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Ovn picture gives us interesting glimpses of
ild.Jife among a people far less favoured than
ys andd girls in Canada. They have schoals, it is
e, but the teaching is very jmperfect, consisting
fefly in learning by rote pussages  from  the
oraty, or siered Boak of the Turks, T the upper
wer one little fellow is shown carefully tran-
ribing, probably
w the Koran, to
tablets on lis
r. Weshould think
at the swinging
nnock would be a
more comfortable
for the Laby than
rather  clumsy
ing cradle in the
r upper picture.

co-

“3HT-GIVING
INSECTS,

I nanvny need to
| wy little readess
t there are inseets
ich have the power
giving out light,
v all, I do not doubt, have scen in the
, damp evenings of June the bright flashes of
“lightning-bugs ” as they darted here and there
ugh the air, looking like tiny flying starx.
v of my little boy readers, 1 fear, have even
1 so thoughtless us to catelr and It these
iless insects, 1 hope, however, none of them
re thought how cruel they were in doing this,
hope that they will remember that these
lightning-bugs are great friends of the farmer
the fruit-grower. They feed on the young of
y kinds of harmful insects, and are especially
1in helping to keep down the curculio heetles,
terrible little destroyers of our plums, and
hes, and apples, and cherries.
ery much like our “lightning-bugs ”are the
-worms of Europe. The female of the glow-
, however, has no wings.  Nor is the light of
nile so bright as that of the female. The
e glow-worms are long, flat, soft. worm-like
ures, shining with a pale, steady, greenish
t. At times this light gets brighter and
iter, till it glows like iron heated to white
In Italy there is a sort of glow-worm i,
both the males and fewales have wings.
onr Yightning bugs, they appear in great nua.
and the lawns are covered with them. The
g of the glow-worm feed on swmall snails, hid-
in the shell after cating up its owner. The
«worm always puts out her light bLetween
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Lisbia Tslands, when they were discovered, were in
the habit of using these living Lkunps in the place
of candles.  In teavelling by night they would
fasten one to each toe; and in fishing or hunoting
they needed no other light.  They made great pets
of them, and did all they could to get them into
their sleeping roowms, in order to drive away or
destroy the mosquitoes.

The Creole women use these fire-flies as jewels,
After being eaught they are shut up in cages of
very fine wire, and fed on picees of sugar-cane,
When the ladies wish to adorn themselves with
these living diamonds, they place them in little
bags of lace, which they arrange tastefully ou the
skivts of their dress. They also
have a way of fastening them to
their hair without hurting them,
Sometimes they fmprison them in
manze,  which they twist around
their necks like necklaces or roll
about their waists in a girdle of
fire.  They wo to the ball, suys one
writer, under a diadem of living

of this country a species of glow worme This is
the female of the beetle called the photuris or light

tail.

o The most brilliang of lightegiving inseets are
'found in the West Indies, in Mexico, and in South

l Aweriea. They arve the teal tireflies, ol ane very
closely related to the lightningbug, which so many {
of our little fiicnds in the country have probably
seen.  One of the most brilliant |
of these five flies is known
men of science by a long name
in Greek and Latin, which means
“night-shining tire bearver.,” It
gives light enough to enable

to

topazes, of anhuated emeralds, and
this diadem blazes or pales accord-
ing as the insect is fresh or
fatigued.  When the ladies return
howme, they give the little inscets a
bath, which tefreshes them, and
put them back again into thetr
cige. *

Recently the Neiendific American
printed the fac simile of a photo-
wraph which was taken by the aid
of the hght of & large beetle men.
tioned It is ditlicult to
conjecture what science may yet
bring forth m the art of photo-
wraphy.

above.

——ase e
NOW 1S THE TIME.

“ Nor yet,” said a Jittle boy, as
he was busy with his trap and
ball ; ¢ when [ grow older then 1
wili think about my soul.”

The little bay grew to be a
young mian.

* Not yet,” said the young man,
“1 aun now about to enter into
teade. When 1 sce my business
It is quite com-  prosper then 1 shall have wore time than now.,”
“wmon in Brazil, in Cuba, and in Mexico. Tt is]  And so he went on, saying, * Not yet. "~ putting
about two inches long, ind of @ hrown colour.  IL: olf to some future time that which should have
xlms two large evelike shining spots on the sides |, been first. in his thoughts—until he was aray-
- of the breast,  There are two bright patches hidden  haired old man.  He lived without God and died

under the wings, which one does not see unless the | without any hope whatever,
insect. is flying, when it appears adovned with four
"lrilliant gewms of the most beautiful golden-blue

TURKISH BOY AND GIRL

persons to read quite fine print.

o

Yot ean prove your pedigree by yowr parents;

and twelve o'clock, shining no more for the lustre.  In fact, the whole body is full of light. i but your good qualities will be recognized without
of the night. We have in the Middle States © We are told that the people living in the West any such evidence. T
3
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PLEASANT HOURS.

True Victory.
He atood with 1 foot on the threshold
And w dloud on his boyish face,
While his ety comrade urged hun
To enter the guigeous place,

“T'here’s nothing to fear, old fellow t
1t isn't a lion's den g

ete waits yon areyal weleome
From hps of the liavest men,”

"Twas the old, old voice of the tempter
That sought in the old, old way,

To lute with a lying promise
The innocent feet astiay.

“ You'd think 1t was Blue Beard™ closet
To see how you stare and shink ¢

1tell you there's nought to havm you—
15 only u gume and o drank 2

He heard the words with a shudder—
13 only a game and a drink !

Al hiy lips mole bold to answer :
** But what wonld my wmother think ¥

The name that his heart held deasest
Hadd started a secret spring,

And forth from the wily tempter
He fled Tike a hunted thing,

Away ! till the glwe of the ity
And its gilded hallz of ain

Ave shut from his sense and vision,
The shadows of night within,

Away ! till his feet have bounded

O'er fields where bis canldbood trod
Anay ! in the nate of Vs tue,

And the strength of s wmother’s God !

What thotgh he was binnded ¢ coward 17

Iu the blazoued halls of vice,
Aud buned by s battled tempter,
Who sullendy tossed the dice,

On the page where the angel keepeeth
The veconds of deeds well done,
That night was the stoy written
Of a gloriows battle won.

And he stood by his home in the starlight—
Al guiltless of sword and shicld—

A braver and noller vietor
Thun the hero of bloodiest ficld !

“FOR CONSCIENOE' SAKE”

THE ENGINEER'S STORY.

“There is a matter that les heavy on my con-
science, dear wife,” suid John Evershed, as they sat
at tea after the duties of the day were done, ¢ X
have pondered it long and anxiously, and thought
tospeak 1o you about it, but have hesitated through
fear of causing you anxiety, but am driven to the
point at Jast.”

Johny Evershed was an engineer, and ran an
express passenger apon i trunk-line rond.  Steady
and velinble s the sun ; always at his post, with
his haad upon the throttde and his eyes upon the
track ; with the steam at o higher or lower pressure,
as the rond waund up or down a grade ; the shrick
of the steam-whistle ringing out for down brakes
never aomoment 0o late and never a moment too
soon 3 he had zone ont with his train daily for the
past ten yewrs. Those who kuew him best relied
the most impheitly upon his prudence and sagacity,
amd connuitted their lives and property the more
readily to his care and foresight.  He had run
upon the same engine adl the time he had been in
the company’s employ, and regarded it almost with
the adlection he wonld have done if it had been a
sentient being,  Often. when the day’s run was
over, he wauld drop into the enginehouse to look
after the «romuing of his iren steed, and see that it
had, not good oats and hay, but good oil for its
supple jownts and irou sinews, and clean boxes and

[N

« tubes for its water and fire.
And now, this bearded and stalwart man, grim

and grimy when upon his engine, but oclean and
well-kempt nt the tea-table with his own fu.unl\,
“had o matter lying heavy on his conscience,”
“What is at, my dear?”  rejoined the wife.
“ Perhaps, if you vonlide in me, the matter ean be
mote readily disposed of than if you earried it
alone.”

“1t is this matter of running o Sunday train,
While you and the children are at the church and
Sabbath-school, T am driving over the road with a
shrick and u roar that bLreaks in upon the quiet of
the day, and banishes from the miud all devotioual
thonght.  Since we stood up together in the broad
aisle of the dear old church, and together consecrated
ourselves to God, this thought has troubled me
more and more, Suppose, denr wife, from some
Sunday catastrophe I should bo brought home
dead.  Would not the thought that it occurred on
such a day render the calawmity all the more bitter
for you to bear3”

“God sparo us ! ” exclaimed the wife,

“Amen !” responded the husband ;
a thing might be.”

“ Ask our pastor what he thinks about it.”

“T have done that alrcady, and laid the case
fully before him ; but after » long conference, ho
answered :

“¢«I must refer it back to you. Solve the
problem for yourself, with prayer to God for light
and guidance with his holy will. 1le will give you
no supernatural revelation, but in the light of
reason and couscienco it will be impressed upon
your own mind what is the right course for you to
pursue.  Somebody,” he added, must run the Sun.
day trains. Ig there any man on the road more
steady and reliable than you? and would the lives
of travellers be safer in other hands than yours’

«I did not say no to tiat, for it might look like
boasting ; but I did suy there were s.xf(, and reliable
men who did not make any professions of Chris.
tianity, and did not haveany seruples, who would be
glad to have my place; but then, ought T to lead
these men into temptation to deliver myself from
evil?  And besides, dear wife, if I throw up my
place, what will you aud our children do for
bread? 1 am at home on my engine, and no man
can be moro so; but I am a mere child in any
other place. I am a locomotive engine driver, and
nothinyg clse !”

“Yes, you are,” responded the wife, emphati-
cally. “You are a Christinn man who would
become a martyr for conscience’ sake, and you are
a tender and considerate hushand and father. Do
in this matter what you think is right; and any
sacrifices you may be called upon to make, we will
share cheerfully together.”

Evershed did not rest that night upon a dowr,
couch, for he was troubled with anxious thoughts,
His comfortable but modest home was still encum.
bered for half its value, and he relied upon what
he could save out of his salary to meet the instal-
ments as they were due.  If his house was only
paid for, he thought, how speedily he would settle
this vexed question ! But in that case, would there
be any sacrifice for conscience’ sake? He settled
in his mind, at last, to see the superintendent, and
ask to be rclieved from running a Sunday train,
« For,” he added, “be the conscquences what they
wmay, 1 caunot and will not run another on that
day.”  Aund in accordance with that determination,
ho called at the superintendent’s oflice. That
officer was » splendid business man, quick of per-
ception, ready in executio, and never-overscrupu-
lous nor choice in his language or expression.  But
he knew his men thoroughly, and all the working
of the road he managed.

« I have a request to make of the company,” said

“but such

vour work tao hard,

“Well, what is it?  Ts your salary too small, ¢
or your engino not good

enough1”
“ No,.nothing of that kind. T am satisfied with
everything but one, and that is the renning of 4
Sunday train.”
“ A mighty tender conscionce you must have
vesponded the official.  « Muase the road stop cun
ning, or brealk its connections, because somo tender
footed sheep of n fauntical shepherd refuses to ley
the bur of conscience?” Cuna train Iny over fu
prayers when the United States mail and an ey
press car ana three hundred passengers must Ye
brought through on time?  Rauilvoad ewployes
with your scruples would ruin my corporation ius
year, amd I am quite sure you huve mistaken your
calling in Leconming an engineer.”

“1 have served this company faithfully for tes
years,” responded the other, indignnntly ; “and
man before ever told me T had mistaken my culling
I have stood at my post through storm and pen)
and at uny time of collision with my engine I woulj
go down with the wreek; but as to running 4
Sunday tiain, I am resolved to stop it here ad
now. Tam willing to work for lower wages
take a lower g ld(s in the comp.mys service ; avf
I do most em-m,stly hope, since you cannot fail
see it is a sucrifice on my behalf, that you wij
favourably-consider my request.”

“I can say no more at present; come ney
Saturday in the afternoon and get your orders.”

The time dragged heavily through the week, ail
on Saturday the engineer called at the office o
time. The superintendent was busy at his ded
but soon looked up and said: “Ah! you haw
called  for a solution of the Sunday question,
havo solved your problem by a short formula. Y
may turn over your engine to the train despatch
forthwith. Another engincer will take out y
train tomorrow, and you cun go to church wi
your wife and children.”

The poor man wus completely overcome, and,
spite of all his eflorts to restrain his feelings, bu
into tears ; but, rallying in a moment, he said :

“1 have tricd to do my duty, and had hoped f
betier things, and that T might live und die in t
company’s service. I trust the dear old engi
vill full into good hands, for I have loved a
petted it ; have almost felt, sometimes, as if it
a soul, and knew as I did, the responsibility 1
posed on it and we. But we must part compaz
now, and Tam not ashiined to say it wrings
heart and takes tho bLread out of my childies
wouths.”

The superintendent wheeled atound on his piv
chair and responded, sharply :

“Who said you wero to leave the compans
service? I have inquired into your anteceder:
and know you to be one of the most relixble e
We can not afford to part with such, even it t
have conswicuces too tender for some necessy
porticns of our service. You wllf thercfore, reps
with your own old fireman at seven o'clock Moné
mormn", at the station, to take out the sp(\
express with a new, first-cluss engine that ne
ran on the road before, and your salavy is increa
twenty-five per cent. from the old rate, for thei
creased responsibility of the fastest train upon ¢
line.  Although [ do not take much stock in
scruples of conseience, yet I do not think it
the property of the company or the Jives of ¢
passengers are inany greater peril under the
of a man who acts an lna convictions of duty, ¢
at the nal\. as e thinks, of losing his head. .
wind you,” added the omcr\i, a8 he hastened
suppress the .neincer’s expressions of gratite
and waived him to the door, ¢ the spcuul exp
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P
-

the engineer, respectfully.

is not a4 Sunday train”—y, Y. Evangelest.
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Outside tho Prison Walls,

BY HATTIR ¥. CRUCKENR,

Frex, free at lnst he left the dreary jail,

And stepped into the dewy April night ;

Ouee more he breathed, untainted, God's pure air,

And saw the evening star’s sweet trembling light.

low straungo ! how strange ! aml yet how strungoly dear
‘The old familiar turf benenth his feet !

' B Jow wonderful ouce tore to bo nlone
une Unwatched, unguarded, neath the sky’s hroad aweep,
lll-r
o Freo ! free again—hut oh, so old and worn—
f"‘ o weary with his wasted, ruined life—
of

Full twenty years the cell, his only home ;

oy Full twenty years with hopeless misery rife!
L[ His thoughts sped backward till they reachod that duy

When he hud entercd that grim house, & boy—
Naught but a boy in stature aad in yoars,
But with u heart all bare of hope and joy.

For in n dreadful moment, crazed with rum,
His hand had laid a follow-creature low,
And for that glass of brandy in his brauin

Full twenty years of wretehedness and woe,
And now, a gray-haired man, he walked again
The very path his boyish feet Lind pressed
So many, many dreary ycars ago;

And now he wandered lonely, sceking rest,

L3

il Where should he go? \Where now his footsteps turn?
ad No living soul was there to welcome him !

ar/l No fricud of all his youthful days he knew

il Would greet again this wanderer in sin.

il Unconsciously, he sought his boyhood’s home,

The low, whita cottage, he had held so dear $
Twas standing in its old accustomed place,
But strangers had dv elt there for many a year.

Where next ? the tears stood in his inournful eyes ;

His breath came thick and {ast--he could not stir,
Rut leaned upon the old familiar gate

With thoughta of mother—oh, could he tind her?
Where was sho now—that mother, sweet and good,
Who tried with tears and prayers to save hier boy,
Who knelt alone ut miduight’s solemn hour

Aud wourned for him who should have been her joy.

His faltering steps at last he vaguely turned

Unts the silent churchyard near the sea,

And stood alone while pitying tnoonbeams spread
Around his form a veil of charity.

Alone with God in that still solemn place,

n Mone with hundreds of the silent dead,

. The outeast stood with lowly, sin-sick heart,

1t ‘The cold, night dew upon his drooping head.
At last he found leer iu a place apart,

Where moonbeams sparkled through the willow boughs
Aud shone upon her simple headstone white

That marked the limit of her narrow house,

Twas but a snowy marble, simple, plain,

‘That bore her name, her age, aud just below—

“Iued of a broken heart "—alas ! he knew

The cause of all that life and death of woe.

He flung himself face down upon the grass,

Alae between the living and the dead,

Aud wept and prayed beside the lonely grave

v Until in sorrow’s slumber sunk his head.

They found hiin in the morning, atiff and cold,

s hands clasped o'er his mother’s lowly grave,
His head upon its turf, as though' he thonght

That turf the bosom his poor heart had craved.
Upon his pallid cheeks the trace pf tears

Showed in the glowing ray of morning's sun,

Hut o'cr that face there shone a wondrons peace,
A smilo of joy now all Lis life was done.

Men arvelled that he laoked a0 young again
Despite his crown of sorrow-silvered hair,
Aund tender-hearted wotnen sighed aud wopt
And smiled to think that they bad found him there.
Ah' God is good ! with loving tenderncss

He saw the sad, repentant aoul alone

Weep out his sin upon his mothet’s grave,
Aud gently led the weary wandever home,
This wo believe : That now in heaven's street
The mother and her son are reconciled,

Aud all the pain and sin of earth below

Are blotted out, and he is God's owa child.

Wiv should a sailor be a good pugilist? Becauss
he is always boxing the compass.

INHALATION OF TOBACCO FUMES.

TuggE is an interesting nccount of tho effects of
the fumes of tobaceo in a particular case quoted by
Dr. Cluy, of Manchester. He says: It oceurred
to Mr. Howison, on a voyage. When the evening
was pretty far advanced the master of the schooner
conducted him to the cabin, which was almost full
of large packages, and, pointing out whero he was
to sleep, left him alone. He felt n heavy suffoen-
tion, but did not exainine the contents of the bales,
and went immediately to bed.  Soon afterwards he
was harassed by cold, and frightful dreams, and
suddenly awoke, about midnight, bathed in cold
dew and totally unable to speak or move ; however,
he knew perfectly well where, ho was, and had
recollected everything that had occurved during the
day, but he could not make any bodily effort what-
ever, and tried in vain to get up or even chango
his position.

The inability to move was not nccompanied with
pain or uneasiness, but he felt as if the principle of
life had departed from his frame. At length he
became totally insensible, and continued so until an
increase of wind madoe the sea a little rough, caus-
ing the vessel to roll.  The motion had the cffect of
awakening him from his trance, and he contrived
somchow or other to get up aud go on deck, His
memory was totally-Jost for about a guarter of an
hour, and he had no idea connected with anything
that was not present before him. lle knew that
hie was in a schooner, but nothing more. While
he was in this state he saw a man drawing water
from the sex in buckets and requested him to pour
one on his head ; after some hesitation the man
did so, and all his faculties were immediately
restored, and he acquired @ most vivid recollection
of a vast varicty of idens und events which appeared
to have passed through his mind and occupied him
during his supposed-insensibility.

All this singular derangement had arisen from a
capious inhulation of the fumes of tobacco; for, on
examining the cabin, he found that the piles of
packages consisted of that narcotic plant, and that
quantities of it evenlay under his led ; in short,
that the vessel contained nothing clse.

HE KNEW WHERE TO STOP.

Ox one occasion the Emperor of Germany visited
the Krupp steel-works at Essen, and was shown
over the immenso establishment by the proprietor.
The Vienna Fres Preas gives an account of the
visit :

“The Emperor displayed great interest in the
working of the steam-hamuer, and Herr Krupp
took the opportunity of speaking in high praises of
the workmun who had:speciul charge of it.

«¢ Ackerman has asure eye,” he said, ‘and can
stop the falling hammer ag any moment. A hand
might be placed on-the anvil without fear, and he
would stop the hammer within a hair's-breadth
of it.’

«t L et us try,’ said the Emperor, ‘but not with a
human hand: tey my watch;’ and he laid it—a
splendid specimen of work richly set with brilliants
—on the anvil,

“Pown catne the immense mass of steel, and
Ackerman, with his hand on the lever, stopped it
just the sixth of an-inch from the watch. When
he went to hand it back, the Ewperor replied
kindly,

«¢No, Ackerman; kcep the watch in memory of
an interesting moment.’

«The workman, cmbarrassed, stood with out-
stretched hand, not knowing what to do. Krupp
came forward and took-the watch, saying,

« T’} keep it for you if you are afraid to take it
from His Majesty.’

“ A few minutes leter they again passed the spot,
and Krupp said, ‘

¢ Now you can take the Emperor's present from
my hand,” and handed Ackerman the watch wrap-
ped up in & thousand-mark note.”—Selected.
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A FATHER'S FORGIVENESS.

A Cnristiay man found in one of his visits of
mercy, n young female, about twenty years of age,
living in sin, and wretehed beyond all description.
He soon learned her history. She had left her
home some months before, had fallen into sin, and
ever since had been sinking Jower and lower in
wuilt, “Oh!” she exclnimed, with bitter grief,
“that T were at home once more! Bat my futher
will not receive me: I am sure that he will not.
He cannot love me now : he will never forgive me.
1 am confident he must always hate and despise
me. I have lost his aftection forever.”

“ Have you ever tried him 77 inquired this Chris-
tinn friend.

“No; I dare not.”

“ Does your father know whero you aret”

“No; 1 have never written to him since I Jeft
home.”

“Then T will write to him at once.”

“Ttis of no use, sir; no use.”

“Well, we shall see about that; we can but
try.”

The letter

was accordingly written, and well
prayed over. By rcturn post, such an answer came
back as made the good man rejoice, and the wan-
derer weep abundantly. ¢ Inunedinte,” was written
large on the outside ; and the substance of the
epistle wus, « Ready to forgive.” “This,” said the
father, *is what I have been carnestly praying for;
I have loured to know where my wanderer was,
and yearned to hear that she was willing to return.
Let her come back at once. I will forgive all, and
love her still.”

APl — - e

THE INITIATION OF THE '®2s

Ix spite of the fact that it had been previously
announced that the goat which the C. L. 8. C.
injtintes wonld be expeeted to vide at the Round
Table one evening, was unlimited advice—and one
more detestable to most persons could searcely be
selected—there were many present to go throagh
the ceremony, and many to play speetators.  The
performunce proved rather sober, to e sure, but
not at all prosy. Its points we have condensed, and
would sugsgest as our contribution to the solicited
counsel—that they be cut and pasted in the hat or
any other place of easy refcience.

Begin early.

Use your spare moinents.

Be systematic,

Mark the passages which strike you.

Re-read the marked paragraph frequently.

Do not try to remember words ; get ideas,

Do not be discouraged.

Shut. your eyes frcquently and try to nproduce
what you have been over.

Fathom the meaning of facts.

Begin your studics with prayer.

See that you fall not out by the way:.

Begin by Luying all the books.

Live up to the best that is in you.

Keep your books lying about in convenient
places.

Do not be ashamed to ask questions.

Do not be hampered by rules, but read in any
Wway you can.

Absorb all you can from cultivated people.

Remember that to keep up is better than to
catch up.

]
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The Little Bell in the Heart.

My heart keeps knocking all the day !

What does it mean?y W hat would it say ?

My heart keeps knocking all the night !

Clald, hast thou thought of this avight *

Nolong it has knoched, now lowld, now low ;

Hast thon thought what it means by knocking so ¢

My child, ‘tis a lively little hell,

The dear God’s gift, who loves thee well,
On the door of the sonl by him 'tis hung,
And by his hand it still isvung ;

Aud e stands wathout, and wats to see
Whether within he will welcome be;

And sull keeps knocking, i hopes to win
The welrome answer, ** Come in, come in "

So knocks thy heart now, day by day,
And when its strokes have died away,
And all its knocktogs on carth ate o'er,

It will knock itself at heaven's door,

Al stand without, and wait and see,
Whether within it will weleome be,

Awd heat b say, ** Come, dearest guest ;
1 tound in thy bosom a holy rest.

As thou hast done, be it doue to thee:
Come into the joya of eternity ¢

OuRr
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WHAT IT IS TO BE A CHRISTIAN.

A sox, who had fallen into intemperance, writes
to his father: ¢ 1 think T will join the Church, as
I know it will be @ great help to me in trying to
I hope that some time I may be able to
That is what I

——

do vight.
tell you that I am a Christian,
want to be.”

The father veplied, “ T do not wish to say any-
thing to discournge or retard your joining the
Church—only to urge that the step be well con-
sidered, and taken from right motives. The true
idexs of the Church, in my thought, is that it is, or
ought to be, composed of Christinns—Christ’s
friends and followers and servants ; not professing
or claiming to be better than others, but confessing
themselves to be sinners, even as others, who have
felt their need of being saved from their corrupt
and depraved selves—from their sin, as well as
from tts consequences—and who accept, believe on,
and cmbrace Jesus the Christ as the only, the God-
given, almighty, and loving Saviour of sinners
condemned, lost, unable to save themselves but by
his grace and help; and who, thus accepting and
closing in with him, yield themselves wholly to him

{m wratitude and love, to be his

cutirely ; to bo kept by him, to
lllw Ly faith in him, with hiw,
|.uul for him, now aud forever;
l and who, in so embracing him,
receive and enjoy us his free gift
his offered pardon and  grace;
and all this by the light and
life-given grace and work of the
Holy Spivit.”

So the loved and loving apostle
dohn writes of him (Jobn i, 12,
13): ¢ As many as received him,
i to them gave e power to becomo
the sons of God,”even to them
that believe on his name ; which
were born, not of bLlood, nor of
the will of the flesh, nor of tho
will of man, but of God."”

So one may not properly enter the Church merely
as an infirmary, or hospital, or school, to be helped
and cured and educated, but as Christ’s, redeemed
by his blovd ; to confess him, follow, love, obey,
and seeve him in the sincere devotion of gratitude

and Jove.  You * want to be a Christinn.”  See
what it is,—Selectod.
LEGEND OF “THE SUNDAY.
Tukre once lived together seven Lrothers,  Six

went forth daily to their labours, but the seventh
kept at home. And when the six brothers re-
turned from their work, tived and weary, they
found the house clean and in order, their meals
ready and a light burning.
and praised the seventh brother. DBut there was
one among them who pretended to be wiser than
they all and who reproved the seventh brother as
un idler and a sponger, who ought to o to work as
the rest and earn his own bread. The Lad notion,
alus ! found entrance among the others, and they
compelled their brother to take his axe and hoe and
go out with them early in the morning to work.
In the evening they all returned to their home;
Lut no friendly light twinkled fur them from afar,
no careful hand had put the house aflairs in order
and covered the table, no brother received them
with a friendly hand-shake or a hearty welcome.
They now perceived how foolish they had been,
and they felt, because it was their own fault,
doubly wretched and forlorn. Henceforth, there-
fore, the seventh brother staid again at home, and
the lost happiness of the byotherly bund came back.

Thus is Sunday among its brothers—the day
which brings light, health, and blessing to the six
week-days.  When people come who would be
wiser, and charging this brother with being an
idler and a waster of time, would also force him to
work and take his sacred privilege from him, trust
them not, belicve them not. Would you not in-
jure yourself most, robbing yourself of a blessing,
and lose the light, order, joy, and peace of your
home?

©-

“IF I WERE A BOY.

Ir I were a boy again, I would Jook on the cheer-
ful side of everything, for almost everything has »
cheerful side. Life is very much like a mirror ; if
you smile upon it, it smiles back upon you; but if
you frown, und look doubtful upon it, you will be
sure to get a similar look in return. 1 once
heard it said of a grumbling, unthunkful person:
“ He would have inade an uncommonly fine sour
apple, if he had happened to be born in that
station !”  Inner sunshine not only warms the
heart of the owner, but all who come in contact
with it. Indifference begets indifference. “ Who
shuts love out, in turn shall be shut out from love.”

THE FR()LlC AND CHATTER Ol" SQUIRRELS.

In this they rejoiced, !

If I were & uny ngunin, I wou
school  myself to suy *No
oftener. L might write pages
the importance of lenrning ve
early in life to gain that poi

where & young man can stand erect and decli
doing an unworthy thing becnuse it wus
worthy ; and can say, “No” on every prg
oceasion,

If I were a boy ngain, I would demand of wy
wore courtesy towird my companions and frien
Indeed, I would rigovously exnct it of mysel
strangers ns well.  ‘Che smallest courtesies inte
spersed along the rough roads of life are like
little Bnglish sparrows now singing to us all win
long, and.making that senson of ice und snow n
endurable to everybody.

But I have talked long enough, and this shall
my parting paragraph.  Instead of trying so ha
as somo of us do to be happy, as if that was
sole purpose of life, I would, if I were a boy agai
try still harder to deserve happiness,

THE FROLIC AND CHATTER OF SQUIRR

Dip you ever watch the alert little squirrd
He loves to linger, sitting upright on the topm
stone of the wall, his tuil conforming to the cur:
of his back. . . . He is a pretty sight, with
pert bright appearanco . . . [as he whisks a
upon the wall.)

At home in the woods he is most frolicsome a
loguacious.  1f, after coutemplating anything u
usual, he concludes it not dangerous, it excites
unbounded mirth and ridicule, and he snickers a:
chatters, hardly able to contain himself ; now dar
ing up the trunk of a tree and squealing in derisic
then hopping into position on a limb and dauci
to the music of his own cuckle, and all for y
specinl benelit.  'There is something very hum.m
this appuarent mirth and mockery of the squirrd
It scems a sort of ironical laughter, and imyli
self-conscious pride and exultation in the laught
“What a ridiculous thing you are, to be sure’
he seems to say ; “how clumsy and awkward,
what a poor show for a tail! Look at me, look
me!” and he capers gbout in his best style. Ag
he would seem to tease you and provoke y
attention ; then suddenly assumes a tone of g
nutured, child-like defiance and derision.

‘That pretty little imp the chipmunk will sit
the stone above his retreat and defy you, as plai
us if he said so, to cateh him before he can get i
his hole, if you can. You attempt it; but *
you can't,” comes up from the depth of his li
den.—Jokn Burroughs (abridged.)

-
o

Puip, king of Macedon, when attending one
the Olympic games, fell d. #n in the sand. W,
he ross again, observing the print of his body
the sand, he cried out: ¢ Oh, how little a parcel
earth will hiold us when we are dead, who are

ing after the wholn world while we are living!”
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4 Face of Gentleness and Beauty.

BEAUTIFUL faces are those that wear—
It matters little if dark or fair—
i Whole-souled honesty printed there.

Bf‘«autiful eyes are those that show,
ike crystal panes where earth-fires glow,
autiful thoughts that burn below.

Beautiful lips are those whose words
€ap from the heart like songs of birds,
¢t whose utterance prudence girds,

Beuutiful hands are those that do
ork that is earnest and brave and true,
Oment by moment the long day through.

Beautifu] feet are those that go
On kindly ministry to and fro,
Own lowliest ways, if God wills it so.

Beﬂ-utiful shoulders are those that bear
aseless burdens of homely care
ith patience, grace and daily prayer.

B.e&utiful lives are those that bless—
ilent rivers of happiness,
hose hidden fountains but few may guess.

Beautiful twilight at set of sun,
tautiful goal with race well run,
utiful rest with work well done.

Beautitul graves where grasses creep,
here brown leaves fall, where drifts lie deep
ver worn-out hands—oh, beautiful sleep.
—Aduon.

ODD MINUTES.

byl;zE Amount of work that may be accomplished
ong ., Provement of odd minutes is greater than
believelo l"f's not tested the matter would easily
thip, , T1Ve minutes a day amounts in a year to
ang 3 t}(:ul‘s,.or three hours a day for ten days,
thipg 3t tiwe a deal of work can be done. In
dayg’ Years it would be three hours a day for 300
Cagil, king at the odd minutes thus, one can
Bnrr'tsee how the learned blacksmith,” Elihu
E"er '’ DEcame versed in so many languages.
hig a 0ment, that he was not busy pounding on
. THor jtg equivalent, he was pounding away
Studies, and between times was letting the
of h-sedge he had gained become part and parcel
1 Wind.  Had he waited until he could sit

down at leisure and devote himself
to the study of Greek and Latin,
and Hebrew and Sanskrit, the like-
lihood is that he would never have
learned even the alphabet of those
languages. A single earnest purpose
running through his life served as a
cord on which all his odd minutes
—the only jewels he ever had—
were strung; as a cement to bind
them into a coherent, harmonious
whole.  The ordinary interruptions
of daily life did not interrupt him.
They aided him rather, for the same
mental impression was renewed and
renewed until it becawe tixed and
permanent.

“Forty minutes a day,” says the
founder of the Chautaugua Literary
and Scientitic Circle, ¢ will enable
oue to go through the four-years’
course of reading prescribed, and give
oue an outlook on the world of
knowledge similar to that gained by
a college course.” The mind set in
a certain direction by ten minutes’
reading will retain that set during
intermediate hours of work, and be
ready to receive an additional impulse
in the same direction. These suc
cessive impulses, in the course of
time, produce astonishing results,

To rest we need not so much entire cessation
from work as a change of work, and those accom
plish a great deal who provide themselves with
various occupations, and so have something agree-
able and useful to fill every passing moment.
Those who * gather up the fragments that nothing
be lost ” often have miore to show than others who
have full loaves to draw from.

Minutes and hours when the hands are at rest,
and the mind sinks into perfect ealm are not to be
counted idle. Only the still surface of the lake
retlects the depths of heaven. There are truths we
cannot see when the current of life is swift, truths
whose outlines are blurred and dimmed and
obscured in the toil and moil of daily struggle,
but which shine out clear and beautiful when we
sink into voiceless repose. Odd moments such as
these come but rarely, yet they brighten many
days of labour, and answer many a weary quest of
the aspiring soul.

WAS IT WORTH CLIMBING FOR?

A BoY at play struck the ball awkwardly, so that
it fell upon the roof of a high barn. He immedi-
ately” scrambled up the rugged door, and clinging
by the hole in the brickwork reached the top of
the barn, rubbing the skin from his fingers, tearing
his clothes, and running the risk of breaking his
neck. He gained the ball, but was it worth
climbing for ?

A man climbed up a greasy pole, on the top of
which was stuck a hat for any oene who chose to
take it. The man had great difficulty in climbing
the pole, for it was greasy so that he had to take
sand from his pockets to rub upon it, that it might
be less slippery. At last he reached the top ; but
the hat, being nailed fast, was spoiled in being
torn away. The man got the hat, but was it worth
climbing for?

The boy and the man were climbers after things
of little value. But all earthly things are of little
value compared with things which are eternal. A
peasant boy may climb after a bird’s nest, and a
prince may climb after a kingly crown. Both the
bird’s nest and the crown will fade away. Well

/
would it be for us to put to ourselves the question

coucerning many an object of our ordinary pursuits
—“Is it worth climbing for ¢”

The Mother’s Lament.

THEY have taken my son from his happy home,
Where all was peaceful and bright,

And taught him away from my side to roam
In an evil as dark as night ;

They gave him the cap and have robbed his soul
Of the innocent peace of yore,

While I weep in vain and my hot tears roll,
For my son is my son no more.

Oh, son! my son ! has it come to this,
That I should have lived to know
That the sweet, dear child, whom I loved to kiss,
Has fallen, indeed, so low ?
Oh, what have I left to live for now ?
For vanished is every joy,
Since I cannot see the smooth, white brow
Or the smile of my darling boy.

Can that be he who goes staggering by
With a dull and vacant stare?

With a bloated face and a bloodshot eye
And the lips that curse and swear ?

No—no; you have ruined my only son,
You have stolen his heart away ;

You have killed all his virtues, one by one,
And left him a wreck to-day.

Give me back—give me back my boy again,
He was mine—I will love him still.

Take away from his lips the cup of pain
From the cursed poisoned still.

Give me back, or, beware ! I say to those
Who lured him to sin and death !

For the God of the widow may hear her woes
And smile with a sword of wrath.

THE WAY TO SUCCEED.

A CERTAIN man, who is very rich now, was very
poor when he was a boy. When asked how he got
his riches, he said : My father taught me never
to play till my work was finished, and never to
spend money till I had earned it. If I had an
hour’s work in the day, I must do that the first
thing, and in an hour. Aund after this I was
allowed to play ; and then I could play with much
more pleasure thau if 1 had the thought of an un-
finished task before my mind. I early formed the
habit of doing every thing in time, and it soon
became easy to do so. It is to this I owe my
prosperity.”

A gentleman once reported to the government
tax-collector that his income for the previous year
had amoéunted to two thousand dollars. A med-
dling neighbour was surprised at the largeness of
the sum, and when he met his prosperous friend he
said to him: “You have returned an income of
two thousand dollars for the past year 1”

“ Yes, sir,” answered the other.

“Well, how did you make so much?
see how you could do it.”

“Well, sir, I made one thousand dollars clean
cash by attending to my own business, and I made
the other thousand dollars by letting other folks’
business alone.”— Vermont Chronicle.

I dorn’t

WHAT PROHIBITION DOES.

WE do not hold that Prohibition will prevent
the use of intoxicating liquors. It will, however,
do this much: It will place the traffic under a
ban; it will do away with the gilded palaces of
sin now open in full blast in so many cities ; it will
send the distilleries into the mountains and forests ;
it will take away very much of the temptations
now being held out to young men as they pass the
mantraps on the strcet corners; and, above all, it
will help thousands who are now drunkards to

keep their pledges, and be sober and honest men. J

o
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The Lost Gem.
BY THE RKV. MARK TRRAFION.

A s knils ont on n sutmimat s day,
And the breceze flows fresh and fice s

A woman bends over the quarter ral,
Drope a gemmed ring into the sea.

Nhe wees it flash, as it sinks from sight
ST was his dyimg gift o

Bt ne ver ngzuin will gladden her cyes,
That gem that is under the sea,

A mniden pat by her Joverssde s
Shie «aid, It e pever be ™

A thoughtless word, but itaeft from lis heart
A gem that e under the sea.

A vonuth went out from his childhond’s home
Fo the enty with heartful glee ;

The giren saug—his honour now
Is a gein that is vunder the sea.

In the halls of State stood a noble man,
Prophetie, o leader to be ;

The bribe touched his palm—the crown is gone,
A gem that is under the sea,

The riel man looks with a father's pride
Un his boy, caressed on his knee s
He tilled his glass withuthe ruby wine,

R That gem is-under the sea.

O thousands there are spend life in moil
To rear a family tree;

But the very greed is & worm at the root—
That gem is under the sea.

So in cvery heart there's a vacant place
To betilled by hope's Eden-treo;

But the aerpent’s trail is on every leaf,
A gem that is under tho sea.

Ah me, it hath beets in my checkered lifo
With a pearl that should coinfort me ;

Now | linger alone, stretehing treinbling hands
For a gem that is under the sca,

Yet I wait and hope that when death shall clip
The bond that shall set e free,

I shall see and clazp, in aome brighter climo,
The gem that is under the sea.

PILGRIM STREET:

A STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE.
BY MESBA STRETTON,

CHAPTER XIX.
THE LOCKED DOOR.

Avn the mill hands were Jeaving Worthington's
mill at e usual Liour one night, when Nat Pendie-
bury reached the gates to eater upon his duty as
night-watehman.  Two or three of the clerks were
detained by isness a little beyond six o'clock, but
they abo were soon goue, and N was left alone
with Coli, his little watch-dog.  There
small oflice just within the gates, where u five was
left burning for him, with a table on the hearth,
upon which he earefully depositesd his supper, which
he had brought in a hasin, tied up in a blue and
white check handkerehicf.

It was guite dark now by seven, for the shorter
days after Michaelmas were come round again, and
Nat lighted his lantern and cailed his dog, to make
their customary round through the mill, before
seutling down far a quiet hour or twe, vntil it
was time to fire his gun at ten o'clock, and again
make the round to see that everything was quite
vight. Mo mounted to the topmost story of the
building, and descended slowly from floor to floor,
passing througlr every part of the factory, where
the ghostly wmachinery, only a short time ngo so
full of whirl and motion, now stood still, waiting,
us it secmed, only for 2 word or a breath to start it
off again on its restless labours.

was i
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The dog 1an in and out amongst the loows, as he
had been trained to do. and once he gave n sharp,
sudden buk, which ariested Nat's steps for a mo-
ment, and made him tuen his Jantern about in
every duection.  But ns soon as he whistled, Colin
came up quicty and quickly enough, without wny
farther sign of excitement ; amd Nat went on from
room to room, until he came back to his own little
oftice,

It was Nat’s custon, as =gon as he had made his
first round, to kneel down and ask the protection of
God for himself und the mill during the night, after
which he had o vague but pleasnnt feeling of
having angels about him, commssioned to take
charge of him, and to keep him in all bis ways.
e could not read, hut his mind was alwaiys nctive,
as he could remember much of what Alice read to
him hefore setting out on his night's_work.

As it would not do for a faithful watchman to
be found sleeping, he emploved himself in re-
peating aloud every passage of Seriptuie which he
could recall, and in singing, one after the other,
all the hymns he knew—an cmploymemt which
carricd him far on into the night; for now and
thien he was obliged to stop to rest himself, and
to take breath.  Whatever Nat did, he did with
all - m :ht, and singing was no Janguid exercise
with hun,

He was just pouring some coffee into a stone
bottle to warm up on the hob, ready for his supper
at half-past ten, when there came 2 ving at the
wate bell, which caused him to suspend his oceupa-
tion with n feeling of surprise, and some little
uncasiness. It was already after nine o'clock, and
it was an unusual thing to have any visitor so
late; but Nat did not linger to indulge in any
guesses, bat going briskly to the gateway, opened
a small, square trap door, through which he could
speak, or take a survey, witheut throwing open the
great gates,

“it's only wme, Mr. Pendlebury,” said ‘Tom's
voice  “Father’s never come homne yet, and 1
caune alonyg to ask if thee had seen aught of him
to-night.  1e's not used to be so late”

“No, Tom,” angweredd Nat, “ 've seen nought of
thy father to-day.  The mill was pretey nigh loosed
afore 1 came in.  What makes thee anxious about
father, Tom 7”7

“1 don’t know,” said Tom ; ¢ father’s been very
steady of late—sinee he came to the mill.  Bat,
Mr. Pendlebur:,” and the bey's voice wns lowered
to i whisper, “there’s astrange thing happened at
our house,  Thee knows father and 1 bave been
Luwving by our <wings, and he said it was of no use
putting it into the bank, because we shall want it
soun to buy things for eur new house, before Phil
comes to live at home, and so we kept it in o place
that only he and me knew of.  But it's goge, the
money is! There's the Lox all vight enough, but
the key was left in the lock, and the noney is
gone.  Father has taken the money for something
or other, and he is not come home tonight. It's
nigh upon fifteen pounds, for he's been very saving
of late. 1don't know whatever to think$?”

“He was gone,” said Nut, “afore I got in, for ]
asked after him, to show him a door that doesn’t
shut quite right, and onc of the hands said that he
Maybe thee will find him at home by

were gone,
now, Tom.”

“Maybe 1 shall,” replied Tom ; * for littla Phil
has been to see us, and he stayed till eight o'clock,
and then 1 went to the school with him, and I came
round by here, instead of going back. Maybe
father's at home by now.”

“Surc to be” said Nat. “Why, Tom, thou
were dreaming to come after him! Thee only
gave him two hours' grace. Hec's at home, sure
enough.”

reniwked Tom,

“Not for me,” unswered Nat, “I'm ns livel
as a bird all night, Lom—Colin and me. The d
knows my favourite hymns, and listens to me sin
ing quite reasonnble. Oh, no! it's not lancse
at all”

“Well, good night, Mr. Pendlebury,” said Tom.

“Good night, Tom,” replied Nat,

Nat listened to the sound of Tom’s wooden clog
clattering along the quiet street—for Worthingtos
will was situated in & very quiet and lonely p
of the city, An old mill it wns, too, having b
Luilt Ly the present Mr. Worthington's grandfathe
and it had been greatly enlarged and improw
though it yet bore an old-fashioned look, and
walls were grimy and black with the smoke
many years,

Nat turned into his room again for his lanten
and once more made a complete round of the p
mises.  As the clock of the city struck ten,
most of the mills & gun was discharged, to sk
that the watchman was on duty; and Nat fi
his uts soon ns he heard the first sharp report in
neighbourhood.

It was a little after ten before he had complet
his circuit, and by the time he came back to
office his cofice in the stone bottle was nea
boiling, and the basin of mashed potatoes
bacon beside it was well warmed through. N
spread an old newspaper on the table, and pla
his supper ou it; after which he opencd his lar
pocket-knife, aud was about to begin his m
when Colin, after a low growl or two, sprang
wards the door, and barked vehemently.,

“What ails thee to-night, Colin7” asked N
zetting up frow his comfortable chair and opew
the door, where he stood for a wminute, holdin
candle nbove his head, and peering into the da
ness which lay beyond its feeble beams. o
bounded out into the court, but he was pacified ;
an instant, and when Nat called, he came b
again, and streteched himself once more on i
hearth, which he beat softly with his tail, asi
eved Nat's movements with an air of lazy and
feet content  Nat sut down again, and went
with Dis supper, leaving a portion of it xt
bottom of the basin for his dog, which was in
state of pleasurable excitement and commotion
soon as his master closed his clasp-knife and pou
his coffeo into a pint can,

* Colin, old fcllow, there is thy share,” said N
stoaping to place the basin on the floor ; but as
did so he faneied he heard a slight noise behi
him, and tarnmg his head round he saw that
door had been pushed ajar, and a hand was j
taking the key out of the lock inside. 1lis s
prise held him only a moment ;, but before he cotl
veach the door it was drawn to with a bang, a
a key was hastily fitted into the lock and turs
while Nat stood staring in amazement, and Cob
unnmndiul of his supper, gazed anxiously into b
master’s face,

As soon as he recovered himself Nat rushed
the door ; but his fancy had not deceived him ;
lock was secured from the outside, and he
made a helpless prisoner!

For a few minutes Nat remained motionl
with his hand upon the lateh, trying to realize
position. 1is room was a small office inside
factory. with the window only looking out upon
small square court ahout which the mill was bu
He could sce from it the windows of most of
rooms ; but there was not the smallest chance
making himself heard into the street, which,
course, lay outside the buildings,

The bell which summoned the mill hands to

“It's very lonesome inside tho mill ut night

¢




PLEASANT HOURS.

rk every morning at six o'clock, and by which
might have given an ularm, and brought o
wsand people to his aid, hung just outside the
r, and ho conld have reached it from the thresh-
, but with tho door locked it might as well have
a at the other sido of the mill. e shook the
k nziin and aguin, but it was too secuve nnd too
g to give way, and he quickly guve up his
less efforts.  'Tho window waus w good height in
wall, but by standing on a chair he could see
ough it very well.  For a minute ho thought of
inyg to force his way through it ; but at ono time
room hnd been used as o counting house, and
easement was 50 atrongly barred that Nat ac
e saw that the attempt would be impracticuble,
n if he met with no resistince from his unknown
er outside,
Ie put out his own light, and looked cautiously
the small court. Bverything was perfeetly

M, Wt; and so dark, that it was only after a few
SI." wtes ho could mukoe out the stifl, straight out-

of the building, with the black line of the
{ crossing the blackuess of the sky, with only
faiutest, most ghastly glimmer of pale light
jukling upon the glass panes of tho many win
's 1n the walls, which rose story after story up
the high roof. One pane in the barred case-
nt of the office was mude to open, and Nat un-
tened it with & cautious hand. There was not
onnd to be heard, except the hum of city life,
ich rose and fell, sometimes louder and some-
ies lower, teliing pf thousands of fellow-beings
st within bearing of his call; but within the
1 there was no sign of the presence of a living
sin.  Yet that there was somebody prowling
ut with an evil and malicious design, Nat knew
v too well; and suddenly there came into his
wl the conversation he had held with Tom, not
ch wore than an hour ago, through the little
p-door. .

“ould it be possible that Haslam had concealed
iseli in the mill after the rest of the work-
vlo had gone away, for some wicked or rovenge-
purpose? ke remembered Colin’s sharp bark,
speedily silenced, when he was running in and
amongst the machinery ; and his disquictude
t before supper, so quickly pacified as soon as he
et him out into the court.

faslam had made friends with the dog, and
ustomed him to bo fondled Ly him, so that
lin would not continue to bark at him, when he
vered only o friend.  Bat what could Haslam
end to do?  Had he a gang outside who would
h the mill, and carry off the fabrics which were
ished, and only needed to be sent to the packers?
was there some worse design still in his mind,
t he thus secreted himself in the buildings.
as it, morcover, really Haslam? He had seen
Iy a hand, and thero had been nothing in Has-
w's manner to excite suspicion ; yet Nat could
t turn away his thoughts from Tom’s father.
stood upon the chair, peering out into the dark
i silent, court, unable to do anything, und waiting
helpless and anxious suspense for the next sign
the presence of his unknown jailer.

(To be continued.)

-

Ose day the son of & well-known minister asked

something to eat.  Not pronouncing the word,
t there should be » disappointment, the mother
wred cautiously, *“Is there any of that c-nk-e
11" 'fhe boy wus given a piece of cake, and
at out to his play: but presently ho wanted
more,” and, trotting 1n, stood before his mother
th & perplexed look, evidently thinking hard.
ddenly his face shorie, and he asked : * Mammy,
thete any wore of that A B C leftt”

The Garnering Days.

I'ut.t. eared the corn,
With yellow leaves and silken hair,
Tn mellow Autumn stands,
Row upon row ;
But glittering steel
Keen edged, will make sad havoe there,
Whore netted floss, aud silken bands,
Their wealth reveal,

'I'lie poplar’'s crown
Tu drifting down around iy feet,
Aud shifting shudows lie
Upon my heud
\While purple hued
Ungathered grapes grow ripo and sweet
Ou tethered orchned grass, hard by,
Are mellow apples strewed.

The skies aro fair,
But wailing sounds are on the breeze,
A sailing in tho upper scis
Is thistle-down
A wandering waif,
Advancing now with case
And dancing past, it bows to me,
‘I'he unchor’s sufe.

Oh Autwinn days,
With remour all in bright hues dipped,
‘I'he farmer joys thy smiles to greet ;
And around and glad
Grow children's oycs
‘'o seo thy horn of plenty tipped—
‘Lo seo thy hand fliug 'round thy feet
What most they prize.

A TRUMPETER'S STORY.

X was born at Malta, My father belonged t.
the Forty-second Highlanders, stutioned aut that
time in tho island. T was tho youngest of eight
children and the only surviving child. Not one of
the others reached the ago of five years, My father
was discharged after twenty-five years' service
He came to Eungland and settled down at Liver-
pool. fn three or four yeurs he fell sick and died.
and I was left nlone with a widowed mother. 1
was sent to the Duke of York’s school at Chelsex
While there I had religious impressions. I felt in
my own heart all was not right. Iow often have
1 wished since that I had begun to serve my God
then. IHow many sins and sorrows I might have
never known !

At the end of my time at Chelsea I joined =«
regiment of Light Dragoons as kettle-drummer
and trumpeter. I joined at Dundalk and after
ward warched to Dublin, where my poor wother
came to see her soldier-boy. She left with tears.
1 went next to Edinburgh, where the regiment
stayed two years. ‘There, young as [ was, I began
to glory in that which is now my shame, and was
led captive by the devil at his will. We moved tn
Manchester and then to Aldershot. I was still
living in sin, running here and there for peace but
finding it not, forgetting, though I knew, that “the
wages of sin is death.” I was unot happy, but far
from it, and when asked by a godly comrade to go
with him toa mecting T willingly went.

I found myself in a littlo room with a number
of others hearing words whereby we might be
saved. I remember nothing of what was snid.
After the address was ended the speaker camo and
sat by my side and put his hand on 1y shoulder.
to spoke of Jesus to me, and pointed me to a text.
on the wall, ¢ Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ
and thou shalt bo saved.” This was all I needed.
My mind was now made up. Christ should hence-
forth be wy Master. I went back to my quarters
calm and quict, and gave my heart to God that
night. I thought of all I should have to suffer
from my comrades. Scoffs aud jeers wonld be my
dnily lot. God only knows what fears and thoughts
were mine thut niglit. I throw myself on my bed

and waited till all the lights were out. I wus no
hevo.  To drop on my knees and ery to God bofore
the wen I conld not. T luy till alt was quiet, and
then made my wuy out of the voom,

It was very late.  All was still save the clink of
the sentry’s spurs up and down before the stables.
I crept ulong the veranda and mnde my way to the
lavatory. The place was very dark, I felt 1y
way by the wall to tho centre. In the dead still.
ness I threw myself on my knees and sent up my
ery to God.  [fow Jong T was there T kuow uot,
and the breathings of my heart T eannot remember
it is suflicient to know T gavo myself to God. For
tho first timo in my lifo L truly prayed that I might
bo forgiven snd saved, and it was here I found
relief to my troubled soul,

I made my way back to my room, and for the
first time rested on the bosom of my newly found
Suviour. T was now u reconciled child of God, a
soldier of Jesus Christ, enlisted under his banner
to serve agninst tho world, the flesh and the devil,
[ found it no easy task to confess Christ before my
comrades, but [ knew to whom I could go and get
strength,

Tho Lord was now “my strength and my power
forever.”  Still it was with fear and trembling I
knelt by my cot day after day ns tho taunts and
scofts of enemies would reach my ears. I had now
wholly given up the world, T could find no en-
joyment in its idle pleasures, for now I had found
what 1 long wanted—peace. I was happy, very
happy in Christ. My joy was great, so much so
that I huve taken my Bible to bed with me and
Jlept all night with it in my hands. T wrote to
wy mother and told her all about i, and com-
menced my letter :

“Inovil long T took deliglit
Unawed by shame or fear,
Till & new object met my sight
Aud stopped my wild caveer.”
[ told her that even if she gave mo up I could not
help it. T felt I could give up all for Christ. To
give him up [ could not. My wother was my only
friend on carth, and I was glad indeed when a
letter camo to tell me how comforting mino had
heen to her.
** Happy day, happy day,
\Vhen Jesus washed my sins away.,”

‘Chree weeks after my conversion two more were
added to the fold of Jesus in my regiment. They
proved to be noble champions of the cross. ‘they
had, like myself, to tight ngainst scotlers.  One was
told that he turned religious to get u new jacket,
after ~vhich he would be back quick enough to his
old w.'s. He has not gono back yet, and, God
helping him, never will. Wo had wmany crosses,
but we had strength from above to bear all, and
be happy in it too.

Such is the story of a real Christian. I knew
him well. In life and in death he was a true
soldier of the cross. There was no sham about
him. Religion was everything to him. He was
every inch of him in the service. Friend, you
have read his story. It is as true a chime of
mercy as ever rang.  Will you be led to serve tho
same God]  Will you cast your soul and its sins
on the samo Saviour? Bo sure and do so. Time
is short. It speeds away. It tires not in its
ccaseless gallop. It bears you to eternity—if a
pardoned sinner, to glory ; if unpardoned, to the
bitterness of endless despair. ¢ Now is the accepted
time, now is the day of salvation” ¢ Believé on
the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.”

Tue dear Lord roquites some faithful hearts—
blesses somo lives that seem set apart for silent
pain and solitary labour.

i
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“ Who Has a Sorrow like Mine?”

1L Ton, was a wother, and wy own hand
I'laced a curse onmy atherliooa
T hend om the Wew of iy by a b,
W hich havreed hon from all that was pood
I hindled the unholy five i i
That burned wali ¢ wild unreat,
Ant g sweet, wanm lips drew the poison in
A« he dny upon my breast,
Fowsaht bim - Our Fathe o7 his ey His
Learned the 1 ong praer- loaned st well,
1 perntod to He oven, and gave bom sips
OFf the drink which s peopled hell !

1 loved auy b, though my own hand
hutled
Hun Lawn to the depths of mn g
You camot know  how  my heart’s wele
world
Woascentrod ate: bouwd i b,
Liat faad Jesson, <o suredy learned
e be haew dueit or Joabt,
Tie bt 1 had kinedled buened and barned,
frid 1t burned the angel ont.

CTeon the fiend he had swallowed raged
within
For innd hun, contine i, who can?
il the hands of win bov were staaned wath
~in,
Vel the Bload of Las follow .
e forfort of o dike los i otk
15 <tall, oh, i a4 lang heart !
§.o e el witne el bus fivst sweet breath,
saw that stigaling bieath depart,

snee ! the stars still oo, and the sky s
blue,
| be sun sever forgets to shine ;
And the warlit has sotrowing heats, ‘tis
tie )
Bt who has sovveay ke mine ¥

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER,
STUDBTAS IN JEWISHE BISTORY,
B 10s) LISNON 1, {0t 6

THE TRIRES ENITID UNDER DAVID,

2naa 5 )12 Memmy verses, 1-3

Garin s T

Behald, hew el aned Lo pleacant it s
for brethren to dwel tecetlor e unity.—
o 13350

O rrisy.
1. Dasidin Hetgon, v 100,
2, David i Jerusalem, v, 3-12,

Ty =104 Bt

I"acks - Hebron, Jerusdem.

Tiy iwver and gl-<h AN
kin o sinee we deseended from the sane
tathiet, Altabiam Leddost out- s the
commander of Nals atmy. Lale awny
Vontin ] et the Tane SThis was sad as g
taint, since then  fortificatoms were so
strong ax 10 be thought unprognble, Wha
corer gttt love g, vors SO1s e fently « pon
tnt of trauslation by the Anilewized Ver
o translators, See ditfetonee i Faald
“Whasn alodl conguer the Jebusite, et
him hurl it dowa o the JQifY)7 ete.

FaarLasatgons

Traciines o THE Lecsox

What is there in this lesson that teaches

1. That God is the tite roler of fus
people ?

2. That
stengtin?

3. That proapenity is God's gift

in Claisttan wuion  there s

Tue LissoN CaThettisy,

1. Who oifered Duvnd the sovereignty
over all the peopley Al the tiibes of
Israel” 2. What roason dul they give for
their action?  ** He was their kin, and
Gods chowee,” 30 What titting comment
an this act daes our obden Text express?
** Behold now good and how pleasant,” e,
4. What was Davad’y first iportant poli-
tialact? ** Hemoved the egutal to Jeru-
salem.” 5. To what did David attribute
his power aud rrosperity®  *To God’s
presence and fave 7

DOCTRINAL SUGer sTION. - Uod’s care,

Catecnisy Qurestion.

45, In what manner then ought you to
think and speak of God ?

crait,
L ession Y

!
Poouht to thah of Gl wath faar and
love e speak of i wath reverenee nnd
Praise,

detemiah 100 73 Psalm 6. 75 Matthow

22375 Laalm 104 1 Psalin LG 2 Paalin
103 131 Peter 1,17,
B.C. 1012} LESSON 11, {Oct. 13

THE ARK BRKOUVGIT 10 Z21oN

P Sam 6112 Mewory verses, 1, 12

OvrniNe.,

The Lord Joveth the gates of Zion more
than all the dwellings of Juob.  Psalin
87,2,

Gotm s “Tesr.
1. ‘Fhe Hounse of Ahinadab, ver, 1-5,
2 Fhe Thresding tloot of Nachon, ver.
68
3. The House of Obed-edam, ver. %11,
4 The Gates of Zion, ver. 12,

Tras.— 10218 C,

Praers, - Kijath jearii, Jernsalem, and
the house of of Obed edom.

EXPANATIONS  (hown men of Toael—
These wore men chsen from all the tribes ;
Lerein the hing shows his political wisdom,
Upon a wew cart Dieetly contiary to the
cotnaiul wnvornibl the tictiand of vany g
1 by staves thrast theongh vings. Pralt 1ies

<o timbds T s not surely agrend by
the cammentators what these were, so we
cannet desoibe, ¢ ymbals - Somewhat Jike
ot ko camdids, and dosigned for a
amlar use. Tustead of bemg Nat, however,
they were conves.

Teacmisas ov rug Lissos,

Whete s this lessun are we tanght —
1. Jobe jorfulio Gods service ?
2 To be reverent m God's house ?

3. lo expect blessing rom God's pres.
cheeY

Tur Lyssos CaTrciisy,

1. What new purpose did David now
form® **’lo bring the ark to Zion.” 2. How
did thev begiu to carry it? “On a new
3 Wuat steppud the tehwmaphal pro
CPhe doeath of Uzzah.” 4 How
drd thes affeet Davud ¥t tilled b wath

tear. T o Wiy ded hie wish to g the
awth to Zaon > As 0 tribute of love to

God. " 6. Why did ke thunk this would
please God ¥ Bedause, **The Lord loveth
the gates,” ete,

Duoerrisan Srecestion.—God's love for
his Chanch.

CATECRISM QUESTION,

16. How dud all things come into being?

Iy the will of God; who ereated all
things, and brought all into ther present
order.

In the beginning God created the heaven
and the cartl, Genesis 1),

He spahe and it was done: He com
tateled, ana 1t stood fust,—Psalin 33, 0.

Hobrews 11, 3.

A CIGAREITE FACTORY.
BY JTOWARD.

1 rax nevoss a cigarette factory the
other day.  Whew ! 1 wouldn't write

-or, rather, you wouldn’t dare print
what 1 saw. Dirty butts of cigars
fresh from the filth of the wmuddy
streets are the cleanest and nicest of
the waterials used in compiling these
precious toads to rin, 1 eame down
town on a Madison Avenue cuar this
evening, and on the tail-end there were
three httle chaps, the eldest abont
fourteen. 13wch smoked a cigare
and spat his little life away.
tured to ask if they enjoyed the odor.
They said they did.  And the taste?
Certainly.  On inquiring I found they
had o well-known brand of cigarette
noted for its “opium soak,” and its
terrible smell when burning.  Poor
little fellows! They can't last long.
They were pale and sickly, puny and
offensive. What kind of men will they

PLEASAXNT IHTOURS.

I ven.:

Men?
mthew own eves. Phey wad o megor |
ity of onr little lads e fall of the
shng of tha dax, up i adl the eatches,
and abundantly able to hold up their
of the
quently saw these three hoysin Niblo's
Garden. It woull have done you
good to hear thew tadk, A blind mita
tight teasonably think he was listen-
ing to three old men.  Nothing was
new.  They bad seen it ail hefore and
better done at that.  Down went the
cultain, out went the boys, but hefore
they felt the fresh air from the street
cach puny hand held a cigavette to
the vile smelling mouth, and putl, putt'!
they sickened everybody in  their
vicinity. Thi< is an old grievance of
mine, and 1 don’t eare tohore yon with
it, but 1 feel it keenly. Day by day
the vice grows stronger.  ‘Ihere was a
time when ciguette smoking wits con
fined almost entirely to Cubans, who

uithe? Tier ane men already

viud conmversation, | subse-

knew what goad  tobieco was, and
made their own cigarettes.  Gradually
the habiv spread.  Dealers forlowed
suit. Makers  becane unserupulows,
Litde divty boys were sent out to pick
up cigarstumps, Other equally dis
custing  matevial was  also utilized,
Opium was made to do duty.  Cheap
paper took the place of rice paper.
1 wish these hoys could sce the stuf¥
their ptper is made from. Wouldnt
it turn their lHttle stomachs 1 1 trow,
I trow. The cheap paper, the ol
stumps, the opium. and the chemieals
used to make thein “strong ™ deseive
to be shown up.
fluence with

Parvents Lave no m
Why nat!
Because they smole cigars or pipes
themselves.

L cir sons.

The boys charee abi the
good advice they get to their fathers’
desire to keep them down,  There is
but one way to deal with Aweiniean
boys : reason with thew thiongh then
eyes. If every nicotined stomach was
made publie, if every tnme a follow
died of too much cizmette the fact
was made known, if the prowd bays
could be shown a ragfactory amd a
stump-grinderv, it secms to me the
cigarette business would be wound up
very soon.—2iladelplia Times,

-

LOVING GREETING.

NEVER take your place in your class
without a smile and a kindly word of
wreeting to each of your schalu
Many a teacher puts o barrier between
himself and the warm-hearted, wide
awake boys of his class by taking his
place in the Sunday-school without
seeming to recognize the presence of
those already there, or to observe
hose coming in afterwards, until he
nas to speak to them in opening the
lesson.  Aud many a teacher gots a
tfresh hold on restless, tritling scholays,
and prepaves them for an interest in
the lesson he teaches, by the sunny
look and loving word through which
he shows sympathy with cach scholar
on his first meeting with hin for the
day. A teacher must show his love
for those whom he would bring to see
the love of Jesus.

Cheap Pansy Books
Pavir Covies.  lunvsTraTen,

Three People.

The King's Daughters,

An Endless Chain.

Wise and Otherwise.

Four Girls at Chautauqua.
Chautauqua Girls at Home.

Price 18 cents each.

7 Mailed post free on receipt of priea

Notk,—We cun supply the Pansy Booly
in better bindings, bat ofler the above &
specially cheap summer reading. H

—=]
A NEW PANSY BOOK! .

A SEVENFOLD TROUBLE

By PANSY and her friends.
60 ceﬁ!

COPIOUSLY ILLUSTRATED.
Printed from original plates - unabridge

12mo, clotlh, 431 pages. - .

But for the confession in the prefacs
would uever oceur to any one that th
stmootaly written story was the joint pr
daction of seven dillcvent anthon s, so stroa
is the sy mpathy between them. Itisay
stary, of @ wome where confusion and i
focling veign, whete the stepmiother s u
apprectated, the children ineanderstood)
the father wonrted, and everythmg tendig
to mwery,  Bat, little by httle, new i
Huences cante ing and in the conrge of tin
acemplete change is worhed, simply W
canse the ditferent members of the housihold
&tew to wlestand and respoct cach utheg
Fhe chatacter diawing is 1emarkably wel
done, and the story iy tull of interest inid
stadual development. - Golilen Rulv, )

This s a vnigud hook —a continuous storg,
not aseties of shetohes, tald by seven dife
ent authore, each coantrilmtonge the sam
nobcr of dapters, and all together worll
g wut the plaw of the oriaud praogpete
whowas Pansy hetaelf  Mrs Alden'sd
aimays baveadetinte moral purpose,
this new volune is no eveeption. Thesto
s ey interesting, sl full of strony avd
hielpfal thoughts. Tt will take a preminé
ple amuotg the sther ** Pansy ™ bogks o
the hume and Sunday school hbrary shelve

NYL ddvocate, )

SEND US 12 CENTS ’

(in stamps)

0%

And we will send you, Post Pald, a copy
Prof, Exceil’s great song,
“You Better Quit Youl
9 1

Meanness.

(Full sheet-music size.) !

. X

One of the trite xnyings of ¥
Roev, 8, P, Jonox. :

3

SEND 25 CENTS
And we will send, Post Paid, a copy &
The NEW SONG,

“GALL YE FOR MEN]

Wonrns py

Music By

L. A. Morrison. | Clarence Lucas,
Finely tinted lithograph cover. 3

WILLIAM BRIGGS

29 10 33 Ricitaoxn ST, W kst )

AND

4070 36 Temrerasce St., Toroxto J

C. W CUATES, MoxTiEAL, QUE. :
S. F. HUESTIS, Haveax, N,




