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The Barefoot Boy.
BY J. G. WHITTIER,

Brrssings on thee, little
man,

Barefoot boy, with cheek of
tan!

With thy turned-up panta-
loons,

And thy merry whistled
tunes ;

With thy red lip, redder
still

Kissed by strawberries on
the hill ;

With the sunshine on thy
face,

Through thy torn brim’s
jaunty grace;

rom my heart I give thee

jOYv'_ M

I was once a barefoot boy 1

Prince thou art,—the grown-
up man

Only is republican.

Let the million-dollared
ride!

Barefoot, trudging at his
side,

Thou hast more than he
can buy

In the reach of ear and
eye,—

Outward sunshine, inward
joy:

Blessings on thee, barefoot
boy !

O for boyhood’s painless

play,

Sleep that wakes inlaughing
day,

Health that mock’s the doc-
tor’s rules,

Knowledge never learned of
schools,

Of the wild bee's morning
chase,

Of the wild-flower’s time
and place,

Flight of fowl and habitude

Of the tenants of the
wond 3

How the tortoise bears hia
shell,

How the woodchuck digs
his cell,

And the ground-mole sinks

his well ;
How the robin feeds her
young,
How the oriole’s nest is
hung ;
here the whitest lilies
blow,
Where the freshest berries
grow,
Where the groundnut trails
its vine,

Where the wood-grape’s
clusters shine ;

Of the black wasp’s cunning
way,

THE BAREFOOT BOY.

Mason of his walls of clay,

And the architectural plans

Of gray hornet artisans |—

For, eschewing books and
tasks,

Nature answers all he asks;

Hand in hand with her he

walks,

Face to face with her he
talks,

Part and parcel of her
joy,—

Blessings on the barefoot
boy 1

O for festal dainties spread

Like my bowl of milk and
bread,—

Pewter spoon and bowl of
wood,

On the door-stone, gray and
rude !

O’er me, like a regal tent,

Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset
bent,

Purple-curtained, fringed
with gold,

Looped in many a wind-
swung fold;

While for music came the
play

Of the pied frogs’ orchestra;

And, to light the noisy
choir,

Lit the fly his lamp of fire.

I was monarch; pomp and
joy

Waited on the barefoot boy

Cheerily, then, my little
man,

Live and laugh, as boyhood
can !

Though the flinty slopes be
hard,

Stubble-speared the new-
mown sward,

Every morn shall lead thee
through

Fresh baptisms of the dew;

Every evening from thy
feet

Shall the cool wind kiss the
heat;

All too soon these feet must
hide

In the prison cells of pride,

Lose the freedom of the sod,

Like a colt’s for work be
shod,

Made to tread the mills of
toil,

Up and down in ceaseless
moil :

Happy if their track be
found

Never on forbidden ground ;

Happy if they sink not in

Quick and treacherous sands
of sin,

Ah! that thou couldst
know thy joy,

Ere it passes, barefoot boy !

) W
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The Owl Oritic.

““WHo stuffed that owl?”
the shop ; )

The barber was busy, and he could notstop ;

The customers, waiting their turns, werc all
reading the

Different dailies, and so little heeding

The young man who blurted out such a blunt
question ;

Not one raised his head, or even made a sug-
gestion :

And the barber kept on shaving.

“Don’t you see, Mr. Brown!”

Cried the youth with a frown,

“How wrong the whole thing is?

How preposterous each wing is?

How flattened the head is? how jammed
down the neck is?

In short, the whole owl, what an ignorant
wreck ’tis !

Mister Brown | Mister Brown !

Do take that bird down ;

Or you’ll soon be the laughing stock all over
town | ”

And the barber kept on shaving.

‘¢ Examine those eyes |

I'm filled with surprise

Taxidermists should pass

Off on you such poor glass !

So unnatural they seem

They’d make Audubon scream,

And John Burroughs laugh

To encounter such chaff.

Do take that bird down !

Have him stuffed again, Brown 1 ”
And the barber kept on shaving,

* With some sawdust and bark,

I could stuff in the dark

An owl better than that :

I could make an old hat

Look more like an owl,

Than that horrid fowl,

Stuck up there so stiff like a side of coarse

leather :
In fact, about him, there’s not one natural
feather.”

Just then, with a wink and a sly normal
lurch,

The owl very gravely got down from his
perch.

Walked around, and regarded his fault-find-
ing critic

(Who thought he was stuffed) with a glance
analytic ;

And then fairly hooted, as if he would say :

“Your learning is at fault this time, any-
way :

Don’t waste it again on a live bird, I pray.

I'm an owl; you’re another. Sir Critic,
good-day !

And the barber kept on shaving,

No one spoke in

NO!

BY ROSE TERRY COOKE.

CHAPTER V.
‘“BITTER TO THEM THAT DRINK IT.”

‘Wita Mimy’s help Manice got her
boy up stairs and into bed without
meeting the aunts, who had taken
Anne and Alice out to walk and for-
tunately did not come back till tea-
time.

Manice went up stairs when tea was
over and sat down by her window. Her
heart was wrung by this thing; as yet
she had no explanation of the matter,
she only knew that Jack had come
home to her as his father had come,
day after day, in those dark, dead
years, she could scarce endure to re-
member. What should she do with
him? How impress it on him that he
must never taste liquor in any shape,
without telling him his father’s story ¢
Her feeling

and her principle would not permit it.
Should Jack ever learn the sad truth,
he must have it to remember that his
mother had respected her dead hus-
band, and tried to have her boy honour
his father’s memory.

Manice Boyd did not close her eyes
that night. Between wrestling prayer
and bitter tears the slow hours crept
by ; and when Jack woke in the morn-
ing the first thing he saw was his
mother’s wan, piteous face by his bed-
side.

“Why, mammy he said, raising
his head, but it ached so that he fell
back again on his pillow. “T don't
remember coming to bed,” he said, in

(R

a voice of vague distress. “Am I
sick 1” '
“Not very,” said Manice. *Jack,

where did you go yesterday when you
took a drive with Will?”

“0, I don’t exactly know,
where out beyond Red Farms.”

“What did you eat or drink, dear?”

“T ate a lot of apples. We stopped
and picked 'em up by the road-side,
where the trees hung over. I guess T
ate more than the rest, because I don’t
like peanuts.”

“But did you have anything to
drink }”

“0, yes; we stopped at a watering-

trough close by a cider-press, and the
man gave us straws to suck it up with.
"Twasn’t cider, he said, only apple juice.
And it was first-rate, scemed as if T
couldn’t get enough of it.”
Was this the
first symptom of his dreadful inheri-
tance—the thirst that is unquench-
able !

“Jack,” she said, in a tone of solemn
horror, “you came home drunk.”

In all her life she never forgot the
cry of agony and shame that replied to
her,  She had brought the boy up to
consider that drunkenness was a fatal
disgrace, a thing so godless and in-
decent that it stamped a man for all
time as a beast.

Some-

Manice shuddered.

She had meant now
to impress Jack’s mind. She had
branded it with a hot iron.

But the mother-heart understood
what she had done.

“My boy, my darling she said
as she lifted his face from the pillow
where he had hidden it, “I don’t
blame you ; you did not and could not
know what you were doing. But I
want you to understand fully what you

'))

can and what you cannot do.”

“He said it wasn't cider,” murmured
Jack.

“But it was cider, and though many
people might use it and do use it in
that state without harm, you can't do
it.”

“Whyt”

“ Because you are made with a body
that cannot bear what' a great many
cai.  The cider that would not lurt
any other boy in that waggon made you
drunk.”

Jack sprang up in the bed and his
eyes blazed.

“Why did God make me so?” he
asked, passionately.

Jjuice.

Manice choked.

“Do not ask questions of your
Maker, Jack. Try instead to do your
very best with what you are. 1f you
have special weakness to conquer, put
on all your strength for the war. A
good soldier is always put in the front
of the battle, and those behind follow
his example when they see him rushing
on to the fight. They are ashamed to
run.”

Jack’seye kindled.

“But now, my boy,” Manice went
on, “you have seen that you cannot
touch the simplest form of liguor with-
out being overcome. I want you to
promise me that, with God’s help, you
never will touch or taste it again in
any shape.”

“I'won’t, any way.”

“You can’t keep that promice with-
out God’s help, my child.  Jack, you
have got a temptation born in you that
is worse than any tiger, for it can kill
both body and soul, and only God can
help you to conquer it.”

“ You ask,” whispered Jack after a
moment of awed silence.

Manice folded her hands over his,
and shut her eyes.

“Our Father!” she said, softly,
and Jack said it after her.

“I promise never to taste a drop of
liquor as long as T live. Please help
we, for Christ’s sake.”

“ Amen,” said Mauice, with a sob.

It was an hour Jack never forgot.
But our boy had his own troubles to
bear, for it was many a day before his
companions on that drive ceased to
torment him.

“Hullo, Jack! Been drunk again?”
they would call out, in the street or

the playground, delighted to see
Jack redden and set his teeth. Or,

“ Here’s the babby, got tight on apple
Ought to have a milk-bottle.”
It was a hard and daily trial to
Jack to restrain his temper at thesc
taunts. 'What he had done seemed to
him so dreadful that he could not laugh
with his teasers, he could only endure
the lash ; and he could not or would
not go to his mother for comfort, for
he knew by instinct that she would be
more keenly hurt than he was by far.

Yet all this, hard as it was to bear,
did him great good. It strengthened
his character, gave him self-reliance
and self-control. He worked hard at
his lessons, and at home tried by his
very best behaviour to comfort his
mother for that one lapse so dreadful
to them both.

He had a great deal of fun in his
nature, and a keen enjoyment of out-
door sports. Many a time he came
home with a lump on his head, a black
eye, or a bloody nose, the result of a
fall on the ice, an encounter with a
fence in voasting down a hill, or an at-
tempt at climbing some tree too frail
or too slippery to support such an
attack.

The aunts made great outery when
they happened to meet him in such
conditions, and accused Manice of hav-

ing no love for her boy or she could
not allow him to run into such dangers.

“ Aunt Maria,” she said, one day,
quite worn-out with her aunt’s expos
tulations, “1 want Jack to be a man
sometime. I have got two girls, but
I can’t bring the boy up as if he were
a girl too.”

“Very well!” answered Aunt Maria,
indignantly, while Aunt Sally sighed
in a piteous way. “When you see
Jack brought home dead, perhaps you
will think of what T say !”

“1 hope he will never come back so,”
replied Manice; “but if he does it
will be God's will, and T must submit
to it. DBut in the meantime I must
bring my boy up in the best way I
know how, and trust God for the
results.”

So the days and months crept by
till they made years, and when Jack
was well past fifteen he had Ienrned
most of what was taught in the highest
grade in the school, and just as he
hoped, with his uncle’s help, to enter
a business college and fit hiwself to
work and help his wother, Mv. John
Boyd failed in business, lost all his
property, and was obliged to begin
life again as teller in the Danvers
Bank, very thankful to get even such
a position. So our Jack was thrown
on his own resources.

It was a real blow to Jack, giving
up his prospect of further education,
but he faced it like a man. Thanks to
his mother’s training he was tall and
strong for his age; very unlike his
cousin. Will, who was pale and thin
and always ailing.  Will had gone
with his father into the Danvers Bank,
where he was “boy,” having to sweep
out the rooms, make the fires, run off
errands, and learn the business from
its beginning.

The only thing for Jack to do was
also to begin at the beginning ; but it
must be in some other business than
banking, and after some weeks of sus-
pense he found a place in a ¢ general
store” in Danvers, and was glad
enough to think he could still board at
home. His duties were not all pleasant.
He had to be at the store very early in
the morning to make the fires, sweep,
dust, take down the curtains from the
shelves, fetch in coal from the shed
to last through the day, look over the
goods in the cellar to see if the apples
and potatoes stored there nceded sort-
ing, or if the covers were all right on the
butter jars or the cheese-boxes; then
all day to run on errands, wait on
the other clerks, and only be spared
time enough for his meals,

It was all new to Jack, and he had
to give up his amusements almost
entirely, But Sunday became dear to
him as it never had been, simply as a
day of rest.

Aunt Maria and Aunt Sally bemoan-
ed his hard fate at all seasons, but
Manice strengthened him with her own
hope and courage.

“Poor boy!” sniffed Aunt Sally.
“Here he’d just got a new pair of ]

gi She could not do that.
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kates, apd he can’t have an hour to
Rkate in 1"

N «Why, yes, I can, Aunt Sally.
[Wednesday nights they shut up at six,
and thore’sa whole evening.”

“In the dark!” growled Aunt
Maria.  “ And how aro you going to
oo air-holes nnd the likel You'll be
rowned before you know it.”

# I'd rather not know it if I'm going
o bo drowned,” lgughed Jack.  “ DBut
lthere’s mo danger, Aunt Maria; thoe
Jpond isn’t deop enough to drown me;
and I shall keep off the river unless it's
" Bl bright moontight.”

 But only one night!” sighed Aunt
Sally.

“That's a lot better than nothing!”
and Munico’s bright, tender eyes smiled
at him across the tea-table.

“ Half n loaf ’th better than no
Bbread 1 lisped Alice, with such a wise
look that Jack had to laugh.

Manice had trained all her children
fto Jook persistently for some good
in every arrangement of their lives.
IShe allowed no whining or fretting.
Prompt, cheerful obedience was en-
Miorced till it became a habit; and
they caught from her a spirit to “mnake
the best of it,” which she acted on her-
Jsclf always.

“She beats all!” Mimy said to one
of her cronies. T VUliceve if she had
uothin’ botter 'n a crash gown to wear
sho'd say 'twas as good crash as the’
was; and the children take after her.
fThey don’t cry onless they're really
burt consider’ble, and then she says,
¥ That's right! cry a lot, dear, it lets
off tho excitement!’ Land! I've seen
folks that fetched up their children not
Mo cry, never, nor if they was hurt;
wade 'em hold in if th~y was busstin,
und then took on because they had
heart complaint when they growed up,
when the creturs doue it themsehves
a-tirvin’ tho weak little hearts out with
holdin’ in ; and 1've scen folks thatlut
young ones cry and bawl the hull en-
durin’ time for everything they wanted
jand everything they didu’t want, till
every mortal bein' huted thoe sight and
sound of ’em ; and I don’t caull it fair
to young ones to make folks fairly
thate an’ dread 'em for want of a little
ftunin’., But our Mrs. Boyd's got on
to tho right course an’ steers straight.
Qur children aint no little primmy
stuck-ups, too good to live, ncither.
[They'ro real youngsters, but they know
Rwhere they b'lony, too. Sho aint for-
ever a sayin’ ‘Don't yo! don't yo!’
and they aint noosanscs to the hull
houso.”

Jack pursued his way in this
fashion, trying to encounter everything
cheerfully, amusing himself with the
odd wanners and whims of the custotn-
M ers, and whonever he had time, either
st home or in the store, practising at
timplo book-keeping that he might be
RWrezdy for promotion if it ever came.
Ho was quick, helpful and indus-
@ trious; and at first nothing interfered
j with him, but one day he was sent to
su Irishwoman's honse ‘to oarry a
i tallon jug of melasees.

e  F
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“Fill it with that poor New Orleans,”
said Mr. Giloert the senior partner of
the tirm.  So Jack did as be was told
and  thought no more about it till
three wonths after the woman came
to pay her bill.

“"Fwas moighly poor mlasses you
sint me, gir, that time ; "twas that sour
the childher wouldn't ute it on their
bread.”

“Jirst rate Porto Rico, Mrs. Dono-
van,” briskly answered My, Gilbert.

Juck put in cagerly,

“ O don’t you remember, sir? you—"

*“Go help Tom with those potatocs,
quick,” said the angry man.

An hour afterward he said to Jack,

“Look here, young fellow, you mind
sour own business in futwmel Don't
slip your tongue into mine,”

Jack stood silent with surprise.

Again he was sent over Lo u customer
with sowe stale keg butter, worked
over into pats, when fresh butter had
been ordered.

“Is this new-made butter?” asked
Mrs. Rankin, who happened to be in
the kitchen when the orders were
delivered.

 No, wa’aw,” said Jack, *“we hadn’t
got any.”

“Then you muay take it back. I
will send to Boston for some at once.
Mpr. Rankin will not touch this.”

Juck was received with anything
but vomplacency atthe store.

“How camo you to bring this
back?” growled DMr. Gilbert.

* Mrs. Rankin said she wanted fresh
butter.”

“How did she know it wasn't fresh,
¢ht?”

“ Why, she asked me ifit was and I
told her.”

“Why didn't you say you didn't
know ! You young fool 1”

“Because T did know,” answered
Jack, colouring.

“Well, if you expect to stay herc,
you mustn’t know so much. When T
call butter fresh you've got to call it
fresh.  "Dwas fresh, too; just worked
overand washed and stamped.  What's
that but fresh1”

Juck looked puzzled. Ie did not
understand sophistry, but as usual he
carried his trouble to his mother,  Sho
had but one thiug to say.

“Stick to the truth, Jack, whatever
the consequences are. Wewon't judge
Mr. Gubert , that is not your busingss.
You must keep your own fort, not your
neighbour’s.”

“ But, mother, he scems to think it
is *business’ to deccive people.  These
ain’t the only times; they were the
two times I wus mixed up(init, sol
told you.”

“That's right, Jack. I have a pro
perty inyour troubles , but, ‘business’
or not, I can only say what T said
before, don’t lie. That is God’s law.

But Manice wanted to arm her boy
gradually for the contusts of manhood,
and she had thought deeply on many
subjects that most women let alone or
dislike.

After s fow months Jack was ordered

to tuke some charge of the books; he
made out the little bills, entered the
daily sales of the grocery department,
and wrote letters when ho was not
serving behind the counter, for he
wrote & good, clear hand, without any
{lourishies or ornamentation to it—a
style his mother taught hima when he
first began to uso a pen.

1t happened one day that tho sameo
womun to whom ho had carried the
sour molasses camo in to settle her
quarterly bill before Jack had made
it out.

“Neover mind, never mind, Mrs.
Donovan,” sitid Lewis Denning, the
clerk, next above Jack. * You're so
prompt with the pay, you come before
the bill’s made out; but we'll cross it
off'; that's just as well.”

“Shure an’ 'tis a bit av a win'fall
fetched me before the fifteenth. MMe
boy come home onexpected from the
conl counthry wid twenty-five dollars
for th’ ould mother, an’ ’tis to pay the
shtore bill I hurried on, 8o "twould be
off mo mind ; for I'm goin’' to Boston
wid him till this day two weeks to see
the childher there.”

Jack was called away just then and
gave no more thought to the subject,
for he did not doubt that Lewis had
crossed out the account as he promised.
Next time the quarter came, round
Mrs. Donovan presented herself at the
desk and asked for her bill.

Mrs. Donovan looked astonished at
her debt.

“'Tis a mistake ye hev here,” she
said.

“We don’t make mistakes here,”
shortly answered Mr, Gilbert.

 But 'tis the last quarther added in
here an’ I ped it before 'twas djew,
goin’ out of the town I was, yo see.”

“If it had been paid 'twould have
been crossed off, or you'd have had a
receipt.”

“Surrow a resate I got thin! fur
the smilin’ felly wid the blarneyin’
tongue said he'd cross it off instid.”

“1t isn’t crossed off and you must
pay it,” said Mr. Gilbert.

QO wisha ! how'll iver 1pay it! an’
me wid but the hard-carned money for
the rale bill at all, atall! Ow ! there's
the felly, como aloug here thin, an’
tell the masther I ped it!”

Lewis Denning  came, but Mr. Gil:
bert gave hiw a threateniug look.

“Here, Denning!”  he said, ¢ this
wotnan claims she paid her bill.”

“If she did, I crossed it off sir,”
said Lewis, blandly.

“Of courso you did, and here it is
standing unpaid 1"

“0O Mr. Gilbert!” broke in Jack,
who was just about to interfere for
Mrs. Donovan when Lewis came in,
but drew back then because he sup-
posed, of course, Lewis would set the
matter right. “She did pay it. I
saw her; and Lew meant to cross it off.
I suppose he forgot it.”

“I don't remember the matter,”
said Lewis, guided by Mr. Gilbort’s
scowl.

said she had got twenty-five dollatrs
from her son, and she gave you two
tens and a silver tifty-cent piece; don’t
you recollect ! ”

“liold your interfering tongue,
sir!” thundered Mr. Gilbert. “We
don't make mistakes in this store or
tako money twico over. Lewis, give
her a receipt on account for what she
has brought; and Mrs. Donovan, hurry
up with the rest. We can't let you
get behindhand,”

“'fhe heavens be yourbed !” sobbed
the poor womman, turning to Jack,
“'Tis you have the good heart an’ the
thrue tongue.”

“I'm awfully sorry,” blurted out
honest Jack.  “I know you paid it,
Mrs. Donovan ; but I suppose Lewis
forgot.”

“Fait’ thin! ’tis the Jast chunce iver
ho'll have to forgit Cauth Donovan !
I'll dale no more wid folks as can’t
remimber widout a writin® tin seconds!”
And in great wrath the Widow Dono-
van went out, slamming the door be-
hind her.

“Look here!” said Mr. Gilbert,
turning to Jack. “Your eyes and
ears are too sharp for my business, and
your tongue too. You can go home
to-night with your wages in your poc-
ket, and you can stay there for all
we.”

Jack had nothing to say.

(Zo be continued.)

A CROOKED DAY,

“MotuEn, what has been the matter
with the duy 7 It has beon the longest
day of my life, and such a very
crooked one.”

“It is very easy for me to sce where
the fault lies. Can you mnot seoit
wlso?”

“X know, dear mother, that I was
very naughty to read the bock yop
told me not to,” Gracie answered,
gently.

“ But what did you omit to do to-
duy 1” . .

Gracie said : “What do you mean,
wother? T know everything has gone
wrong.”

“My darling, did you ask your
heavenly Tather to forgive your dis-
obedience to me? Did you ask lis
loving care over you to-day? Did you
ask to be helped through the day 1"

Gracie hung her head, antl confessed
that she was in such a hurry to get to
breakfast that she forgot her prayers.

“Ab! little girl, there is reason
cnough for a crooked day. 7T, and all
grown-up folks who love Godl, hnve to
ask for help all the time, that wo may
be shown how to take eich step, as
well as how to live éach moment.
And X know you do not -forget how
the Saviour listens to the little chil-
dren when they call upon him."”" *

Gracie has lived a good many yeair's
since sho had -that talk with ter
mother ; and as she does not now for-
get her morning prayers, she no Tonger
wonders that ahe has #0 fow crooked

“But I do!” went on Jack. ©She

ag.
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8oldiers of the Tomperance Avmy.

Sk the loyal temp'rance army
Moving on with gallant tread,

Bold and fearless, brave and steady,
By a groat Commander led.

Seo their glorious banner waving,
Truth’s eternal sword they bear,

Thoy are going forth to conquest,
Soon ita lnurels they will share,

Thoy must meet a lnwless tyrant,
They must help to break his chain,

They must bring his many victis
Back to v.rtue’s path again,

Friends of temp'rance, rally round them,
Come and join their loyal band,

In the causo of right and justice
Giveyour wealth, your heartand hand.
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NATIVE JAPANESE PREACHERS.

OxE item in the business of the
Methodist Oonference last weck was
specially interesting and suggestive.
Wo refer to the number of Japanese
young men who were received on
trial for the Methodist ministry.
Five were (thus tcken on trial, while
others were continued as secend year
mepn and one as a third. At the same
time some fourteon or fifteen were con
tinued on trial as evangelists.

To have a native ministry raised up
83 gpeedily as possible in all mission
fields is, of course, the aim of all
Churches. We are nat sure, however,
that any in this respect can show so
good a record as the Methodist. In
the list of the clerical members of the
Methodist Conference of Toronto, as
given in the Canadian Almanac of this
year, there are the names of ten
Japanese. How many of these are
ordained and how many are mcrely on

)- probation we do not know, but the

-

fact is ovident in any caso that, as
far as the Mothodists ave concerned,
& native ministry in Japan is o thing
of the near future.

Who shall say that before the first
quarter of the next century has run its
courso the lmpire of Jupan shall not
be as much entitled to be called o
Christian country as Canada is to-day,
with its native Churches, pastors, Con-
ferences, Presbyteries and Synods, or
that the ccclesinstical lists in some
Japanese Almanac shall not be as
slightly springled with the names of
Anglo-Saxon pastors as such lists in
our Canadian Almanac of the current
Fenr are with those of Japanese origin?
It will be n triumph for genuine Chris-
tianity when the first Negro, Jap or
Indian takes his place as the honoured
pastor of an Anglo-Saxon congregation,
socially, intellectually, and spiritually
the peer of his fellow-pustors, not by
sufferance but by righe and power.

WHAT MAY BE DONE.

A Curisr1ax school-girl loves Jesus;
she wnats to please him all day long
and so she practises her seales carefully
and conscientiously, It is at the
impulse of his love that her fingers
move so steadily through the otherwise
tiresome excrcise.  Some day her
Master will tind .« use for her music.
The hand of a Christian lad traces his
Latin verses or his figures or his
copying. Ile is doing his best,
because a banner has been given him
that 1t may be displayed, not so much
by talk as by continuous well-doing.
And so, for Jesus’ sake, his hand
moves accurately and perseveringly.—
Havergal.

i P

ALMOST, BUT LOST.

IHow important it is to sail on a
ship which has the Master on board.
Some years ago a minister now
preaching in New York City was
preaching in Liverpool, England. Tt
became there his duty one evening to
bring a message of sadness to the
wife of the first-mate of a steamer, the
Royal Charter. 'The ship had gone
round the world in safety, had reached
Queenstown, where its arrival was
telegraphed to Liverpool.  When two
or three hours out from Liverpool the
ship was overwhelmed with sudden
calamity, and over four bhundred
persons perished. Among them was
the unfortunate officer. The minister
who brought the dreadful intelligence
to the wife, found her sitting iu her
parlour, with the table spread, and all
things in preparation for the anxiously-
expected return of her husband.  The
news was appalling as an earthquake
shock ; and the woman, with a look of
inexpressible grief on her face, with
an anguish too deep for tears, could
but scize the minister's hands with
both of hers, and exclaim, “Oh, so
near home, and yet lost!”

Hauve you ever thought of it, young
reader, how near one may reach the
harbour of heaven and yot be forever

lost? Many a soul is stranded in the
seas of unbelief and sin, and never
gains the heavenly port.  Jesus onco
suid to n man, “Thou art not far from
the kingdom of God ;” and yet we do
uot lewrn that the man ever entered
in.  Be sure that you are on a vessel
that han Jesus uboard, and the safety
and ultimate suceess of your voyage is
assured.

o—a

¥ ORNING PRAYER.

O Loun, thou art the Creator of all
things ; there is no other God bieside
thee ; thou art the Maker of heaven
and carth; thou art our Father, and
hast .nvited us to come unto thee for
those things which we need.

Be pleas-d to teach me how to pray,
and give me right desives; help me to
understand what it is to believe on
the Lord Jesus Christ, and to bring
my prayers unto thee in his precious
name.

Dear Saviour, wash my soul in thy
Llyod, and put upon me the beautiful
robe of thy righteousness : may I shaw
such a holy and obedient spivit that
thou mayest be glovified in my life,
though 1 i but a child.

O Lovd, preserve me this day from
all evil, from all sickuess, and aceident,
but especially from sin ; and when the
sun has gone down may I rejoice to
think that T am one day nearer to my
sweet dome in heaven,  Task it all in
Jesus’ name.  Amen,

SPEAKING TO GOD FOR US.

A cLass was asked one day, “What
is intercession 1”

A little  boy answered, 1t is
speaking a word to God for us, sir.”

That is what Christ does for us now
he has gone up to heaven. Our
prayers are poor and nixed with much
of sin, but if they come really from
the heart he will offer them up to hi<
Father without a flaw,  For Christ's
sake, God will freely give us all
things.

There was & noble Athenian who
had done the State great service, in
which he had lost a& hand. His
Lrother, for some offence, was {ried
and condemned, and about to be led
away to exccution. Just after the
sentence had been pronounced, the
other came into court, and without
speaking a word, held up his maimed
hand in sight of all, and let that plead
his brother's cause. No words could
have been more powerful, and the
guilty one was pardoned.

So, I think, if Christ did not speak
a word for us, but only held up to his
TFather’s view that picreed hand, it
would plead for us as we could never
plead for ourselves. It is for Christ's
sake only that we are forgiven and
made dear children of that blessed
houschold above.—Youths World,

As long as the Church is living so
much like the world, we cunnot. expect
the children to bo brought into the
fold.

A PENN'ORTH O’ GIN.

Tuk picture illustrates a very fre
quent and very sad seeno in England,
In many, perhaps most of the inuw
and refreshment stalls of that land,
the bar-tenders are young women, and
many of the customers are of the same
sex. It must, we should think, b
very destructive of self-respect in any
young woman to deal out liquor al
day, often to a lot of rude and vulga
wen, and to listen to their bold re
marks and often insulting compli
ments,  The poor haggard creatur
who has come in for her “penn’orth o
gin” was once, perhaps, as handsome
and well-dressed as the girl behind the
bar ; and the Iatter may perchance
hecome as degraded and lost as the
poor wretch who secks to appease the
insatinble craving of appetite by that
which has Yrought her to such ruin
Would that the accursed drink traffig
with all its wretched accompaniments
were swept from the face of the earth
forever.

WHAT A GLASS OF WINE DID.

Tug Duke of Orleans was the eldest
son of King Louis Phillippe, and the
inheritor of whatever rights his father
could transmit. Fe wag a very nobk
young man—physically noble.  His
genial qualities had ‘made him univer.
sally popular. One morning he in
vited a few of his friends to breakfast,
as he was about to depart from Pariy
to join his regiment. In the con
viviality of the hour he drank a litth
too much wine; he did not become
intoxicated ; he was not in any respect
a dissipated man. His character was
lofty and noble. But in that jocose
heur he drank just one glass too much
In taking the parting glass he slightly
lost tho balance of his body and mind.
Bidding adieu to his companions, he
entered tho carringo; but for that one
glass of wine he would have kept his
seat. He leaped from the carriuge;
but for that one glass of wine he
would have alighted on his fect. His
head struck the pavement. Senseles
and Dbleeding, he was taken into 3
beer-shop near by and died.  Thal
extra glass of wine overthrew the
Orleans dynasty, confiscated their
property, and sent the whole family

intu oxile.—Selected. 4
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the wind and its own impetus, was
flying at fearful speed. But Dave
had the double advantage of wind and
steam. He piled in the coal with
mervous hands, and pulling wide the
throttle-valve he stationed himself at
F,he outlook and shouted :

“Go it, Old Gal)”

It would almost seem as if the
¢ Meteor” understood the words and
he situation, as snorting and puffing
d shrieking she rushed like a race-
rse down the iron track.

Dave knew how much steam it was
Mfe to carry, and with his eye fixed
3 ! e steam-gauge he pushed his iron
«* to its utmost speed.
1=t all the time thoughts of the
ightning” coming towards them
fled him with terror and anxiety.
e did not know the fime; every
inute seemed an hour. He longed
or a watch. He would have given
worlds to have had his father with
?ﬁm, to have had honest old Jim the
stoker, to have had anybody to advise
ibr encourage him. He began to get
ey nervous over the step he had
ken, as every minute increased the
oubt and the danger. He had
fhought it would be but the work of
b few minutes to overtake the run-
Wway. Te did not appreciate the
tpeed it had acquired. Now it seemed
€ would never come in sight of it,
though the ¢Meteor” had never

OWn over the ground at such a rate
efore.

| | At length, just as he was despairing

ever overtaking the fugitive, just as,
vith hesitating hand he was about to
&:verse the « Meteor ” and give up the

ase, he rounded a curve in tl_l‘e road,

|Ind there, a short distance before him,

as the long dark hulk of the run-

Mijway. The road had changed to an

p-grade and he was gaining on them

ivery minute.

| And now came a new problem. At

j\is present rate of speed he would in-

rvitably run into them with a crash.
e must “slow up,” but do it so

hicely and carefully that when he did

fome up with them there should be

he least possible shock, for here came
he hardest part of the whole business.
e had nobody to help him *couple.”
© must be, for the nonce, both en-
gineer and switchman. He had not
hought what a formidable job this

ould be until it stared him in the
ace,

On he flew, revolving the situation

F‘&'n his head and adjusting his engine

with the nicest care, until he was upon
the very heels of the run-away. Then
With many misgivings he slipped out
of the engine house and crawled along
the side of the locomotive, holding on
"ith might and main and so, at length,
xown upon the *cow-catcher.”

Here, seizing the long coupler in one
hand and holding on with the other,
he stood watching with breathless in-
berest the approaching collision. The
Wuspense was agonizing. The situa-

tion was perilous in the extreme; a
ust of wind might at any moment

sweep him from his place, he might
be shaken off or crushed by the con-
tact of two such heavy bodies.

* He was for a minute almost panie-
stricken. A dozen times he was at
the point of darting back and giving
it up. To his startled ears, the air
geemed full of uncanny sounds; the
sweep of another tornado, the rush of
the “ Lightning” just ahead. That
in the face of these real and imaginary
dangers he should have persevered in
his purpose proves that he had in him
the stuff which heroes are made of.
The hero—remember !—is not he who
is insensible to danger, but rather he
who feels and realizes, but yet over-
comes it.

Meantime the ¢ Meteor” drew
nearer and nearer to the flying train.
The event showed that Dave had used
excellent judgment in regulating its
speed, for when it at length came up
with the rear car it was with scarcely
a perceptible shock so that, although
they were both going swiftly along,
Dave was able quite comfortably to
reach over and drop in the pin.

Then clambering back into the
engine-house with trembling eagerness
he seized the ¢ throttle” and reversed
the engine. To his amazement the
train did not stop. Instead of the
« Meteor's” stopping the run-away,
the run-away dragged the ¢ Meteor”
along in its headlong flight. Dave
was horror-struck. He had thought
of course the train would stop at once.
He had not calculated what a tre-
mendous impetus all those heavy cars
had acquired.

Now, then, began a tussle for the
mastery. Dave put on more steam.
Tle talked to the “Meteor” as if she
had been intelligent. He urged, he
coaxed, he implored her to do her best.
For a while it seemed all in vain, the
pufting, struggling  ‘ Meteor "’ was
dragged ignominiously along in the
wake of the captured cars.

But Dave kept up the struggle.
He put the  Meteor ” to her mettle—
nobly she strove and nobly at length
The train at last began to
slow up. Dave gave a tremendous
sigh of relief. Finally after what
seemed to him a short eternity they
came to a standstill.

Then began the backward pull
Slowly they got under way, but once
started they soon acquired momentum.
But now they had the wind and, most
of the way, an up-grade against them,
so that their speed was nothing to
what it had been in the other direc-
tion. )

Again Dave began to get anxious.
The  Lightning ” must be due by this
time. He kept a sharp look-out be-
hind and whistled like mad around all
the curves. At length he entered
upon the long, straight level line of
road which extended clear to Blank-
ton. Dave began to breathe freer.
It was the home-stretch—a good ten-
mile run. .

Hardly had he congratulated him-
self, however, when far behind—but

she won.

this time unmistakably—he heard the
scream of the * Lightning’s ”- whistle.
He traversed the remaining distance
with frightened fancy. He could not
hasten, he was going already at his
topmost speed. He was making, at
most, not more than thirty-five miles
an hour, while the “Lightning” was
coming on at the rate of sixty.

With horror he heard them gaining
on himg : the next whistle sounded
much nearer, and at length when he
had made only two-thirds the distance
the far-off gleam of their head-light
came shooting round a wooded curve
in his rear.

And now for a moment conflicting
emotions almost overmastered him :
the nearness of the goal, of perfect
safety on one hand, the nearness of
certain destruction on the other. Tt
was a great crisis. Strange to say,
out of the very despair of the moment
Dave gathered calmness. He turned
his back on the pursuing train, he cast
no look behind, he shut his ears to its
on-coming roar ; he looked only straight
ahead, he kept his eye fixed on the
track, his mind fixed on his duty.

Thus on he flies. He is almost
there—he ds there, he dashes past
the station-house, whistling furiously,
across the switch and down at last
upon the side track.

It is all right. Jake and Jim are
there ; they throw the switch back
just in time and the ¢ Lightning”
goes whizzing and shrieking past.

The next minute Jake jumped
aboard the ‘“ Meteor,” when his gallant
son fainted dead away in his arms.

A NICE SCENE.
Two boys were in a schoolroom to-

| gether and exploded some fireworks,

contrary to the master’s express pro-
hibition. The one boy denied Iit.
The other, Ben Christie, would neither
admit nor deny it, and was severely
Hlogged for his obstinacy. When the
boys got alone again—

“Why didn’t you deny it}1” asked
the real offender.

‘“ Because there were only we two,
and one of us must have lied,” said
Ben.

“Then why 2ot say I did it}”

“ Because you said you didn’t, and 1
would spare the liar.”

The boy’s heart was melted. Ben’s
moral gallantry subdued him. When
school reassembled, the young culprit
marched up to the master’s desk and
said :

“ Please, sir, I can’t bear to be a
liar. I let off the squibs.” And he
burst into tears.

The master’s eye glistened on the
self-accuser, and the undeserved pun-
ishment he had inflicted on the other
Loy smote his conscience. Before the
whole school, hand in hand with the
culprit, as if he and the other boy were
joined in the confession, the master
marched down to where young Christie
sat, and said aloud :

“ Ben, Ben, lad, he and I beg your
pardon. We are both to blame.”

.

The school was hushed and still as
other schools are apt to be when some-
thing true and noble is being done—so
still that they might almost have heard
Ben’s bigboy-tears dropping on his book
as he sat enjoying the moral triumph
which subdued himself as well as the
rest. Andwhen from want of something
else to say, he gently cried, “Master
forever!” the loud shout of the scholars
filled the old man’s eyes with something
behind his spectacles which made him
wipe them before he sat down.—
Sunday-School Advocate.

Charade.
A LITTLE object is my first,
But said to be by far
A mightier power for good or ill
Than warlike weapons are.

Where’er the sea-bird cleaves the air
My third’s swift course is held ;

Sometimes it flies on tireless wing,
Sometimes it is propelled.

My second did devise my first,
And eke my third he planned ;
But still, although he made them both
He cannot aye command.

My whole is something practised
Where’er my first is found ;
Sometimes 'tis sharp and angular,
And sometimes itisround. C. W, K,
Answer :—Penmanship.

-

NEWGATE PRISON.

Tais is a celebrated prison in Lon-
don, and stands on a spot where prisons
have been for over six hundred years,
The first prison here was connected
with one of the gates of the old city
wall. This gate, when first completed,
was called ‘“the new gate,” and
the name was transferred to the
prison. Though the gate and the
original prison have long since passed
away, the name still remains.

Public executions, for many years,
took place in the street in front of the
prison. Indeed it is only about fifteen
years that they have come to an end.
Here immense crowds were wont to
gather the night before the execution,
and wait in the darkness, and some-
times in the storm, for the morning to
come. As soon as the clock of the
church of St. Sepulchre, not far off,
struck eight, the poor, condemned man
was brought out, and the crowd of
rough, wicked people feasted their eyes
on the sad sight of a fellow-being
hurried into eternity for crime. It was
a wise thing to put an end to these dis-
wusting public exhibitions, for they did
no good, and often resulted in harm.

It was in Newgate prison that the
celebrated Mrs. Fry laboured during
the early part of the present century,
especially among the female prisoners.
She was instrumental of great good
among these wretched creatures.

Many a poor fellow has gone into
Newgate because he kept bad com-
pany and the history of every prison
shows the same. How true it is that
““evil communications corrupt good
manners.” Afterward, those who are
thus corrupted find the truth of another
saying of the Bible, “The way of the -
transgressor is hard.”
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A Littlo Boy’s Troublus.

I rnovaut when I'd learned my letters,
That all my troubles were done;
But I find myself much wistaken—
They vnly have just begun,
Learning to read wus awful,
But nothing like learning to write;
I'd ba sorry to have you tell it,
Bat my copy book is a sight |

The ink gets over my fingers;
Tho pen cuts all sorts of shines,
And won't dout all as I bid it;
Tho letters won't stay on the lines,
But go up and down and all over
Aa though they were dancing » jig—
They are there in all shapes and sizes,
Medium, little and big.

The tails of the g’s are so contrary,
Tho handles get on the wrong side
Of the d's and the k’s and the h's,
‘Though 1've certainly tried and tried
To make them just right ; it is dreadful.
{ really dou't know what to do,
I'in getung aliwost distracted -
My teacher says aho is too.

Thero'd be some comfort in learning
If one could get through ; iustead
Of that,there are books awaiting,
Quite enough to craze my head ;
There's the multiplication table,
And grammar, and—oh, dear me,
There's no good placo for stopping,
When one has begun, [ see.

My teacher says, little by little
To the monntain top, we climb,
It isn't all done in a intuute,
But unly a step at a tine;;
She says that all the scholars,
Al the wise and learued men,
Had cach to beginas I do;
If that’s so—where's my pen?

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER,
STUDIES IN THE QOSIEL ACCORDING TO
MATTIHEW,
LESSON IIL
JOHN THE BAPTIST.
Matt, 8. 1-12.

A.D. 26.) [July 17.

Commit to mem. vs. 11, 17

Gornnex Texr.
Bring forth therefore fruits meet for
repentance.  Matt. 3. 8,
OUTLINE.
1. The Man.
2. The Ministry.

Tisp. —26 A.D.  Just before the opening
of Chirist's public life.

Prace.—~Beyond Jordan, at the foids.
He scans to have preached inall the vicinity
of Jordan, maving slowly northward,

ExXvraNATIONS, — Préacking~—Not  such
preaching as ours nowadays, but exhorta-
tions to reforn, like these of the prophets.
Repent ye~That is, reform; turn again to
God; change your lives. I\':'ny:?om of
hearen — Or  the expected  kingdom  of
Jehovah, long promised, aund long hoped for,
Phe vorce of one—This means, I am the man
who was to cry in the wilderness, cte.
Raiment of camel’s hair—Clothing woven
from camel s hair. A coarse kind of cloth
worn by peasants,  Meat was locusts and
wild honey--T'his shows how poor he was,
and how in appetites he way allied to the
wandering Bedouina.,  They still live in the
same way., Generation of vipers—Nation of
evil-ddoers. The axe is laid=The axe at the
root meant overthrow and ruin,  This was
John's way of warning againat sin. It was
true. [t was a Romanaxe,  Whose #hoes,
cte.—John says he1s net worthy ceven to be
the slave of tﬁc coming king.  Whose fun
és in his hand—The fan, or shovel, for
winnowing was used to scparate wheat from
chafl. He wnll . . . purye ha floor -The
work of Christ is thus compared to the
common work of the Jewish farmer, all the
details to the act of winnowmyg and storing
grain and destroying chafl are given [t

TracuiNGgs or Tk Lixsson.

Where, iu this lesson, aro wo taught—
1. "Tho duty of repentance?
2. 'The certainty of future punishmont ?
3. Tho need of the work of the Holy
Spirit?
Tun Lksson Carxousy,

1. \What prophet appeared in the wilder.
ness?  John tKo Baptist. 2, What did ho
srocdann as near at hand ! The kingdom of
waven. 3. What was his message to the
peoplo? ¢+ Prepare yo the way of tho Lord,”
4. What was his command, as given in the
GoLpgy Text?  “Bring forth,” ete. 5.
Wit ordinance did he establish?  Bhptism,
Ducrrivan Sugersrion—Repentance.

Catkonism  QUESTION,

Who is Jesus Christ? Jesus Christ is the
cternal Son of God, who becamo man, and
80 was, and continues to bo, God and man,
in two distinet natures and onoe Person for-
ever.

John L 1; John i 143 1 Timothy ii. 5.

LESSON IV,
THE BALTISM OP JESUS,
Mate, 8. 13-17.
GoLbeN TEXT.

This is my beloved Son, iu whom I am
well pleased,  Matt, 3. 17.

OUTLINE.

1. Tho Baptism,
2. The Volee.

Tig,.—26 A.D.

Prace.—The Jordan, where John wus
baptized.

ExrraNaTioNs.—Then cometh Jesus—At
same time during John's work.  7'o be bap.
tized—The baptis was in accordance with
a settled purpose, and not a chance
occurrence.  John Jorhade—John at first
refused, probably because he had a divine
revelation that this  was  the  Messiah,
Thus st becometh us -{t is duty for us to do
whatever is in accordance with God’s will.
John's mission was to preach repentance to
sinners, and baptism was the sign of o
purpose to lead u holy life.  So Jesus gave
to the world the exhibition of his purpose,
Unt of the water —How Jesus was ‘mptiml
we donot know,  He may have gone into
the water, or simply to the viver’s brink, as
in cither case the word translated ont of
would have been used.  While being bap.
tized, Luke says ho was praying.  Heavens
were opened-——We cannot say what this
phenomenon was.  Some thiuk the sky was
cloud-cast, and that at that instant there
was a rolling back of the clouds, and the
dory of God for an instant shone out.

Vhatever it was, the appearance was

memorable, as showing supernatural ap-
woval of the act.  Likea dovre—Not a dove,
Lut. descending like a dove. A gentle,
heautiful appearance, which, qcrlmps, all
saw. A voiwce from heaven—Whether all
tieard this voico weo do not know. Jesus
must have told the disciples what it gaid.
A voice out of the vast expanse, out of that
heaven where God dwells.  Perhaps John
heard it, perhaps others. At least we can
hear it after all the centuries,

AD. 26.3 (July 24,

Commit tomem. vs. I3 I7.

TracHINGS oF THE LEsSON.

\Where, in this lesson, are we shown—
1. An example of humility ?
2, An example of obedience tolaw?
3. I'hat Jesus is the Son of God ?

Tur. LessoN CaTecHIsSM.

1. Who came to John the Baptist to be
baptized? Jesus, 2. What took place at
the baptism of Jesus? The henvens were
opencd. 3. \What was scen coming upon
Jesus? Fhe Spirit like a dove. 4. What
voice was heard speaking?  The voice of
Goud. 5. What did God say, as given in the
Goroves Texr? ¢ 'Thisis,” ete.

DocriisaL  SuuersTioN, — Christ our
Pattern.

CaTECHISM QUESTION.

4. How did Christ, being the Son of God,
become man? By taking to himself o true
bnman body and soul, beicg conceived of
the Holy Ghost and born of the Virgin
Mary, yet without sin,

Helrewsii. 14; Galatiansiv. 4; Hebrews
iv. 15,

« Joussig, I hear you have been
vaceinated. Did it take?” ¢ Yes,
mum.”  “Much?” “Two dolars.”

THE PATH TO BE TAKEN.

*WHERK are you going, Fred1”

" Across Broad Point.” d

“That is n broad point, a good deal
of country to bo crossed.  Thero are
some bad places un that point. Do
you kiow the way?”

“0, T cean strike in and foot it
ncross, "most anywhere.”

“A good many people have talked
that way.  You see, there is a high
ledge, Rough-weather Rock, to get
over somehow. Then, in one place,
the sea renches up to the foot of the
cliffs, and people have been caught
between the tide and the clills, when
the night is shutting down. If you
succeed in reaching the top of the
clifls the fog may roll in, and it is
perplexing place to a stranger.”

“Q, I ecan get along. Young, you
know, und strong.”

“You take my adviee, Fred. There
is a path that strikes across Broad
Pownt, taking you up Rough-weather
Rock all right, leaving the sands just
below where it winds around the side
of the cliffs, and then earrying you
across these safely. 1t is an old path.
Many people have gone that way, and
you will find it well-marked. Hadn't
you better try it? All you have todo
is to follow it. Take it, Fred.”

“Well, T will.”

“Hold on, Fred, before you start.
Have you thought about the new year,
so lately begun? It has its hawd
places.  There is the Rough weather
Rock of Duty, the Sands of Tempta
tion, where people micet with sudden
disaster, and the Mists of Bewildering
Sorrow. One path, tried by so many
feet, runs across all the New Years,
the path of a child like trust in the
Saviour.  Will you take it? lItisa
safe, sure path.”

What does Fred say$

It is time that question was answered.

DON'T, PAPA, DON'T,

Coorgistowy, Otsego county, is
classic ground. If any of the many
visitors who go there to see the home
ot the great American novelist, J.
Fenimore Cooper, wish to see the work
of a demon worse than the savage of
whom Cooper wrote, let him visit the
county jail.

Thero he will see a man hearing the
honoured name of Schuyler, whose
hands are red with the hlood of his
own innocent child.

‘The little one, only three years old,
was caught up by the rum erazed
father, and three times dashed against
a block, then tossed back to its mother
and the horrificd spectators with,
“There, take it and lay it out!”

The baby cried when caught by its
father, “Don’t, papa, don't !”

Strange  to say, the papers take
prins to say the man was not drunk,
having drank nothing that day. e
was, neverthaless,a maniac fiom the
uso of licensed strong drink, aud, as
his poor wife testified, Albways ugly
when ho had been drinking.”
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