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MAPLE S8UGAR.

BY UNCLE MRNDERSON.

Our compuany in sugnr
PR uoking was made up largely
¥ of young folks. Futhers and
wothers who had begun to
feel the intirwities of nge
very prudently stayed at
Bome and attended to the
S0 uflniry of tho house and

E Larneyard, while  all  the
younger mesbers of  the
fumily went to thoe sugar
camp, After we had boiled
the sap down to u thin
syrup, it was then cluritied
with mitk or egus, and put
away to settle for u day or
two.  This process we called
“syruping off,” und was very
important in order to have
clear, clean sugur,  After a
suficient amount had Leen
collected to till ularge kettio
came the happy, long-looked-
for duy for ¢ sugaring ofll”"
The boys and girls from
neighbouring camps were v \Q§f
vited to participate in the

Joyful ocension. A lump of  gus

ice, & heup of stiow, or n'pail
of icecold wnter wus pro-
vided, in order that a goud
supply of wax suight Le bl
At the proper time, when
the sugur was on the verge
of crystallizing, or “yrain-
ing” us we called it, a1 quan-
tity would be poured upon
the ice, snow, or into the
water, and was thus wmade
into &8 wax—very sweet und
nice, but very hard on the
teeth. Sometimes the sugar
would be stirred off, and was
then something similar to the
coarse brown sugar to Le

"3:’;:‘;‘?; ¢
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MAPLE SUGAR.

A QUEER OHAPEL,

Tr is aosnadl chapel, haw-
ing only one voom, und that
about the size of & common
sitting-room, but it is suid to
be worth over thrve hundred
thousand dolhurs!

Now, I will tell you
where this chapel is, and
why it is so valuable, Over
three  hundred  yemrs ago,
Queen  Anne, of Russin,
caused an enormous bell to
be made. So lurge wus it
thut it took twenty-four men
to ring it, and they could
only ring it by pulling the
clupper.  Fwice this great
belt was broken in pieces by
falling, and twice was re-
cast. There is a story told
that the rich nobles threw

their gold and plate in with ‘

the melted wetal, so that a
large proportion of the bell
is of gold and silver. 1t hus
a shining white appearance;;
but whether there be any
precious metal in it ur not,
ita valueis very great. After
being re—ast the second time
it wuy named, “Tsar Kolo-
kol,” which means «King
of bells.”

For over a hundred years
it lay in adeep pit.  During
this time some falling tim-
bers in u five broke a piece
from its side which has never
been replaced.

‘The peopleof Russizalmost
worshipped it, coming from
fur und near as they would
to n church,

Finully it was taken from
its pit and pluced on huge
blocks of granite, u door wus
fitted to the broken pluce,

found in the stores at the present] would take down a cake of sugar and *our blue drilling pantaloous, and other s and it was consecruted as o clpel.

thne, except more pleasant to the
taste.  But usunlly—and in our camp | it
always—the sugar, at a time when it
was well grained, Lut not yet dried,
was poured into tin pans and wllowed | sticks  of candy.
to form into cakes of various sizes.|purer, and healthier than modern’
When dried, these were taken from » sweetments,
the pans and lsid on shelves overhead ¢
in the cabin, to bo used when needed. ¢ bartered  for goods at the countrey
They became very hard, and wlmnc\‘er} stores; and at v time when money
1 bowl of molasses was needud for our | was sawree, it was considered very ' God in this life will reap the reward | telegraph cable is from ten to twelve
l lucky if we lud sugar enough to Luy | of being forgotten in the life to come. | yeurs.

huckwheat griddlecakes the housewife

1in n few pounds of cotlee or tea.
Our confectionery of those duys con-

Quite s quantity of the sugiar was yenrs ngo.~Morning Guide,

- Sy

break off'a pound or two and dissolve ' necessary wenring apparel, and to lay  And there it stands to-duy, and Mos-
tcow cun boast of the largest bell in the
But the old sugurmaking is u thing  world, it being about twenty feet in
sisted of lumps of sugar, instead of of the past. New methods and new  dimmeter il the same in beight, and
It was sweeter, § surroundings have tuken away mucl, weighing over four’ tons,

of the pleasure of the cunp and the |

So you see 1 very smull chapel wny

merry fiveside where we worked forty ! be o very Inrge bell,

v

ExesnieNcr, says the Electrician,

Tk that seeketh forgetfuluess of 1 hus shown thut the life of a submurine

e
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Take them readily, when given—
Ready, too, to let them go.

One by one the griefs shall meet thee,
Do not fear an armed band ;

One will fade, while others greet thes,
Shadows passing though the land.

Do not lock at life’s long aorrow,
8es how small each moment’s pain,
God will help thee for to-morrow—
Every day begin again.

Every hour that fleets so slowly,
Has its task to do or bear;

Luminous the crown, and holy,
If thou set each gem with care,

Do not lmger mth regretting, ,
Or for passion’s hour despond 3
Nor, the daily toil forgetting,
Look too eagerly beyond.

Hours are golden links, God s token,
Reaching heaven, but one by one

Take them, lest the chain be broken
Ere the pilgrimage be done.’

JACK.
. “GOD BLESS HIM.®

“QRrRENS ! Greens! Dandlion
greens!” shouts a child’s voice.

And I heard the quick steps of
small bare feet pattering up the lane.

Presently a face appeartd at the
open window of my kitchen, where I
was busy supenntendmg the Satur-
day’s baking. -
* % Please, ma’am, don’t you want a
basket of fresh greens, all picked with
the dew on 'em? They make a good
dinner, and only cost five cents.”

Poor little manikin! I thought, to
work so long, and to trudge’ so far, all
for five cents. My dinner was pro-

included in the bill of fare—but how
could I refuse him}

“Yes, Jack, come in here and eat a
doughnut while I empty your basket.”

He was not slow to accept the in-
vitation, and chattered like a magpie
every minute while he eagerly de-
voured several doughnuts, and lpoked
longingly at a pan of cookies just
taken from the oven.

“Thank you, ma’am! You see, it
makes a feller awful hungry—this
dand’lion business does. I like to get
‘em when they're fresh and cool, be-
fore the sun has been on 'em long, 50
I start at five o'clock, and sometimes
earlier, and of course I don't have any
breakfast first, and when it happens
that a feller hasn’t had any supper the
nigh‘t before, it' makes him feel kind
o empty like.”

All this was said Without a moment’s
pause, ahd swinging his bare heels
together, as he sat perched up on the
L window, he laughed the merriest laugh

‘her that we'd kave & good dinner to-

vided, and dandelion greens were not

he added, with a sly twinkle in his

And a.gam ho lmghed as if 1t was’
the funniest thing he had ever heard
of, instead of a most pathetic story.

“How did you manage1" T asked.

“Well, you see, ma’am, I haven’t
been to school long encugh to learn
how to divide two potaters between
three people so that each shall have a
whole one. 8o says: I to mother,
‘You take this one; and Susie and I'I1
handy-spandy for the other.’ Then I
held .it behind mo,andui‘d to Susie:

“«¥andy-spandy, Jack»ggda.ndy, up-
per‘hml or lower |’ -
“{Lower,’ says Susia, -~ -

e Well, ma’am, I just wish you could

“And ‘lower it was,’ % be sure,

‘oause I held. both hauils gyen sEghe }

snswered and then d
with 'the. potater in %t lowsr ; which'
waan't cheatin’, ma'ag, now vﬁ

uN
surely val mtcheatmg,” I answered,k
turmng awa};

take it, for lhe’s
is poor, and sk tried $.get i
on mo by aaying vhe-thsught upper,

and 'twas on!flwg lips. Wﬂkﬁ lower
a-ahemaant Wﬁ the. tuno She

toh ‘s supper for the
likg of . her, mm And at last I
madé her eat the Wholeof it T told |

day, 'causs I knowed somebody would
buy my greens, and I'm going to spend
the whole five cents: for gne dinner.
What do you think of thatt;
gomg to get three herrmg:, eent
apiece, and the rest in potmters '

And he smacked his -lips as he
thought of the treat m;ltore for them
all,

“I think,” he onnﬁnued ¢ that-|
you've pmd me preiq& well for my
greens in doughndts, without any five
cents at all.. Still, as I look at it,”

great blue eyes, “doughnuts is dough-
nuts, and cents is cents, and the
doughnuts is a present, and the cents
is pay.”

I laughed aloud at his reasoning,
which certainly was most sensible a.nd
true, and then said :

“Now, Jack, I want you to keep
your five cents till some night when
you haven't any supper, and let me fill
your basket with something that I
know will go around. I want Susie
to have a glass of fresh milk. So you
must carry this tin pail besides the
basket. Do you think you can manage
them both 1” '

“my._brave Little Jackj #|y

i
 preudly, w%dgl’f’ you thmk JTm big

11 sent. Hm home tha

“Well, ma’am, I guess you'll sce

se6 'em when'I tell “etn how good you
have been to me. Some folks ain’t
good, you know,” he added, with a sigh.

While I filled the basket he told me
their little history, never realizing how
full it was of the deepest pathos—the
struggles of the poor mather to keep
her family togethe¥ 3‘& ‘the death of
her husband, a,good, kind man, who
had left her one morning, full of life
and atrength, to go to his work in the
great iron fagtory,: }
back to her a few,; ﬁours later, having
gxet hig death while toxlmg for thoee

6 loved.

He did not nea.hze, ei

Mwﬂ sweetness of
' What & hero he was, tlm hﬂfh txelve-

powrgld Jack! -
““Mpther has worked s hard for
e and me that he hasn’t much

trength lefs, And ‘don’t you think,”
he “added stra tening himself up
enough ' to?&xké caro of - us: thrgé ¢
Leutways, I'vé been lucky this mars-

ing, for T've sol my greens and fold
you’ -

“The. gmmae i hie. Hoart was|
plifnly mitg-in hu;mé%m a3 he'

be “the vu'y “best” a.nd warftiest of
friends, and that -days were in-
#tore for him and for those at home ;
that I could find work for him to do
which would cerbainly’ help mm'd the |
support of all three. & :

Such.s happy Jm as he. was whoﬂ
t April morning,
with® tlie bea.vy basket on one arm
anglmpnl of wilk on the other | . And»
I-wish I could tell you—for I am sure.
you would like to hear—-‘what pleasant
days followed for Jack and those dear
to him; but tt‘ would malg such a
long story we should never come to
the end of it.

Indeed, there is no end to it. Itis
a story which is being lived through
now, and it grows more interesting
and more beautiful, more tender and
true with every chapter.

Jack iy proving himself the hero I
knew him to be. .

He works early and late on a small
piece of ground, which we allow him
to cultivate on our farm, and he carries
his produce to town in a basket, strap-
ped on his back, and he is as happy as
a king—happier than many kings, I
am sure.

Little pale Susie is not half so pale
as she was before ; and she, too, had

and waa brought

the chance given her to *help.”

®

shong and well qga.m —happy in her
boy 8 thoughtiul mud <heery, light-
heaited ways.

He is not yet thirteen years old,
but his mother calls him the head of
the house, and he truly deserves the
title.

Brave little man, God bless himn.— ;

Golden Days. PR

>

MAKING ODD MOMENTS PAY.

A BOY was employed in a lawyer's
office, and he had the daily paper to
amuse himself with. He began to

study French and at the little desk

became a fluent reader and writer of
the French language. He accom-

plished this by laying aside the news- |

paper, and taking up something not
s0-amusing but far more profitable. .

A coachman was often obliged to ]

wait hours while his mistress made
calls.

time. He found a small volume con:

taining the “ Eclogues” of Virgil, but |
could not read it, so he purchased a |
Day by day he

Latin grammar,
studied this, and finally mastered its

intricacies. His mistress came behind ‘
him one day as he stood by the horses ]

waiting for her, and asked him what
'he was so intently reading.
bit of ¢ Virgil,’ my lady.”
do you read Latin?}”
My.”'

“A little, ‘my

¥ NOT LEAD AT ALL,

« Dip you think the lead in youx

pmcll was lead?
graplnte—at least,

Not so; it is

out of the earth.

conslstency of cream. It is then

ground over and over again, forced '
into little molds the size of a lcad in ]
your pencil, heated in a crucible, and:
Afterwards the pine or ced: 11‘~
case for the pencll is made and sawed
Ain little strips the length of six pencils. ]
They are passed under a cutter whlch :
Then |
the leads are placed in the cases' byfi
and lastly a revolving cuttet' ]
clips them off' to the required len"th,f

The graphite is pulverized undéi
water, and the tiner qualities float oﬂ
“Tlie ]
deposit in the last” tub iiinkes thé=
The cheiper g mdes .ué"f

baked.

makes the grooves for the leads.

girls,

into a succession of * hoppers.

finer pencils.
made from the coarser dust.

He determined to improve the |

“Only a
“What !}

She mentioned this to' her 1
husband, who insisted that David
should have a teacher to instruct him: |
In a few years David became a learued
man, and was for many years a useful

ugd beloved minister of Scotland.

graphite a,nd clay, ]
Graphite is the softest mineral dug 1
It is first pulverized 1
—a long process; then mixed with }
clay—a clay from' Germany—to the-
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One by One.” | surface a great thmple hiﬂdel &W"Jm whethet I can manage ‘em or not. iﬂhe has- ho <in my flower |
ONE by one the sands are flowing, _ J'each sunblirned cheek, and ﬁowedﬂ?But do you think I can dig grgens 'ghrden; and’ mﬁkeé‘ up the daintiest
One by one tho mowsents fall, -~ ‘hh pretty white teeth, h enﬂgh to pay for all them th‘ngs “ bmnth \:%:;g” with which
Some are coming, some are gof :ﬁ:‘" : . “But you .had. your lupPe! Bst you re puttm’ in 17 ﬁllf Her snin}l ket every morn-
Do not strive to grasp them | nignt, hado’t gout” “No, Jagk; 1 don't; for they. ale dgﬁfor Jack to take with him.
One by one the duties walt’ thej,‘ > “No, ma'stti . You -sse thew ’vas not to be. ’md for. I want toigend ® .ngver. Ms “the least difficulty
Let thy whole strength g only two potaters to gom.nd a.nf the | these to your mother—that’s all siand | in disposing ol them “all, and a proud
Let no future dreams olaf theey . found they had to go was mother, |as you said yourseﬂ, doughnuts is | little lass shg igWhen he drops the
Learn thou ﬁm 'd"hho“m o | Busie, and me——a*%ig ound for two doughnuts, and cents is cents” . pennies into Jer lnxiids at night.
One by one (brlghﬁgxfts fmhﬂen) + | '&mall pohters, don’t m thmk 80, | “To be sure,” he answered, memly. The wothér, we think, is growing
Joys are seot thee here ma'ami” - F
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The Last Hymn,

Tug Sablath day was cnding in a iiage by
the sea,
PR Fho utteredd benedivtion touched the peopls
] tenderly,
And they rose to face tho sunset in the
glowing lighted weat,
Aud then hsten to ther dwollings for God's
blessud boon of rest.
But thoy lovked across tho wators aud a
storm was mging there.
A ficece spirit moved nbove them--the wild
spurit of tho hir,
B .\t lashed, and shook, and toro them till
' they thundered, groased, and boomed,
But alas?! for any vessel in their yawning
gulfa cutombed
Very anvious wero the peopls on that rocky
cowt of Wales,
Lost tho dawns of coming morrows should
Lo telling anful tales,
When the sea had spent its passion and
ehoulil cast upon the shore
Bits of wrecks, and swollen victims, as it
had done hactofore,
Wath tie 1ough winds blowing round her n
a b woman stiained her eyes,
B An -l osaw along the Lilluws o large veasel
full and rise,
Oh! it did 10t need a propliet to toll what
the end must be,
For uu ship could 1ide in safety near the
shre wn such a sea.
B3 Then the pitying people W ovried from their
tomes and thronged the beach.
B Oh, for power to cross the waters, and the
perishing to reach
Helpless hands were wrung in terror, tender
Learts grew cold with dread,
B And the ship urged by the {empest to the
\ fatal rock-shore sped.
& She haa parted in the middle! Oh, the half
: of her goes down !
[l God hase merey | Ts his heaven far to seck
' for those who drown?
IR So when next the white, shocked face JooLed
with tervor on the sea,
Quly one last clinging figurc on a spar was
seen to be.
Nearer the trembling watchers camo the
wreck tossed by the wave, .
B And the man still clung wnd floated, though
no power on carth could save,
i *Conld we send him o short messago?
Here's 0 trumiet, shout away 1"
“Iwas the preachor's hand that took it, and
he wundere ¢ what to say.
Any twemory of his sermnon?
Secondly ? A, no.
There was but one thing to utter in that
awful hour of woe.
So he shouted through the trumpet, * Look
1o Jesus ! Can you hear?”
And ‘““Aye, aye, sir!” rung tho auswer
) o'ce the waters loud and clear.,
B Then they listened, ** Ho is singing, ‘Jesus,
lover of my soul,’”
And the wind brought back the echo,
“ While the nearer waters roll.”
Strange indeed it was to hear him, “Till
tho storm of life is past,”
Singing bravely o'er the waters, *“Oh, receivo
] my soul nt last.”
He coulid havo no other refuge, * Iangs my
hielpless soul on thee.”
“leave, oh, leavo me not!”—tho singer
dropped at last into the sea.
Anithe watcherslookinghomeward, through
their oyes by tears made dim,
Saud, *“ He passal to Lo with Josus in the
singing of that hymn.” \
~Marianne Farningham.

Yirstly ?

-

As long as the monster intemper
an~e has a bodyguard of three or four
thousand grave aud disciplined legis-
lators to defend him, how can the
furnds of humanity, cf momlity and
religion, follow up the work they have
s¢.uspiciously begun, and rid the land
t;)fl;xil carcass +— Heman Hwnphrey,
g . N

PRIMU!IPAL GRANT ON CANADA
AND (CANADIAN PATRIOTISM,
“Uanamans are engaged in the
work of building up a colossal state.
Our specin) work is to lay a foundation,
and we know that the solidity of uny
construction is in proportion to the
stm of virtue, of sacrifice, of self-love
which has been built into the founda-
tion. Wa begin this work with every
advantage.  We aro the heirs of all
the ages. More fortunate than our
neighbours to the south of wus, there
has been no break in the continuity of
our national life. An ocean can no

‘more interfere with the flow of national

life through the veins of the same
peoplo than can a viver, a desort, or
range of mountains.  We look back
to Alfred and to Edward the Confessor,
to St. Patrick and St. Columba, to
Bede and Abbot Sampson, to Wallace
and to Bruce, to Wicklitfe and to
William of Wykeham; to Reformers
and martyrs, alike from the ranks of
the nobles aund the huts of the peasants ;
to the men who chased the Armada
and smote the devildom of Spain; to
the Tronsides and the Covenanters, to
Puritans and Parlinmentarvians; to the
seaffolds, prisons and torture chambers
turned into thrones and palaces by the
memories of Russel and Sidney, of
Leighton, Rutherford and Bunyan;
to those who sailed in the Mayflower
and those who climbed the Heights of
Abraham : to the men who colonized
the United States and Canada, Aus-
tralin and South Africa; who have
given pence and hope to Indin; who
have carried the flag that represents
Jjustice to all, freedom to all, into every
corner of the wide world, and planted
it sccurely where freedom was never
known before. These, then, are our
fathers.  They have encircled the
whole earth with the aureole of their
fame. The winds on every sea sing
requiems to their hallowed 1nemories.
And what of our environments? Placed
in a land goodly and wide, under the
influences of an atmosphere and a
climate frosty but kindly, and with a
political constitution that implies that
man is free and master of his fate,
what position more full of promise
could be conceived? In Jerusalem
the people could blame kings for the
evils which befel the State. In Rome
the responsibility could be thrown on
the emperor or tho pretorians; but
there are no crowned or armed middle-
men between us and our destiny. The
reins are in our own hands. We are
not burdened with the grievous entail
of misery and hereditary vice under
which an ancient and complicated
civilization -staggers. It should be
easy for us to be virtuous, easy to
keep on the right track, ensy to
devclop the highest form of society
that the world has yet scen. Never

‘was there a people with such an in-

hioritanco and such an arena; never a
people with so dircct and inspiring a
responsibility ; never a peoplo .so free
to avail itsc)f of all the lights of
history, of all the inspiration that God

gives to truo seers in evory generation,
Our rulers should bo unselfish men,
men of truth and men of honour.
Rightcousness should run down our
streots like a mighty stream.

Havo wo Canadinns any patriotism ¢
If wo have, on what is it basod? We
ought to know. Cortainly we have &
country big enough to gratify the
wildest ambition. DBut mere materinl
sizo will not inspire a true mnn.
Thirty-sevon millions of square miles
arc on this planet, and of this ono-
ninth belongs to Cannda—a great deal
of 1 too cold, doubtless, but a great
donl of other countries is far too hot
for lenlthy life, But everyono that
knows tho separate Provinces that
constitute the Dominion knows that it
has features sufficient to inspiro its
children with love for their own dear
native soil, and those who como closo
to the people and can feel the throb-
bing of their heart from east to west,
will learn something of the life that
they do mnot reveal to strangers,
What is the essence of this common
Canadian life which the uprising -of
two ycars ago showed to exist when
they gladly offered thewselves from
overy Province and every vace to
put down rebellion? It is—it must
bo—in one word, British .American.
American beeause the atmosphere, the
soil, the climate and other physical
conditions under which a people grows
up determine to a great extent its
character and place in history. DBut
British also, because we have inherited
from Britain not merely that which
our necighbours kave inherited--lan-
guage, literature, laws, blood and re-
ligion—but also continuity of national
life; in other words, the same tra-
ditions, the same history, the same
political and constitutional formns, the
same sentiwments and affections, and
these are the deepest things, a common
language, a common flag, a common
allegiance, and a common citizenship.
I fondly hope that it is the destiny of
Canada to be the living link that
shall unite tho great Motherland and
great colonics and the great daughter
to the south of us, ‘Surely such a
futuro is worth living for, but it will
only be brought about by loyulty to
our place in history and to the place
sod position we now occupy.”

FAGGING AT ETON.

FA00ING is not easy work at Eton.
Fags not only have to wait on their
fag-mastors at almost all hours, te
bring thers water and' to look out for
their rooms, but they even have to
cook for them: All the boys of a
houss take their dinner together, but
excepting in two or three houses where
anoew rule has been made, every one
has his-breakfast and tea in. his-own
room. And for these menls the poor
fags aro cooks and waiters. There is
even a kitchen provided for their
special -use ‘where they boil water,
brew: tes, and toost bread. Many
heartaches have there, been in .those

1

littlo kitchens. TFancy a youngster
just out of the home nursery, you
might say, being sot to making toust,
when he knows na littlo about it as he
does about Latin verses! And yet,
it it is not all right, his fastidious
master will take him to task with all
the indignation of disappointed hun-
ger and then send him off to do his
work over ngain. But he grows hard-
ened by degrees to this work, just as
he does to verse-making, and in time
can joko and laugh as he cooks. And
if whilo ho talks he forgets his toast
and lets it burn, what matter? With
a little experience he learns to scrapo
ofl the black with a knife.—ZFrom “4
Visit to Eton,” in St. Nickolas.

P

“He Knoweth the Way that I Take.”

I xnow not the way is so misty,
The joys or the gricfs it shall bring,
What clouds are o'crhanging the futuro,
What flowers by tho roadside shall spring 3
But there's One who will journoy beside me,
Nor in weal nor in woe will forsake ;
And this is my solace and comfort,
‘Ho knoweth tho way that I take.”

Istand whero tho cross-roads are meeting,
And know not the right from the wrong,
No beckoning fingers direct me,
No welcomo floats to mo in song ;
But my guide will soon give mo a tokea
By wildcruess, mountain or lake;
Whatever the darkancas about me,
¢ Ho knoweth the way that I take.”

And I know the way leadeth homeward,
To the land of the pure and the blest,
To tho country of ever fair sumnmer,
To tho city of peaco and of rest :
And there shall be healing for sickness,
And fountains, life’s fever to slake;
What mattera beside I go homeward,
“ He knoweth the way that I take.”
—Selected.

BEER-DRINKING DOGS.

Tag Irish Temperance League
Journal prints the following :

*A Warwickshire labourer was
recently summoned for keeping a
savage dog. 1Ilis defenco was that the
‘dog’s-all' right until the people give
him drink. On the day he bit the
man some one had given him a quart
of beer, and when he's drunk he's
always savaga. Magistrate: ¢Do you
mean to say the dog gets drunk?’
Defendant: “Yes, sir. People are
aiways making him drunk. He's very
fond of a drop of beer’” The bench
held the labourer responsible, strange
to say, aud ordered him to ‘keep his
dog under control, and to pay costa’

| The only way of controlling the dog is

to keep the drink from him either by
Act of Parliament or by some other
method. It is curious to find that
dogs, like men, grow riotous when they
get liquor, yet it only shows the evil of
the drink and the amount of hidden
riot lurking in the beer-bottle. And
yet men are regarded as public bene-
factors who make beer and whiskey,
and they reccive titles and honours,
a8 if they had done great service to
the state. If dogs and men aro to-be
frec and at Jarge, we must ‘seo-to it
that they do not get.drink; would it
not.be well for legislators-to study
this question more fully §*. L

. .
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Only a Word.

ONLY a word, but, oh | how saweet
1t falls upon the ear,

With cadencesoft, with love replete,
The name of ** Mother" dear.

Only a word, yet full of joy
T'o the weary absent one,

Whom brsy cares and toil annoy,
Sweet ** Homo" where life begun.

Only n word, a littlo word,
Yet souls upon it feed ;

And in its tones a song is hoard
Of * Tove” divine, indeed.

Only a word, but happily blest
With peacoe, eternal posce :

A beaven whero the soul may reat
Im * Heaven's” blissful case.
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MY PATHER'S BUSINESS.

ARrg you “about your Father's
business 1” Very likely you would
say, “I do not know how I can be
about my Father's business, T do not
know what it means.” See what it
roeant for the Jord Jesus, and then
you will see what it means for you.
When he said these words he was in
the temple “ hearing and asking ques-
tions.” You are going to God's
temple today ; will you do as Jesus
did? Not sit thinking about all sorts
of things, and watching the people
and wondering when it will be over,
but really hearing and watching to
ses what your heavenly Father will
gay to you. There is sure to be somo
message from him to you to-day, if
you will only listen for it. Do you
not wonder what it will be? and will
it not be a pity if you do not hear it;
but miss it becausc you forget to listen
toit? And have you not any quos-
o tions to aak ! Not of learned doctors,

-

but of Jesus Christ himsclf?! Me
who onca asked questions in the
Jewish temple, now answers many &
question in his own temple. Think
what you would liko to ask him about,
and if they are right questions ho
will answer them. Might you not
ask him to-day to tell you how you
too can benbout his Tather’s business !
When St. Paul said, * Lord, what
wilt thou have me do?” the Lord told
him ono thing at a time, and prowised
to tell him what elso 18 soon ns he
had done that. So if you go this duy
to God's house, and thus do one thing
which he wants you to do, you are
sure, if you listen, to hear something
else which he wants you to do, when
you come away.

e

HOW HE FOUND GOD.

More than a hundred years have
passed since a young lad in England,
who belonged to a pious family, but
was himself far from God, was to find
God by a strange means. He had
been the child of many prayers, but to
all the entreaties of his pious mother
and others, he answered by inwardly
resolving not to becomo a Christian,

In the good providence of God,
however, it happened to his mother
and himself to bo on a visit to Ireland,
and on the Lord’s Day they went to n
place where a good man was going to
preach. This good man was that day
very earnest in his secrmon; he put
the question to the unsaved present,
whether they would give themselves
to Christ or remain rebels! Every
time the preacher repeated the ques-
tion, the young man said in his own
heart, “I will not yield, I will not
yield” His heart was hardened
against God’s grace. And at the close
of the sermon it scemed to be harder
than ever it had been. But when the
sermon was finished, the minister gave
out a hymn. It begina:

¢ Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore.”

The congregation, stirred by the
earnest sermon, sung the hymn with
their whole heart. And what the
sermon could not do, the singing of
the hymn did. It broke the hard,
unyielding heart. It forced a way
into the very centre of the heart. It
was the voice of Ged calling him
through the hundreds of voices that
day praising God. His pride, his hard-
ness of heart, everything that stood
in his way to God, gave way. And
that very day the son who was in the
far land found God, and gave himself
to be a loyal soldier for God forever-
more. And he lived to be himself an
honoured preacher of the Gospel, and
the writer of a hymn that has opened
the way to God in a thousand hearts.
He was Augustus Toplady, the author
of the great hymn,

“Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let mo hide myself in thee.” .

BrueMBER the Sabbath day to keep
it boly.

.

WATER-PEDDLERS.

IN many of the towns on thoe, after him? H

Mexican side of tho Rio Grande del
Norte (“the Grand River of the
North "), which separates Texas from

river flows beside them. They have
fow cisterns for ranin-water, and no

springs, hydrants or pumps. Quite |

number of men mako their living by
selling water. The city of Matamoras
refused to allow a compuny to erect
water-works to supply the city, because
it would deprive tho water-peddlers of
their business.

Every peddler has a barrel with a
picce of plank or scantling nailed
across each end.  Tn the middle of the
plank is a stout spike or iron pin, to
which is attached a piece of chain
reaching beyond the edge of the barrel,
and to the ends of the chain are
attached rawhide or other kinds of
rope. The barrel has at one end two
large wooden plugs. To fill it, the
Mexican goes up to his knecs, or
deeper, in the water, pulls out both
plugs, and the water rushes in at one
hole, while the air in the barrel goes
out at the other. When the barrel is
filled, the peddler turns it over on its
side, steps inside the rope, and walks
through the town sceking a customer.

The peddlers are queer-looking men,
with dark complexion and long, straight
black hair, like Indians. They wear
wide-brimmed, low-crowned ¢ som-
breros” (hats), trousers rolled up to
the knces, or higher, and are almost
always smoking a cigarctte. Some
times a peddler saves his money and
buys a * burro”—a donkey not much
higher than a tablo—and, either tying
the, rope of his barrel to the saddle or
putting the rope around the burro’s
neck, gets astride the little animal,
and enjoys a ride while going around
with his barrel of water.

Just imagine a man wearing a*hat
with a brim as wide as o small parlour
centre-table, with no shoes, with trou.
sers rolled above his knees, riding &
donkey so small that he has to hold
his knoes up to keep his:feet from

dragging on the ground, and with a

WATER-PEDDLERS.

 household  purposes in a decidedly 3

Mexico, water is scarce, although n; hetter way than this.  But the people 3§

o
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barvel of witer volling over the ground §

A little more enterprise and intelh- §
gence would soon give them water for §

are ignorant, for the most part, with 3
little taste for improvement. ;

This will not last forever. Our 9
missionaries are giving the Gospel to
the people of Mexico, and the result 3
will be forward steps in economy us§
well as in spiritua! life.

THE MAN THE MASTER.

Mg Joun B. Goven said:—¢“T1%
know a man in America who under- §
took to give up the habit of chewing §
tobacco. He put his hand into his
pocket, took out his plug of tobacco
and threw it away, saying as he did
80, ‘That is tho end of it.” But that
was the begiming of it. Oh, how he §
did want it! He would lick his lips,
he would chew camommile, he would
chew toothpicks, quills—anything to
keep the jaws going. No use: he
suffered intensely.  Aftor enduring
the craving for thirty.six or forty-eight g
hours, he tade up his mind: *Now,
it's no use suffering for a bit of tobacco;
T'll go and get some.” So he went and
bought another plug and put'itin Ius
pocket. *‘Now,” he said, ¢when I
want it awfully, I'll take some.’
Well, he did want it awfully, and he
said he believed it was God's good
8pirit who was striving with- him as
he held the tobacco in his hand, Look-
ing at it, he said: ‘I love you, but
are you my master, or am I yours!§
You are a weed, and I am a man§
I'll master you if I die for it.’ Every
time he wanted it he would take it out
and talk to ft. Yt was aix or eight
weeks before he conld throw it awny]
and feel easy, but he said the glory of
the victory paid him for his tronble.”

Govereuxxr should surely come in-
to court with clean hands; for how
can they safely condemn a poor wretch
to be hanged for a crime committed
in the raging drunkenness to -which

have themselves ministered.—
Rev. Dr. Bdgar, of Belfast, Ireland.
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Dobbin’s Complaint.

Mt master, my master ! why does he stay
So long at the tavern across the way?

1 ve waited and watched an hour and more,
And there he stands at the tavern door.

“I've stamped my foot and champed my
bit

And this musty post, I've gnawed at it;

I've pawed the ground, I've shaken my
mane,

And neighed and anorted again and again,

“I'm tired and dusty, and hungry too;
I want my dinner § I'm getting blue!
It's ten long miles wo have yet to go,
And that my master must surcly know.

——
.~

LETTER FROM MR. CROSBY.

Porr Sinpsoy,
January 13th, 1887,

Dear De. Witirow,—As the holi-
days are past, and we are started on
another year, your readers might like
to hear & word from us. Christmas
came in with a very cold snap, but
no snow. The singers, who had been
preparing for some time under the
direction of Mcssrs. William and Henry
Tate, did woll on Christmas Eve.

The church had been decorated by
somo of the people with evergreens
and mottoes. Christmas, cold as it was
at 11 am,, we had a good turm out,
and I trust good was done. The day
passed off with a Christmas tea at the
Orphanage, while the people were busy
feasting with each other. The Sab-
bath was a good day, and on Wednes-
day following we had & Christmas-tree
for the-school children, when every
child got something, and there were

addresses by several of our local

preachers and. teachers. There were
over 150 children present.

By New Years some snow had fallen,
ond the weather was-milder, Watch-
mecting -was & time when the Word
took hold-in power. Next day all the
companies turned out, though it rained

L little, First, . the Rifle- Company

with fife and drum, about 60, marched
up to the mission house, and next the
Fire Company with brass band, fol-
lowed by the Band of Hope with
about 100 school children, and the
Temperance Society brought up the
rear, After this some other amuse
ments were taken up which did not
look 8o well.

Thero was nothing to disturb the
peace and happiness of this happy
Christian village, with the exception of
some cases of drunken half-castes and
whites.

Liquor is brought here by legal
license among about 800 Indians and
a half-dozen whites, Shame on the
Govornment |

We are glad to tell you of & blessed
work uf grace which hns Leen going on
for over » month, and all through the
holidays it was delightful to sce how
tho people turned out; many have
been blessed, and the good work still
goes on with two meetings daily, and
it is spreading much among the chil-
dren. Last Sabbath was a day long
to be renieinbered, at the Sacrament of
the Lord’s Supper.

We pray that this blessed work may
spread all nlong the const to all the
missions.

°

GoD'S WATER SUPPLY.
BY REV. C. I 8MITH.

* As frce as water,” i8 an old and’

very common saying, yet settlers in
parts of our western country find
water is not free, but has to he pur-
chased or gotten by considersble exer-
tion and cost of time and labour. As
tho Rocky Mountains are neared in
western Nebraska and Dakots, tho
country reaches an altitude where

water cannot be had except at a}

considerable depth. The boring of
these wells ia too expensive for most
homesteaders, and the results are often
uncertain.

Yot-it may be observed that God

has 80 arranged the water supply, that

mati reldom  dies of thirst.
Bonio ~f the -mothods he has
adoptr3 to supply the thirst of
man nee worthy of our admir-
ation. Amid tho burning sands
of Al-iea is found a plant
whose %af, twisted around Like
a cruw, is always filled with
a larye glassful of fresh water.

" The gaullet of thix cruct is
closed Uy the extremity of the
leaf 3 enlf, so a8 to eftectunlly
prove:n the water from ovapor-
ating.

Insomeo other districts of the
same country the Creator has
plantad 8 great tree called by
tho Nogroes, Boa. The trunk
of thn tree i8 of prodigious
bulk, wd is naturally hollowed
like & cistern. In the rainy
season this * cistern” is filled
with water, which continues
fresh nnd cool in the greatest
heats by reasons of the tufted
foliagu-whicherowns its summit.
In some of tho parched, rocky

islands of tle West Indies there is
found a treo widled the Water Lianno,
so full of sap thatif you cut a single
hranch of it #x much water is immedi-
ately discharprd as a man can drink
at & draught, s.ud it is perfectly pure
and limpid.

BRZADIN'; ON HIS PLATE.
BY REV. /1 TMAN WIIITING, D.D.

Lirtte Blveeyes came to visit
grandpa durng the summer. Her
papa was a kind, good-natured man,
but he had aover believed on Jesus
and confessed him before men. His
littlo Abbie vus very much of a take-
notico child, s1.d when every time they
sat down to =10 table all tie talking
stopped and grandpa, in his slow,
solemn way, towed his face over his
plate and set his big farmer hand up
edgewise on vhe table and in deep,
reverent toncs spoke thanks to God,
it went deeply into her heart. The
visit ended, 21.d sho went home, loving
her grandpa raore than ever because
of these table prayers.

The first tit o they sat down to eat
after her relurn, sho stopped her
prattle, foldel her tiny hands, and,
putting her Lluo cyes right into her
papa’s & monwnt, said, “Papa, why
don’t you nad on your plate as
grandpa does!”

The questi:n went into his heart.
After a time prayer was set up in the
house, both at the table and around a
family altar.  That question doubtless
was one of the helps to it. The man
of the story dicd in Christian hope
and true joy. Ho was eighty-six
years old. Aud the onco littlo Blue-
eyes, now & ilevoted tcacher at the
South, has sent me tidings of his last
hours.

OuRr revenue may derive some un-
holy benefit from the sale of alcohol,
but the entire trade is nevertheless a
oovenant.with sin and death.—London

Telegraph,

A OROWN FOR THE YOUNG.
A TRUE INCIDENT.

A Toycnixa incident was related to
me the other day of a littlo girl's faith
in God's promises. She had nlways
heen very precocious, loving the
Saviour from the time she was taught
to lisp his name.

When she wa' just six years old, a
malignant disense broke out in tho
neighbourhood where she lived, and
her dearest playmate and friend fell
an early victim to its ravages. Fora
long time she wus inconsolablo at her
loss, feeling that sho wanted to die
too, that she might go to be with Jesus
and her little friend.

Fearing the consequences of such
violent grief, ler fiiends took her
away for a visit, and one duy after her
return, s sho sat deep in thought, her
mother proposed her finishing a
motto, ¢ No Cross, no Crown,” that
sho had been working for a present
for her papa, thinking that busy
fingers might divert her mind.

She worked a few moments; then,
bursting into tears, exclaimed, “I
can’t work that motto to-day.”

“Why not, my child1” the mother
asked, holding the dear one in her
arms.

“ Because, mamma decar, it nakes
me think so much of Jennie. VWhen
I look at the cross I think of Jesus,
and when I look at the crown I think
of Jennie, for of course, mamma, she
has now a crown of life, and is happy
with Jesus.”

She had recently learned the beau-
tiful promise, “Be thou faithful
unto death, and I will give thee a
crown of life,” and showed by the
application of it that she understood
its meaning, and that the truth had
sunk deep into her heart—L. Y. N.

SHOWERS OF GOLD.

TraDITION hils it that many thou-
sands of years ago the emperor of
China, perceiving the wretchedness
and destitution brought upon his peo-
ple by the use of intoxicating bever-
ages, issued a decree which closed
overy liquor shop in the empire. And
the strangest thing about it was that
for three days after the decrco went
into effect the heavens rained gold.
It came down like manna from the
skies, and the people being in posses-
sion of their senses wero ablo to gather
enough to make them rich and happy
for years thereafter. While the Iatter
part of this story can hardly bho
accepted as literally true, we have no
doubt tho results of a general closing
up of the dram-shops were better oven
than a shower of gold upon the land.
An abundance of wealth is not 5o sure
to bring peace, joy, and contentment
to the homes of tho people as virtuous
and temperate living. If the $900,-
000,000 annually wasted on drink in
this country -could bs saved to the
people the golden .age would surely be

upon us. -
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Nobody Knows but Mothor.
Nonuby knows of the work it takes

To keep the homo together ;
Nobudy knows of the steps it takes,

Nobvudy knows-—but mwther.

Noboay listens to hildiah woes,
Whtoh Kisses enly stnother ;

Netwaty's paned by naughty blows,
Nubody-—only metlier,

Notoay knows of the sleepless carca
Bestowed on bals brother;

Nuobody hnows of the tender prayer,
Nub ’d)'——uln.\ tuother.,

Nobady kuows of the lessons taught
Of loving one unother ;

Nohoay knows of the paticace sought,
Nonody—onuly mother.

Nobody knows of the anxious fears,
Teos aarling nuy not weather

The storm of life in alter years,
Nobody knows— but mother,

Nobody kneels at the throne alove
To tnank the heavanly Father

For the sweetest gift—a mother's love
Noncay cin—~but mother,

THE STORY OF AFTRICA.

W kL, [used to think no one could
do two tnings well at once, but that
boy seetns vo bave managed it, and no
mnstake.”

So spake an English traveller, who
was inspecting one of the great cotton
wills in the Wed of Scatland, not far
frow Glaszaw.  And well might he say
so. The lad whem he was wotching—
a pala. thin, bright-eyed boy, employed
in the mill as & “piccer”—had fixed
s small book to tha spinningjenny,
and seemed to snatch o brief sentence
from its pages overy time ho passed
it in the course of his work, ’

“ Ay, he's jista wonder, yon laddie,”
answered the Seotoh foreman, to whom
the visitor had addressed himself.
“We ca’ him 'Busy Davie’ here, for
he’s aye read-readin’ like ony minister;
but Le does his work weel for &' that.”

“And does he really understand
what he reads 1” nsked the Englishman,
looking wonderingly at the young
student’s book, which was a treatise
on medicine and surgery that would
have puzzled most lads four or five

o
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years older than himself,

“ 1§ warrant ho does that,” replied
the Seot, with an emphatic nod.
“There's no a quicker chicl than Davie
i’ the huall mill.”

And then the visitor passed on to
look at unother part of the works, and
forgest all about “ Busy Davie” for the
© time being.

But he was suddenly reminded of
him two hours later, when the mill
hands “koocked o1 for dinner. Com-
ing back woress the yard when his teur
of inspection was over, tho traveller
caught sizht of asmall figure in a cor-
ner by wself, which he thought he recog-
nized.

A sccond glanco showed him that
he was not mistaken, Theresat “Busy
i Davie,” holding in one hand the big
. oatmeal *bannock” that represented
! his dinner, and tu the other a soiled and
taltered book without a cover, which
he was devouring «o eagerly that his
food remuined almost untouched,

The Englishinan stole softly up be-
hind the sbsorbed boy, and glancing
over his shoulder at the Look saw that
it was ono written by himself a few
years bafory, duscribing the most peril-
ous of ull hig journoys through the
wild regicn boyond the Orange River,
in South Adrica.

Just as the visitor camo up tho little
student, quite unaware that the author
of tho baok was standing beside him,
read half nloud one of the more exciting
passages, following tho lines with his
roughened forefinger :

“4The progress of owr party was
necessarily very slow, aswe could only
march in the mornings and evenings,
and the wheels of the wnyggons often
sank up to tho very axle in the loose
sand.  Insome places, the hieat was o
great that the grass actually crumbled
to dust inour ingers,  More thanonce
our water supply ran out altogether,
and men and beasts staggored onward
over the hot, dusty, never-ending plain,
with parched tongucs and bloodshot
eyes, silent and despaiving.””

At the thoughit of these difliculties,
which he himself was one duy to meet
and overcome, as few men havo ever
done before or after him, the boy’s thin
fuce hardened into the look of indomi.
tabie firmness which was its hebitual ex-
pression in after hfe.  But it softencd
ity o smile the next moment, as he
read ns follows ;

“¢In soveral of the places where
we camped, our chief food wasaspecies
of large frog, called by tho natives
“mattlemetto,” which waskind enough
to assist us in our hunts for it by set~
ting up such a tremendous croaking
that wo could casily tind it, even in the
dark.”

Hero the boy turned over aleaf and
came suddenly upor astartling picture
of a man lying prostrate on the ground,
with a lou's forepaw planted on his
chest, and its tecth fastened in his
shoulder, while several uegroes, with
terntied faces, were sven making off as
fast as possible in the background.

“Ifow would you like to travel
through a country like that, my lad1”
asked the explorer. “lt would be
rough work, wouldn't it1"

“] wad hke weel to gang there, for
a’ that,” answered the boy, * for there's
muckle to be done there yet.”

“There is, indeed, and it's just fel-
lows of your sort that we nced to do it,”
said the traveller, clapping him on the
shoulder. “lf you ever do go to
Africa, I'll bo bound it will take more
than oue liun in your way to stop you.”

The whole world now knows how
strangely those lightly spoken words
were fuitilled twenty years later, when
that boy did actually come alive out
of the jaws of the hungry African lion,
which had broken his arm with its
tecth, to Ginish those wonderful explor-
ations that filled the civilized world
with tho fame of Dr. Dovid Living-
stone.

Wusy men ciose their hearts againat
you, God opens his to receive you.

HOW TO SAVE BOYS.

Wousgx who Imve sons to rear, awd
dread the demoralizing influences of
bad associntions, ought to understand
the nature of young manhood. It is
excessively restless. [t is disturbed
by vain ambitions, by thirst for action,
by longings for excitement, by irve-
pressiblo desires to touch life in mani-
fold ways, If you, mothers, rear your
sons so that your homes nre associated
with the repression of natural instincts,

you will bo sure to throw them into

the socicty that cannotin any measuro
supply the need of their hearts, They
will not go to the public-house, at first,
forthe love of liquor; they go for tho
animated and hilarious companionship
they find there, which they find does
much to repress the disturbing restless.
ness in their breaats.  Seo to it, then,
that their homes competo with public
places in their attractiveness. Open
your blinds by day and light bright
fires by night., Illuminate your rooms.
Hang pictures upon the wall. Tut
books and nowspapers upon your table,
Have musio and entertaining games.
Banish demons of dulness and apathy
that have 8o long ruled in your house-
hold and bring in mirth and good
cheer. Invent occupations for your
sons.  Stimulate their awmbitions in
worthy directions, While you mnko
home their delight, fill them with
higher purposes than mero pleasure.
Whether they shall pass happy boy-
hood, and enter upon manhood with
refined tastes and noble ambitions,
depends on you. Do not blame miser-
able barkeepers if your sons miscarry.
Believe it possible that with exertion
and right means a mother may have
wore control of the destiny of her boys
than any other influence whatever.—
Christian Standard.

THE COUNTRY BOY.

Tur country lad who is trained to
simple ways and homely virtues, and
who learns what a dollar is worth by
actually earning it, under the laws of
imperative necussity, hasa tremendous
advantage over the town boy. The
country schools are far inferior to tho
town or city school, but this is counter-
balanced by tho fact that the country
bay is truined to work from the time
he can pick up corn-cobs to run the
kitchen stove until he goes out to his
own home. Tho country boy has a
mile or so of walk to and from school,
which give him vigorous appetite and
kealth, The country boy or girl is face
to face with practical realities. 1losees
how slowly money israde on the farn;
ho is taught from youth up the need
of economy ; he iias the nature of sav-
ing first explained to him every day in
the week; he is not exposed to the
temptation of tho saloon, or tho ball-
room ; he is not tempted so much to be
a ladies’ man before ho hasoccasion to
pse a razor on his downy checks. He
may be a trifle rude, ho may-not feol
eagy in company, but in the long,
clogely contested race of life, it ia the

j ed shivt front nud fancy slippers, and

chap that trudges to school barefooted
in sunmmer and in stogas in winter,
whose mother cuts his hair with the

i sheep-shears, that leads tho chap that -

goes to the city school with the stareh:

whoso head is shaved with the lawn
mower in the barber-shops.  Such has
been our observation, and we think we
know what wo aro talking about.

j |
Speaking frowm eoxperience, we never I

read any books with sich avidity s
thoso, we devoured while the horee
wero rosting at the end of the plough
land.  The boys wo envied forty

and Taughed at our jeans, havedropped
so far back in the race thal we have

almost forgotten them.  The chups who

had plenty of money at college, and the j

city-bred fellows, have not been, as a
rule, heard from much since; while
the country boys, who wore plain
clothes and kept close to their hooks

in the old college, are leading the :j

thought in Yowa and other States to-
day.—Jowa Homestead.

The Secret of a Happy Day.
JusT to let thy IFather do

Just to know thut he is true,
And bo still,

Just to follow hour by hour
As ho leadeth ;

Just to draw the moment's power

I
}
As it needeth. \

Just to trust him, thut is all }
Then the day will surely be
Peacoful, whatsuc'er befall,
Bright and blessed, calnrand free,
—Selected.

oo

INJURIOUS HELP.

AN exchange, in protesting against I
the habit of unduly aiding children,
says: A girl that is never allowed to
sew, all of whose clothes are made for
her, and put on her uuntil sheis ten, .
twelve, fiftcen or eighteen years of |
age, is spoiled. The mothor has ,
spoiled her by doing everything for

The true idea of self-restraint is to
let the child venture, A child's mis-
takes are often better than no mis-
takes, because, when a child makes :
mistakes, and has to corroct them, it |
is on the way toward knowing some-
thing.

+ A child that ix waked up every

morning, and never wakes himself up; !
and is dressed, and never makes iis- |
takes in dressing himsclf; and is |

her. ‘ 3
|
!
1

t
]
F
years ngo because they wore cassimere 3
»

1
What bo will ; i :
[l

washed, and ncver mnkes mistakes |
about being clean ; and is fed, and has
nothing to do with his food; and is
watched, and never watches himself ;
and is cared for, and kept all day from
doing wrong—such a child might as
well be a tallow candle, perfectly
straight and solid and -comely and
unvital, and good for nothing but to
be burned up:

Ir is estimated that one pair of
herrings, if unchecked, would in a few
years stock the Atlantic Occan so.that
there wounld not be.room to move.

Pmeg—
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Lost on the Prairie.
08, my baby, my child, my darling!
. Lost and gone in the prairie wild ;
Mad gra}y wolves from the forest snarling—
-4 Snarling for thee, my child !

4§ Lost, lost | gone forever !

’ Gay sriakes rattled and charmed and sung:
On thy head the sun’s fierce fever,
' Dews of death on thy white lip hung!

§ Dead and pale in the moonlight's glory,
Cold and dead by the black ocak tree ;

nly a small shoe stained and gory,

Blood-red, tattered, comes home to me.

Over the grass that rolls, like ocean,
& On and on to the blue, bent sky,
Soniething comes with a hurried motion,
Something calls with & choking cry —

““Here, here ! not dead, but living 1”
g 1G°d’ thy goodness—what can I pray?
essed more is this second giving
Laid in happier arms to-day !
# Ob, my baby, my child, my darling |
: Stivlrou and suake and the lonely tree
: are rustling, hissing, snarling ;
ere’s my baby come back to me.
—Rose Terry.

STAR WONDERS.
It would require sixty millions of
g vears for a locomotive, moving at.
irty-eight miles an hour to go from
the planet Neptune to the nearest fixed
| star. Tt requires fifty years for light
to fly from the Polar Star to the earth,
#tar is equal in size to eighty-
three of our suns, Vega, now almost
overhead at ten d'clock, is equal to
three hundreq and forty-four of our
Suns, and ig nearing the earth at the
rate of fifty miles every second.
.1.‘701; more than 2,700 stars are
Visible in each hemisphere, on a sifigle
mgh'f, to the unaided eyo. When
William Herschell turned his great
telescope to the heavens, with its lens,
fol.n' feet in diameter, and its barrel,
thirty feet long—eighteen millions of
starry worlds, and fiery sups blazed
| upon his eye. Some of these, it was
estimated, were 25,000 «light years”
AWay. A light year is a measure of
the distance. light would fly in a year,
| at tl.le rate of about eleven millions
of miles jn g minute ; which would
amount to about six trillions of miles
ina . . - ..
year. 8o if we divide the trillions
| Zf.mxles by six we shall have the
light years” of any fixed star,
: : Lord Rosse built a telescope with a
| '°n8 of seven feet, so bulky it could
| 5carcely be moved from a perpendi-
cular position, It is said to have
reveale.d 5,000 millions of suns beyond
| the Milky Way. The blowing out of
one of these suns would be like the
Phwkmg of a leaf out of a forest.
Procto.r says “not more than one’
:l'orld m a million is exhibited ; never-
eless there may be millions of in-
?lab.xted worlds,”  Says another, “God
18 richer in suns than any chieftain of
the desert in grains of sand.” .
0111; eart!x:is,_tuming on its axis one
and a half tinids faster than a cannon
Al which moves & mile in"five
scconds, and is moving around the
Sun a hundred times ore swiftly than
such a ball, Ifga lamp were placed at

every mile’s distance, we would pass
eighteen lamps every second, a rim of
five circling the sun. Our sun—in
fact the whole solar system—would
seem but a small star, even through a
telescope, from the distance of Polaris ;
and could scarcely be seen at all from
Vega or Alcyone. And yet the sun
is so large that 1,300,000 earths could
be packed within it, as grains of dust
in a suck-out egg-shell ; and so brilliant
that it can afford to lose two billion
times more light than falls upon the
earth, without apparent diminution of
intensity. But there is a little doubt
that not only the sun, but all suns and
systems are losing their lustre; and
unless their light is rekindled,. they
ghall “wax old as a garment.” But
the heaven of heavens shall abide for-
ever.—Peninsula Methodist.

IN AN AUSTRALIAN FOREST.

MorxiNG and evening the Australiani ‘
forest is awake; at noon it is asleep. :
No greater contrast can be imagined |

than between the morning hours and
those at mid-day. In the former, the

.very flowers seem to possess an active

existence. Myriads of these; larger
and more brilliant than those under
English skies, load the air with the
sweetest scents ; maghnificent tree-ferns
wave their fronds or branches in the

light breeze; on old stumps of trees

great green and yellow lizavds 1§e
watching for their prey; the magpie
throws its voice from the wattles, and

| possibly the lyrebird in the denser

serub ; and in the tall gums numberless
paroquets, parrots, rosellas, cockatoos,
butcher-birds, love-birds, etc., are

screaming and darting to and fro. But |

by and by the intense heat will silence
all these, and nothing will be heard but
the chirp of the grasshopper and the

shrill sound of some unseen insect. At |
twilight again there is a revival of life, |

but not of so cheerful & description.
The cicadas shriek by myriads their
deafening “p-r-r-r-r-r;” drowsy opos-
sums snarl in the gum-holes, flocks of
cockatoos scream as some great gray
kangaroo bounds past them like a
belated ghost. If there is marshy
ground near, the deep boom of the
bittern, the wail of the curlew, and
the harsh cry of the crane, mingling
possibly with the cries of a returning
or passing flock of black swans, will
add to the concert. In a moment of
silence one may be startled by the

‘mocking laughter of the jackass-bird,

or the melancholy “mo-poke” or

(“more-pork”) of the bird of that

name. The dead of night is not so
still as the universal hush of the
burning noon.-—Chambers’ Journal.

: ——————

"« Waaw's thebar?” asked a dirty-
looking stranger of a waiter at a hotel,
the otherday. “ What kind of a bar?”
asked the latter. “Why, a liquor bar, of
courge : what do you suppose I mean ?”

“Well,” drawled the boy, “Ididn’t

know but you might mean a bar of
soap.”

WHAT WOULD JESUS DO?

I was walking along a narrow, dirty
street in a large town about thirty
years ago, when I saw a crowd of boys
and girls laughing and jeering at an
old man'who was feebly tottering
along, leaning on a thick stick for sup-
port. I had just made my way

ill-looking boy stepped from it, and
going up to the old man took a piece
of paper off his back, on which was
written: ¢ Who'll bid for the saint?”
He had no sooner, done this than a
rough lad caught him by the arm say-
ing: “Hallo, sneak, you'll get some-
‘thing for that!” When their leader
uttered these words several other lads
came up and joined in tormenting the
poor-boy.

T then went up and made them let
 him alone, while I took his hand and
i commended his conduct in taking the
‘paper off the old. man’s back,

« “Bir, do you know what made me
do it1” he asked.

lessly.

him *Baint Willie’; he comes to our
house every week to read and talk to
mother. One day he came, and said
to me, after telling me all about Jesus,
If ever you're a-going to do anything
that ain’t right, say to yourself, What
would Jesus do? (and he'd always go
right) then you do it ;’ and that’s what
made me do it,” he cried triumphantly.

If every reader of this little story
'would ask themselves whenever they
are in difficulty as to what they should
‘do, or are tempted to do anything
‘wrong, ' “ What would Jesus do?” they
would find it would be & great help to
them in their daily life.

N “IN THE DARK.”

Bessie’s mamma had left her alone
for a little while to amuse herself ; but
Bomsie, like a great many little children,
was afraid to be left glone in the dark,
and before her mamma came back the
sun had said good-night, and it got
darker and darker till she could hardly
see anything in the room.

Now what do you suppose she did?
Do you think she cried and screamed
like some other little peoplet

No. Bessie knew her mamma would

come back as soon as ghe could; but
'she thought, if she could only have
some one to speak to, she would not be
quite so much afraid, and she remem-
bered that her mamma had told her
‘God was everywhere, and she thought,
perhaps, if she tried to talk to him,
she would feel better. 8o she shut
her little eyes, and said very softly,
"« Dear, good God, won’t you stay close
by little Bessie, please, and not let her
be afraid till mamma comes? For
Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

‘When she opened her eyes a bright
little star was peeping at her out of the
sky, and she climbed up to the window
and saw ever 8o many more little stars
looking at her, and she thought God

through the crowd when a poor, thin, |.

«“No, what was it1” I asked care-|
little Harry.

“ Well, gir, that old man, they call |

had sent them there to keep her com-
pany. She was not afraid any longer ;
and when her mamma came back she
found her happy little Bessie singing
one of her Sunday-school hymns.

The Storm.
THE snow .and sleet
Oh the windows beat,

And the winds of the icy breath
Whistle and shriek :
Through the branches bleak,

Like fiends in the jaws of death.

The shutters moan,
And shiver and groan,

As they wrestle the icy gale,
And the fire goes through
The shuddering flue

With & weird and mournful wail.

God pity the poor,

Who in garrets obscure
And hovels of mold and blight,
Hide a shivering form

From this pitileas storm—
God pity the poor to-night !

THE TOBACCO FIEND.
“WHAT | slaves now |” inquired

% Yes, Harry, there are slaves now.
I saw one yesterday who was eom-
pletely under the control of his master.”

“Not in Canada 1”

“Yes! in the cars; his master kept
him away from the rest of the com-

‘pany, in a car provided for slaves.

Although not an old man, his face had
a sallow, dried-up look, with sleepy,
watery eyes.”

“ He wasn’t black, then 1"’

“No ; he would have been as white
a8 you are, if he hadn’t such a smoky
look.” :

“Oh! I think I know what you
mean. Was he a slave to smoking 1”

“Yes, Harry, that is8 what I mean.
His master is a little, black, dirty
cigar. And he is as much under its
control as the veriest slave down
South was ever under the control of
his master.

“He is lively, social, and likes
society ; but as he is not admitted into
the company of refined ladies and
gentlemen, if his master is with him
he prefers lower associates, where he
can enjoy his master’s presence, in
smoke rooms and dram shops.”

“Is it not a kind of slavery that is,
enjoyable, then $” ,

It is only that kind of enjoyment,
when the lowest animal part of his
nature says to the higher or heavenly
part, ‘Get down here, and let me
trample on you, and crush you under
my feet,

“ No boy is born a slave to smoking
or drinking, or any of those bad mas-
ters. Every man who is steeping his
brain in tobacco smoke or liquor, walks
right straight into slavery himself,
and is a slave.

It does make a man look go foolish,
to go along through the world puffing
tobacco smoke into people’s faces, and
poisoning the sweet air, that I think
when I see one, of the old saying, ‘A |}
cigar is a roll of tobacoo, with fire at &
one end, and a fool at the other.!” ‘
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Ho Knowoth AlL

Tiur twilight falls, thoe night is near,
I fold my work away,

And kneel to ene who bends to hear
The story of the day.

The old, old story yet 1 knoat
To tell it at thy call,

And cares grow lighter as 1 fect
1 hiat Jesus knows them all,

Yes, all 1 The moraing and the night ;
The juy, tho gricf, tho loss,

Thoe roughened path, the sunbeasn bright,
The lhwourly thuru and ¢rosa,

Thou knowest all—I lean my hoad,
My weary eyeltdsclose ;

Content, aud glad awhile to tread
This path smince Jesus kuowa,

And he has loved me; all my heart
With answering love is stirred,
And every anguish, pain and snart

Finds heahing 1n the Word.,

So here I lay mo down to reat,
As mighty shadows fall,

And lean, confiding, on his breast,
Who knows and pities all.

MANLY BOYS.

T AM by no weans an old mun, but
I have hved loug enough to be thank.
ful that I' was one of the boys of whom
rude boys speak ns “led by a mother’s

3

A —

apron strings.” 1 was reared ina lurge
, city and in s neighbourbood  where
i there wus a larze nuwber of buoys.
. Mauy of these seemed to have or to
i tahe ther own way; a few of us were
 kept under parental guidance and con
ttrol L confess that there were times
+ when it seemed hard, because I was
; not permitted to go nud come just as
, sutne buys were duing whom I knew.
i But now wlen I think of the after-
results i ditlerent eanses, 1 teel that 1
cannot be too grateful tfor the home in-
fluences which 1 had, and to which 1
yielded in youth.  Of tho boys whom
I Knew, those who lived and attained
and honourably filled positions of trust
were, without exception, those who
were known as the *liome boys,” the
“mother boys,” the “babies;” and all
beeause they did not think it manly to
swoar and snohe or Chew tobacco and
tight and pliy truant from school, and
be n nuisanee in goneral. They were
by no means  “goody-goody”  boys,
they were notangels 3 they loved, and
had theie fun; they had games; but
they were loving and kind to their
parents, and truthful and honest and
well-behm ed everywhere,

And, although thus nick named,
mauy of thew were strong enough to
wathstand the tomptations of the camp
and to endure sesere hardships, and
brue enough to fall on the field of
| battle with their fuce to the foe.
| Othiors of thew Lve been alle to heep
' thomsclves pure, and to mahe for them-
!

selves a good record 1 the nodst of the
tests and struggls of life, In the
meantime, as T have had opportunity w
learn, the sad news has come to me of
the moural wicdh of one after another
of those who preferred u street educa-
tion, or who hated and rebelled against
everytling hike a wholesome restraing,
and who considered themselves munly,

Qs —— -
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DOING,

Doixg, not dreaming, is the secret
of success. Thinking -.ut plans will
not amount to anything unless the
thought be followed by a determined
will to execute.

Not the faithful taiker, but tho
faithful toiler, leaves the broad mark
of work accomplished— ““not he that
saith, Tord, Lord, but be that docth
my PFather’s will.” Not tho son that
promised, but ho that ‘vent, was the
one who received the reveard.

“This one thing ¥ " not *This
one thing I think,” iende a Paul
“ Whatsoover ye do, do it heartily.”
Going about continualiy doing good
wns the exnmplo left by Christ, and
the promise is given “to them who by
patient continuance in wull-doing seek
for glory and honour and immortality,
cternal life."—Selected.

THE TEETOTALER.

My father said: ¢ [ became a
temperance man in earty life because
I noticed in the harvest-field thay,
though I was physically wenker than
other workmen, 1 cox’d hold out
longer than they. ‘They took stimu-
lants, 1 took none.”

A brickinaker in England gives his
experience in regard to this matter
among men in his employ. He says,
after investigation : “The beer-drinker
who made the fewest bricks made
639,000 ; the abstainer, who made the
fewest bricks, 746,000, The differ.
ence in behalf of the uhstainer over
the indulger, 87,000.”

There came a very exhausting time
in the British Parlinmnent.  The session
was prolonged until nearly all the
members got sick or worn out. Out
of 652 members, only two went
through undamaged. They were tec-
totalers.—Selected.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER,
STUDIES IN THE OLD TLSTAMENT.
B.C. 2318.) [March 27,
TEMPERANCE LESSON.

Gen. 9. 18:27.  Commit to mem. vs, 24, 5.

GoLpRY TrXT.

\Woe unto them that are mighty to drink
wine. Isa & 22

OvTLINE

1. A Father's Shame.,
2. A Father’s Curse,

Timr.—2348 B.C. Socn after Noah's
exit from the ark.

Prack. - Sumcwhere in tho highlands of
Armenia.

Exvraxarions.—The whele earth over.
sprend—The disporsion of racss seut Japheth
to Europe, Shem peopled 4sia, und Ham
1opled Africa. A Ansbamirian—One who
inds his house tugether, that is, supports
his family by the produce of tho earth,
Was drunken—The first reo«d of drunken
ness, Awoke from his wine=Filled with
reimorso and angry at hinse.!, as overy man
is who wakes from a debauk.  Shail diwcell
in the tents of Shem—Commcqotators scem to
think that this means the lescendants of
Japheth should receive a ki .wledge of the
true God from tho Shemitic ycople. .

TEACHINGS OF THE 1.ESSON,

Where, in this lesson, do wa lcarmn—
1. That liguor makes s..¢n foolish?
2. That liquor brings a varse?
8. That liquor divides f:vnilics ?

Tig LxssoN CATECHISM.

1. Who is tho first ono recorded to have
mado wino? ¢ Noah began to boa husband.
man, and ho planted a vineyard.” 2, What
was the end of the first experience with
wine? “lo drank of the wine and was
drunken.” 3. What expericnce of Solomon
coincides with this of Noah1 ‘¢ At tho last
it biteth liko n scrpent and stingeth liko
an ndder.” 4, How did Noah vent his
wrath to reliovo his remorso? ¢ And he
said, Cursed bu Cannan.” 56, What is the
only safo rulo for human condnet? *‘ Look
not thou upon the wine when it is red.”

SECOND QUARTER,

B.C. 1728.) LESSON 1.  {April 3.
JOSEPH SOLD INTO RGYPT.

Qen, 87. £23.36.  Commit to mem, vs, 26-28,

QGoLpxx TxxT.

But the Lord was with Joseph, and
showed him mercy. Gen. 39, 21,

OvuTLINR,

1. A Brother.
2. A Bondmaa.

Tie—1723 B.C.

Pracks.—Dothan. Egypt. Hebron,

ExpranATiONS.—Coa. of many colours—
Pictures from Egyptian discovery scem to
indicato that this was s garment made of
ditferent }bicces, sewa together, of varied
colour, £t was empty—This was a cistern
or well dug to catch and preserve the ruin-
water, and, at this season, was dry. Com.
pany of Ishmuelites—A travelling company,
or caravan, on their way to Egypt. One of
the indications of the early developments of
cotnmercial pursuits,  Spicery and budm and
myrrh—Gums from the trees in the moun.
tains  of Gilead, highly prized b,y the
‘gyptians for their uscs in the arts. Z'wcenty
pueces of silver —Probably not coin: but
bars or cut picces of silver, As thero were
ten brothers there would be two bars each.
Reuben returned unto the pit—This shows
that considerable time had clapsed since the
beginming of this story, and Reuben, being
away with the flocks, did not know of tho
caruvan and the sale, But he scems to
havo joined tho rest in the atory to his
father, and probably took his two bars of
silver.  Jent his clothes—Tore down towarnd
tho Jower hem of his skirt. A common
sign of grief. Sackeloth—Tho customar
sigh of mourning. AU Ahis dauyliters—Diuah
is the only daughter whose birth is men-
tioned : but thero may have been more, or
the wives of the sons may be meant,

Txacuinas or tiur Lrssox.

Where, in this lesson, are we shown—
1. Tho evil of partiality?
2. The wrong of jealousy?
3. That siu is progrossive?

Tug LessoNy CaTeciis,

1. Who was Joseph? The favourite son
of Jacob. 2. How was he regarded by his
older brothers? He was envied and hated.
3. What did his brothers do tohim? The
sold him as a slave. 4. Where was Joseph
taken? To Egypt. 5. What i o3id in the
GoLpkN T'exT of Joseph in Egypt? *‘But
the Lord was with Joseph, and showed him
mercy.” 8. Of what is Joscph an example?
Of fuithfulness and trust in God.

. Docruisar Suvaarstios.—The power of
sin,
CATECHISM QUESTION,

16. \What was the sin by which our first
parents fell from their holy and happy
state?  Fating of the fruit of the trec of
which God had forbidden thom to eat.

[Genesis ii. 18. 17 iil. 6.]

Mixp the little things. Aword, a
look, a frown are little things, yet
powesful for good orfor evil. Acts
deemed unimportant may be the foun-
dation of inveterato and powerful ha-
bits, Great things compel attention ;
but little matters are too easily over-
looked.

Tuk managers of large stables, where
several hundred horses are kept, say a
‘horse must have one day’s rest in
soven or he will break down. One
day’s rest in ten, or ninc, oreven eight
days will not keep him in working
condition.

‘once.
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Flower of the Family, ¢ .
Without a Home. By E. P. Roe.

His Sombre Rivals. ¢ i

Near to Naturo's Heart. By K. P. Roe.
Little \WWomen. By Miss Alcott.

Good Wives. 4 "

Jessamine. By Marion Harland.

& QOther volusues will follow,

ANNUALS FOR 1886-T.

Adviser, Boards ...... tesenia-oee. $035

i " Cloth....ovuvensnss . 0%
Band of Hope ...... B IR
British Workman. ......... cere-es O DO

Boys' Own Anuua), Cloth,......... 200

British Workwoman ........... wee O B0
Babyland ..o, 070
Children's Treasury, Boardd........ (IIKY]
Child’s Own Magazine, Boarnds....., (13K
¢ " ¢ UGiltedges 200
Chatterbox, Bosrds........eaus eee OO
o Cloth ....vvviiinnnn. 193
Children’s Friend, Boands.......... 0 50
o “  Cloth .......... 070

o 1" ¢ Giltedges.. 090
Child’s Compaunion, Boards ......... 0o
. 1" Cloth ...... vese 070
Every Girl's Aunual, Cloth...... oo 2w
Every Boy's Annual, ¢ ... ... . 2w
Family Friend, Boards ....... ceees OB
(L ¢ Cloth....cuveen. W 09

o ¢ ¢ Gilt edges.... 0%

Friendly Visitor, Boards ....... ee. 050

o ¢ Clothiioooiivvans 050

o “ * Gilt edges.. 0
Girls’ Own Annunl, Cloth .......... 2w
o oo Giltedges 2 30
Infants' Maguzine, M e o
U o Cloth ,......... 07

¢ o ¢ Giltedges . 09
Little Wide Awuake, Boards....... 12
AL u Cloth ........ 190
Little Men and Women ....o0v0ee.. 180
Leisure Hour, Cloth ...... renaes .20
s b s Gilt odges ..., 250
Quiver ....... sesecse cosesveranas 225
Sunday, Boards .......... tegranes 1O
Sunday at Home, Cloth ... .. e 200
o ‘" ¢ Gilt edges., 250
The Prize, Boards ...... ceirenaans 050
o Cloth..eocvevrancnanns 0 7
Worthington’s Annual .....oeuee.. 1 50
Wide Awake. ., eoveriencnvennana, 156
Young Englaud, Cloth..... cereees 20U,

Qur stock of thess Anuuals i allnoul:
exbaustod. Please scnd in your orders at.

—

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

PusLisurx,
78 & 80 Kixo 87. Easr, ToxoxTro.

O. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
8. F. HUESTIS, Malifaz, N.S




