if you say so.”

«No, I'll not trouble you ; besides, 1
want to see the little sick girl. Just
tell her for me, please, that I'll be there

on Wednesday with a beautiful doll,

dressed in ruffled blue silk, and I will
bring ber soms other things, too,”

Stella spoke earnestly, and a load
was lifted from the mother’s heart.
Her unspoken thought was, “ I believe
the child will soon grow better when
sho gets the doll she longs so for.”

Puatty's oyes grew bright when her
mother told her that a dear, kind young
girl was coming to her on Wednesday
with a beautiful blue-syed, golden-
haired doll, dressed in blue silk.

« For my very own-1—Oh, mamma,
for my very own 7’ asked Patty, clasp-

ing and unclasping her thin white hands’

in her excitement.

Theve were tears in her mother's eyes
as she bent over her head and kissed
Patty's forehead, aaying tenderly, “Yes
dear, for your very own.”

Wednesday camé—bright beautiful
day. Patty’s first words to her mothor |
-were, * Ob,.mamma | this is tho day.

‘that dolly is coming—1 balieve T'll get

well-wheh dolly comes” -

Mrs, Sticht did not like to leave
home that morning for some renson, but
sho felt that sho must, for tho reat was
nearly due, and’ the doctor who came
to sce the child cared more for filling tho
human hearts with tbankfulness. She
camo home very weary, but with one
glad thought, namely, “I supposs Patty
is overjoyed with her protty doll. How
good of Miss Stella to think of my poor
little one.”

But ns sho stepped over tho threshold
a very weary little faco greeted hers.
Patty’s cheeks were flushed, und shosaid
Lrokenly, “Oh, mamma, my dolly
dido't come.”

“An’' she wouldn't stop ¢rying, mam.
ma, un’ my heod aches,” sobbed Tim,
who waa warn out by his day of bitter
BOYTOW.

Mra, Sticht did not go to bed that
night. She watched beside restless
Patty, who tossed about ail night,
talking about blue eyes and golden
bair and blue silk-dresses, mouning in
her sleep, “An’ my dolly didn’t come ;
an’ my swees, sweet dolly didn't come.”

Monday morningcame. A little boy
stood knocking at Mr. Morso's kitchen
door. Stella opened it. “Mamma
can’t wash to-day, Patty’s tuk worse,”
he said quickly, and then scampered
away.

«Oh, what a shame that I haven't
dressed that doll !” Stella said mentally.
¢« I certainly meant to, but there were
so many things to take up my attention
that I kept putting it off. 1'll dress it
this very day.” .

Thursday morniag Stella, with the
beautifa), tastefully dressed doll in her
arms, and a little bag of oranges also,
atarted for Mrs. Sticht’s. In answer
to her rap, Mre. Sticht opemed the
door. Her cyes were heavy with
weeping, and her face had grown more
aged.

®« How is little Patty this morning,
Mrs. Sticht? 1’ve brought her thedoll.
Can I seo- her3” were Stella’s rapid
questions. '

« Yes, Miss Stella, you can seo her.
Walk in, please.”

There were enguish and reproof in
the mother’s tone ; Stella stepped in-
sido the poorly-furnished rdom ; the
mother led the way to one corner, and
pointed to a little white-draped cot.

The terrible truth dawned upon
Stella, She had come to, late. Patly
was dead. She burst into tears as the
sobbing, heart-brokenmother uncovered

‘the little still face. Through her tears

Stella could see how beautiful Patty
was, with her golden hair brushed back
from her pretty forehoad, and her dear
little hunds clasped over het still bosom.
« And did you tellhet X would bring
the doll? Did she look for it1” Stella
moanéd, her remorseful teers rolling
down her cheeks like rain. .
«To0k for it | Ves, Miss'Stelle, she
looked ' for it every -day and night,”
Mrs. Sticht answered, huskily. Shewas
very light-headed towards the last ;sho
talked of riothibg clse.  Just before she
died her-reason returned: She -gat op

‘in bed, au”&aid, ‘Good-bye, mamma:

T'm going to heaven’ I-cried aloud,

‘bunt Patty smoothed my chéek and said

<Don't éry, miamma, you'll comé by and
by, an” LIl be wuitin’ and ‘lovin’ my
blue-eyed dolly, cause 1 know Jesus
will givo me one, cause there’s no tears

‘in-heaven.’ "—S. S, Tiines.

_— .

- ‘Brass-is not mear'so valuable' as

©

gold, but-some peoplo: contrive to get

along well with it -

DON'T, GIRLS! '

GON'T think it necessary for your ||
' happiness that every after.
2

noon bo spent in making cally
or on the street sbopping. Ilome is
not a mere hotel whorein to eat and
sleep—too dreary to bo endured with.
out company from abroad ; home work
is not mero drudgery, but useful minis
tration to those wo love,

Don't mistake giggling for cheerful.
ness, slang phrases for wit, boisterous
rudeness for frank gayoly, imperticent
speeches for vepartecs. On the other
hind, don't be prim, formal, stiff, nor
assumo a “country fuce” oloquent of
* prunes, potatoes, prisms,” nor sit bolt
upright in a corner, hands, feot, eyes
and lips carefully poised for effect. An

effect will be produced, but not the one {|.

you wish, Nor yet sit scornfully re
served, criticising the dress, manners,

looks, ate., of those around you, Muke||

up your mind that your companions
are, on the wjiole, & protty nice sel

of people—if they are not, you had no{|

business to come among them—that
there is something to like and respect
in each of them. Determine to have a’
nice time anyhow ; then do your part
to make.it s0. Be genial, cordial, and

frank. If you can play and sing{l

ordinarly well do not refuse to take

your share in entertaining your com- ||
panions in that way. You cannot be|.

expected to sing like a Nilsson or

Kellogg. If you cannot play or ging, ||’

say 8o frankly, and do not feel humili.
ated. You probably excel in some
other accomplishment, Even if you do

not, you can possess that one grand:

accomplishment to which all others are
accessories, that of .being ¢ a ludy "—a
true women, gentle and gracious,
modest and lovable.

&

SIX SHORT RULES FOR YOUNG
CHRISTIANS,

1. Never neglect daily privato
prayer; and when you pray, remem-
ber that God is present, and that he
hears your prayers. Heb. xi. 6.

2. Never neglect daily private Bible
reading ; and when you read, remem-
ber that God is speaking -to you, and
you are to believe and: act upon what
he says. 1 believe all backslidings
begin with ‘the neglect of those two
rules. John v. 39."

3. Never let a day pass without
trying to do sometbing for Jesus
Ervery night reflect on what Jesus has
doue for you, and then ask yourself,
What am I doing for him$ Matt, v.
13-186.

4. If ever you are in doubt astoa
thing being right or wrong, go to your
room aud kneel down and ask God's
blessing upea it.  Col. il 17, Ifyou
cannot do this, it is wrong. Rom,
xiv, 23. ‘

6. Never take your -Christisnity
from Christians, or argue that because
such other péoplé do so, therefore you
miy. 2 Cor. x, 12. 'You ave to ask
yourself, How would.Christ act in my
place 3 and strive to follow him. John
x. 27, '

6. Nerver believe what you feel, if it
contradicts ‘God’s word: Ask your-
self, ‘Can what I feol bo trae, if God's
wordis trae? and if both cannot bo

true, -believe God's and make your ||

.own héart the liar,

Rom, -iii. 4;
1 John v. 1012, .

RO

_ Dang to bobrave in thé causs of xight,
Daro'with the enemy over t6 fight. .
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PUT DOWN THE BRAKES.
(For Recilation.)

JO matter how well the trnck is luid,
N No matter how strong the engine
a is made,
| When you find it running on a downward
: grade
Put down the brakea

It the demon Drink has entered your soul,
And his power is getting beyond your
control .

And dragging you down to a terrible goal,

Put down the brukes.

: ke’n’icmber the adage, “Don't trifle with
S o

16 Temptation, y;m know is always u liar :

If you want to crush out the burning de-

sire,
Put down the brakes

Are you run;xing in debt by living too
fast

11:Do you ook back with sheme on a profit-

less past, -

| And icel that your ruin is coming at last ?

| Put down the brakes.

‘Whether for honour, or knowledge, or gain,
| You aic faet wearing out your body and
]l - brain,
|| Till nature no longer can bear tho strain,
: Put down the brakes,

o

_é K LONGFELLOW'S CHAIR.
'ﬂNSIDE Professor Longfellow's

house is ut ouce an art museum
and a cabinet of relics. Among
the gifts presented io him on his
11.72nd birthday is one very beautiful
1in its design, and singularly touching
M [-in-its history. It is a chair made from
{]:the- wood of the chestnut tree which
g [: overshadowed the old smithy referred
fi[+t0" in  “The Village Biacksmith.”
~From tho wood of this old tree the
schildren of Cambridge procured to be
‘made a stately throne-like chair. “The
.chestnut is atained black; the up-
‘holstering i3 of green loather; the
8l |- carving is something exquisite. It is
-gcostly chair, aud it was purchased
B1{:by the.contributions of the little chil-

-dren of Cambridge—little contribu-
‘tions of little children ranging from
‘one-penny to ten cents. each. All the

1

-tribiited—no child so poor as not to
give its ite. I think no gift eover
‘went to Proféssor Longfellow's heart
a8-this one. He called it his throne
-when pointing out its beauties, He
.bes written 'his thanks to the children
‘in the following beautiful poem :—
I8 Mgrs. H. C. SaNpEess,
Bl | Lakefield.

FROM MY ARM-CHAIR.

- “To the children of Cambridge, who pre-
sented to ue-on my -seventy-sccond -birth.
day, Fooroary 27tb, 1879, this cbair, .1nade
i1 fiimn the wood of thé Village Blacksmith's
~chestuut tree.

:Am I a king that I'should call my own

©  Thuis splendid ebon throne ;

¥ |.Or by what reason, or what right divine,
77 Can'] proclaim it mine?

o

81 |: Gnly, perhaps, by right divine of song
{_.-- 1t may belopg tome ;

I} 1. Unly because tho spreadiog chestnat tree

7 " Ofold was sung by me.

|1'Well I rédneinber it in all its prime,

1.~ When in the summur-time

~The §Bacnt folisge of its branches made-
v, . A cavern of cool shade..

1 Thero by the tblacknmi;h's forge besido the
Bl - - [} reet,

11: . Its blossoms white and sweet,

R {Entiood the bees antiliit scemeéd alive,

By . And-murmured like 8. hive.

~children in the public schools con- |

¢ stop 'er,” and’ ¥ turn *ér astern,” you

‘middle of an excited’ érowd, fighting’

| steamer, and I am gquite .eure;. if you

And when the winds of autuinn witha sbout
Toased its great anus about,
The shining ?hrsgnnh, burstiog from the
sheath,

Dropped to the ground beneath.

And now somefragmentsof its branchea bate,
Shaped as a stately chair,

Haveby my hearthistone found a home at last,
Aud whisper of the past.

The Danish king could n- t in all his pride
Repel the acean tido s

But scated in this obair I can in thyme
Ltoll Lack the tido of time.

I sco again as ono in vision sees,
Tho blossoms and the bees,
And hear the ﬁhildrcn's voices shout and
ca
And the b;own chestnuta fall.

I sce the smithy with its fires oglow,
I hear the bellows bilow,

And the shrill hammers on tho anvil beat
The iron white with heat.

And thus, dear children, bave yemnade for me
This day of jubilee,
And to my more than threescoro years and
ten
Brought back my youth again,

The heart hath its own memory, like the
mind,
And in it aro enshrined
The precious keepaakes, unto wiiuch aro
wrought
Theo giver's i’oving thought.
Only your lova and your remembrance
could
Give hfe to this dead wond,
And make thege brancles, leatless now so
long,
Blossom again in song.

THE CALL-BOY.

Blake if you were to see
him now ; why, I bad to
Jook twice, and then 1
wasn't quite sure.

A few years ago when
he used to turn *cart-
wheels"” along the busy
streets, and staud on his head at street
corners for a hall-penny, he was the
roughest Jittle ruflian that ever upset
an apple-stall or dodged a policeman
round a lamp-post. But now'! why,
ho's a perfect gentleinan—of course I
mean compared with what he was.

1 was walking up to town one
morning, when I first s5aw him in the

like a little madman with & young
crossing-sweeper about his own size,
I never could find oyt what they were:
quarrejling about, but X fancy they
couidn't quite agreo. as to whose pro-
perty -the: crossing was, and so were
trying to settle it in that silly way.
1 helieve the matter was really settled
by policeman-X., whose two wuyes fell
upon them just as I came up, aund
whese two hands followed suit with
very startlipg results,

Jim didn't stop to argue with Mr.
X., not he, but started off Jike a small
express train, lest he shonld find him-
self X-pressed to the wrong station.

The next time I saw bim he-was at
a Boys' Home, with & face as bright
and clean as the dish-covers' that used
to hang above the mantelpiece in my
old grandmother'’s kitchen. You sex,
like.these- old. dish-covers, be-had- been
polished wp a- bit, and though when
they had bim bright and shiny they
didn't hang him up above the mantle-
shelf, they put him in the way of]
beirg quite as useful, for they made
Jim. “callboy” on -board. a river

h?ard~him cglligg ont‘ “@?? )91,’:’

would agreo with mo that tho biggest
dish-cover over yet invented was nover
hall so useful as is Jim Blake.

‘To tell tho truth, Mustor Jim is just
a littlo bit proud of buing * call-boy ”
on a steamer. Why, I fancy some-
tames ho almost thinks hinuself as im-
portant as tho captain himeelf &s ho
shouts out the orders to the engineor
below, and what is botter still the
captain i4 80 plensed with him, that I
heard him say tho other day that ho
would not mind cruising all round the
world with Jim to help him manago
the ship.

The fact is, Jim lknows almost as
well as the captain does, how to ~om-
m«nd o boat. He knows when to
call out “Go on ahead,” without wait-
ing to be told, and do you know ho
told me one dny as he was leaning
ngriust the birnss railings of the engine-
room stops, that somehow it seemed to
him a8 if ho'd got a littla sort of
“csll-boy” inside him, Said he:
“8ir, you wouldn't hardly believe it,
but ag [ was an-walking past somo of
them fino shopa ashoro t'other day, I
see a reg'lar strapping’ pilot coat
a-hangin’ up quite temptin’ like out-
side o sbop, and I ges to myself, I ses,
it's getting a bit cold a.mornings now,
aboard, and there ain’t nobody ‘ud
seo me if I nicked it. You know, sir,
[ ain't one to stop long a-considerin’
about most things, 50 I just heaved up
alongside to haul it in, when this yer
little “call-boy’ inside me, he says,
says he, ¢ Euse ‘er, stop ‘er, turn ’er
astern,’ and X tell yer, sir, it fotched
mo right stmight up perpendickler-
like, and turned me right round, and
then without stoppin’ a moment, thig
yer little chap he ssys, as plain es ever
I said it myself, says he, ‘go on
ahead,’ and X we 1t on ahead, sir. I've
‘been goin’ on a..ead, sir, ever gince,
and ’cept when a:nger's near I don't
mean -to stop going on ahead for any-
ont, and maybe some day I'll be cap-
tain of the smartest steamer afloat.”

Ab, it's wonderful how useful a
good “call-boy” may be, for you sre
what the ‘little ¢“call-boy * inside Jim
Blake did for him.

‘Why, if it bad not been for him,
Jim Blake would have becomo a thief,

think he would ever have held up his
head agaih. How thankful Jim Blake

now is that this little ¢ecall-boy”
‘within him was on the lookout and
-warned him of his danger !

We've all got little ¢ call-bnys”

.somewhere inside our jackets, and the
-way to keep them on the lookout is to

attend to wkai they ssy. If the
engincer-on the steamer paid no atten.

“tion to-Jim Blake, I am quits sure

Master Jin would soon get tired of
calling out to him, aud T am certain
the boat would soon go wrong; and if
we do' not mind what these litile
“call-boys ” inside say, they will very
soon- Jeave off calling, and these little
ships of ours, with which we are travel-
ing upon the sea of life, will very soon
be wrecked and cast away.

Itis a grand thing for us when we
learn in carly hife to listen to the voice
of conscience.

>

Do not wade far ont intp. the
dangerous sea of this world's comfort,
Take the good that God provides yon,
but say of it, “It passeth away, for
indeed it is but s termporary need.”
Never suffer your goods to becoms
your god.~Spurgeon.

and if_he had. become a thief I don't |

WOMEN'S LOVE WREOCKED BY
DRINK.

ABLHE appotito of strong drink in

§ man has spoiled tho life of
more womcn—ruined moro
hopes for thom, scattered moro fortunocs
for them, brought to them morosorrow,
shamo, and hardship—than any other
evil that livea. The country numbors
tons, nuny hundreds, of thousands of
womon whoare widows to-day and sit
in hopeless weedsbecauso their husbands
have been slain by strong drink. Thero
ars thousands of homes scattored over
the land in which wives livo lives of
torture, going through all tho changes
of suffering that lio botweon tho ex-
tremos of fear and despair, because
those whom they love, love wine better
than they do the women they have
sworn to love. Thero mra women by
thousands who dread to bear nt the
door the step that once thrilled thom
with pleasure, becauso that step has
learned to reel under the influcnce of
the eeductive poison. Thero are wo-
wen groaning with pain, whilo we
write these words, from bruiscs and
brutalities inflicted by husbands made
mad by drink. Thero ¢an be no cx-
aggeration in any statement in regard
to this matter, because no human
imagination can create snything worso
Chun the truth, and no pen is capable of
pourtraying the truth. The sorrows
and borrors of a wife with a drunken
busbend, or a mother with o drunken
son aro a8 near the realization of Hell
as can be reached in this world, at
leagt. Tho shame, the indignation, the
sorrow, and the sense of disgrace for
herself and her children, tbo-poverty,
and not unfrequently the beggary, the
fear and the fuot of violence, the
lingering, lifelong struggle and despair

of countless women with drunken hus-

bunds are enough to make all women
curse wine anc. engage unitedly to ap-
pose it overywhere ag the worst enamy
of their sex.

TOINTEREST YOUR SCHOLARS.

ANY of you are Sunday-school

teachors, and it is for you par-
wid ticularly that I would make a
few guggeations.

“Would it not be pleagant and profit-
able to have your scholars spend an
‘evening at yout home once every week,
two weeks, or as you judge would be
advisable$

Am a teacher mysslf, and have tried
this plan for almest a year, finding
that 1t has been a grand success, and
that it has been the means of binding
the affections of teachiers and scholars
together in n manner which could not
otherwise have been accomplished were
it not for those pleasant evenings spent
in each other’s society.

True, we may somectimes incon-
venience ourselves to have them como,
but think of the pleasure it will afford
them, and devote yourself entirely to
them, , -

If they are fond of ‘readings,.hunt
ap vour choice sclections and read'to
them. Ifibeylove music, even thoogh
your knowledge may be limited in
that direction, do the very best you
can.

WREN a rural resort landlord thinks
a city man is putting on t6o many airs,
ho merély says, as ho bands him ths
key tu his room &t night,” “Bo earcful |
to turn ont the gas; don't blow it out,”-

————te A e vt A




PLEASANT HOURS.

A MOTTO FOR LIFE.
(I rom the German of Goethe. )

5 ./-I'I‘IIOUT haste ! without rest !
YT Hind the motto to thy breast ;

Bear it with thee as a gpell,

Storm nnd suushine, guand 1t well !

Hedd not tlowers thuat round thee bloom,

Bear 1t onward to the tomb,

Hastle not, 1t a0 thoughtlees deed
Mar for aye the spirit's spred ,
Pondir wel' anVhn wthe m bt
Onward, then, with all thy miglt.
Hasto not ; searacan ne'er atone
For one reckless netion done,

Rest not ; Life 18 sweeping by ;

Geo and dure before you die,
Sumcthing mughty ated sublane
Lease bohiad to Luliqucd Ume
Glurious "ts to live for aye,

When these forms have paxsed away.

Huste not! Rext not * Calmly wat ;
Mecekly bear the storms of fate !
Duty be thy polar gurde ;—

Do the right whate'er betude !

Iiaste nut | Rest not ! Contlicts past,
God shall cruwn thy work at last.

WILLIAM DAWSON,

N honoured name in carly Eng-
lish Methodism is that of Wi,
» Dawson. A singular -proof of

Ins whole-hearted affection 18
given in the following story.

When very young ho had a little
plny-fellow of the nume of William
Arthur, of whom he was passionately
fond. This child having taken the
small-pox, ho was cautioned against
visiung the house. Dut insensble of
the danger, and moved by the impulse
of his loving little heart, he set ofit to
see the sick boy. THis absence awak-
ened suspicion at home, and those
who were sent in pursnit of him
found him with the httle invalid, into
whose bed he had crept without the
knowledge ot the family. There, 1
his child-hke way, he was tenderly
consoling hun under-hits afflicion. The
result was that very soun ittle Wilham
was suffering” from the same territle
disease, but vuth chindren recovered,
and wore soon playmg together as
usual, ’

While yet a Jad, Mr. Dawson had o
dream which he never forgot. He
dremmed that ho saw two roads, the
ono broad and the other narrow , that
multitudes were crowding the former,
where they wore dancing along in
tumultuous joy, and that the other
was nearly without a traveller. Many
inducements were held out to him to
tako the broad way, all of which he
declined ; and turning to his friend,
John Balty, whom he thought he saw
standing at tho entrance with himself,
ho said, “ We'll tako the narvow path,
John.”

. Thoy pursued the lino some distance,
in agreeable companionship with each
other when ho awoke.

Many years after, meeting his old
fricud Balty oue Jay, he exclaimed
with deep feeling, * Bless God, Friend
Balty, we are n the narrow way yeti”

Mr. Dawson was a gifted and elo-
quent speaker, and he gladly gave all
his talents to God. His life was filled
up with noble and useful labours, and
he proved the wisdom of his early
choice. His work was his delight,
and when ho was onco told by his
nieco, who was his housekeeper,
“ Uncle, your work js too hard; you
ought to contrive to sequre two or
three days to yourself occasionally for

[ -~

rest,” ho quickly replied, * Mary, I
shall rest in my grave. I must work
while it is day; the night cometh
when no man can work.”

A FAITHIFUL ELEPHANT.

PP HERE is & beautiful story of
o) | 1 an old clephant engaged in
F 1/5? battle on the plains of India,
R He was a standard-bearer
and carried on his huge back the royal
ensign, tho rallying point of tho Poona
host. At the beginning of tho tight
he lost his master. The malout, or
dnver, bad just given him the wurd %0
hult whon he reecived a fatal wound
and fell to the ground, where he lay
ander a heap of slain.  The obedient
clephant stood still while the battle
closed round him and the standard he
carried. He never stirred a foot, re-
fusing either to advance or retire as
the conflict becam hotter and fiercer,
uatil the Mahrattas, seeing the stand-
ard still flying steadily in its place,
refused to believe that they were veing
beaten and rallied again and again
round the colours. And all this while,
amid the in of battle, the patient
animal stood, straining its cars to
catch the sound of that voice it would
never hear again,

At length the tide of conquest left
the field deserted. The Mahrattas
awept on in pursuit of the flying foe,
but the elephant like a rock stood
there, with the dead and dying around
and the cnsign waving in its place.

For threa days and nights it re-
mained where its master had given tho
command to balt. No bribe nor threat
could move it. They then sent to a
village one hundred miles away and
brought the Mahout's little sou. The
noble hero secmed then to remember
how his diiver had sometimes. given-
lus authority to the little child, and

tiappings clanging as he went, paced
quictly and glowly away. What a
lesson of fidelity is taught us by the
faithfulness of this dumb creature: to
lix master .~ Oro is your master, even
Christ.” Do you stay where he-puts
you till His voice calls‘yon away?

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.

AD. 20.] 1.ESSON IIL
SUFFERING AND SELRVICE,

Mark 10. 88-45. Commat to memory.v. 4245,
Gorpzx TEXT.

Tho Son of man came not to be ministered:
unto, but to minister, and to give his life a
ransom for many. Veise 45

OUTLINE.
1. The Coming Sorrow, v, 32-34.
2, The Selfish Request, v. 35-40.
3. The Trae Ministry, v. 41-45.

Tz, —A, D..29, whils Jesus wasleaviog
Perea for Jerusalem, aboat ten days before
tho crucifixion.

Prave.—On the road to Jerusalem.

PagaLrel Passacrs.--Matt, 20, 17-28;
Luke 18, 31-84.

EXPLANATIUNS. —Jesus  went  defore—As
thexr leader. WWere amazed—Because thay
koew the dangers in Jerusalem f.om his
enemics.  What things should ha
Events which took lace only ten or twelve
days afterward. James and John—They
came with thor mother.  Matt, 20. 20. On
thy Tight hand—In the highest places of the
kiogdom. In thy glory—When he should
enter apon his Xingdom. Theeup . . . the
baptism—The trials and sufferings of Chriat
Ye anali—Ono of the two drothers was first
of the twelvo to

[Fily 16.

alain, and the other

passod throngh many persecutions. N

immediately, with all the shattered |

ot | which is the leud of Canvan.

mine 2o give—Not to bo given as a favour,
bot as the reward of faithfulness. Rule over
the Gentilea—That 19, in the kingdom of the
world. Lordship—In places of rank and

wer, Not b¢ among you—Christ’s king.

om is not like thoae of the world. Your
minister—Your servant. To minister—To
serve men, and die in their stead, was the
purpose of Christ’s coming.

Tgacnuixcs or Tar LEssoN.

Where does this lesson teach—

1 That Christ came to die for men?

9, That Christ’s followers may suffer mth
imt
3. That the lughest honour 1s 1n helping
othera?

Tux Lrssox Carecmisy.

1. To what place did Christ lead his dis-
ciples? To Jerasaem. 2. Of what did he
forewarn them again? _Of his sufferings and
death, 3 For what did James aud John
ask? For migh places in s kingdom. 4.
Whom did Chnst call the greatest amon
Ius disciples? Those who sexve othera. 5.
For what did Christ give his life? A ran.
sotn for many.

DocrrixaL SucorstioN.—Christ our ran-
som.,

CATrCHISM QUESTION,

46. Wero the people of Israel obedient to
God 1n thur travels through the wilderness?

Tho people of Isracl were not obedient to
God in their travels through the wilderness ;
for they sinned grievously agawst him, and
they wero often §unubed by tho hand of
God, but ho would not uttarly deatroy them.

LESSON 1V.
BLIND BARTIMEUS.
Mark 10, 46-52. Commat to memory v. 46 52.

GoLoEx Texr.

The eyes of the blind ahall be. opened.
Isa. 35. 5.

A.D. 29.] {July 23.

OUTLINE.
1. The Cry, v, 46-48.
2, The Cal, v. 49, 50.

8. The Cure, v. 51, 52,

Tisr.—~A. D. 29, abouc a week before the
crucifixion.

Prace.—Jericho, in the Jordan valley.
PanaLLen Passages —Matt. 20. £9-34,
Luke 18.35-43; 19 1.

EXPLANATIONS. —4s ke trent out—On-the
way to Jerusalem, eighteen miles distant.
greal number—People, mavy of whom
supposed that Jesus wus about 1o establish a
kinygdom at Jerasalom. By the hrghway-side
—As beggars
When ke heard—He asked what the crowd
aneant, {Luke 18, 86,) and learned that Jesus
was pasuing by, Hegan to ery out—He used
his tirst aud only opportumty, for Christ
visited Jericto only once. Son of David—
“The .royal namo of Chnst, Charged him—
‘Desiring not to disturb the teachings of
Chnist. ied the more—An example of
triumph over hindfances.  Sloodstitl—Show-
ing-lns interestin the needy and suffering.-
Casting away Ais garmeni—In his earnest..
‘pess 10 reach Christ, What wall thou?
+—Chnst koew his necd, but wished him to
,tellit. So Mo wounld bave us pray to him,
.though he khows a1l our wants. ZThy faith
~His faith. in.Christ's Lealing power had
*won for him the-blessing.  Received Ais sight
—By the word of Jesas, without an ac!

' Kollowed Jesus—Joined the throng, an
weat on with Jesus toward'Jernsalens.

TRACHINGS OF THE LESSON,
How does this lesson teach us—
1. To call upon-Christ?
2. To como to Ohrist?
8. To hava faith in Christ?

TaE Lessor CATECHISM.

1. Whom did Christ meet at Jencho?
Blind Batimeus. 2. What was bis cry
when Jesus drew meart * Have mercy on
me.” 3. How did Uhnist receive hus prayer?
He commandeth him to be called. 4, What
did Jesus say to him? ¢ Thy faith hath
mado thee whole.” 5. Whatdid he do after
receiving his sight ¥ He followed: Jeans.

DoctrixaL 3usesstioN.—The mercy of
Christ.

OATECRISN QUESTION.

47, Who brought them into tho land of
Cannan after their forly years’ wandering
in the wilderness ?-

After the children of Isrnal hadiwandered
fo Agun.in tho: wilderness, Moaes -beip
dead, Joshua (whosé namo is the.zame wit
Jeaus) brought them igto the promised land,

are often fuund in Palestine. |

‘ALL ABOARD FOR SUNRISE

JUST PUBLISHED, -
THE TEMPERANCE BATTLE FIELY QS

AND NOW TO GAIN TIIE DAY.

A Now XYook for the Young af all ages;

full of humorona and patbetic Miorzice,

By REV. JAMES COOKE SEYMOUE,

Author of * Yolces from tho Throne™ and *“Tis
River of Lie”

&h

12mo, cloth, G5¢cts. Illustrated.

Rev. Leonard Gaetz, writes :—** Runnitg
through its quaint, humorous, often touck-
ing and always racy illustrations, there 5
o great deal of sound argument and godd
philosophy. Tho book has the Xowu o
producing laughter, and tears, and is surp
to bo read throuf;h by anyone who bef‘p
to read atall. I'wish it may find a placs
i every homo in Canads where there it
boy old enough to read..” .

«The Temperance Battlo Field’ is g
book for tho times. Facts and argumests
are copdensed into brief chapters, asds
painted with illustration and anecdote<la
the most effective way. The yourg foXk
will be delighted with it, and older ones msy
profit by it. Many of.the-illustrations ary.
‘old acquaintances,’ but’ are uot the wors
for that.”"—d4. Sutherland D, D. FER i

Rev. W. H, Withrow, M. A,, says:—*1¢
is, for the pnrpose designed, ons of the most
admirable Temperauco books I over ssy. i
Young folks will devour it with avidity. At Ji0
will do zood service to the Temperance causa,
and will be sure to be very popular.”

¢t Its 188 pages are well filled with hux
orcus, pathetic, and instructive incidents
and stories, illustrating important trufs
respecting the evils of intemperance, aod
the nécessity of temperance. Scatter i
around ; it will interest the youpg folks.
apd do good. It should have a-wide ?1- o

culation.”—Christian Guardian,

TOWARD THE SUNRISE. Being
Sketches of Travel in Europe and the
Fast; with 2 Memorial Sketch of the
Rov. Wmn. Morley Punshon, LL.D.
By Rev. Hugh Johnston, 3. .A., B.D.
1\;}111 numerous Hlustrations. 472

pages. Pricc..coiceciveciacanas

TALKS ABOUT JESUS TO BOYS
AND GIRLS. Illustrations *for
Teachers by over 80 of the mast
anent Preachers to children, such
as Farrar, Stanley, Newton, Taylor,
Crafis, Vincent, ete. Contains one
or more Scermons or Addresses on
cach S. S. Lesson ; 1llustrated with
20 Engravings. ntains abundant
matenial for Bible Realings, Chil
dren’s Prayer-Meetings, ete.  Cloth,
LEGENDS AND TALES OF' THE
HARZ MOUNTAINS. By-Toofis
Lauder. Author of ! Evergreen -
Leaves.” 12mo., cloth ......... .. L

LANDS. A Trip through California
acrosg the Pacific to Japan, Chins,
and Audtralia. By Edward A.Rand,
guthorof “‘ Pushing Ahead,” “Roy's * -
Dory,” *Bark Cabin,” &¢. Quarto,
lustrated. Boards, §1.50. Cloth,

INTERNATIONAL REVISION
COMMENTARY ON THE GOS. <
PEL OF MARK. By Prof. M. B, -
Riddle, D.D. Edited by Dr. Schafl. ]
Cloth 1638
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JUSTREADY, ANOTHER NEW VOLUSZ 38

OF .

Heroes of Christian History. |
4 Series of Popular Biographiey. ~
1Zmo., Cloth. 7sceeach, . * &
WILLIAM CAREY, By James Calrn J8
) -vowum PREVIOUSLY ISSUXD :
mOMAS CHALMERS, D.D. By Dondf

Fraser.
ROSERT HALL, D.. By E. Paxie

Hood. .
HENRY MARTYN, By the Rev. Chés:
Bell, M:A., D.D. *
WILLIAM WILBERFORCE. By theRar,
John Stoughton, D.D. )
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. BythoRev.{Cia
Stanford, D.D.
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