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PLEASANT HOURS.

THE RABBIT AND THE DOG.

TeE well-known rabbit is rather
smaller than the hare, but closely
resembles it in form. In its natural
state it lives in the ground. This
little animal has several deadly enemies.
The ferret goes into the hole and sucks
the blood of the rabbit without mercy.
The dog also loves to kill rabbits, but
he often leaves them dead upon the
ground.

The rabbit in our picture is called
a jack rabbit. He is larger than the
little fellows you can see in the woods
on a pleasant day, and larger than the
pets you have kept in your own door
yard. This specie of rabbit can run
faster than a dog, but he sooner be-
comes tired. He runs in a circle, and
the dog runs straight across the circle
and thus catches him by strategy.

The study of natural history is very
interesting and instructive. It seems
as though one who sees the wonderful
creatures God has made, would be led
to admire and love One who formed
them. We should not only love and
serve God, but we should be kind and
merciful to every creature he has

made.

NOI
CHAPTER XIII.

CAUGHT.

Yks, Mimy’s words had come true—
Jack had ‘“ gone down like a ninepin.”
He had literally “fallen” in love.
Heretofore he had thought his mother’s
eyes the most beautiful in the world,
and was glad that both Anneand Alice
inherited them, but now blue was “your
only wear.” Blue was his colour—he
wondered that any other tint was ever
admired ; and hair like that! words
could not express his admiration of it.
When she came to the bank Jack flew
to open the door for her, either on her
entrance or exit, tingling with bliss if
she looked at him ; and she did look
after a time, for such eager devotion
could not escape her notice. Then she
smiled, and our poor boy felt as if the
sun shone into his dingy surroundings ;
that smile filled his thoughts by day
and his dreams by night. In short,
this Jack, who had been developing
into a steady, hard-working, sensible
fellow, became a fool for the time.
Frank Sherman laughed at and teased
him immoderately, but Jack scarce
heard his witticisms, and when one
evening they were invited to a small
party at Mr. Gray’s house, and Jack
was actually introduced to Miss Blythe,
radiant in & white dress that looked
like wings to her adorer,. though it-was.
only silk, Frank drew him aside for a
moment.

“Jack!” maid he, *“don’t make an

‘idiot of yeurself about that girl so

openly. Do look at somebody or some-
thing else! You make a sensation;
give us a rest, old boy.”

Jack coloured hotly. He had only
one idea in his mind in these days;
there was but one person in the world

to him, and to be so roughly shaken
up astonished him. It was a good
lesson, so he devoted himself for the
next hour to Miss Ellen Gray, Mr.
Gray's daughter, a plain, sensible girl
ten years older than Jack; but after
supper he had an opportunity to con-
verse with Jessie Blythe, and thought
he had earned the indulgence. Unfor-
tunately, those red lips uttered many
things he did not agree with.

“O how stupid an evening is with-
out dancing!” Miss Jessie maid, be-
hind her fan, in a confidential tone.
“Don’t you think so, Mr. Boydt”

“Ono!” answered Jack, looking at
her with eyes that said, ¢ Stupid ! be-
side you !” but his words were, * Per-
haps that is because I don’t dance.”

“Don’t dance! O, how can you
exist? Really life would be a burden
to me if I couldn’t dance. What do
you do with yourself evenings?”

“Iread a good deal ; and then there
are the weekly church meetings, and
the Chautauqua Circle, and—”

“Omy! You're one of the sober
sort, I see. What do you do at
parties 1”

“I don't often go, and then T look on,
or some one is kind enough to talk with
me,” said Jack, with an expressive
little bow.

“Dear me! You must learn how
to dance, and come to my germans;
P'm going to have three germans this
winter. They’re just heavenly, ger-
mans are; and I brought home with
me such lovely things from Paris for
favours. You will enjoy it so much !”

“OT'm too old to learn dancing, I'm
afraid.”

“QO, not a bit! Just go to old
Maillard and take private lessons: he
is such a good teacher !—the best in
the city. I shall depend on you ; now
remember! O, there’s pa. Good-
night. Call and see me,” and with a
bewitching sidelong look from her blue
eyes, and a bright, swift smile, this
angel disappeared.

Jack’s brain was in a whirl. He
had never wanted to dance before, but
the idea was full of rapture now; no-
thing but Monsieur Maillard’s high
price for private lessons delayed his
acquisition of the accomplishment.
Really he could not afford it—that is,
if he continued to send Miss Jessie the
bouquets that were delivered at her
door so often, quite anonymously.

But he did call on her, again and
again ; and she was one of those young
women who are all graciousness and
cordiality to every young man they
see. Fonder of herself than of any
earthly or heavenly thing—admiration
more than finery even—Miss Jessie
Blythe had an empty head and a cold
heart, under her great beauty. The idea
in life was to “have a good time,” as she
expressed it ; and she carried out that
idea with a single-mindedness that,
applied to better things, might have
made her something of a woman. But
to Jack’s eyes, as well as to many an-
other man’s, her fascination of look
and manner was so great that she

seemed to have all the qualities she
really lacked.

When Jack we .t 1ome at Christmas
his mother soon noticed his entirely
listless and abstracted manner; she
thought at first he was not well, but
he had no other symptoms of illness.
Her bright, cheetful resolute boy had
come back to her a silent, moody, ab-
sorbed man.

Mimy’s eyes wire sharp, too.

“You no need to coddle him now,
Mis’ Boyd,” she said, sharply, as
Manice was buer in the kitchen pre-
paring a favourite dish for her boy.

“1 dassay he’ll eat it—men gener’ly
possess their stomicks in patience, ef
they don’t their souls ; but you won'’t
feed him out o’ this slew. I know
what'’s the matter of him; I've seen
‘em before. He's bewitched with some
girl or 'nuther, and I mistrust it ain’t
Miss Right neither, or he wouldn’t be
so glum, You wait a spell, and he’ll
tell ye; boys that is fetched up like
yourn always come home to their mas
to be comforted. That’s where you’ve
got a hold on ’em, and a good grip, too.”

Manice was startled at the idea, but
she said nothing to Jack; she well
knew such things would not bear
handling. And the very next night,
after she (and indeed all the rest)
had gone to bed, there came a low
knock at her chamber door, which she
recognized. She rose from her knees
to let him in; for she had been pour-
ing out her soul to God, in all the
earnestness of anmother’s yearning affec-
tion, for her boy.

¢ Mother,” said Jack, “put out the
lamp, please, and let me sit down on
the floor by you; I want to talk.” So
with one hand in hers and his head
resting on her knee, as had always
been his fashion, he opened his heart
to his mother and told her all.

It was not much to tell, but it made
Manice ache to see how much it meant
to Jack.

“My dear boy,” she said, gently, at
the first pause, “do you think this
young lady returns your feeling at
all?” :

“QO! that’s the worst of it!” he ex-
claimed. “I wish I could tell! O
mother, she is so angelic to everybody
that I can’t take encouragement to my-
self.”

Manice went on to ask a few ques-
tions, knowing that speech is a great
safety-valve at times.

“Is she a cultivated sort of a girl,
Jack? Tell me all about her.”

“0O I don’t know, mother. She’s
been educated abroad. I suppose she
is; she doesn’t talk about it, but of
course she is.”

“ Where have you seen her most?”

“I go there pretty often—to her
father’s, Y mean ; but then she is out
most of the time. She goes to a great
many parties; everybody invites her,
and no wonder! O if you could only
see her, mammy !” and off Jack went
into a rhapsody about -hair, and eyes,
and face, and voice, and manners, quite
too long for edification here : but Man-

just sit down for one hour by yourself,

ice listened with maternal patience, §
and then put another quiet question: |§
“Does she belong to your reading [§
circle1” ?
“O no; she doesn’t need to, I sup-
pose. She’d rather dance, and no
wonder ! You ought to see her dance;
it’s like a bird in the air. She wanted
me to learn, but I thought I wouldn’t.
She likes flowers.”
This irrelevant little statement puz
zled Manice; she did not know just [§
why Jack “thought he wouldn’t” learn
dancing ; but she made no comment.
“Is she a religious girl, at all%”
“1 don’t know,” said Jack, medi-
tatively. It evidently had not occurred
to him before; his voice had a sur-
prised tone. Manice’s heartsank; she
must say something to her boy that he
would not like to hear, and it was hard
to say it.
“Where does she go to church, |
Jack "
“O to Grace, I believe. I think
she does. But she don’t go often, I
guess. I have heard her say she wa$
always so glad when Sunday came be- |
cause she could rest all day ; she goes
out 8o much, you see, during the week.”
Jack’s tone was a little apologetic;
he began to see his idol through other, |
calmer eyes, undazzled by the glamour |
of her beauty. Manice went on, her |
own voice trembling a little :
“My dear Jack, is it for your good
—no, I won’t take the lower motive! |
—is it right, for you to marry a girl !
who is not a Christian 1” 5
Jack lifted his head from her kneo |
and withdrew his hand. i
*“I don’t think it is wrong! Lots !
of people do it!” *
“But for you! I do not ask about [}
anybody else. Is it right for yow ||
Jack ¥’
“Well, I don’t certainly know but |
that she is a Christian ; some people fi
are who don’t talk about it.”
Manice felt baflled, but brave. |
“ Find out, my Jack. If she is not ||

and try to draw a picture of your |
future life tied to a wife who could not
think, feel, or believe as you do ; with ||
whom you could have no sympathy and |
no help in the great aim and hope of
your existence. Ask yourself honestly
and plainly the Scripture question
‘Can two walk together, except they
be agreed ¢’ and if you come to the con-
clusion that it is not right to put your
self in so equivocal a relation, thew
my boy, then will come the time fof
you to say ¢ No’ with all the resolutioB
of your nature, and the help of you*
God, tothe severest temptation youhave
ever met. If this conclusion is one you
will not accept, if you can consider it |
right to make your life a long dis
agreement with one who ought to b?
the very heart of your heart, then all
[ can do will be to pity and pray fof
you.”

Manice stopped ; a hot tear fell 0P |
Jack’s hand. i

Could she tell him what her ow? 4§
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Christian after her marriage with
Walter Boyd, and, deeply as she had
Oved him, she could not but own to
tself that their paths had separated
when hers turned toward heaven. She
Was a more devoted wife and mother
?’h&n ever, but there was no thought of
Interest in her spiritual life that she
%uld ghare with her husband; no
Private or household prayer in which
Fe could join or lead ; her hopes, her
J0y, her faith, were nothing to him ;
%le could not but acknowledge their
fluence over her life, but there
W¥as no Christian communion be-
tween them, and no reunion in that
hereafter to which he so suddenly and
h‘)Pelessly departed to which she could
%0k forward through her streaming
™s; no example to which she could
Point their children; no recollection
Which was sweet ; no honour to deco-
Tate his memory, for he had neither
n true to God nor to her; all that
Was left her was to draw a veil over her
Past, and commit herself to the
Widow’s God for time and eternity.
Asall this came back to her anew, the
bot ang heavy tears dropped slowly
%ne by one on Jack’s hand, as it lay
Withdrawn from hers; they felt to
him ke drops of heart’s blood, for he
8uessed that he had to do with mem-
°l"ies of which she had never spoken to

Suddenly, in the dark, she felt his
Arms thrown about her, and kis hot
lips on her forehead.

“YI will think!” he whispered.
“P ray for me, mother ”—and he was
8one,

Sobs that could no longer be -re-
Pressed shook Manice’s heart. She fell
o her knees again and sought calm-
Dess from the Source of peace, but it
¥as gray dawn when she slept at last,
And that morning Jack went back to
hig work, and his battle.

THE BATTLE.

It was a habit of Jack’s life to keep
Promises; his mother rarely exacted
%ne from any of her children, but they
¥ere taught to consider a promise as

inding as a vow. It helped our Jack
BOw that he had such a habit, for it
%emed to him like stopping to con-
Yder if he should live or die, when
ei‘;ery fibre of his nature cried out for

e. .

Yes, it was the habit of faithfulness
% his given word that sent Jack to his
8tll room in the bank that night in-
8tead of to his usual resorts where it was
Possible to meet Miss Blythe.

He sat down beside the barred win-
dow feeling like a prisoner in his cell,
buried his head in his hands, and tried
% think,

But his imagination showed him
Ox_xly that lovely face opposite him at

8 own table, that graceful figure flit-
Ing about his house, that sweet voice
lling hig little home with music. His
Utle home| Could she content herself
Vith such a dwelling after her father’s
8reat house, filled with luxuries and
tlogancies! Ought he to ask her !

Then his thought reverted to his
own home. There was roow enough
there for the household, but none to
spare; every thing was ordered. wi.Lh
strict economy, but peace ruled wnh‘m.
There was always a Scripture reading
and prayer before breakfast and a.fto:r
tea ; would it be so in his own home if
Jessie Blythe shared it}

He sent up now a brief prayer for
guidance and strength, and the very
appeal lifted his soul into & clearer
and higher atmosphere ; .he could not
speak to God without feeling the tran-
quillity of a divine intercourse with
mercy and power. He began to .reca.ll
what Jessie Blythe had said to 'hnn on
any subject of real interest or import-
ance, but he called in vain.  She had
always been friendly, gracious, sweet,
but she had said nothing to remember.
He had never been able to !ead her
into any intelligent conversation ; she
did not care to hear about books, she
did not even speak of going to chl.u-ch_
She did go, nevertheless, once In &
while when the day was fine and h'er
finery fresh from Paris. B.ut J aclf did
not know even this. To his credit be
it said that, infatuated as h.e was, he
always had been faithfu} to his S.unday
duties, and they left him no time 'bq
haunt the church he supposed BI.IISS
Blythe to attend—the most  fashion-
able ” church of the city. o

As he thought of all this with in.
creasing calmness and sadne'zss, the un-
willing conviction forced itself upon
him more and more strenuously tl.la.t it
was neither wise nor right for him to
think of marrying Miss Bly.thef. B.ut
the eager, raging heart within h.l!]]
again and again rose and strove with
his conscience, as the fierce waves of
an angry sea dash then.xselves on t‘he
eternal rock-barrier which says 1n 1ts
still strength,

«Thus far shalt thou come, and no

farther.” .

Manice had asked of hun.a.n hour
of consideration, but the night was
well passed before J ack' rose from '}ns
geat and laid his burning, throbbing
head upon its pillow. He had ?oughtf,
a good fight, and t¥m exhaustion ov
victory possessed him; but be was
humbled and subdued by the conquest,
or rather by the fact tha‘t he 'had
found his will so stubborn, his pa.ssxon;
go strong, his judgment 80 weak, an
his moral strength 50 small. o

Poor Jack ! He was beginning to
know himself, and as yet, t'hough he
had really turned to God in .hon;-st,
purpose, he did not know Christ, for
he knew not his own neet:l.

He looked pale and tlreji when he
took his place at the tellers' count(;)r,
but it was a very busy x'normng :t the
bank, and no oneé had time to 0 s;rlvle
his aspect, or to comment upon 1t. i e;
did. At noon Fra.ntz ?he;ﬁmn join

1 ut to luncl.
}’“ﬁ SZe}:svt::I:eoyou look rather seedy,
Boyd. News is too much for you, e‘h,
old' boy ! there’s lamentation 1n
what's-its-name to-day ; consternation

in the hearts of its youth, and wailing
in its warket-places.”

“What wre you talking about?”
said Jack, crossly ; for he was in no
mood to cultivate Frank’s usual flow
of nonsense.

.“Bless me! Don't you know?
What a lark! Am Ithe one to break
that sad intelligence, and no camphor-
bottle along! Step into this lunch-
counter and let me get you a nip, my
dear fellow. O yes, [ know! But
you'll need it---strictly medicinal "

“ Will you try to be rational for a
minute, and tell me what you're at?”
growled Jack.

“My kyind young friend, I will
Take the blow then since you bare
The angelical Jessie’s
engagement is unnounced —was an-
nounced—at Mrs. Lord’s party last
evening.”

Jack felt as if a cold hand struck
him in the face, his head seemed to
ring and reel; but he made a strong
effort to speak. He could not turn any
paler than his vigil had left him. He
contrived to say, “Is thatso?” in a
steady voice.

“ Even so. Will you have that nip
of brandy now? No? Well, then T
proceed. It seems the angelical be-
came engaged abroad—to a count, or
baron, or lord, or something— A meri-
can girls would marry a broomstick
with a title, you know. But she did
not choose to make it known till she
had had her fling among the gilded
youths of her native land. I think she
ought to be sued for obtaining atten-
tions under false pretences. Perhaps I
shall try it. However, the man ap-
peared on this side last Saturday, and
was introduced in character at Mrs
Lord’s, and the wedding is to be at
Easter.

Luckily for Jack, they were just at
the door of the little creamery where
he lunched.

*“Come in,” he said to Frank.

«No, thank ye, I'm not a believer
in bread and milk, nor yet buns nor
cream-toast. You'd better come along
with me to Marie's and get a chop;
you'll need strength, sir, to bear this
stunning intelligence, now I tell you.”

Jack smiled and shook his head,
and Frank went on.

Poor Jack! He could not swallow
s mouthful of the simple meal set be-
fore him. He paid for it and went
down to one of the wharves for a few
minutes’ solitude.

There was a tinge of indignation
mingled with his thoughts ashe recalled
Jessie Blythe's sweet, gentle, bright,
almost caressing manner, her warm
welcome, her little confidential asides,
when all the time she was engaged to
another man,

And how he had wasted life and
strength in his battle last night. Here
was the matter all settled for him—
taken out of his hands—which he had
been debating about as almost a mat-
ter of life and death to him. It was
as if he had struggled in a dream to no

your breast.

end whatever.

Not till he was much older did Jack
recognize and understand the fact that
such a conflict and triumph strengthen
the character and fortify the soul far
more than any mere submission to an
inevitable circumstance.

He had time to think, and his
thoughts were not pleasant. He had
been weighed and found wanting. He
had thought well of himself for the
last few years, but here, at the first
real trial of his principles, he had
well-nigh failed. What was his reli-
gion worth? Where was his Chris-
tian manhood? The outlook grew
darker and darker. It seemed to him
that with all his efforts he should
never be a real, heart-felt follower
of Christ; that this past weakness and
sin would always cling to him and clog
him. He could not—no, he never
could—run the race set before him and
win the prize ; he despaired of himself
—and then came in the helper.

As he lay cast down and wretched,
there flashed into his mind, as if a
voice spoke it, that wonderful hymn of
Cowper’s, a hymn so strangely familiar
with the divine, yet so full and com-
forting an expression of the sinner’s
one hope :

¢ There is a fountain filled with blood
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains,

““ The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day ;

And there may I, though vile as he,
Wash all my sins away.”

So then and there, guided by the
fervent words, Jack ceased from his
own righteousness, his own salvation,
and with-humble joy accepted the Lamb
that was slain as his full atonement,
his Priest, his Saviour, and his King.

As helay weak, tranquil, and happy,
one Scripture word after another was
shed into his mind. The Spirit “ took
of the things of Christ” and *minis-
tered unto him,” and he wondered at
his past blindness and futile effort ;
wondered that with a great salvation
waiting for him he had not seen enough
to put out his hand, accept the water
of life, and drink freely, so that he
should thirst no more.

It was a blessed crisis in his spirit-
ual life—the healing and strengthen
ing look upward to the Cross—and he
went back to his duties full of a new
and glad consecration to the Master
by whose death his soul lived this full
life of love and faith, in whose glow
his past sorrow faded into a dim vision,
and his weakness and sin were hid from
his eyes.

He was not less cheerful than before,
if he was a little graver. Life had
ceased to be a dream and had become
a reality, and he could heartily thank
God at last for denying him from his
heart’s desire and giving him a heavenly
instead of an earthly blessing.

(70 be continued.)

TaE heroic soul does not sell its
justness and its nobleness.
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“All the Way.”
BuT a youthful pilgrim I,

My journey’s just begun ;
They say I'll meet with sorrow
Before my journey’s done,
The world is full of trouble,
And trials too, they say,

But I will follow Jesus
All the way.

Then, like a little pilgrim,
Whatever I may meet,

Il take it, joy or sorrow—
And lay at Jesus’ feet ;

He'll comfort me in trouble,
He’ll wipe my tears away ;

With joy I'll follow Jesus
All the way.

Then trials cannot vex me,
And pain I nend not fear;
For when I'm close by Jesus,
Grief cannot come too near;
Not even death can harm me,
When death I meet one day ;
To heaven I'll follow Jesus
All the way.
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OUR FATHER'S BUSINESS.

IF there is one part of the blessed
Gospel which more then another
belongs especially to Our Young Folks,
it is the first recorded words of the
Child Jesus. Those thirty silent,
sinless years are to us all a divine
mystery. Perhaps we are nat allowed
to know and follow the unfolding of
that one perfect life, because it might
draw our attention off from the
infinitely important words and deeds
and sufferings of its later years, as you
have seen a teacher lay her hand over
the picture when she would keep some
little learner’s thoughte from wander-
ing away from his lesson. But this
silence is once broken. The curtain
is onoe lifted, and we have a glimpse

[ -

given us of the sweetest, purest child-
life ever known on earth. That we
may see into the heart of the Holy
Child, a single sentence of his—the
first for twelve years, the last for
eighteen more put on record—is vouch.
safed us. 'When Mary reproaches the
boy Jesus for causing her anxiety and
distress by tarrying in Jerusalem, he
replies with a gentle warning (lest she
forget there were higher claims than
hers:) “Wist ye not that I must be
about my Father’s business }”

What better rule, what better guide,
what better test of rconduct, could
young Christians have than this?
Would you adopt an aim in life,
something to live for, something to till
your days with an eager, earnest
purpose? Then “be about your
Father’s business.” Would you decide
between two paths, whether to go to
your right hand or to your left? Ask
yourself which will most further your
heavenly Father’s business, and choose
and follow that. Would you have a
test by which to try your walk and
conversation? Lay alongside your
daily doings this rule, to which the
child Jesus kept himself with sweet
and calm content: “I must be about
my Father’s business.” Do you ask
what is your heavenly Father’s business
for you? You need have no great
trouble now in deciding that question ;
hereafter when life’s tangled lines have
crossed and recrossed, you may doubt-
less halt in perplexity which path to
choose, but now, while you are at the
outset of life, your path is plain and
straight. Your Father’s will for you
is that you should steadily, diligently,
earnestly, improve all your powers of
mind and body.  Cultivate every gift
and grace, let each sunrise waken you
to renewed energy in your training
work or study, and each sunset find
you with duties well fulfilled, oppor-
tunities well met, and some steps of
progress made, and when your time of
fuller service comes you may be a
bright and polished instrument  meet
for the Master’s use.”

po—— P

THE BIBLE IN A BARN.

A BisLe distributor was once going
his rounds, leaving Bibles with families
who were without them, when he came
to the house of a man who hated the
book. *““No, he would have no Bible
left there. If left anywhere it should
be at the barn.”

The distributor did not resent the
rough treatinent he received. He
only said kindly, “1I do not know that
1 could select a better place; our

blessed Saviour ouce lay in o manger.”

With the owner’s leave he quiekly
went to the barn and laid the book in
ug good & place as he could find ; then
he paused to pray that God would
make it a blessing to that nan and his
household. :

The man who had spoken so harshly
did unot feel at ease, and more than
once tliere came to his remembrance
thoughts of that babe in the manger

whose story had once been so familiar
to him,

He stole out to his barn at times
and read a few pages in the despised
book. It seemed as if everything
came home to him, and at every point
he felt himself condemned. What
other book in all the world can have
such a power over hard hearts? It
was not long before he fell on his
knees in the barn and prayed that
God would save even him. The Bible
was carried into his house, and, better
still, its truths sank deep into his soul
and made him a new man.

If children would only realize the
power for good there is in the Bible,
they would prize it more than gold.
Each verse learned is of more value
than a ruby. These earthly treasures
must all perish, but as the martyr
Ridley said of the precious Gospels he
had committed to memory as he
walked among his orchard trees, “The
sweet savor thereof I trust I shall
carry with me to heaven.”

THE BELL OF JUSTICE.

It is a beautiful story that in one
of the old towns of Italy the king
caused a bell to be hung in a tower in
one of the public squares, and called
it the “bell of justice,” and commanded
that anyone who had been wronged
should go and ring the bell, and so
call the magistrate of the city, and
ask and recvive justice.  And when,
in the course of time, the lower end of
the bell-rope rotted away, » wild vine
was tied to it to lengthen it; and one
day an old and starving horse that
had been abandoned by its owner and
turned out to die wandered into the
tower, and trying to eat the vine, rang
the bell.  And the magistrate of the
city, coming to see who had rung the
bell, found this old and starving horse;
and he caused the owner of the horse,
in whose service he had toiled and
been worn out, to be summoned before
him, and decreed that as his poor

horse had rung the bell of justice, he
should have justice, and that Lluring
the remainder of the horse’s life his
owner should provide for him proper
food and drink and stable.

LIVE FOR SOMETHING.
THousaNDS of men breathe, move
and live ; pass off the stage of life, and
Why? They
did not a particle of good in the world,
and none were blessed by thewm ; none
could point to them as the instruments

are heard of no more.

of their redemption; not a line they
wrote, not a word they spoke, could be
recalled, and so they perished—their
light went out in darkness, and they
were not remembered more than the
insects of yesterday. Will you thus
live and die? Live for something.
Do good and leave behind you a
monument of virtue that the storms
of life can never destroy. Write your
name by kindness, love and mercy, on
the hearts of the thousands you come
in contact with year by year, and you

will never be forgotten. No, your
name, your deeds, will be as legible on’
the hearts you leave behind as the
stars on the brow of evening.—Chal’
mers, ’

VICTORY OVER DEATH.

WHEN the Lord Jesus died and rose
again, he made an atonement for the
world.  For fear you do not under- |
stand this, I will tell you that he camej
to earth, and became a man like any
of us; and after living a holy life for
thirty-three years, he was crucified by,
wicked men, and died on the cross.
He was the Son of God, and let the
wicked men put him to death, because'
he came to die for them, or to die in §
their stead.  If he had not received §
this punishment for the sins of the §
world, then all sinners would have §
been lost cternally,  But he died for §
us, (in our place), and now if we §
believe in him, we are saved from sin,
and will be saved in heaven when we §
cease to live on earth.

This dying in our stead we eall
making an atonement. It was makingl
a way for all who believe on him to be
saved from sin. )

There was once a man who had a }
very bad temper. He would get":
angry if anyone said any little thing,
that he did not like.  But this mun §
became very tired of getting angry, §
very tired of all his sins; and he §
began to ask God for a new heart, B
one that would love the Lord: then §
the love came into his heart, and he.}
could live without getting anyry, |
'The blessing this man received is |
called conversion.

If Christ had never
died for us, we could never have been’
saved from our sins. 1

All that Jesus does for our souls, he |
does because he is the one who re-.
deersed us by his death.  He forgives |
sins; he helps Christians to live hol.v»
lives; he cleanses their hearts from
evil, and sanctifies them wholly, in |
answer to prayer; and he is able to do
this because he sutlered in their stead
and thus made an atonement, i

Those who are thus saved are not
afraid to die.  “The sting of deatli is
sin.” A sinner is afraid to die be
cause he is afraid to meet God with
all his sins on his soul.  But the one
who has been saved frow has
victory over death,

sin

Grandpa A. was very old and very
sick, but he was not one bit afraid,
for he said it was “unly one step to
glory.” He wanted the Lord to take
him quickly to heaven. He had vie
tory in his soul over death.

We do uot have this victory becuuse
we are young, or because we are o, L
but those who are saved frow sin hinve
this victory over death.

-

WE must always speak of the things
of God reverently and seriously, and
a8 becomes the oracles of God.

THE integrity of the upright shal
guide them ; but the perverseness of
transgressors shall destroy them.
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The Fisher-Boy's Faith.
BY MRS. J. M. DANA.

THE fisher-boy gazed from the cottage door
Far over the restless sea,
And he sadly cried,
‘O coming tide,
Bring my father home to me 3
The waves dash high in their caps of white,
I know there will be a storm to-night.”

*“ Now bring me, Johnny,” the mother said,
“The Bible from off the stand ;
Do you know, my child,
These waves so wild
Are held in our Father’s hand ?
Have you forgotten the ‘ Peace, be atill,’
Or the winds and the waves that obeyed his
will 1%

They read the beautiful story o'er,
How once, when on Galilee
A ship was tossed,
And almost lost,
One came to them on the sea.
Then suddenly ceased the tempest’s roar,
And the lake lay smooth as a polished floor.

O the blessed faith of a little child !
His heart grew strangely warm,
And he went to bed
So comforted,
Though his father was in the storm.
For had he not prayed with all his might,
¢ 0 Jesus, walk on the sea te-night.”

His father came with the early dawn,
And told of his wild despair—
When the ocean’s swell
In a moment fell,
And a mighty calm was there,
He did not know or the weary crew,
How it happened so—but Johnny knew.

THE PET BEARS.

QuEER pets they are. They were
probably captured when cubs by the
husband of this woman. We see his
hunting gear hanging on the wall.
The young bears have become very
tame, and are eagerly taking their
food. Kindness will overcome almost
the most savage nature. Even young
lions and tigers have been made as
docile as dogs or kittens by dint of
kindness. i

MISTRESS AND MAID.

Two young girls were together in a
luxurious drawing-room. Both were
under twenty, and both had ecandid,
intelligent faces, with an expression
in them of earnest purpose ; but there
the likeness ended.

Rose Eberly’s dark curls were gath
ered up by a quaint gold pin ; she
wore & pale blue, silken gown, and lay
back in an easy-chair, holding in her
delicate ringed hands & piece of Ken-
sington art-work.

Gretchen Janssen’s fair hair was
combed back under a servant’s white
cap, her dress was of coarse brown
woollen stuff. She stood upright be-
hind Miss Eberly’s chair, threading
needles for her with embroidery silk.
She had been standing there for two
hours.

Jenny Ward, Rose’s especial friend,
came in presently on her way to
school. ‘

“ How lovely your work is, Rose!
Oh dear! To be done with school
and to have nothing to de but to
make these exquisite things|”

gravely. “It is for Advent Season.
I undertook to do it in Lent. 1 fast
and sacrifice my time—so many hours
a day—to this work for the church.”

“You are so good a Christian!”
exclaimed Jenny, in an awed tone.

“No,” said Rose, anxiously. I
want to be of use in the world—to
serve my Maker. But it is so hard to
find the right work. The altar cloth
is good as far as it goes; but when I
think of the great masses of the
heathen in far away lands, crying,
‘ Come over and help us,’ I feel that 1
must give myself to some great mis-
sionary work.”

“ Dear, dear,” sighed Jenny. She
was a dull, kindly little girl, whose
vision and thoughts scldom extended
beyond home and school. *I wish I
bad such noble aims! Let the maid
go, Rose. I'll thread your needles.
That poor girl looked as if she would
drop,” she added, when Gretchen left
the room.

“She’s sickly, I fancy,” said Rose,
carelessly, “but picturesque, don’t you
think I Mamma has an ssthetic pur-
pose in choosing her women. They
must be pretty, to furnish the house
well. This Swede, with her biue eyes
and hectic colour, is as good a feature
at dinner as the flowers or Nankin
pottery.”

Gretchen, meanwhile, crept slowly
up four flights of stairs to the little
attic room which she shared with two
other women.

She was trembling with exhaustion,
and she knew that half her day’s work
had been left undone while she wus
waiting on Rose.

Mrs. Eberly, in spite of her ®sthetic
tastes, was a close, rigid, harsh ruler
of a household. She was unflinching
in her exaction of service from the
women she employed.  Gretchen,
being a young, timid girl, had heavier
work and lighter wages than the
other.

Mrs. Eberly met her on the stairs.

“ What are you doing here? You
should be polishing your brasses this
afternoon.”

“I haf & pain in mein brust. T go
for some medsin in mein room,” said
the girl, forcing a smile. She remem-
bered how the great lady of the village
at home used to deal out physic and
pity to her servants, like the biyg-
hearted house-mother that she was.

“ Pain | You did not
tell me you were sickly when you took
the place! If anything ails you,
you've got to go at once! [ can’t
make an hospital of my house.”

She swept down the stairs, fasten-
ing her bracelet as she went. Gret-
chen hurried to her owu room. She
drank the medicine, and then falling

Medicine |

on her kunees beside a big wooden
chest, unlocked it-—-and was at home

again | Since she had been il these

little visits to her chest were ali that-

secmed to kevp her alive,

The chest itself had the queer,
woody. pungent smell of the garret at
bome.

There was the row of stout woollen
stockings which her mother had knit
for her, and the gay red shawl that
her father had bought for her at the
village fair. He bad sold his big
silver watch to buy it.

“Thou shalt not go in mean clothes
among these Americans,” he said, the
tears in his eyes.

Poor father, how proud he was!
If his strength had not broken down
he never would have allowed her to
go with the other village girls to seek
her fortune here !

There was the ribbon which her
sister Justine gave her, and the candy
dog the baby bought ber last Christ-
mas. And here was her Bible, which
old Pastor Gradner gave her the day
she was coni.rmed. The old man had
gone down with the girls to the city,
to see them aboard the ship and to
give them his blessing.  His gray head
was the last thing she saw on the
wharf.

She opened the book and read a
verse, ‘“The Lord is my Shepherds
The hot tears gushed out. This poor
sheep was so far out in the wilderness,
and needed home and help so much!

“If I could only go home, Lord,
before I die!” she sobbed. But she
had no money to go home.

The farm on the hillside ; the gray
old house ; the big kitchen, with her
father beside the great Dutch stove;
ler mother, with the baby on her knee
—she saw them all. She had been
strong and happy there. It was this
warw, foul ecity air that had struck
her with death.

The bell rang sharply. Closing her
chest, she went down to her work.

While she waited at dinner Mr.
Eberly read from the evening paper
an account of a colony of lepers on an
island in the Pacific. Rose listened
with kindling eyes. ~Here was her
work ! She had not much sympathy
with commonplace sufferers such as
Smith or Brown, in the alley, Lut
lepers, in a palm-covered isle of the
Pacific! Her mother's @sthetiv taste
showed itself in her. She fell into a
reverie, while her father reud on.

“ Here is a notice which is meant
for you, Gretchen, and other Swedish
folk,” he said, kindly. ¢« ¢There will
be service in the Swedish tongue in
the Lutheran church to-morrow morn-
ing at ten o'clock. 'Preaching by a
clergyman visiting this country, Pastor
Gradner, of Dronthal.””

QGretchen’s face turned red and then
white ; the dish which she held fell to
the ground. She picked it up and
hurried out of the room. [t was not
broken-—but what did all the dishes
in the world matter?
would
would hear from home !

To-morrow she
see Father Gradner!  She

“Mr. Eberly, I wish you would not
speak so familiarly to the servants,”
said his wife. Tt destroys all dis-
cipline.”

“They are human beings, after all,”
he grumbled.

“ That girl,” said Rose, ‘is more

|
like a corpse to-day then a living 1
creature.  She quite takes away Y |
appetite. 1 don’t see why we should |
follow the Egyptian custom, and bring |
a reminder of death to our feasts.” i
Rose lay awake half that night |
planning a fair for the benefit of the |
lepers. |
Gretchen could not sleep for joy at |
the thought of seeing the old man who |
had been her friend even in her cradle.
She rose long before dawn to finish |
her work, that she might go to church. ;
While the other maids ate their break- §
fast, she hurried from room to room, I
sweeping and putting them in ordel'-
It was past nine o'clock, but Roﬁ»e
was still in bed.  Half an hour later i
she came out yawning. Gretchen met
her outside. She was pale with ex- |
citement, her voice was unsteady. '
“Miss Rose, I wish much to go t0}
de shurch dis day. It is now de time. §
May I leave your room till I come |
back 7 1 vill make great hurry.” i
“Leave my room{ Certainly not |
True religion lies in doing your duty) |
not in running to church. Air t,ha
room thoroughly, and then put it .W
rights.” She paused, and looked ab i
Gretchen steadily.  “ Don’t look ab
me in that manner. A Christian does
her duty cheerfully, and submits with
out a wmurmur to disappointment.” |
She passed on with a complacent |
sense of having done her own duty ip :
teaching this poor creature, when her |
tather startled her by saying, *Seem$
to me you might have made up your |
own bed, and let the girl go to church.” |

“I! Do the work of the chamber
maid !  You have strange idea8
father ! ”

She hurried through breakfast

drove to church, and passed most
the time there in laying plans for hef
fair, and dreaming of some great heroi¢
sacrifice which she would make af
some future time. Perhaps she would
put on-cap and black gown, and g°
out as a trained nurse into the ho¥
pitals, or she might volunteer to go t |f
some room infected with swall-pox of
yellow-fever, and be followed by the i
prayers and devotion of grateful mul {f
titudes, like Sister Dora.

That evening another maid waited
at dinner.

“ Where is Gretchen 1” asked Jenny |
Ward, who was at the table.

“The girl was disappointed this |j
morning,” said Mrs. Eberly, ¢ becaus® |]
she could not run to church and leave
her work half done. She cried, and
brought on a hemorrhage from the

lungs. So I paid her up, and sent hef
home. There is no room here for sick ||
women.”

“Has she a howe?” asked Jenny:
“ Where did she go?”

“QOh, those people always clan t¢
gether,”  said  Rose, impatiently’
“They're comfortable enough. Theif
one object is to make all the money
they can from us. Tt’s trouble enough
to e bothered with them while thef
are your servants. You surely don’ |
expect us to keep track of them afte”

S i This is an altar cloth,” said Rose,

-,
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t}ley leave ust What will you do for
the fair, Jenny ? Just think of those
Poor lepers on the Pacific!”

Gretchen had no place to go, when
she turned from Mrs. KEberly’s door.
She knew that the boarding-house to

Which she had been taken on landing.

Would not receive her, now that she
Was ill, and as she thought dying
She wandered, however, through the
8treet for an hour, trying to find it,
and fainted as she reached the door.
She was promptly sent by the woman
| Who kept the house to a hospital.

During the next two weeks, while
Rose was planning tableaux and con-
certs for the lepers on the other side
| of the world, the girl who had waited
behind her chair lay in the extremity
of suffering in a public ward.

The fever left her, and she recovered
tonsciousness one warm day, when the
8pring sunshine lay across her bed.
She was silent a long time, looking at
her thin, white hands which she was
ot strong enough to raise to her head.

When the nurse came to her on her
Younds, she motioned to her to bend
Over her.

“I haf been long sick ¥”

“Two weeks.”

“How soon can I work again?”

“ Well, now, you poor girl, you
Mustn’t trouble your head about work.
You just set your mind to getting well
—that’s all you’ve got to do.”

Gretchen caught her gown with her
Weak fingers.

“T haf not money to go home. I
Wyst earn money to go. 1 must die
8 my home. I cannot die here—
alone”—locking wildly about. It is
Bot my home !”

The nurse, who was a fat, kindly
Woman, cast an appealing glance to
®me one behind the head-board,
“ You must explain to her.”

A pleasant face, which Gretchen
dimly remembered, bent over her.

“Iam Jenny Ward. I was afraid
You had no friends. The cook at Mrs.
Eberly’s told me about Pastor Gradner,
and how you wanted to see him. So
I found him, and he and I searched
for you till we found you here, and—
here he is !”

There was the grey head and the
beﬂignant face, every look of which
Wag a blessing! She lifted her hands,
and burst into tears. ‘

“Now, my child,” said the old
fa'ther, soothing her in his own tongue,
“be calm, I have good news to tell
You. The doctor says you will not
die.  Your lungs are sound. You
Deed but to go to the pure air of the

k est, and you will be a strong, merry
8irl again. _

“Be silent. I have more to tell
Jou. A colony has come from Dron-
thal to go to Minnesota; I am at its
‘ead. Your father and mother, Jus-
Yine and the baby are all there. They
ve a new home in that life-giving
&Ir, and among the great, sunny wheat-
elds, ready for you. As soon as you
8re able to travel, we will go.”

n Happiness is a strong medicine. In

a few days Gretchen and the good
prstor slarted for the Tar .West.,
Jenny Ward went to the station to
bid them good-by, and as the train
rolled away they looked back at hf%r
homely, kindly face, and prayed in
their hearts- for God's blessing on her.
— Yowuth's Companion.
o -
Touch Not, Taste Not, Handle Not.
« Look not upon the wine
When it is red.”
1t sparkles to destroy ;
Its power is dread.'
Taste not the rosy wine;
Thy lips were given
To speak of hope and love,
Of Christ and heaven.
Let thy hands handle not
The accursed bowl ;
It holds a poisoned draught
To kill the soul.
A sweeter cup is ours—
Water so bright ;
God’s precious gift to man,
Sparkling with light.
Mgs. E. J. RicHMOND.

——————

«THE QUICKEST WAY.”

Mrg. Brown wanted a boy. Charlie
Jones wanted the place. H.e was told
to put a screw in the gate-h:nge.

«Qh, yes, 1 can do that!” And he
seized & hammer and gave the screw
two or three hard whacks. )

«Stop ! stop! that is not t’{le way.

«That is the quickest way.

« But the quickest way is not always
the right way. 1 want no b?,y who
puts in screws with a hammer.

There are a great many boys who
drive screws with a hammer, and &
great many places that do not want
them for that reason. T}{ere are
Charlies and Marys who will l,f,aa:m
their lessons the quickest way " In-
stead of the right way. 'And in every-
thing, whether it is running an errand,
sewing a seam, Or, a8 they be(fome
older, doing more impf)rtant things,
they are not content with t.he slower
but surer WAy of one ?a.txent turn
after another. They skim over the
Jesson, and then try to make up
brilliant answers in class,.or double
the thread and take one stitch where
there should be three, or dash oﬂ: be-
fore they half understand Wh‘at 1t. is

they say 18 gomg

out or how what / ‘
" No boy or girl who drives

ymer can succeed.—

to sound.
screws with a han
Our Morning Guide.
__—”“""*.‘_————_—‘

G00D WORDS FOR OUR.. ZBOYSj

Br gentle, boys. It is hlgl:‘ gms'e
to have it said of one of you, he 1,s:
as gentle as a woman to h1§ m?; er.
1t is out of fashion to th}nk i -yt(:u
;onore mother, and make little sister
ct;y whenever she comes near yo:,
that people will think you belonng
the upper stratum of socxetyl. boy,g
member that, as # ntxlle!,n eg:;nte ¥

e-men (gentlemen). '

mall;: f:'z:llv, hoys(.b A frank, straight-

forward manner always gains friend
jave committed a fault, step

ou | ‘ ‘

gr{v'\rd and confess 1t Concealed

‘ ‘ sooner or
always found out sooner

faults are alway o o

later. Never do anything

afterward may cause a blush of shame
to come to your face.

Be courteous, boys. It is just as
easy to acquire a genteel, courteous
manner as an ungracious, don’t-care
style, and it will help you materially
if you have to make your own way
through life.  Other things being
equal, the boy who knows the use of
“] beg your pardon” and “I thank
you” will be chosen for a position,
three to one, in preference to a boy to
whom such sentences are strange.

Be prompt, boys. It is far better
to be ahead of than behind time.
Business men don’t like tardiness.
They realize that time is valuable.
Five minutes every morning amounts
to half an hour at the end of the week.
Many things can be done in half an
hour. Besides, disastrous results often
follow lack of punctuality.

Be thorough, boys. Black the heels
as well as the toes of your shoes, and
be sure that both shine. Pull out
the roots of the weeds in the flower-
beds. Don’t break them off' and leave
them to spring up again when the
first shower comes. Understand your
lessons. Don’t think that all that is
necessary is to get through a recitation
and receive a good mark.

Be Christians, boys. Don’t go

‘through life without making sure of

one of the mansions Christ has gone
to prepare for his children. ~What a
terrible thing it would be to have the
“pearly gate” closed against you, and
to hear the awful words, “I never
knew you!”

A RULE THAT WORKS BOTH
WAYS.

Be kind, gentle, and true, and
always do to others as you would have
them do to you. Have you never
noticed how much happier and beloved
some children are than others? There
are some people you always like to be
with, Decause they are happy them-
selves and you share their spirit.
There are others whom you always
prefer to avoid. They seem to have
no friends, and you know no person
can be happy without friends. But
you cannot expect to receive affection
unless you also give it. Others are
not likely to love you if you do not
love them. If your companions do
not love you it is most certainly your
own fault. They caunot help loving
you if you are kind and friendly. It
is not beauty, it is not wealth that
secures true friends. Your own heart
must glow with kindness. For ex-
ample, you go to school on a cold,
winter morning, and find the stove
surrounded with boys. One of them
steps back, and says pleasantly, “Why,
John, old fellow, you look cold ; here,
take my place.” Will you not think
more kindly of him? Begin to act
upon this principle when a child, con-
tinue it through life, and you will

never lack for friends.  Which of
your companions have the most
friends? Il venture they are the

ones that are kind-hearted and true,
The Bible says, “ A man that hath

friends must show himself friendly.”
—FE. T L.

A Child's Tear.
* MY home—yes, it's bright and clean, sir,
And I'll tell how it came to pass ;
It wasn’t my work or doing at all—
It's all due to that little lass.

‘I was going straight down to hell, sir,
And all through the curse of the drink ;

How I treated poor Mary, my wife, sir,
God knows I can’t bear to think.

““I didn’t know as I loved her
Till the wild dark night she died,
When I found her lying so cold and still,
And that new-born child by her side.

“ The little lass, she has grown, air—
Last June she was eight years old ;

And what she has been to me, sir,
Can never on earth be told.

‘““When a kid, there was no one to mind
her
But a woman as lived next door;
And she being given to drink, too,
Let her full one day on the floor.

‘“ And ever since, the poor creatur’
Has been lame with a crooked knee ;
So I'd often lift her up in my arms
To take her about with me,

‘“ For I really loved the poor mite, sir,
And her sweet little eyes of blue
Was as blue and as bright as her mother’s
wor,
And they looked me through and through,

*“ One night I was off to the ¢ public’—
I'd been drinking already—'twas late,
And I took little May to carry her,
But I couldn’t walk quite straight.

‘¢ Oh, daddy, don’t go !’ she whispered,
But I quickened my drunken pacs,

And I said, ¢ Not another word, young un,
Or I'll give you a slap in the face.’

‘1 was brutal, sir—I know i;
But the devil was in me then,

And when he gets hold of us with the drink
We are only brutes—not men.

‘“ And the little lass, she wor quies,

But I felt a hot tear fall ;
And it seemed to burn right into my hand,

Though she wiped it off with her shawl.
‘¢ Straight into my soul is entered—

It melted my hardened heart .
So I said, ‘I'll go home, lassie.’

That night I made & new start,
** Now, every morning and evening,

I kneel, and with heart sincere
I bless my God for saving a seul

By the touch of a little ene’s tear.”

T. Tmormevrn Suona

A PERSIAN FABLE

THR young folks of Persia, when
they ask for s story—for young folks
are alike the world over in their love
for stories—sometimes hear the follow-
ing fable. What do you think they
are meant to learn from it !

A gourd wound itself around a lofty
palm, and in a few weeks climbed tn
its very top. “ How old mayest thou
be!” asked the new-comer. “ About
a hundred years,” was the answer.
“A bhundred years, and no taller!
Only look! I have grown as tall as
you in fewer days than you can count
years.” “I know that well,” replied
the palm. “Every summer of my
life a gourd has climbed up around me
as proud as thou art and as short-lived
as thou wilt be.”
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The Song of tho Plough.

Rovsn the rongh inll, Lul,
Over ridgo and vt
Keen, lad, anid elvan, Tl
Lot the braght share cut,
With a strong team, snd stendy @
‘T'o work roon and lute,
And finm hands, and 1eady,
To keep the furrow straight.

Up with weed and thorn, T ;
Kill them from the oot ;
Foes, lad, are those, lad,
‘That chioke the strugghog shoot.
That were rare matter
For folk's jeers and rearns
Shonld the rower seatter
His seedd among the theins,

Break the hard erust, lad
Sun and rain and dew
Must glow, lad, and flow, L.
Must shine and tilter thiough.
Not a new shoot, lad,
That fecls the hard earth
Will c'er stnike anont, Lud,
But dic init« bigth

Hearts want the plough, lad;
Every fanlt's a wead
To turn up and burn up
Fire we sow the seed ;
Down to deep places
Scare with God's might,
Sow in prayer the graces,
And they shall thrive night,
Selected.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARIER.

STUDIES IN THE kPl ACCORBING TO
MATTHELA.

LESSON VI
CONFENSING CHRIST,
Mau, 10. 82-32.
Gonpes Trar

A.D. 28, [Nov. 6.

Comnut to mem, va, 37 89,

Whasaever therefoe shall eonfesc e
before men, Inm will T confess also wefige
my Father which is o heaven.  Matt,
10. 32.

QuUTIISF,

1. Our Confesang of Chirist,
2. Christ 8 Confession of Us,

Tiny. -28 A.D.

Prace.—In Galilee.

EXFLANATIONS. - NMindi confoas e Shall
acknowledge me as Messiah and Saviour.
Shall edeny me— Shall v fuse to acknowledge
my Jaim.  Losend peace Ho s the Prindce
of peace, and through him peae e shall come,
but only after ficvee conthet wath sin.
Strord —Christ's Goapel 15 agy.exmbve, aml
must overthrew oxisting fame of naladicf
and wickedness.  For [ an come to #t a
man at varianc — Not as an actual purpose
for the mcre sake of kg trouble; but
that will be the materal result of wy comingg
That taketh not his evow A figure horrowed
from the familiar Roman punishiment by
which he wax himse*f to dic. e that findeth
his (ife—-He who preserves his earthly life,
Shall lose st—Shall loso his spirit: al ilfc, if
the former was saved by unfaithfulness. .1
prophet—Any religions teacher. One of
these little ones—Referving to Ins disciples.
Cup of cold weater  ‘Lhe very stnallest act of
Christian love.

TracMines oy TiY, LEssow,

Where, in this lesson, are we taught—
1. That we determine our own destiny ?
2. That religion demands sclf sacrifice?
3. That good decds are never forgotten?

Ty Jessox CATECHISM.

1. What did Jesus say.in t'e Gonpes
Trxrabcat confessinghim?  ¢¢ Whonnever,”
ete. 2. \What does Jcaus require of those
who would b~ his disociplesa? That they
shall love him. 3. Who does Jesus sy is
not worthy of him? He that taketh not bis
cross. 4. What doues Jesus say of the one
who gives & cup of cold water in the name
of & disciple? *‘‘He shall not loso his
reward."”

Doorrivar SvcoerstioNn.—The judgment.

[ N

1
i CATE ISM Qe paTioN,
G Daes thic losth of Chniat thon pnove

i both the pstive awd mepey of Gedr Y
HCLURTR AT \\'--n-lujllul way the cross showe e
Gl s hatied of s sl fove towaaeds the
et

Leanads lini. 103 Pralin Ixxav, t0.

AD us)) LESSON VI [Nov, 13,
CHRIST'S WEITVESS PO I0NN,
Mart. 11, p,

Com o ¢ 0omem re 26,
Gorors ‘Trar
He was a burning mel a shining light.
Joha 5. 35,

QuTiise,

1. Juhn's Question,
2. Chuist's Answer.

Te, -8 AD

Prace Capernaum,  John the Baptist
s prron at Castle Macharrus,

Earrasationas.—In the prison - In the
castle, or fortiess, of Machwerus, near the
Peald Sen. It was a very stromy fortifi-
cation Two o lus diseiples Bvnlently
Herod had given Johin such libeety w the
castle ax allowed s disciples atill to wait
upen it He that shoudd come ="I'bad is,
the Mosstaly so longg eapeeted,  Jowedook -
Shall we look.  Evidently John himgelf had
begun to doubt whether the One whom he
had prodanned was really the Mosauh,
Rleward ox v, whocoerer shall wat he ogleneded
v me—A caution to John ot to mistake
the true matwe of Christ'a ministry and
kingdom 1 veed shaken- John is asserted
not to be vain, amd tickle, and easily swayed,
despite lnus question of doubt,  Clothed m
aof? ngnen A strong reamnder of Joha's
anstere manner, amd carae garb, in contriat
to the etfenunacy of his coemies m Herod's
anat,  More than a prophd Ond who had
actually scen the Messiah.,  Phe Lingdomn or
hearven  suflercth  volence — A figurative
allusion to the rapid entrance of men into
the kingdom of heaven which chavactarized
the age.  This is Eivas. .Or, the Ehjah, who
was to come before the Messih,  Svo Mal,
1.5,

TrACHINGS OF THE LEssoN,

Where, in this lesron, are we taught -

1. That the mirneles of Jexus provo him
divine?

2. That to bea messenger for Jeana is a
great honour ?

3 That to be & true
highest earthly dignity ?

Christian is the

Tur Lisson Catreniss,

1. What question did John the Baptist
send to Jesus® *CArt thou he that should
come?” 2 How did Jesus show Johin that,
lie was the Saviour? By his wonderful
works, 3. \What did Jesus sxay of John?
That he was the greatest of the mophets,
4. What did he say of John in the Gapnes
Teal? Hewas, "ete. 3 Whois preater
than John the Baptist®  He that is least in
the kingdom of hieaven,

DourrIsal SuGeestios, —1 he Messtah,

CATECHISM QUESTION,

7. Amt what further lesson should we
learn?  Qur infimte bt to the Redecma
hitnself, who in his love laid down his life
for us,

John a. 1. The Good Shopherd laycth
dewn his hie for the sheop.

WHO STOLE THE EGGS?
Rats and mice are not favourites
with most people.  Their thieving,
mischievous habits have always made
them unweleume, and they have come
to be classed with black beetles and
other “ nasty things," and set down as
vermin. Their appearance in & housc
is usually the signalfor the baiting and
s:tting of traps, and pussy is ordered

to watch for them night and day.
They are cunning little creatures,
rats especially, and the following story
scems to show that when they mcet
with a difficulty they can think and
tack their brains as well as any little

1. y over compound multiplication.
The head-master of a boys’ school in

) Jersey kept some fine Dorking fowls,

PLEASANT HOURS.

1)
LI

whose eggs he used often to e for
breakfaste Boing very foud of them,
he was versy much annoyed when the
sapply began (o vun shoet, and tinally
Wit vonlid bo the
Perhaps the gavdener took
Or could it be the
No
one knew Ko n
steiet wateh was set on the stal leg

veased altogether,
reason ?
them for himself'?
buys that had robhed the nests
no one could tell,

where the fowls were kept,

One day a small boy, whose turn it
was 10 keep s look-out, noticed three
old rats come out of the ground, peep
about, awd then, running to the nests,
deliberately set to work to remove one
of tho egrees, Rat No. 1 polled it to the
edgo of the nest and thero gave it into
the arms of rats No. 2 aud No, 3, who
vy caretully lifted it down to the
flnor of the stable,

Onee on the floor, the next thing
was how to carry it over to the mouth
of their hiole,  To push it along hefore
them would probably have led to ats
getting eracked agninst the pebbles,
So what do you think they did? Rat
No. | turned over and lay on his back,
while the other two rolled the egg up
hetween his paws. No. 2 then took
holdd of hum by the tail, and with the
assistance of No. 3 dragged him and
the egg over the stones safely to the
hole.  As soon as the three clever
thieves had disappeared, the nstonished
little boy ran off' to tell the master
what he had seen. The Iatter woulld
not. believe it at first, but the mt
catelier was sent for, and soon the
hreakfast. table was again furnished
with newlaid eggs,

r— e 4 P84 e temmmns

A LESSON IN A TUNNEL.

WieN we retuened  from  Haly,
someo years o, the Mont Cenis Tun
nel was newly opened, and we reckoned
that it must be a dreary passage, and
very durk, nud thevefore we had better
Lo provided with o candle. 1t would
be damp and close, and therefore every
window should be closed for fear of one
hreathing the impure air.  So wespecu
lated. But when wo traversed that
wonderful passage, the cartinges wete
well lighted, and much of the tunnel
also, and wesat with opened windows,
finding it as ey to breathe as on the
mountain’s side. It wis a joy rather
than a peril to pass through the dreaded
tunnel.  So shall the voyager along
the good old way find thut death is not
what he dreams, Jesus will light the
darksnne way, amd the soul will newd
no caslle of carth, fresh breeses from
glory will drive away the death-dimp,
and the music of angels will mnke the
heart forgetful of pains. How can
the good old way lead anto danger?
What can it conduct us to but eternal
rest §—-Spurgeon.

o

ACKNOWLEDGING that we have becn
wrong i8 only showing that wo are
wiser to-doy than we were yesterday.

GRreAT talkers are like broken
pitchers—everything runs out of them.

CHEAP EDITION,

PANSY BOOKS

Printed from Original Plates.

NOW READY,

ReTit Brskise'’s Crosses,
GCnartavqea Guns AT Hoxe,
Four Giris ar Cnavraugua,
NEW-Grart 18 THE Faminy ‘Unee.
Mus, Sor. 8wty Lookine Oy,
Oxg Commosrerack 1t ¢,

Price, Cloth, so0 Cents Each.

A NEW VOLUMR
By PANSY, Entitled

“Eighty-Seven.
CAMADIAN CCPTRIGRT BDITION,

A Chautawua Story, dedicated to the §
¢ Class of '87."

1y

12mo, Cloth, 342 pp., $1.00.

Will be mailed, post-free, to any addren
on receipt of $1.00,

Just Issued from Our Press.

“TACTICS OF INFIDELS."

By REV. F. A. LAMBERT,

Author of **Notes on Ingersoll,” “Hand-,‘
Louk of Scripture Reference,” ete,

In Paper Covers, 357 pp., at 30 Cents, and §
Cloth, 60 Cents. i

C. L S C.

COURSE OF READING FOR °
1887-88. :

REQUIRED READINGS:

Prices to Members.

Canadian History and Literature. By
W. H. Withrow, D.D, F.R.&.C.,
and G, Mercer Adam, M.A......
Chantauqua  Text Book, American
History..oovieiiniiiineninnian,
American Literature. By Prof. H. A,
Beers, A.M., of Yalo College .... ©
Fuymology and Hygiene. By De. M. B,
Hatficld Ceeeeans
Philosophy of the Plan of Salvation.
By J. B. Walker, LI.D ........ 0 2,
Reudings from Washington Irving.... 0 %,
Classical German Course in English,
By Dr. W. . Wilkinson.... ....
History of tho Medioval Church, By ©
J. K. Hutst, D.D,, LL.D........ 0 %

.
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csessieveser e

Awerican History. By Edward Everett
Hale, D.D. (rccommended to
Canadinn members, but not re-
quired)

——

']:hc sct, cxcluding American History,
muiled post free on receipt of $4.75.  With'
American History, $5.75. T

Circular giving the recommended order of
study for each month, etc., etc., sent to any,
wddress, post-fres, on application,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 Kixag Sr. Easr, Toroxto,
C. W..COATES, MonrtzraL, Que.




