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PLEASANT HOURS.

A MIDSUMMER SCENE,

OW delightfully cool it looks
under the shadow of those

5 overnrching trees!  How the
soft winds wave she swaying
branches and fan the fevered brow?
What deep content fills the dark brown
oyos of the catde as they stand in the
crystal stream, and how swoet the
water lilies o« ¢ll, and how gay the
crimson cardiual flowers look in the
margin of the rivulet. Thiz peaceful
summer get no mukes ug think of Mary
Howitt’s charming legend of the mid-
summer farms, which we give on an
other page, and of Mr., Arey’s sweet
widsummer soug which runs as follows:

A MIDSUMMER SONG,

Vell, once 1 was a little girl,
Aaduwelling far away ;

My wother made the butter,
And my father made the hay.

And 1-1 wandered, out of school,
Amid the woudlands wild,

And scoryed the teacher’s measured rule—
A haruuescarum child.

Of thorny lane, aud meadow fair,
My frock bore token still ;

‘The wind would cateh wy yellow hair,
And braid ot at its will,

The sun wans Lasy wath my face—
And still it shows it some; .

And, oty nek, [ know how high
My dresses used to come.

And I wag smart, and all the springs
Oun all the hills could show ;

And, f there were somne grummar things
1 dadut eare to kuow,

I knew, beside the swellen ril,
Wiat fowers to bloom would burst ;
And where, upon the south-sloped hill,
The berries ripened lirst.

Each violet tutt, cach cowslip green,
Each daisy un tho lea,

I counted oue by one—for they
Were kith aud kin to me.

I knew the moles that dared to claim
The vanished beavers' huts;

And sat on mossy logs to wateh
The squirrels crack their nuts :

Aud they winkdd slyly at me, to,
But never led away,

For in thuir little hearts they kuew
That I was wild as they.

My miother saw mny garments soiled,
And thorght it hardly right;

But, whets I wished to go again,
My father surd L might.

And now { am a woman grown,
And stnve to keep my hair

Beneath the gridance of my comb,
Aud biud iy dress with care.

1 thread the world's unchanging maze,
Through all Late's fettered span,
Aud seek to be in all my ways
As “*proper’” as I can,

1 never liked the ways of men,
Or wished snore old to grow,

For life was wondrous curious then,
Aud isn't curious now,

1 know not how it seemed to mo,
Or what my father thought,
But mother said I'd never be
A woumauy, as I ought,

I know “tis hard such children wild
In polished rules to train ;

And, if I were once more a child,
I'd—do just so again.

-

Dox'r let us be afraid of enthusiasm.
There is more lack of heart thun brain.
The world is not starving for need of
education half as much as for warm,
earnest interest of soul for soul. Wo
agree with the Indian who, when
talked to about having to much zeal,
said, “I think it i3 better for tho pot
to boil over than not to boil at all.”

HIS AMESSENGER.—A STORY
OF THE 01110 FLOODS.

BY WILLIS BOYD ALLEN,

ST cecmg to wo, wife,

¥ I never saw tho
river so high before.
T've got the cattle
out of tho shed,
and sent 'em up to
Mr. Balderston's on
the hill ; and if it
keeps on raising
much more, we'll
huve togoourselves,
I'm thinking.”

But, John, do you think it could
possibly come up ashigh as thia? You
know last year it stopped a dozen rods
away.”

The honest furmer shook his head
thoughtfully. ¢« X don't know, Bess.
People from up the river say there's no
signs of lowering yet: and there's a
heavy rain to-night, I'm afraid.”

“ Why, papa,” Lroke in alittle fellow
of ten or a dozen years, sitting beside
bis father at tuble, “how can you be
afraid? Don't you know, you said in
meetiog last Wednesday evening that
the Lord’s people needn’t be ’fraid of
anything? We're the Lord's people
ain't we, papa?t”

“Yes, dear, yos” said the man,
hastily and heartily. * You're right,
chicken. Its his river, and we're his
children, and of course he'll take good
care of us.”

His wife listened with a pleased
smile at this. Mr Frane was a deacon
in their church, and he had only needed
to be reminded by the boy, to settle
himself firmly in his faith once more,

The supper was finished merrily
enough, afterward Mr. Frane took
down an old leather-covered Bible from
the shelf where it was always kept,
and turned to tho ninety-first psalus.
‘They all gathered around the open fire
while he read.

Little Roger, the boy, listened
attentively, smoothing the fur of the
gray kitten, and looking hard into the
fire all the while.

When bis father reached the eleventh
verse the little fellow looked up with
a perplexed air.

“Well, Roger, what is it 1" asked
Mr. Frane plezsantly.

What does it mean, papa?l
there real angels?”

¢ Angels' are * messengers,” my son.
Perbaps there may sometimes be real
white-winged angels about us, like
thoze at Bothlehem; aad sometimes
God just sends somebody or something
—tho first thing he can find—as a
messenger to tell us that danger is
near.”

Roger sat pondering, but said no
more during the remainder of the
chapter, and soon afterwards was
tucked away snugly in bed.

“I'm going to be looking out for
messengers, mamma,” he whispered, as
sho kissed him good-night. *'Twould
be too bad if we didn't know them
when they came, wouldn’t it?”

All the night the mighty Ohio roso
higher and higher, bearing on its bosom
buge, heaving cakes of ice, uprooted
trees, floating cattle, and fragments of
bouges.  All that night the water
cropt up nearer and nearer the houss,
putting down its soft feot closer and
;:’l_ozer, a8 a cat does when she watchesa

ird,

The next morning the family were
surprised to sco how near their front

Aro

yard the water was running. Imme-
diately after breakfust Mr. Frane
started ofl’ to help his less fortupato
neighbours, Ho still thought himself
absolutely safe, Tho broken frugments
of houses in the river incressed.
Once or twico people were seen help-
lessly waving their hands as half a
roof or an outbuilding was swept
bodily down stream, with the poor
creatures clinging to them and scream-
ing for help. Still the river put its
feet down sofily, advancing inch by
inch.

At Deacon Frane's supper table that
night but little was said except by
Roger, who chuttered as cheerfully as
usual,

“Of conrso we're not afraid,” he
remarked to his futher. “We'll just
leave the door unlocked, and then the
angels or the messengers could come in
and tell uy, couldn’t they?” And
ugain ho stroked the kitty, who seemed
rather more nervous than any of the
rest of the family. She refused to
touoch hersaucer of milk, and waliked
to aud fro between the door and the
warm hearth where she wasaccustomed
to be in the long winter evenings.
Now and then she would start and
bristle up as if she heard an encmy
near. Perhups, being a cat herself,
sho understood the soft approach of
the river better than the others.

“By tomorrow afterncon, Bess,”
said Deacon Frane, “I shall begin to
move our furniture, unless the river
reaches high-water mark. At the
rate it's rising it will strike our front
door before sunset to-morrow.”

Little Rogers listened, and stroked
the cat comfortably, not in the least
concerned—unless, perhaps, by a
lingering auxiety lest the angels
should wet the tips of their drooping
wings before the door,

At ten o'clock the house was dark
and still. The Deacon and his wife,
worn out with the labor and worry of
the day, were fast asleep. And of
course Roger waa as usual, dreaming
the happiest of dreams,

Midnight, one, two, three o'clock.
Night dark and river still creeping up
softly, No, not so softly now; as if
it were sure of its prey, it was a little
noisier in its approach.

Strapgely enough, Roger awoke
with a start, “Rark!" bhe said to
himself ; ¢ what a rumbling the river
makes!"

Just then he heard a sound of soft
footsteps on tho bare floor of his
room.

“A messenger!” he thought;
and his heart Jeaped to his throat.

Then he listened again.

“Meia-ow!” said the messenger,
piteously.

“Why, kitty, is that you?” whis-
pered Roger, rather disappointed.
““You ought to be aslesp downstairs.
Jump up here,’if you want t0.”

Kitty needed no second invitation,
but jumped at once,

Her foot struck wot on the boy's
hands. Tryiog to stroke her, be found
her back bristling, her eyes gleaming,
and her pretty fur dripping from cars
to tail,

Meanwhile Mrs. Frano bad heard
tho slight noise, and came running to
see if her boy was sick.

“Mammn,” said Roger, * please
drive kitty downstairs. She's all wet.”

““Why Roger-—you don't mean—
why—*¢all the doers wero shut tight
and locked t”

She ran down to the foot of the

stairs, and gave a little shrick, Just
bofore her half a dozen sticks of wood
she hod left piled up by the fireplace
wore flonting quietly about over the
cnrpet.

In five minutes more the family.
were escaping by the back door, wnd .
shortly after wore tafe in the home of ',
their kind friends, far up on the hill }:
out of the water's reach, ;

Deacon Frano did not stop to find .,
out how he had made such & mistake -’

in his calculations, until morning he®’
and his neighbours worked hard, carry- i .

ing furniture and valuables from the .-
house. Long before sunset on the r

next day people on the river-banksi:

miles bolow watched the romnant of i

his house float pust, tossed to and fro

in the white and cruel paws of the

river.

“ damma,” said Reger, quietly, *1
guess I beliove that angel verse now, I

don’t you 1"
“Why, my dear, there
any'——'" »
4 Qh, yes, mamma—the kitty, you §
know ! "—Children's Friend.

o g

CAN CROWS COUNT?

FARMER had planted a field
of corn; and when the corn
had come up and begun to
grow nicely, the crows came

in great numbers and pulled up a great .

deal of it. The farmer made an im-

mense scare-crow in the shape of a

man and hung it up in the field. But

this did not alarm them very much.:

Indeed, after they got used to it they !

would light upon the head snd arms
of the scaro-crow and there sit and &
“caw" triumphantly, to show their :§

utter disregard and contempt for it. i

One day the furmer shot one of tho ;3§
crows and hung it up in the ficld as a |§
No doubt the
crows were gorry for their unfortunate '§

warping to the rest.

companivn. But they soon became

reconciled to their loss, and weni on i
But |8
they were very cautious aftor this, and I
nover let the farmer get near them |
again. While some of them would fly |§
down to pull the corn, others would |
be on guard; and when tho farmer [§
approached these would give the slarm,

stealing corn as bad as over.

and away all would go.

At last the man becamo very angry.
There was a shed in tho field, and he
hid himself in this, determined to kill

his black enemies when they camo
But when he was in tho shed [§

near.
not a crow appeared. Yat the furmer
thought he could outwit them.
took his two sons with him into the

shed, and presently sent ono out, ex- |
pecting that the crows would be de- |}
ceived. But not so; they all kept at |§
a distance. After awhile the other |H

son went out, but still they kept away.,
But 8o soon as the farimer went out,
they flew down into the corn-field.

So it seems that crows can count three, |3

anyhow.

The farmer was obliged to watch his
corn-field all the time, until the corn
grew 80 large that the troublesomo |}
crows could not injure it.

A LITTLE negro waiter was sent to |
call & gentleman to dinner, and found
him using s tooth-brush.  «Well,"
said the landlady, when the boy re-
turned, “is he coming?” ¢ Yes, mis-
tress, d'rectly ; ho's jes sharpenin’ his
tecth.”

wasn't 8
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A MIDSUMMER LEGEND.
BY MARY HOWITT,

* YAE ND whero have you been. my Mary,
And where have you been from met”

: g ¢ 1'Vo been to the top of the Caldon-Low,

The Midsummer night to see!”

, “ And what did you geo, my Mary,

All up on the Caldon Low?”
i | gaw the blithe sunshine come dawn,
And I saw the merry winds blow."”

B8 ** And what did you hear, my Mary,

All up on the Caldon-Hill 1

E 1 heard the drops of the water made,

And the green corn ears to fill.”

] *Oh, tell me all, my Mary—

All, all that over you know ;
For you must have scen tho fairies,
Last night on the Caldon-Low."

BE “‘ Then take me on your knee, motlier,

And listen, mother of mine :
A hundred fairies danco last night,
Aud the harpers they were nine,

** And merry was the gleeof tho harp-strings,
Aund the dancing feet so snml?;
But, oh, the somui'of their talking
Was merrier far than all §*

** And what were the words, my Mary,
That you did hear them say 1"

3 *I'll tell you all, my mother—

But let me have my way !

i ** And some they played with the water,

And rolled 1t down the hill ;
‘¢ And this,"” they said, *“shall speedily turn,
The poor old miller's mil};

**For there has been no water,
Ever since the first of May ;
Anda busi' man shall the nnller be
By the dawning of the day ¢

** And somo they seized the little winds,
‘That sounded over the hill,
And cach pat & horn into lus mouth,
And blow so sharp and shrill :—

** And there,” said they, “‘the merry winds
80,
Away from every horn ;
And those shall clear tho mildew bank
From the blind old widow’s corn.

**Oh, the poor, blind old widew—
‘Though sho has been Wlind so long,
She'll be merry enough when the mildew's
gone,
Aund the corn stands stiff and strong !

* And some they brought the brown Lintsced,
And tlung it down from the low -
“And this,” said they, by the sunrise,
. I the weaver's croft shall grow !

 Obh, the poor, lame weaver,
How will he laugh outright,
When he sees hiy dwindling fax field,
All full of flowers by night 1"

* And with that I could not help but langh,
And I laughed out loud and free;
And then on the top of 'aldon Low
There was uo oue left but me.

“And all, on the top of Calden-Low,
The mists wete cold and geay,
And nothing 1 saw but tho mowy stones
That round nbout me luy.

‘“But ns I came down from tho hill-top,
I heard, afar belos,
How busy the jolly miller was,
And how merry the wheel did go !

*Aud I peeped into the widow's field;
And, sure enough, way seen
The yollow cars ot the mildewed corn
All standing stiff and green,
L]

“And down by the weaver's croft T stole,
To seo if tho tlax was high ;
But T saw the weaver at his gato
With the good news in his eyo !

‘'Now, this is all I heard, mother,
And all that 1 did sec;
So, prithee, make my bed, mother,
For I'm tiredas I canbo ™

g

A vitree fellow three years old, who
bad never eaton frosted cake, asked at
tho table for a pieco of that *cake

CENTENARY CAMEOS.
JOHN WESLKY,

y HERE ho standa—the most
wasterful, the seronest, the
most beniguant figure in the
religious history of thoe last

hundred years. In the perspective of
& century ho rounds out with still
increasing beauty, symmetry, and
grandeur of chsracter. His work
abides, and his personality abides with
it. HMe still leads the ovor-swelling
ranks of tho Mothodist host, Among
his successors a greater hath not yet
risen, nor is likely to rise hereafter,
He did not merely “blaze” the path
that led back to New Testament doc-
trine, polity, and usage, but he con.
ducted the march across the Rod Sea
of early persecution and the wilderness
of conflicting opinion. He was a gen-
eral whose gonius originated the tactics
by which his victories were won.
Launched upon stormy waters, he held
the rudder with a hand always steady,
a vision always clear, a heart always
brave, a faith always strong.

There ho stands—a marvel of cnergy
and patience, moving with directness
of aim und tho momentum of a mighty
will, and yot with that reserve-force
which is tho mark of highest greatness.
He was not a comet sweeping through
the heavens, leaving a transient trail
of fire, but u star that swings and
shines in its orbit unchanged through
the circling years. Power and Tepose,
velocity and steadiness of movement,
intensity and equipoiso, are com-
mingled wonderfully in this man with
& mission from God,

Thers ho stands—a preacher whose
words stirred vast masses of men and
women a8 the winds stir the ocean,
but who is himself calm, ruling the
storm he has raised. His words sond
a thrill of new life into the heart of a
kingdom, and rouse the wrath of a
sleeping hicrarchy, but thoy arc words
wisely weighed, hitting the mark, with
no rebound. luminated, called, com-
missioned, anointed from on high, he
speaks as tho oracles of God-—not 23
the ccclesirstical scribes of his day, but
liko his Master, as one having authority.
ascholar, with the ancient and modern
learning at his command, he preaches
to the common peoplo in language so
simple that thoy hear him gladly, and
yet with a diction 8o pure and classic
that his printed sermous are to this
day the envy and admiration of the
learned.

There be stands—the most prolific
writer of his generation, whose busy
brain and tireless pen gowed the
British kingdom broadcast with Chrig-
tian reading adapted to the wanta of
mankind, and leaving behind him =
body of theological literature making
a library in itself, books that are
among the recognized standards of
belief for millions of Christian men
and women in all parts of the world.

There he stande—a traveller who
felt within him the spring of perpetual
motion—love for souls ho longed to
save—whese parish was the world.
When wo read of the number of miles
berode, in connection with the nuinber
of hooks ho wrote, tho record seems
ahinost miraculous, if not incredible.

Thero ho stande—s living embodi-
racnt of positive conviction and cath-
olicity of spirit, contending carnestly
for the faith once delivered to the
saints, and yet roady to clasp hauds

follows Christ, A stickler for order,
a man of method, an organizor of first
quulity, he broke through all convén-
tionalities that atood in the way of the
work of saving souls. All Christen-
dom claims kinship with him now, and
the Church that thrust him forth from
her pulpits fondly insists that he lived
and died in her Communion. In con-
tact with him a)] devout souls feel the
throb of a heart that loved overy saint
and pitied every sinner on carth,
There he stands—a compact, erect
figure, with a fuco ruddy sud clear in
complexion, aquilino nose, eyes clear
blue and penetrating, mouth firm, yet
persuasive, a positive chin hinting
power and tenacity, forechead sloping
gently upward until it touches the
white hair that crowns a noble head,
and falling back bekind his ears height-
one the impression of apostolic sim-
plicity, dignity, power, gentleness, and
sanctity. This is John Wesley, the
chosen instrament of the Lord for the
revival of New Testament Ohristianity.

ROOF LIFE IN NEW YORK.

SPHROGRESSIVE architects have
4-— again und again suggested that
Al the roofs of bigh buildings

should be utilized for the
bencfit of the occupants, by turning
them into gardens and play-grounds.

A London architect has said that in
the house of the future the kitchen
will be in the highest storey and on the
roof will be a *sass” garden, which
will furnish fresh vegetables for the
fumily table. A correspondent of the
New York Z'tmes, in describing the
queer lives led by janitor's fumilies,
indirectly shows that the architect’s
idea may be realized somo day. Ile
5ays :

f know a janitor who has charge of
a big building down Broadway, who
has four little tots of children; and
they don’t get down into tho street
more than once a week or so.

Two of them wera born in the
gevonth storey of an immenss iron build-
ing, just under the roof. One of them
to my certain knowledge has never
been down in the stieet at all. That's
a fact. It will be down some day.
It was born only last week.

Where do you think the children’s
play-ground is? It is the roof ; and a
rare, good yard it is, too, with flowers
growing on it, and everything just like
a good, big, paved yard.

Thero 18 & high ledge around the
four sides, so there is no danger of the
youngsters falling off. And there aro
clothealines there, and tubs standing
sbout, and clothes-pins lying on the
ground,—everything 80 natural you
might casily imagine yourself in some-
body’s backyard.

Thoso children seldom sce anything
of the world down below ; and their
mother hardly ever does, for she has
her bands full taking care of the
youngsters.

Thero is a nice secludod life for you,
with no danger of annoyanco from
prying neighbours. There is some
thing attractive about it, too.

Just think of the janitor, at dark,
shutting up the whole place, and bar-
ring tho big iron doors with himself
ingide. There he is, with hig family
about him, and all the world securely
locked out.

It is as good as living in a castle
with the bridge drawn up and tho moat

But even when tho outer doors aro
locked, the janitors are not always shut
in from the world, There is a block
of buildings in one of the principal
business centres of tho city all about
tho samo height.

Each building has its janitor, and
each janitor has his family, When
the outer doors are shut and locked
and no outsider can by any possibility
make his way in, the janitc.. families
begin to visit.

The roofs form their avenues and
boulevards, their grand promenade,
There is something slightly curious
abut that way of living, isn't there?
—baving your neighbour dropping in
through the roof instexd of coming

“through the door.

It is something like the way of
living of the old cave dwellers in the

south-west.
A

3 have not beon sufficiently ap-

preciated. Den and boys have

been praised for *‘burning the mid-
aight cil.” Now this * midnight oil
is a delusion and a snare. Thestudent
who is fast asleep at eleven o'clock
overy night and wide awake at seven
every morning is going to surpass
another student of the same intellec-
tual ability, who goes to bed after
twelve and rises before five. In aleep,
the plate on which the picture is to be
taken i8 receiving its chemical prepar-
ution ; and it is plain that that whi-h
i3 the best prepared will take tho best
picture.

Men who are the fastest asleep
when they are asleep aro the widest
awuke when they are awake, Great
workers must be great resters.

Every man who has clerks in his
cmploy ought to know what their
sleeping habits are. The young man
who is up till two, three and four in
the morning and must put in an ap-
pearance &t the bank or tho store at
nine or ten o'clock and work all day,
cannot repeat this process many days
without a certain shakiness coming
into his system, which he will en-
deavour to steady by some delusive
stimulug. It is in this way that many
a young man begins his course to ruin.
Ho need not necessarily have been in
bad company. Ho has lost bis aleep
snd loging sleep is losing strength and
grace.—Iall's Jowrnal of Health.

Ve

SLEEP.

THINK the intellectual and
moral connections of sleeping

THE LEMOXNS AND THE SODA.
“I COULD soon finish you up,”

said some lemons to a bottle
of carbonate of soda.

«] could soon tako the taste out of
you,” anawered the soda. .

« Lot us try our strength,” said tho
lemons.

« With all oy heart,” eaid tho soda ;
and to work they went. trying with
all their might to extinguish each
other; fizz—went the lemous; fizz—
went the scda; and they went on
fizzing, till there was nothing of either
of them left, and only & nauseous
puddle showed where the fight bad
been.

Ay old farmer, when ho saw his
gon on & spree, exclaimed: “There
goes down his throat an acro of land,

)with plastering on it.” with every muan who loves truth and | full of water. trecs and all.” Y
, ) 3
¥ =

P Y ——ame



iy - ’ - N )
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TO.DAY. MORNING PRAYER.
G

4 %O\"’l‘ tell e of 0 orre v
Give we the hoy wha ) say

T, whon a good deed 8 to be done
** Laty ao the deed to-day

We way all commatad the present,
If we act anl never vt

But repentance i3 the phantom

Of a past that comes tou Jate.

Tt tell e of to na
Lhere 1s much oo to day
That enn never be a \‘olllllh.‘?lt‘tl
If we throw the hours away.

Frvory mement has s tuty

Wiha the future can torta b e

Then vwhy put off tll ta morrow
What to-dny can do as well !

Don't tell e of to morrow
1f we look up i the past,
How much we have et to do

W vt o at last,
To-day it 13 tue only time

For all un this tran eanth |
1t takes un age to torwn o hite,

A motent gives tt buth,
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Pleasant Homrs:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLES:
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.0., Editor.

TORONTO, JULY 28, 1884.

HELP FOR POUR SCHUOLS.

#”E have plensure in ac
v knowledging the receipt
of 310 from James Hord
¥sq., lendon, to send
Sunday-school papers to some poor
Indian schools; also®2 from “A Friend,”
(‘obourg, to holp schools needing assnt.
ance,

All such sums are put in a specisl
fund by wmeans of which we send back
numbers of the papers at one-fourth ot
the cost price.  For this sumn of 812
we can thus gend £48 worth of 8. 8.
papers a8 good a8 new. We will be
glad to receive other con:ributions to
this fund,  Address Rev. W. H.
Withrow, Methodist Publishing House,
Torouto.

-

Ax Indian Missionary writes as
follows: I can't carry on our gchool
without our beautiful pupers. The
Indisn people, old and young, prize
them 80 much; they are delighted to
receive themn every Sabbath; it is all
the literature they most of them can
have access to, and it dots them goed.

——— PO G,

Tuaxks for the 8. S. papers for
poor schools from Crcwson’s Corners
~ School.

HERE is a sweetness, a
beauty, and a charm
aggecinted with the morn-
ing which is in appeac-

ance like a fragment of heaven let
down to the bosowm of vur earth,

When the beuuteous stars ure
fading from tho calm azure sky,
and tho glorious king of day comes
forth in lii8 majosty to cvown, the
mountain's Lrow with glory, and
the morning zephyrs soft as the
puasage of an angel's wing unite in
prailse to nature’s king, how de
lightful, more tkan we can express,
The birds sing » welcomeo o rising
morn, and all uatute joins in praise
to tho universal king.

How appropriute, then, is pri-
vate prayer in the morning when
tho spirit i8 calin and thought is
clear, I8 it not of the uumost
importance that we should offer
our earnest prajer to the Father
of our spirite the first thing in the
morning asking specinlly for His
blessing duriug the dny, If epirit-
ual life comes to the soul in
answer to prayer, does the light
of Chiistian ¢xperience shine in
the heart that npeglicts private
prayer in the morning as it would
it that duty were fuithfully per-
formed 7 Will some ‘{avoured
Chrittian who lives in the tragrant
stmogplere of entite sanct.ticution
|ease answer the question 3
We believe privato prayer to
be scriptural, ard especially a duty
of the morning.  * Enter into thy
closet,” etc. And if private prayer
be scriptural, it is certainly =
Chrittian duty, which, if wo neglect,
we cannot reasonably expect to grow i
in grsce, which should be the chief
object of our daily life. Weo make it}
a point every morning to partake of
breakfust as & nccostity to physical |
nourishment, and shall we as profess- |
ing Christinng refuse to become the |
rocipionta of sphitusl refreshment’
through the neglect of private prayer.

Our heavenly Father extends a,
kindly invitativn to nivate prayer,
and, asthose who profess Christ-likenuss, |
are we prepared to assume tho respon. |
oibility of rejecling the pecious,
invitation of the glorious Trinity in .
uni'y by nfusing to kneel in prayer |
before leaving our place of retitement
dwing the night? We think it not:
uafo to leave our room in the morning |
beforo committing ourself in prayer:
to the safe keeping of Him who ist
able to savo to the very uttermest. If
we uso private prayer in the evening
a8 & luck of protection for the night, s
is it not of «qual importance in the:

| moining a8 a safeguard during the!

day? Physical health is prized in:
genersl, and the pure atmosphere of the |
morning is sought for in its promotion,
and private prayer is just as emential ¢
to spiritual health as pure air iy to:
the physical. 1f a devoled Christiun |
sister who i8 kind and loving huve a|
brother who may not pray for hiwmself, -
can she leave hicr room in the morning i
without kneeling in prayer to her
heavenly Father that He may breathe
upon him the spixit of prayer and save
him by His grace?

I wish that some swoet sngel of
kindness would prompt those whom we
sincerely love as prfessing Christians
not to neglect this very important and

heaven-assigned duty,
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Would you rejoice in the assurance
of Divine favor, repose in the secret of
the Loid’s presence, breatho the pure
atmosphere of spiritual prosperity,
shine as a way-mark to the kingdom of
immortal, and live forever a companion
of the most glorious beings in the
universe?  Then walk the shining
path of morning prayer, radiant wi h
the sunlight of heaven, which leads the
redeemed spirit into eternal association ‘
with the angels and the glorious Irinity
in nniy.

1f we neglect morning prayer, how
can we expect to run the even tenor
of our course in the enjoyment of
spuiitual prosperity 1 It 18 the best
offering of the heart to the Lord. Why,
then, withkold from cur heavenly
Father that in which le 10 much
ddlights?

1t is cortainly a privilege beyond
human estimate to lay up treasure in
heaven, and prayer is the meavs by
which it is daily incrvased, and by its
faithful use we may become millionaies

LEFT BEHIND.

\"V”’EDOOR Carlo is in a sad predica- §
dg ment. Amid the confusion
G@ﬂ and bustle on the wharf when
the steamer was leaving, while
his master was looking after the big
 box and the little box and the band-
\box and tho bundle, without which,
they say, ladies never travel, the poor
dog got left behind. How wistfully
he looks after the retreating vessel, on
which his kind mistress’ face grows
fainter and fainter every minute. Ycu
can almost hear him whine. I hope some |
one will take good care of bim till he
"can be restored to his ownor.

&
-

A NEW USE FUR A BARREL.

%4 UNT up on your map the
5 ¥ Straits of Magoilan ; look at
(o2

the mountains hanging over;

, imagine the point ¢f reck that
, leans the farthest out, and think of a
! -barrel hung by a heavy chain swing-
iu glory. ing there. That is a postoflice! Tho
It we would drink from life’s postmuster doesn’t stay up thers to !
sweetest stam in our associution | deliver the mails, and no postman un-:
with the Chuich militunt and sing locks it; in fact, it has no key. Wet:
forevor in the Church triumphant, our |it is a grand old post-oflico. Ships |
affections through the influence of  coming awong thut way stop and fish ;
fervont prayer must be spiritualized by . out packages of precious lotters that !
the sauctitying power of the Holy have been droppued therein, seo if they |
Spirit, ,can find any that want to travel their |
Puiros. ' way, snd, if so, they take them onj; |
*  'in “their place they leave a package |

| which wauts to go in another direo |

Goop luck is good senso and good tion, and some day a ship comes along, |
courage with industry, inspired by studies the dircction of that package
poble impulses, guided by intelligence : says, ¢ Ah, I can take that,” and away
and forethought. Bad luck is laziness, .she sails. And the barrel Bwings,
stupidity, carelesuness, recklcssness.  doing its duty day by day without |
It is but another name for the penaity | being watched, sending joy to many
for bad munagement. i hearta.— Ez.
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CHERRY BOB, !

AW O does not like chorries?I
5@\ 'R/® It would be hard to tell. t
g) It is much eatier to tx]l]
who does like them. !
The lirds like thew. Robin Red-
breast watches them as they begin to )
edden, and, a8 soon ag they soften a |
ittle, in goes Mr. Robin's bill, and he |
akes a taste, It is said, however,
hat ho cares less for the cherry than
gor the littlo worm which is eating it, i
fend that he never eats a sound cherry. |
Bo, if it is a choice between having the |
horry eaten by a worm or by Robin, |
1 am sure everybody would say, « Let -
[Robin have it.” But even if ho does .
now and then get a good sound cherry,
I think he earns it by his cheery song,
pis amusing hop, and his beautiful ;
lumnge,
Boys and girls like cherries as much |
8 birds do. They don’t like the |
ormg in them, however, but are
perfectly willing to leave them for the ‘
|

irds who eat thom and get fat.

Bob Merton was as fond of cherrica
ks any little fellow you ever saw, and |
80 was his sister Emily. They were
not ouly fond of cheiries but they
were fond of each other, as all brothers ,
and sistors should be, She somotimes |
called him ¢ Cherry Bob.”

Ono day they went out into the ficld
whore stood an old cherry-treo whose
branches were heavy with fine largo
“ox-hearts.” Bob climbed the troe,
snd filled his pockets, and shook some
cherries down to Emily, who stood
undernoath to catch them. Bob tried

CHERRY

|4

Sunday night and said, “I had
] given myself to the devil and bhis
work, but God of love would not
lot me alone, so he la’d me low
by sicknees, and now I do thank
God he hsa saved me.”

A number of baptisms took
place a short time ago. Among
tho candidates were old and
young, and not only people of our
own village, but we had several
from Aluska, and one away from
the south end of Queen Charlotto
Island.

The older people are more and
more desirous to commit to
niemory the text of the Sabbath
morning. An old man cawe up
the other day; he is very lameo
and not able to get out every
Sunday, and repeated ten texts
in bis own language so as to re-
freeh his memory, and be sure
he did not mise, I have pro-
mised a large Family Bible to
the one that can 1epeat the whole
of the 52 texts of the Sabbath
morniugs of this year.

There ate many of them start-
ing for it. I £nd they repeat
the texts to one another at their
own houses, and they cftenspeak
of the illustrated lcssons with
worder, and have said more than
once that they would like to
thank the kind friends who eent
them, for now they could see
much of God's word illustrated,
and can understand it better.
Any Sunday-tchools which bave
the iliustrations of the lessons for
the last two yesrs, and have
ceased to use them, would do us
a great kindneas by sending then
for use in our schools.

Two weeks ago, besides our
regular services, we had one in
Chinnook—a sort of trading jar-
gon understood more or less by
to sing like a robin, but I must confess | all the tribes of the cosst, as we had
that he did not succeed very well. ' with us nearly a whole tiibe from a
However he bad the fun of trying,and | place far away in Alatks.  They
Emily had the pleasure of laughing at , seemed glad to lear, as one man ex-
him.

When he camo down from the tree " he secmed to know, ¢ You bet dats
he fastened two cherries on each side goot.” I told bim he should not say
of his sister's hesd, and called them | ¢ You bet.”
ear-drops—and very pretly cardrops I am very desirous to get about and
they were too. Then they sat down :see the tribes more than I have been
on the grass and ate their fruit. able of late to do.

How much better it is for children , boat. Wel, it is on the way building
to be kind, and good-tempered, and | now, and we hope to have it running
helpful to each other, than to scold, ' b-fore the end of the summer. But I
and wrangle, and indulge in bad | wust have more money. I hope the
tempors, and make everybody around | friends who have promised to help us
them unhappy. I should think that ; will do so without delay, and those who

Bos.

cherries would almost turn sour when | bave not promised anything will do so |

cross peoplo eat them, They cortainly soon as they can, as our mission boat,
secm to taste sweeter where love and | the Glad Tidings must rot have
good nature abound. l any debt on her. The friends are still

Solomon says : ¢ Pleasant words are , sending in a little, showing that it ie
a8 a honey-comb, sweet to the soul, | not forgotten.

and hexlth to the bones.” Prov, xvi, 24.

THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL.

S the resunlt of the article in. &
late number of Pixasany
Hours on this interesting
institution, we have xeceived
the following contributions for its
maintenance :
From “ A Lover of Children,” Maripo-a,.
* hoping that tho moncy may prove
a bl&?ing, for it is given as unto the

Lord”. i vveitiiiiiiianiianinian
For the Children’s Home on the Island,

LETTER FROM MR. CROSBY.

PorT Stupsoy, B. C.

N writing to the Preasaxt Hours
sotme woeks ago, I spoke of the
children, now & word about the
grown people. We regret that
the young men sinco th.ey have gone to
work at the canneries, and on the
C. P. R. R,, otc, are not as errnest in
the study of God's Word as they used

to be. But we trust that in some from the Friends' Bible School,
cus, ut ot tho word prouchod is | Tecumselt por . oglen, Shom:
having a 8aving effect. A young man | por the same, from James McDevitt
rose in the prayor meeting the other | for Corbitt’s UnionS.S.ceuvevnn.. < 400

. pressed it in the only words of English |:

T need the mission |

00. | not cured by no company, but by good

From W, H. Cross, for a littlo gitl at

Swan Lake ... $0 85
From C. 8. Banuing for Cookstown,
Methodist Sunday-school.. .. vuvease 2 2%

824 90

We publish the letterfrom the secretary
of the Cookstown Sunday-school in
full, and will be glad to receive many
such,

Dear Sir,—Acting on the suggestion
given by you in Pueasant Houns,
our church and Sabbuth-echool united
in celebrating Sunday, June lst, in
commemoration of the centennial of
Methodism and the (on-unimation of
Methodist union in Cinada Being
unable to secare your valuable tet vices,
our pustor, Rev. H. McDuwel, gave a
suitable address on the occasion, and
about 75 of the members of our Sab-
batk-school acted a8 choir and rendered
a number of appropriate hymns, using
among others the Centennial Hymn, a8
publishedin Preasant Hounrs. Enclosed
pleaco find $2 05 8. 8 collection to be
given to the Toronto Hospital for
Sick Obildren.

o

ONE DAY NEARER HOME.

<JI'M one day nearer my home to-night ;
Nearer than ever before ;

I'm one day nearcr the ficlds of light,
Away on the other shore,

't une .ln% nearer to wearing my crown,
Nearer than ever before ;

Nearer to laying iny burden down
Safo on the empyrean shore.

I'm one day nearer the pearly gates,
Which the angels left ajar

In the golden city & harp awaits
My cemning from afar,

I'm une day nearer my Father's house,
Where the shining angels be ;

I'm nearer the great white throne,
And the beautiful crystal sea.

I'm one day nearer the shining host
On the fadeless golden shore’;

They crossed the mystic stream of death,
And will come to us no more.

Yet 1 listen—I wait for a phantom barge,
Ta bear me to their side ;

I watch for the boatman’s noiseless oar,
'To sweep the silvery tide.

The boatman pale will come for me,
And grasp my wasted hand ;
Together wo'll cross the unknown sea,
This sude the goldin straud,
And when we reach the other shore,
1 shall mect the angel band,
i Who wait to deck my youthful brow
With flowers of the fadeless laud.

NO BAD HABIT BROKEN
TO-MORROW.

! UAHY should men delay to break
' ’“’4 any bad habit? Fverybody
| knows that it grows stronger
+ by each repetition.  Nothing is more
 foolish than to say, “I know I ought
to stop, and I will next New Year's
day.” The man who cannot stop to-
day cannot stop to-morrow. The
drunkard never reforms to morrow ;
the spendthrift never saves to-morrow.
The boaster who says, I can if I will,”
is the one who cannot will, and there-
fore never does. There is but one
remedy for 7. bad habit, and that is to
stop the thing now. He who says,
“ Y will not do it for three months,” is
not grappling the habit at all. He
only fights the battle who says, “ Never
more; the thing is-wrong.” The only
infallible cure for an abeorbing bad
habit is put an absorbing good one in
its place. A love of bad cocmpany is

company ; bad reading gives way not
to no reading, but to good reading,
Dissipated men must bccome earnest
Cbristians, not mere profestors, to J
make their reformution sme,

Rz
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GRANDMOTHER READING THE
BIBLE.

YPUSH, little feet ! go softly
Over the echoing floor,
Grandmother's reading the Bible
There by the open door.
All of its pages are dearer still,

Now she is almost down the hill.

Mellow September sunshine
Round her is gently shed—
Gold and silver together
Crowning her bended head—
While she follows where saints have trod,
Reading the blessed Book of God.

Grandmother's past the morning,
Past the noonday sun,

And she is reading and resting
After her work is done ;

Now in the quiet autumn eves

She has only to bind her sheaves.

Almost through with trial,
Almost done with care,
And the discipline of sorrow
Hallowed by trust and prayer,
Waiting to lay her armour down
To go up higher and take the crown,

No little feet to follow
Over this weary road,
No little hand to lighten
Of many a weary load ;
Children standing in honoured prime,
Bless her now in her evening time.

Grandma has closed the volume,
And by her saintly look
Peace I know she has gathered
Out of the sacred book ;
Maybe she catches through that door
Glimpses of heaven's eternal shore.
—Selected.

TRUTH,.

did it happen, my boy?{”

“ Well, mother, you'll
say it was all my old
carelessness, I suppose.
I was dusting the shelves
in the store, and trying
to hurry up matters,
sent a lot of fruit-jars smashing to the
floor, Mr. Barton scolded, and said
he would not stand my blundering
ways any longer, so I packed up and
left.”

His mother looked troubled.

“Don’t mind, mother, I can get
another situation soon, I know. But
what shall I say if they ask me why I
left the last one$” ’

“Tell the truth, James, of course ;
you wouldn’t think of telling any-
thing else "

“ No, I only thought I'd keep it to
myself, if I can. I'm afraid it may
stand in my way.”

‘It never stands in one’s way to do
right, James, even though it may seem
to sometimes.”

He found it barder than he had
expected to get a situation. He
walked and inquired till he felt almost
discouraged, till one day something
seemed to be waiting for him. A
young-looking man in a clean, bright
store, newly started, was in want of an
asgistant. Things looked very attrac-
tive, s0 neat and dainty that James,
fearing that a boy who had a record
for carelessness might not be wanted
there, felt sorely tempted to conceal
the truth. Tt was a Jong distance from
the place from which he had been dis-
missed, and the chances were slight of
a new employer ever hearing the truth.
But he thought better of it, and frankly
told exactly the circumstances which
had led to his seeking the situation.

“] must say I have a great prefer-
ence for having neat-handed, careful
n| Ppeople about me,” said the man, good-

% humoredly, “but I have heard that

those who know their faults, and are
honest enough to own them, are likely
to mend them. Perhaps the very luck
you have had may help you to learn
to be more careful.”

“Indeed, sir, I will try very hard,”
said James, earnestly.

“ Well, I always think a boy who
tells the truth, even though it may
seem to go against him—* Good morn-
ing, uncle. Come in, sir.’”

He spoke to an elderly man who
wag entering the door, and James
turning, found himself face to face with
his late employer.

“0, ho!” he said, looking at the
boy, *are you hiring this young chap,
Fred 3"

“1 haven't yet, sir.”

“ Well, I guess you might try him.
If you can only,” he added, laughing,
“ keeping him from spilling all the
wet goods and swashing all the dry
ones, you will find him reliable in
everything else. If you find you
don’t like him I'll be willing to give
him another trial myself.”

“If you think that well of him,”
said the younger man, “I think I
shall keep him myself,”

“ 0, mother,” said James, going
home after having made an agreement
with his new employer, after such a
recommendation from his old one,
‘you were right, as you always are.
It was telling the truth that got it for
me. What if Mr. Barton had come
in there just after T had been telling
something that was not exactly so!”

“ The truth is always best,” said his
mother, “¢the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth.’”—Zhe
Standard.

NP
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THE FIRST ICE-PALACE.

N the construction of this work
the simplest means were used.
First, the purest and most
transparent ice was selected.
This was cut into large blocks, squared
with rule and compass, and carved
with all the regular architectural em-
bellishments. No eement was used.
Each block when ready was raised to
its destined place by cranes and pulleys,
and just before it was let down upon
the block which was to support it,
water was poured between the two;
the upper block was immediately
lowered, and as the water froze almost
instantly, in that intensely cold climate,
the two blocks became literally one.
In fact, the whole building appeared
to be, and really was, a single mass of
ice. The effect it produced must have
been infinitely more beautiful than if
it had been of the most costly marble
—its transparency and bluish tint
giving it rather the appearance of a
precious stone,

In dimensions, the structure was
fifty-six feet long, eighteen feet wide,
twenty-one feet high, and with walls
three feet in thickness. At each
corner of the palace was a pyramid of
the same height as the roof, of course
built of ice, and around the whole was
& low palisade of the same material.
The actual length of the front view,
including the pyramids, was one hun-
dred and fourteen feet.

The palace was built in the usual
style of Russian architecture, The
facade was plain, being merely divided
into compartments by pilasters. There
was & window in each division, which
was painted in imitation of green
marble. The window-panes were
formed of slabs of ice, as transparent

and smooth as sheets of plateglass.
At night, when the palace was lighted,
the windows were curtained by canvas
screens, on which grotesque figures
were painted. Owing to the trans-
parency of the whole material, the
general effect of the illumination must
have been fine, the whole palace
seemingly being filled with a delicate
pearly light. The central division pro-
jected, and appeared to be a door, but
was, in fact, a large window, and was
illuminated like the others. Sur-
mounting the facade of the building
was an ornamental balustrade, and at
each end of the sloping roof was a
huge chimney. The entrance was at
the rear. At each side of the door
stood ice-imitations of orange-trees, in
leaf and flower, with ice-birds perched
on the branches.—sSt. Nicholas.

SPELL IT OUT.

A was a monarch, who lived in the East,
—Esther i. 1

B was a Chaldee, who made a great feast,
—Daniel v, 1-4.

C was veracious, when others told lies-
—Numbers xiii.- 30-33.

D was a woman, heroic and wise.
—Judges iv. 4.14,

E was arefuge, where David spared Saul,
~—1 Samuel xxiv, 1-7.

F was 2 Roman, accused of Paul.

. —Acts xxvi. 24.

G was a garden, a frequent resort.
—John xviii. 1, 2; Matt. xxvi. 36.

H was a city, where David held court.
—2 Samuel ii. 11.

I was a mocker, a very bad boy.
—Genesis xvi, 16.

J was a city, preferred as a joy.
—Psalm cxxxii. 6.

K wast he father, whose son was quite tall.
—1 Samuel ix. 1, 2,

L was a proud one, who had a great fall.
—lsaiah xiv. 12.

M was a nephew, whose uncle was good.
—Colossiansiv, 10; Acts xi. 24.

N was a city, long hid where it stood.
—Zachariah ii. 13.

O was a servant, acknowledged a brother.
—Philemon i. 16.

P was a Christian, greeting another.
—=2 Timothy iv. 21,

R was a damsel, who knew a man’s voice.
—1 Kings xi. 4-11.

T was a seaport, where preaching was long.
—Acts xx. 6, 7.

U was a teamster, struck dead for his wrong.
2 Samuel vi. 7.

V was a cast-off, and never restored.
—ZEsther i. 19,

Z was a ruin, with sorrow deplored.
—Psalm cxxxvii.

DEATH IN THE PALACQE.
A B HE President of the Wes.

8 leyan Conference, in preach-
sl ing in (lasgow, gave beau-
expression to the national
sympathy. Hesaid: “I need scarcely
ask, dear brethren, for your sympa-
thies and prayers on behalf of our
beloved sovereign-—our greatly afflicted
Queen-—and the newly-made widow,
the Duchess of Albany. When you
heard the unexpected tidings that the
Royal family was suddenly bereaved
of one of its choicest members, I am
sure that, after the first shock causeq
by the almost incredible news, your
sympathies ran unbidden to the palace
and the throne. One has heard in
connection with this sad event the
strange exclamation, ¢ The poor
Queen !” Strange, indeed, that the
greatest potentate on earth, the gover.
eign ruler of an empire upon which the
sun never sets, the Empress of Ingig
the mistress of conguering legions 01;
the Ganges and the White Nile, ghould
be spoken of pityingly as an object of
commiseration. But in the presence
of death all distinctions are levelled__
the rich are poor, the strong are weak,

\

’

the great are little, Her Majesty the
Qgeen 18 worthy of the loving sympa-
thies of her loyal subjects, There is
Do truer woman in her dominions than
th.m first lady of the land, faithful as a
wife, devoted ag g widow, and as affec-
tionate a mother as God ever blessed
with children. Some of us remem-

ber the 14th f
when  the grea: December, 1861,

scounded forth the

onsort, and then op the same date a
few years ago the Princess Alice passed
away ; and now the Royal mourner on
the throne is overwhelmed with this

new grief, caused b
favourito’ son. Y the decease of her

his father A

benefit to the country might be ex-
gecte_d In the future, It was my
h lz;\pplmess to hear the last, or one of
feAlut, puhhq addresses of the Duke
(; T bany, delivereq gt Liverpool two

Dths ago, The 8uperior q:alities

A MAN OF HONOUR,

E CLERK in the Tr

:Zaiy :c I::\Se Mbl.imst Committee decided

: @ tax on whisk a
small clrc!e of men made their forl:{l’nes
essed of the official
Manhatiay, tells the fol-

lowi
CI;Ln:g anecdote of gy honourable

I ’
clerl]; tL}:e dark days of 64 a Treasury

easury De-

t was a 8ecret, too, that
) could have
bezzxo IPaa&;ed oanithout harming :;e
J c8use. It wag gipp) -
0 ing. furey, Simply & ques
c::e'of keeping faith ;] the time
An hour after the
¢ news broke th
cllerk fairly staggered upger a:.‘otee:'riﬁ2
Sap on his shoulder, p, heard and
sa.v‘v z;{ banke}' whom he knew well.
ou miserable fool | " cried the

gilven you one
knxﬁ this twenty-four haJSrst:go flgve

the banker could have well
afforded to do ;

: 0 1t.  But the clerk had
the satisfaction of knowing i;at ille

i
i
i
£
i
i

had done hig duty, ag many another

—

%WV

officer hag ¢
: one under
circumstances of temptation
Y
=

N

[ N
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LIFE-SCULPTURE.

@HISEL in hand stood a sculptor-boy
b With his marble block before him—
And his face lit up with a smile of joy

As an angel dream passed o’er him.

He carved the dream on that shapeless stone
With many a sharp incision,

With heaven’s own light the sculptor shone—
He had caught the angel-vision.

SCulptors of life are we as we stand
With our lives uncarved before us,
aiting the hour when at God's command
Our life-dream passes o’er us.

If we carve it then on the yielding stone
With many a sharp incision,

Its heavenly beauty shall be our own,—
Our lives that angel-vision.

A SON’S FUTILE JOURNEY.
T was an aged hack driver who
‘ told the story, and the old man
spoke with such evident emotion
that it was plain the incident
had made a deep impression on his
mind,

“I was,” he said, “on my hack at
the depot one day two years ago, look-
Ing out for a fare when a young gentle-
Man comes out of the cars, and, jump-
lng into my hack, ordered me to drive
88 fast as I could to Rosemount Cot-
tage, Madison Road. I knew Madison

oad well enough, and drove cff,
Wmaking sure I should find out Rose-
Wount Cottage on the way. As we
8pproached it, my fare opened the door

imgelf, jumped out, and advanced to-
Wward the gate. Suddenly he started

ck and uttered a cry of pain as his
ye caught the notice-board in the front
8arden, announcing that ‘This house
18 to be let or sold.’
. ““Where are they ?’ he exclaimed,
In a dreadful husky voice, his face as
White as a sheet. ‘Where are my
father and mother, Mr. and Mus.

earick ¢’

“Well, I was quite taken aback for
% moment, and, not thinking much of
%hat I wag saying, told him that I
believed Mr. Kenrick was dead, and

T8, Kenrick had gone into the poor-
Ouse,

“‘Drive there,’ he cried, ¢drive me
f'here, quick, oh, quick!’ and he
Jumped back into the hack. The way
¥as not long, and we were soon there,

ith hurried steps the young man ran
Up the stairs and asked for Mrs.

enrick,

““Mrs. Kenrick, Mrs. Kenrick,’
Muttered the old clerk in the office,

oh, yes, I remember, been dead and
uried these three weeks.’

‘O mother ! mother !’ sobbed the
Young man, ‘and I not here to see
Jou, and close your eyes!’ We com-
Orted him as best we could, and after
Vlsiting his. mother’s grave, he rode
ik to the depot with me. He had

Wait gome time for a train, and
¥hile waiting he told me all about i.
18 parents were well off,. Rosemount

Ottuge was their own, and his father,
2 old civil servant, had a small pen-
Slon, In his latter days he had given
l:'ay to drink, and he, the son, who

4d been abroad, a clerk in the Odessa
Tanch of a merchant’s business, knew
othing of it, until he received a letter
Yom his mother urging him to come
oMe at once, and begging him to let
othing delay him, as his father was

: It was not dangerous, the old
Y said, but—then there came . the

::2 igerable tale of gradual giving

f‘hey to the fondness for liquor, until

Was scarcely ever sober. She

blushed to write it to her own son,
but the old man was down with
delirium tremens, and it was best the
boy should know. Travelling day and
night he reached his home to find it
empty and both his parents dead,

“Much cut up, sir? I should say
so. That young fellow, he wasn't
more than five-and-twenty, he went on
80 a8 I never saw or heard. He asked
if T was a total abstainer, and I owned
T wasn’t. Would you believe it, sir,
that young man, cut up as he was,
wouldn’t leave me till I agreed to sign
the pledge, and he said he meant to
make everybody he met do the same.
Well, it tried me a bit at first, but I
soon got used to it, and I own the
house and lot now. I guess I shouldn’t
have done that if 1 hadn’t done as he
wanted me. So I've good reason to
remember driving to Rosemount Cot-
tage, and I don’t think that young
man will forget the journey.”

ON PRESENTATION OF A BIBLE.

=
?IIL ET this blest Book of sacred truth
== Engage the fervour of your youth:
Peruse it still, from day to day;

Its holy precepts learn, obey:

Treasures of wisdom here lie hid,—

To those who seek within this lid

Shall be revealed,—and still unfold
Riches, while here on earth, untold ;

And let it not forgotten be

In smiling bright prosperity,

When all in gay and youthful prime,

Is sparkling on the stream of time.

Should clouds obscure your shining skies,
Its bow of hope shall cheer your eyes;
Through grace to prove, mid toil and strife,
A peace-branch to the storms of life,

And lead where all serenely rest,

In bappy mansions of the blest.

FLOORED BY A OATECHISM,

N amusing episode occurred
in Judge Barnum’s court room
during the hearing of an eject-
ment case, says the Chicago

Times. A boy of eight years was
presented by one side as a witness,
and the opposing counsel objected to
him on the probability that the child
was unaware of the nature of an oath,

“Do you know what an oath is,
Charlie 1” asked the court.

““ Yes, sir,” answered Charlie, “ It
is to ask God to help you tell the
truth.”

“ Where did you learn all this?”
frowned the opposing counsel.

¢ In the ten catechism,” said Charlie,
not to be frowned down or sat upon
by the biggest lawyer in the businees,

“In the catechism? What cate-
chism 1”

“In the cent catechism, sir.”

“Who told you to look into the
catechism for the definition of an oath$”

“ My sister. She told me last night,
and I got it and studied it.”

“Have you your catechism with
you?”

“Yes, sir. Here it is,” and the
well-thumbed little pamphlet was
forthwith produced from the depths of
that mysterious receptacle for all odds
and ends, the trousers-pocket.

“You see the boy has his docu-
ments,” interposed the court, with a
smile, and a quiet titter went around
the court room as it became evident
that the legal luminary was being
‘‘downed ” by the child.

“H'm! Lst me see the book. I
wonder if you know anything more
that's in it Who made you 1”

“Why, God, o'course,” was the
reply, as if the lad pooh-poohed the
idea of being asked such a simple

question,
hard.”

Several questions were asked, and
elicited ready replies. The lawyer
saw that he was in for it, snd accepted
the defeat as gracefully as possible.
Turning to the court he said :

“ Your honor, I guess we will accept
this witness, and for this little book, I
would submit it to my learned friend,
the counsel on the other side, and
recommend its careful perusal by him.
It will do him good.”

e

INTERESTING BOOK.

E have been favoured by
the Rev. W. R. Parker,
M.A., ex-President of the
London Conference, with
the reading of a very interesting book
by a blind lady living at Chatham,
Miss Snell—that is the writer’s name
—became blind at the age of seven
years, while her father was lighthouse
keeper on the island of Campobello, in
the Bay of Fundy. She describes, with
touching simplicity, her child-life—in
the lonely lighthouse listening to the
screams of $he sea-gulls, the dash of
the waves against the rocks, and the
throbbing of the wheels of the passing
steamers. Yet she learned to read the
embossed books for the blind, and to
play on a musical instrument, which
was a great delight. One day, when a
storm and high tide combined, the
lighthouse was nearly swept away.
One of the most touching- scenes is
where the famous Boston oculist, to
whom she applied, told her that her
blindness was incurable. There are
other sketches, stories, and poems in
the book, ranging from grave to gay.
The afflicted author is, we believe, the
sole support of an aged mother, and it
would be doing her a great kindness to
purchase her book. It is a neat little
volume of 162 pages, and is sold for
the small sum of 35 cents. May be
ordered from the Rev. William Briggs,
Toronto.  The tollowing are some
verses written by the author after
losing her sight :

and wanted ¢ gsomethin’

AN

When summer spreads its beauty,
Though all by me unseen,

I know that trees and meadows
And fields are robed in green.

I know the beauteous flowers
Are opening into bloom,

When I, in passing near them,
Inhale their rich perfume.

The birds that sing so sweetly,
I know are very near,

When their soft strains of music
Fall on my list’'ning ear.

And when the sun is sinking
Gently down to rest,

I know there’s gold and crimson
Gleaming in the west.

I know the darkness gathers,
Silently around,

When the day is ended,
And the dew is found

In the moonbeams sparkling,

" Gems of nature’s store,

All from me are hidden,

Veiled for evermore,

Flowers brightly blooming,
Wild birds soaring high,

Verdure sweetly smiling,
Evening sunset sky.

All those charms of nature
I shall never see,

Twilight gently falling
Brings no change to me.

True, my life is saddened,
Yet in prayer I find,

At the throne of mercy,
Grace to’ be resigned.

When life’s journey closes
I shall soar away,

From this vale of darkness,
To the realms of day.

A GREAT NATURALIST.

GOOD story is told of Agassiz,
the great naturalist. His
father destined him for a com-
mercial life, and was impatient

at his devotion to frogs, snakes and
fishes. His vacations he spent in
making journeys on foot through
Europe, examining the different species
of fresh-water fishes. He came to
Loudon with letters of introduction to
8ir Roderick Murchison. “ You have
been studying nature,” said the great
man bluntly. “ What have you
learned ¥” The lad was timid, not
sure at that wmoment that he had
learned anything. ¢ I think,” he said
at last, I know a little about fishes.”

“ Very well. There will be a meet-
ing of the Royal Society to-night. I
will take you with me there,” ~All of
the great scientific savants of England
belonged to this Society. That even-
ing, toward its clote, Sir Roderick rose
and said : “I have a young friend here
from Switzerland, who thinks he knows
something about fishes ; how much I
bave a fancy to try. There is under
this cloth a perfect skeleton of a fish
which existed long before man.” He
then gave the precise locality in which
it bad been found, with one or two
other facts concerning it. The species
to which the specimen belonged was of
course extinct.  Can you sketch for
me on that blackboard your idea of
this fish 7" said Sir Roderick. Agassiz
took up the chalk, hesitated a moment,
and then sketched rapidly a skeleton
fish. Sir Roderick held up the speci-
men. The portrait was correct in
every bone and line, The grave old
doctors burst into loud applause.
“Bir,” Agassiz said, on telling the
story, ¢ that was the proudest moment
of my life—no, the happiest; for I
knew not my father would consent
that I should give my life to science.”

-
o+

A BUMPTIOUS HEAD.

CHURCH in a Maryland
village was disturbed one Sun-
day morning by the entrance
of a small boy intent upon
saving his Sunday dinner:

It seems that a certain good woman
bought a calf’s head and put it on to
boil, leaving her little boy to mind it
while she went to the church close by,

The minister had reached his fifthly,
when a small boy stuck his head in the
door, and whispered,

“ Mamma!”

The good woman recognized her son
instantly, and began to make signs for
him to leave the door.

“Mamma | ” again came the whis-
per—this time a little louder than
before,

The mother shook her finger at the
boy warningly, and indulged in other
familiar pantomime with which she
was accustomed to awe her son, But
it didn’t work. The boy was excited
and in dead earnest, as the denoue-
ment will show. Raising his voice, he
shouted— :

‘“ Mamma, you needn’t wink and
blink at me, but had better come home
right away, for the calf’s head is
buttin’ all the dumplins out of the
pot ! "—Youth's Companion.

TEACHER to little boy. * What is a
reptile 1" “Don't know.” “ Ob, yes,
youdo ; something that erawls.” ¢ Oh, |
a baby.”
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THE SCHOOLBOY'S TURN.

TYJOU'\'E quizeed me often and puzzled
Ao me long,
You've asked me to cipher and spell,
You've called e a tutic et Lanswea D wrong,
Or a dolt if 1 fuiled to tell
Just when to say lio and when to iy lay,
Or what nine sevens make.
Or thoe longitude of Kamschatka Bay.
Or the L-lorget-what-its-name luke,
So I think it" about my tuwrn, I do,
"To ask a question or so of you.

Can you tell what **phen-dubs” means* 1
catl.
Can you say all off by heart
The ** onery twoery ichery anu,”
Or tell ““alleys™ and ,*commons™ apart
Cun vou Mling a top, 1 would like to kuuw,
Till 1t hums hike a bumble.-bee ¢
Can you make a hite yoursdf that will go
*Most s Ingh as the «ve van see,
Till it sails and soars like a hawk on the

wing, ) ) )
Aud the littlo binls come and light on its
stniug !

TO YOUNG MEN.

HE lesson to Lo learned by
every young man is that if

the Lrain of Robert Burns or
the brain of Daniel Webster could not
stand the wine-cup neither can theirs,
If the socrcery of the bottle overcame
the mighty =en, what chance is thero
for weaker ouest For the especinl
damage which slcohol works is wrought
in that one vital spot—the human
brain. That it is which makes all in-
dulgence in intoxicants so dangerous
and druonkenness to be so fearful a
crime agaiust God and our own lives
The only honest word to be applird to
drunkenness is not misfortune or dis
exse or infirmity ; it is voluntary
crime, It is a self-ioflicted blow at
the vcry seat and throno of manhcod;
it strike« tho brain and overthrows the
reasou, and dewmoliahea for the time
that moral sente which !ifts maun above
the brute. Alcohol is really that devil
which has the power to * cast hoth
soul and body ite hell "—2Dr. Cuyler.

-

BREVITIES,

A TEACHER asked his class, ¢ How do
you pronounce sti-ng-1" A smart
boy stood up and said, * That depends
a great deal on whether you mean to
use it on & man or a wasp |”

AN inquiring man thrust his finger
into & horse's mouth fo see how many
testh it had, and the horse closed its
mouth to see how many tingers the m:n
had. The curiosity of each was fully
satisfied,

ResoLvE not ¢o be poor. Whatever
you bhave, spend lees, Poverty is a
great enemy to human happiness. It
certainly destroys liberty, and it makes
gome virtues impracticable and others
extremely difficuit.

J=aN Pauvt RtcHTER once said that
he “ wouid rather dwell in the dim fog
of superstition than in air rarified to
notbing by the pump-air of unbelief,
in which the panting breast expires,
vainly and convulsively gasping for
breath.”

BackpoNE.—An old lady in Iowa,
says one of our exchangns, was asked
what she would do with all the corn
if it could not by made into whiskey.
She replied: “I would muke it into
starch to stitfen the backbLone of many
of our temperance people.” The old
lady in a very homs!y way expmesed &
great truth. What is wanted, and
wanied moaet, in this great cause of
temperance is not wore friends but
more courage,

j N

Oxe of Mr. Moody’n favourite
maximg i8 that * God cannot work
through a discouraged man.” 1t is as
bad for & violinist to attempt & sonata
on a discouragod violin, or fora pianist
to try a mocturne on a discourrged
pisnoforte,  There is u flatness, a lack
of vigour and resonance, which will
destroy the best of good iutentions or
of skill.-—Sunday School L'Smes.

“No,” sid Mues. Howespun, “1
haven's seen thoe * Light of Asia,’ nor I
don't want to, vither,  I've just been
bthered to death ever sit:co I began
keeping house, forty years ango, with
your new-fangled lights, and lamps,
and chimblies, and burners. Kharry-
sene's good enough for me, ¢ Light of
Axin'" No, I don't wunt nothing to
do with iv.”

ARTEMUS WaARD told a sto y about
1eading one of hin lectures to President
Lincoln, und asking the President’s
opinion of it.  According to the
showman's version of the interview the
Chief Mugistrate answered, with grave
deliberation, *“For those that liked
that kind of a lecture, I suppose it is
just the kind «f a lecturs that such
peoplo would like.”

“ Herks a neat toast,” said an old
gentlemun, a8 he read from a volume
in his hand—**In ascanding the hill
of prosperity may we never meet a
friend.'” “What iy there neat about
that 7" asked his wife, *“I don’t see
any point to it."” “Don't see any
poini!” exclaimed the husband: «why,
if you're going up the hill of prosperity
und meet & friend, he muse be going
down, muetn't he—must be on the
down-hill path, unprosperous—must,
in short—" * [ gee, [ see!"” interrupted
the old lady.

LESSON NOTES.

—

THIRD QUARTER.

B3.C, 1084.] LESSON V.,
DAVID'S REPENTANCE,
P, 51, 1-19,

fAug. 3.

Committ Lo memory vs., 9-12.

Goupey Texr.

My sin is ever before e, Psa. 51, 8.

OUTLINE,

1. A Confession, v, 1.5,
2 A Supplication, v. 6-19,

Tiste.—B C. 1034,

Exvravarions —~This psalm was written
by David after the prophet Nathan had
rebuked him in God's name for & great crime.
He had caused Uriah, a brave soldier, to be
slain that he might obtain his wife, whow he
wished to marry.  When accused by Nathan
he confessed s guilt, and sought forgiveness
of God. This psalm is his prayer for mercy.
Loving-kindness—God's love is our only hope
for forgiveness. Imiquity—The guilt of sin,
from which David longed to bo made clean.
Aguainst thee, thee only—Not that he cared
little for the wronyg done to man. Hut all sin
iy really befure Gud, and agaiast God's law.
Justified—That God’s action in punishing
sin may bo shown to be right, Skapen in
i quety  Born a sinwer, and & stuuer from
birth,  Hyssop—A plant like the broom used
to sprinkle the sacsifices amd the peoplo who
offered them. Creats in me—God only can
creato heartx anew,  Free Spirit—God’s Spirit,
which gives the joy of frecdotn from sin.
Blood-yuiltiness~The guilt of shedding blood.
Destrest not sarrifice—David felt that offerings
of beasts could not take away his sin. A
broken spirid—A heart sorry for 1its sins.
Wa.ls of Jirusalem—David had begun the
city, and he feared that God's wrath for his
crime would fall upon it. Bullocks—These
were buraed upon the altar at the sacrifice.

TracRINGS O THR LESsON.

Where in this lesson are we shown—
1. The prayer of tho penitent}
2. The confession of the contritot
8. The acceptable sacrifice ?

Tir LxsxoN CATRCHISM,

1. What is Davids pmyer? “1ave
merey upon me, O God.’ What docs
David usk of God 1 **Cleausy mo from my
sin " 8, What dues God desitet **Tiuth
in the anward parts.” 4. What are the
sacrifives of God T A broken spinit. 5, What
does God not despise? A Lroken und a
contrite heart,

Docimixat
ance,

o
-

Stuukstion. —~True  repent.

CaTECIHISM QUESTIONS,

77. By what means were our first paronts
led to commit 8o great « sin agninst God 7

By the subtilty of the devil, who mude ke
of the serpent to buguile Evo,  Geness i, 135
2 Corinthians xi 3.

78. Who is the devil or Satan ?

I'he chief of the fullen wngels, who, before
man’s fall, smoed aganst God, aml were cast
out of heaven, 1 Petorv. 8. Jude 6,

79, What i the employnent of the fallen
ungels ?

They tempt men to sin, and thus seek to
Lring them to their own place of wnsery.

{Matthew xxv. 41, Ephesians vi. 12
1 Thessalonians iit. 53 1 Tiwothy iii. 7.)

13.C, 1023.) LESSON VI,
ABNSALOM'S REGELLION,
£ Nam. 15, 1-14.

GoLDEN T'EXT,

[Aug. 10,

Commit to memory 3. 4-6.

Honour thy father and thy mother: that
_y days may be long npou the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee.  Exod. 20 12,

OUTLINE.

1. A False Prince. v. 1-6.
2, Lying Son, v 7.9,
3. A Foul Couspiracy, v. 10-14.
Time.—1B.C, 1023,
Pracks.—Jernsalem and Hebron,
Exrrasartioss —(thariols and horses—To
mako a great sbow and attract notice.  IMen
to run before—~Great men in the Eust have
runners in advance to clear the way. RKose up
carly—In the East business iy deue carly,
while the maning is cool.  Way of the gate
—The gate leading to the palace, where the
people came to sce the king, who acted as
judge.  Of what city—He talked with the
prople to get their affection. U that [acere
made judye —He pretended a deep interest in
tho peopls 1 order to make himself popular
Do him obeisance~ Bowing before him as the
prince.  Stole the kearte—Made them forget
all the brave deeds of David,  Forty years—
Probably this should be four years. ¢
Geshur—He was there in exile for the munlar
of his brother,  Serve the Lord—By offerings
at Hebron.  Sent spies—Men to organize the
rebelhion all through the land.  ffent in
thar simplicity—Nobles who wouid  give
honour to the cause, but did not know of the
conspiracy. Ahithophel—\Who was considered
the wisest man of the time. Let us flee—
PDavid saw that the conspiracy was a punish-
ment for his own sin, and bowed before the
will of God.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssoN,

Where are we shown in this lesson—
1. That wicked ambition leads to crime?
2, That pride and ingratitude in a child are
open gates to 1ebellion 7
3. That a bad son makes a sad home 1

Tur LrssoN CATECHISM.

1. What did Absalom du? ¢*Stood beside
the way of the gate.” 2 What did he say
1o those who came to the king for judgment?
() that T wore mado judge!™ 3. What was
the effect of this? }{e stole the hearts of
Jsrael. 4 Where was the rallying point of
Absalom'srehellion? At Hebron, 5. What
did David do when he heard that Absalom
had rebelled?  He fled.

DucTiisal Svcaksrion, —Filial revereuce.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS.

80. Can they do what they please?

No; God controls their power, and will
save from their malice and subtilty all who
put their trust in Him, Jamesiv, 7; Luke
xxi. 31, 32; Romans xvi. 20,

{1 Corinthians x. 18 ; Ephesians vi, 11.}

81. What is said concermng the power of
Satan? .

Our Lord calls him *tho prince of this
world.” (Johu xii. 31.) Ephesianaii. 2.

82, And what is said concerning the bond.
age of sin ?

Our Lord said: *‘Every one that committeth
sin is tho bondservant of sin.” (John viii, 84.)

(Romaug vi. 16 ; 2 Peter ii, 19,
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12mo, cloth.  Price $1.

HNlustrated,

10,000 Miles by Land and Sea.
Rev. W, W, Ross.
Price S1.

Toward the Bunrise; heing sketches of
travel in Enrope and the Fast, to which is
added a memorial sketch of Rev. Wou
Morley Puanshon, LL.D. By hev. Bugh
Juhnston, M.A. B D. Illustrated, 12mo,
cloth, pp. 438, Price $1.95,

Legends and Tales of the Harz Moun.
teins. By Toofic Lauder. Cloth, pp.
258,  Price &1.

Tact, Push, and Principle.
tor boys. By Wm. M. Thayer.
cloth  Price 81,

Capital for Working Boys.
MeConaughy.
Prico $).

By
12mo, cloth, pp. 28¢,

A book

12mo,

By J. E,
Mlustiated, 12mv, cloth

—

By W. K. WITHROW, D.D. ®*R.8.0:

Valeria, the Martyr of the Catacombs,
A tale of carly Christian lite in Rome
Ilustrated, 12mo, cloth., Price 75 cents.

Neville Trueman, the Pioneer Preach.
er. A tale of tho War of 1812, 12my
cloth, Price 75 cents.

The King's Messenger; or, Lawrence
Temple's Probation, 4 stury of Can
adian _lifa  [lustrated, 12mo, cloth,
Price 75 conte. ’

WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 & 80 King St. Bast

TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, 8. F. HUESTIS,
Montreal, Que. Halifax, N.S,




