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PLEASANT HOURS.

1,

Musings,
AY L. A, MORRISON,

Ox the fountain in Princess Square, St. John, N.B, is
chitselled the quaint spinitual tenisin which Jesus spake to
wweary siner, in the shdow of Jacob’s well, at Sychar:
S Whosor s dinketh of thic water shall thirst again, but
whoso’ drinketh of the water that 1 shall give him, shall never
thirst,”

Bravrirul measage of love,
Would I with gavlatds enwreath !
Fountain of hfe, fiom above !
Fountain of tife, from beneath !
Wit blessings yom o vstalline pnreness impart !
I sarg of the varginal hie in thy hearts

Thicone  the water of carth,
Franght with tehednng delight,
Pure and pelluctd at binth,
Pleasin g to palate and sight,
e thouwgl for nnmortal oues sent from bepeath,
“Iis leavened by sin swath the vitus of death,

Thicone . (hush weatisome strife)
Hetald its praises abroad !
Tht, 1s the water of 1,
Fresh from the fountiins of God,
And whoso'—athirat = shtl unto it draw nigh,
And drik of its sweetness, he never shall die,

BB atiful symbol of Tiath ¢
Thae, and thy lesson 1 laud ¢
One, the clixir of youth,
One, i< the Spirit of Gal :
By this, shall tie buman o blessing obtain g
Ly ttat, shall the soal an eteraty gain,

Speak to the mortals who pass
Ak them thy pureness to prove:
Many, unhceding, alas
See nut thy message of love,
Aulscemy, they grasp not the teuth it wounld teach,
Nor weasure the meaning, mare subtle thay speech,

BREAKTAST TIME.

1tk we see @ picture of those dear quiet
The .little ones are lambs: we
see tho oat in front neara pan, I think it must be
motning, and the sheep ave still in the barn waiting
for hreakfast,  Some act sleepy yet, aud not very
eaer for breaki g, while others walk up to take
from the wourans hand the foud she has brought
to them,  They seem so gentle, even the litle gir)
wiars not afeaid to go into the barn with her mother.
Some animals would become alurmed at having any
one comr so near them, but the sheep are so gentle,
These animls are very useful for us.  Their wool
is wade into clothing for us to wei.  When the
wool 15 cut from the sheep, it is cdlid shearing
them.  They do not sutler from sparing part of
their coat, for it often gets very heavy for them,
The flesh s used for food, and is called wmutton,
and also very healthful food.  These
great atfection sometines, and love
When they are led away to be killed
go quictly and do not make a noise
They seem waning to give up
their lives for others.  Jesus was our great exaumple
in this, mgving his Life for us. e did it mecekly
and wlliin:;':.\', and without a word of complaining,
and when he teaches us to be like him, he wants us
to be willing to sacritice for others, not to live
selfishly or do things complainingly, but to be o
cheeriul doer of good things. Do not cultivate an
unpleasant nature : keep back your evil thoughts
and seek the blood of Jesus to wash away all spots
of sin.

It s very nice
animals show
to be ln'lll'(l.

for foul, they
as do other beasts.

o

Evenypay tible-talk can be guided as the mem.
bers of the family may clect —into profit, frivo.
lousuess, or Joss.  Many a Loy and girl receives
golden nuggets of inforiation and insight into the
current affairs of the day, which pavents give
during the weal-hows.  Tmprove this daily oppor
tunity to form a ligh chuacter.

A DROVER'S S8TORY.

My namo is Authony Huut. I am a drover,
nnd 1 live miles and miles away upon the Western
prairio.  I'here wasn’t a house within sight when
wo moved there, my wife and I; aud now we have
not muny neighbours, though those wo have nre
goud ones,

One day, about ten years ago, 1 went away from
home to sell some fifty head of eattle— fine creatures
ug ever [ saw, [ wag to buy some grocevies and
dry goods Lefore T came back, and, above all, a doll
for our youngest, Dolly; she never had o shop doll
of her own, only the rag-babies her mother had
made her. Dolly eduld talk of nothing else, and
went down to the very gate to call after we to
“buy a big one.”  Nobody but a parent can under-
~tand how my mind was on that toy, and how, when
the cattle were sold, the first thing L hurried off’ to
buy was Doly’s doll. T found w large one, with
eyes that would open and shut when you pulled
wire, and had it wrapped up in paper, and tucked
“ under my avm, while I had the pareels of ealico
und deluine and ten and sugar put up. It might
have been more prudent to stay until morning, but
I felt anxious to get back, and eager to hear Dolly'’s
prattle about the doll she was so anxiously ex-
peeting.

L mounted a steady-going old horse of mine, and
pretty well loaded.  Night set in before I was a
mile from town, and settled down dark as pitch

while I was in the middle of the wildest bit of road’

Tknow of. I could have felt iy way through, |
remembered it so well, and it was almost black
when the storin that had been brewing broke, and
pelted the rain in torvents, five miles, or may be
six, from lome, too. I rode on as fast as I could ;
but suddenly I heard a littde cry, like & clild's

voice. I stopped short, and. listened. 1 heard it
again. I called, and it answered me. 1 couldnt

see a thing.  All wus dark as piteh. T got down,
and felt about in the grass ; called again, and again
I was answered. Then I began to wonder. T'w
uot timid; but I was known to be n diover, and to
have money about me. I thought it might be a
trap 1o catch me unawares, and there to rob amd
murder me.

I nw not superstitious—not very—but how could
n real child be out on the prairie in such a night,
atsuch an hour? It might be more than hunma,
The Lit of a coward that hides itsclf in most men
showed itself to me then, and I was half inclined
to runt away ; but once more I heard that piteous
ery, and said 1, “If any an’s child is hereabouts
Anthony Hunt is not the man to let it lie alone to
die.”

I searched again. At last I bethought me of a
hollow under the hill, and groped that way. Sure
enough T found  little dripping thing that mouned
and sobbed as T took it inmy amus. T called my
borse, and the Least came to me, and I mounted,
and tucked the little souked thing under my cont
as well as I could, oromising to take it home to
nammy, It seemed tited to death, and pretty
soon cried itself to sleep against my bosom.

It had slept there over an hour when I saw my
own windows. There were lights in them, amd 1
suppostd my wife hwl lit them for my sake: bt
when I got into the door-yapd 1 saw something
was the matter, and stood still with dead fear of
heart ‘live minutes before I could lift the latch, At
Inst I did it, and saw the voom full of neighbours,
and my wife amid them, weeping.  When she saw
me she hid her face.

“O,don’ttellhim 1” shesaid. It will kil him,”

“What is it, neighbeurs3” I cried.

Aud one said, “Nothing now, I hope.
that in your arms”

What’s

“ A poor lost child,” said I. ¢ X found i. on ¢ 38
road.  Take it, will you? I've turned faint.” \ 3§
Ulifted the sleeping thing and saw the fuce of 1.
own child, my little Dolly.

It was my darling, and no other, that 1 1
picked up on the drenched road.

My little child had wandered out to 1.
“dwddy ” and doll while her mother was at w
aud whom they were lumenting as one dead
thanked God on my knees before them all. 1
not much of a story, neighbours ; but 1 think -
often in the niglts, and wonder how | coull
to live now if 1 bad not stopped when [ hearan :'. :
ery for help upon the rond-—the little baby ol
hardly londer than a squirvel's chirp, \

Ab, friends, the blessings of our work often « . §
nearer to our own homes than we ever dur
hope !

—-

WHAT GRANDMA THOUGHT.
BY MRS, R M. W,

+

;
{
“Wuar mnkes you keep looking out of +'iff
window so, grandma?” asked cwly-headed M. 4
“ I don’t sce anything.” .

“Don't you?” said grandma.  “I think, ti.
you must be like those of whom we read ti
having eyes, they see wot. 1 see i great .
things when I look out—things beautiful ¢
curious.  But just now I wus looking across 1
valley at the meadow over yonder, with the sh
resting so peacefully on the further side. ‘h
ke me think of the sweetest psalm David !
wrote. L wonderif you ean guess whieh one it 1

May tried to think, but her curly pate somet 3
had 2 better facalty at forgetting things o
remembering, and shie conldn't tell. :

“ 1 aun sure you fearned it once,” suid Lrandn,
“hut if you will get your Bible, I will find 1w+ 38
you.”

May ran quickly for her Bible, and wraund
tuened to the twenty-thind Paalin. May read

“¢The Lord is my shepherd, T shall not w,
He mketh me to lie down in green pastute.,
leadeth me beside the still waters.””

“There,” said geandiun, “that will do. T4
was what 1 was thinking of—<1le maketh m
lic down in green pastures, the Lord my shep
that is” I ueed not worry or fret ahout amytl
U need from day to day, any more thun those:
thinking sheep down there. |

“If I am his sheep, and he my shepherd, 1w
want for nothing. Ho will lead into such ¢
pastures, will give me such abundant supplies, « t .
I can but lie down zud think of his goodness. |}

May was not quite sure sheo understood, *
grandma’s eyes were down in the mendow nzig
and she ran quictly off to her play out-of-doors

i

PROGRESS.

StrAMBoATS are now used on all navigable - §
lnkes, and seas.  The great net of milroads th
out the country gives every one a chance 10 s
ponderous locowotives. Telegraph lines ave stre:. §
from the Atlantic to the Pacific Ocenn, and
and south too they carry the news,  Next th +
phene comes with the  Hello,” and you can |
with zt friend ten, ¢ anty, thiety miles off as ti ..
he were in your immedinte presence. i

These things were not alwnys so. GGl
Washington, the first president of the Tn¥
States, never saw o steamboat ; John Adam 63 h
second president, never saw a railroad , Ari§ ‘0
Jackson, the seventh president, knew nothi--§ A
the telegraph, and Abraham Lincoln, the sixtogi ©
president, knew nothineg of such a thing 3K b
telephone. These facts show us the rapid pi. ;3
the world is making in mxterial things,

e 4
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Little Criss's Letter to Jesus.
A POSTMAN stoml with puzzled brow,
Agd in bis bt turned o'er and o'er
A letter with address so strange
: "As he bad never seen before,
he writing cramped, the letter small,
And by a hoy’s rough hand engraven,
e words ran thus ; ““To Jesus Christ,”
And underneath inscribed, *“In heaven.”

The postman paused ; full well he knew
No man on earth this note could take ;
And yet "twas writ in childish faith,
And posted for the dear Lord’s sake.
With carcful hands he broke the seal,
And rev'rently the letter read 3
"Twas short and very simple too,
For this was all the writer said :

My Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ,
Dve lately lost my father dear ;
Mother is very, very poor,
And life to her is sad and drear.
Yet thon hast promised in thy Word
That none ean cver ask in vain
For what they need of earthly store,
If only asked in Jesus’ name.

“So I am writing in his name,
To ask that thou wilt kindly send -
Some money down : what thou canst spare
And what is right for us to spend,
I want so much to go to school,
While father lived I always went,
But e had little, Lord, to leave,
And what was left is almost: spent.

“I do not know how long "twill be .
Ere this can reach the golden gate;
But I will try and patient be,
And for the answer gladly wait.”
The tidings reached the far-off land,
Although the letter did not go,
And straight the King an agent sent
To help the little boy below.

Oft to his mother he would say,

I knew the Lord would answer make
When he had read my letter through,

Which I had sent for Jesus’ sake.”
Ah, happy by ! could you but teach

My heart to trust my Father’s love,
And to believe where aught's denied,

"Tis only doue my faith to prove.”

‘ NO ROOM FOR OLD MOTHER.
) Going north, madam $”
%, ma'am.” '

G
‘:Gomg south, then 1”

W don’t know, ma’am.”

‘ Wh'y, there are only two ways to go.”
e didn’t know. " T was never on the cars. I'm
Va‘l‘tmg for the train to go to John.”
o John? There is no town ealled John.
181497

« Oh !
claim,”

13 . .

I am going right to Kansas myself. You in-

tend to vigig 9

“No, ma’am.”
tShe said it with a sigh s0 heart-burdened, the
Stranger wag touched.

“John sick 7

€ No'”

The ey,

Where

John’s my son. He’s out in Kansas on a

L
i

rower agive tone,-t/he look of pain in the fur-
gy he.a,ze, were noticed by the stylish lady as the
wanted:(, bowed upon the toil-marked hand. She
“n bear her story—to help her.
o voreuse me—John in trouble $”
No, no—Tm in trouble, Trouble my old
eart never thought to see.”

“ : e
tThe train‘does not come for some time. Here,
est your head upon my cloak.”

“ .
b s You are king, If my own were so I shouldn't
e In trouble to-night,” '

;yo;.:’?ha.t {8 your trouble! Maybe, I can 'help

“It’s hard to tell it to strangers, but my old
heart is too full to keep it back, When I was left
a widow with the three children, I thought it was
more than I could bear; but it wasn’t bad as
this—"

The stranger waited till she recovered her voice
to go on.

“I had only the cottage and my willing hands,
I toiled early and late all the years until John
could help me. Then we kept the girls at school,
John and me. They were married not long ago.
Married rich as the world goes. John sold the
cottage, sent me to the city to live with them, and
he went West to begin for himself. He said we
had provided for the girls, and they would provide
for me now—"

Her voice choked with emotion.
waited in silence.

“I went to them in the city. I went to Mary’s
first. She lived in a great house with servants to
wait on her; a house many times larger than the
little cottage—but I soon found there wasn’t room
enough for me—"

The tears stood in the lines on her cheeks. The
ticket agent came out softly, stirred the fire, and
went back. After a pause she continued :

“I went to Martha’s—went with a pain in my
heart I never felt before. I was willing to do
anything so as not to be a burden. - But that wasn’t
it. I found they were ashamed of my bent old
body and my withered face—ashamed of my rough,
wrinkled hands—made so toiling for them—"

The tears cime thick and fast now. The
stranger's hand rested caressingly on the gray
head.

‘“ At last they told me I must live at a boarding-
house, and they'd keep me there. 1 couldn’t say
anything back. My heart was too full of pain. 1
wrote to John what they were going to do. He
wrote right back, a long, kind letter for me to come
right to him. I always had a home while he had a
roof, he said. To come right there and stay as
long as I lived. That his mother should never go
out to strangers, 8o I'm going to John. He’s got
only his rough hands and his great warm heart—
but there’s room for his old mother—(od bless—
him—-"

The stranger brushed a tear from her fair cheek
and awaited the conclusion.

“Some day, when I am gone where I'll never
trouble them again, Mary and Martha will think
of it all. Bome day, wheu the hands that toiled
for them are folded and still; when the eyes that
watched over them through many a weary night
are closed forever; when the little old body, bent
with the burdens it bore for them, is pit away
where it can never shamne them —”

The agent drew his hand quickly before his eyes,
and went out, as if to look for the train. The
stranger’s jewelled fingers stroked the gray looks,
while the tears of sorrow and the tears of sympathy
fell together.  The weary heart was unbardened.
Soothed by a touch of sympathy, the troubled soul
yiclded to the longing for rest, anud she fell asleep,
The agent went noiselessly about his duties, that he
might not wake her. As the fair stranger watched
she saw a smile on the care-worn face. The lips
moved. She bent down to hear :

“Pm doing it for Mary and Martha, They'll
take care of me, sometime.”

She was dreaming of the days in the little cottage
—of the fond hopes which inspited her, long before
she learned, with a broken heart, that some day she
would turn, homeless in the world, to go to John.

The stranger

P~

«1 oan'r” is a coward, “I'll try” is brave

snough to conquer the world,

. Better Things.
Berrik to smell the violet cool than sip the glowing wine;
Better to hark a hidden brook than watch a diamond shine,

Better the love of a gentle heart than beauty’s favour
proud ;
Better the rose’s living seed than roses in a crowd.

Better be fed by a mother’s hand than eat alone at will ;
Better to trustin God than say, My goods my storchouse
fill.”

Better to be a little wise than in knowledge to abound ;
Better to teach a child than teil to fill perfection’s round.

Better to sit at a master’s feet than thrill & listeiting State;
Better suspect that thou art proud than be sure that thou
art great,

Better to walk the real unseen than watch the hout’s event;
Better the ““ Well done!” at the last, than the air with
shouting rent.

Better to have a quiet grief than ahurtying delight ;
Better the twilight of the dawn than the noonday burning
bright,

Better a death when work is done than earth’s most
favoured birth ;

Better a child in God’s great house than the king of all the
earth.

NEW YORK STREET INCIDENT.

A REPORTER called to a little bootblack near the
city hall to give him a shine. The little fellow
came rather slowly for one of that lively guild, and
planted his box down under the reporter’s foot.
Before he could get his brushes out another larger
hoy ran up, and, calmly pushing the litile one
aside, said, « Here, you go sit down, Jimmy.”

The reporter at once became indignant at what
he took to be a piece of outrageous bullying, and
sharply told the newcomer to * ¢lear out.”

“Oh, that's all right, boss,” was the reply ; “I'm

only goin’ to do it fur him. You dee, he's been
sick in the hospital for more’n a month, and can’t
do much work yet ; so us boys all turn in and give
him a lift when we can—savy 1"

“Is that so, Jimmy 7" asked the reporter, turn-
ing to the smaller boy.

“Yes, sir,” wearily replied the boy ; and as he
looked up the pallid, pinched face could be discerned
even through the grime that covered it, “He
does it fur me, if you'll let him.”

“Certainly ; go ahead.” And as the bootblack
plied the brush the reporter plied him with ques-
tions.

“You say all the boys help him in this way {”

“Yes, sir. When they ain’t got no job them:
selves, and Jimmy guts one, they turns in and helps
hiin, ’cause he ain’t very strong yet, ye see.”

“ What pereentage do you charge him on a job ?’

“ Hey 1" queried the youngster. ¢ I don't know
whatb you tmean.”

“1 mean, what part of the money do you give
Jimmy, and how much do you keep out of it 1"

“ You bet yer life I don’t keep none. I ain’t no
such sneak as that.”

“So you give it all to him, do you ?”

“Yes, I do. All the boys give up what they
gets on his job. I'd like to catch any feller sneak-
ing it on a sick boy, I would.”

The shine being completed, the reporter handed
the urchin a quarter, saying, “I guess you're a
pretty good fellow, so you keep ten cents and give
the rest to Jimmy there.”

“Can’t do it, sir; it's his customer,
Jim.”

He threw him the coin and was off like a ghot
after a customer for himself, a veritable rough
diamond. In this big city there arc a good many
such lads with warm and generous heatts wader
their ragged coats, '

Here,

|

'
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“Tell Jesus.”

WHEN thou wakest in the morning,
Ere thou tread the untried way

Of thelot that lies before thee,
Through the coming busy day ;

Whether sunbeams promise brightness,
Whether dim forebodings fall,

Be thy dawning glad or gloomy,
Go to-Jesus—tell him all |

] In the calm of sweet communion
Let thy daily work be done ;

In the peace of soul outpouring

! Care be banished, patience won ;

j And if earth with its enchansments

‘ Seek the spirit to enthrall,

Ere thou listen—ere thou answer—
Turn to Jesus—tell him all !

Then, as hour by hour glides by thee,
Thou wilt blessed guidauce know ;

Thine own burdens being lightened,
Thou canst bear another’s woe ;

Thou canst help the weak ones onward,
Thou canst raise up those thas fail 5

But remember, while thou servest,
Still tell Jesus—tell him all !

And if weariness creep o'er thee
As the day wears to its close,
Or if sudden fierce temptation
Brings thee face to face with foes,
In thy weakness, in thy peril,
Raise to heaven with trustful call ;
Strength and calm for every crisis
Come—in telling Jesus all.
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—

THE QUEEN AND SABBATH KEEPING.

A sToRY about the Queen, which is said to be
well authenticated, is being circulated, and it ig
too good to be lost. On one occasion Her Majesty
l#;d invited distinguished guests to dine at Windsor
€astle ; it was therefore necessary that the Court
band should prepare itself to perform special selec-
tions of music. The leader summoned the men to
meet for rehearsal on the Sunday. There were two
Germans in the band named Schrader and Gehr-
mann, who were Wesleyan Methodists, and whose
consciences would not allow them to spend the
Sabbath in a mere musical rehearsal. They told
their scruples to the leader, who, however, peremp-
torily ordered them to be present, on pain of instant
dismissal. They did not hesitate for a moment in
refusing to attend. On the Monday morning, on
presenting themselves at their quarters, the leader,
% in violent language, ordered them to be gone,

PLEASANT HOURS.

The poor fellows walked sadly away, and,
not far from Windsor, met the then Bishop
of London driving to the Castle. Stopping
the carriage on their signal, he heard their
tale, and promised to speak for them to the
Queen.  Before the day was over the leader
of the band was summoned into Her
Majesty’s presence. The Queen inquired
what had become of the two German Meth-
odists, one of whom, as being one of the
best tromhone players in the country, was
& great favourite at Coart. The leader
explained that he could not allow absurd
religious scruples to stand in the way of a
soldier’s duty. The Queen commanded that
the men be immediately restored to their
Post, and added, “I will have no persecu-
tion in my service for conscience’ sake,
and I will have no miore rehearsals on a Sunday.”

R oo

THE PLACAED AND THE JUG.

A weaLtny gentleman ouce issued a large num-
ber of temperance placards, which he desived
should be posted up on feuces and put in conspicu-
ous places in public thoroughfares, and when prac-
ticable put in the windows of the various stores.

A worthy tailor who was interested in the good
cause said to himself: “ I cannot help the cause by
public speaking—I have no talent for that ; but as
hundreds of beople pass my store every day, I will
put one of these placards in my window. I will
devote this large pane to placards, tracts, or papers
which, by the blessing of God, some may be induced
to stop and read.”

Near him lived a man noted for his hard drink-
ing. Every day he might be seen with a brown

jug in his hand on his way to the whisky saloon.

He had to pass the tailor’s store. His eye rested
on the placard. He stopped and read it, and
passed on to the saloon. This occurred several
mornings, and the tailor from within could scan
the man’s face without himself being observed. He
noticed that the man’s interest in the placard in-
creased, and by the twitchings of his face it was
evident that the words were making a deep im-
pression on his mind.

One morning the tailor was surprised at seeing
the man with the Jjug again reading the placard,
and then heard him say: “Tl do it; I will! |
will 1 at the same time, raising the jug high over
his head, he daslied it down on the pavement into »
thousand pieces. This drew the tailor to the door,
when he kindly spoke to the man and invited him
into his store, where he encouraged him, and, as he
was a Christian man, prayed with him, and ere
long the noted drinker became a converted man.
A very silent worker was this placard,
the meauns, by God’s blessing,
from further drinking.
good purpose the printed

but it was
of stopping the man
Surely we can use to as
page.

LIGHT FOR THE EYES.

A GENTLEMAN passing
Pennsylvania,

by a coal-mine over in
saw a lot of mules in a field near
by. On making some remark about them
the lad answered : “ These are the mules that work
all the week down in the mine. On Sunday they
have to come up to the light, or in a little while
they go blind.” o the Sabbath became a blessing
to the poor, heavily burdened brates, not only in
giving them g day of rest, but in preserving to.
them their power of vision,
There are thousands of
mules that are never brought

to a boy,

people who are like
up out of the dismaj

mines, They 8rope on in spiritual darkness, never

once looking up to the light from heaven, whi#

should show them the way of life. The H
Bible is a sun of light to all who desire to
“Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and a lig
unto my pathway,” said the Psalmist. But th
are many who refuse to be guided by its precic
light, and prefer to wander in a darkness tl
must eventuate in eternal night.

P

When Old Jack Died.

BY JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY.

WHEN Old Jack died we stayed from school (they said
At home : we needn’t go that day), and none
Of us ate any breakfast—on] y one,
And that was papa, and his eyes were red
When he came round where we were, by the shed
Where Jack was lying, half-way in the sun
And half in the shade. When we begun
To cry out loud Pa turned and dropped his head
And went away-; and mamma she went back
Into the kitchen. Then for a long while
All to ourselves like, we stood there and cried—
We thought so many good things of Old Jack,
And funny things—although we didn't stile—
WWe couldn’t only cry when Old Jack died !

When Old Jack died it seemed a human friend
Had suddenly gone from us; that some face,
That we had loved to fondle and embrace

From babyhood, no more would condescend

To smile on us forever, We might bend
With tearful eyes above him, interlace
Our chubby fingers o’er him, romp and race, - 9

Plead with him, call and coax—aye, we might send

The old halloo up for him, whistle, hist,
(If sobs had let us) or, as wildly vain,

Snapped thumbs, called * Speak,”
replied ;

We might have gone down on our knees and kissed
The tousled ears, and yet they must remain

Deaf, motionless, we knew—when Old Jack died !

and he had o

When QId Jack died, it seemed to us, some way,
“That all the other dogs in town were pained
With our bereavement, and some that were chained
Fven unslipped their collars on that day
To visit Jack in state, as though to pay
A last, sad tribute there, while neighbours craned
Their heads above the high board fence, and deigned
To sigh, ** Poor dog ! ” rc'merhl)ering how they
Had cuffed him when alive, perchance, because
For love of them he leaped to lick their hands—
Now, that he could not, were they satisfied ?
We children thought that, as we crossed his paws
And o’er his grave, 'way down the bottomlands, |
Wrote “ Our First Love Lies Here,” when Old Jackd
died !
—Aims and Objects of the Toronto Humane Sociery:§|

Drar children, the best place to put anything t ;
keep it safe is in your heart. If you put it in§
your pocket you might lose it; or in the drawery
somebody might steal it. So it won’t do to have af
Bible and then think it is all that is needed. Goil'sf
law is written in the Bible. First, you must getg
it into your head by studying it, and then ing
your heart by loving it. Then you will. delight
do God’s will always.
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‘helplesgness and death.

THE OVERTURNED NEST.

THE OVERTURNED NEST.

(13 N
thenAre 1ot two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of

. ! shall not fall on the ground without your Father.”—
s Hadt x 9y

““ There ig as
—H amlet, v, 9,

ALI}S for
also bring

pecial providence in the fall of a sparrow.”

the ravages of wind and storm, which
"Ing havoc and destruction to birds’ nests.
€re i3 one thus sadly overturned. One can
b ot see in the pathetic aspect of the parent-bird
oW sorrowfully it looks upon the cruel destruction
of its tender brood. Such a scene would touch any
heart, ang would almost bring tears of sympathy to
the eyes of the beholder.  The parent-bird sees
fore it the tender little group in every attitude of
How sad and mournful
to its mate, as it thus tells
as befel the little nestlings !
—_———
“Susan, Jim, and 1"

WE meant to be very kind ;
But if ever we find

A -
nother soft, gray-green, moss-coated, feather lined nest in
a hedge, .

al

Woflld be its twittering
of the calamity which h

We have take —
Susan, J immy, and I—:v?tﬁledge
minute,
Tha? if there are €ggs or little birds in it,
0 or wren, thrush, chaffinch or linnet,
We'll leave them there
To their mother’s care.

remorseful tears, at this very
'y

There were three of
to—that jg T
Ovr mother was

us and three of them ;
Susan and Jim.
busy making a pie,

————

And theirs, we think, was up in the sky,

But for all Susan, Jimmy, or I can tell,

She may have been getting their dinner as well,
They were left to themselves (and so were we)
In a nest in the hedge by the willow-tree,

| And when we caught sight of three red little fluff-tufted,

hazel-eyed, open-mouthed, pink-throated heads, we all
shouted for glee.

The way we really did wrong was this :

We took them in for mother to kiss,

And she told us to put them back ;

While on the weeping-willow their mother was crying
“ Alack !

We really heard

Both what mother told us to do and the voice of the

mother-bird.

But we three - that is, Susan and I and Jim—
Though we knew better than either of them ;
And in spite of our mother’s commamd and the poor bird’s
cry,
We d‘;{ermined to bring up the three little nestlings our-
selves, on the sly.
We each took one, '
It did seem such excellent fun !
Susan fed hers on milk and bread ;
Jim got wriggling worms for. his instead.
I gave mine meat, & :
For, you kpow, I thought; ‘“Poor darling pet! why
gshouldn’t it have roast beef to eat?”
But, oh dear ! oh dear! oh dear! How we cried,
When in spite of milk and bread and worms and roast beef,
the little birds died !

It’s a terrible thing to have heart-ache.
I thought mine would break :
As I heard the mother-bird’s moan, .
And looked at the gray-green, moss-coated, feather-lined

uest she had taken such pains to make, .
. And her three little children dead and cold as a stone.

Mother said, and it’s sadly true,
* There are some wrong things one can never undo.”
And nothing we could do or say
Would bring life back to the birds that day.
The bitterest tears that we could weep
Wouldn't wake them out of their stiff, cold sleep.
But then
We—Susan and Jim and I—~mean never to be so selfish
and wilful and cruel again.

| And we three have buried that other three

In a soft, green, moss-covered, flower-lined grave at the
foot of the willow-tree,

And all the leaves which its branches shed
We think are tears, because they are dead.
— Aims and Objects of the Toronto Humane Society.

THE ROCK AT THE BOTTOM.

A virTiE lad fell into a well. It was not very
deep, and the boy was not hurt, but he was thor-
oughly frightened. His mother saw the accident,
and in a moment was at the mouth of the well.
The boy, looking up, was overjoyed to see her.
But he could not help his fear, and so called out,
“Mother, I am not hurt, but I shall drown in the
water.”

“No,” said the mother, “you will not drown ;
the water is only a few feet deep. Stand up
straight, and I will soon bring you up safely.”

¢ But, mother, I shall sink in the mud.”

“No, you will not sink,” answered the mother
again. *“There is a rock at the bottom, and you
cannot sink.”

The boy stood upright, as his mother directed,
and in a little while she brought him up all safe
ad sound. When they talked it over afterward
the boy said “I was so glad, mother, when you

| said there was a rock at the bottom.”

Perhaps most of my readers are now thinking of
what the Saviour said about the wise man and the
foolish man. Each was building a house. The
wise man dug down deep for a foundation of solid
rock, and on it he built his house. The foolish
man thought it too much trouble to dig so deep,

-and built his house on the sand. After awhile a

great storm came. It rained hard, and the winds
blew, and the floods came, and beat upon the two
houses. The wise man’s house stood firm in all
the storm and floods, because it was founded on a
rock. The foolish man’s house went down with a
great crash, because it was founded on the sand.
Jesus said that people who heard his words and did
what he said were like the wise man, and people
who heard his words and did not obey them were
like the foolish man.

The rock on which we build is Jesus. And how
comfortable and assuring it is when trouble of any
kind comes to know that Jesus is our sure support.

HOW A MAN BECOMES A DRUNKARD.

A pRUNKARD becomes so after years of tippling
and steady drinking, commencing with an occa-
sional glass of wine or beer at dinner or at lunch or

an occasional cocktail at a bar with a friend and .

for friendship sake; finding that it does him no
injury and, on the contrary, that he feels an
apparent benefit, he continues the practice, accus-
toming the stomach to its effect until tbere is a
craving, and in satisfying that craving the habit
becomes fixed, and gradually the whole system be-
comes alcoholized.
longer a free agent, and though he may conceal the
fact from the world and even from himself, and his
general health may not appear to suffer, the end
will not be far distant—either he will be carried off
by some disease that had he been a sober man his
system would have thrown off, or he will live dis-

gracing himself and family and causing misery and.

sorrow to those he is bound by all the laws of God
and man to honour and protect, to say nothing of

the danger that he constantly runs of dying ‘sud-
denly covered with his sins.

e

At that period the victim is no"

I
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Our Heroes.
DY XBEX R, RKXFORD.

Hzne's a hand to the boy who has conrnge
To do what he knows to buright ;

When he fatls In the way of temptation,
e has a bard b tile to tight,

Who strives agalnst self and his comiutes
Wil tind o most powwe ful for 2

All honour to him {f he eouguera,
A cheer for the boy who says, ¢ Nol”

There's many a battle fought daily
The world knows nothing rhout
There's many a baave litle soldier
\Whoso strength puts a legfon to rout.
And ho who tghts single-handed
Is moro of & hero, I say,
Thun he who leds soldiers to battle,
And conquiert sy in the fray.

o steilfust, my boy, when you re temptod
To o what you know is not right
Stand tiem by the colours of manhood,
And you will o’ercome in the tight,
**The right * be yoar attle-cry ever
In waging the warfave of hife:
And Gud, who knows who mv tho heroes,
Will give you streugth for the strife.

P

PILGRIM STREET:
4 STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE.

BY HBESBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER X.
Toxn’s FRIENDS.

Bv the time Banner had recovered from the un.
expected nssault made upon him, he knew that it
would Lo quite uscless to pursue Tom. Xe bad
the cart upon his hands, too, and it could not be
left in the middlo of & street. The gir) burst into
a storin of rage and teavs, for she kuew she had
lost tho money partly by her own carelessness, and
she was nfraid her mistress would require her to
make it good. Banncr hesitated as to wlint course
ho should pursue. Stern and selfwatistied as he
was, his heart melted towards poor Tom ; and he
found, strangely enough, n wisgiviug spring up in
his mind as to whether he had really taken the best
way to teach aud befriend him.  Maybe, if he had
unbent a little wiore to the lad, been a little less of
» policeman aud a little more of a friend, Tom
might not have taken flight, as if surpriced by a
foe. He scarcely know what to do. The strict
letter of his duty, porhaps, required him to accuse
‘Tom of thoft at the police-station, aud have him
arrested and thrown into jail for his crime, the

very misery and calamity from which Mr. Hope:

had rescued him a little more than a twelvemonth
ago.

“Banner had been acquainted with Mr. Hope for
years, and he knew well what a bitter disappoint-
ment it would be to him to see Tom once again at
the bar before the judge. Suppose he tried to
scveen and save the boy, and give him ouce more
a chance of overcoming his early vices? Besides,
Banner had been boastful of Tom's reformation,
and talked of it to Mr. Watson and Mr. Worthing-
ton ; and now he felt it would be a sore mortifica-
tion to himself to Lo compelled to give up his
favourite scholar. All theso motives together—
pity for Tom, n doubt of his own instructions, the
reluctance to disappoint Mr. Hope, and the mortifi-
cation to himself—proved strong enough to conquer
Banner's rigid sense of bis duty as a policeman.

The girl was crying beside the cart for the loss
of the money chiefly——and she oared for little elss,
£ho had 1o very vengeful feelings againat the thief,
nor any strong d.sire for. justics, Banner countad

up the money in Tom's bng, which he still held in
his hand, and found it contained twelvo shillings
and fiveponce, which he gave to tho servant, pro-
mising to bring her tho rest in the evening ; and then
he commissioned o man whom ho know to tako the
doukey.cart liome to Tom's lodgings, with a wes.
sage that ho would seo him after six o'clock.
After which Banner went on his beat, thoughtful
and grieved, Lut not rolontless towards the un-
happy castaway, who had fallen back into his old
sins, .

By this timo all the proparations for keeping
Piul's bolidny wore completed in Pilgrim Street;
but today they were unusually pode and seanty,
for Nat Pendlebury had crushed his foot budly,
and tind been awny from waork for o fortnight ; and
Alice wag secrotly hoping that Tom would bring
soud shave to the entertainment.  Phil arrived
carly, and way received with great demonstrations
of weleoma from the little ones, nnd from Nat hiwm-
sell, who snt in Alico's rocking-chair, in the chimnoy-
corner. The®wilight, or rather the night—for it
was always twilight in tho cellar—scemed to fall
earlier than wsual, yet Tom did not comoe—so Phil
and Joey went to his lodging to sco after him,
They rveturned with ysterious and alarming in-
telligence ; for the donkey-cart, with its storo of
fruit and vegetables, had been brought back by a
stranger, who knew nothing of what had becomo
of Tom, and had only snid that Mr. Banner had

told him to leave it there, with word that he would |

see Tom after six o'clock.

A strange, uncomfortable gloom came over all
the party. Nat could not understand what this
news foreboded ; and Alice set the bread upon the
table, and mado the wenk ten in the tin teapot,
with a sad oxpression upon her face.  What in the
world could have happened to Tem? Was he
hurt, aud taken to the infimney 3 If father could
have walked, he wight have gone to nsk Mr.
Banner; but she could not go very well, for she
did not know where he lived, and she did not like
to inquire at the police-station.

The tea passed ot in dull quictness, except that,
at cvery step nlong the pavement above the
window, they started with expectation, and little
Phil ran to the door to look out for Tom. Me
would be too late if he did not come scon, as Phil
must be back at school at seven o'clock.

It was getting on fast for seven when they heard
a measured stride up the street, and & sharp rap at
the door, which-made every one jump from their
seats except Nat, and before Alice could reach it,
it was opened wide, and Banner entered. He
looked round keenly, and fastened his eyes on the
many coloured screen which partitioned off part of
the cellar, as if he could ses through it; after
which he gazed severely, first at Nat and then
at Alice, till they felt quite uneasy under his
scrutiny.

«\Where is Thomas Haslam!” he asked, in a
stern voice.

“That's just what we were going to ask you,
Mr. Banner,” said Nat. *Little Phil and Joey
have been asking after him at his lodgings, and the
old folks say he has not come hoine, but you sent a
man with his donkey-cart and all his stuff, a good
four hours since. I humbly hope there’s nothing
amiss with poor Tom, Mr Banner.,”

¢« Nathaniel Pendlebury,” answered Banner,
drily, “I'm inclined to be a true friend to Thomas,
if he'll only come forward and confess his sin, and
make restitution. Restitution I must insist upon,
Nathaniel Pendlebury. If he's within hearing he
may reckon upon me being & friend;, and not &
policeman, to him.”

“Bat Tom isn't within hearing,” said Nat, in

great n;lxiet.y. “If you mean he's behind
screon” you are staring at, Mr. Banner, [ suy 8
has't been nigh us all day, though it is Phil's 1§
dny and all. T you know anything about K .
good or bad, please lot us hear it at once,” ‘

LEven Banner felt suro that Nat was telline!
the simple truth, and that Tom could uot be 8
ceated Lehind the sereen.  Littlo Phit pressed
to hiw, and stood eagor-eyed to hear any new:
Tom ; but Alice went pole, and Nut looked
downeast,  In a fow brief words, Banner t
them tho oceurrence of the duy, apd how ‘Tom
made his esenpe, adding that he had just Leen
his lodgings, nud could henr nothing of him.

Nat wrung his hands together, nnd Alice o
down upon the old stoo), which hnd been phid
ready for ‘Tom, drawing little Phil towaurds her. i§

“Oh, Tom! Tom!” cried Nat. *“Poor T
This is worso than crushing my foot. What ¢
we do for himn, Mr. Banner? We mustn't Jet!
fall back to the bad altogether again, I love
lad. But maybe we laven't dono the best ¢
could for him.” :

“I think I have,” said Banner; but he i
doubtfully. *I have taught him to read and wr§
and made him learn tho commandnents of§
heart, and his duty towards God and towards
noighbour. And I've made him understand ¢
God Almighty will surcly judge him and pug
him, even for the smallest sin. He's gone wr
because ho's bad thiough and through. el
thief, like his futher.”

““Oh, no, no!" eried little Phil, falling down|
hig knees beside Alice. ‘¢ Plense, God, save T§
from being a thief! Please, God, take carc of T8
wherover ho is to-night, and bring him home 212§
and mako him a good boy, for Jesus Christ’s s
Amen,” ’ _

« Amen,” echoed Nat; and Alice Inid her g
upon Phil's curly hair, leaning her face upon th
and Phil felt her tears falling upon his forcle
They were very sad at heart for Tom ; and ¢
Banner, when he said he would see Phil safe L4
to school, took lis little hand in his, and pre<:
tenderly—almost marvelling at himself for fer]
so grieved and disappointed about a poor thief I§
Thomas Haslam,

The next morning Banner raceived a letter 1§
Tom, scrawled upou a blank leaf torn out of §
Bible, which he had happened to have with il
his pocket. 1t had been posted at Victorin St
before he started, and was vory short—but B.and
had some difliculty in making it out :— '

«Mr. Banner, I kant surve God. I'm a wicll
boy and a theef. V'msory 1 hirt you. DPles:
my luv to little Phil, and Mis Alice, and M
Nat. I'm going to be a wikid man, and never
enny of yu agen. So no more. I no God seesc¥
Thomas Haslam.” )

It seemed plain, from this letter, that Tom §
fled from Manchester,, lest he should .be arie
and imprisoned for theft. But, though the Jad
a thicf, Banner felt a tear dimming his sharp 38
which had to be wiped away before he could cs}
sight of the next criminal.  Ho would not cha
the theft upon Tom, aud set the police on his t
50 he paid the rest of the sovercign out of his of
pocket to the servant, and took upon himsclt
give Tom’s stock of fruit and vegetables to §
Pendleburys. He also took possession of ‘I'of
box, and had it conveyed to the house where
bimself lodged, after giving a paper to the care
Nat Pendlebury, stating that he had done so
order that it might be safe for Tom if Le-sl
ever come back to claim it,

(To b4 continued.)
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Tho Good Times At Home,

ho good times nt homo ! how sweot to remember,
h pleasures and joys that surcounded us there,
December to Jung, and frow Junes to December,
hert wo wero unburdened with sorrow or cate,
sarret to collar, from cellar to garret,

th happy abandon we frolicked aud played,

w2 the spirits of music and laughter,

| nobaidy frowned at tho racket weo made.

nel.
be oy

sed

1e gamies and the gambols out-doors, so inviting,

h home very handy to run to, in caso

lawless marauders, against us uniting,

uld press us too closely, compelling a race,

rourh the dear dwelling and overy place near it,
earlessly, freely, permitted to roam,

wordder that we should decide in our childhood

re was naught to compare with tho good times at
 omo!

CT. e games in the ovening in which wo would riot
Tl telling of stories, adventures, and all

2t G Lrightoned tho day ! And then, later, the quiet,

ot t praceful homo hours—how sweet to recall !

b were books, thero were pictures in endless profusion,
sick or tho studious oies to beguilo ;

he dark winter days wero mide cheerful amd pleasant
the mother’s dear prudence, her voico and her smile.

est wero tho tics of affection that bound us,

Jupously sweet were the songs that we sung,

merey companions weve gathered around us,

! tanmnliur the scenes that we frolicked mnong !
by o bawquet is spread for our pleasure,

ugh oft from tho firesido we are tempted to voam,
cart will still cherish its fond recollections,

Bthio duys that aro past—and tho good times at home !
—New York Ledyer.

DECISION.
EacHER is one of the large colleges for women
e Eastern States lately told a little incident
is given to the givl-friends of Yo Youtk's
p 1tion, .
recreation-hour one Sunday evening a large

1 Jlber of the girls had assembled in the par-
h They began to talk and laugh, quictly at

thien the conversation ran into gossip, and the
ter grew more boisterous and frivolous,

felt,” said the teacher, that the cffect of the
of the day and of its solemn services was being
y destroyed. It was not the way in which
who professed to serve Christ should spend his
{ they hoped to come closer to him, but there
o actual infraction of school laws, nnd I had
Bie courage to interfere.

At last o very young girl, a member of the
t'elass, camo in.  She glanced around with a
od, pained look ; then, after a moment’s hesi-
, she walked to the piano and began to touch
eys softly.  As the musie stole through the
¢ noise was hushed.

Why not have a little singing 3" she s id to
uearest her, and steuck the first clioru. of
1, Kindly Light.

1 a few moments every voice had joined in
‘mn 50 dear to usall.  The givls are fond of
1 musie. Oune hymu after another was sung
fervent feeling, until at lust they separated
e night.  Notone of them guessed how tirmly
mtly they had been led by a child into the
path ?

s story recalls & similar anecdote of & member
York Stock Exchange who was present at
fetence between hall a.dozen wen who con.
1 the markot. A certain action was proposid
would prove of enormous advantage to them.
B, Lut which would result-in bankruptey and
y to n great many people who were not in-
d of this plan of the leading speculators, The
bian who had  just Jomul the conferenco
1 about him, and saw in every fuce an inner
ousness of wrong-doing: Then he said with

w

“It would bo advisable, of course, if it were
right.  But it is not honest.”

Not n single man hud the courage to insist upon
carrying out the project.

The time will como to evory reader of these hines
when by o firm word gently spolen he can lead his
fellows into the path of right. It it should scem
impossible for him to speak to them, if the heart
farls and the voice cliokes, lot him remember that
the words he would utter are ulr ady spoken in
the conscience of every one prescat.  In all prob-
ability each one is waiting, hopeful to hear the call
to do right, but without the courage to speak it.
He will only give voico to their botter natures if he
utters tho word in scason,

o

ARAB CHILDREN'S GAMES.

Ir tho little Arabs are heathen, they are at
least picturesquo heathen.  In their coloured cloth-
ing, with their dusky skins, their blnck eyes, and
theiv lithe, active bodies, they aro very picturesque.
But, it must be confessed, they appear best at -
distance ; for soap is not so fashionable amo'ig
them as might justly bo expoected from the people
of & conntry which manufactures the most cleans-
ing soap in the world. Tn watching the children
at pluy, one soon notices that the girls do not
always have a good time. Arab boys are not
trained to be gentlemaunly and courtcous to their
sisters, although they treat their elders with a
delightful deference and respect. Little girls in
the East are never welcome,

A little boy in America asked a person who had
lived in Syria, if the boys there ever pluyed base.
bull ; and on learning that they did not, he said,
“Well, they can’t have wuch fun theve” It is
very natural for the children of any country to
imagine that the children in other countries aimuse
themselves in the same ways, And the number of
gawes that ave in reality wniversul among children
in all countries is really remurkable.  For example,
the Arab childeen often play blind-man's-buff—they
call it ghummaida ; und biz zowain, or vuss-inthe
corner ; and a game like *button, butue., who has
the button?”—which they play with a pebble;
and owal howak, or leap-frog; mwnd gillh, or
marbles.  Dut there aro other games of which you
probably have never heard—such as kurd murboot,
shooha, joura, laia-yea-taia, khatim, and the greatest
and most exciting of all their games—the national
guine, it might pechaps be ealled—gereed.

The Arabs play wirbles differently from the
Auwerican boys.  Of course the arrangement of the
mnrbles to be shot at can bo varied in many ways ;
but the young Avabs shoot the marble in a way of
their own, and twuch more accurately than Ameri-
can lads.  The left hand is laid flat on the ground
with the fingers closed together, and tho marble is
placed in the groove between tho middle finger and
tho forefinger. ‘The forefinger of the right-hand is
then pressed firmly on the end joint of the middie
finger, and when the middle finger is suddenly
pushed aside, the foretinger of the right-hand slips
out with more or less force and projects the marble
very accurately in the direction of the groove on
the lefehand.  dany of the boys becowme very
expert.  Perhaps marbles are almost the only play-
things for which Arab childven pay money, and as
a rule only a very small capital is needed.

@

“¢Winat a day this is!’ cscaped my lips;,” said a
wissionary, “as I greeted old Aunt Judy on enter
ing her cabin.  “Bress tho Lord, honey,’ said she,’
‘don’t. cbryting come from de Lord?  Den; if ye is
u Christon, do wedder is good mull for ye; and if

1 ye ain't no Christon, it’s more'n too good for~) e

you rest.” The wother’s teachings come back to

‘yet speaketh.”

-your work to:lift-the curtains—of gloom, of sorfow,

LIFT THE CURTAIN.
SCENE 1.

A DARK rogm. Luxurious chairs and couches
are stroewn round, with everything that can win-
istor to tho physical comfort, Heavy curtains,
closely drawn, drape the windows, and efiectually
cxclude every rny of sunlight. In the darkest
corner, a gloomy figure reclines in a cosy arm chair,
Weariness and dopression are stamped on every
feature, und the bands are listlessly folded, ns af
incapablo of exertion. Tho door opens, and w
bright-fuced girl comes in.

“Why, nuntic dear, how gloomy you look. Lhis
is Bgyptinn durkness compured to the brightness
outside. Let me pull away your heavy curtains,
and giv - vou a glimpse of the glorious sunlight.”

“Does the sunshine? I would not huve guessed
it,” said uuntic—2 more cheerful look coming into
her face. ¢ Wiy, child, I am nearly dazated 17 she
exclaimed, as May drew asido the draperies, raised
tho blinds, and let in a flood of sunshine.

“Now wo can see!” said Muy, laughing. I
want you, please, to teach me the pretty lice stitch
you worked so weil yearsago. So I wil stay the
dny, if you will have me.”

And soon the two heads, golden and gray, bent
together over the work; th(, hands, hstless no
longer, "briskly plhied the needle ; weariness aml
melancholy had disappenved. May had lifted the
curtain.

SCENE 1L
Again a darkened room. In the tiny cot lies a
quiet little Ggure that will never more fill the house

with laughter and glee. God wanted huu in
heaven, Tearless, stony-looking, the mother sits

close by, gazing fixudly at the calm, smiling fuce.
What will life be without her darling? A little
hand slips into hers, and a silvery voice says:

“Totsie very happy with Jesus, mother?  Shall
we-go too?”

‘I'he mother clasps woo Daisy in her arms, und at
last she weeps. Yes, her darling is happy. The-
tender Shepherd, knowing the rough paths of this
world, has gathered him safely into his arms. ‘The
rays of the Sun of Righteousness light up hor sad
heart. The darkness is gone; Daxsys little hand
had lifted the curtain,

. . . . .

SCENE III.

A weary, world-worn man. Ho has tasted most .
of the world’s pleasures, and is sick of them all.
He is loncly too, though he has many so-called
friends; for ho is rich, and can cotmand respect
and attention. e buys it all, he suys—au bitter
smile ereeping round his mouth. Is theie a God
His mother told himn so when a child, and said God
loved him. But she died long sgo. He tries to
remember all about his mother. A servant eaters
with « book and a note. This old Look, says the
note, hias been found in an unused pew of a certain
chupel. By the name written on the fy-leaf, it
must have belonged to Mr. M.'s mother. So it is
sont to him. lle touches it roverently, Thut is
his mother’s writing, & text: ““ Come unto me, all
ye that labour, and are heavy laden, and I will give

his memory. A night of wrestling and agony
follows, Then he finds God, and pardon, and
peaco, through Jesus.  His mother, ** though dead,
His curtain of sin-is lifted.

‘Dear children, as you go-through life, make it

of sellishiress, of sin.  That is truly Christ's work, A

and so doing, you will be Christ-like.

" e—)&)
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PLEASANT HOURS. .

Work for the Master.

Witar can we do tor the Master
Wo who are childbike atd weak?
Sonie work i the dear Lord’s vineyazd
Our wiling handa now seek,
But the purpled, vipened clusters
Ave hanging so very high
Ihat we cannot reach to pluck them,
Nosatter how hard we try.

There is work in the Sawviour's vineyard
“or the smallest hand to do,
Ervamds of love nud merey
Avating just such as you,
Gio gather the dunly clusters,
AN liere the Vane tisuls close to the carth,
i The ndden frat, to the Master,
Is precions w ad full of worth,

Wt can we do for the Master,
In s wold wide harvest field ?
How can we be useful
\When he garners this golden yicld ?
We cannot teap, nor bind the sheaves,
Nur winuow the gurmered grain;
i Wit portion of belpful fabour
| Can our youthful powers attain?

There s work in God's great harvest field

. o vae b bittle hand and heart,
v Soubs wiinel none bat acluld can lead
' Foaccopt that better part.
U Stoup low, wmd glean whete the reapers
! flave witsted the woambrous seed ;
1 Enough vou can alwayy gather,

Suine bungry souls to teed

LESSON NOTES.
SECOXND QUARTER.

STUDIES IN T

A.D. 301 LESSON IX.

|

i

i GUSEEL OF MARK,
i {June 2
| JLSUS BEFORE 1k CUlACHL.

; Mask 14, 5565,

i

!

!

|

]

Memory verses 55, 56
Gorpes T,
They kated mo without a cause. John
15, 25,
ournixy,
1. The False Witneases, = 55 39,
2 The Trae Witness, v G0 62,
3. The Cruel Sentenee, v. 63 6G3.
Trme, =30 AL D,
Pracr. —=Jerusalem: before the Sanhedrin.
EXPLANATIONS, =7 ke chicf priests—The
Lowds ot the ditferent pricstly courses, A0
the  counct! —The whole Sanhedrin.
hegle priest—"The chicd ceclesmstic of the
Jowash Chnrchy and the m =t qmportant ot
the nation during ther subordination to
Rowwe,

Tracnings o¥ e Lessos,

I What lesson can we learn from -

1. he fadse witness abuut Jesas?

2. The true witness of Jesus?

3. The cruel sentence aganst Jesus ?

Tur Lissoy CaTECn1sw.

1. What bady of men tried Jesusy  FPhe
chief priests, elders, and serthes, 2, Who
presided at the teid>  Fhe high priest,
Caiaphas, 3. On what charge wihe toied?
‘Fhe chavge of blasphemy. 4, On whom did
they ady o prove lim gmity * On false
witnesses, 5. What was the tinal means of
tos conviction? His own declaration, ]
am tue Chnst.” G0 What pophicey was
fultilled) in the rintons scene that followed ¥
* Lhey bated me without a ciuse,”™

Doerrivatr, SvacestioN,—The sccond
connng of Christ.

CATECHIST QUESTIVN,
23. 1 after prayerful and patient study
and augiary we still find difficulties in the

Bible st we deal with them v
Ween eapect to know all things while

we hive i Jus warld, nor fully to under-
stand a1l that has been made known, 1}
Corinthians xiii, 10,

LESSON X.
JFSUS BEFORYE PILATE.
Aark 15, 1.20.

v AL, 30) {June 9

Memory verses, 14, 15.

GorpeN Texr.

[ Pilate =aith uoto them, Take ye him,and
crneify him, John 19, 6.

The |

OutriNe,

1. Pilate and Jesus, v. 1.5
2, Jesus oe Barabhas, v, 815,
3. The King of tho Jews, v, 10-20.

Trae =30 A,

. Prack. —Jerusalem, before the procura.
or.

EXULANATIONS, —~Tn the morning— After
six o'clock the formal meeting wits held
which thar action was plamel.  Aud
bounl Jesus—Ho wus fivst bound in the
trden, but was probably released during
s tewsl before Cuinphins, — King of the Jaws
—That is, in n political sense.  Released
one privoner~"This wns n voluntary custom
of the procurator,  Insurrection—Revolts
wete continually being mude aganst the
Romang,  Nothing is known of this particu.
lar une.  Clothed him with purpte <'I'lus was
the colour of the empire, and was u symbol
of kingly power,

Tracnines oy THE LEssoy,

What lesson of profit can you learn—
1. From the succkness of Jesus ¥
2, From the weakuess of Pilatey
3. From the wickedness of the priests?

Tur Lessox CATKCIHUISY,

L. On what charge was Jesus delivered to
Pilate?  He had made houselt o king, 2,
When Pilate questioned him of the cciungc
how did he answee? I ama king, 3. Whae
was Pilate's purpose in oflering Jesus or
Bavabbas for release? It was to releaso
Jesus, 4.0 When the Jews demanded Bar-
abbas what died be do?  Released Bavablas
an-d scourged Jexun. 5, What was his final
sendence?  ** Palate saith unto them,” cte,

Doctiisat Svacestios, =The  kingdom

of Chist,
CaTECIISM QUESTION,

28. What do you mesn by sayiag that
God i infimte ¥

1 mean that his nature and attributes are
fugh abave alt understamling, aml without
uny lant,

Cunst thou by searching tind out G ¢
Job 11, 7 .

His understanding iy infinite, Psa. 147, 5,

Behold, the heavenand heaven of heavens
cannot contain thee. 1 Kings 8. 27,

THAT KIS8 OF MY MOTHER.

Grourae Brows wanted to o some-
where, nud his mother was not willing.
He tricd to argue the matter.  When
that would not do, instead of saying,
“T should really like to go, but if you
cinnot give your consent, dear mother,
[ will try to be content to stay,” he
spoke roughly, and went off slamming
the doar behind him.  T'oo many boys
do so.  George was fourteen, and with
his fourteen years’ experience of one of
the best. of wothers, one wonld have
thought better of him. % But he was
only a bay.  What can you expeet of
hoys?™  So say some people,

Stop ! hear more.  That  night-
George found thorns in his pilow,

: He could not fix it in any way to go

to sleep on.  He turned and tossed,
and e shook and patted it; but not
« wink of sleep for him.  The thorns
kept pricking. They wero the amary
words he spoke to his mother. My
dear mother, who deserves nothing but
kindness and love and obedience from.
we,” he said to himself.  “T never do
enough for her; yet how have T he-
haved ; hereldestboy! How tenderly
she nuesed we througls that fever ”

These unhappy thoughts quite over-
came him.  Ho would ask her to for-
give himin the morning,  Rut suppose
something should huppen before morn-
ing? He would ask her now, to-night,
this moment. Geoige crept out of
bed, and went softly to his mother’s
roon.

“George,” she said, *“is that yoa?
are you sick?” For miothers, you
know., scem to sleep with one eyo nnd
ear open, especinlly when the fathers
are away, us George's father was.

« Dear mother,” ho said, kneeling nt
her bedside, “ 1 could not go to sleep
for thinking of my rude words to you.
Forgive me, mother, my dear mother!
and may God help me never to behaveo
s0 ugoin.”

WHAT THE TOBACCO MONEY
BOUGHT.

BY REV. T. DE WITT TALMAGE.

BERTWERN sixteen and twenty-three
there are tens of thousands of young
men damaging  themselves ftretriev-
ubly by tobacco, You cither use very
good tobacco or cheap tobacco. If
vou use cheap tobacco, I wait to tell
you why it is cheap. Tt is n mixturo
of burdock, lampblack, sawdust, colt's-
foot, plantain-leaves, fullers’ earth,
lime, salt, alum, and a little tobacco.
You canuot attord, my young brother,
to take such a mess as that between
your lips.

If, on the other hand, you use costly
tabucceo, let me say I do not think you
cau aflord it.  You take that which
you expend, and will expend—if you
keep the habit all your life—and put
it aside, and it will buy you a house,
and it will buy you a farm, to make
you comfortable in the afternoon of
life.

A merchant of New York gave
this testimony : “Tn early life I
smoked six cigars a day, at six and a
hulf cents ench ; they averaged that.
I thought to myself one day, ¢ I'll just
put aside all the money I win con-
suming in cigars, and all I would con-
sume if I kept on in the habit, and 1
will see what it will come to by com-
pound interest.” And he gives this
tremendous statistic : < Last July com-
pleted thirty-nine years since, by the
geace of God, I was emancipated from
the filthy habit, and the saving
amounted to the enormous sum of
229,102 03, by compound interest.
We lived in the city, but the children,
who had learned something of the en-
joywent of country life from their
anuual visits to their grandparents,
longed for a home among the green
fields. 1 found a very pleasant place
in the country for sale. The cigar
money now came into requisition, and
I found that it amounted to n suf-
ficient sum to purchase the place—and
it is mine. I wish 0]l American boys
could see how my children enjoy their
hiome, as they watch the vessels, with
their white sails, that course along the
Sound.  Now, hoys, you take your
choice —smoking without a home, or a
a home without smoking.”

“Tur Pilgrim’s Progress” is now
being printed in the Cree language for
the benefit of the Indians.

Tug smallest bridge in the world—
the bridge of the nose.

DIARIE

FOR 1889
AT COST.

Smnll Diary, for vest pocket, threedays
to o page, cloth, gilt edge, ..
Small Diavy, for vest pocket, three days
to o page, leather, with flap, ...
Diary— lnrger size—three duys to a
oage, leathes, with flap.............
Pocket Diary, 33 x 24 in., one day toa
page, clothe . cooiiiiiieiiindia,
Pocket Diary, 33 x 24 in., threo duysto-
4 page, leather.... ...,
Pocket Dinry, 33 x 24 in., three daysto
apage, cloth..ooiiieieiiniiann,
Pocket Dinry, 43 x 2} in., leather, flap,

THE INDIAN!

WHO ARE THEY?
WHENCE CAME THE
THEIR MAMNERS AND CUSTO
By Rev. John McLean, Ph.D. ;
12mo, cloth, 81.00.

* Historic, instructive and peculinrly
teresting. It is worthy of being entoll
the list of Canudu’s educationn] works,
of being placed in the hunds of all
youths, sido by side with theiv histovies
geographics.” —7'%e Kmpire.

¢ An entertaining and instructive vol
by ong who hus mnde a specinl stud
Indian character and of the liternture
Inting to the Red Men. . . . A val
contetbution to Camdinn literature that
be an authority on this mteresting subj
—Christian Cuardian, -

JUST ISSUED,

OUR OWN CHEAP CANADI
EDITION OF

The RANDOLP

BY YPANSY.

2o, cloth, 440 pages, - 50 cen

CAPTAIN COOKS

Famous Voyages Rouj
the World.

Large 8vo. Volume, Profusely
trated. Price $2.50.

Thix is « very handsome ygift.lawk
youug people, '

WHYTE BRO
NEW MUSIC BOXX

Songs of Calvar

NOW READY.

BOUND IN 8TRONQ MANILLA COVE
Price, 25 cents each, or $2.50 per d4
s NOTICE—Threc.fourthsof the

in this book arc NEW, never haviug
peared beforv in uny other Weok.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publi
78 & 80 King 8¢ Rast, Toroute. :

C. W. COATES, MoxvraL, QUK. .
8. F. HUESTIS, Hauy
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