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The Egyptian
Palm.

.THE accompanying
Pleture g g represen-
%ation of the beautiful
d frujtful palm tree
w 'ich grows to-day,
81t did centuries ago,
ul?ng the banks of the

_lle_ To the Egyp-
Yian, thig tree affords
Bath food and shelter.

% fruit is a staple
Stticle in his daily
idlet; its branches pro-

him from the rays
% the sun ; its leaves
thatch his house, and
8 wood is used for
fel or building. It
% said, indeed, that

ere is nothing about =

* palm tree which is
10t in some way use-
1 to man, Perhaps
® Psalmist was
tking of this when

® 8aid: “The right- —

0us shall flourish like
® palm tree.”

~————o0:

~ Silent Forces.

WoRrkMEN in the
JOe  quarries some-
‘0es find a very hard
Ind of rock. They

Piek little grooves for
® iron wedges, and

0 with great sledge-

Wmers drive and
"ve the wedges into
@ flinty rock. And

et, once in awhile,
they fail to divide the

id mags. The iron
Vedges and the sledges
Prove useless, and the
¥orkmen wonder at

€ stubborn rock.

Ut there is yet
*other way. The iron

Uges are removed
from the narrow
800ves, Then little
Vooden wedges, of a
Yery hard fibre, are

THE EGYPTIAN PALM.

selected. Now you be-
gin to shake your head
and think: “Well, if
iron wedges will not
do, how is it possible
for wooden wedges to
be used successfully $”
Just wait, until we
explain. The sharp,
well-made wooden
wedges are first put
into water. They are
then inserted into the
grooves tightly, while
wet, and water is kept
in the grooves, and no
sledge is needed to
drive them. They
would break under the
severe blows of the
ponderous hammer.
But the workmen just
let the wet wedges
alone. They will de
what the driven iron
fails to do. How so!t
The damp wood swells,
The particles must
have room to enlarge.
And the granite hearts
of the rocks cannot
withstand this silent
influence. Soon the
solid rock parts from
top to bottom, and the
workman’s will is ac-
complished. It is so,
often, in other things.
‘What noise and visible

| effort fail to do, some

quiet power, rightly
applied, will surely
achieve. Teachers may
remember this fact in
mechanics, and man-
age someverystubborn
natures by the appli-
cation of the silent
forces. The iron and
the sledge-hammer so
often fail ; but tears,
prayers, and a patient
example never fail.—
Alex. Clarke, D.D.

202

They that seek me
early, shall find me.

I
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HOME AND SCHOOL.

My Neighbour's Baby.'

" But we who nre very wilful

A steipy, fair-haived laddio
Was Roger, my neichbour's son,
AWVith the mnocent look in his blae eyes
Of a life that was just begun,
Wihien T see s evimson dress,
Hear a sweet, child voiee at play,
It always, romehow, reminds me
Of the baby over the way.

He was two years old that summer,—
1 had never noticed the child,
Till oue day, when [ was passing,
He looked through the gato amd smiled.
He made a pretty picturo,
With the sunlight on his hair;
He wore a red dress, I remember,
And his little feot were bare.

I hal always o weakness for children,
So I stopped and spoko to tho lnd,—
He told mo what his nane was,
And how many kittens ho had.
He filledjmy hands with blossoms,
In spite of all 1 could say,
Then he lifted his face to kiss mo
Before 1 turned away.

T guess T may as well tell you,
That iny neighbour and 1 wero—well,
Now I've begun the story,
1 hardly know what to tell;
It was such a little mutter
At first, but it ran along
As things will, if you let them,
\When they've started to go wrong,

Until—I'm ashamed to say it,
Living as close as wo do—
After » bitter quarrel,
When a cutting word or two
Passed back and forth between us,
Wo did not speak again.
Childish, you say ! I know it,
Bat I didn’t think s0 then.

But wo wero the best of comrades,
The little Rogerund I,

After that day when he kissed me,
As 1 was passing by.

I might turn toward my neighbour
A faco that was hard and grim ;

But Roger, my ncighbour’s baby,
1, had always a smile for him.

And 80 it went on all summer,
Till at last there came a day,

When strangely hushed and durkened
Way the cottage over the way,

A few words told the story,—
A few words carelessly said,

But freighted with so much sadness,—
“The baby, you know, is dead 1"

I filled my hands with the flowers
I knew he loved the best,

And just as the sansot glory
Was fading out of the west,

I entered iy neighbour's gateway,
Wont up the path to the door,—

The months had grown into years since I
Had trodden that path before.

By o little child are led,
As I entered the darkened chamber
And stwod beside the bed,
Whero tho silent form of Roger,
Half-covered with flowers, lay,
All my bitterniess to my neighbour
Forever passed away.

It needs no words to oxplain it,
1 think you w Il nnderstand ;
Over the little slecper
I clasped my neighbour’s hand,
The bond that was formed will never
Re brukon till timo shall ceaso,
For Roger, my neighbour's baby,
Has spoken the words of peace.
—@Good Houseleeping.

&

Breiv the study of the Sunday-

Stop Before You Begin.

Success depends ag much upon not
doing as doing ; in other words, “Stop
beforo you begin,” has saved many a
boy from ruin.

When quite a young lad I came
very near losing my own life and that
of my mother, by the horse running
viclently down a steep hill and over

J dilapidated bridge at its foot.

As the boards of the old bridge flew
up behind us, it scemed almost miracu-
lous that we wero not precipitated into
the stream beneath and drowned.  Ar-
riving home and relating our narrow
escape to my father, he sternly said to
me:

“ Another time hold in your horse
before he starts.”

How many young men would have
been saved if in early life they had
said, when invited to take the first
step in wrong-doin« :

“No, I thank you.”

If John, at that time a clerk in the
storé, had only said to one of the

| older clerks, when invited to spend an

evening in a drinking saloon, “No, I
thank you,” he would not to-day be an
inmate of the inebriate asylum.

If Jawes, a clerk in another store,

| when invited to spend his next Sabbath

on a steamboat excursion had said,
*No, I thank you,” he would to-day
have been perhaps an honored officer
in the church instead of occupying a
cell in State prison.

Had William, when at schoo), said,
whon his comrades suggested to him
that he write his own excuse for
absence from school and sign his
father's name, “No, I thank you,”

[ he would not to-day be serving out a

term of years in prison for having
committed forgery.

In my long and large experience as
an educator of boys and young men, 1
have noticed this, that resisting the
devil in whatever form he may suggest
wrong-doing to us is ono sure means of
success in life. Tampering with evil
is always dangerous. ‘“Avoid the
beginnings of cvil,” is an excellent
motto for every boy starting out in life,

Oh, how many young men have en-
deavored, when half-way down the hill
of rong-doing, to stop, but have not
been able?  Their own passions, appe-
tites, lusts and bad habits have driven
them down to swift and irremediable
ruin.

My young friend, stop before you
begin to go down the hill; learn now
to say to all invitations to wrong.
doing, from whatever sourco they come,
“No, 1 thank you,” and in your old
age, glory crowned, you will thank me
for this advice.—Goldsn Days.

=—g—ae

Tng United States, with their forty
millions of people, according to the
internal revei.ue report, spend annually
for liquors as much money as is spent
for all the food of the people, and
twice as much as is spent for the
clothing of all the men, women, and

school lesson early in the week.

children.

At Sabine Pass.
BY JOSEPUINR I'0LLANRD,

‘T'ux wind blow ficreely through the Gulf,
Tho waters shoreward sweeping ;
O’¢r barriers there, and high in air
The watchers saw them leaping.
Yot felt no foar at tirst ; for they
Hud passed through many o danger,
And somo power, they know, would seon
‘subdue
This mighty Toxan ranger.

Still higher, higher dashed tho spray—
The wind more loudly roaring,
While clonds o’erhead the deluge fed
With generous outponring,
Until the Iand for miles and miles
Lay underneath the waters,
And menaced by tho sea und sky
Were Sabine sons nnd daughters,

Night added horror to the scene ;
And dreadful doom awaited
That garrison as the storm swept on
With fury unabated.
And soon—ah ! who can tell the hour,
Or guess the fearful slanghter 2—
The whole of Sabine Pass, alas!
Lay "neath tho cruel water !

Above the sea, the light-houso tower
So lonely and forsaken,

Stood bold and brave, by wind and wave
Still rudely tossed and shaken ;

And now and then, frem depths beloy,
A wavo of wondrous power,

Like Python came to quench the {lame
““hat glimmered in the tower.

For two long dreary days and nighta
The tenants watchied and waited,
Nor broke their ‘ast; while loud the blast
Roared and reverberated.
And wifo and children nestled there,
Close bound in loving tether,
Willing to share cach other's fare
And starve or drown together..

Hope dawns at lase. A boat draws near !
Vigil and fast are ended,

And in the night from cerie height
The keeper slow descended :

Barefooted, ragged, almost spent,
He paused, his glances turning

Toward tho lamp o'crhead, aud calmly said,
“It’s half a light, sir, but it's burning 1"

Tho oil was scant, but he'd made it lnst,
And though shorn of its wonted beauty,
It had burncd ns guido across the tide,
And it told of unerring duty,
Of onc who lost neither hope nor heart ;
With heroes a tribute carning
¥rom the hand of Fame; for though small
the flame
He had faithfully kept it burning !

ag

Keep Clean.

I wanT to tell you something; yes,
bright, clean-faced boys and girls, whom
I often used to mect on the city streets,
and whom I meet now in tho country,
sometimes. But, in the first place, I
do not want you to say, as you look at
the two words at the head of this article,
“Funny sort of thing for a Sunday-
school paper to talk about 1”

I do ot think so.  Thero is a good
deal in it-—more than meets the eye;
and, besides, the Bible often alludes to
it. “Clean hands and o pure heart,”
“our bodies washed with pure water,”
and lots of texts besides, bear on the
same subject ; so it is not out of placo
to say to you young people, “IKeop
‘clean,” Keep clean mouths and sweet
lips, while you keep your hearts pure by
praying every day and every hour the
beautiful snow-prayer, ¢ Wash me, and

I shall'bo whiter chan snow.” Tt ||
what T sat down o write wns to teli
you nbout some friends of ours wlho
searched the Bible through and throug),
to find this text, *“Clennliness is next
to godliness.” l

Did they find it! Of courso they
did not, because it isn’t in the Bible at
all—though I daro say half the grown.
up people who read this will exclaim,
“Oh, yes! I know it isl I've read it ¥
in Paul's epistles somewhere.” I should '
like to see them hunt for it! Butit |
does not hurt us to “search the Serip |
tures,” even though it be for some [
impossible text. g

It was John Wesley, that great and
good man, who said, *Qleanliness is -
naxt to godliness,” and 1 believe it to
be true; and though the words of the
text are not to be found in the Bible,
it is full of the spirit of the text. So 'f;
T say, as T began, dear young people, |
“ Keep clean,’ in body and in spirit. -
The Myrtle.

The First Fruit.
_ LurLra was once made the owner of
the grapes upon a largoe vine in her
father’s yard. Very anxious was she
that they should ripen and be it to
eat. " The time finally came.

« Now for a feast,” said her brother
to her one morning, as he pulled some
beautiful ones for her to eat. Y

“Yes; but they are the first ripe k4
fruit.” . k-

“Well, what of that1” :

“Father told me that ho gives God P
the first out of all the money he makes,
and that then he always feels happier |3
in spending the rest; and T want to §
give the first of my grapes to Gnd,
too.”

“Ah! but how can you give grapes
to God?” said her brother. <« Aud
even if you were able to do such a thing, |
he would not care for them.”

“Oh, I have found out the way,”
snid she.  “Jesus said, * Inasmuch as b3
ye have done it unto one of the least 33
of these my brethren, ye have done it EX
unto me;’ and I mean to go and give §§
them to Mrs. Martin’s sick child, who &f
never sces grapes because her mother P
is too poor to buy them.”

And away ran Luella, with a large
basket of the “first-fruit” of the vine
and other good things, all heautifully
arranged, to the couch of the sick cluld.

“I've brought Mury some ripe fruit,”
said she to Mrs. Martin,

“Dear child, wmay God blews you a
thousandfold for your loving it
Here, Mary, see what n basket of gwd PR
things has been brought you.” ;

The sick one was almost overcome K
with emotion as she clasped the hand BB
of her young friend and expressed-her g
thanks. ¥

Do you not think that this little
girl enjoyed enting tho rest of her BB
grapes botter than if sho had kept them KN
all for herself § |
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READ tho Sunday-school lcsson at
least once evory day.
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Bartholdi's Mighty Statue.
THE UNVEILING OF *LIBERTY ENLIGHT-
ENING THE WORLD"—DESCRIPTION
OF THIS MODERN PHAROS—THE
CEREMONTES IN NEW YORK.

Tuis noble
colossus, as
which there is
none so large in
the world, was
unveiled on the
25th November,
1886. The sta-
tuo arrived in
New York on 17th of June, 1885, but.
owing to the ditficulty experienced in
raising the money for the pedestal—
1 a thing which probably never would
H have been accomplished but for the
B indefatigable exertion of the New
| York World in opening and heading a
i subscription list for the purpose—the
work has only now been completed.
¥ Standing on Bedloe’s Island, in New
H York Bay, south-west of the city, with
i4] its diademed head and uplifted avm,

g which latter bears an  illuminating
H torch, the figure is indeed a most im-
§ posing one. Its stupendous size and
majesty are only now for the first time
4 folly apparent, and the eflect is cer-
L8 tanly sublime. Pictures can convey
but a partial idea of its grandour, and
B it is at onco apparent how much more
g beautiful are the graceful lines of the
figure than the engravings or models
represent them.  The pedestal is in
¥ very good proportion to the statue
Bk itsclf. To give un idea of the immen-
Pl sity of this colossus it may be men
N tioncd that tho masts of tho Iargest
¥ ship passing on the Bay would scarcely
g8 reach to tho feot of “Liberty,” while
BB her torch, 350 feet above tho water,
M vill gleam at night like a constellation
R in the heavens.  This torch will con-
gk tain cight lamps of 6,000 candle-power
B cach, the light from which will bo
g thrown directly outward aud upward,
i the lawps being placed inside the
% sculptured flamo of the torch, and

TIVETING SANDAL.

eIy

NI
o .

A% Lo

‘their light shining out through n cir-

cular band of glass. At the foot of
the statue are several lights, each also
of 6,000 candle-power, which, being
reflected on the figure, will illuminate
it brightly. Besides the arc lights all
vound “Liverty,” her head contains
incandescent lups, to give the effect
of jewels. The Inst pieces of the statue
raised in place were the forefinger,
which mensured seven feet eloven
inches in length and four feet nine
inches in circuniference nt the second
joint, and the sole of the right foot,
which was a huge piece of bronze
about cight fect long and four fect
wide. This latter was fastened in the
presenco of Major-General Schofield
nnd the American Committee.  The
workmen, who have been moving over
the figure like industrious ants, re-
wind one (as a glauee at our second
wood-cut will show) of the pigmies
swarming over Gulliver in Lilliput.
The weight of this stupendous statue
is 440,000 pounds, of which 176,000
are copper and the remuinder wrought
iron. It looms up 305 feet above tide-
water, the figure’s height alone being
151.2 feet. The forearm is 16} feet
in circumference. The nail of the
finger is 12 inches in length. The
head is fifteen feet in height, and forty
persons can be accommodated within

HAISISG THE LAST PIECE,

its interior. The noso is 3 feet and
7 inches in length. The eye is 2 feet
and 1 inch in width. Higher than
the enormous towers of Brooklyn
Bridge or the steeple of Trinity, which
is the loftiest in the city of New York
—higher, in fact, than any of the colos-
sal statues of antiquity—its rare pro-
portions and its stupendous dimensions
will cause it to be classed as the eighth
wonder of the modern world.

THE ORIGINATOR OF TUHE YORK.

M. Bartholdi, who has devoted eight
years of his lifo and the greater pro-
portion of his fortune to this gigantic
work, deserves congratulation of his
genius, as woll as the hearty thanks of
all American citizens for his most gen-
cerous gift to that great 12public,

The ceremonies on tho Island were
impressive.  After prayer by Dr.
Storrs, Count Ferdinand DoLesseps
walked in front of tho party of gentle-

men o the platform, and in a clear
and sonorous voice, despite his many
years, made & brief presentation speech
in bebalf of the IFranco-Ameriean
union. The rope leading from the plat-
form to the flag, which still covered
the face of the goddess, was seen to
sway, a sharp pull was given and the
banner fell to the pedestal.  The coun-
tenance of the statue was uncovered
above the great assembly.  Searcely
had the bauner fallen than o signal
flag was waved from the mast-head of
the “Tennesse” A strenk of flame
sprang from tho side of the old war
ship and then another and another,
until her decks were hidden in the
clouds of powder smoke. Irom every
man-ofewar in the fleet, French as
well as American, thundered the salute,
The scene, had the day been fair,
would have been inspiring.  As it was,
the sound was deafening, and took its
chief majesty from the roll of its thun-
der in echoes across the harbour.  The
President of the United States then
stepped forward and in the name of
the peoplo of the United States ac-
cepted the statue. The bands began
playing “Old Hundred,” and the im-
mense assembly joined in singing the
doxology, after which Assistant Bishop
Potter pronounced the benediction.

There were about 200 vessels in
line, including all sorts of craft, from
the great Sound steamers to tug boats
and steam launches.

WIHITTIER'S TOEM. .
‘I'he land that, from the rulo of kings,
In freeing us, itself made free,
Our old world sister, to us bringa
Her sculptured dream of I 1 v v,

Unliko the shapes on Egypt's s..... .,
Uplifted by thoe toil-worn slave ;

On freedom’s soil with freemen’s hands,
We rear the symbol free hands gave.

O France! the beautiful! To theo
Once more a debt of love we owo;

In peace beneath thy fleur do lis,
Wo hail o Iater Rochambean,

Rise, stately symbol! Holding forth
Thy light and hope to all who sit

In chains and darkness ! Belt the carth
With watch-fires from thy torch uplit.

Reveal the primal mandate still,

Which chaos heard and ceased to bes
Traco on mid-air th’ eternal will

In signs of firo; ¢ Let man bo free!”

Shino far, skine free, a guiding light
To reason’s ways and virtue's aim

A lightning flash tho wretch to smite
Who shiclds his license with thy name.

By far the vastest and most influen-
tial temperance society in the world is
tho Mcthodist Episcopal Church in the
United States. By temperance in
this connection wo mean total avstine
ence or abstinence from intoxicating
liquors as a beverage. It is not so
widely known as it shouid be that the
law and discipline of the Methodist
Episcopal Church, with nearly thirteen
thousand ordained ministers, two mil-
lion communicants, and many million
of adherents, are positively and un-
cquivocally directed against the use of
intoxicating drink.—MN. Y. Observer,

Book Notices.

An Exposure of the Mischievous fer-
verstons of Holy Seriptuve in the
National Temperance Society’s Pub-
lications.  Addressed to men of
sense and candour. DBy Rev. Joux
Carny, D.D, of Port Parry. To-
ronto: Rowsell & ITutchinson.

We are sorry that we cannot en-
dorse the views which Dr. Carry
enunciates on the temperance question.
We have often been grieved that one
who is possessed of so much learning
should be on the side of the liquor
traflic.  Tn the pawmphlet before us he
has undertaken to assail the “ National
Temperance Society’s Publications.”
This Society has its headquarters in
New York, and for many years has
published some of the most valuable
works on the temperance question that
have ever been issued from the press.
The Rev. Dr. Cuyler is president of
the Society; General Clinton Tisk,
Rev. Dr. John ITall, Dr. Ormiston,
and many others whose names are a
tower of strength, are connected with
the Society.

Dr. Carry finds fault with the teach-
ings of the Society, and regards them
as erroncous, but he does not act in a
manner likely to convince gainsayers.
His first chapter is entitled, “'The
Dishonesty of Temperance Partizan-
ship,” which of course conveys the
idea that temperance men are dis-
honest. Mo gives a quotation from
Carlyle to tho eflect “that it is the
duty of men to abstain from lying.”
Temperance men understand  their
duty, and practice it too, and one of
them here tells Dr. Carry that temper-
ance men are men of truth.

The spirit in which Dr. Carry writes
is not calculated to win the admiration
of “men of sense and candour,” whose
good opinion he seems anxious o se-
cure; and however much he may flatter
himself that he has “shown temper-
ance writers to be wilfully blind
guides,” those who may have patience
to read the whole of his abusive pam-
phlet, will not endorse his opinion
respecting temperance writers,

A Door of Hope. By Jase F. Stop-

pakT. Edinburgh: Oliphant, An-
derson & Ferrier.  Popular shilling
serics.

This volume is one of a series which
constitutes an interesting library, and
if the other volumes are similar to
this in their tendency and design, the
library should bo in great demand.
The book is well got up. The sceno
of the story is & watering-place, where
in the olden time stood » priory. Some
four or five persons figure on the can-
vas, All their portraits are well
drawn, Ifidelity to each other is well
illustrated. The carcer of one of
them, who shortened his days by being
a fast young man, is well depicted. A
good moral tone runs through the vol-
ume, and as wo havo read it from
beginning to end, we have no hesitancy
in recommending it as suitable for
young people. E B
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Who Calls?

DY MISS M. K. WINSLOW,

Fuefollowing legend concerning the origin
of the mame of the viver *Qu'Appelle,” u
branch of the Assinibouie, 13 4:1d by the
Crees of Red River l'erritory.

Wiere, dinoping low, the eln tree branchies
Dip in the erystal strieam,

What time the ash-leas ed maple dances

Gray-qmvering in the ficry glinges
Of autumn’s sunset gleam

Whe from the durklin-q' woud advancys,
Crossing tie golden beam ?

An Indian brave fram ghpso returning
Ax evening shadows fall,
For wife and hild’s embiraces yeavning,
And the ved fire at evening burning
Within the wigwam wall ;
For these dear things the woeodlund spurn-
ing.—
When hist ! A low, clear cal}!

True ta the hunter's farest craining,
To cast apd wesg the ey,

Skilled to discover dangyr, straining,

The while soft blpws the paddle saining
Chnse the eanoe to fly ;

As the day s lingering light is waning,
Aud darkness deaweth nigh,

And now ! A panse—his car i3 hemding
Ower the gunwale low ;

His faney to the silence lending

Echoes of huuters' vaices ending
Their cluse loug years agy,

With mingled shrigks the vietims cendinyg
The aiv with wails of woe.

Silenco ! Agaiu the paddle tlyiug,
Sure stroke with steady hand,

FFast through the spectral fogest flying
Swift, for the short-houred day is dying
In the north-western land, * ’
"The hoat speeds o the village, lying

Just yonder on the strand.

Hark ! Once again that voice iy calling
In accents clear and low,

August yet gentlo in its falling,

Nor shrick of beast nor cry appathng,
Nor groan of paiv or wog;

Suvute une the chicftain’s name is ealling,
Who well the name doth know, ’

“Whocalls?” ¢ Who calls?”? The shadey
are degper,
Night crecpoth on apace ;
“Who calls?  Or mpn, or ghostly sleeper,
Or feathery wing or shiny creeper,
Lat me but see thy face t
Suy, art thou happy sprite or weeper,
Or victor frow thy chago”

No answer!  But the silonce broken
By his own name once more !
‘The chieftain heods the awful token—
I'he Mauitou threo times has spoken
* Leome ! angd by the shore
The stream by quivering rings is brokey—
Lhe chicef isseen no more,

And g0 the Indiuns name the river,
Which onward o the, fnlls,
Where the dark cling and waples quiver,
Eddices in cireling curves forevey,
Like closcly-folding galls,
As in the sunset chill they shiver,
By the sweet namo, ¢ Who ¢alls?™

Rerorts from missionary meetings
are still full of cheer, and we trust
they will continue so to the end.  An,
advance of from 20 to 50 per cent. in,
contributions scems to be comumon,
and we have not yet heard of any.
circuit that hag fallen behind,  This is
us it should be.  With growing wealth,
growing intelligence, and growing op-
portumtics, we havo » right to expect,
increased givings.—Outlook.

The Emperar’s Sin.

CHARLEMAGNE, the great and glori-
ous Fmperor of the West, had sinned,
But so dark and heinons did his sin
appear to lum that he daved not con-
fess it in onder to obtain nbsolution,
nud recover his lost peaco of mind,
In spite of ull his oftorts, his lips ro-
fusied to speak. 1lis sin, that deadly
sin, vemained  buried in his  heart,
branded on his memaory, und he felt
Liself an outeast from the Chureh.

Tortured by vemorse, Charlemngne
tinally sought the presence of a holy
man who dwelt at Aix.la Chapolle,
and was known far and wido by the
uime of St Lgidius.  Alone, and in
a vory humble state of mind, the
Emperar entered the lowly dwelling,
and penitently bogan his confession,
"The many minor sins were quickly dis-
poswd of, and soon nothing remained
but to reveal the one awful sin, whose
shadow darkened every minute of his
lifo. But instead of words Charle-
magng uttered heart-rending groans,
and scalding tears coursed down his
pale face as he lifted wn agonized
glance to his adviser.

“Pouched by his evident remorse, and
longing to assist him to free his soul
from its burden of sin, the monk hand-
ed him his tablets and bade him write
the confession his trewbling lips ro-
fused to speak. Sadly the Ewperor
shook his head, pushed the tablets
away, and as scon as his sobs would
permit sorrowfully revealed the fact
that he did not know how to wyite.

The monk, not at all surprised, for
in those days only o fow loarned men
had any knowledge of reading und
writing, now ¢iored to teach him how
to write so that he might at last con-
fess his sin and obtain forgiveness,
This proposal was hailed with rapture,
and Charlemague, whase wighty fist
was accustomed to grasp the hilt of
his gigantic sword “Joycuse,” and to
swing the heavy battleaxe, slowly and
painfully learned to bandle the pen.
The excrtion was greator than that
required to win a signal victory over
a horde of northern barlawians, and
great beads of perspiration stood on
the imperinl forehead, as ho diligently
traced the intricate characters. But
the pegsevegance which had woun muny
a crown was called into play, and be-
fore many days had passed the Lm-
peror was able to trace the words
which would reveal his great sin.

Byidius bade him therefore lose no
time but write it down; and while
Charlemagne bent over his task, he
withdrew to another part of the cell,
to pour out his heart in silent prayer.

Once more Charlemagne’s tears be-
‘gan to flow and deep sighs and groans
heaved his broad chest, as with tear-
dimmed eyes he painfully recorded the

story of his sin. - When he was quito |

finighed, and when he had added n
remocseful and fervent prayer for the
forgiveness of God; he dropped his pen,
slowly rose from his seat and carried
his confession to Egidius. With a

faco of blank astonishment, tho holy
man guzed at the tablets, for although
hie had seen Charlemagne busily tracing
his unformed charaoters, the surfuge of
the tablet was perfectly smooth, and no
writing was to bo seen.  8till gszing
fixedly upon it ho now say some words
appear and eagerly read:

“God forgives all those who truly
repent. Your sin has bren washed
away by the blood of Chrjst.”

A low exclumation of gratitude and
joy escaped from Egidiug' Jips. The
Lwperor, whose hpad was bowed in
shame and contrition, eagerly looked
up and baheld with his own cyes the
comforting words spnt to save bim from
utter despajr.  Gladly and hypbly he
sank down upan bis knees, and with a
broken voico veturned thanks to God,
who had deigned to answar his prayer.

The characters traced on the tablets
of our hearts ave for God alone to
see. When his allsceing eye reads
the prayer of true repentance bis hund
gently blots out the record of our trang.
gressions, and deop down in opr hearts
are heard his tender words of complete
forgiveness for all our gins.

T T T

- The Puzzled Committee Man.

Dowx to Conference they sent mo,
With full power to pick and chooso,

Though they favourcd Brother Bently,
If our call he'd not refuse.

So I eyed my man and waited,
Withont makin’ any fuss,

Till at last I calkerlated,
“T'hat is just the man for us®

He was willin’, for a wouder,
Though our place is rathey small,

For ho had been laborin’ under
Burdens he must now let Sib

So 'twas settled ho was comin’,

Ap  the fuot, goige way, leaked out,
Then, lika honey-beey o hummin’,

All my friouds camy round about.

Thoy began congratulatin’,
And ang preaghor, Brother Fox,
Closed a glowin! speech hy satatiy’,
“\We should find Lhiwm erthodex.”

While I sadly sat surmisin®
What to do, good Dr. Dick
Said a thing still move surprisin’
“You will find him cathplic.”

Well, I thought tho world is movin®
With a mjotion ryther quick,

If our preachers ngw wero provig
Orthodox and Catholic.

But I smothered my voxption,

Ay T took my howqward yide,
He might mcet our expectation,

I would hear him—then decide.

So I ended up wy tourin’,

Ruther pleased with what I'q dong,
I'd succeeded in securin'

Theee good ministers in one,

But, with al} the chiurch a sittin’,
While ail threo to once held forth,

Sgepod toape that wo'd he gittin'
Ruther more'n qur moncy’s worgh.

Wol) T heagd him Sunday mornin',
Hoard, him sing, and preach,-and pray,
Listened to hig solwun waraiy',
Given ip tho old-time way.

Aud I told my dear companion,
As wo jogged bome through the mist,
¢ Spito of forty men’s opinion,

He's an old-time Methodist.”

{ there are bent and crippled old wonen

Women as Burden-Bearers,

In Stockholin, woman is almost ex.
clusively employed as hod carrier and
bricklayer’s assistant.  She  carries
brict, mixes mortur, and does nll
the, hardest work about o build
ing. She is paid for a day's work,
which is fully twelve hours, the sum
of one kroener (equivalent to a shilimg
and three pongo).  he women do all
the street cleaning, haul the rubhish
in hand.carts pver cobble-stones and
out upon the hills, unload the boats at
the quays, do the gardening and run i§
the ferries. They take the places of
horses und dpgs in uch of the carry.
ing business, bringing the large and
heavy milk gans from the daries and
distributipg the milkk. In many other
parts of Europs it s scarcely better. i}
You can seo woman in highly civilizd
Englang cmployed day by day in the ||
voal-pit, at the forgs, und in lu-u-k-! ;
yards, In France she fills furnces, |
and tends great coke ovens, and does J

ing, besides tonding a greater purt of I8
tho shops. In Germany sho is often [
hitched with a dog to draw a heave Ji
cart, and this is also done in othe |
Iluropean countrics. In Germany sh: B
daes more agricultural Jabour than in J8
almost any other land ; but this is nu §
quite go hard and delAsing as wosk i
mines and coal pity, although suf:
Lciently destructive of all the fiw
qualities of wemanhood, In Belgiun
young women and even little gith
- work continuously in the coal-pits, and

about thesa pits who have worked i B
them since early qhildhood. | In Ho' B8
land thay work on tha cannlg with s Jgb
rope over the shoulder, and do a larp S
part of the work on the dykes whic i
hold the sen at hay. In all the othe
laborious accupations they also tukes
large part,.and their courss and surfigd
burned faces retain hardly a trace ¢
womanly softness, nor their broad avi i
muscular forms a irace ot woman)
lightness or grace.

Church and Child.

Dugixg a certain revival a little b
was converted who wanted to join th[gd
church. His father told him he hlfEd
better wait six months, and see if b
could live his religion first. ShorlsjEd
sfter ho was in the field with his faths &
and focud a lamb separated from juJi¥
dam, bleating pitcously.  Tho fatle s
directed the son to put the lumb wid
itsmother. The boy replied: T thicil
wo might as well leave it six month 8
and see whether it will live or not S
and thep, if it lived, we could put tf;
with its mother.” Fecling the forig
of the application, the father said )
“Put the lamb with its mother, aviji
Jjoin the church if you want to.” ;

o

authority on this suject, to contain [
many as 1,200,000 eggs, so that il
& singlo oyster enough to il 12,0€
barrels might bo born,

YT
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‘Signing the Farm Away.
F1vg old farm, for o hundred years
Kept in the family name;
elds rich with golden ears
Oft as the harvest came :
Crowded barn and crowded bin

the

world—it makes no difference
whether I live or die—ah {—”

He stopped suddenly, and bent
closely over the article he was shaping.
You and I would have noticed nothing

bright gifts, for it is just after Christ-
mas. One of the passengers has a
little girl nestling close beside him ;
her mother left her for Christ’s country |
last week, and now she alone i left to |
him. As the rails rattle beneath the

hells. Children were born and grew
to middle age in thews precincts who
hever had heard the name of Chriss,
except in'an cath. Thirty thousand
souls Were included in orne parish here,
but the clergymen never ventured it

particular, but this man was evidently
| puzzled. He struck the iron two or
three sharp blows, listening intently to
the sound it gave back. Then he
frowned, and poised it a moment on

And still the loads keep coming in—
lling in for a hundred years;
And the fourth in the family line appears.

81| Orchards covered the slopes of the hill ;

flying wheels of the train, the man be-4 of the church to teach.
comes uneasy and holds the little girl | A young Wah named Charles Tow-
more tightly. Then he takes out his | dor bel

y belonging to an old English family,
wabch and calculates the speed. happened to pass through this district

“Sidif;::tym comels’; hz :;Z;,m the end of his tongs. The other men| *“I wonder—” he says tlowly, «I just after leaving Oxford. His class.
n r . . .
To be tasted round ?l‘h:nksgiviné ]’)ay! were accustomed to laugh at him be- | wonder—" mates were going into politics, or the

Crash—h—h /

Darkness, wild cries—the car dash-
ing furiously over timbers and wreck
of rail and platform like a ship upon
the rocks; screams, prayers, groans ;
& terrible sideways lurch and a pro-

cause he was so particular about his
workmanship in little things. Two or
three of them glanced at him now as
he stood that instant, undecided.
“Let it go, John,” called one of
them over his shoulder. *One out of

army, or to the bar, full of ambition
and hope to make a name i1 the world ;
but Lowder heard, ns he said, %4 cky
of mingled agony, sufferitig, laughter,
and blasphemy coming from these
depths that rang in his ears, go where

4And they drank as they worked, and they
i - drank as they ate— :

811 Winter and summer, early and late—

IR 0°|mting it a8 a great mishap

; be found * without a barrel on tap.”

1| But, While the season crept along,

’ C’!ﬁeﬂy for rum at the village lfore;
called by the sheriff one bitter day,
To sign the homestend farm away.

The tather, shattered and scented with ram,

' Helping her, as in her pain she lay,
. @ sign the homestead farm away.

s I saw the wrecked household around

S ¥n. 3 . = hmp
flinging away the iron lo?p on a

of “refuse metal, he pa.tnen:ib;l began

'his work over agnin, this me com-

pleting it, s he had hundreds of others,

winter again, and the northeast wind,
- Iroaring through the sky from the far-

dressed, trembling passengers make
their way over the slanting floor of the

car, and out through the broken doors
and windows into the cold night air,

 turned pale. In the valley, far below,

steam and iron which a few moments
before was bounding homeward with

And passions to habits grew, )  differ- | longed creaking of strained iron and |k Id.” H i
¢ passic nd won't made any er g ng _ e would. © resolved to give up
_ngeti?:lzmﬁe k:: ;“058 :n::ﬁ“““ : wood above thq shrill cries of men, (all other work in the world to help .
d they Iabourad Tems  wnd squandered |  But John had decided. “It’s aflaw,” | women, and children. The dead, awful | these people. He took a house in one
more, he said, “I won’t risk it.” And, |stillness. One by onethe terrified, half- | of the lowest slums, and lived in it.

“It is only one of themselves that they
will hear, not patronizing visitors.”
He preached every day in the streets
and for months was pelted with brick-

‘U'I“he mother, sick and pale, and thin, ple " As lights began to flash upon the bats, shot at, and driven back with
.nrie;etbhtefzv:xtgh};t !:):d h:;es:vr::ﬁlv;i:;?;h ceas . . . scene, the bravest hid their faces and | curses, He had, unfortunately, no
» *

eloquence with which to reach them ;

her stond  veats: 1 away. It was|as if they were looking down from a |he was a slow, stammering speaker,
the justice lifted her trembling hand, Thres y lofty church belfry, lay the monster of | but he was bold, patient and in earnest,

Year after year he lived among them,
Even the worst ruffian learned to re-

off forests of’ Labrador, tolling ln'z‘ge,
foaming waves from mld-ooean Against
the rocky coasts of N ow England, un-
roofing houses, uprooting trees, sweep-
ing over lonely lakes ; and, joining its
ery with the how! of the wolf and.the
cracking of ice floes, turned the night
into a tumult.of darkness and doleful
uprba.r dreadful to hear. On tl';e
western tracks of the A. M. & S.. Rail-
road, the late express was running at
full speed. It had been delayed by
the high wind, and the engineer was
making up time. Tw:enty, thirty,
thirty-five miles an hour into the black
night, with only & glow-.from‘ the
héadlight on the ‘steel rails, a' few
hundred feet in advance of the loco-
motive, as it plunged forward. fa.st.u?r
than ever. The fireman plied his
furnace with coal, sh?velful aifce,-
shovelful. Now a few lights, dotting
the darkness, from oom€ortable fire-
4ides in small country _.vllla.ges. The
éngine slacks its pace slightly, shrieks
st the station-master with lns waving
lantern, and dashes on at thn-t,‘y-elght
tiles an hour. The engineer, with one
and on the polished bar before him,
lances alikrimtely at the steam-gauge
zndthe track .ahead. The wind is
blowing more fiercely than ever, but he
kiows nothing of that; he. thinks only
of the hot, boupding, Froaring f:reature
on whose back he rides on'into the
night at forty miles an houf. '

The passengers in the train are most,
of them asleep. There fis a baggage
and mail car, in'which a few men are
at work ; but in the Pullman cars be-
hitid are over a hundred s?ul.s, trust-
fully awaiting the end of t.hen' Jjourney.
There are fathers hurrying home to
their children’; boys and girls with

them in apparent safety and sure
speed. Beside it were heaped the ruins
of the mail car; and on the verge of
the embankment, leaning dizzily over
thoge awful depths, rested-the forward
Pullman. What held it back The
locomotive left the rails and plunged
over the embankment seventy-five feet
down to the bottom, turning com-
pletely over in its course and dragging
the mail car after it. Only one man
was killed, though the train was
crowded ; the forward Pullman would
have gone over after the mail car, had
it not been held back by the link
which coupled it to the next car.

So the report flew over the wires the
next morning, and so you can read it
in the newspapers, if you like. And
what of the obscure iron-worker who
would not let that iron link pass his
hands until it was perfect—a true and
honest piece of work? No one knows
his name. He never will know in this
world how that faithful half-hour saved
sixscore human lives. But there is
one who knows, and who does not for-
get the humblest, every-day duty-doing
of his children. He who said : “Thoy
hast been faithful over a few things, T
will make thee ruler over many things;
enter thou into the joy of thy Lord | ”

A Life Worth Living,

THIRTY years ago the region about
London docks contained as large a
heathen population as any district in
Africa. Back of the huge warehouses
were ‘“innumerable courts and alleys
filled with fog and dirt, and every
‘horror of sight, sound and smell. Tt
was a rendezvous for the lowest types
of humanity.” The wealthy and influ-

Ab, how she wept I  And the flood of tears
Swept down the temples bars ;
d the father, already bowed with years,
Bowed lower with deapair.
Drink | Drink1 It has ripened into woe
°m them and all they loved belaw,
foréed them, poor, and old and gray,
To 8ign the homestoad farm away. .

spect the tall, thin curate, whom he
saw stopping the worst street-fights,
facing mobs, or nursing the victims of
Asiatic cholera.

Mr. Lowder lived in London docks
for twenty-three years. N ight-schools
were opened, industrial schools and
refuges for drunkards, discharged pris-
oners and fallen women. A large
church was built, and several Iission
chapels. His chief assistants in this
work were the men and women whom
he had rescued from “the paths that
abut on hell.” A visitor to the church
said: “The congregation differs from
others in that they are all in such
deadly earnest.”

Mr. Lowder broke down under his
work, and rapidly grew into an old,
careworn man. He died in a village
in the Tyrol, whither he had gone for
a month’s rest. He wag brought back
to the docks where he had worked 80
long. Across the bridge where he had
once been chased by a furious mob
bent on his murder, his body was rever-
ently carried, while the police were
obliged to keep back the crowds of
sobbing people who pressed forward to
catch the last glimpse of « Father
Lowder,” as they called him, « No
such funeral,” says a TLondon paper,
“has ever been seen in England. The
whole population of east Londgn turned
out, stopping work for that day. The
special trains run to Chiselhurst were
filled, and thousands followed on foot—
miserable men and women whom he
had lifted up from barbarism to life
and hope.” ,

There are Iany careers open to ;
young men on entering the world, but, !
there are none nobler or that lead more
Ir CAUCren; ing pillow, | ential clase in this settlement were the directly to heaven than that of this ||
ghelr ,heﬂd‘&“g‘?wg;: ::?ihl?gha an‘ti rumsellers and keepers of gambling | modern crusader.— Youth's Companson,

‘ = |

" Conscience at the Anvil.

It was a dreary day in late winter.

®re were wearisome gray clouds
Verhead, and dull brown, half-melted
Mldges of snow and ice under foot. In
“19 great iron foundry at M—— the
Wen strode to and fro before the forges,
ared their swarthy arms to the work,
"'h.t'llﬁt‘hnge glowing bars of metad jnto |
¢ panting fires, and swung their
Ponderous ‘hammers — clahg! .¢clang!
cl‘ng! The noise of the blows and of
f“’ﬁ Ponderous ‘machinery was so great
.% talking was impossible. A hoarse
fection shouted now and then by the
OVerseer, with gestures of the hand
that the workers understood, was all.

* 80 anvil a. Jittle removed from the:
ibral: dproat atood a éolitary tih
f“’shiOning a piece of iron inte a shape
9% unlike that of. the rubber bands
Solq by.stationers for small paroels,

Only jt, wag aver a fogt long'and almept-
ag. hic
e

thick as your wrist. The iron was:
14 tight by a pair of tongs, and Was
' zgowing red, the’ sf)arks flying in a
| Ostant ghower as the skifful blows
' ?ll swiftly and surely. - The workman
| elf was a quiet looking man, with
| ghily set lipa; almost sullen, you
%uld have said. - o
“Well, well,” he muttered to_him:
1, turning the hot iron and com-
B’lcfng on the other side, “it’s the
® old .story. . Pound, pound from -
:‘Ol'mng till night~—no rest; no change,
° ope. I'm of no importance ‘in}

R
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The New Pastor.
BY HOLLIR FRERMAN,

Tux kudy ghneed, as the pastor spoke,
At his plain and homely face,
Noting tho obd and shably coat,
Watn with s httle grace,
The sttd, set tigure; Heo toil worn hand,
And amiled at lns words of grave connmand

His mesaage given, the pastor loohed
At the far and sniling face,
Noting the folds of the silkon dress,
The comteons, casy graee
Reading the snule with o ready wit,
Ard the thoughts that Lay hiddenasway in it.

* Do you remaber,” he gently asked,
“Fhe pilkers of ald that stowd
Tir the Tabernacle's curtained courty
Were of pamght but snttim wood 1
Chosen by Istacl's Qod of old,
Stennl the shittm pillars o'erlaid with gold.

*The commonest wond yet ordained by God
For Hisosacrad service swet,
Chosenand Llossed, yea, adorned with gold,
And made for his presence meet
Ix therano lesson we ean unfold
From those shitthn pillars o'erlaid witi
gold«®

The smile had passed frow the lady's face,
She murmuied with thoughtful look :
**In carthly vessels this treasure is,
We read in the Holy Book.”
‘The grace of the Spirit our common moukl
O'erlay’s like the shittim wood with gold.

Y

The Power of Song.

Ix one of the hospitals of Edinburgh
lay o wounded Scottish soldier. The
surgeons had done all they could for
hone He had been told e must dic.
He had a coutetpt for death, and
prided himself on his fearlessness of
facing i

A rough and evil life, with none
but evil associates, had blunted his
sensimhines, and made  profamty and
scott s second nature T hear Wi,
speak one would think  he bhad  no
prously  nurtured  clhildhood re-
wember, and that he bad never lvoked
upon religion but to despise it.  Bat
1t Wias not so.

A noble and  gentle-hearted  inan
cne to see the dyving soldier. e
addreessed him with kind - inquivies,
talked with him tenderly of the life
bevond death, and offered  spivitual
eoutsel. But the sick wan paid him
no attention or vespeet.  He bluntly
told him that he did not want any
ot orsation

“You will let me pray with you,
will vou not " said the man at length.

“No; 1 know how to die without
the hielp of religion.”  And he turned
his face to the wall.

Further comversation could do no
good, and the man did not attempt it
But e was not discournged.  After a
moment’s stlence he began to sing the
old hywmn so familiar and so dear to
every \.uhgn:gntiuh in Scotland .

to

(), mother dear, Jerusalem,
When shall I come to thee.”

e had a pleasant voice, and the
words and melody were sweet and
touchmg, as b sung thum,  Protty
soon the soldier turned Ins face again,
But its hardened expression was all
gone.

* Who taught you that?” he asked
when the hymt sns done,

“ My wother”

“So did mine. T learned it of het
when T was achild, aud U used to sing
it to her  And there wero tems in
the man's eyes.

The ice was thawed away. Tt was
casy to talk with mm now, The word
of Jesus entered in where the hynm
had opened the door.  Weeping, and
with a hungey heart, he listened to the
Christian's thoughts of death, and in
his last moments turned to his mother’s
God and the sinner’s Friend.

The End of a Dog’s Quarrel.

Oxsg day a fine Newfoundland dog
and & mastitl had a sharp discussion
over a bune, and warred away as
angnily as two boys. They were fight-

I, .
ing on a bridge; and the firut they

knew, over they went into the water.
The banks were so high that they were
forced to swim some distance before
they canie to a landing place. It was
very easy for the Newfoundlander: he
was as much at home in the water as
n senl,  Bat not so poor Bruce; he
struggled and tried to swim, but made
little hendway,  The Newfoundland
dog quickly reached the land, and then
turned to look at his old enemy. e
saw plainly that his strength was fast

‘ failing, and that he was likely to drown.

So what should the noble fellow do but
plunge in, seize him gently by the col-
lar, and, keeping his nose above water,
tow him safely into port! It was
funny to see these dogs look at ench
other as they shook their wet conts.
Their glance said as plainly as words,
“Well nover quarrel any more.”
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ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

OUR ILLUSTRATED SERIAL WILL RBR

**In the Trades, The Tropics,
and the Roaring Forties,”

By Fady Brassey, with 90 Exquisite Engra-
svings,  Thns series, which will run through
st ot the year, describies a recent journey
of 14,000 miles in the Yacht Sunbcam,
Another important Series of Articles will

he
“OUR OWNXN COUNTRY,”

most of which will be handsomely illustra.
ted. It will embrace

Acioss THE CONTINENT, by the Hditor.
Being Notes of ‘I'ravel from ‘Toronto to
Vicwria, B.C.; Trps among the Rock{'
Mountains, cte. Several Papers, with
copious [Hustrations.

T Cavaniay Paciric Ratnway, by the
Marquis of Lorne.

Also Casaviay Live axn Sceseny, by the
Marquis of Lorne.

Tri Norti Pactvic CoAST AND ALaskA, by
John T. Moore, Esq.

THE RIVER SAGUENAY : ITS GRANDELR AND
1S Grooy, by Rev. Hugh Johmston, B.D.

Ivpiax Missioy Work oy tae Pacirie
Coast, by the Rev. W. W, Percival,
Victoria, B.C.

Tur Domixtos or Caxana: Its Resouners
AND TS DisTINY, by D, E. Cameron, Fsq.

Misstox Wanrg 15 Ty Nonrrn Wist

Tue Duty AND DivricvnTy op THE FrExcR
WorkK.

Misstox Work 1y ik ManimiMeg Pro.
VINCES, amd

Lire AND LavoUs 18 THE BERMUDAS,

ANUTIHER ILLUSTRATED SEKRIES WILL BE

AT THE ANTIrODES, by the Rev. T\ Bowman
Stephenson, LE.D.

Tne Drarisie PriNces 1¥ THE SoUTHERN
Seas, by the Sous of the Prince of Wales,

Souvesins or Jons Wesiey.,  With Ea.
gravings of many of the places and things
with which he was intimately related.

Tir T.AND o Tity, SKy.  Sketchies of T'ravel
in tho High Alps. By the Editor,

AMoxe Tue Srick Israxns.  Sketches of
Life and Adventure in Java, Sumnatra, cte.

Laxps or ae Bisne. 1IL
Misstox Lire axp Work 18 CHINAL
Ox e CorLoravo, 1.
Hrnr Magesty's TOWER,
Epixsuratt, OLD AXD NEW,
DAvID L1vINGsTONE.
And numerous other articles, copiously
and handsomely lllustrated.

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tue Less Kyowx Porrs or MyrHopisy,
by the Rev. Dr. Williams.

Tur Suspay ScuooL as Ao CENTRE, by the
Rov. Dr. Carman.

Stk Joux LAWRENCE, by the Rev. Alex.
Langford, of Winnipeg,.

MeTHopisM AxD Suspav-Scroors, by the
Rov. John Philp, M.A,, Montreal.

Mapiousk LitEraTuRrE, by Dr. Danicl Clark,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum,

Wy am [ 4 Metnonist? by the Rev. Geo.
R. Crooks, LL.D.

Fatukr Matrurw avp His Work, by the
Rev. W. MeDonagh,

Tus SeuTt AcT AsD ProHIvITION, by the
Rev. B. B. Keefer.

St. Patiick, THE ArosTLE OF IRELAND, by
tho late Thomas Guard, D.D.

Demaxps axp  Dirvicurrirs o MoDERN
UspiLiey, by Rev. W, Hatrison.

Mivisters o8 Witekls, A Bieyele Tour of
Twenty Ministers through Coanada. By
the Rev. G. S. Barnes, PLh.D,

Fasous Mex axp Wostes,  Sccond Series.

HER MagesTy's MaiL.

City MissioN SRETCHES.

NaTunat ScieNce Parexs.

Lirk amoxe THE JowLy, ETC

Tur Hicuer Lirn.

RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE.

Boor REVIEWS,
Many other Papers of special interest and

importance will be given.

OUR SERIAL STORY

“Tug Proacner’s DAtonuter,” by Mrs, E,
A. Barr, author of “Jun Vedder's Wifc,”
is a talo of great power and pathos. We will
also publish another story to bo hereafter
announced.

Our Premium for 1887

Is the best yet offered.  Sistox Hormes, THe
Cauwrexter, by the Rev. Jackson \Wray,
author of *“*Nestleton Magna® and * Mat.
thew Mecllowdew.” The book is of faaci
nating interest, and will be read with avidity
by both old and young. It ix a volume of
336 pages, illustrated and handsomely bound,
only 335 (ents, only one-fourth the regular
price.

., Some schools have taken ten copies to
y circulato wisteand of libraries, as bcing frosher
and more attractive.  Send for specinl rates.

Address—WiLniay Buriacs, 78 & 80 King
Strect Fast, Toronto; or, C CoaTEs,
3 Bleury Street, Montreal; Rev, S, F.
Huzstes, Halifax, N.S.

— Te  im e
4,0
ANNUALS FOR 18486,

Adviser, Boards ... cieniiieniiies 8035
o ¢ Cloth...oiovveeeeaes 050
Bond of Hope ..ovuenen sevesssreee 035
British Workman.......... ceeseees 050
Boys' Own Annual, Cloth.......... 200
British Workwoman ....... ceseieee 050
Babyhand ,..oovvneens veees . 075
Children's ‘T'reasury, Boards. . 03
Child’s Own Magazine, Boands...... 0315
. o ¢ Giltedges 250
Chatterbox, Boards..coeveiannnns . 100
N Cloth ...... venenes ves 16
Children's Friend, Boards.......... 05
" .. Cloth ......... 0750

o “ ¢ Giltedges.. 09

Child’s Companion, Bonrds.......... 05

s . Cloth ...ccooe0e 070
Every Girl's Annual, Cloth........ 200
Every Boy’s Annual, ¢ ........ 200
Family Friend, Boards ..... .. 050
. “ Cloth.oousunn .. 0750

. o “  Gilt edges.... 090
Friendly Visitor, Boards ...... veee 080
o “  Cloth........... . 0950

¢ " “ Gilt edges.. 090
Girls’ Own Annual, Cloth .......... 200
. o “  Giltedges 250
Infants' Magarino, e . 050
" s oth .......... 070

¢ “ *  Gilt edges.. 090
Littlo Wide Awake, Boards....... . 192
o u “ Cloth .. .o 136
Little Men and Women ... 150
Leisure Hour, Cloth .......... vees 200
o “ “  Gilt edges .... 250
Quiver .....ccveenecan tetetanaas . 2%
Sunday, Boards .............eu... 100’
Sunday at Home, Cloth ..... cerans . 20
v “ “  Gilt edges.. 250
The Prize, Boards ...cvveeivienn.s 05
o Cloth,....couannne. oo 070
Worthington's Annual ............ 15
Wide Awnke. . cvviiriieniaconccees 150
Young England, Cloth........... . 200
We cannot commence to enumerate all®

the Beautiful Books we have in stock
suitable for !

Sunday School Rewards,
PRIZES FOR THE HOME AND SOCIAL CIRCLE.

Call and see our stock, or scnd for cata
logue, which will be mailed you free of
postage.

As unnuthorized editions of Sam P, Jones"
sermons are being offered to the public, we,
beg to notify our readers, that the onl
authorized editions ure the following :

SERMONS and SAYINGS

REV.SAM P. JONES:

Cincinnati-Music Hall Series.
Edited by VY. M. Lerrwicn, D.D. Witk
Portraits of Sam Jones and Sam Small:
Paper, 319 pages, 50c.; Cloth, $1.25, In
ordering, please atato ** CinciNyaTt Musie
HawL Senies,” as this volumo is entirely:
different from another previously issued.

N¢w Reavv, Avtiorizep Emitios,

Rifle Shats £ King's Enemit

SERMONS DELIVERED IN TORONTO DY &
REV. SAM P. JOINES.:
Also Sax SyMalL’s famous Serinon,

« DELIVERANCE FROM BONDAGE:

With introduction by Rev. John Potts, D.D:
Chuirman of Mr. Jones' Exccutive
Committce.

Paper Covers, Price 25¢.

NOW READY. .

A largely Illustrated Volume, containiyg
sermons and saymgs of Smin P Jones ad
Sam Small, delivered in Toronto and th
U. S., with the story of Mr. Jones lif§
written by himself, z
&% To be sold by subscription, :

AT THE

— K
AGENTS W.ANTED..
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

78 & 80 Kixo St. Easr, ToroNTo,

C. W. Coatrs, Montreal, '
S. ¥. Huasns, Halifax, N&




