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A BUDDHIST GARDEN.

3 1981 Tok accompanying illustration is a
88| representation of the neighbourhood of
8 » Buddhist temr's in Ceylon, and of
B the rich vegetation by which such
} buildings are surrounded. They are
B |BH generally situated in a well-wooded

Jessamine, and the shrine of the deity,
the pedestals of his image and the
steps leading to the temple are strewn
thickly with the blossoms of the Nag-
aha and the Lotus. At an earlier
period the profusion in which these

ent flower.” Another advantage con-
ferred by Buddhism on the country
was the planting of fruit trees and
esculent vegetables for the gratuitous
use of travellers in all the frequented

for covering huts and making tempor-
ary tents. It is the noblest of the
palm family, growing often to the
height of 100 feet. It only flowers
once and then dies.

beautiful emblems were employed in

Every temple must bave its sacred

parts of the island.
““Bo Tree,” as shown in our drawing,

Our illustration shows a noble Talipot

B 138 crove, and in a neighbourhood in which
B water is abundant,
‘One peculiarity in the Buddhist
3 ccremonial sarved at all timesisto give
jrxingular impulse to the progress of
g borticulture.  Flowers and garlands
B sre introduced into its religions rites
S 8 L0 the utmost excess.  The atmosphers
E 3l o the temples is rendered oppressivo
S withthe perfumo of the Champac and

BN

Py Sty et

sacred decorations appear almost in-
crodible. It is related that the Ruan-
welle, which was 270 fest in height,
was on one otcasion *festooned with
garlands from pedestal to pinnacle till
it resembled one uniform bouquet.”
Among the regulations of the templo
built at Dambedenia, in the thirteenth
century, was “every day an offering of

100,000 flowers, and each day a differ ; used as nmbrellas and sunshades, also

A BUDDBIST GARDEN.

palm, the leaves of which are used | taken from the ancient troe at Ardro-
by the Buddhist monks—prepared in , japoora, planted there by Buddab or
small, narrow strips—as booke on | his followers, and zaid to bo one of the
waich to record their sacred writings. | oldest trees in the world; they aro
The history and poetical writings of [ usnally planted in some coaspicuous
Ceylon have been for ages past written | place in front of the temple.

on thess narrow strips of palm leaves,| Ceylon, the ancient Zaprobane, is

known to the natives by the term of | an jsland io tho Indian Ocean. It was
Olzs. The leaves of this palm arealso ‘inva.ded by the Portuguese Almeyda,
1505, but it was known to the Romans
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. PLEASANT HOURS.

in tho timo of Claudius, 41. The
Dutch Innded in Ceylon in 1602 ; they
captured the capital, Colombe, in
1603. Intercourss with tho British
began in 1713, A lurge portion of
tho country was taken by thom in
1782, but was restored in 1783, The
Dutch sottlemonts were seized by the
British, 1795. Coylon wus ceded to
the British by tho peaco of Amicns in
1802, The British troops were
treacherously massacred or imprisoned
by the Adigar of Candy, ut Colombo,
June 29, 1803. The complets sover-
cignity of the island was assumed by
Englar1l in 1815.

Pennfes a Week and a Prayer-

Two cents a week and o prayer,
A tiny gift may be,

But {t helps to do a wondorful work
For our sisters across tho sea.

Five cents a wook, and a prayer,
From our abundant atore—

It was nover missed, for its placo was filled
By a Father's gift of wmare.

Ten cents a week, ard a prayer,
Perhaps ‘twas a cacrifice;
But treasure came from the storchouss
above,
Oatweighing by far tho price.
Pennios a week, and a prayer;
*Twas tho praycr, perhaps, after all,
That tho work bas dono aud a blessing
brought,
Tho gift was so very small,
Pennies & week, and a prayer,
Freely and heartily given;
Tho treasures of earth will all melt away—
- This ia treasure laid up in heaven.

Peunios a twesk, and a prayer,
A tiny gift may be,

But it helps to do auch wonderful work
For our aistdrs across the zea.

A DRUNEARD'S8 APPEATL.

A YOUXa man entered the bar-room
of a village tavern and called for
drink. The landlord said : **No, you
have too much already. You have
had the delirium ¢remens once, and 1
cannot sell you any more.” He step-
ped aside to make room for two young
men who had just entered, and the
landlord waited upon them very
politely. Tho other had stood by
silent, and when the others had finished
he walked up to the landlord and thus
addressed him: *Six years ago, at
that age, 1 stood whero those young
men stand now. I was & man with
fair prospects. Now, at the age of
twonty-eight, I am a wrock, both body
and mitd. You led mo to drink. In
this room I formed the habit that has
been my ruin. Now give me a fow
ginsses more and your woik is done.
T shall scon bo out of the way. There
is no hope for me. But they can be
saved ; they may be wen again. Do
not s€ll it to thom. Sell it to me, and
lot mo die, and ths world will be rid
of mo; but for Heaven’s sake sall
them ud more!” The landlord lis-
taned, pale and trembling. Setting
down tho docanter, she oxclaimed :
 God helping e, that is tho last drop
that I will ever sall to anyono;” and
he kopt his word.—Jruh Templar and
Temporanss Journal,

“FOR MOTHER'S SAKE"

“«T'ar done with him. I’ve said so,
and I’} stand to it. He's disgraced
himself and my good name, and I wash
wy hands of him henceforth and
forcver.”

Mrs. Arnold stood in tho cottage
doorway, the sweet bloem and verdure
of the early spring-time all about her,
and listened to ber husband’s angry
words.

“ 0O James,” she entreated, ' reraem-
ber, he is our son1”

“T shall make it my business to
forget it from this bour; he is xo son
of mine.”

“But, James, James, think what
the end may be. What if they send
him to the State prison$”

Lot himn go—he deserves it.”

The angry father strode away, a
hard, relentless look upon his face.

The mother stood thero in the early
sunshine, her poor face white with
agony, her hands clutched hard to-
gether.

Sho could see the village spires from
the cottage porch, and 1n the village
prison her only son lay.

The trouble had come about after
this wise: Dick Arnold was contiden-
tial clerk in the hardware house of
Robinson & Co., at & very fair salary.
A promising young fellow was Dick,

| bright, intelligent, and as shrewd and

clever in business matters as he was
genial and wioning in his social rela.
tions. But his character had-its weal:
points. In the first place, he was fond
of strong drink; in the second, he had
not the courage to say “No” when
temptation assailed him.

Many a scrape poor Dick was lured
into, many o heart-ache he caused his
fond mother, many o setting-down he
got from his over-severe father; * the
did not mend his ways. Nevertheless,
his employers were fond of him, and
trusted him, and winked at his short-
comings.

“ Ho's o fine fellow ; hell get all his
wild oats in, and do better after a
while,” they said.

One afternoon Dick was summoned
into Mr. Robinson’s private office.

«XHere, Dick,” said the gentleman,
putting o sesled envelope into the
young man’s hands, “I want you to
take this and deliver it to Mr. Selbo,
in Covington. You know the place}”

« QO yes, sir.”

* Very well, mind you keep steady
on.your legs, my boy, and deliver it
safely.”

Dick put the envelope into his
breast pocket, bowed himself out, and
was steaming on his way to Covington
on the next train.

He reached there a little before
nightfall, and feeling somewhat tired
and thirsty, ho dropped in at a
restaurant for n drink. Ah, me!l if
there were no such places, how muach
misery, and sin, and shame would be
banished from the world! But they
nieot us at every turn, these devil's
dens, wherein men ars despoiled of

their carningsand their honour. Dick
went in and stumbled right into the
midst of some threo or four old cranies.
They leaped up and welcomed him
with uproarious delight.

“Why, Dick, old fellow, haven't
geon you for an sge! Well met, 'pon
my word! Ifere, landlord, brandy and
soltzer for four, and be spry at it.”

The brandy and seltzer appeared
and vanished. A broiled stenk, and
oysters, and crackers followed, and
then came rum to wash it all down.
By sunset poor Dick's head was in a
whirl. 'When darkness fell his errand
was still neglected, and he sat in the
little bar parlour, looking on while
his boon companions played cards, a
hot bloom in his cheeks and an insane
glitter in his handsome eyes.

“Come up, Dick, and try your
luck.”

“Don't care if I do,” said Dick;
and at it he went.

His own purse was soon emptied,
and then—he never could clearly re-
call how it all happened, but, insane
from drink and determined to retrieve
his losses—he ventured to open the
scaled envelope and to borrow a stake
frum the funds intrusted to him by his
employer.

“T'Il soon double it,” he thought,
«and then I'll replace the amount.”

But he lost instead o€ doubling, and
then swallowed more brandy in his
excitement, at the invitation of his
good friends. The end was that he
made a night o t, and when the
morning dawned poor Dick found him-
self alone, forsaken by his friends, and
the sealed envelope and its contents
both gone. The shock sobered him,
He got up and, with his head beating
like a trip-hammer, walked back to
his native village, and seeking his
emploger confessed all that had hap-
pened.  Mr. Robinson was greatly
provoked, and at once put the matter
into the hands of the law, and Dick
Arnold was arrested and seat to
prison.

When the news came to his father's
ears he refused to give his son ither
aid or countenance.

“Y've done with him. Iet them
send him to the State prison; he
deserves it.”

But the mother, her faithful heart
going out in yearning pity. for her
erring boy, stoed and pondered how
she might save him.

In a little while she turned and

slowly up stairs, and into the chamber
‘whoro her daughter Rose sat sewing
on her bridal robes.

Sitting down’ beside .her, she toid
her the story of her brother's tronule.
Rose understood ber mother's mean-
ing even before she counld put it into
words. There was s little box on thn
table, which contauted her marriage
dowry. Little by little the Mther
and mother had hoavdet it in thuir
daughter’s nmine, that she might not

bo dowerless on her wedding-day. °

entering the pleasant cottoge, went.

Protty Roso took the box nnd pus
it in her mother's hands. ;
“Tako it, wother,” sha snid, “and!
do with it as you think best.” B
% Heaven bless you, my dnughter; {|¥
but it is bard to deprive you of your i

day so near."” ;

Rose’s cheeks bloomed lik's her I
namesake’s in the little garden below, |
and her blue eyes lit. '

# Nover mind that, mother,” she |3
said. " Charlie will be willing ts [}
take me without the dowry; P’m sure ||
of it.”

she had refunded the monoy to i

and her boy was out of prison.
“Y can't go home, mother.
doesn't want me ; he told me so,” said |
Dick, as they stood under the green |B8
locust trees beyond the cottage lawn, |B
“Let mo go out into the world and |f
work my way up, and then I'll come ||
back.”

eyes.

you will do better—you will,
for mother’s sake.”

I will. Tve caused you so much |
trouble, and you've always been good ||
and gentle to me, mother.

comfort 0 you yet.”
“My boy, I forgive you, and If

from her bosom,
get that. Mother has read it every E

you'll read it.for mother’s sake.”
¢ Yes, mother.”

nothing ¢lse! Promisc me, Dick §

for you, my boy. Ishall never miss
you'll do it, for mother’s sake.”

Dick tried to promise, but e let his
handsome head drop down on hicH
they parted.
you. Youlll keep your promise.” B
Good-bye t”
Bible:in his bbsom, and his bandlo on :I-

down the pntb\va.y Mrs. Amold reB
turticd to-the cottage. g

« T ndver give up my boy,” shej
said. My prayers shall' provail wxdx

TR
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marriago: dowry, and your wedduyg. {i§

So Mrs. Arnold took the box and |§
went her way, Before the day ended |3

Robinson, the charge was withdraws, ||§

Father .

She put her arms around his neck, |3
and looked up at him with streaming |3

“Oh, Dick, my boy, my darling,
Dick, |¢#

“Yes, mother, God being my helper, ||

Forgive |
me now; I'll come back and be a|§

believe in you. Here Dick,” and she ||
drew a purss and a worn little Bible 8
“take these. You |
may peed the money; the Bible is|H§
mine, Dick—mother’s Bible, don’t for- |i§

day and night for the last thlrty .
years. You'll think of that, Dick, and

i
bt
15
§

s Every night, no matter where you /g
may be, you'll read a chapter, and get Jg
down on your knees and pray the- 3
little prayer mother taught you if £

Every night at ten o'clock—at that g
hour T shall be on my knees praying g

a night, Dick, while I .live; promiss 3}

wother’s bosom, instead, and wept Ji
there like & child. ~ As_tho sun set 4\ =

« Good-bye, my boy, and God bless
«Yes, mother, with God's help §§

Across tno fields, with the little

@lod for -him. Ho will return. to
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.‘ yat zmd bo the comfort of our old
B ‘"0

But her husband, bitter and re-

f( morseful of heart laughed her to scorn.

Month followed month, summers

B came and wont, harvests were sown
B! and gathered in, winters heaped their

#| whito snows and spring sunshine came

and melted them. Protty dowerless

Rose had married and gone to live in

41 o happy home of her own, while Mrs.

B Arnold, busy with her daily tasks, did
B| not lose hopo.

Just about that time the whole
country was ringing with the renown

B! of o young reformer, o man of talents

Bt and genius, who was spending the
B | best days of bis manhood for the good
1 of his fellow-men.

News came at last that this wonder-

& ful inan would deliver a lecture in theo

village. Proparation was made, and
expectation was on tip-toe.

On the appointed night, Mrs,
Arsold went with the rest. The
speaker took the stand, and announced
the subject of his discourse. It was—

‘* FOR NOTHER'S SAKE.”
The poor mother, her heart yearn-

B ing for her absent son, looked on and
B | listened, blinded by swift-flowing tears.
R She could scarcely see tho tall form of
K | the handsome speaker, but his we ds
d| thrilled her through and through.

The audience sat spellbound, breath-

less, until the lecturer drew near to
g3 | the close of his remarks,

“For mother’'s sake,” he said.

§l| « That one littlo sentence has made
| me what X am. Who in this crowded
[ | roow recognizes me? Five years'ago,
] on just such a night as this, I wasa
Bl prisoner in the old jail over yonder.
8| My mother’s love saved me from the
'iB| consequences of
‘(&1 youtbful folly, and when I parted from

intemperance and

: 1, -her under the old locust trees out
M| there in the lane, I promised to boa

bOy!”

‘}

8| better man—jor mother’s sake/ Neigh-
15| bours and friends, you know me now.
M| Iam Dick Arnold. I kept my pro-
| mise—I have been o better man, ¢for
R | mother’s sake!’
A mother iz hore and hears my, voice to-
& | night 1

I wonder if my

“0 thank God! O my boy! my

In ancther minute he had her in

‘ his strong arms, her gray head pillowed
&} on his hreast. She looked at him

with yearning, wondering eyes.

«TYes, 1 do not mistake—youn are
my son. O Dick1”

He held her closely, tears stream-

: ing like rain over his bearded face.

“Your own boy, mother, God has

made him what be is ‘for mothers
S | sakel’®

A vEer little fellow hns a very lively

i | tongue, and talks 80 much at meals

that, on a recent oceasion, when thero

§| wero to bo guests at tho table, his

elder brother bribed him with-a nickle

Blto be stll  After ten minutes of

slence the little bt » whispeted anx-
ionsly tolils brother,. « Arthur, Arthur,
mayn't X talk o cext’s workh $*

Tho Corner Spider.

A 1OUsEMAID'S eilly bluater,
The whisk of a feather duster,
And out of the room
Went web and loom ;
The weaver and her bright industry
Scorned as things that should not be.

Under a leaf of clover
S0 sat to think.dt over—.
Tho baste, tho shame,
And bow thoy came,
Becauses in a swept and garnished place
She bad chosen to weavo a bit of lace.

Her little heart's wild throbbing
Ended in bitter sobbing ;
And with her gricf
Theo clover leaf,
\Whoso stem shio leaned on, stirred as much
As if it felt the rain-wind’s touch.

“To think I’'m so treated,
She sighed, **when all completed,
Lino upon line,
So silver fine,
My work was finished, knotted, hung,
As fair o web as over awung,

“ A strange, strange thing their pride is !
Look at their scarfs, their tidies,
Their mqtley kinds

Of plush designs,
Their tags of drapery here and there,
Their satin bows on couch and chair!

¢ All night to pattern subtle
I throw a silcat shuttle,
And fit for queen,
‘Was the filmy sheen
The moraing found—the merest blur
In the corner there of gossamer !

“Yet no onoe thinks of leaving
My bit of ailken weaving ;
Tattered and rent
It is flying sent
Qut here in the grass—ah me, and I
“Have now no corner, no web, no fly 1
— Wide Awake.

TWO HEADS INSTEAD OF ONE.
BY REV. C. H. SMITH.

“ O para, papa, come here quick,”
said Tommy from his quickly secured
perch on the fence. ¢ Hereisa snake
with such a funny head. It looks
one-sided, or else there is a large bunch
en it, and there are four things, arms
I guess, reaching out in different
directions and moving all the time.”

It looks like the snuke we saw
down by the creek tbe other day, all
but its head.” By tha time Tommy
had made these hurried observations
Mr. Graham stood beside him. “How
queerly he jerks his head all the time,”
remarked Tommy. Mr. Grabam,
being a lover of nature and 3 close
observer, at once discovered that the
queershsped head was .really two
heads. Tho “bunch” Tommy spoke
of was a second head.

Pleased with the boy's observation
and quite accurate description, he said,
“Look closely at the snake’s head and
the ‘bunch’ and ‘arms,’ as you very
properly term them, and see if you
cannot ‘explain this to me. I think
you can. You will not have much

time, though; the arms will svon dis-

appear. What do you think -would

.causa the snake to.anake such jerking

movements with its head1” Tommy
was intently watching the snake. He
heard his father’s remarks, was think-
ing abous thew, but &s yet was unabls

to roply. Ilis eyes wero becoming
accustom.d to the distance and the
visible objects.  Ho could now seo
clearly. Presently ho looked up with
an expression of wonderment, saying .

“Why, papa, do snnkes eat frogsi”

“Good,” exclnimed his father.
Tommy had triumphed again. He
was learning the important lesson of
closeobservation.

“Yes," said his father, “snakes eat
frogs, wice, birds and similar creatures.
The ‘bunch' you spoke of is the frog's
heed, and the ‘arms’ extending in
different divections are his legs. See,
they are beginning to disappear. Tta
snake is havinga hard timo toswallow
his brenkfast this morning.

“ Snakes’ teeth being too small to
masticate their food, the prey is swal-
lowed wholeand alive. One naturalist
tells that he heard a frog emit a cry
some minutes after he had been
swallowed by a snake.”

“There,” exclaimed Tommy, *the
frog is gone now ; but we can see just
where liois. It looks like a swelling,
moving along down the saonke from
his head to his tail. How queer that
a snake can stretch himself over a frog
that is lapger through than he ist”

The snake, ovidently happy, moved
off through the grass. Tommy, glad
because of what he had seen, and his
father, pleased because of Tommy’s
growing ability to see, responded to a
call to their breakfast.

THE ROYAYL FAMILY.

Ax cnthusiastic young lady, writing
from Londop, says:

The Queen’s grandchildren are nearly
all remarkably pretty blondes, and she
can be proud of her sonsand son-in-law,
splendid men all of them. The
daughters, Princesses Christian, Louise
and Beatrice, and the Crown Princess
of Germany, are all very large, finc
women, and Beatrice has a charming
face. The Princess of.Wales is a
snowflake, or a white lily-leaf, and
there is a combination of stateliness
and gentleness in the poise of her
dainty head and the contour of her
fowerlike face. She does not look
over 20, and though very slender her
form is beautifully rounded. Her
complexion is as smooth and pale as
white markle, eyes very large and of a
violet colou:, hair softly curling and
pale brown, golden when kissed by
the sunbeams. She is a woman to be
adored—a creature of saintly life, and
with a beautiful face. The Prince of
Wales is charming. He is very hand-
some, only a little too stout, and is so
graceful.  His wonderful personal
magaetism cxtends even to a great
multitude, and when the crowds roar,
as they do the moment they spy him,
he lifts his hat and bows and makes
every one feel as if he or she had been
personally thanked. Princo Albesrt
Victor, his eldest son, is a tall slender
youth, vory.like his mother, giving
promise of a handsome man when

matured. Thd Queen iz not good-

looking, and.is very stout, but there is

something regal in her proscnce and
in her stern, grave face, with its sad
lips, and the cold bluc eyes of her
family, She bLows sweotly and gra.
ciously, but seldom smiles, although in
the jubilee procession sho amiled o
littla to tho old pensioners when thoy
bared their gray heads to her, whom
they had so nobly served whon her life
was young.

The Singing Lepor. *
A Saxox kiog, with merry throng
Of nobles, hunted in & wood
At oventide, when lo 1a song
Aost wondrous broke, s tremalous food
Of praise from distant lips unseen.

Tho bunters halted, listening keen
To catch each nearing echo, till
Among tho trees s form unclean,
A leper white, moved up the hill
Across their path, and sang tha while.

Ris livid featur. 3 wore & smile ;
His wrinkled hands were claped ia
prayer;
TWhile living death, a master vile,
Made all his flesh & thoroughfare
For swift and myrisd-footed pain.

And all the whils he sang his strain:
Then spake tho king with stirring call,
And bade him halt; and with his train
The king moved on with care withal
Aud questioned him with pitying gaze.
* How sing you thus these words of pralss
Wlen life is death 2” A moment’s pavss,
Then smiling answersd ho: ‘Y ralso
My voice in songs of joy bocause
Although a leper, yet I know
““That as my frame decays I grow
More noar ths sure deliverance
That comes from God, whass graces fow

Through all the wastesof circumstance
And moves my soul and lifs to him.”

-The king’s and nobles’ eyes grew dim.,
Then turning to his train the king
Spake thus: *‘Unto the very brim
Is this man's sorTows, yet they bring
Rejoicings, for he trustahia Lord,

¢ This Jcper’s voice shall hero record
Woe bave not hunted all in vain,
Our spoil this day is a3 a sword
\Whose shiniog blade ahall congquer pain.
And to our homes wo tarn again
With larger faithand nobler word.”
Lyuax Wmrxzr Arixw,

FOR YOUNG MEN.

Tig following is taken from the
last article cve? written by the late
Henry Ward Beechier, a short time
previous to his death ;—

“I rejoice to say that I was brought
up from my youth {o abstain from
tobacco. It is unhealthy, it is filthy
from beginping to end. I believe that
the day will come, when a young man
will be proud of not being addicted to
the use of stimulants of any kind. I
believe that the day will come, when
not to drink, not to use tobacco, not
to waste one's streagth in the secret
indulgence of passion, but to be irue
to one’s nature, true to God's law,.to
be sound, rbust, cheerful, and to be
conscious that these elements of bealth
and strength: are detived from the
reverent obedience to the command-
ments of God will bo a matterof am,
bition and endeavour among men.”—

The Guardion,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Did You Think to Pray?
Exe you lelt your room this morning,
Did you think to pray?
In the name of Christ our Saviour,
Did you sue for loving favour,
As ashield to day?

When you met with great temptations,
Did you think to pray*

By his dying love and merit,

Did you «Ialm the Holy Spiris
As your guido aud stay?

Oh, hew praying rests the weary !
Prayer will change the night to day;

So when lifo scems dark and dreary,

Lift thy heart to him who'll hear thee,
Don’t forget to pray.

papers, ete. Lven 50 cents a week
would not be muchs for a school of 60
suholars, yet this would amount to
2.6 a year— cnough to pay for all the
papers 1t would require, and to get a
small hbrary every two or three years.
et anad
TEMPERANCE AND ANTI
TOBACCO PLEDGES.

Wk hope that every teacher will
endeavour to get every scholar in his
or her class to sign the pledgo i the
class book agamst intoxicating liquor,
tobacco, bad words and bad books,
Over 80,000 of the scholars in our

hools are so pledged. Now let every
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TWELVE OENTS A WEEK.

It 1s well known that many poor
schools aro liberally helped by the S. 8.
Aid and Extension Fund. Theso
schools are ail urged to pay something,
as much as they can, toward the
grant given thew. Tho S. S. Board
expects at lcast half the amount of the
grant. Some schools will pay $3 or
25, and recave a gragt of 6 or $10
worth of papers and books. Now this’
1s » small grant to a school for a whole
year. Yet-there are so many clam-
ants that the S. S. Board has to insist
on this rule, except where the-schools
are just starting, or are cxtremely
poor. In these cases a froe grant-is
often given outright. By this means
about 400 new schools have been
established during the last two years.

‘But af schools will only give system-
nucall_y, from week to wecek, they can
raiso & much larger sum than-if they
try to give a lump sum all at once at.

raiso -33- last year, haz this yesr.
promised-12 cénts a week—and it 4»
very poor school that” canrut wollect
this. This sum per week-ma~unts to
-y $6-24 per year, for which the school

Lreeuva a grant of $14.40 worth of

tho end of the year. Thus a very poor |
school in Nova Scotia, which could only-{*

name be sccured and wo shall have an
army of n quarter of a million of
pledged abstainers. These will soon
be men and women and will exert a
mighty influence at the polls and in the
homes in overturning the cruel drink
traftic which is destroying every year
over 6,000 lives in Canada, and over
60,000 in the United States.
it A el it
A RIGHT TO PRAISE GOD.

“T 7ELL you there isn't a man that's
got the right to praise God if Fhaven't.
T was a slave to that curse, rum, for
twenty five years. Glory be to God,
he cleansed me thoroughly of rum and
from other sins. Lot hiu do what he

has a mind to with me now; I am{

willing to die if he wishes. Tho other
day when I was sick the doctor told
me T must take a-little milk punch
every miorning, and a little milk punch
every evemmng. I told him that if
onetenth as much as he could put on
tho tip-of a writing pen would -cure

-} me, I would not take it.” .

B

HAVE ‘A BIBLE OF YOUR OWN.

Every Sunday-school scholar, how-
ever young or however old; should be
the owner of ‘a Bible. Get a Bible
with references, with maps added, if
youcan, If you cannot, then get a
cheaper one. It should be of medium
pocket-size for young eyes, and larger
for older ones. It will cost something
to get a Bible, but even-a fine ono
will not-cost as much as some of the
garments you wear.  Make your Bille
your daily companion. You cannot
know how much it will help you to
build up a solid character, and lead to
a good and noble life.

Take your Bible with you to the
Sunday-school. Your familiarity with
it will enable you to find quickly any
book, chapter, or verse that is called
for. Take it with you to church, and
find tho-chapter which the mlmster

its popularity, It
was observed, how-
ever, in the eleventh
century that n new
process  brought to
hear on wino gave 1t
a potency to first ex-
hilarato and then ex-
tinguish human life,
not different in cifect
from that produced
by the nucient poison.
Casa, an Arabinn
chemist, discovered
tho method of distill-
ing wino so that it
should contain no
water. ‘'Ihis process
was a inystery to the
Arabiang, who gave
the Arabic namo of
alcohol to tho chemi-
cal agent thus obtained. Alcohiol is
composed of about 53 per cent. of
carbon, 34 per cent. of oxygen and
13 per cent. of hydrogen:  When put
into the stomach it absorbs the water
from the tissues, which resist by virtue
of their vitality, thus_ causing irvta-
tion, r and mfl Tina
accounts for the deceptive sensation
of warmth that distitted hquors impart.
—Brooklyn Eagle.
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A LIVING SPONGE.
Seuxces are found in a great many
parts ¢ the sea, and are-very varied
in shaj 2 and colour. The spongo has
a framework of horn or pure flint.
The young sponge -floats from the
parent one to some -suitable- place,
where it fixes itself permanently.
Sponges, in process of ages, become
fints. This fact has been ascertained
by means of the xmcroscopc. When
sponges are examined in their living
and natural state, a constant and
rapid stream of water is scen to issue
from the-larger openings, whilst the
water as constantly enters the pores;
the nntrition of the sponge seems to
depend on this circulation of water
through it.

Thc dried sponge is only the skele-
ton of the living animal. Somo of the
sponges, such as tho Mermaid's Glove,
the Green Sponge, and the Great
Funnel Sponge, are very beautiful.

The coasts of Great Britain may be

said -to be rich in- sponge growth ;

twenty-four kinds have been dis-
covered. -Fresh-water lakes and rivers
also possess their “sponges. Those
found on our coasts, nlthougln unfit for
the sponge:-market," form most inter-

reads, und the text when he
it. Jo be a ready Bxbl&scholar isa
greac honour.

.

INTOXICATION.

od condition. The old Greek warriors
dipped their arrow headsinto 2 deadly
drug, which they called.toxicon. It
rarely failed-to kil With-the dis-
placement of arrows by gunpowder as
a means of destroying lifé, toxicon lost

IxToxICATION Simply mneans a.poxson-~

esung bjects for the cabinet or.
aquarium. A -warmer-sea and ~more
gemal climate than ours appea.r neces-

“|sary to-develop the- sort of Eponge
-| sought by -the- ‘merchant;: who' obtains

the great bulk of-his supply “from the
‘portsof the Mediterranean=-the coasts
‘of Syria, the-Greek ‘islands, and. Bar-
bary, bexng noted for their yle]d of
spongel. The Turkish- sponge- trade
is—also- ‘of considerable+ xmporumee,

irom4000to6000men,mdbetveen_

A LIVING SPONGE,

600 and 700 boats, being annually
employed in it.

The Greeks may, howover, be con
sidered the principal sponge fishers. |
Much enperience, skill, and hardihood ,
are needed to qualify a man for ai
first-class place among sponge divers;|
niany of the most valuable specimens,
which -sell readily in Paris or Vienna
for from £7 to £10 each, being ob-
tained at depths-varying from-ten to
thirty-five fathoms. To aid in the
descent, the divers-mako-use of &
triangular stone, with a hole in- aue
corner through which a ropo is splxced
On reaclung the deep-sea gardens,
where-the rock- lcdge and- pinnacles
are clothed with marino growths, the
diver, retaining a hold-on his rope,
dexterously breaks away the holdfast
of the sponges, places them with’ dnexr
foundations under his-arm, until Py
sufficient load has been gleaned; when
a'pull of the rope signals-to haul-up;
and he ascends to the surface with his
ocean  treasures. — Cassells Popular
Educator.

o
TWO GOOD BANDS. -

WueN I, was a boy, T "became
especially mmrested in tho subject.of
inheritances,. I was partlcularb
anxious to know what my, father’s in-
henta.nec was ;-50 one day, aftert thmk-
ing- about the matter-a- good while
very scnousl), I'ventured to ask him. ’
“And this was his reply :

«My~ mhenhmce‘l i will*tell you ".
what it-was: Two good h:mds, and :
an-lonest” purpose to mnke the best
uso in my poyer. of. my h'mds and of x
the tine God gave me.” ]

Though it is now many years since, |
I.can. remémber dlshnctly the toncs S
of_my father's ¥oico as he spoLe, -with
‘both of his hands uplifted to gu'e em-§
phasis to , his words. {

Many.a boy does not recelve a hrge '
inheritance of:money. or-lands; ‘but 8
every-one .has a: +ha .
which .are - bettcr than thousands‘o(
money. _And the good pul
makothsbatuse of them isin every
boy’s wer. Rcmember,thu wise in- §
Junctxon : “Whatever thine hand find:
eth to do,’ao it'with thy mxght."' Lo
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PLEASANT HOTURS.

My Native Land

My rative laud, hiow dear to ine
The sunstuno of your glory,
Haow dear W o your deeds of famo
Embalm'd {n verse and story ;
Fromn cast to west, from north to south,
1u accent pure uud tonder,
Let's sing in lays of joyous praise
Y our happy Lomos of splendour,
Dear native land 3

Acroan tho centurics of tho past,
Witlr hearta of fond devotion,
Wo trace tho whato sails of your liue
Through crest'd wave of ocean;
And overy man of overy raco .
Whose heart hax shaped your glory,
Shall win from ss a homage true
In gift of soug and story,

Ay nativo lnnd !

O let not petty strifo e'er mar

The bright dawa of your morning,
Nor higot word of demagogus
Creato untiwely warning:

Deop in our hearts let justico reign—
A justice broad ang holy—

That knows no crced, nor raco, nor tongue, -

But our Dominion sololy,
Dear native land !

Dear native land, we are but one
From ocean unto ocean ;
** Tho sun that taints the maple leaf
Smilea with a liko dovotion
On Stadacona's fortress height,
On Grand Pre’s storicd valley,
And thay famned tide whoso peaceful shore
Was rock’d io battle sally, -
My oative land |

Hereo we will plant cach virtue rare
And watch it bud and flouriah—
Fromn sunny Frauce and Scotin’s hills
Kind dews will feed and nourish ;
And Erin's heart of throbbing love,
So warm, so true and teunder,
Will cheer our hearths and cheer our homes
With wealth of lyric splendour,
My native land }

Dear native land, on tbis New Year,
We pray youne'er may falter,
That patriot sons may feed the flames
That burn upon your altar |
Muy heaven stoop down upon each home
And bloss in love our people,
And _.ag through hearts—both rich and
poor—
Swoot peace from heav'nly ateeple,
My native land 1
Tnooxas O'Haoax.

OUR ALBUM.

“You havé not sesn papa’s album
yet, have you deari” said Bessie
Vaughan to her little friend, Maud
Emerson, on the morning of New
Year’s Day. ‘And you are going
home to-night, too. Tl run and ask
mamms to let us have it at once”
And away ran Bessie, followed by
Maud, and in a few minutes more re-
turned with the album in ber hand.

“Now all these first ones,” said
Ressie, putting her arm round Maud’s
neck as sho sat down by her side, “are
our owa family, you know. Here is
paps, and horo is. mammas, and bere is
grandmawmma, aod here am 1. And
this. is Aunt Jans, and this is Uncle
Harry, and this i3 Uncle Stephen.
And hore are all our cousins—Cousin
Kate, Cousin Frank, Cousin Arthur,
and Cousin Jessie. And this is grand-
father, dear grandfather! He comes
last becauso papa could never get him
to bave his photograph taken while he
was living; but papa had this one

taken from his large picture since his
death. o died suun after last Christ-
s, and we are all in mourning for
hin now. Ho was here with us all
Christmus-time, and that was tho last
time he was out anywhere! Ho was
always with us at Christmas, as long
as ever I can gomember. But, last
time, nobody thought he was able to
como—he was paralyzed, all one side
of him, and could not move without
being helped. But papa was doter-
mined to have hin ; so he took & cab,
iand put a lot of pillows in it, and
‘went and fotched him. And when
poor grandfather had been sitting a
little while in his largg. easy chair in
the corner, where he always sat, he
got so plensed and happy that he did
not seem ilf at all. Well, wo had such
a happy Christmas Day, and when
bedtime came, and papa said to him,
“Well, how have you been, father?
Comfortabley grandfather said, ¢ Yes,
thank you, my boy,’'—he always called
papa ‘my boy,’ wasn't it funny!—¢Yes,
thank you, my boy,’ he gaid, ‘I never
spent a happier time than 1 have to-
day.’ ‘Oh, come,’ said papa, ‘you
forget that you were once well and
hearty. You spent happier days then,
did you not? *‘No, my boy, said
grandfather; *I mnever spent such a
happy time in iy life. Thore are
things,’ he said—I remember his words
go well, they #ere the last I heard
him speak—:*there are some things/’
he said, ¢ that are better than heslth
and strength. To have loving children
about me, aye, and grandchildren too,!
he said; ¢this makes me happier than

And he locked so kind ‘and buppy'
Well, wo never heard him speak again ;
ina few weeks he died! And this is
his portrait. Dear; dear grandfather}”
And tho child kissed the pioture
tenderly, and sat for & moment or two
looking at it in silenoe. Then she
gaid, ¢‘There, that's all of our own
fawily. Now, all these others are
people—boys and girls most of them
—whom papa has known, and he has
put their portraits in his album be-
causs there is some story about-them.

in her hand, used to Jive near where
papa lived in the country, before I

her, and I know he won't mind me
telling you, because he told me once
I might tell anybody—*it may teach
people to like her,” he said.

¢« Well, papa kept a shop then, and
used o open it on Scndays like other
shopkeepers. And one Sunday this
little girl came home from Sunday-
school and saw papz standing at-his
door. So she said, “Mr. Vaughan, my
teacher says it is wicked to open shops

Millie, your teacher doesn't ‘keep-.a

open it like other people, or lose-all
her customérs.’
would, Mr. Vaughan,' said the little
girl, “becauvse sae says wo ought to do
right, and trust in God to help us!

anything elsg I kww in this world.”

was born.  Papa told us all about

on Sundays’ And papa.said, ¢ Ah,
shop ;. if. ehe did,. she. would have-ta|:

«I don't think'ahe’

“Well, papa says theso words would
not go out of his mind, and he thought
about them, and thought about them,
till at lust he shut up on Sundays,
and, sure onough, nearly all his cus-
tomers left him. 8o he gavo up his
shop and came to London; and God

did help him, for he has prospered here |

better than ever ho did in tho country.
So ho got tho little girl's parents to let
him have o copy taken of the portrait
thoy hnd got of her-—and here it is.”

“ And who is this pretty little boy,
with curly hair1” asked Maud.

#QOh, that is littlo Bertie King,”
said DBessio, in & saddened tone.
# Wasn't ho a pretiy little fellow”

¢T3 ho dead, then?”

Oh, yes, poor little dear! He was
run over.”

“Run over—and killed 1”

“Yes—and killed. He used to live
just over the way, and often came in
on my birthday and such times. But
one day his brother Fred wanted to
take him out for a walk. Their mother
would not let him go for a good while,
because she was afraid to trust him
with Ired; but at last he persuaded
her, and she made him promise that
he wouldn’t let go of little Bertie’s
hand ; and they went.

“'Well, there were some soldiers
going along at the end of a street, and
Fred wanted to see them. But he
couldn’t get Bertie along fast enough,
g0 he told him to stand still and not
move till he came back, and he ran off
to sce the-soldiers. But poor little
Bertie got into.the road somehow, and
a great waggon came up and knocked
hun down and ran nght over Lim.

Wasn't it dreadful 1
“8hockingl Wasn’t his brother
very sorry 1"

“Sorry! He was in such-a way
about it that he nearly went out of
his mind. He did uot go quite out of
his mind for a little while—for the
thought of it brought on brain fever;
and when his mind wandered hs used
to make everyone so unhappy by
Keeping on crying ¢Stop-the waggon!
Stop the waggonl:

1over him I’
«“This first little girl, with a book:

“ And now he’s-such.a quiet boy!
Oh, »0 quiet. And:he used to be the
noisieat and wildest boy we knew.”

The. children both. sat.quiet for a

mingte or two; then -each drew .a
long sigh, and Besaie tumed ‘the leavesf

again.
“Ob, here's & sailor ‘boy,™
Maud. “Who'is-het”

¢ That's Arclne Nelson,” xaid Béssie,”

“Mr. and Mrs, Nelson are fnend: of

papa’s. Archieis-at ses now; heis &

midshipman, He alvnys worried ‘his
papa to let -him go-to-sea, anda.thst
Mr, Nelson consented, * But-it.is a
wonder he was not- drown_ed at the
very-first of it.” '

% Oh, my ! Hoy wagd \ﬂ"

“Why, just before the. time came

for hini to $o1& his ship he was.taken
ill and couldn’t go. .And when he
found the ship.- wouldn't wait for him

he was in such:away about it. And

.|is.not exactly.cruel, but he wants to

Oh, it's going

what do you think$ The ship ha
nnt got far out at sea when she wu
wrecked in o dreadful storm, and
hardly anybody was saved. Only
think! Xf Archio had been on board,
as he wanted to bo 8o much, he would
most likely have been drowned.

‘ Papa says we ought never to mur.
mur whon we aro disappointed i
what we expocted, becauso wo hardly
over know what is good for us, and
sometimes the very things we long for 8
most are the worst things we could
have.

«* Why, there is mamma calling u
to dinner, I declare! Woell, I must
show you the rest of the portraitsin
the afternoon.”

And with their arms twined loving
ly around each other, away went th §§
children to dinner; and let us hope
they hoth got good by their chat over
the album on that Noew Year’s Day.

A. G. 8

BEING A BOY.

ONE of the best things in the world
to be is a boy. It requires no experi. |
ence, though it needs some practice to
be a good one. The disadvantage of
the position is. that it does not last
long enough. It issoon over. Just@®
as you get used to being a boy, you
have to be something else, with a good §
deal more work to do, and notas much
fun. And yet every;boy is anxious
to ba a man, and is very uneasy with
the restrictions that are put upon him
as a bog, .

Thoro are so many bright- spots in
the life of a farm boy that I some
times. think I should like to live the life
oversgam. I should almost be willing
to be a girl, it 7% were not for the chores, §
There is a great zomfort to a boy in
the amount of work he can get- rid of §
doing. It is sometimes astonishing}
howslow he can go on anerrand. Per-
haps he couldn’t exp]am himself why,
when he is sent to a neighbour’s after |
yeast, he stops tostone thefrogs. He

u

see if he.can hit them. It isa curious
fact about boys thab two will-be & great |
deal slower in doing anything thao one. {
Boys ‘have s great power of helping
each othér do mothing.

But, say what you will about the
general usefulness of boys, & farm:w.th.
out a boy wouldwerrsoon -come to
gnef. He is always in-démand. 1o
the first place heis to do all the érrands,
go to the store, tha post-offics, and to
c"anyall sorts of messages, e would
like -to have as many.légs as a whee!
has spokes, and rotate about in the J§
SaMe way. Thu ke somehmes tries to
do, and. peoplo “who hn.ve seen him
“tarning cirt-wheels” along:the side of
the Toad: Liave supposed that. ke was
‘amusing ‘himself and. 1dhng hm‘hme.
He. is-only trying -to invent -& new
‘mode of locomotxon, -that” ke  could §
éconorize his légs and-do_ 'his étrands’
with greater dispatch. Leap-rog is
one of his methods of - getting over the
ground quickly. He hos.a natural
genius for .combining pleasure. with

'business.—Charles Dudley Warner.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

L

Qurfew Must Not Ring To-night.

[4GLAND'S sun was slowly sotting o'er the
hills so far away,

fled the land with misty besuty, at the
closo of onv sad day ;

xd the last rays kissed the forcheod of o
man and maeiden fair—

s with st.ps 8o slow and weary; she with
suooy Hoating hair;

Mo with bowed head, aad and thoughtful;
she with lips 8o cold and white,
troggled to keep back the murmur, *Cur-
few muat not ring to.mght.”

vSexton,” DBeasie's white lips faltered,
pointing to the prison old,
WWith its walls so tall and gloomy, walls so
dark and damp and cold,
“I're a lover 1n that prison, doomed this
f  very night to dio,

At the ringing of tho curiew, and no caxrthly
help is nigh.
MCromwell will not come till sunset,” and her
face grew strangely white,
Aasho spoko in husky whispers; ‘¢ Curfow
must not ring to-night 1"

“Bessic,” calmly spoke tho sexton (every
word picrced her young heart

Like a thousand gleaming arrows—like a
deadly poisoned dart),

“Long, long years I'vo rung the curfow from
that gloomy shadowed tower—

WEtery ovening, just at sunset, it has told
the twilight hour;

I bave done my duty ever, tried to do it just
and right;

Now I am old I will not miss it. Girl, the
curfew rings to-night1”

S Wild her eyeand pale her features, aternand
white her thoughtful brow,

40d, within her heart's deep ceatre, Bessio
mado a soleinn vow ;

Ske had listened while the Judges read,
without o tear or sigh,

B At the ringing of tho curfew Basil Under-
wood wmust die.

And her breath camo fast and -faster, and
her eyes grew large and bright,

One low murmur, scarcely spoken, ' Curfew
must not ring to-night.”

es,
in 3 8be with light step boundel .orward, sprang
of § within the old church door,

Left the old man coming slowly paths he'd
trod 80 oft before;

Not one moment paused the maiden, but,
vith cheek and brow aglow,

3§ Staggercd up the gloomy tower, where the
bell swung to and fro ;

Then sho climbed the slimy ladder, dark,
without onie ray of hght,

Upward still, her pale lips saying, * Curfew
shall not ring to-nigh¢ 1"

She has reached the topmost ladder; o'er
her hangs the great dark bell;

And the awful gloom beneath her liko the
pathway down to hell.

th. 3 See t the ponderous tongue is swinging; 'tis
to tke hour of curfew now ;

1n§§ And tho sight haschilled her bozom, stoppéd
ds, her breath aad paled her brow.

‘Alash with sudden light,
-t sho springs and ETasps it firmly: ¢ Cur-
fow shall not ring to-night 1” o

§.Out she swung—far out; the city seemod &

'_u’. tiny spock below—
dm @ Thero "twixt heaven and earth suspended, as
1of the bell swung to and fro; ]

4nd the half-dea.f sexton, ringing (years he
had not heaxd' t.ho bell),

"And he thought the twilight . curfew tang
young Basil's funeral-knell ;

g8 Still the maiden,-dlinging. ﬁrmly, cheek and
brow o palo and white,.

Stilled her frightened heart's wild beating : 4
“Curfew shall not ring to-night 1*

? Itwaa o'er, the bell coased swaymg, and the
R majden ltepped once miore

Shall she let it ring ? No, never! Her eyes,

Y

Firmly on the damp old !sadder, where, for
bundred yecars before,

Human foot hiad not boen plasted; and what
eho thia night had done

Should be told long ages after. As thorays
of sotting sun

Lizht the sky with mellow beauty, aged
sircs, with heads of white,

Tell tho children why the curfew did not
ring that ono sad night.

O'cr tho distant hillscame Cromwoll : Besaio
saw him and ber brow,

Lately white with sickening horror, glows
with sudden beauty now ;

At his feet sho told her story, showed her
hands all bruised and torn,

And her swoot young face, so haggard, with
a look 8o sad and worn,

Touched his heart with sudden pity, lit his
oyes with misty light:

“Go, your lover lives,” cried Cromwell;
¢¢Curfew shall not ring to-night!”

Rosa H. Tiorek.

“THE SORROW OF CHINA.”

THE RECENT FLOOD ONE OF TI™ MOST
APPALLING IN HISTORY.

LaTr details of the Chiuese floods
make the story one of tho most terrible
in history. What was a beautifu),
populous district of ten thousand
square miles is now a rolling gea. At
least three million people are homeless
and absolutely destitute of the barest
necessaries of life. It is thought that
the loss of life will reach 750,000.
Everything in the way of figures is as
yet, however, pure speculation, with
tho chances of a total mortality far
greater than the present estimate.
Court and business circles in Pekin,
Canton, and other cities are doing all
in human power to cope with the
disaster.

The special correspondent of Zke
Standard at Shanghai sends a graphic
picture of the tremendous-loss of life
in China from the overflow of the
Hoang-Ho river, and of the tremen-
dous famine now threatened. About
onesixth of the entire area of the
tGarden of China,” as Ho-Nan is
styled, is now converted into a vast
lake with here and there a-pagoda top
or the gable of some higher wall rising
over the ever increasing waters to
mark the site of what were a short
time ago prosperous cities- of many
thousand inhabitants. Tha rest of the
country is overrun with wretched
refugees, who were fortunate cnough

to escape with their lives, though watl: |.

nat ht else.  In hundreds of instances
wmey vho, three months ago were men
of wealth, to-day sit gazing on the
inland-sea stunned and hungry, stupid
and dejected, without a rag to wear or
s morxsel of food to eat. The inun-
dations commenced at a little distanco
from Xarfung-Fu, one of the largest
citics of the province, and in one
instant some four miles of solid em-
bankinent of stone, brick, sand and
clay werg swept away with inpumer-
able moles and fascines In the
district of Ching-Chow n.nd Chen-Chow
o less than three thousand large

{ villages are stated- to bave béen en-

gulfed in a very few monients and
s@rcely. any of their ill-fated -people

had time to save thomselves, aa the
breach occurred 1n the mght-time.
An extent of country much larger than
tho whole prinaipality of Wales and
rauch more thickly populated,isnow a
raging sen, and all the inlinbitants are
cither drowned or have fled. Tho
peoplo 5o ternibly visited cannot num-
ber far short of the whole population
of Ircland, as the Province includes
about twenty-five million inhabitants
within an area of 65,000 squars miles,
and tho waters of the river now cover
between cight and ten thourand square
miles. The accounts published in
native and foreign papers and i the
DPekin Gazette rovesls wmost horrible
gufferings undergone by the survivors,
who are perishing of famine. In hun-
dreds of instances when tho waters
rushed into the cities, sweeping walls,
housgs, and everything down before
them, the people refused to stir, and
met their deaths with that wonderful
indifferenco which characterises the
Chinese.  According to the best
authoritics the loss of life will bo
numbered by hundreds of thousands,
while there are millions of starving
people who are now Jdepending for
subsistence upon the charity of others.
The Emperor has already contributed
100,000 tasls, besides ordering iwo
willion taels out of the Imperial
treasury toward the relief of the
sufforers.

-

HEARD AND ANSWERED.

ANNIE was a plain woman, almost
ugly, not clever nor cultured, nor rich
in worldly goods; but hosts of fricnds
gathered about her as she passed into
old age, and all burt an' ailing and
sorrowful folk who knew Ler came to
her for comfort and cheer.

She never fuiled them. She had
always a courageous, tender word for
each person. Poverty came to herat
last, and a painful and incurable dis-
ease. .She went through sickness and
privation, to meet death, with the same
high heart and happy temper that she
had in her younger and comparatively
moro prosperous days. ‘The laugh
was always ready, and the jest never
failed.

“How do you keep up your ¢courage?”
o friend asked her, on one occasion.

“] am old enough to know in whom
I have believed,” sho auswered, gravely.
“ When I was young, aud danger or
trouble came, I prayed to him for
help, and it came ; but then, when an-

‘other danger came, I would forget that
+he bad-answered me before, and doubt

and fesar even while I prayed; bat now
I am old, I have a record in my
memory of thesp past struggles. 1
know that he has never yct failed me,
and he never will.”

All young people beginning the
Christian - life are apt, in the stress of
8 great sorrow or temptation, to doubt
if their Master really hears and will
answer them.

“Did ever tronble yet befall,
And he refese to hear thy cd.'lr"

asks Wesley, And David, again and
again, after his many griefs and crimes,
ropeats, *“When I cried unto thee,
thou answercdest me.”

But the boy or girl, in the sharp,
sora pain of youth, scarcely listens to
this facoff testimony. 1t is only
when God has answoped their own
proyers that they, too, begin to know
and trust him in whom thev have bo-
lieved.

It is tho custora in certain chur-kes
in Europe % hang about the altar the
torn and biood-stained flags won in
battles, in which the worshippers, by
God's help, as they believe, have been
victorious.

So the Christinn should keep in his’l
heart, always present, somo record of
tho struggles with pain or sin in which
he has trusted in God for help and has
been heard and answered

His Mother's Songs.

Bexzatn the hot midsummer sun,
Tho men had marched-allday;
And now beside & rippling stroam,

Upon tho grass, they lay.

Tiring of garos and idle jests,
As swept the bours along,

Thoy called to one who mused aport,
¢ Come, fricnd, give us & song.”

“Ifear L -anot pleass,” hosaid;
‘*The only songs I kcow

Are those my mother used to sing
For me long years ago.”

¢ Sing ons of those,” e rough volce cried ;
““Thero's none but true men here;

To overy mother's son of us
A mother’s songs aro dear,”

Then sweetly ross the singer's volce
Amid unwonted calm—

s« Am I a soldier of the Cross,
A follower of the Lamb?*

* And shall I fear to own his causo *—
The very stresm was stilled,

And hearts that never throbbed with fear
With tender thooghta wero filled.

¥nded the song ; the singer ssid,
As to his feot he rose,
“Thauks to you all; ™y friends, good
night !
God graut us sweet ropou el

¢ Sing tus ono more," the Captdn beggod P .
Thesoldier bent hia head ;

Then glancing ‘round, with miling Ups,
“You'll join with me,” he said.

*Wo'll sing the old familiar sir,
Sweet as the bugle call,

¢ All hail tho power of Jexus' name !
Let angels prostrato fall.’”

Ab, wondroua was the old tune's spell,
As on the singer sang;

Man after man fell into line,
And loud the voicas rang.

TLe songe are done, the camp ia still,
Naught buot the stroam is heard ;
But ah, the deptbs of every soul
By thoso old hymns are stirred.

Aad op from many a bearded lip,
In whispers soft and low,
Riees tho prayer the mother taaght
Ths boy long years ago.
yours oee —~Selected,

Wz belisve in catting that liquor
dog’s tail off right behind the ears.—

Horacs Greeley, in 1867,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

What's {t Good For?

Wiar's it good for, beer or whishey?
* tiood to make a felivw friaky,
Good for burns aad chills and wheezes,
Good, they say, for al} discasca—
Rather fuuny, il it's true!”™
Alcohol's a baso decriver;
It will “co0l™ you In a fever,
\Warm you when you re bine and chilly—
Ever hear of thing so silly?
Why, i1t » noneenso through and through.

\What s it good for ? H a blessing,

AVhiat it sloes will need no guessing,

011 Aunt Chloe, at her baking,

Says, her yellow tarban shabing,

Gond fur asay D mshoie ™

Yes, 1t very good to maks it—

It will il you (if you take1t)

Full of poverty and sorrow,

Leave you far worse off to morrow
Than you ever were befur,

It has drapest the world with curses
Worsethan rags and enipty ptirses;
Utven thirst, but not for learmiog,
Kindled everlaating burnng

* (Good for musery,” we nwn
But there's one thing more it's gol for,
Though to many it hias stood for
Pilla and pottage t, Y ou wib tindat,
Spite of ** prejudico " behund 1t,

**evv good (o lef ulone

Jzssie M'GREGOR,

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THR N1V T 1,

A.D, 30.) LESSON X. [March 4.
CIIRIST'S LAYT JOURNEY TO JXRUSALEM,
Matt. 20, 17.29, Commt to mem. ve. 17-19.

Gororx Txxr.

Tho Son of man came not to be ministered
unto, but to minister, and to give his life &
ransom for many. Matt. 20,

QurLise,
1. Tho Self-denying Saviour.
2. The Self secking Disciples.

Tinr.—30 A.D.

Prace.—On the journey from Perea to
Jerusalem.

an.nuloxs.—-()omi; ul'r to Jerusalem—
Jerusalen was very high above the valley
of the Jondan, The traveller hiterally went
ap. Tk che twave apart—Inte secluston
from the cumpany. He gives thumn thus
an opportumty to wathdraw from his service
if thoy would.  “on of man—Jcaus himaelf,
Deliver to the Qehtilea—That is, tho Romans.
Feourge and crucity—Two parts of tho
Roman punishment for malefactors. Mother
y Hebedee's children—Mother of James and

ohn.  Light hand and left hand—Theso
wero the posts of honour under a king.
Baptszed with the baptsem—That is, undergo
the ordeal through which T am to :
this cannot be resd, *‘immersed with the
tnmersk a that Iam immersed with,”

Tw\CHINGS OF THE LEssoN.

\Whers, in this lesson, are we taught—

1 That goodncss does not exempt peoplo
from nuﬂenngl!

2. That real greatness consists in helpful
service?

3. That sclf-denia) is the true road to
honour?

Tux Lessox Catrcmise,

1. What did Jesus tell the twelve should
befall him in Jerusalem?! That he shoold
bo betrayed. 2. By whom would he be

£ 1? By the chief priests and

A.D. 30.) LESSON IX. {Feb. 26.
TUE RICH YOUNO RULXR
Mate, 19. 16-26
Goupry Taxr
\.;: cannot serve God and mammon. Matt.

Commit to mem vs 2306

OorLINe,
1. T oweeivice of God,
2 The service of mamimn,

Tixe 30 A I+ Darly in the year.

PLACK. — f'erea, boyond Jordan,

Exrrasation’ — hw good thing—That
is, what woth of nghtownneas.  Enler into
life~That is, huve the cterual iife about
which he asked.  If thou iwcu't be perfect—
That is, il besides hecping the letter of the
law youare earnest to keepitaspint, Camel
~—The faimhiar Unentai beast ot unden, Lye
ot a needle Miss Von Finkelsten inter
prots and illustrates as an actusl thing that
there 18 & gats called *the nevdle’s eye,”
through which a camdl, stiipped of all bur
den, can pass.  Most commeuntators think
it means **a matter of very great difficulty.”
Huhmen ...y b 1ai i3, g
ta the way men judge and understand it is
impossible.

TrACRINGS OF THE Lyssox.

AWhere, in this lesson, are we taught—

i, That Jesus can givo us creinal irfe?

2, That obedience to God's law is neces-
sary to secure eternal life?

3. That niches aro olten a hinderance to
cternal hfe®

Tur Lessox Carecinisx.

I Who came ashing for eternal life* A
| vieh young ruler 2 What did Jesus tell
{ tumh to? “*Keepth d »
| & How did the {uun man show that he
.onsidered himaelf 6t for eternal life* He
1 maid, **All these have I kept.” 4. What
§ i Jeaun say ihat shuned him ho had gut
hept the one that had boen the last
entioned? #Go . . #ell. . . give. . .cuome
.« » followme,” 5. What great teuth from
the Sermon on the Mount was thus exempli
K]

scribes. 3. How would he meet death?
Ho would be scoul aad> cruafied. 4.
What caused indignation among the dis.
ciples® The request of James and John.
5 What did they ask? To be first and
second in lus kingdom. 6. What did he
s1) wak tho purpose of hisownlife? ‘“The
Son of man came not,” ete.
DocTRINAL StcarstioN.—Redemption.
CATECHISM QUXSTION,

12. Waat blessing does he prouonnce on
behievers?  To Peter he gave it thus:

Matthew xvi. 17 And Jesus answered
and said guto im, Blessed art thou, Simon
Bar.jons  for flesh and blood hath not
revealed it unto thee, but my Father which
is1n heaven,

John xx. 290.

AN INCIDENT.

As Will and I were returming from
prayer-aneeting last evening, we passed
threo fine-looking young men standing
1n front of & saloon ; two of them were
urging their companion to enter the
saluon, and take & dnnk with them.
“Come in, Jack; it shan't cost you
anything,” said one.

“No, thaok you,” said Jack.
wll wait out here for you.”

«“Come, now, do be sociable, and
have a drink with us,” said the other,
taking hold of his arm, and trying to
puil him along.

« No, I will wait here,” was the ans-
wer again.

I-was anxious to know if Jack re-
mained firm , so when we passed far-
ther on, and could watch him wathout
being observed, wo looked back; and
there stood Jack, alone, waiting for

uI

ned? * Yo cannoteervetod and
Docraivan 8§ Self-righ
ness.

Cartecutsy QrrstioN

11. What is his warning to them® That
his word shall comdemn them at the Jast,

day.
Juhn xis. 48, Ho that rejecteth Me, and

receiveth not my sayings, hath one -hat
judgeth him: the word that I spake, the
same shall Judge him in the last day.

his comp

I said to Will: “Isn’t that grand
and poble? I teel like going up to
that young smwn, and saying *God
bless you’ 1 believe he remembers
that gud oid teat. My sun, when
snners entice thee, consent thon not. ™

Said Will . 1 think it would have

been more grand and noble, if he had
remembered, before ho left home, that
other good old text Blessed is the
man that walketh not in the counsel
of the ungodly, nor standeth in tho
way of sinners.””

I think Will was right. What do
you think, young reader1—E. Q. V.

. s A Ay i Attt
A GOOD RAIN.

“\VhAT o bother it's so wet!” said
Ruth. *I meant to go to sce Aunt
Mary this afternoon, and now 1 could
not think of guing, for even if it
stopped raning, there 13 such & wind
that mamma would not let mo.”

« Never mind, dear,” said her lictle
sister Dollie, “I will play with you,
and we will have some fun.”

“I'd rather go to auntic’s,” Ruth
rephed, and she would not be com-
forted, but grumbled all the afternoon,

On that same day there was a ship
at sea, and the people on board had
used all their water up, and th.ero had
never been any wind or rain for threo
weeks , 8o their ship did not, sail very
fast, and the captain and the sailors
were growing very anxious, for if they
did not reach the land before night
they would die of thirst. At last the
captain, who was.a good man, said,
“Yet us pray.” So they bowed thoir
uncovered heads, while the captain
prayed for water or wind and-rain to
blow them to land , and not more than
an hour after a cloud +was seen,.and
the wind and rain came down with
great force; so the ship soon reached
the land, where the poor thirsty sailors
could drink as much as they liked.

God'sends things for our good, and
wo ought to bear all patiently, and not
grumble as Ruth did, but think that
by events happening as we like them
good lives might be lost.—Selected.

B e o L e

Tag grog-shops must be shut. | The
power that will do the thing, whatever
it be, is the power:that-must_do it.
So long as eighty-five per cent. of our
prisoners owe their incarceration to
drunkenness, so long as there is in
our aity one licensed place for the sale
of liquor to every 170 inhabitants;
30 long-as sixty thousand a year die
drunk, or from the effects-of drink,
there is no other-side to-the matter.
The grog-shops must be shut. Atany
rate—whether of public inference or
private self-denial, whether the law
goes on the statute-books-or the wine
comes off tho-dinnertable— ., come.
means the grog-shops must -be. shut.
He 1s either cruminally ignorant of the
facts, or crithinally indifferent to them,
who can deny this.—Ehzabeth Stuart
Phelps.

A MAN should never glory in that
which is common to a beast, nor a wise
man in that which is coremon to a fool;
nor a good man in that whichi is coni-
mon to a wicked man,

Bs taking revenge a manisbuteven
with ins enemy, but in passing overat
he is supenor. .

Which for first two quarters of 1638 are
from Jfatthew.
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