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STREET SCENE, BENARES.

A STREET scene inan Eastern city presents many
ints of coutrast to one in the West.  The
antastic oriental architecture, the duk faces and
uaint costumes of the people, the strange lan-
ages that meet the ear, all make one feel that he
in another world,  Yel there are on every side
vidences of a civilization that was old before that
f Burapean began, and even the languages contain
e roots from which many of the wods of most
uropean tongues have sprang,  The thick mattings
nd awnings hung over the windows and doors are
vidences of the heat of the climate.  Aund such
rroundings wany of the noblest trophies of
issionary labonr have been won.

“TIME TO QUIT.”

rink to know just when to quit; and to possess

ce between safety and de-
ruction,  There ure people
ho can take care of them-
Ives, and there are people
ho have found out that vy
ot tihe care of  them-
lves, but there e comr
ratively few who huow just
w far they can go and be
fe, and just when to tuin
ut and take the oppusite
urse.

A recent paper tells of a
n who unce received whole-
nie  distraction
is matter.

concetmng
He was a pro.
ionad gentleman, living in
city, who one morning
ppeal into a saloon to pet
customary drink.  After
Sing the ordinmary saluta-
ns with three or four loafers
0 were hanging about the
e, he went up to the bar
d called for < n whiskey,”
ich wag handed to him. As
filled the glass and was
isings it to his lips, n miscrable, wrotched, drunken
mp stepped up beside him and said : ‘
“8ay, Squire, can't you give me a drink out of |
¢ bottle 77 ‘
Not wishing to be annoyed by associates of that !
the gentleman roughly told him to go a\\'ny§
mind his own business. The tramp angrily !
lied that he need not be so cranky about the !
Mer, for before hie got to drinking he was just as

ctable as he was, and wore ax fine clothes as
did. “And what is more,” said he, “I always
w how to act the gentleman.”

[No. 19.

The gentleman stood a
few moments  eycing  the
heguarly wretch from head
to foot, noting with deep
disgust his bloodshot cyes,
his bloated face, his long
unkempt hair, his 6ilthy,
ragged garments, and his
mismated boots, after which
he said :

[

“Then it was drinking
that made you an outcast
from society and the wiser-
able man that you are?”

“ Yes," saul the tramp.

“Then it is time for me
to quit,” said the gentleman,

It is & great thing for people who use strong |

d aet upon this knowledge mikes wil the difler- ' neser to enter 1t agaim.

tare abundant everywhere.

and pouring the glass of
whiskey on the tloor he
turned and left the saloon,

STREET SCENE, RENARES.

This lesson was enough for him, and such lessons
Through all the haunts
of vice and dens of crime and infamy, as well as in
the police courts, prisons, asylums, and alms-houses,
there are unnumbered examples of persons who
might serve as warnings to people who are willing
to be warned. Thousands and thousands who are
to-day staggering down to dark, dishonoured graves,
were intelligent, respectable, and honoured men
before they were ensnared in the fatal coils of this
deceptive and deadly vice. They were warned,
they were cautioned, but they were self-confident

aml heeded no admonitions,
and so have gone on to their

doon.  Others are following
them.  When will they be

warned?  When will they
learn to say, as they see the
wreck and ruin wrought by
intemperance upon others,
« It ig time for me to quit}”
Tt ig better yet never to begin.
——r—
WHOLESOME WORDS FOR
GIRLS.

CoMr here, Jenny, and sit
down beside me, and let me
give you a little talking to. I
wish to speak to you of your
mother. Itmay be you have
noticed a care-worn look upon
her face lately. Of course it
has not been brought there by
any act of yours; still, it is
your duty to chase it away.
I don’t mean for you to run
at it, and shake your skirts,
and tell it to “*shoo,” as you
would # hen; nor dol expect
you to get on the other side
of the fence and throw old
oyster caus and pieces of
barrel staves at it. But I
want you to get up to-morrow
morning and get breakfast
prepared, and when  your
mother comes down and begius
to express her surprise, go
right up to her and kiss her
on the mouth. You ecan’t
imagine how it will brighten
up her dear old face!

Her face has more wrinkles
than yours far more; and
yet if you were sick that face
vould appear to you to be
more beautiful than an angel's,
asit hovered over you, watch-
ing cvery opportunity to min-
ister to your comfort, and
every one of those wrinkles would seem to be
bright wavelets of suushine chasing each other
over the dear old face. .

She will leave you one of these days. Those
burdens, if not lifted from her shoulders, will break
her down. There, there! Don’t cry—she has not
left you yet. She is down in the kitchen, stringing
beans for dinner; and, if you feel so badly, you
might go down and tinish them, and let her change
her dress and rest an hour before dinner. And

after dinner take down her hair, and do it up for
her. You need not wind it over your finger and
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fuss to make spit curls, ns she used to do with
yours ; but give it a good brushing, and wind it up
gently and tenderly, as thoush you enjoyed doing
it for her. The young man down in the parlour
can wait until you have performed these duties.
If he expresses any impatience, you may explain
to him that you feel under more obligation to your
mother than you do to him.—Afilwautes Sun.

My Refuge.

¢ In the secrot of Thy presence.”’—PsALy xxxi. 20,

Ix the secret of his presence how my soul delights to hide )

Oh, how precioua are the lessons which I learn at Jesus®
side !

Earthly cares can never vex me, neither teials lay mo low ;

For when Satan comes to tempt me, to the sceret place
I go.

When my soul is faint and thirsty, 'neath the shadow of
his wing
Thero is cool and pleasant shelter, and a fresh and crystal

spring,

And 1y Saviour rests beside me as we hold communion
awcot ;

If I tried, 1 could not utter what he says when thus we
meet

Only this I know: I tell him all my doubts and gricfs aud
foars ;

Oh, how patiently he listons, and my drooping soul he
cheers !

Do you think he ne'er roproves mo? What a false friend
he would be

If he ncver, never told mo of the sins which be must sce !

Do you think that I could love him half a0 well or as I
ought

If he did not tell mo plainly of cach sinful deed and
thought ?

No; heisvery faithful, and that makea me trust him more;

For I know that he does love me, though he wounds me
very sore.

Would you like to know the swectness of the secres of the
Lord?

Go and hide bencath his shadow : thia shall then be your
reward ;

And whene'er you leave the silenco ot that happy meeting-
place,

You must miud and bear the image of your Maater in your
face.

You will surely lose the blessing and the fulness of your
joy

If you let dark clouds distress you and your inward peace
destroy.

You may always be abiding, if you will, at Jesus® side ;

In the secret of his presenco you may every moment hide,

THE HOUSE ON A HILL.

AFTER u loug, long ride on a summer day, we
came to a crest overlooking the handsome town of
Westchester.  On the summit was a log house,
snug and neat, a corn patch on one side, a garden
of common flowers on the other, the front over-
looking the lovely sweep of the valley and the long
descent of the turnpike. By the door, in the
shadow of the house, sat a2 young coloured man in
a home-made chair; he had a book in his hand,
and at his feet lay a dogz. He rose as we drew
near.

“Here is a pail of water, sir, fresh from the
spring. Will you have a drink, sir? $Shall I
water the horse? Maybe the lady would like a
glass of milk?” We said we preferred the water.

“ Y never drink noffin clse,” he said ; * but there
is plenty of people ride by here and ask for ale and
wine, or a punch, and says to me, * Jerry, you could
miko your fortune, your everlastin’ fortune, if you
knew enough to keep some neat drinks.’”

“And what do you say to that, Jerry,” we
askod.

“Oh! { read them out of iy book here, ¢ Woe
to him that giveth kis neighbour drink, that put-
test thy bottle to him and makest him drunken

L

also.” That don’t look mach like everlastin’ for-
tuno, does it, sir? Looks more as if the man that
made his neighbour drunleen would have it said to
him that ho shall go away to overlastin’ punish-
ment, as my book reads. Every morning when 1
rises up I eays to myself, ‘Jerry, mind you have
to give an uccount for whatever you do or say this
day.’ ®

“ Aud how do you come to bo such a good tem-
perauce wan, Jerry t”

“Oh ! sir, I was brought up in a tavern. Ihave
seen aman kill his neighbour, nlong of drink. I
have scen o man maim his little child ; T have seen
a man strike his old mother; I have seen a man
blow his brains out—-all for drink. I have seen n
house burned, a boat sunk, a stuge overturned and
people killed in it—all for drink. And, sir, in all
my life I have never seen these *everlastin’ for-
tunes’ they tell of, made out of drink, stay by
familics, father and son. It is evil made and
quick go, and no blessing along with it.”

“ And what do you do for a living, Jerey 1"

“Oh, I raiso all I eat. I make my own clothes
and shoes. I make kitchen chairs to sell, and I
have regular places and times for going to work,
and I lay by an honest penny ior old age, and have
a penny to give away. I never have scen real
want, sir, where there wasn’t rum at the bottom of
it somewhere.”

TWO KINDS OF SUNSHINE,
WINDOWS, WINTER, WORRY.

“QOpex the windows and let the warm air in.”

“The warw air? I always thought we opened
windows to let cool air in ; then why do you say let
warm air in 1”

‘“We have had & season of damp weather, and
the air indoors is chilly ; 60 now that the sunisout
bright again, we want the warm air to come into
the house.” -

A dark, damnp, close house reminds one of winter
all the time, and how can one keep off worry under
such conditions? Open windows, letting in the
sun-warmed air, drive off premature winter and
wOorry.

So it is spiritually. Our eyes are the windows
to our mind or soul. Are there not times with us
all when we see darkly? Are there not seasons of
gloom when & coldness is within, and it seems to
our souls that winter will never cense? How gladly
then do we throw open the windows when the sun
of peace, joy and light beams forth! How soon
does his warming rays drive out winter, how soon
all worry is forgotten, and the soul again sings
songs of spring and praises its Maker! Windows,
winter, worry, wrong, wrangling. With open
windows winter, worry, wronZ, wrangling cease.
Open windows to let in God'’s light and love.

SUNBHINE, SPRING, SMILES.

When winter and its attendant worry are over
we have sunshine, spring, and smiles. How kind
is our Father above thus to order things! After
the dreary, disagrecable winter, hg cheers us with
bright spring and her fair retinue. She comnes with
sunshine, smiles, songs, salutes. All naturo re.
joices, and all things are glad. Let us not call
winter altogether dreary. Let us remember the
bright, happy Thanksgiving-day, joyous Chuistinas,
and bgaming New Year. Then, too, we must not
forget the fireside gatherings—the long winter
cveningy around the blazing firee No time is
happier than this, when the entire family, and per-
haps son;e relatives or friends, are assembled around
a cheerful firc on a winter'’s day or night.

What help to our faith, when wo Temember the
old family Bible and the voice of him who read

from it in our childhood days, and the circle of littls
ones kneeling around the fire }

Spring’s sunshine brings forth smiles of gladness:
winter’s sunshine warms up the soul, and produces
gratitude to God for HHis wonderful love and
kindness,

Signing the Farm Away.

F1xr old farm for a huudred years
Kept in the family name ;
Cornfields rich with golden ears
Oft us the harvest came ;
Crowded barn and crowded bin,
And still * +loads kept coming in—
Rolling in for a hundred years ;
Aud tho fourth in tho family line appears,

Orchard covercd the slopes of the hill;

Cider—forty barrcls, they say,

Sure in scason to come from tho mill,

To bo tasted round Lhanksgiving day !
And they drank as they worked and ate,
Winter and summer, carly and late,
Counting it ns o great mishap
To be found without **a barrel on tap.”

But, while the scasons crept along,
And passions into habits grew,
Their appetites becamo as strong
As ever a drunkard knew,
And they laboured less, and they squandered more,
Chiefly for rum at the village store,
Till called by the sheriff, ono bitter day,
To sign the homestead farm away,

The father, shattered and scented with rum;
The mother, sick, and pale and thin,

Under the weight of hier sorrows dumb,
In debt for the bed she waslying in ;

Oh 1 I saw the wrecked houschold around her ttand-

And the justice lifted her trembling hand,

Helping her, as in her pain sho lay,

To sign the homestead farm away,

Abh, how she wept, and the flood of tears
Swept down her temples bare

And the father, already bowed with years,
Bowed lower with despair.

Drink 1 Drink ! It had ripened into woe

For them and all they loved below,

And forced them, poor and old and gray,

To sign the homestead farm away.

Ob, many scenes have I met in my life,
And many a call to pray ;

But the saddcest of all was the drunkard's wife
Signing the farm away !

Houe, once richest in all the town,

Home, in that fatal cup poured down,

Worse than fire or tlood's disinny—

Drunkards sigaing the farin away |

A BEAUTIFUL LADY.

Sour time ago, a Cambridge lady, who was
remarkable for her dignificd bearing as for hy
personal  beauty and grace, entered a crowd
horse-car where there were a number of Harva
undergraduates, all of whom arose to offer her
scat. She accepted one with thanks. Preseat)
the car stopped, when a poor woman with a bats
in her arws, entered it. Not a seat was offe
her. The lady waited a few wmoments, and the
finding that her young admirers took no notices
the woman, she rose and asked the woman to tat
her seat. At once a dozen young men sprang u
and again tendered their seats to her, but she Pe
sisted in standing, and had full opportunity
noticing the confusion of the young collegians. !
was a quict but cffective rebuke. A statement
the affair soon got over the college, and no und
graduate could be found to admit that he wasin
horse-car that evening,

“Janes, how i3 it that my butcher’s bills &
2o large, and 1 always have such bad dinners!
“Really, sir, ¥ don’t know™; for I am sure that
never have anything nice in the kitchen that
don’t send some of it up.to the dining-room.”

O e Vs o
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8optember.
BY J. G, WHITTIRR,

Owicx more the liberal year laughs ous,
O’cr richer stores than gems or gold ;
Once moro with harvest-song and shoud
Is naturo’s bloodless triumph told.
Our common mother rests and sings,
Like Ruth, among her garnered sheaves 3
Her lap is full of goodly things,
Her brow is bright with autumn leaves,
O favours every year mado now !
O gifts with rain and sunshine sent }
Tho bounty overruns our due,
Tho fuluess shames our discontent.
We shut cur eyes, the flowers bloom on ¢
We murmur, but the corn cars fill ;
Wae chooso the shadow ; but the sun
That casts it, shines behind us still,

FOUR GIRLS,
HOPE DARING.

It was the week before commencement at the
Methodist college in the village of Layton. In
Professor Gray’s room the freshmen were taking
their last examination in Latin. Outside the open
window the breeze gently waved the green leaves,
while & robin sang as if it was indeed *the one day
of the year.” Occusionally a paper was laid on the
desk and a student smiled brightly at the kind old
professor’s query, “How went the battle?” or
slowly and gravely Jeft the roomn. The door opened
and a tall, slender girl, with an earnest, frn.nlc face
and wido-open gray eyes entored.

“Good afternoon, Miss Redmond. Examina-
tions are over for you, are they nott”

“Yes, but I am sorry when I think this is my
last terin at Layton. Please may 1 speak to Nellie
just & moment 1”

“Certainly ; she is by the south window.”

With a pleasant smile and grecting to one and
another, she crossed the room to the side of a girl
clad in mourning.

“Hauve you nearly finished, dear$”

“I will be ready to go in ten minutes.”

“Then I will wait for you in the library,” and
Barbara Redmond quietly left the yroom, Descend-
ing the stairs she entered the library where she had
spent many Lappy hours, for she was a senior, and
had learned to Jove Luyton and its surroundings.
The roon was deserted, and sitting down at a little
reading table, she allowed her mind to wander back
over the four years she bad spent at school. She
did not hear Nellie open the door, but her voice
brought her back from dreamland.

“Are you asleep? Come, let us go, for my head
aches, and T am choking for a breath of air.”

Nellio Smith was a blonde, fair and childish, but
& keen observer would have said her chin and
mouth told of a resolute will aud great strength of
mind.

Chatting merrily, the two girls procecded up the
street until they reached a pleasunt houso situated
on the river bank. Passing up stairs, Barbara and
Yellie entered the parlour they occupied in common
with two other studonts. It was a cheery room,
one window filled with plants, and the large round
table covered with books and drawing materials.
Floy Munson sprang up from thu piano as they
opened the door. She graduated from the conscr-
vatory of music the next week. Floy was small,
with & face in no ways remarkable savo for the
luminous black eyes. “Eyes full of music,” as
Nellie expressed it. ‘

“1 was wishing some of you would come, for I
bave no heart for music to-day. There is Madge
coming up the street.”

Plump, graceful little Madge Redmond, Barbara’s
cousin, was ‘an art student, and came running up
stairs erying, *“Yes, it is done. The Rubicon is

passed. My picture is hung, and girls, I do almost
bolieve I'll win the prize.”

*“ What a state of mind that must be,” Jaughed
Floy, *“of course you will win. I shall disown you
if you do not.”

“Iam so tired,” said Nellig, *“ do lot's sit down
and have a good tulk. O, girls, how weshall miss
theso talks|”

“Don’t talk about that now,” commanded Bar
bara, as she brought o pillow and made Nellic lio
down on the couch. * Floy, take this rocking-chair,
and Madge, dear little butterfly, can you sit down
quietly $”

For reply Madge brought a hassock and sat down
at her cousin’s feet, resting her head against
Barbara’s knee. A’ moment'’s silenco fell upon the
party, broken by Madge.

“Girls, what do you most desire the future to
bring yout What do you expect your lives will
bei”

“There’s a vast difference in your two questions,”
answered Nellie. “What I desive is so different
from what my life is to be, that I for one could not
answer you in one breath.”

“Take two, thon,” was Mndge’s saucy reply,
“but it will be as good as having our fortunes told.
So we will each tell our desires and expectations.
Commence, somo one.”

“We are waiting_ for the originator of this scheme
to begin,” said Floy.

Madge made ber as sweeping a bow as her lowly
position would admit. “I lead in the presence.of
two seniors? I'm too modest. Barbara, you have
helped me out of innumerable scrapes, just help me
now ; there’s a darling.”

Barbara laid her slender hand on the reddish-
brown curls. “Of course I will, cousin. Ny im-
mediate future you all know. Thanks to my dear
doctor brother, a position as assistant in the Vernon
school awaits me. What I most desire can be told
in one brief sentenge—to be a doctor. But all the
dead and gone generations of Redmonds would pro-
test if ¢one of the ancestral name should step down
from a lady’s position,’ as my father expresses it.
Why should it be worse for me to.practise medicine
than to teach? My brother sympathizes with me,
and will plend my case at home, so I will not de-
spair. Now, Nellie.”

“To leave Layton now, girls, at the closs of my
freshman year, isa greater trial than I can tell you.
But Christmas Day, when papa lay dying, he called
me to him and talked of mamma’s poor health. He
said Norah or I must remain with her. Norah is
to be married in September, so my duty is plain "—
there was a touch of tears in the low sweet voice.
“She thinks we will go to Europe next year, and I
shall devote my life to her. I never speak of the
ono thing I Jong to do, and may surprise you ; but,
dear friends, I wish I could bo a missionary. I am
not speaking without thinking, for I have dreamed
of this for years. I would gladly give up my lux-
urious home and pleasant surroundings to carry tho
story- of the Saviour’s love to those who sit in
darkness.”

Floy sprang up and kneit by Nellie’s side. “ You
darling | you shame me, for I have no such lofty
purpose. You know my parents -are not wealthy,
and it has been a struggle for them to keep me here.
So X shall commence at once to give lessons, and am
to be organist in our home church. The one dreumn
of my life is to study music under Italy’s blue sky.
Doubtless it will always be a dream. Music—that
expresses it all, and I also hope to lighten the bur-
dens of my dear parents.”

Barbara, who was always leader, smiled approv-
ingly upon Floy, then turned to her cousin.

Mtdp burst forth, “Girls, I shall have to

marry.”

| years have brought her repose of manners aud

“1 thought Charlie’s devotion would touch your
heart,” began Floy, teasingly.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” was Madge's abrupt
reply.  “ Of course four benuteous talented mnidens,
like tho present assembly, could not go through life
unmated, and s none of you included a husband in
your plans, I shall find one. I reoeived a Jotter to-
day from my uncle in Boston. He is rich, an old
bachelor, and full of whims and queer fancics. He
writes that iy tencher givés such a good account of
me ho has concluded to help me. Thinks 1 should
devote my life to art, and bids me come to Boston
this fall and pursue my studies under a notcd
artist, and his home is open to receive me. I am
grateful, but why did he not send me a fow thou-
sands and let me study whero I please? Iloveart,
and shall try to do something of which you may be
proud, but I love money, or the things money can
buy. I shall marry a rich husband. Not an old
miser, but a Prince Charming, who can give me
velvets and diamonds. Then, sweethearts, you shall
have everything you want,”

Barbara stooped and kissed her. I am glad to
hear of your uncle’s kind offer. And I know you
are too truo to sell yourself for riches.”

“There is the supper bell,” said Floy. ¢ Come,
Madge, my generous darling, may I escort the
Princess Charming to tea?”

That was ten years ago. Iet us glance at them
to-night, and see how well their present agrees with
the pictures they drew that June night at Layton.

Barbara first. Tor two years she was an earnest,
enthusiastic teacher ; then she accepted the hand of |
a talented young Episcopal minister. Three bright
boys play around her chair, and our would-be doc-
tor is a happy wife and mother.

Nellie cared for her invalid mother for three
years, sacrificing every wish to the will of her loved
but exacting parent. Then death came, and Nellie
was alone and very wealthy. She returned to
Layton, finished her college course, and then, when
her life’s dream was about to become a reality,
physicians pronounced her too delicate to brave a
foreign climate. 1t was a disappointment, *‘but
there is work here,” she wrote Barbura, and
straightway set herself to work. She lives at Lay-
ton. It is a bustling city nuw, and Nellie’s home is
a resting-place for tlne weary student, a home for
the orphan child, while she is sister,- ‘mother, friend,
to many of God’s poor. A beautifullife—and she is
quiet, gentle Nellie as of old.

“Music and to help my parents,” was to te Floy’s
work. It was well done until, three years after
leaving Layton, she was stricken down by a fever.
She was buried on what was to have been her wed-
ding day. Oh, we thought our hearts were break.
ing that glorious Septomber day when we gathered
around her coftin in the church of her childhood.
Now we know it was best and she is safe, forever
safe, whilo that dear voice chants the praises of
heaven’s King.

Madge is still Madge Redmond, and while the

wondrous beauty, in many respects she is un.
changed. Wealth and social success are hers now,
not by a fortunate marriage, but by her pictures
She has a lovely home at Boston, which she shares
with a younger brother and sister whom she is
educating.

So we leave them. Not leading Just the lives
they planned, but cheerily -doing the work God
gives them. )

&

A CHRISTIAN woman said, when speaking of a.
path of servico which was fraught with toil and
trial : %I -do not wish to leave this place until I
bave an Aonouradle discharge. d
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The Way that Jesus Grew.
Y ELEANOL A, HUNTER.

And Jesus increased in wisdom and statuce and in
favour with God and man.”
Wi mutked one summer's merning
Their height upon the wall ;
First Ginee, then little Alice,
Next Hal, who stood so tall,
“We've all grown,” said Hal, proudly,
His brown eyes bright aud clear ;
I we keep on, 1 wonder
How tall we'll be neat year.”

Said little Alico gently—
Her cyes were soft and blue—
1 hope that we'll be growing
The way that Jesus grew.”
It chanced ut prayers that morning
This verse was hets to say :
 Jesus wereased in wisdom
Aud stature day by duy,

Wiath “fod and man in favour.’
Dear Lord, the lesson teuch,
Thy meckness of hehaviour,
The wisdum of thy specch;
Haow as achild thou Tivedst,
Unselfish, gentle, true:
Till all carth’s little children
Shall grow as Jesus grew,

T
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Tmis collection, it will be remembered, is ordered
by the General Conference to be taken up in each
and every Sunday-school in the Methodist Church ;
and the Ieview funday, in September, is recom-
mended as the best time for taking it up. This
fund is increasing in usefulness, and does & very
large amount of good. Almost all the schools
comply with tho Discipline in takingitup. Ina
few cases, however, it is neglected. It is very
desirable that cvery school should fall into line.
Even schools 8o poor as to necd help themselves

are requived to comply with the Discipline in this
tespeet, to be entitled Lo receive aid from the fund.
Superintendents of Cirevits and Superintendents
of Schools will kimdly see that —in every ease  the
collection is taken up,

It should, when taken up, e given in charge of
the Snperintendent of the Ciranit, *o be forwarded
to the District Financad Seeretaries, wha shall
traustuit the sane to the Confercaee Sunday seliool
Seeretiny, who shall) in turn, remit to Warring
Neunedy, sy, Toronte, the Lay Treaswer of the
fund

The Llims on this fund are inereasing faster
thin the fund. - We need a large inerease this year
to cven partidly meet the many applications made.
Over four houdied gew sehools have been stavted
in the kst thiee yeaes by means of this fund. No
fund of this comparatively smull amount is doing
more good.

Extracis rrom Lerrens.

A minister in New DBrunswick writes: ¢ The
blessings derived from your saluable papers will
not be fully known until we weet on the other
shore”

A mssionary in British Columbia wiites: ¢ 1
cannot beain to tell you how wueh goad 13 bemy
done by the Sunday-school papers you have sent
us.  Both young and old receive them gladly, and
tead them with much profit. They now find their
way inte unearly every Protestant home on  this
mission, which is over three hundred miles in
length; and there are wany families who would
have no religions reading were it not for the grant
from the Sunday -school Aid Fund.”

Anather missionary in British Columbin writes
“The Sunday-school papers come as weekly mes-
sengers of peace and love into many places where
there is no regolar religions service, and into many
homes where Christ is not known. Tt is a reat
encouragement to those who wish to work for God
in teaching the children the way of life, to receive
a grant of papers”

Another missionary in Newfoundland  writes :
“Just now it is utterly impassible to got a eollee-
tion. I took up # Connexional Fund collection in
the church recently, and with about three hundred
persons present, we received fourteen cents.  The
people geuerally arve lacking the common neces-
saries of life. 1t is semistarvation with many ;
and raising money for any purpose is out of the
question.”

A missionary at Grand Manan writes: * Your
superior publications have largely served in making
our school one of the most interesting and successful
on the istand. T have no hesitancy in stating that,
for the price, your Sunday-school papers are
superior to any extant on this continent.
good you are thus doing will never be known till
the resurrected nations shall stand before the Great.
Judge, and cach man receive the reward justly due
him.”

Another missionary in Newfoundland writes:
“Qur work here iy done in the midst of poverty
and ignorance ; but there are many hopeful signs.
Ounce of the most promising being the eagerness with
which the people—both young and old—crave for
pure literature. It hias been my carnest desive to
spread veading matter of the right sort, and your
response to my appeal has gladdened my heart and
strengthened my hands.”

A LITTLE two year-old ‘went to church for the
first timo ; and the choir were in the high gallery
with a clock on the front. “What did you seo at
church?” asked auntie, when he came home. 1
saw some folks sing up on the clock shelf.”

The vast.
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THE FAIRY NETS OF 'THE SPIDER.

Joux Burrouans, i bis ¢ Autumn Lides,” th
discourses nbout the spiders in the fall :—

* Looking athwart the ficlds under the sinki
sun, the ground appears covered with a shinm;
veil of gossamer. A fairy net, invisible at wid-day,
rests upon the stubble and upon the spears of gras|
covering acres in extent—the work of mnumeral
spiders, . . . At the same time stretching from t
tops and branches of trees, or from the top of
stuke in the fence, may be scen the cables of ¢
fiying spider —a fairy bridge from the visible
the invisible.”

Another writer thus defends the spider :—

“Strange, as some people may think it, t
spider is 1eadly « very useful creature.  We owo
it the destruction of numerous insects that woul
inflict on us the most serious injury. . . . Even,
1t is, and in spite of innumerable spiders, as well
bieds, farmers sometitnes lose largely by tl
dinages inflicted on their crops by purticular kin
of small insects. . . . The web of the comm
garden spider is a very beautiful structure, bei
composed of silken threads arranged liko the spok
of a wheel, crossed at intervals by spiral filamen
.+« These silken threads arc in reality compo
of numerous threads twisted together in a kind
cable by the spinnerets of the spider.”—Aims an
Oljects of the Toronto Humane Seciety.

o

A COSTLY GLASS OF WINE.

Tur Duke of Orleans, the eldest son of Ki
Louis Philippe, King of France, was the inheri
of whatever vights the royal family could transmi
He was anoble young man, physically and intell
ually.  One morning he invited in o few of b
compinions s he was about to leave Paris to jon
his regiment.  In the convivinlity of the hour
drank wine. He did not become intoxicnted.
was not a dissipated wman; his character was lo
and noble. But in that joyous hour he partook
wine.

Bidding his companions adieu, ho entered
carringe ; but for that glass of wine he would ha
kept hisseat.  He leaped from the carringo ; but
that glass of wine he might have alighted upon b
feet.  His head struck the pavement ; senseless a
bleeding, he was taken into a beer shop, and th
died. That glass of wine overthrew the Orl
dynasty, confiseated their property of £160,000,
and sent the whole family into exile.

Neither you nor the one whom your exam
leads astray may be a priu e or the heir-apparent
an earthly erown ; but you may both be heirs
immortal riches, and a crown that fadeth not aw
See to it that your indulgence shall not deprive
or another of such an inheritance.—Selected,




PLEASANT HOURS.

) 149

“ HOUSELESS, HOMELESS, MOTHERLESS.”

WHAT MUST I DO TO BE SAVED?

« BY MARK GUY PEARSE.

; THAT is the
NsSwer lt?

great question. And who can
: And of a hundred answers who can
#ell which is the right.

.“ I go to one man,” you say, “and he directs me
g'S Way ;T go to another, and he directs me back
i 52 This man claims to speak with authority,
A n(.l he talks of the priest and sacraments, of abso-
ution and oconfession ; whilst the other man claims
g " cqual authority, and he talks of an honest life,
g2nd doing one's duty.”

But, good friend, why go to any man? If I
&0t the Lord to save me, what he says about it is
deverything, and not what anybody else may. Let
"5 2sk honestly, “ What does the Word of God
Esay 17

_The Lord himself directs us thus: “As Moses
lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, even so
h""'_“ the Son of man be lifted up, that whosoever
:l?eheveth in him should not perish, but have eternal
Llife.” Nothing can be more simple and explicit
th’“‘ that is. The people of Tsrael had begun to
grnurmur against God.  To reprove their sin, and to

bring them to a sense of their dependence upon
s he sent a plague of serpents into their midst.

Their bite was fatal, and much people died. They

could find no cure amongst themselves. The

A

charmers could not charm
them away, and the magicians
were powerless with their
enchantments. The priests,
and their spells, and their
music, and their signs could
do nothing against them.
Then the people cried to God.

And he directed Moses to
make a serpent of brass, and
set it up on a pole: and it
came to pass that he who
looked at the brazen serpent
lived.

Now if that was the way
God appointed, what folly
it would have been for any
man to begin arguing about
it, or seeking any other way.
Think of some dying man
talking thus: “Oh, I really
don’t know what to do. Some
say that I must go over the
hill, and some say that T
must go round the hill
Some say that I must take
this gate, and some say that
the other is the only right
one. So I think I shall let
them settle their difference
before I set out.”

How should we answer

him?  Almost angrily, I
think. “Why, poor fool to
talk so! You are dying,

and your only chance is to
get to the brazen serpent.
Never mind whether it is
over the hill, or round the
hill, or through the hill for
that matter. Never mind
whether you go in at this
gate or the other. The gate
cannot save you. Get away
to the brazen serpent, or
you will surely die.”

“Even so hath the Son
of man been lifted up, that
whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but
have eternal life.” No church can save us, no
priest, no minister. Come to him, simply and
heartily. The blessed Lord Jesus—he is able to
save to the uttermost all that come to God by
him.

Another begins to object and argue about it:
« Whatever difference can it make that a man looks
at it? If he is bitten, he is bitten, and what his
eyes happen to see cannot make any difference to
him. If he is to die, he must ; and if he is to get
better, he will. How can looking at a brazen ser-
pent have anything to do with his getting well 1”

« Why, man,” we should reply, “don’t play the
fool like that! If God has appointed this as the
remedy, it shall not fail. He can make a look to
cure us as easily as anything else. If that is the
condition of being healed, look and live.”

« Fven so hath the Son of man been lifted up,
that whosoever believeth in him should not perish,
but have eternal life.” And like the man of old,
will somebody begin objecting to it,—*“What a
man is, that is everything—not what he believes.
Believing can’t make any d?ﬁ'erence.”

Hold—that is not so, to begin with. What a
man believes makes all the difference. He who
perished at the Alps the other day was a good
climber, and a brave man, and of great strength.
He believed that where he put his foot was solid

ground, when suddenly the little covering of snow
gave way, and he was hurled down hundreds of
feet into the dark chasm that was hidden below it
Out yonder on the rocks are the naked ribs of a
wreck. The captain was a steady man, a good
sailor, a master of navigation. He believed that
this lighthouse was the next ; and instead of enter-
ing the harbsur, he ran upon the rocks, and all
hands perished. Why, in a hundred things a day
it makes all the difference what a man believes.
You believed that it was the right way, but when
you had gone a mile, you found it was wrong. The
Lord has appointed the way,—what folly it is for
anybody to talk against it.

But here is one dying whose case is very differ-
ent. 8ee him with his head hung down, and his
eyes fixed on the desert sand, and in every feature
the misery of despair. “TIt is not for me,” he
mutters, “it is not for me, I am too old. It could
never heal me. My case is too far gone. Too late,
too late 17

No, it was never too late for him who would
look. If any man looked at the serpent he lived.
Even so hath the Son of man been lifted up that
whosoever believeth in him should not perish but
have eternal life. Whosoever believeth. Who-
ever you are, reader, whatever you are, there is the
Lord’s word to you. Whosoever believeth in him
shall not perish. You can find nothing to shut you
out. Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners ; of whom I am the ohief. Jesus Christ is
now able and willing to save you.

“ But believing—what is that ; and how am I to
believe in him §”

Trust him as your Saviour, No words about
faith help us much, I think. It springs up out of
the heart when we look at what Jesus has done for
us. Put the question to yourself, How can the
Lord save me from the curse and penalty of my
sin however much he loves me, and however great
and mighty he may be? Love cannot forgive sin.
The judge dare not acquit his friend who is guilty.
You and I could not trust a love that should do so.
Indeed it would not be love—unholy love is lust.
Love cannot forgive sins :—nor can power. The
king would outrage right and justice who gathers
together his forces and rescues his favourite from
prison, saying, “ What is right or wrong to me}
I am king, I will do as I like.” God himself can-
not so forgive sin. It is a breaking of the eternal
law—a transgression of the eternal right. Love
cannot pass it over ; omnipotence cannot make
light of it.  But the father gave his only be-
gotten Son to suffer our penalty. The Son of
God lays down his life for us—the just for the
unjust. He gathers upon himself the curse of our
sins. They are not lushed up and hidden ; but
they are brought out, and in the face of men and
angels and devils the claim of broken law is met
and satisfied. And now he is able to save—able to
save to the uttermost all that come to God by him.
Trusting in Jesus with all my heart and putting
all my confidence in him, I am saved. He died for
me-—and believing in him, I shall not perish but
have eternal life.

Cast yourself now upon the Lord Jesus Christ,
Undone, unworthy, lost—cast yourself upon him as
your friend who loves you, your Mighty Helper who
can save you, your Redeemer who laid down his
life for you. Seek him diligently and he will not
let you wander in darkness. As of old, when the
wise men came on through the night asking after
him, there appeared the clear shining of bis star to
lead them, and it went before them till it stood
over where Jesus was, so he shall guide your steps.
His light shall lead you to himself. You shall find

his love waiting to welcome you, and you shall )
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F‘ rejoice in God your Baviour.
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And fesr not for the
| tnture. The Lord, when he healed the cripple, said
rise up and walk. When he sets us on our feet he
iz able to keep us from falling. The atrong arm
that lifts us up can keep us up, e saves us from
the curso of our sins, and he delivers us from their
power._
Berikvie oN TR Lorp Jrsus CBRIST AXD THOU
SIALT BR BAVKD,

Are You Watching?

BY L. A. MORRISON,

* Watch therefore ; for yo know nod whas hour your
Lord doth come.”—Matt. xxiv, 42,

Are you watching, in the morning,
Brother, watching for his coming?
When the sunlight gilde the mouutuins ?
Whea the birds their matins sing?
When the work-day world around you
"Toil and labour is resuming,
Are you diligently watching
For the coming of the King?

For it may be at the mmorning
Thou shalt hear his trumpet calling—
When tho dew is on the meadows
And the morning prayer unsaid—
And the first glad glimpse of dawning
(All thy purposes appalling)
May enlighten thee to judgment,
By the King's stroug honchmen led.

Are you watching at the noontime,
Brether, watching for his coming ?
Whea the busy sons of comtnerce—
Cumnbered with their aitns and cares—
May Le hurdened—brain and body—
All their gains nnd losses sumining,—
Never hecding calls of duty,
Waiting not for aims or prayers :
But # may bo at the noontime
With tho threbbing pulse of labour—
In the fever of endeavour
To accomplish all its need,—
Thon shalt hear the clarion mesaage
Calling thcc, and not thy neighbour;
Thou shalt find a sudden Judglm.nb
For each thought, and word, and deed.
Aro you watching in the twilight,
When the workf{al day is over?
\Vhen from dimly fulling ehadows
Glunmers out the evening star,
And tho iading cloud-lund losca
All the hues the sunsey wove her?
Are you watching, brother, watchung
For his wessage from afar?
For it may be in twilight
1o shall call for thes to mcet him,—
When tho scusual syrea’s tusic
May be wooing thee to rest,—
Wihen the dey's dark doings, ending,
Seal fhy fato for thee to greet him,—
When 1is veice, thy conscence aiding,
Poth thy sin-carned doom  ggest.
Oh, be watchiul ! veady ! waitiong |
Theugh hiv coming seem to tarry ;
By-and-by, his judgment-trumpets
Will make hill and valley ring,—
And all who bear the burdens
He hath laid on them to carry,
With a trustful heart, will welcoe
Tho coming of the king.

LYING OR STEALING.

A vtk girl asked her mother, “Which is the
worst, mamma—to tell a lie or to steal $”

The mother replied that both were so bad that
ghe could not tell which was worse.

“ Well,” said the little one, “I have been think-
ing a goed deal about it, and I've eoncluded it's
worse to lie than to steal. M you steal a thing
you can take it back, 'less you've eaten it and if
you've exten it, you can pay for it. But”-—and
there was a look of awe in her little face—* a lie i

[- forever.”

PiLGRIM STREET:
4 8TORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE.

BY MRSBA STRETTOX,

OHAPTER XVIIIL,
PAIR APPEARANCES.

As soon us the revelry and drunkenness of Whit-
week wore over, tlaslam paid his threatened visit
to the school on Ardwick Green, and demunded—
in a civil but resolute manner—to see his son. He
knew that he had the power to withdraw him from
tho school, us he wus not there, like many of the
boys, under an order from the magistrates; but it
was not his wish to provoke Tom to fulfil his
threats, or to call upon himsolf the unpleasant
notice of Bunner and the police.

To the master of the school he pressnted himself
in the character of a decont mechanic, who had
long sinco—under prison discipline~—repented of
his former evil course, aud was anxious to live
honestly and laboriously for the future. Towards
little Phil, Haslam was so gentle and affectionate
that ho casily won the child’s simple heart, and
Phil clung foudly to him when it wus time for him
to leave.

It appeared quite a reasonable thing to the
master that Iaslam should wish his boy to spend
his holidays at his own home, instead of in Pilgrim
Street; and Bunner himself, when he heard it
spoken of could not raise any suflicient objection,
though » vague misgiving occasionally crossed his
mind that Haslam was not quite what he should be.

1 do not know whether to csll Phil's visits home
# pain or a pleasure to Tow. It wus very pleasant
to seo littls Tom often again, and listen to all the
stories he had to tell xbout his school, and see what
rapid progress he was making in his reading and
writing, for he had shot far ahead of Tom, and now
could teach him many things of which he was ig-
norant. But there was a deep pain lurking behind
the pleasure, for his father was gaining great influ-
ence over the child by indulging und fiattering him ;
and byand-by little Phil began to show a good
share of self-conceit and cbstinacy.  More than

-this, it wag soon plain that ho liked to taste the

intoxicating liquors in which IHaslam indulged, and
he listened with boyish interest to Haslan's boasts
and vaunts about hix former life, which hud been
full of adventure and narrow escapes from the just
punishment of his crimes.

‘Toin was seldom at home all the time of Phil’s
visits, for his work kept him out till a late hour in
the evening; but he could see, sorrowfully, the
change that was creeping over his young brother,
and more than once, in the keen agony and dread
of his spirit, he prayed to tho Yeavenly Father to
take little Phil away out of the world into the
safety and purity of heaven.

It was one evening that Pbil was spending with
his Father and Tom, and it so happened that he
was reading aloud a chapter in the Bible to show
them how well he could do it, when there came a
loud knock at the door; and wifen Tom hastened
to open it, there stood Mrs, Worthington and Nat
Pendlebury, accompanied by & strange gentleman.
The scene before these three visitors wore a good
and pleasing aspect. There sat Haslam, with little
Phil standing at his knee ; and before them, on a
small table, lay an open Bible; and though the
room was squalid and dirty, Mrs Worthington re-
wembered immediately that there was no woman
belonging to it to keep it clean and comfortable.

Tom saw an expression of fear and hatred come
over his father's face, as he rose slowly from his
chair, as if soarcely knowing what to do or say, but

the gentleman who accompanied Mrs. Worthingt,
approached him with an outstretched hand.

« Shake haunds with me,” said he, in a friend
tone, "I have heard good news of you, Hasl
and I am come to say, Lat bygones be bygon
You have not forgotten Mr. Ross, have yon!”

“The chaplnin at the jail, sir! Oh, no!(”
awered Haslam.

#Y saw him ycsterday,” continued the gentlem
“He dined with my wife and me at Knutsfo
He said nothing but.géod of you, Haslam ; and
were both heartily glad to hear it. We broyg
Pondlebury with us to find out your lodgings, a
he says the same of you. Are you in any regul
work yet, my mant”

“No, sir,” replied Haslam, humbly. Bver
thing goes against me. There's not many mast:
'ud take a ticket-of-leave man, aud I wouldn't ;
into any master's scrvice without' telling bi
first.”

“Quite right, my good fellow,” said Mr. W
thington; * there’s nothing like being straig
forward and open. I know all about you, Hasl
and I say, Let there be no old grudge between
but let bygones be bygones. You have a fine liy
lad there, and Mrs, Worthington has taken a ¢
fancy for hin. We will see to him getting on
lifa. Banner speaks well of Tom, too. Buty
must find it hard to get a living by doing odd jo
You nced regular work and wages to kecp y
comfortable.”

“ Aye, air,” answered Haslam, “for Tom's ex:
ings are small, but we can make them ser
We're content with little to eat, and the rent it
much, I can’t ask the lady to sit down in &
place like this. I wax a respcctable man once,
and well-to-do.” :

“Well, well,” said Mr, Worthington, * it may}
50 again, Haslam, T'll tell you our errand
to-night. There's & vacancy for a carpenter in
will, with constant employment. It iu the sort
work you were once accustomed to. Do you thi
you could undertake the place now "

“Could I1” aaid Haslam, with a strange gl
in his eyes; ‘“aye, could I! And a hund
thanks to you sir, for offering to try me again
the old mill, where I worked when I was a b
Youw'll never forget it—you’ll never forget dd
me u kinduess, It was & kindness of you sendi
me to jail. It'll be nine years ago this ne
ussizes, and I've never forgotten it. I shw
never have beon the man I am but for you
Mr, ope.”

“And the good chaplain,” added Mrs. Wo
ington. ' But we uroe to forget the bad old ti
ITaslaw, and only remember thess better das
Phil, there, is getting u good scholar—onc of
best boys in the school at Ardwick, 80 the m
tells me.”

“Aye, ma'um,” answered Haslam ; “he’s |
ing well, is Phil ; but I feel it hard to be pa
from one of my Vboys, and somo of the lads at
school are very bad company for him. He's
telling mo things about them that make me
casy ; and I've found many faults in Phil’s
which are a sore grief to me. I'd take him b
if I could afford it, and train the little lad my
There's nobody can feel like a father, though
but & poor sort of father, I know. Why, ms
most of the boys therc are sent by order of
magistrates! It's a kind of jail for wicked
and wy little Phil isn’t a bad child, though it
that says 80, and I don't like him to keep
pauy with thew. They can’t have a master ol
with them, and if it wouldn’t offend you, I'd
to take him out. Sometimes I think I o
whether or no.”

”




PLEASANT HOTURS.

161 ¢

I'm sorry to hear this about the school,” sgid
. Worthington, with a grave face, “but you
st not do it rashly, Haslam. It's quite natural
you to be anxious, but you could not bring
le Phil here. When you are in better circum-
nces come and talk with me about it, and Il
ke somo inquiries about the school. We must
good-bye now.”
“«I'll light you down tho stairs, ma’awm,” said
slam, taking the candle in his hand, and going
'n the steep and crooked staircase beforo his
itors. He returned with a strange, bad smile,
d a look of triumph on his face; but he said
hing, and Tom could not guess what he was
nking about.
Boon afterwards it was time for Phil to go back
gchool, and Haslam said he would walk up to
wick Geeen with him, as Tom was too wearied
h his day's work, and he did not come in again
til long after Tom had fuller into u heavy and
erish slumber upon his hard bed.
he next week Haslam entered upon his new
i regular employment at Worthington's mill,
s wages were good, and he was able to indulge
bself more constantly in duinty things to eat
1 drink ; but he had less liberty, and he was cut
from his night!, rambles, wherever thoy might
sbeen. Tom did not expect him to keep the
o long, but satill he went on steadily from week
week, very much to Tom’s surprise and satisfac-
e. There was, moreover, greater thought and
fection evidently at work in his mind. At night,
er his supper was finished, he would sit still and
nk, with his head sunk upon bis breast, and his
RBlids closed ; and now and then his lips would
ve, a8 if his thoughts were about to shape them-
ves into audible words.
here were other good signs of a change, which
m saw with great thankfulness, He made
ends with Nat Pendlebury, and would sometimes
y with him for an hour after the other hands
left the mill, fondling and playing with his
p, and talking about Alice and the little ones at
ne. Nat's guileleas heart rejoiced greatly over
m, and he began to feel sure that they had
hed that place in the bill of Tom's life where it
s set down, “ Here Tom's father turned good.”
Both Mr. Worthington and Bauner heard the
pd report of Haslam with much satisfaction, and
b latter immediately proposed to Tom to set him
in his former mode of doing business, only with
hetter and smarter donkeycart, The time was
e when it was necessary that Tom should be re-
ved from tho heavy weight of his basket, for,
pugh he never complained of it, he felt his
ength failing more and more every day ; yot he
sitated a long while before he would accept Ban-
‘s hearty offer, and it was only when he said he
buld rather the trial was made and failed, than
t undertaken at all, that Tomn at last consented.
en Haslam took an interest in the new cart, and
| 2 few carpentering jobs at it, to fit it up better
Tom's use ; and once again the boy found him-
f driving in & business-like way from the market
the streets where his customers dwelt.
The long and bitter trial seemed past. Xis
"“ERtcr had apparently entered fully upon a changed
d reformed life, and_he himself had been per-
tted to take up again the position which he had
' B feited by his short-sighted sin. But it was not
w as in the former days. No more had the loveo
moncy-power to sway one thought of Tom'’s
rt. Hoe had set his affections firmly upon things
ove; and as the coins began to chink again in
k money-bag, they had little music for him, ex-
Pt as they reminded him to thank the Father,
m whom cometh every good gift and every per-

fect gift. But still Haslum was in no hurry to
chruge his cheap lodgings for some more decent
and more expensive. Me was saving his money,
he said, to make a thorough change, and to get a
homo good enough to bring little Thil to. Tom
did not drvead this as much as ho had once done, and
he was willing enough to give up his own earnings
to increass the sum of hiy father’s savings, which
Haglam put by week after weok in a strong box,
cunningly concealed under the ceiling of their room;
for, as he said, it would bo of no use to deposit the
money in the Savings Bank, when they would want
it out so soon.

Tom and Alice began to look out for a little
house not far from Pilgrim Street, which would do
for the new home, and be near enough for Alice to
run in sometiines and put everything tidy. It was
just possible that a neighbouring house might be
vacant in the ocourso of a fow wecks; but the
tenants in Pilgrim Street were used to remain a
long time, as it was a respectable and quiet little
court through which there was no thoroughfare.
Still there was a hope, and in the meantime they
could do nothing botter tban wait putiently, and
look out for any vacancy in tho immediate neigh-

bourhood.
{Te bs continued. )

THE DO-WITHOUTS.

Ir is a band of girls, who are trying to help on a
good cause by doing without, and they are finding
it very sweet and blessed.

One of them read a story about some girls wi.
were doing withoat for Jesus’ sake, and the story
told where to write for the badges and all about it.
She’ told her three intimate friends, and they all
liked the idea. They told their friends, and the
result is a band of nine girls, who wear the simple
little bronze badge bearing the monogram, “F. J. 8.”
—4“For Jesus' sake,” and who promise only to
“look for opportunities to do without for Jesus'
ake”

They have met two or three times and told each
other how lovely it all is, but we are not going to
tell you what they said. We will only whisper
this: that the candy mam, and the fruit man, and
the ribbon man have less money no wadays, and &
causo dear to the heart of our blessed YLord, who
gave all things for our sakes, has more!

These dear girls wrote to Lucy Rider Meyer,
114 Dearborn Avenue, Chicago, for the badges,
which cost only five cents each. They wear the
badges, and tell their friends, when asked, what it
all means. They are modest Christian girls, and
so they do not parade them, but they show their
colours, and speak when spoken to. °

Oh, for the true spirit of sclf-denial to come into
the heart of every one of the followers of Jesus

@

A HOT POULTIOB-ON THE STOMACH.

Maxy a person is suffering and almost dying
from dyspepsia, who might be cured by following
this simple direction: ¢Put nothing into your
stomach that you would be afraid to put for a
poultice on a raw sore.”

In such a case a man would not need much spice,
pepper, salt, peppersauce, mustard, whiskey, “ben-
zine,” or anything of that kind, but rather scme.

thing simple, plain, bland, and well fitted to make

the blood which sustains the human system.
Thousands of persous every day put into their
stomachs messes which if they werc placed on the
outside would draw a blister in less than twenty-
four hours. And after filling themselves with that
kind of trash for thirty or forty years, they go
around with their hands oun their stomachs and

wonder what can be the mnatter. Nothing has ever
hurt them; they have always eaten everything
thoy wanted to; but by-and-by they find them-
sclves unablo to eat anything, and perhaps suffer
untold agonies, and die, leaving behind a subject
for tho doctors to examino and see whether it was
a cancer in the stomach, or what it way that ailed
the patient,

A man who blisters the inside of - his stormch
every day for forty years, might reasonably expect
a cancer there, and might fitly wonder that he had
enough stowuch left to hold a cancer.

Old-Fashioned Methodism.
BY M. V. MOORE.

I Have watched my papers closely, to keep np with the
news ;

I have read of different charches, their pulpits and their
pews ;

I read of decorations fine, read of the towering spire,

And how artistic are the songs as rendered by the choir 3

A modern, new religion, ton, most popular secins %o be 3

But good old-fashioned Methodiam is good euongh for me.

I read of heavy Brusselpd aisles, and velvet cushioned
seats ;

And how the white-gloved sexton smiles, and coming
people meots ;

Of Eucbarist in silver too—ot gold baptismal fonts—

And several ‘“tonoy ™ practices the Saviour never counta;

I find old customs laughed at much—they're *‘out of
style,” I see ;

But good old-fashioned Methodism is good enoungh for-me,

‘The congregation singing, too—that now haa got to go,

As obsolete, old-timey, and as all too plain and slow—

The idea now an organ is, and ballet girls select—

And afellow in a scisser-tail to stand up and direcs;

But give to me the dear old hymns when singing all was
free,

And good old-faslrioucd Methodism—they’re good enough
for me.

I find camp-meetings scoffed as now, and ridiculed-—as

“atraw'’—

The thing now aimed at mostly tn & preacher who can
draw—

No penitents, but stylish folks who laugh and wh
applaud—

Not men with money, hears and hand, for heathen lands
abroad ;

The preacher now to be in vogue most eloquent must be;
But good old-fashioned Mothodisin is good enough for me.

The sermon, too, must not be long—say half an hour ad
moat ;

And when you join this modern church you’ve gos to couns
the cost:

The poorer folk are only reached by mission men and
tracts ;

And what we nced to save our souls the new religton lacks;

It s2vs to pride and righteous wulf, they need not bend the
knee ; .

But good old fashioned Methodism is good encugh for me.

The dear old ways they now deride as stale or out of date ;

The new religious mission seems to bo to innovate;

0ld customs now have to got go—this seems to be the
word ;

The Gospel call Repent or Die! is scldom ever heard ;

Sensation much the people ask—the conscience must be
froe—

But good old-fashioned Methodism is good enough for me.

They say don't talk to people’s souls—don’t touch the
sinner'’s heart—

To preach to Taste and Reason is the new religion's ars;

The times, 'tis said, demand a change—old ways are dry
and dead—

And 80 the new raligion now just caters to the Head !

1 may be old—a foby—crmk—behmd the ags ay be—

But good old-fashioned Methodism is good edough for me.

« EveryroiNg has gone 80 smoothly to-day | ” said
n little girl ; ““all my lessons in school were perfect.
I helped clear away the dinner things, I have
learned my Bible verses, and I have 'moat done
my knitting ; and it is because I feel willing-hoarted
to-day.”

—
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The Hebrew Proverb.
BY MIRIAM K. DAVIN,

Sex the awarthy tofers sweating  under
Egvpt's burning skics -

Not o moment tor rv|\u|ing. net - orcath to
spare for sighs;

Hope itself so Jong quiescent, they forget it
hax ot fled ¢

Fath so long reviled arl taunted that it
sipedy must be dewl.

Human strcngth can bear these bivlens til
they werght it to the ground,

Ruman patsence stll endurett il deliver-
atee is fonnd §

When the task ordaned by Phardoh hewtt
and soul and sense henumbs,

“AVhen the tale ot brichs is doubled, Moses

comes. ™

Humely toil and sodden longings- what to
us such lowly things?®

Shall the sonl that strives for freedom o'er
them dranp het tlattering wings?

Ave? for never work so lowly bt of life it
isaparts

Never trials grow o petty bat they fret the
buman hieatt

As the winter follows summer, after lnbour

comethy iest,

And the Vaoiee divine bath tohd us that the
e ner shadl e Blest,

Kutely, though he weeds no herald, clash of
+us, ot beat of deams,

AN i thie tabe of Brschs is doubled, Moses

comen,”

Comfourt y e, whase heats impatient lony for
Intter things that than thiese

In the futme swaats ddliveranee that no
thortal Cistonn sees,

Though the daily task oppress thee, others
vet have Labomed ore

Thou caust bear, il stiength not fail thee,
what has been encturad before.

Somethingg dear has still been left thee, as
the drudging thou<anls see

Stars unelowded shue in prowise of the
nation yot to e ;

And, if all but fath shonid fail thee, thus
the sage s wisaom suins ¢

* Wihen the tale of biehs s doubled, Maoses

omes.”

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
B.C. 1054) LESSON XIL
BEATIE OF SAUL AND 1S SONS.
1 Sam. 30, 1038, Memory verses, 4 6

Gotpes  TrxT.

The face of the Lord i3 ugaiust them that
do evil,  Pab 31 146,

OurLis.

1. Saul's Death, v, 1.7,
2. Saul's Burial, v. 8-13.

Time. —1056 B.C.
PPrace, -~ Mount Gilboa,

EXvrnaNaTtiosS s —Archers—Men who
fought with bow and arrow. A very of-
fective instrument of ancient warfare. A
aicord, daeld pdl upon it - Flus was in ancient
anl cluasical times the fiavonrite method of
cacaping death at the hand of the enemy.
Roman and Greek literature contaius many
instatces. Al hix men—Not every soldier
of the army, but all his immedinte house-
hold,  Gther sicde o1 the calley ~That is, on
the opposite side of the great plain of Jezreel,
On the other <ide Jordan—That ix, ou the
western side, opposite to Jabesh-gilead.
The Philistines thus had st once possession
of the whole north of Palestine.

[Sept. 22

TrACHINGS 0¥ THE Lssos,
Where in this lesson are we taught —
1. That *“ the wages of sin is dexth?*
2. Timt the iunccent often suffer with
the guilty®
3. That goob 4 "< will be remembered ?
Tuie Lass oo CATECHISM.
1. What awised the death of Saulv
“ Defear by the Phalistines.” 2. Who clse

<perished 0 the battle ¥ Three of his sons.”

. How siuch of the country was gained by

the Philistines by this battle® * All north
et Paledtine.™ 7 4 By whum was Saul's
body hunjed? By tie men of  dabwsh.
gded 7 50 What propheey was fultilled
Tv) tus battle®  *That God liath 1ejected
NSaul T G0 What great trath was thus em-
phiasized aftesley ** The face of the Lord
1, ete,

~ Docriasarn Svwuestios, —God s hate for
sin,

CATECIHISH QUEKSTION.

4. Wihat is moeant by saying that God is
gracious and meveiful ¥

That be is full of compawsion, slow to
punish sin, awd remdy to forgive,

The Lord, the laord (huf. meteiful and
graciouy, long snﬂ‘crmg, and abundant m
guudtess and tuth.  Exodus 34, 6.

——

TEMPERANCE LESSON.
B.C. 1060.} (Scpt. 20
1 S, 25, €3-31, and 35-38.
GoLbiY T'rxT.

And be not drank with wine, wherein is
excess,  Kph, 5. 18,

OUTLINK.

1. Selfishuees, v, 23-31,
2, Drunkeuness, v, 35.38.
Time.—1060 B.C,
Prack. Carmel, a city of
Judah,

EXPLANATIONS, —~Speatd in thine andicnce
—That is, ** Let me have an opportunity to
speak with thee ™ Zrespass of thine hund-
maad - She tiespassed by coming., u woan,
unbidden, 0 the posence of David, to
change Lis purposes. A man & viseen to
pursee. Abigail means, * Saul is otice moro
putsning thee,”  Lu the bundle of life—"The
figure is taken from the custom of binding
in bundles things that were valuable, to
preserve them,  Fling out - 'Fhrow Away,
wy s stotie is thrown fiom s sling, where it
camiat be found,  Herwme ava stone — Hud
a strohe of paralysis, Smote Nabal—Au-
other and a severer stroke, which caused
his death,

Trcuises oF TitE Lessos,
Where in this lesson are we shown—

1. An exaniple of self-debasement *

2. Au example of courageons tact ?

3 Anexample ot self-conguest Y

soutthern

Tur Lessox Catrciisy,

1. What caused the interview dereribed
in our lessun? * The wicked hontility of
Nubal™ 2 \What service had David ren-
dered to him? ¢ Cared for his property in
the wilderness,” 3. What lmllpm‘ David
in his mission of vengeance? * The wisdom
of Abigail.” 4. While she was saving his
life, what oceapied Nabal at home? " A
drunken feast in his house.” 5. What was
the ctfiet of hin fear and debauch ¥ ** He
was stricken and died.” 8. What lesson
does hin life wach ¥ ¢ Be not drunk,” ete.

DoctriNaL SuaarsTioN. —The sin of sel-
fishness,

ABOUT EARTHQUAKES.
BY LEIGH NOHRVAL.

Wiaex God give the Ten Counnand-
ments from awful, red Sinui, “the
whole wount quaked greatly,” This
is the first recorded earthquake, though
muny had gone before. The lust will
be when God’s angel proclaing, * Tt s
done,” and there will follow “au great
carthquake, such as was not seen since
men were upon the earth, so mighty
an earthquake and so great.” A slight
rocking of the solid ground, with
peculiar  swaying movement of a
carthquake, awes.  Suddenly and
strangely it jurs, and a strong house
beats time to it like u pendulum, if the
shock is severe.

Most of us can recall the rocking
and the fright of 1886, when the city
of Charleston, which was so prosperous
and seemed so secure, had her houses
sent reeling to the ground. It was
dreadful even to read of the scenes

PLEASANT

HOURS.

there, T one moment serene yfety,
the neat awild roar under ground of
the advancing shoek, and then the
carthquahe had seized the city in its
terrible Tposing  churches,
handsome Large stores, and fair homes
shouk aned tottered, and crashed 1o
picces.  Shricks of  agonized fricht
avose from people escaping for their
lives, nud  wailings for the dead
crushed wuder the  fallen Luildings
lent a tina! horvor to that night.  The
whole cty deserted their hotmes wnd
rushed into the open squures, and hun-
dreds went down upon their knees
imploring God’s forgiveness and pro-
tection.  All were deeply moved, but
there were some who with sure and
steadfust faith  looked up to their
heavenly Father, knowing ho tuled
even the earthquake before which man
was 80 powerless. 1t is glerious to
hiave an omnipotent Saviour for refuge
in the hour of distress and veril,  Iis
tender Jose is ever about those who
trust hin ; and earthquakes cannot
harvn, the soul, whether they be eath
quakes of sorrow ar carthquakes whicly
shuke great cities o ruins,

The cause of earthyunkes is not
altogether understood.  One supposi
tion is that the cavities of the carth
contain tiery melted rock, and if water
fiuds its way to thoss cavities the
stewn produced presses for eseape. It
is also stated that where the enrth's
crust is thinnest there a shock is most
apt to occur. There is a trembling
which comes before the fieree violence
of the most dreadful carthquakes, and
which follows tuem.  As the suifiere
of the burning liquids under-giourd
cools, the steam is lessened, anid some-

grasg,

times catises ayentle quaking for sev-
eral months,

In ISTL the earth vose and sank in
waves at the town of New Madrid, on
the Mississippi, and the pliee was
nearly swallowed up. However, in

our country, so blessed and prospered

by our hewvenly Fathier, there has heen
felt & mere hint of  earthquakes,
Twelve or thirteen, which destroy
people and property, are said to occur
yt;arly in the world,  Smce the Cpey-
tion thirteen million human beings are
supposcd to have lost their lives from
earthquakes ; and in Taly, Portugal,
South Americit, and the Bast Indies,
thousands and thousands have been
killed by them in one way or another
in the last hundred years. The ue
mendous wave from the sea often sent
in upon land by an earthquake drowns
multitudes of people,

Br like children, who, no nntter
where they are, find something to en
tertain them. Imitate the bees, which
extract honey from the flowers that
even the thistle and the thorn-bush
afford. The sunshine lends a glory to
places unpleasant in themselves. So,
by carrying the sunshine of a joyous,
trivmphant soul into tho darkness
that surrounds you, much of its gloom
will be driven away.
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Paren Covens,

p Pansy Books
haesriaren,

Three People.

The King's Daughters,

An Endless Chain,

Wise and Otherwise.

Four Girls at Chautauqua.
Chautaugqua Girls at Home.

Price 18 cents each.

e Mailed post free on reocipt of prioa

Notk.— We can supply the Pansy Bog
in better hindimgs, but offer the shove

specially cheap summer reading.

A NEW PANSY BOOK!

A SEVENFOLD TROUBLE

By PANSY and her friends.
80 o
COPIOUSLY ILLUBTRATED.

Printed from original plates-unabrid

But for the confession in the preface
Woull never oconr to wny oue that t
stmoathly written story was the joint g
duction of seven ditlerent anthors, o streg
1% the sympathy between them, 1t isn teg
story, of a Lome where confusion and
feeling reign, where the stepogher js
appteaated, the cluldien misumdersto
the father worried, and everything tewds
fo misery. But, Wttle by httle, new
Huences come in, a1 the conrse of ti
# camplete hange iy worked, simply
carse the diflerent members of tho house!
srow to indetstand and respeet eanch oth
Tie character drawing 1< rana kalbily
done, and the stony s Sull of interest in
graddual developient. - Golden Rute,

t7mo, cloth, 431 pages. . .

Thix i3 0 wuigue book —a continnons storg
Bot 4 st ol sketcos, told by sevenadi
ent anthas, cah contribnting thy
number of chapters, aud all together wo
ing ont the pian of the orisinal projec
whewas Pansy her< i Mis Alden's boo
alwars have a dutimte maral purpose,
this new volune ix i exeeption, ‘he s
overy intacing, and tull of strong a
helpful theu lits I will take u promi
Plue atrong the other ** Panay ™ books
the o and Sumlay achoo} Bibrary shelved

N Y. Adeocase,

SEND US 12 CENTS
(in stamps,) :
And we will send you, Post Paid, a copy
Prof. Excoll’s great song,

“You Better Quit Yo
Meanness.”

Full sheet-mnsie size.)

Onee o the teite Mayings ot
Rev =012, Jonew,

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

“CALL YE FOR MEN!
Wonns ny Musaic ny :
L. A. Morrison. | Clarence Luc
Finely tinted lithograph cover.

WILLIAM BRIGGS

29 10 88 Rienstoxn ST, W xst
AND 1
3010 36 TrvrsraNcy St., ToroNTO.

C. W. CONTES, MoNTrEAL, QU

S, F. HUESTIS, Hawvax, N,




