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NIAGARA PALLS IN
WINTER.®

TUron the ooccurrence
i of & thow sufficient to
bresk up the ice in
i}’_‘ke Erie, masses of
‘floating 1ce, dissevered
frow the frozen lake
and stream above, are
precipitaved over the
Falls in blocks of -sev-
‘sral tons each. These
remain at the foot of
the cataract, from the
siream  being closed
below, *“and form a
naturs’ bridge across
it As they accumu-
date, they get progres-
sively piled up, like a
Oyclopean wall built
of huge blocks of ico
‘instead of stone. This
singular masonry of
Jature gets cemented
-by the spray, which,
risingin clouds of mist
:a5 usual -from the foot
-of the Falls, attaches
itself in its upward
progress to the icy
wall, and soon gets

of the mass, helping
o 811 up the inter
:stices botween the
Jarger blocks of which
this architecture is
| composed.”

© This icy wall or
mound rises up from-
the base of the torrent
‘in & bulwark -of pyra-

:cf.the Falls, within a

 the precipice, to &
beight sometimes of
ffrom twenty to forty
‘feet above the level of
theupper stream. Scal-
R-ing the mound: is an
-Cﬂﬁlag!‘aﬁ.l?x and Ia-
‘borions cxercise; but

-frozen with the rest -

@i widal form, in front g

) few feet of the edgo.of .

§ seties to be given in TAe

Melhodint> Magazine, ill-

[ sitrating-the Falla of

Kiagars inors sumpta--
: sly than ever attempted

% 5n Canada belore.
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. *This cut i one ofa’

NIAGARA FALLS IN WINTER, FROM PROIPECT PARK. (From Phograph by Georgs Barker.)

the near sight of the
maddened waters
plonging intn the
deptns of the vortes
below, 18 & titung re.

ward for the adventar:
ous und-rtakirg

The 1.v brhier gen
eraliy exteuds from the
Horse-8hioe Tall to a
point near the railway
bridge, lasts generally
from two to threo
months, and is crossed
by hundreds of fobt
passengers during the
winter. The ice form-
ing the bridge is ordin-
arily from one hundred
to one hundred and
fifty feet thick, rising
from fifty to sixty feet
above the natoral sur
face of theriver. The
tinge of the watérs,
from the dark green of
summer, is changed to
a muddy yellow ; hisge
icicles, formed by an
accumulation of frozen
spray, hang perpendic-
ularly from the rocks;
the trees on Goat
Island and Prospect
Park secem partially
buried; a mass of
quaint and curious
crystalline forms
atands in licn of the
bushes ;-the buildings
seem to sink under
ponderous coverings of
snow and ice;-the tops
of trces and points of
rock on which the dax-
zling white frostwork
does no? lie, stand ot
in bold contrust, form-
ing the deepshadows of
the éntrancing picture,
the whole presents a
wild, savage aspect,
grand and imposing.

—— O S—

Tax years write their
record on human
hearts, as they do on
trecs, in hidden, inner
circles of yrowth wlich

i‘)
BO 6ye cau see. J
2 2
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A. Bong for 8pring.
BY META B. B. THORNE,

8ux {s coming. coming, coming;

Buon the wild boees will Lo hutning

Douwa among tho clover blossoms, swing:

fug

In tho sunny neadows;

And anong the young leaves springing

Blithe birds gaily will bo singing,

Whilo above cluud-shallops, fairy like, will
Caat their floating shudows.

Down awong the recds and sedges,

Set along the brooklet's edges,

Whoso sweet tonguo by chains of crysta]
Fiue and stroug so late was holden,

To and fro with fitful flashing

Tiny specklod trout are dashing

All things foel with joy her proscnco—'tis
A story sweet und olden.

There are blossoms in the wildwood ;

Littlo songs of happy childhood

Greet the ear from vale and coppice, and
The breezy hill-side yonder.

Just to breathe the breath of heaven

Is delight to mortals given;

Why doth rapture thrill the hearts of

those

Who in the spring-tide wander?

Whenes this joy within us springing,

That, perforce, we join the singing?
3Vhenco this sweotly strange, mysterious
Scense of bird-like wings a-growing?

In tho spirit spring tide noarer?

Ay !its sunlight shineth clesrer;

While within the soul unfailing founts of
Song aro overflowing.

BRAINS ON FOUR LEGS.

A ScraxTox gentleman has a cat
that is very fond of some kinds of
music, and very much exasperated
whenever her master plays on his
violin. She will lic on the sofa and
purr approvingly whenever one of the
young ladies performs a waltz or other
lively piece on tho piano, and she will
listen attentively to the children’s
songs, but as soon as her owner begins
to tune up his violin she becomes vory
uneasy. The mowent he starts to
play o tune the cat darts at him as if
she had suddenly been secized with a
fit, scratches viciously at the lower
part of his trousers leg and squalls as
though she were in great pain.  If he
continues to play after this demonstra-
tion of hier disapproval of that kind of
music, the cat jumps up and tries to
suatch tho noisy instrument out of his
hands, and when she finds that she
cannot do that she runs around the
roomn and mews piteously. As soon
as the gentleman Jays the violin down
on the piano and speaks kindly to the
cat, sho seems pacified at once, trots
over to whero he is standing, rubs her
bhead and back lovingly against his
ankles, and purrs cuntentedly, looking
up to and acting as if she wanted to
tell him that she would always be o
good cat if lio would never mako any
woro of thuse hateful sounds. But,
so sure as ho undertakes to resumo
playang, tho cat bLegins her toitrums
and refuses to br quict until he puts
down tho violin again. She is fond of
organ music, but she cannot be taught
to like tho noise made by the violin
strings. She will tolerto the guutar,
but the violin never. The gentleman,

prizes pussy very highly, and, whon-
over ho wishes to entertain hie friends
with a little music from hig favourite
instrument, ho has o servant talke the
cat to her little house in the back-yard
and fasten hor in. As soon a$ the
guests huvo departed, puss is allowed
to como into tho house, when she
scampors from one wember of the
family to tho othor aud purr-fully ex-
presses her gratitude atbeing permitted
to bo whero they ure once more.

Two tame gray squirrels aro the
fnvourite pets of an animal lover on
Franklin Avenue. The squirrels run
about the house like two kittens, and
are obedient to their master every
time he tells them to go to their cage.
e often takes them about town with
him, to their appareat pleasurc and
satisfaction. Whenever he tells them
that they can go along, they skip up
his legs and crawl into the pockets of
his snck coat, where they nestle down
until he enters a store or saloon.
Then he orders them to come out, and
they hurry from his pockots and caper
about the room uniil he gets ready to
leave, Their antics and their perfect
obedience interest and amuse every-
* -dy who sees them. Each squirrel
has his own particular pocket to get
into, and they have been so well
trained that necither ever tries to get
into the pocket that Lelongs to the
other. When the gentleman wears a
heavy overcoat he scmetimes permits
both of them to cuddle down together,
when they appear to be very happy
indeed.—New York Tribune.

TOMMY'S TROUBLES.

HE was always and forever getting
into trouble of one sort or another.
He had a talent © - climbing, and for
tumbling, and for bumping his head,
and for hurting his feet, and coming
to grief generally.. On this Friday
evening he sat on tho sido of his little
white bed, * one shoe off and owus shoe

on,” and thought sorrowfully about

the day ; it had been an unlucky one.
In tho first place e had broken
grandma’s speciacles ; then he had lost
mother’s scissors, the pair that she
always “cut out™ with; and his new
summer pants were not cut out. Then
ho had tumbled from the hay mow and
bumped his noseand broken « 1e tooth ;
but the last thing was to ge himself
caught by o hook in the barn, and
could not get loose unless he swung off

without regard to the box by which he.
had climbed up, in wkich case he would.

be likely to drop several feet on to a
bard floor. Tommy didn'’t like that,
so he hung thers.

“1 might yell,” said he to himself,.
but nobody would hear me, they are
all too far away. I might hang here.
until they came to feed the horse, but
I can't, that will be Aours, and I'm
getting pretty dizzy, now.”

The baby trotted out to the barn’
door, said “da! da'!"” and a few other-
words that she understood better than

than talk. Tommy looked at her and
said, “Oh, baby, 1 wish you hnd
seuso!”  Then he hung still.  Atlast
ho heard his mother's voice in the
yard, a long way off. Then, oh{ how
Tommy yelled! Ils voico seemed to
pierce right through the mother’s cars.
She fairly flew over the ground to the
barn. In a twinkling the step-ladder
was brought gnd arranged, and mother
climbed up and unwound his sleeve
from thoe hook, and she and Tominy
came down. Someway, he doesn’t
know how, he twisted his foot and
to-night it aches.

“But Toromy isn’t thinking of his
foot, he is thinking of the troubles he
has, and the nischief he does, and how
impossible it 1 eems to do any better.

“Praying don’t do no good,” he says
disconsolately to his mother. I pray
to be a good boy every day, and I ain't
never a good boy—so there!”

“Tominy,” said his mother, “ Why
didn't you call on baby to help you
to-day? Didn't you want to get down!”

«’Course,” said Tommy, “but what
was the use? I knew she conldn't help
me’"

¢ And what made you call on met”

Cause I wanted to get down right
straight off; and I knew you could
help me, and I knaw you would help
ae, 50 I yelled.”

“Well, Tommy, if you remember
that of God, that he can and will; and
if you truly want help, and will call
to him, he is just as sure. Ob, surer
than I can be. Becuuse, you know
Toremy, you are likely to get into
places where mother can't reach; but
ho can reach everywhere. Remember
that.”—7Ths Pansy.

‘-

MEOCCA.

Mzucca; the holy city of the Ma-
hometans, is onc of the oldest towns in
Arabia, and derives additional interest
from the fact that it has been consid-
ered a holy city from very remote ages.
As tho birthplace of Mabomet, ils
holiness was enhanced, and the events
of his stirring history make it a spot
of some interest to others beside nis
followers.

It has broad, unpaved streets, which
furnish ample supplies of dust in sum-
mer and mud in winter. Xts houses,
of brick and stone, are several stories
high, and aro cmbeilished with paint-
ings. The only public building of any
ncte is the Mosque, in the centre of
which is the Caaba, highly venerated |
by the Mabometans from. rewmote an-
tiquity. Around this aacient relic
cluster time-honoured legends, dear to
the Moslem héirt; none of these tra-
ditions being too wid to.stagger the
faith of a trus followor of the Prophet.
‘A large number of persons are -em-
ployed about the Mosque in a variety:

Hundreds of thousands ‘make the
annual pilgrimsge to Mecea, and if the
coucourss falls short of a certain-num.’
ber, invisible but adoring angels are

believers. No profane foot is allowed
to enter Mecca. There is a room in
the holy city, entrance “into which
endows the visitor with absolute ver
acity, making tho individunl forever-
more a strictly truthful member of
sacioty.

Pilgrims to this holy city do not
acquire o  reputation for sanetity,
although they enjoy such rare advan

tages. ~

PUSGION

Two Lives.

Two babas wers horn in the self-rame town,
On the very same bLright day ;

They laughed and cricd in their motheny'

arms,

In the very self-same wny;

And both seemed pure and innocent
As falling £ ikes of suow,

But one of tuem lived in the terraced house,
And one in the street below,

Two childven-played in the self same town,
And the children both wore {air;

But onc had curls brushied sinooth and round,
The other had tangled hair.

The children both grew up apace,
As other children grow ;

But ono of them lived in the terraced house,
And one in the strect below.

Two maidens wrought in the sclf-same town,
And one was wedded and loved ;

The other saw thro' the curtain’s part,
The world whero her sister moved.

And one was smiling a happy bride,
The other know care and woe ;

For one of them lived in the terraced house,
And one in tho street below.

Two women lay dead in the self-same town,
And one had tegder care,
The other was left to die alone,
On her pallet so thin and bare.
Oune had many to mourn her loss,
For the other few tears would flow ;
For one bad lived in the terraced house,
And one in the strect below,

If the Lord, who died for rich and poor,
In wondrous, holy love,

Took both the sisters in his arms,
And carried them above,

Then all the difference vanished quite :
TFor, in heaven, nono would know

Which of them lived in the terraced house,
And which in the street below.

THE MAHOGANY TREE.

FoiL Growy, the mahogany tree is
one of themonarchs of tropical America.
Its vast trunk and massive arms rising
to a lofty height and spre ‘ing with
craceful sweep over lmmense spaces,
oovered with beautiful folinge, bright,
glossy, and airy, clinging so long to
the spray as to makeit almostan ever-
green, present & rare combination of
loveliness and grandeur. The leaves

.are very small, delicate, and polished’
-like those.of the laurel.
aresmall and white or greenish yellow.

The flowers

The mahogany lumb -men, having
selected a tree, surround it with a
platform. about twelve feet above the
ground, and cut it above the platform.
Some dozen or fifteen feet of tho larg

st part of the trunk arethuslost; set

2 single log not unfrequently weighs {

-from six or seven to fifteen tons, aud |

sometimes measures as much gs seven.
teen feet in length and four and a half
to five and a half in diameter, onetree

-furnishing two, three, or four suclilogs,

Some troes have yielded: twelve thou |

. who is an excellent amateur violinist, | others did; baby could walk better | declared to fill tho places of recreant | sand superficial feet.
. X
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Saturday Night.

PraciNg tho little hats all in a row,
Ready for cburch on the morrow, you know ;

B! Washing wes faces and littlo black fists,

Getting thesn ready and fit 2o bo kissed ;
Putting them into clean gartients and white,

| That 18 what mothers aro doing to-night.

Spying out holea fn tho little woin hose,
Loying by shoea that are worn thro’ the toos,

E| Looking o’cr garmats so faded und thin—
8| Who but o mother knows whers to begin?

Changing a bution to mako it look right,

| That is what mothera aro doing to-night.

! Calliug tho little ones all ’round ber chair,
k| Hearing them lisp forth their soft evening

prayer,

B| Telling them over that story of old,
2| How tho dear Lord would gather the lambs

to his fold,
Watching, they listen with childish delight,
That is what mothers aro doing to-night.

Creeping so softly to take a last peop,

After the littlo ones all aro aslecp ;

Anzious to know if the children are warm,
Tucking the blankets round each little form;
Rissing each little face, rosy and bright—
That is what mothors avo doing to-night.

Enecling down gontly beside the white bed,

Lowly and meckly sho bows down her head,

Praying, as only o mother can pray,

“God guido and keep them from going
astray.”

e

ON THE WAY HOME.

A suoRrr time ago a Christian
gentleman, accompanied by a friend,
was driving home from a mission
meeting—one of a series that had been
held at a village some miles distant.
Tho evening was well advanced, and,
after they had driven some little dis-
tauce, they overtook a youth, walking
slowly, and with an air of utter weari-
ness and dejection. The gentleman
pulled up, and asked :

“Where are you going?”

“I am on my way home, sir,”

“Have you far to go$”

“ No, sir, just to B——,"

“Well, it is not worth while giving
you a lift for that short distance,” said
the gentleman, to which the young
man replied :

“QOb, no, thank you, sir, T'll easily
walk.” And so the gentleman drove
on

But be was impelled, surely by the
Holy Spirit, to stop after he had gone
on some little distance, and, looking
round, he found the lad running close
behind.  'Waiting until he came along:
side, and feeling suro he was dejected
and sorrowful because ho was not sure
of heaven being his home, the gentle-
man said :

“ Are you really and truly on your
way home$”

“No, sir, I am not,” was the honest
confession ; and then, as he was asked
to get into the trap, he added, in a tone
of anguish, “J must get saved ; my
sister was saved last night, my brother
the night before, snd T am left out!”

“Well, said the gentloman, *if you
are willing to be saved, Christ is far

mors willing to ssve you. You have

but to go to him just as yon are.”
Without. another word the lsd fell
u his knees and cried, % Lord, Jesus,

take me n8 I am. I am unworthy ;
but Jesus died—Jesus died.”

The plea was suflicient, the prayer
was heard and answered. After a
fow minutes' silence he satd to the two
Christians :

“T am saved ; won’t you praise the
Lord with mot”

And thoy did praise the Lord ; for,
making o halt, they knelt by the
wayside, and beneath the star.lit sky
their praises re-cchoed in tho courts
above.  After they had exchanged
farewells, the Ind cried:

“I am on my way home now. I'll
go praising him.”

Reader, there are two ways—one to
the home nbove, the other where there
is weeping and wailing. On which
are you going? Jesus died for you.
God is ““not willing that any should
perish, Lut that all should come to
repentance.” (2 Pet. 3: 9.)

-

THE OFFIOER: JOG.

JANY stories have been told of dogs
seeking the assistance of neighbour-
dogs to punish others for injuries they
have received from them, which shows
that thesa animals possess some means
of communieating their wishes to each
other. Of these stories the following
strikingly illustrates the fact :

In the neighbourhood of the city of
St. Andrews, in Scotland, and about a
mile distant from each other, lived a
retired officer, a farmer, and & miller,
each of whom possessed a powerful
dog. These dogs, whencver they met,
growled and snarled at each other, and
sometimes fights took place. The
officer's dog, besides guarding his mas-
ter's residence, went every forenoon to

the village, a distance of half a mile,”

to purchase bread, carrying with him
a towel in which the requisite money
was tied up.

Each time on his return he was
immediately served with his dinner,
after which he mounted guard over
the house for the rest of the day. In
the village were a number of idlo curs
—bullies, and, of course, cowards—
who banded themselves together to
attack peaceably-disposed dogs. One
day, on the outskirts of tho village,
they assaulted the officer’s dog on his
way to the bakers shop. In the
struggle the towel was torn from his

.mouth and the money was scattered

on the road. The curs then retreated.
The dog picked up the money, executed
his message, and returned home; but
instead of eating his dinner, which,
as usual, was placed before him, he,
after laying down his burden, trotted
off straight across the valley to the
farmer's houss. The labourers, on
seeing- him, ‘thought he had come to
quarrel and fight with taeir master’s
mastiff, and- were much surprised at
seeing the two old encmics meet not
only in & most friendly manuner, but
trot off, after a short consultation
together, side by side, along the road
that led to tho mill. If tho men at
the farm were grestly astonished, the

miller was more 8o when ho aaw his
bull-dog receive tho four-footed visitors
as if they were his miost intimato com-
panions. The threo held o brief
council, and then set off in thoe direction
of tho officer’s residence, followed at a
distance by the willer, where, instend
of taking tho road which led to the
village, thoy entered it by a circuitous
route, and put to the toofh every cur
they came ncross. They then separ-
ated, and ench dog returncd to its
master's abode, to be oncs more,
strange to say, as bad friends as for
merly.

Heart of Jesus.
Hranr of Josus—meck and lowly,
Beating in thy iufsnt breast,
Teach me to be puro ind boly,
‘That I may within thee rest,

Heart of Jesus—over pleading,
Through thy chiidhivod's milent years,
For my soul, sin-soiled and blecding,
Now accept my contrito teara.
Heart of Jesus—peaceful dwelling,
Far away from worldly strife,
Love of vain ambition quelling,
Let me livo a hidden life.
Heart of Jesus—aunk in sorrow,
I, too, caused thy bitter pain
Oa the cvo of that dread morrow,
When thor wert for sinners slain,

Heart of Jesus—wounded, bruken;
All thy blood for mo was shed ;
Art thou not a deathless token,
That thy graco is round me spread ?
Heart of Jesus—full of gladness,
In thy glorisus risen life,
Cheer ma when, o'crllowed with sadness,
I grow weary of the strife.
Heart of Jesus—yot abiding,
Pilgrim, gueat and prisoner here,
In our very hearts residing,
Bo to mo cach day more dear.
Heart of Jesus—still pursuing
Siunérs with a restless love,
AMay my soul, thy mercies viowing,
Nevermore ungrateful prove.

“'THANK YOU' WITH THAT."

PropLE generally aro only glad when
they have things given them, and that
is quite different from being thankful
A poor converted African I bave
heard of would set an example to
many in Christian lands. He had
been vory sick, but he came one day
after his recovery to the missionary
and laid down the sum of two pounds
for the Lord. .

“I want,” he said very earnestly,
“to tell God ¢ Fhank you' w+ith that.”
He had expected his yams to turn out
very poorly, ho had been sble to give
them so little care, but God had taken
caro of them for him, and he bad an
excellent crop. It had yiolded him
fully two pounds more than he ex-
pected, and g0 ho brought that as a
thank-offering to the Lord. It was
not a common thing to do, but it was
a right thing. People would pros;or
more in riches of the soul, and in
earthly riches t0o, 1f they would oftener
bring in their thank-offerings—CAil
dren’s Record.

Hz must needs go that the devil
drives.

SOUND OHRISTIANS.
DY FLORA D HYDX.

GoiNo up town to-day, I overtook
two little boys. Tho largest boy had
a basket on his arin containing a fow
apples. The other little fellow was
asking for one, and the boy with the
apples handed him one, which the
littlo ono refused, saying, “I don’t
want that, it’s balf rotton.” The other
boy then gave him another, which waa
not rotten, but the little fellow still
scemed dissatisfied.

“What's tho matter now $” said the
big boy, “doun’t that suit you cither$”

“No, Willie, it don’t, ’cnuse you
said you'd give mo a real, good, nice
apple, and this one ain'g sound, for it's
got two specks in it; tain’t rotten,
but there is specks, so it ain't sound.”

“Qb, Eddie, them specks don't hurt
it,—they are only kind of dry rots;
tho apple is just us good.”

“WWell,” answered the little fellow,
“I think when apples ain't all over
sound they’re not nice, anyway, if they
are called good.”

Dear young Christians, these little
fellows, by their talk, set me to think-
ing. I thought, what a good illustra-
tion was this, taken spiritually, We,
as God's children, must be sound
Christians, if we wonld be good and
nice. We need n Christian experience
that is all over sound.

Let us think of this every day, and
try to keep the specks out of our
Christianity. Remember, if we get
angry, that is 8 nasty speck upon um.
Our friends cannot think us nice if we
get provoked at every little thing that
don't suit us. Every time wo zpeak
unkind that is a speckuponus. If we
speak a word wrongly against any one,
that is a very ugly speck upon our
religion. If we indulge in light, ¢ri-
fling talk, we shall thus bring many
specks upon ourselves. Whatever we
do that is wrong, is a speck upon our
Christian character; and when wo
leave our daty undone we do wrong,
and therefore are not sound in our
Christian experience.

‘When we stay away from the means
of grace with only a slight cxcuse;
when we neglect secret prayer, and
reading God’s word, we stain our
Christianity.

Oh, my young friends, bow easy for
us to become full of specks or faws,
for every wrong act is a flaw in our
religion, and if we havo these flaws we
are not good Christians.

Let us examine ourselves and eco if
we have any now, and if we find little
specks of nnkindness, or ill feeling, or
anything wrong in us, ob, let us not
rest uotil we have them all washed
away in the blood of the Lamb, and
feel we aro cleansed and meda per
fectly whole. And then let us watch
daily that our religion iz not stained
by little specka.  Oh, let us endeavonr
to live dazy by day wnder the blood,
that we may ever keep s sound, Chris
tinn character,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Tho Angels' Laddor.

Ir thore were a ladder, mother,
Botween the carth ard sky,
As in the days o long ago,
I would bid you all good-by,
And go through overy country,
And scarch from tow ~ to town,
Till I had found tho ladder,
With angels coming down.

“Then I would wait, quito softly,
Besdo ths lowest round,

Till the sweotest looking angel
Had stopped upon the ground ;

1 would pull his dazzling garmeut,
And speak out very plain;

¢Will you take me, plenso, to heaven
\Vhen you go back again?’”

“ Ah, durling,"” eaid tho mother,
*“ You necd not wander 30
To find the grlden ladder
Whero angcls come and go.
Wherover gontle kindneas
Or pitying love abounds,
Thero 18 the wonidrous ladder,
With angels on the rounds.”
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. . WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, MAY 12, 1888.

TO WHAT DOES TEAT BOAD
LEAD?

We are speaking to young people
who are just forming their habits of
life. The road on which you are is a
wollbeaten one. Thousands of feet
have pressed it before yours, and
thousands will after your feet are cold
in death. You will pass over the
road but oncs, and every step will be
now until the end is reached.

You may be facing the wrong way.
In that case there is no real honour or
happiness before you. These are bo-
hind you because God is behind you.
It 13 not wise to travel away from the
place you wish to reach at last. And
then the road may not bo as long as
you expect. All roads lead to some
place, and the ono you are on is not
an exception. Yon may be tompted
to leave the Sunday-school, but had
better think & moment as to whero
that will load. You may be ncarer
L right and heaven than you ever will

be ngain if you leave the Sunday-school
and drift down into the world with
others who have left this place of good

people.

DEEDS OR WORDS?

At a weoting in Jupan, where a
number of Christian girls were gathered
together, the subject was, “How to
glorify Christ by our lives.” One of
the girls said: “Jt secms to mo like
this. One spring my mother got some
flower-seeds, little, ugly black things,
and planted them; they grew and
blossomed beautifully. One day a
neighbour coming in and sceing these
flowers said, ‘Oh, how beautiful! I
must have some too. Won't you please
give me some sced?’ Now, if this
neighbour had only just seen the
flower-seeds she wouldn’t have called
for thewn; 'twas only when she saw
how beautiful was the blossom that
she wanted the seed.”

And so with Christianity ; when we
speak to our friends of the truths of
the Bible, they seem to them hard and
uninteresting, and they say, * We don't
care to hear about these things; they
are not as interesting as our own
stories.” But when they sce these
same truths blossoming out in our
lives into kindly words and good acts,
then they say, “How beautiful are
these lives! What makes them differ-
ent from other livess” When they
hear that it is Jesus’ teaching, then
they say, “ We must have it too!”

And thus, by our lives, more than
by our tongues, we can preach Christ
to our unbelieving friends.

LIFEBOATS.

As I was one day walking along on
the sca-shore I came to a house or
building standing close to the water’s
edge. I said to the man, “What is
that1” He said, “That is where they
keep tho lifeboats. This is a station.”
So there are stations all along the
coast wherever there is a dangerous
place. When a storm comes up on
the ocean there are men who walk
along the shore day and night to see
if any ships are in danger. If a ship
i driven on the rocks the lifeboat goes
out to take away the poor aailors and
the little children and their mothers,

During the past year more than three,

thousand lives have been saved in this
way. Itis a noble work. But there
never was such a thing until Jesus
came to our world. Nen were hard
and cruel, and sought to destroy each
other. Jesus said, * A new command-
ment I give unto you, that ye love
one another.” So now the nations are
beginning to learn of Jesus, and are
doing good to each other instead of
evil. They aro following his example,

‘for he died to save men. His whole

life was spent in doing good, and I
knev he will save us if we trust in
hiwn,— Ezchange.

“GLuRY to God in tLo highest, and on |
| the child sweetly.

carth peace, good-will toward men I’

THE KINKAJOU.

A S8TRANGE MISSIONARY.

Tae Emperor of China bas just
ordered a magic lantern for the Im.
perial Palace at Pekin, with scriptural
scenes such as the missionaries there
are exhibiting, for the instruction of
his household. }iss Gordon Cumming
tells us about it, and says that thig, in
connection with the fact *that one of
the officers of the palace has recently
become a zealous Christian (the first
known convert within the imperial
city), may possibly prove the thin edge
of the wedge whereby a ray of light
may even reach the little emperor
himself, on whom as yet no European
hns been privileged even to look.
Another of these very suggestive magic
lanterns has been ordered by a Mon-
golian prince to help in whiling away
the long, dark winter nights.”

THE “THY-WILL-BE-DONE”

SPIRIT.

Susie wanted to join a picnic; sho
wantud very much indeed to go. Her
mother knew it. She was sorry not
tq lot her go; but there were good
reasons for refusing. Susie asked her
mother, and she said :

 No, Susie, you cannot go.”

Mrs. Barnes expected to see a sor-
rowful disappointment in her daugh-
ter’s face; instead of which she bounded
away, singiog merrily as she went.

“X was afraid of seeing you griev-
ously disappointed,” said her mother,
much relieved at her duughter’s be-
haviour,

“T have got the ¢Thy-will-be-done’
spirit in my heart, dear mother,” said

THE KINKAJOU.

Tur Kinkajou is an animal aome
what vesembling the racoon. 1t has
a yellowish woolly fur, climbs trees
and feeds on fruits, honey, ctc., as well
as on small animals. It is particularly
delighted when it finds the nest of
wild bees. It abounds in. Central
and South America, where the negroes
cell it Potto, after a somewhat similar
animal in Africs. It is very easyto
tame.

Zion's Herald says :—The Canadian
Methodist Magazine, published at To-
ronto (two dollars a year), has just
completed its twenty-sixth volume, and
is meeting with greatly increased pat-
ronage. We always turn to it with
pleasure, and ure sure of findii.g some
thing pertinent to this department of
our paper. It says the Canada Meth- |,
odists raised $200,000 wiissionary
money the past year, which is $12,062
increase over the preceding year.
This is a very creditable showing.
Canada itself is largely a mission field.
Except Russia, Canads is the largest
country in the world, stretching 3,500
miles one way, and 1,400 imiles the
other. Ontario is only one of ils
provinces, hut it is larger than Spain,
nearly aslargeas France or the German
empire. Put Norway, Holland, Por-
tugal and Switzerland together and
they only equal Quebec. ° France |
Norway and Belgium would only equal
British Colurubia. It isa land of vast |
possibilities, like our own,
should have sympathy in all moral i
and religious efforts for it, in it, or @
by it.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Seed and the Sower.

EvER s0 little the sced may be,
Ever so0 little the hand,
But when it is sown it must grow, you see,
Aud detelop its natarn, weed, Hower or tree;
The sunshino, the air, and the dew arc free
At its command.

1f the seed ba good, we rejoicein hope
Of the harvest it will yield;
We wait and watch for its springing up,
Adinire its growth, and count on the crop
That will come from the little seeds we drop
In the great wido field.

But if we heedlessly scatter wide
Seeds we may happen to find,
We carenot for culture, or what may betide,
e sow here and there on the highway aido ;
Whether they've lived or whether they've
died,
We nover mind.

Yet every sower must one day reap
Fruit from _the seed he has sown;

How carcfally then it becomes us to keop

A watchful eye on the seed, and scek

To sow what is 1zood, that wd may not weep
To receive our own.

WORK IF YOU WCTULD RISE.

Soox after the great Edmund Burke
bad been making one of bis powerful
speeches in Parliasment, bis brother
Richard was found sitting silent in

what he was thinking aboat, he replied;
1 have been wondering how Ned has
contrived to monopolize all the talents
of our family. But then I remember
that when we were doing nothing orat
play he was always at work.” And
the force of this ancedote is increased
by tho fact that Richard Burke was
alnays considered by those who knew

him best to be superior in natural
talent to his brother ; yot tho one rose

reverie, and when asked by s friend.

to greatness, while the other lived and
died in comparative obscurity. The
lesson to all is, if you would succeed in
life, be diligent; improve your time;
work. ¢ Seest thou a man,” says Solo-
mon, “diligent in his business? He
shall stand before kings ; he shall not
stand before”—that is, shall not be
ranked with—‘mean men.”

ZEBRAS.

THrse are graceful and elegant
looking animals, but they aroc so un-
tamable as to be quite useless to man,
They live in small herds in the most
sccluded parts of South Africa. They
are exceedingly swift and very timid—
so much so that it is almost impossible
to capture one.

LIFE A FAILURE.

A GENTLEMAN of high standing—a’

lawyer, 2 politician, a man of talents,
and, as the world estimates, a man
who was successful in all bis under-
takings—was suddenly arrested by
disease, and soon brought to the close
of life. As it was evident that he
could not live but a few days, he was
asked by a friend how he felt, as he
looked back upon his past life. And
the answer, coming from a man of
sense and thought, with eternity full
in his view, was striking and memor-
able. “With all its success, T now see
and feel that my life has been a failure !
I have not gained one of the great
ends for which life was given, and now
it is too late to gain them 1”7

What a thought, what & feeling,
what o prospect for the bour when
life is cloring, and eternity is to be

entered, and character, and destiny,
and state, aro to be forever fixed!
What a losson to impress on all right
viowa of tho great ends for which lifo
was given, and to lead every one so to
live here propared for the life beyond
this world.

The King's Messenger;
oR,
Lawrence Temple's Probation.”

(4 STORY OF CANADIAN LIFK)

CHAPTER L
TWO PARTINGS.

The partlag word maust still bo spoken,
Though the anguished heart be broken ;
But in yonder bright forever

Pain and parting can como nover.

“ My son, how can I give you up?”

“You will have brother Tom and
the girls, mother ; and you know it is |
better that I should go.”

“Yes, my boy; but that does not
make it any easier to lose you. You
seemed alinost to fill your father's
place. You grow more like him every
dsy'"

“Well, that is not much of a com-
pliment to his beauty, mother, dear.”

¢ Handsome is that handsome does,
my boy. Iam sure that God's smile
and your father’s blessing will follow
you wherever you go, for no son was
ever kinder to his mother.”

I should be unworthy of the name
I bear if I did not do all I could for
the best mother in the world. But
Tom is now old enough to look after
the out-of-door work, and Mary, the
trustecs have promised me, shall have
my school, and Nellie will help you in
the house. I shall earn lots of money,
mother, and be atle to spare some for
you and save enough for a few terms
at college.”

“Jt was your fathor's dying wish,
my boy, and though it is like tearing
out o pieco of my heart to have you
go, yet I will not oppose it. 'We shall
get along nicely, I trust, without your
hr” ), although we shall miss you very
much ; but I fear you will sufler in
those dreadfc™ woods, and so far away
too. It was your father’s prayer for
years my son, thut you might become
«Tae Kivg’s MEessencer,’ as he used
to call it, and I am sure I have no
loftier ambition than to see you a
faithful preacher as your father was.”

¢ If God should call me, mother, to
that holy work, I am sure he will open
a way for me. But now my duty

® The writer of this story, illustrative of
Canadian lifo and character, deems it right
to say that, with scarco an exception, cvery
incident therein recorded Las come under
his own cxperienco or observation, or has
been certificd by credible tatimony. In
the dialect conversations slmost avery word
and pbrzse have been repeatedly noted by
himasclf as occurnog in Canzdian commom-
ties. For obvious reasons persons wnd places
are presented nader pecudonyms which in

clearly is to earn all I can and learn

all  can” 1
“God bless you, my boy,” and the

voice trembled » littlo as it spoke.

“You were my fist-born and you are

the child of many prayers. The foud-

cst hopes of a father pussed into thoe

skics were centered upon you. I feel

sure that you will not .disappoint

them.”

“ Amen 1" was the respoase, deeply

and soloinnly uttered as i it weren

dedication, and after o pause the
speaker continued, ¢ Mother, I waut
you to give me father's Bible, the one
he kept upon his study table. As I

read the notes and references in his
own writing, it secms as though ho
were speaking to me from the silent
page."

*“You shall have it, my boy; and
may it be as a spell to keep you in
the hour of tewmptation and trial ”

¢TIt wil, mother, I am sure. I
have only to read my father's Bille,
and to think of my father's proyers,
to be strengthened to endure any trial
and to withstand any temptation.”

Conversing in such a strain this
mother aud son sat long in tho quiet
dusk that gradoally filled the Ilittle
room. The after-glow of the sunset
gleawed softly in the west, and as
they sat side by xide in the fading
light they strikingly recalled tho beau-
tiful picture, by Ary Shefler, of Monica
and Augustine, that holy mother and
heroic son whosse memory has come
down to us through fifteen conturies,
On the faco of this Canadian mother,
though thin and wan and worn with
care and marked with sorrow, was a
look of unutterable peace. The deep
calm brown eyes, which were not un-
used to tears, looked into the glowing
west as though the heavens opened to
her gaze. A rapt expression benmed
upon her countenance as though she
held communion with the loved and
lost, whaose feet, which had kept time
with hers in the march of life, now
walked the golden streets of the New
Jerusalem. At such an hour as this

O very near scem tho pearly gates,
And sweetly the harpings {all,
And tho soul is restless to soar away,
And longs for tho angel’s call.
The pure white brow secined the home
of holy thoughts, and the soft hair,
streaked with silver threads, was
brushed smoothly back beneath the
pathetic widow’s cap. Tho face of
the boy was hghted up with an eager
enthusinsro.  The firm-set mouth in
dicated indomtable energy. The fire
of youth spsrkled in his eye, but a
pecubiar manly tenderness softened his

mother. For a timo they sat together
{10 silence, ther withdrawing hcr gan
from tho sky in which thc evening

mother turned a look of unspeababir
affection on her boy and fervently
kissed his furehead, with the adusvin

somo cases will reveal as much as thoy

conooal,

—

— - ——

countenance as he looked upon his

star was now bnghtly beamnng, the

tion that he had betwr reurs as be |

| to start upen lus jouruey, which Loth -
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had to be up betimes in the mornmgng
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folt to Lo one of the most momentous

1 events in hin history.

Mary Tomplo was the widow of
John Torple, & frithful Mothodist
minister, about twolvemonths decensed.
In consequence of tho long jeurneys,
exposuro to inclement weathor, and
tho privation of comforts in the hum-
blo lomnes of the setilers nmong whom
for years he had, realously laboured,
his health, nover robust, gave way.
On one of his extensivoe rounds of
proaching and visitation he was put
to sleop in a cold and damp room—a
not uncommon ovent with a pioneer
preacher. Before ho reached home ho
wus ip o violent fever. On partial
convalesconoe ho agsin resumed his
work, only to be permanently laid
esido. It was tho great grief of his
lifo to give up his life-work, As with
hectic flush on his cheek ana inter
rupted by a racking ocough he “stated
his case ” before his brethren at the
Conferonce, his emotions almost over-
camo him ; but with the unquestion-
ing faith of & Christian he bowed to
the will of God.

Ho retired to Thornville, a village
on the banks of the noble St. Law-
rence, where he had invested his
meagre savings in & few acres of land.
It had been his first circuit. Here ho
had wooed and won and wedded the
noblo wifo who had been such a faitd-
ful Lelpmate during the years of his
itinerant toil—never flinching from
trisl, never repining at privation, ever
cheering and supporting his own some-
what despondent spirit by her buoy-
ancy of soul, her cheerful courage, her
saintly piety, and her unfaltering
faith.

As John Temple wrung, with an
eager and feverish pressure but with
speechloxs lips, the hande of his old
companions in toil and travel as he
left the Conference, fow expected that
they wouldsever see him again in the
flesh, Yet for two yesrs longer he
survived, devoting himself chiefly to
the education of his four children, and,
with the help of his boys, to the culti-
vation of his few aocres, too small to
bs called a farm and rather large for
» garden. As health permitted he
preached in the neighbourhood, and
always with great acceptance, for his
character was bsloved and revered,
although his abilities were not brilliant
and he was no longer in his prime.

The chief dependencs of this family
of six was the snnual grant from the
Superannusted Fund of their Church.
The amount was not much-—less than
th~ee hundred dollars in all,~—but to
those who had almost nothing else it
was of inestimable valee, Without
its aid they would. havo suffered from
abject poverty. Sometimes the ex-
peoted grant—all too small at best—
was subject to a oonsklerable reduc
tion. Then there was keen disap
pointment but no- eomplaining. The
wife's faded drecs was turned and
worn over again. The thread-bare
coat was made to do longer scrvice.
With patient loving industry the

father's castoff clothes wero cut down
and mado over for tho boys, the
mother’s for the girls. The coveted
now book— a rarely purchased luxury,
although the invalid was o man of
studious tastes—was altogethor dis
pensed with,

But growing, healthy, active boys
and girls must have boots and shoes;;
their clothing, unlike that of the
Israelites during their wanderings in
the Whlderness, would * wax old ” and
wear out ; and thoy were blessed with
appetites of keenest zest.  The energy
and skill of the wise and loving house-
mother were therofore tuxed to the
utinost to make ends meet ; and
though she often had an anxious heart,
she slways wore a cheerful face, and
no murmurings or repinings escaped
her patient lips. The children wero
brought up in habits of thrift, economy,
and self-denial, which are worth more
than a fortune ; and a spirit of mutual
helpfulness was fostered which made
even poverty a blessing,

Still, the flour sometimes got low in
the barrel, and the little stock of
money very small in the purse, and
sowetimes it altogether failed. At
such times the mother remained longer
than usual in the little chamber, on
whose table lay the well-used Bible
which was the daily food of her
spiritual life; ¢ Wesley's Hymns,”
with which, singing as she worked, she
beguiled her daily household tesks;
Bunayan's Pilgrim’s Progress, the Lives
of Mrs. Fletcher, Hester Ann Rogers,
and other religious biographies and
devotional works with which she occu-
pied her scanty leisure. She always
came out of this chamber with a deep-
ened serenity upon her countenance ;
sometimes there were marks of tears
on her face, but more often it shone
with a holy light as if, like Moses, she
had bLeen talking with God facs to
face.

Although the family was sometimes
reduced to the last loaf and the last
dollar, it never suffered actual want.
In some unforeseen way their more
pressing necessities were met. Some-
times a bag of flour, or of potatoes, or
a ham was left at nightfall in the
porch ; and more than once a five
dollar bil came in a letter without
any name attached. Evidently among
the sick pastor’s friends were some
whe

Did good by stoalth and blushed to find it
fame.

Theso anonymous gifts were accepted

without any sensé-of humiliation as if

they came direct from God himself.

‘While they formed slight ground of
dependence, they fostered the faith of |-

the inmates of the little cottage.’
Kindly neighbours, too, in that gen-
erous spirit which pervades almost all
Canadian rural communities, after the
first snow-fall made & “bee” and with
much shouting and *haw.geéing,”

bauled & great Rile of logs into the
yard for fuel. Many of these, how-
sver, were of such huge propcrtions as

to employ most of tho sparo energics
of tle boys during the wintor to re-
duco them to a usuble size, thus
doveloping at unce their muscles and
their industrial habits. At Christ
mas and New Year's, two, wore than
ono fut goose or turkey found its way
in somo mysterious manner to the
minister's larder.

At one time, indeed, tho faith of
tho heroic wife was sorely tried. For
months her husband’s health had been
rapidly fuihng. At length ho was
confined entircly to bed, suffering
much, and requiring constant medical
attendance. The extra comforts his
condition required had used up all the
monoy svailable. The wintor camo
on early and severa. Every resource
but prayer was exhausted ; and-with
increased fervour the faithful® wife
addressed herself to the throno of
Grace. When things seemed at their
uttermost extremity relief cawe. In
the dusk of one bleak evoning a wag:
gon drove up to the back-door of the
humble cottage, loaded with an abund-
ant supply of meat, flour, vegetables,
a web of cloth to make dresses for the
girls and their mother, and o sufficient
qu&nhty of stouter material for the
boys. A kind note expressed the
sympathies of the neighbours for the
sick minister, accompanied by the sum
of twenty dollars in imoney and a
receipt in full of the doctor’s and
druggist’s account. The good doctor
was evidently the moving spirit in the
generous and thoughtful donation. It
was not the first time that he had
ministered to the necessities of those
of his pationts who were poor in this
world’s goods. Like a chestnut burr,
beneath a rugged exterior he concealed-
a sweet and mellow heart.

It would have more than compen-
sated the kind donors of these gifts if
they could have seen the rapt expres-
sion of gratitude on the face of the
worn and weary wife, and heard the
invalid faintly falter out the words of
Holy Writ, “I have been young and
now am old, yet never have I scen the
righteous forsaken nor his seed begging
bread.”

At length the last. scone came.
The sick man sank lower and lower

‘till he could scarce articulate. Although

leaving his wife and children almost
without a dollar in the world, his
mind seemed undistarbed by doubt
or anxiety on their behalf,

“Be careful for nothing,” he whis-

pered in the ear of his sorrow-stricken
wﬁ‘o, who sat by his bedside, “but in
everything by prayer and supplica-
tion with thanksgiving let your re-
quests be mado known unto God.”

Agmn, she heard liim softly whis-
pering to himaelf the blessed promises,
“Teave thy fatherless children. I
will preserve them alive; and let thy
widows trust in me;" “In thee the
fatherless findeth mercy;” and “A
father of tho fatherloss and a judge of
the widow in God in his holy habi-
tation.”

“0 wife!” he wbxspend, when he

saw her beside him,  God nover show §
his fathorliness z0 much as when byj
promises to be a husband of the widow!
and n father to the fatherless. I leary ;
you and the dear children in his handy
Ho will do more and botter for youi§
than you can either ask or think
Cast all your caro on him. ¢Trustix]]
the Lord and do good ; so shalt thon
dwell in tho land, and verily thw]
shalt be fed.’”

The weeping childron he called to
his side and placing his weak hands o
their heads, gave them his blessing
Ho badoe them Jove their mother, love || vi
their Saviour, and prepare to meet
him.—their father—in heaven,

“* Lawronce, my boy,” he whispered,
gnzing with & look of ineffable afiec
tion on the face of his first-born, *“yon
are consecrated from your birth. 1t
God calls you to walk .in my footsteps
‘he will be all to you that he has been
tome. My dying prayer is that jou
may be the King's Messenger to dying ||
men—that our house may never want
a man to stand before the Lord.”

«It won't be long,” he whispered
after a pause, “till wo shall all be
gathered home. I know, I feel cer
tain,” he continued in the full assur I
anco of faith, “that not one shall b
left behind—that we shall all be
hound up in the bundle of life, an un-
broken family in heaven. ¢ Bless the
Lord, O my soul, and forget not all’”
—but the remainder of the doxology-
was uttered in heaven. His face grew ||
radiant, he half rose from his pillow,
Sweet was the light of his eyes, but it snd-

denly sank into darkness

Aswhen a lamp is blown ont by a gust o |]
wind at a casement. :

EpEgl

He fell back on the arm of his weep-{§
ing wife. On his colintenance rested
a look of ineffable peace as if he had |
indeed seen the King in. his beauty|®
and the land that is. very faroff. He
was not, for God had taken hira:

That parting scene Lawrence
Temple never forgot.  Often in drearns
he lived that hour over again, and as.
he woke from sleep he.seemed to ieel
his father’s hand laid in blessing on
his head and to hear his father’s voice
summoning him to be the Kings
Messenger to dying men. A sense of
_responsibility rested upon him. He
became almost a father to hLis brother-
and sisters, and: to bis widowed’
mother, more than:a son.

Never were the benefits of Cb.mtmn, R
sympathy more marked than in the:
kiad and generous assistance of the
neighbours on the death of the min-
ister. The incoms of the widow from
the Superannuated Fund was a.good.
deal lessened, but loving hearts and’
kind bands provided for the immediate’
wanta of the family. For Lawrence
'was procured the village achool, of
which he yroved a highly successful
teacher. His mother, whose -cour~
ageous. soul had sustained her husband
during his- Jong illness, now seemed, to
lean on the brave heart and strong
will of her firitborn. A’ look of '
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and in tho sense of spiritual com-
munion with home and the loved ones
there, bio forgot his squalid aurround.
ings and their contrast with the swoot
clean comforts of his mother's roof.
Praying to his Father, who sceth in
sccrot, he felt that he was not alone,
for God wns with him.

(Z'o be continued.)

PLEASANT HOURS.

as either axeman or teamster, with
both of which cinployments ho said he
was familiae. Indeed ho havi acquired
considerable dexterity in both at home.
“What on ’arthebs the like o' yo
goin’ to do up thart” exclaimed the
man, as he started a®tho thin white
hands and slender well-dressed porson
of the boy.

“Oh, I'll make my way as others
have done before me,” said Lawrence.
“Wal, yo've got pluck, any way;
and thet’s all a man wants to got on
enywheers, so fer's I sec,” snid the

Our young kunight was now fairly in
the saddle, metaphorically, that is,
and in quost of fortune. His pro-
spects wers not vory brilliant ; but ho
had & brave heart and o noble purpose
within—two things that will take o
man anywhere and enablo him to do
anythipg. They are akin to the faith
that will remove mountains. He had
first o long and woary stage ride to
the town of Ottawa (it was before the
time of railways in that part of Cannda
of which we write). At the close of

e, but o chivalrio deference, an
dmest lover-like tenderness marked

iy every act and word toward his

[ notber.

M \Whie he taught others in the

Sl hoo), an unquenchable thirst for

twowledgo possessed his own soul,
R ile nourished the project in his mind
1l gomg to collego, although there
|{@wered no possibility of the accom-
gishment of his desire. Ho found,
kwever, that he could earn miore by
the labour of his hands than by the

Our ¥:ther Knoweth.

“0n} paps,” cried little Dalsy,
\Vith a uadness in hereyo,
As sho saw the kernols scattored

}
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hbour of his brain. He therefore,
R xith tho consent of the school trustees,
transforred his cffice of teacher to his
sster Mary, two years younger than
Emself, whom he had diligeatly
“conched ™ for the duties of tho office.
Through the interest of a friend of his
bihers at Montreal, he procured the
pomse of n place in a “crew ” of
nmbermen operating on the upper
fraters of the Ottawa. Our story.
Wepens on the eve of his departure.
His httle hand-valiso was already
fracked. It contained, beside his
skender stock of underclothing—every
fititch of which was enfibred with a
wother's love—his father's Bible and
B Greck Testament, o Latin Psalter, and

book of.poetry, a tiny copy of Keble’s
«Christian Year.” His brother Tom
gave hom a handsome knife, earned by

W running errands after school hours for
% the villago store. And little Nellie,
the curly-headed pet-of the household,
had knitted for him a purse, which was
@ more than sufficiently large for his
M slender stock of money--on’ly a fow
f shilings—with which he was leaving
M bome to win bis fortune in the world.
a8 The love-gifts of the poor, often pro-
M cared with much self-denial and sacri-
fice, may be mtnnswally of little

48 worth, but they convey a world of
g afection, which the easily-purchased
f presents of the rich cannot always
express.
The household were up early in.the

y moring.  The coffee, prepared by the
b mother's loving hands, never had a
k richer aroma, nor the wheaten cakes a
f fner flavoar. The girls tried to dis-
guise their feelings by sundry admom-
tions to theig brother concerning the
 fascinations of some Indisn lhnnehnha,;
i whose subtle wiles they- seemed to
B fesr; and Tom exhorted- him to be
j; sure and ‘bribg him home- a bearskin
g, The .mother said. lxtt.e, but
vnstfu]ly. watched *hrough- gathering
fj ‘cars tho:face of -her son- ag he- osten.
tatiously seemea to by eagerly eating
lﬂle breakfast for which he had, in’
th,. lxztlmappente. At length the
: sw'e hom:- bléw and the lumbering.

i

imve-takmg fo}]owed—except & linger-
ing embrace ‘between mother and son
~—and-he was soon whirled away from
gl their midst.  “The mother that daj

~ <

| ears, -asked him what he would have t

wehicle rattled up to the door. - Hvrried:

remained -longer -than umaal in ‘her |-
chamber and: when she came out the’

the second day the stage toiled slowly
up the long hill on which the town is
situated, threw off its mail bags at
the post office, and drow up at a noisy
tavern before which creaked and
grosned in the wind o swinging sign
bearing tho effigy of the Sheaf and
Crown. The place resked with tobacco
smoke and tht fumes of liquor, and
loud and profan. talking filled the air.
TLawrenco tried to closo his senses to
the vile sights and sounds and smells,
and modestly asked for supper and a
bed.

“What'll you bave to drink}”
asked the redraced bar-tender of whom
he made the enquiry, expectorating n
discharge of tobacco juice into the

Lawrence.

“Oh ! you won't take nothin’, won’t
yer? You're one of the pious sort, I
Tow,” answered the bai-tender with
a contemptuous sneer on his wvulgar
face, and, turning away to mix drinks
for two burly fellows in red flannel
shirts, he tossed his thumb over his
shoulder to indicate the way to the
dining-room,
Lawrence sat down at a table
covered with a cruinpled and gravy-
stained cloth, sup} rting a rickety
cruct and some chipped and cracked
dishes, when a bold-faced girl with
great gilt ear-rings and with & stare
that made him blush to the tips of his

Unused to ordering his meals, he
modestly veplied that he would take
whatever was convenient. With an
ill-bred giggle sho brought him & meal
which only his keen hunger enabled
him to eat. Presently the réd-shirted
fellows came from the barroom and
familiarly ordered their supper. From
their rough talk Lawrénce discovered
that they were lumberers on their
way, like himself, to the lumber camps.
Ho made some casual enquiry as to
the distance to the Mattawa River, on
.which the camp to which he was bound
was situated.

« A matter of two hundred miles or
80,” replied one of the men.

“Bé you goin’ thar, strangert”
asked the other.

La\vrence replied that ho was, when
he of the red- shirt continued, in an
accent that indicated that hé was-from
the forests of Maine,
“Wal now, want fer know! Be
you clerkin’ 3t 3™

good-natured fellow, as Lawrence
bowed politely and rose from tho table.
“Gentleraaaly sort o’ coot, isn’t het”
continued the lumberman sotto voce to
his comrade.

“ He'll soon git onough of tho camp,
or I'm mistaken,” answered that
worthy ; which remark, overheard by
Lawrence, did not prove particularly
inspiriting.

In order to escape the unsavoury
odours and uncongenial company of
the bar, which seemed to be the only
publie sitting-room in the house, Law-
rence retired to the small, close, and
stuffy chamber assigned him. Open.
ing the window for fresh air. he saw

himself as he gazed up the majestic
stream which seemed to beckon him
onward to the mysterious uuknown
regiors beyond. He thought of the
brave explorer Champlain, who, first
of white men, bad traversed that
gleaming track and penetrated tho far
recesses oo the Canadian wilderness;
and of Brebenf, and Lalomant, and
Davost, and Daniel, the intrepid
Jesuit missionaries who, two hundred
years before, for the love of souls, had
toiled up the tortuous stream, slecping
on tho bare rock, carrying their bur.
dens over the frequent and rugged
portages, till they reached their far-off
Indian mission on the shores of the
“Sweet Water Sea,” as they called the
vast- and billowy expanse -of Lake
Huron. There thres of thess four
had suffered a cruel martyrdom ; re-
joicing that thoy were counted worthy
to. corifess Christ ameng the heathen
and to glorify God by their sufferings
and death. The memory of the faith
and -patience of these early Canadian
martyrs, although of an alien race and
creed, enbraved the heart of this Can-
adian youth, two centuries after their
death, to pursuo the path of duty in
the face of whatever obstacles might
rise,

Then his eye fell upon the evening
star, beaining with a Inmbent flame
loiw down in the sky, still warm with
the rfter-glow of the denarted -son, and
‘gentler thoughts roso within his breast.
Only two nights before he had gazed
upon it by his mother’sside. Sho was
probably gazing on it now and; he was
‘cortain, thinkiog of him and pruying
for him, The steady glow of the star
seemed like tho light of his mother's

o/ Ns wother's copy _ of “ Wesley’s [ huge spittoon in the middle of the {in the distance, gleaming in the .ucon- So we pray in trustful acoents,

¢ Bymns.” His sister Mary had given | floor. light, the shining. reaches of the river. As wo journoy day by day,

le bim her favourite and .almost hér only |  “ Thank you, X don’t drink,” replied | <« Thero lies my destiny,” he said to n’zz gtﬂﬁ:ﬁ bp‘ol‘::‘:;’f’:":‘;.d
L]

'Noath the hoavy turf to lie;

*“Ohy pa,” cried littlo Daisy,
D not throw the whoat away;

It must be wrong, I think, to waste it,
1t is ggod for food, yoa say.”

Did tho father cosse from sowing?
No, ho kissed her tears awsy,

Bade ber wasit until the autumn,
Showed her then the harvest gay.

Thus do we like little children
Raiso our foolish, human cties,

When the wisdom of our Father
Suma fond hope our heart doniea.

Thus may God, in heaven's garner,
Show us treasures manifold,

That, were all our prayors grantod,
Wo might nover there behold.

THE BROKEN BAND.

Sxap went the indis-rubber ring
that held Charlie's papers together.
He was Iate already, and had no time
to go back for another, but ran on as
fast as he could, while the broken ring
lay on the wet grass at thé side of the
path,

“ A now gort of worm, I declaret”
said o young blackbird. “Xt looks
very delicate.” And she hopped
around it, not quite sure whether to
taste.it or uot. While she dehyed,
an~ther blackbird flew down and seized
the band by cne end.

« Excose me, madam,” said the first.
“That is my worm. I saw it before
you.”

“But I caught it,” said the second,
450 it is mine.”

“ Nothing of the sort,” said the
first. X was stz\ndmg over it.”

The second said nothing, but hopped
away with the ring Manging from her
beak.

“You'rs a thicf}” shrieked the
first, giving chase, and seizing it by
the other end.

Then followed a desperate struggle,
Each held firmly to the end she had
taken, and pulled with all her might.
Snap went she ring again, and the
combatants rolled over and over.

“Bah1” said tho first blagkbicd,
when she had regmned her feet, and
shaken hor bruised wings. “Whata
nasty taste} Onc's rights are not
always worth. fighting for. "— Selected '

Strivo {

|
}

TeacERrs] Strive to enlist your
scholars. 1 a-loysl and loving support

Y ¢

- rusz, ~of secret veart was omher foce. |

Our hero replied thathé was going

eyes beax'ning in blessing upon him,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Spinning-8ong.
BY ALIUR M. QUERNSRY,

“And all the women that were wise.
hearted did epin with thetr hands, and
brought that which they had spun, both of
Hue, and of purple, and of acarlet, and of
tine finen," —1x, xxxv. 23,

Nou guld for the altar's adorning,
No jewels have 1 to bring,

And men with but whispers of scorning
May loolk at my offening ;

But he who is purer, diviner,
Than altar or shrine can be,

Who dwells in the mysti > Shechinah,
Acceptoth and blesseth me.

| The kuota uur the tangles concealing,
I o with tho gift 1 vo wruught,
1 kaow in his perfect revenling
With fafluies the work is fraught ;
I kuow thero aro spots in its brichtness,
| Iho colours arv paic and dum,
And suilicd tho snuuw ol ats wisteness
Which fain I would bring to um,

It may bo the throads of iy spinning
Tho wish of my heart nuy tell,

Thae wigs W be f1ce fivin 1o Bisaning
And ever an peace to J viii

Perhaps through the service of duty
My work wny be rendered meet

For weaving in marvelluus beauty
The veil of the muivy scat.

The hoart's willing servico approving,
He maketh my toil so sweet

That my work, with its burden of loving,
I lay at his blessed fect.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THR NEW TESTAMENT.

AD 30] LESSONVIIL  [May 20.
JESUS IN OETUSEMANE,

Mat. 20, Su-50.  Lomnut to mem. vs, So-3Y.

GorLpes Texr,

Though he were a Son, yet learned he
obedience by the things which ho suffored.
Heb. 5. 8.

OuTLINE.

1 The Sufferinge Qnvieny
2 The Sleeping Misciples.

Tise.— The same night,

Praci.—0a the slope of Uhivet, in Geth-
senane.

LExriavations. — Sit ye here—This was
sji-ken to eight of the disaples. 1 go and
frag- Just see how the Savivur bas given
us an oxawpic [t var buats of surrow.
Norrowful . unto death -So sorrowful
that death could briug no greater : - adly
sorvow.  Let this cup paxs—T. ible
ordeal of trial throng'h which he ha. ven
then begun to go. Nt as J will—Here 13
perfect submission ® tl.e heavenly will

-l -

Where, in this lessoy, are we taught—
1. That sin mcaus sorrow and

2 Tuat pinyes s o suppurl undet Lrial ?
T That ﬂm’f‘e will is »ur “:b""’" g..\,‘] .

cath ?

!
; TracHINGS oF TUE LEssoy,
|
|
|
| Tus Lessus CATE oM.

1 Where did Jesas go after the last sup
| \nr’ To the garden of Gothsemane. 2
} Woy at he o there? For an hour of
coapv: 3 Whia 1d Le ptay ‘ot ! Thae
! the  cup might pass from him 4 What
| lesson of submission did his prayer contain?
Thy will be done. 5. In what great
griuciplo of lifo did he lead us in this last
our of s mussion? **Though he were a
Sun, yet,® ot

Doctninat Stuosstivs. —Obedieace.

CaTecnism QUESTIONS.

27. What 18 ao etwrnal Spine?  One who
is without beginning and w’thout end

Psalm xc. 2. From everlasting to ever-
loating thou art God.

28. What do you moean by saying that
God is infinite? [ mean that his nature and
attributos aro high abovc ali underatanding,

Jub Xi. 7.
out Uod?
Paalm exlvii, 8.

Canst thou by searching find
His understanding s
fufinite.

| Kings viii. 27.  Behold, tho heaven and
heaven of heavens cannot contain theo,

Job xxvi, 14; Psaln xevii. 2; 1 Corin.
thiaus ii, 11,

-—
LESSON IX.

PETER'S DENIAL.
Maze, 26.67.75.
Gornex TEXT.

\Wherefore let him that thinketh ho stand.
oth take heed leat ho fall. 1 Cor. 10, 12.

OvuTLINg,
1. Denying,
2 chznusng.
Tine. -30 A.D. The sams night.
Prack. — Jerusalems,  The high-priest's
palace.
baruasations.- -dar wnhout—He was in
the  juadtangular cuart yard  wathio the
palacu, to which thero was a e from
the front of tho house. A damsel—That is,
onv of the female slaves belonging to the
Yalncu. IWhen he was gone—As o went out.
10 was beginmug o sco that he wasin an

A.D. 30.) [May 27.

Commat to mem, vs, 73-765,

wuvvinfvilavic pusitivi. lect awdue .
they that stond by His two deninls drew
attention to lim: the slaves ropeated the
matter to others, and a group collected
about hun. 7 hyapecchbewrayeth—Botrayeth
or discovereth theo.  The pronunciation of
tie peuple of Galites was dutlerent frum that
of Jerusalem.  The Galilean could not pro
nounce ** e three gutturals so they coulx be
distingmished from cach other, and they
pronounced *“sh” as if it were *¢A.”

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

Where, in this lesson, are we warnod —
1. Agaiust boastfulness?
2. Agawst untruthfulness?
3. Against profanity ?

Tur Lessox CATECHISM,

1. Where was Peter when he denicd Jesus®
In tho high priest's palace. 2 What was
the cause of Ius first denial? Tho charge
that ho was a disaple. 3. What was there
nbout Poter himsclf that proved he was
false 7 His speect: proved he was from Gali-
lee. 4. What waused Peter to remember
Christ’s prophecy? The crowing of the
cock. 5. \Vhat caused him to weep bitterly?
The look of the Lord. 6. What is the lesson
foreacn of us? ‘“\Vhercfore let him,” ete.

Docrrivar SveGesTioN.—Human weak-
ness,

CaTECHISM QUESTION.

29. Are thero moro godsthanona? There
is one God only, the living and true God.

Deuteronomy vi. 4. Hear, O Isracl: the
Jord our God 13 one Lord.

Psalm Ixxxvi.. 10. Thoun art gread and
dost wondrous thingu : Thou art God alone.

Isaiah xlv. 220 I am God, and there is
none else.

MISS HOPKINS.
BY WESLEY ADAMS.

TRATS our teacher’s name, 8ho is
assistant in the high school. I am
quite & big boy now and go to high
school, but I have not forgotten all
abuut the troubles of littlo fellows.

vne thing that has always troubled
me 15 when a teacher is partial. You
know what I mean—when she lets
one boy whisper and won't let another,
vt when ohe gives vne Loy ail the easy
problems and another the bard ones,
I was'the one who never could whisper
or do anything, and had all the hard
questions, especially if company was
1h.

I complained about it some at home,
and mother told about a jeweller grind-
ing and polishing & diamond a hundred
times as much as he did a picce of
glass, because it was worth so much
more. And as for being called upon

> and without any limit.

before company, she said I ought to

consider 1t & complunent. She always
gives the best sho has to visitors.

Grandpa laughed. *That isn't the
only way of looking at the matter,” he
said.

I didn't know what ho meant then;
but I do now.

Two or three weeks ago & mup gave
me two puppies. They wero such
bright little fellows I thought I would
teach them some tricks.  Ono of them
will do just what I tell him. Itseems
s if he tried to plense me. I meant
to treat them both alike, but I tell
you I can’t, and it isn't my fault
either. Tke other one will not do as
1 want hin to. He knows enough.
He looks at me and winks his oyes in
such o sly way, but obey he will not.
Su I have te bu cruss and sumetimes
punish him,

Perhaps you think I'm not writing
about Miss Hopkins. Well, I am.
She is the teacher that I used to think
partial ; but those pupptes have taught
me o lesson. I believe if a teacher is
partial to any one it will be to the boy
that tries hardest to get his lessons
and to keop the rules, and that boy
might just as well be you or I as any-
body else,

T'ins is a secrot I huve lately found
out, and somehow it has made a won
derful change in Miss Hopkins.

A DRINK OP WATER.

A vrrTie five-year-old boy left his
seat in church one Sabbath morning,
and walked up the pulpit steps and
stood by the side of the minister.

“What do you want, my little man?"
said the pastor, stopping in the midst
of his sermon.

“A drink of water,” the child inno-
cently replied.

The good man poured out & glass of
water, the child drank it and left the
platform, but seeing the amused faces
of the audience, he thought some mis-
take had been made, and remembered
he had not expressed his thanks, so
turning to the minister he niade a bow
and said, “ Thank you, sir,” and went
to his seat, perfectly satisfied that all
was right.

THE VALUE OF A MINUTE.

A raaLL vessel was nearing the
shores of the Bristol Channel in a
storm, and was in imminent dauger-of
Leing dashed upon the ruchs, Eser)
one seemed to have lust all hope, and
expected overy moment that the ship
would strike and founder. The cap
tain stuod on the deck, Lis watch in
hand, and his eye fixed on it. Sud-
denly he cried out, as he glanced
across the water, “Thank God, we
aro saved—the tide has turned; in

one minute more we should have been.

on the rocks!” *

Both captain and crew felt then, as
perhaps they never felt before, the
value of a minute.

A wWORD once spoxen, four borses
cannot catch it

GOOD BOOKS
At Only & Cts. Each ¥

WARD & LOOK'S OHEAP HRfS
TORIOAL SERTES. P

Narrative Sketches, setting forth
important ovents in History by which {iJ
various periods are defined, or which apd
importaut links connecting ono poriod wi
another, Each book fs fully illustrated, ¢

7
1 Freo Trade and Protection—2 Froui
Alma to Sebastopol—$ Plaguo and Firvil
of London—4 The Temperance MovediiR
ment— 5 The Vengeance of '89—8 Cus 2
arlsm in Rome—7 Wilkes and Libartyfi
—8 ‘Tho Groat Reform Bill of '32—9 Tl
Knight Templars—20 Methodism— 11N
The South Sea Bubble~12 What Came i
of a No Popery Cry—13 From Elba ts ]88
Waterloo—14 Stronghow and King Deil
mot—16 The Elizabothan Age—16- Thaile
Mutiny at the Nore—17 Guy Fawka¥
—18 The Reign of Terror, 1792—19 Dost B8
Mahomet and AkLar Ehan—20 WhatRe
Cameo of the Boggars’ Revolt—21 Hantil
in Hand for England —22 Magellan il
Great Voyage—23 Out in the Forty-
—24 Federals and Confederates
Scotland’s Sorrow—26 India's Agony
27 British Charters of Liberty—28 @
lant King Harry—29 The Sicilian Ve
pers—30 Hampden and Ship-Money-
31 Black Hole to Plassey—32 Slaugh
to & Throne—33 Reformation in Eng
land—34 From Torbay to St, Jancs
35 A Dark Deed of Cruelty—36 ThiMs
of the Mayflower—37 Tl Massa. s
Scio—38 ThoFightatToutenoy—39 T JE
9th of Thermidor—40 Arrest of FivilE
Members—41 The Penny Nowspaper—
42 Scotland's Great Victory—43 Th
Penny Post—44 Long Live the Baggany
—45 Bible and Sword—i6 John of Lepikd
den—47Rizzio and Darnley—48 Wya
Rebellion—49 A He: 9's Deat} ~50 Go)
Ygver of Antipodes—51+.C+ sain Qoo
Voyages.

Ward & Lock's Cheap Biographioal
Series,

The writers of the Biographies containe
in this Series bave endeavored to narrate, ix
an attractive style, the real story of tho lived
of great men, and 6o produce a literary Po
trait-Gallery of memorable characters, The
greatest care has been excrcised to ensare
correctness in details, and it is hoped that§
not only the men themsclves, but the even!
connected with their lives, and the influenss
they exercised, will, by the aid of thesa Bion
yraphical Sketches, be better understood. 3

1 Gladstone—2 Beaconsfleld—3 Ne!
son—4 Wellington—b6 Luther— 6 Chat-
ham—7 Ckaucer—8 Humpoldt—9 Ca
1ylo—10 Owmsar—11 Wesley—12 Pater
the Great—13 Burns—14 A'Becket—
Scott—16 Columbus—17 Shakspuare
18 Bunyan 12 Dante—20 Qoldsmith-
21 Frederick the Great—22 De Mont-
fort —23 Moliere —24 Jolingon — 2
Burk3—26 Bchiller—27 Raleigh—22 N3
poleon—29 Stephenson—30 Spurgeon—
31 Dickens—-32 Garibaldi—33 Cromwdi

- 34 Fox—35 Washington—36 Wallacs
—37 Gustavus Adolphus—S8 Calvin-

Bruce—4x-Socratés—45 Bright—48 Hé

mer-—4? Victor Hugo—48 Pitt—19 Quees &
Victoria—60 Joan of Arc—61 Quees 2
Elizahsth—52 Charlotte Bronte.

WILLTAM BRIGGS, .
PuozLisier,
78 & 80 Kixe &%, Rasr, TorO¥70.
O. W. COATRS, Montreal, Que.
* 8 F, HUKESTIS, Balifax, N. £




