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PAPER FOR OURYOU

" By arorp Semird.—Vor. VIIL) TORONTO. FEBRUARY 4, 1888, [Mo. &
. WINTER IN SWITZERLAND. Tho Swiss are n very kind-hearted | mother to leave her kitchen-work and !down to his breakfast, which she liaa

- ’SyvliznhLAxb~is a most delightful | and hospitable people, and in the | como up and find his shoes and hay, ’ kept warm for himn, ho whines because
Guntry to visit in'suminer time—tho | Protestant cantons, notwithstanding | which ho has not looked for himself. | it 18 too hot. If she evor asks him to
‘alleys -dre £o green, the mountains | the general poverty of the country, | Ho never does look for a thing (you ! do anything, ho twists the corners of
‘sro 80 sublime, and-the sky, as seen | they are very thrifty and comfortable. ' never knew s whiner who did try 'lus mouth sund whines, If ho cannot
sgainst the snow- have just what he
‘&owned peaks; is so wants in play, he
kiiﬁepsely blue. Then whines. Doyouknow
“the sunrise snd sun- anything that calls |
tlight on the moun- “Maal” when it
ﬁjﬁg produces an wants its mother t
“effect of uncarthly, Yeswn calf, and
veliness. But in that is just what !
¢ Will js—n great calf. |

'

We hear that Sam-
my Shiftless has
prouused to try amd
heep Ins Quarterly,
and Toinmy Teaseris
gomg to let his mster
and the girls alone,
Suppose Wili Whier
agrees to-try a wivh
without whining 1

RUN AWAY FROM
SIN.

A urtee gl had
a great desire to Jown
the Church, couse
quently* sho went to |
the nunister, asking
to be received into |
the Church, at wlich
he inqurred if she had
expertenced a change
of heart, and she an
swered affirmats ely
The minuster mquired
e e bebr O £ X further -~ Were you
anovynball s.’l‘“f" . S I 3% ¥ . B & sinner before™

i 3 ‘ : “Yea.” *Aro you »
-sinner, now 17 Agamn
sheangwered, * Yes.”
“Where, then, 1s
the difference  be
tween your former
and your present con-
dition?"  After some
muments’ meditation
sho-£aid, % Before 1
was converted to

ictire shows us.a
“charadteristic .Swiss |
‘scene._  The- sus-
ous-looking; “boy* -§
nding by the steps
trying to hide the
‘snow.balls in his.
‘ands till.the young

" The -quéer -over:
‘Banging .roofs of the

N ~ \‘\ ~an~ gy
ST e Bveens

- WD\"I'ER 1N SWITZERLAND. . Christ T wasa sinner
7 - e B that runs after sin;-
vith ‘texts of . "WILL WHINER: - 1o help himself), and of-courss it is | now I- am a_sinner that runs away”

arstory |- Wi Wamks stands at-the top of | not much trouble for.bis tiréd mother  ‘romn sin.”—- Jfission Friend.

e Tor | dho i s pall, #3a ] M 1| to losvo her work and-tho laby and | e

6 in | at the top,of his Veice. Is he sick ér | run-around-after him to hunt.up his | Nrvss exhibit anger, impatience, or
. . | afidt No; e .only ‘wants his|jacket and books.. When he sits, cxcitement when an ident hppens |




PLEASANT HOURS.

—

Labour.
BY FRANCES 0OSG00D.

Pavsy. not to dream of the futuro beforo us;
Pauso not to weep the wild cares that come
o'er us;
Hark how Creation’s deop mnusica! chorus,
Unintermttting, goes up mnto heaven !

. Never the ocenn.wanes falter in flowing,

Never the httlo sued stops in fts growlng,
Moro and more richly the rose-heart kecpa
glowny,
‘Til) from 1ts nourisking stem it is riven,

** Labour is worship *” the rebin is singing ;
“Labour is worship!™ the wild bee is
ringing ;
Listen! that eloquent whisper upspringing
Speaks to thy seul from out Neoture's
hua- 2.
From tho dark cloud flows the life-giving
shower.
From the rough sod cotnes the soft-breathing
flower;
I .m the small inscct tho rich coral bower ;
Ouly man, in the plan, over shrinks from
Ins part.

Labour 1s hifc ! *Tis tho still water falleth; -

Illeness over despaireth, bewailoth
Keep the watch wound, for the dark rust
assaileth ;
Flowers droop and dio in the stillness of
noon.
Labonr is glory ! the flying cloud lightens ;
Only the waving wing changes aud
brightens ;
1dle hearts only tho dark future frightens;
Play the sweet keys wouldst thou Lecp
them i tune.

Labour is rest —from the sorrows that grect
us;

Rest from all petty vexations that meet us;

Rest from sin-promptings that ever eutreat

us;
Rest from the world-sirens that lead us to
ill,
Work ! and pure slumnbers shall wait on thy
pillow ;
Work ! thou shalt ride o'er caro’s coming
billow ;
Lie not dowu wearied ‘neath woo's weeping
willow ;
Work with a stout heart and rosoluto
will,

Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish
arc round thee;

Bravely fling off the cold chain that hath
bound thee:

Look on yon pure heaven amiling beyond
thee ;

Rest not content in thy darkncss—a clod.
Work for some good, be it ever s0 slowly;
Cherish some flower, be it ever so lowly;
Labour !—all labour is acble and holy ;

Let thy great decds be thy prayer to thy

God.

BEGINNING RIGET AND EARLY.

T suaLL never forgeta lesson I re-
ceived when at school at A We
snw o boy named Walson driving a cow
to pasture.  In tho evening he drove
her back ugain, we did not know where,
and this was continued sovera! weeks.

The Loys attending the school were
nenarly all sons of wealthy parents,and
some of themn were dunces enough to
look with disdain on a scholar who
had to drive a cow.

With admirable good-nature Wat-
son bore all their attempts to annoy
him.

«T suppose, Watson,” said Jackson,
another boy, ono day, I suppose your
father intends to make a milkinan of

pout”
“Why not$” asked Watson.

“QOh, nothing. Only don't lcave
much wator in the cans after you rinse
them, that's all.”

The boys laughed, and Watson, not
in tho least mortified, replied: “Never
fear. If ever I am a milkman, I'll
give good measure and good milk."”

‘The day after this convorsation there
was a public examination, at which
ladies and gentlomen from the neigh-
bouring towns wero present, and prizes
were awarded by the principal of our
school, and lLoth Watson and Jackson
received a creditable number, for, in
vespect to scholarship, they were about
equal.  After cho ceremony of distri.
bution the principal remarked that
thers was one prize, consisting of a
gold miedal, which was rurely awarded,
not 50 much on account of its great
cost as becauso the instances were
rare which rendered its bestowal pro-
per. It was the prize of heroism.
The last medal was awarded about
three yearsago to o boy in the first
class who rescued a poor girl from
drowning,

The principal then said that, with
the permission of the company, ha
would relate a short anecdote:

“Not long since some boys were
flying a kite in the cirect just as a
poor boy on horseback rode by on his
way to the mill. The horse took
fright and threw the boy, injuring him
so badly that he was carried howe and
confined somo weeks to his bed. Of
the boys who bad unintentionally
caused the disaster, none followed to
learn the fate of tho wounded lad.
'There was one boy, however, who wit-
nessed the accident from a distance,
who not only went to make inquiries,
but stayed to render service.

“This boy soon learned that the
wounded boy was the grandson of a
poor widow, whose sole support tu.-
sisted in selling the milk of a cow, of
which she was the owner. She was
old and lame, and her grandson on
whom she depended to drive her cow
to the pasture, was now helpless with
his bruises. ¢ Never mind, good
woman,” said the boy, ‘I will drive
the cow.’ .

¢“But his kindness did not stop there,
Money was wanted to get articles from
the apothecary. ‘I have money that
my mother sent me to buy a pair of
boots with,’ said he, ‘but I can do
without them for awhile’ ‘O, no,’
said the old woman, ‘I can’t consent
to that; but here is a pair of heavy
boots that I bought for Thomas, who

can’t wear them. If you would only
buy these, we should get on nicely.
The boy bought the boots clumsy as
they were, and bhas worn them up to
this time.

“Well, when it was discovered by
tho other boys at the school that our
scholar was in the habit of driving a
cow, he was assailed every day with
Jaughter and ridicule. His cowhide
boots, in particular, were made matter
of mirth. But he kept on cheerfully
and ULravely, day after day, never
shunning observation, driving the

widow’s cow and wearing his thick
boots. He never expluined why he
drovo the cow, for ho was not inclined
to mnke o boast of his charitable
motives. It was by were accident
that his kindness and self-denial wero
discovered by his teacher.

“ And now ladies and gentlemen, I
ask you, was there not true heroism in
this boy's conduct?! Nay, Master
Watson, do not get out of sight behind
the blackbourd.  You were not afraid
of ridicule, you must not be afraid of
praise.”

As. Watson, with blushing cheeks,
came forward, a round of applause
spoke the general approbation, and
the medal was presented to him awmid
the cheers of the audience.—2%e Clil-

dren’s Own. .

A WORD TO GIRLS.

PyrTing aside all the sad showing
of low ideals to be found in the
manner of dressing to be seen every-
where around us, we may perhaps
help ourselves and others to find
a better plane of thought on the
subject by taking note of what
some girls have said who hold the
matter under consideration. I find it
possible to divide these girls into three
classes:

Tirst, the girls who have nearly all
ti.s money they want, and who believe
that their first duty in life is to dress
themselves with is.

Second, the girls who have very
little money, and whn use what time
they have, as well as .l their money,
in appearing as well dressed as pos-
sible.

Third, tho gxrls who have very little
of cither time or of money at their
own disposal, and whose interests are
in something quite diffcrent from their
clothes, yet who have taste and
sentiment and who zufer if they ever
find themselves dressed inappropri-
ately.

We have all known girls belonging
to each of these classes,

We know the girl who is given,

nearly all the money she wants and is
told to get the prettiest things she
can find to wepr. What is tho resuvit!
Sometimes, like the girls in confec-
tionery shops, who get so tired of
sweet things that they never want to
touch them, the taste pails. It is like
any other earthly possession—once
ours, we cate very little for it. 1
heard a young dressmaker with a large
custom say the other day: «Why,
if it were not my business, I would
wear the plainest things I could find,
and never think of dress again as long
as I live™® Famous actresses, oo,
whose profession requires constant
attention to dress, are known to
despise fino dressing when they are in
private.  Charlotte Cushman, who
saw wmore of socicty, and that of the
best kind, through n long series of
years, than almost anybody of her time,
used to limit hersclf to three dresses—
a comfortable gray woollen dress for

| chief, and drink is always making mis &

11

overy day, a good bluck dress, andg
o light silk for “occasions.” This left
her n margin of monoy for doing many {§

-

noble things. i

It is wonderful what a moth of
money fine dressing is] and of all'
unsatisfactory results, perhaps, to be i
finely dressed is one of the least. Iif
am speaking, of course, of tine dressiag, &
not forgettmg that witty saying of one [
of our excellent New England women
—that “thero is a consolation in beiny 8
woll dressed which even religion cannct &
bestow.” :

Religion does not work in that way, I
If wo neglect our duties she is not §f
coming to help us until wo take paing}
to help ourselves; and ono of our first 8
duties to ourselves and to others is to J8
bo fitly dressed. There nevr+ was 2 §§
careless’y dressed or an unneat person §
known who was not also carcless about §§
appointments, carcless at figures, un- 3
neat in processes of thought, und in &
somo way untrustworthy. Alas! It §g
is a fact—that clothes illustrate the
man.—IVide Awake,

-

* A BABY IN JAIL. .
It was a queer littlo tot of a gin ¥l
who put in an appearance at 2§
Philadelphia police-station, and, look- 48
ing from one officer to another, said, #|
“Did you put my mother in jail1” §
The oficer stared at the little |8
midget, so small that a policeman had g
to help her up the steps of the station. i
house, and wondered what she meant §
They had amrested a tangle-haired i
woman, who had fought like a fury B
and stormed at” them in three jan-§§
guages; but they did not dream that this B
little innocent thing was her child. §
But she was, and the mother heard §
her voice and called for her. )
So they swung open the door of the
corridor and let the baby in. Shel
trotted up to the cell door, and looking
in said, “Why, mother, are you in}
jaily?
The mother shrank back, ashamed. B
The child dropped upon her knces§
upon the stone floor and, clinging to®
the cold bars, began to pray : g
“Now I lay me down to slcep, and &
I hope my mother will be let out of §
Jail” )
‘There was a strange moisture about i
the strong policeman’s eyes as they
led the little thing away. When the§
case came into court, the Judgef
whispered to the woman to go home, @
and for her child’s sake behave as af§
wother should. :
It was the drink that made the mis§

chief. Tt begins with a }ittle for medi- 8
cine, and it ends with wretchedness &
madness, misery, and death. Many 2§
fair, bright young girl has tasted of§
this poisoned cup, and hrs never stop 8
ped until she reached the depths of sor-%§
Tow and despair. -

“Look not upon the wine when it ir
red. At the last it biteth liko 2§
serpent and stingeth like an adder."§

—Good Tenplar,
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Lost.
TY MRS, M. ELLA CORNELL,
Tne incident rolated In the following

Bl lines oweurrod In the Auditorium, Ucean
Grove, N. J., on the afternoon of August

“3 M) asth, 1887, just after a very impressive
% M iermon had been preachod to an assembly
I' of about five thousaud people by Rev.
g g1 Matthew Newkird, D.D., of tho Bethiesda
1e' [ Presbyterian church, Philadelphia, on the
o R text, *The blood of Jesus Christ his Son
W cleanscth ws from all sin,”
A Tho ** preacher ” veferred to in the fourth
o' 84) stanza was Dr. Stokes, president of thoe
iRRI taceting.
Y‘ % | Tho man of God had told the story well,
ot B3| Tho dear ol story of the precious blood
ns ‘@81 That, spilled on Calvary to wash man’s
<t sius,
101 B| Isfrce toall, o bleased, cleausing flood.
#| He told them of the Father's yearning hoart
33%| That for their sins gave his dear Son to
on § die,
ut B8| Whose hand is ready nnd his car intent
in- §| To catch a murmured penitential cry.
1n 3| The vast assemblage bung upon his wonls,
It &l Aud faithful hearts to God wero raised in
Die B prayer,
3| When suddenly a little stir was seen,
3! And childish weeping rose upon the air.
B! A littlo one, anong tho crowd that stood,
Had wandered from bhis father's side
- .away,
7itl 38 And failing in tho crowd to sce bis face
a$| Had wandered far, and farther st awny.
ok B! 4 kindly hand led to the pulpit high
iid, S The little child that this might helpafford
1 To bring the wanderer to his father's view,
tlef| That to his arms the child might be
\ad L restored,
N3] ‘Twas all that nceded was; tho father's
on- cyes
wt Bl Wero sccking for tho Iost ono far and
ved {8 near;
ury | Ooe 81!;“" then open arms received his
- IR Y
n And joy and gladness took tho place of
his |8 fear.
ild.
ard [B| Then rose the preacher’s voice, and told of
\ One—
8| The Heavenly Father—who 30 long has
the " wnsht,
She B To find Ais lost ones who have wandered far
ing In ways that are with unseen dangers
inl fraught.
He urged them to but raise their hearts in
5 prayer,
ed- Bl And ask the loving God to take them
wes A home,
ztof To give them shelter in his heart of love
#] That from his favour thoy might neover
roam.
nnd =i
t of i And there were eyes, that day, that filled
i with tears
18 Of penitenco o'er sad neglect of God ;
JOULEl And hearts that turned with loathing from
Jey B8 the paths
the¥gl Ol sin that they had sought and thought.
ldge : less trod.
e, The Father rockoth still the lost that roam!
18 4 Soms wandercr, who roads these linea
to-day,
K| May find c'en now in that dear lovo of God
mis§| A resting place forever and for aye,
mis- 34 -
redi g T world is full of suffering; but
1655 Bl my deepest pity is reserved for woman-
ny 23 bood realiring the dreadful fate of the
d of #| victim of the Tuscan tyrant—a loving,
itop Ml sensitive, and delicats lifo fastened to
_5or-B tho rolling death of drunkenness.—
" R Jokn @, Whittier,
it is
.0 s}] A HOUSEEEEPFR ask~: “What is
Jor"@| the simplest way to keep jelly from

g woulding on the topt” Shut & small
l boy up in the pantry for a fow minutes,

ACOEPTED,

I nap been sitting nlone in the
little chapel for some time, busy at
the organ in preparation for a mvet-
ing, aud was about to leave the room,
when an old man who had been in
the reading-room adjoinmng ciame slowly
toward me, and lifting his faco toward
nine, said :

“T like music. Won't you go back
and play a little more for met”

He was eighty-four years old, as he
told me afterward. His body was
bent under the burden of the years,
and as I seated myself agun at the
organ hie came &nd stood beside me,
fully ripe, as it scemed, for hvaven,
He was alive to ouly one great thought
—Jesus, the Saviour and Master!

He had been turning the leaves of
the *Gospel hymns” while my tingers
ran over the key-board, and presently
he laid the book befors e, saying:

“Play that slowly, and Ll try and
sing it for you.”

Softly and very slowly I followed
him, as with a broken voice, often
scarcely audible, he tried to sing:

¢ Take the name of Jesus with you,

Child of sorrow and of woo;
It will joy and comfort give you;
Take it, then, where'cr you go.”

It was little more than a whisper-
song ; but as he took up the words of
the chorus a glad smile spread over
his face, and his voico scemed to
gather strength from his heart as he
looked rather than sang:

¢ Precious name ! O how sweet |

Hops of carth and joy of heaven.”

Tt was true worship; the simple,
glad expression of a loving, loyal heart.
Venly, I sat alone with asaint that
duy, for as the other verses of the
hymn were sung their wondrous mean-
ing was interpreted by the face of the
singer. and tho veil scemed almost to
fall away, revealing to me the things
unscen.

I bad never scen the old man
before ; it is not probable I shall ever
seo him again in the flesh ; but his life
touched mine with blessing that day,
for ho bad unconsciously brought the
Master very near. God’s work in the
world calls loudly for consecrated
talent, vigorous minds, songful voices,
pbysical strength, business tact and
enterprise, money, time. Wo realize
this, and perhaps, finding that we
huve none of these things, think that
we have nothing that would be “ ac-
ceptable in God’s sight.” He wants
the best wo have, it is true; but if
the best is very, very poor, it is accept-
able to the Father, who cares more for
the love which prompts our service
than for the service itself. There was
no musio in the old man’s voice; in-
deed, it counld truthfully be said that
he almost had no voice ; but he drew
a soul a littlo nearer to its Saviour
with what he had. God owned and
blessod his woakness. “‘If there be
first s willing mind it is acoepted ao-
cording to that & man hath, and not

THBE EXACT TRUTH.
Two young mnsons were building a
brick wall—the front wull of a high
house.  One of them, in placing o
brick, discovered that it was a little
thicker on one side thun on the other.
His companion advised him to throw
it out. “It will make your wall
untrue, Ben,” said he.
“Pooh!” answered Ben; “what
difference will such o tride as that
make? You're too particular.”
“ My mother,” replind he, “taught
me that ‘truth is truth,” and ever so
little an untruth is a lie, aud a liois
no trifle.”
“Oh,” said Ben, “that’s all very
well; but 1 am not lying, and have
no intention of doing s0.”
“Very true, but you make your
wall tell a lie; and I havo somewhere
reaud that & lie in one’s work is like a
lie in his character, it will show itself
sooner or later, and bring harm, if not
ruin.”

«T'll risk it, in this case,” auswered
Ben; and he worked away, laying
more bricks, and careying the wall up
higher, till the close of the day, when
they quit work an went home.

The next mormng they went to
resume their work, when, behold, the
lie had wrought out the result of all
lies! The wall getting a little slant
from the untrue brick, had got more
and more untrue as it-got higher, and
at last, in tho night, had toppled over,
obliging the masons to do all their
work over again.

Just so with cver so little an un-
truth in your character; it grows more
and more untrue if you permit it to
remain, till it brings sorrow and ruin.
Tell, act, and live the exact truth
always.

“PUT YOUR HEART INTO IT”

Loxe, long ago, there lived in & Ger-
inan town an old man whose trade it
was to make violins.

He was tall and thin, with a long
whito beard, and a grave, reserved face,
which, however, was often lighted up
by a singularly beautiful swile.

He was, Indeed, much respected by
the townsfolk, who were proud, too,
of the fame he had acquired, for there
were no violing like Gaspard's through-
out the whole world.

There seemed, in truth, to be
something about the construction of
them which no one—not even his
own apprentices—could succeed in im-
itating. Often onc of the lutter
would finith a violin exactly after Gas
pard’s own model; nothing scemed
.wanting, to the eye ; and hoping, yet
fearing, the youth would carry it to
his master.

Then the old man would take the
instrument with a kindly smile, and
draw the bow lightly across the
stringa.

Alaz! the sound was always tbin,
sharp, and grating, aud Gaspard, pick-
ing up ono of his own violins, would
bid the 1ad note the differcncs between

now with a triumphant swell, now
with n tendor, longdrawn note, like
a sigh of the wind, the wmusic would
fluat out into the old street, nnd the
paswrs by would stop to listen, eny

ing, * Hush ! thero is Gaspard tuning
another violin'"”

“ What is the seeret, masterd” cried
one of his clovercst workman in des.
pair.

The old man's answer was always
the same: *Put your heart into it,
my lad; that is all.”

Timo passed, aud at length there
was mourning inthe old German town,
for Gaspard was dead!  And then the
secret was revealed, for immedintely
all his violins lost that extraordinary
sweetness and depth of tone which had
so distinguished thewn. They wero
good violins still, but a change had
passed over them, and they would never
recover theirlost pawer.

Gaspard had put o little pieco of hir
own heart into each instrument, apd
when he died the heart of the viohn
died ulso,—From Izttls Folks.

Unto Me.
A roos, way-fariog man of gricf
Had often passed me on my way,
Who sighed so humbly for relief,
That I could never avswer uny.
" Oaco, when my scanty moal was spread,
Ho entered—not a word ho spake—
Just perishing for want of bread.
1 gave hit all. Heblesaed, and brake,
And ate ; but gave me part again.
AMine was an angel’s portion then ;
For, while I ate with cager haste,
The crust was mauna to my taate,
‘Then in & moment to my vilew
Tho stranger started from disguise ;
The takens in his hands I knew—
Ay Saviour stood before my eyes.
Ho spoke; and wy poor name he named—
¢ Of mo thou hast not been ashamed ,
Theso deeds shall thy meinorial be,
Fear not; thou dids't them unto me.”
MosTgomrny.

A BEAUTIYUL ACT.

Tug teacher of a girls’ schiool, away
in Africa, wished her scholars to learn
to grive. She paid them, therefore, for
doing some work for her, so that each
girl might have someothing of her own
to give nway for Jesus’ sake. Among
them was a new scholar, such a wild
and ignorant little heathen that the
teacher did not try to ~xplain to her
what the other little girls were dning
The day came when the gifts. were
handed in.  Each pupil brought her
pivce of money and laid it down, and
the teacher thought all the offerings
were given. But there stood the riew
scholar hogging tightly in her arms
a pitcher, the only thing she had in
the world. She went to the table and
put it among the other gifts, but
before she turnca away ahe kiesed {1/
There is One who watched and stil}
watches people casting gifta into his

African girl, She hath cast in more
than they all +—Afission Jecord.

Be diligent in reading your Biblo,
and try to learn as many verses by

treasury. Would he not say of this |

according to that he hath nu&”

the two. Full, clear, and melodious,

baart as you can.

b IR
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No! Nover.

Taxgadrink® No, not I}
Reason taught me beiter

Than to land my very soul
With a galling fetter.

Water, aweet, and cool and free,

Has no cruel chatas for mo.

Toakoa dunk?® No,not I}
] hivve seen too many
Taking drinks hke that of yours,
Strippd of every penny
Water, aweet, and cool and clear,
Costs o nothing all the year.

Take a drink* No, nover v
By God’s blesming, nover
Will I touch, or taste, or smell,
Henveforth and forever !
Water, swceot, aud clear and cool,
Mukes no man a slave or fool.

QUR PERIODICALS.
PAR YRAR-TOSTIOR PREL.

The bLust, the clhicapest, the moet entertmuming, the
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A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 4, 188S.

FAITH.

OsE day father and son were walk-
ing in a narrow path among the Alps
of Switzerland.  They were gathering
the beautitui Alpine flowers that grew
ali about them. On one side of the
wmrow  path rose lofty mountain
le12tits ; on the other side were deep,
dark precipices.

Moo than ouce the father warned
lus buy not 1o go near the edge of the
preaipices.  But the child ventured a
httle too far in his cager desire to
gather some  cespecially  beautiful
flowers, lost his footing, and fell. He
rolled to the very brink of a frightful
precipice, and there Iy, clinging to a
bush that grew on tho edge.

Tho father had in his hand a long
pole with a strong iron hook at the
end. He saw at once that the one
hope of saving his dear boy lay in the
chance of scizing with this hook the
leathern girdle which the boy wore,
The boy could not see his father, but
ho heard his voice. It said, “Let go
the bush, my son, and I will save you.”
The hook caught firm hold of the belt,
and now came the trying moment.

the bush, which seemed his only chanco
of lifet Would he do it quickly?
The father’s heart stood still for a
second.  But his son trusted him, and
in & moment mare his obedience was
rewarded, and he was safe in his kind
father’s nrms

I1f he had waited to ask, how, or
why, he would have heen list. for no
soaner had he let go the shrub, than
it grave way and fell to the hottom of
the aluy:s.

Do you wonder wnetunes how to
have the fath in Jesus that saves the
soul? Do as the Swiss boy did; be
lieve what vour heavenly Father says,
let w0 your hold upon the poor, weak
shrub of your own zoodness, and just
obey. ‘That is the way of faith.

A GOOD RESOLVE.

AMoNG  other promnent  citizens
who witnessed the pleasing entertain.
ment at the close of the Palace stréet
Public school was Ald. Frankland.
He was called upon to speak to the
cluldren, and he delnered a notable
address.  He told them that until
recently his eves had been closed to
the evils of mtemperance. Notwith-
standing the fact that a very dear
metuber of ns own famly hiad lost his
ufe av the age of eighteen through
dinnk, he had not been able to see how
bad itemperance was and how good
Temperance would be. His eyes, he
sid, were opened by the kindly words
of Mayor Howland in a letter asking
him to £il) ITis Worship's place during
his absence in New York. e had
been always opposed to Mayor How-
land, and that letter written to one
who had been at all times at enmity
with him broke him all up. He now
saw intemperance in its true light, and
he had made up his mind that as long
as he lived he would always come out
straight on this question, solid in favor
of Temperance, and he spoke to the
children earnestly to avoid intoxicat-
ing drinks and live sober lives. He
stated that at a dinner a few days ago
ata liotel n the vicity of the market,
where on sumlar occasions previously
wines and other liquors had flowed
freely, water was the only beverage
served, and the change was made
at Ius request.  Ald. Frankland’s
remarks were inade in a tone that in-
dicated intense feeling, and his change
of front on tius great question was
recerved with encouraging demonstra-
tions of approval.—Globe.

A SUBSTITUTE FOR S. S.
LIBRARIES. .

A rarcer number of schools than
cver before are ordering a considerable
number of the Methodist Magazine to
circulate instead of libraries. They
find them cheaper, bLetter, and more
attractive than books. Some schools
have taken 10 or 12 copies for this
purpose : and this year one school
orders 18 copies per month. Special
rates will be given to schools. For
terms apply to William Briggs, Meth-
odist Publishing House, Toronto.

BLIND BEGGARS.

Buixnyess is a sad affliction. Per-
sons who are blind, and have no friends
to take care of them, or means of their
own to fall back upon, are compelled
to depend upon the charity of others.
Sometimes such persons have friends
te lead them about to gather alws or
do a little business. But frequently
they stand or sit in some conspicuous
place, all alone, day after day, to
appeal to the sympathies of passers-by.
A person sitting or standing in such
a condition, even without uttering a
word, is a strong appeal to Christian
benevolence. A blind person is one
of the most deserving objects of
charity. Fhe custon of the blind
sitting by the wayside to ask alms is
very ancient. The custem has ob-
tained in all nations, from the earliest
ages, aud is still continued ; and let
our young readers consider that a
copper given to a blind person is
better invested than when spent in
candy or some other ways, which are
not only useless, but positively in-
jurious. A trifle given to the blind is
a thank-offering to God for the bless-
ing of sight.

When Jesus was going from Jericho
to Jerusalem, ho found *wo blind men
by the wayside begging, and he did
not pass them by without doing some-
thing for them. His loving heart was
moved b, zheir appeal to exercise his
infinite compassion. He did the best
that he could for them. If they had
been allowed to choose, it was the
blessing which they would likely have
desired. Jesus gave them their sight.
It is not said that they were born
blind, but it is very likely they were.
The blessing that Christ -bestowed
opened before them an entirely new
life. That is what the blessing of
Ch.ist wibh do for us, if we come to
hiin earnestly. believingly, and be-

Blind Men by the Wayside Begging.

seechingly, as did the blind men by
the wayside. It is stated that not
Jess than ono in every thousaud of the
world’s population is blind. We fre
quently meet blind persons, and while
we cannot do for them what Jesus did,
we can so far imitate him, by allowing
our benevolence to do for them the
best possible thing. :
PLEASANT PEOPLE.
Sovuk men move through life as a Ji
band of music move down street, fling-
ing out pleasure on every side through
the air to every one, far and near, I
that can listen. Some men £ the §¥
air with their presence and sweetness,
as orchards in October days fill the air
with perfume of ripe fruit. Some ¥§
women cling to their own houses, like 8
the honey-suckle aver the door, yet,
like it, sweeten all the region with the §
subtle fragrance of their goodness.
There ave trees of righteousness which
are ever dropping precious fruit around
them. There are lives that shine like
star-beams, or charm the heart like
songs sung upon a holy day. How
great a bounty and a blessing it is to
hold the royal gifts of the soul so that
they shall be music to some and frag
rance to others, and life to ali! It
would be ne unworthy thing to livo §§
for, to make the power which we have §
within us the breath of other men’s
Jjoy; to scatter sunshine where only
clouds and shadows reign; to £ill the
atmosphere where earth’s weary toilers 8
must stand with a brighthess which {
they cannot create for themselves, and
which they long for, enjoy, and appre-
ciate. .

ToREE things to cherish—virtue,
goodoess, and wisdom ;' three things
to delight in—frankness, beauty, and
freedom ; three things to govern—
your temper, tongue, and conduct.
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VICTOR THE CRIPPLE.

Old England.

Tue very earth is beautiful
In this dear island home;

The green grass nestle. lovingly
Round feet that o'er it-roam,

The blue sky stretches tenderly
Above its changing woods,

And happy thoughts of quictness
Fill its deep solitudes.

For loveliness of hills and dales,
For fresh and braci  airs,

For music of the merry birds,
And little children’s prayers;

For freedom and for hopefulness,
For safety and content,

Well may their songs rise gratefully
Whose lives with these are spent.

Yet greater still the heritage
Of Eogland in the men

Whose nobleness has made her great,
And raised her yet again:

Who, hating wrong, have fought for righ
Who tender were, and strong,

And whoso brave deeds of chivalry
Proud licarts preserve in song.

They were for liberty and love ;
Not theirs the inglorious rest
Which cared not how the people fared
So that themselves were blest,
Their hearts were true, their wills were
firm,
Ang they have left to us
Tho duty and the privilege
So high, yet ogcrous,
0 bo tho sons of England
Truc-hearted as their sires,
§till loyal to right impulses,
And moved by pure desires;
Better not worse, greater not less,
Tho futare than tho past;
God give to us, through love of him,
The glory that ahall last.
—London Christian World.

. VICTOR THE CRIPPLE.

JusT outside of the huge moss:grown
gato of the city of S—— in France,
there dwelt in the midst of the last
war a dyer’s family named Nonen.

Thiz family was poor, and the house
it occupied was small.  The only child
under the tiled roof was a pale little
cripple named Victor, who, in spite
of his bodily pain, was bright and
wise.

He nearly always sat in a little
aroour beneath some vines, with his
crutches by his ~ide, and watched the
people passing by.

Victor had heard that there was a
war going on away off to the north of
them, and he knew that Pierro Dumas,
the waggoner, and Jacques Plance,
the wineanerchant, and Armand
Dubee, the charcoal-dealer, had all
marched off with guns in their hands,
and blue caps qn their heads, and that
there were terrible stories from the
cities where they were. -

Now, Victor's parents tried to keep
their child in ignorance of the awful
battles, because they thought him too
sensitive and too delicate to hear such
tales.

But Victor, pale and fragile as he
was, had the soul of a lion, and this
18 how' it showed itself :

One afternoon, while he was sitting
in' his usual place, with his crooked
legs bent up under him, looking forth
on the hot little square in front of the

house, he suddenly heard n great noiso
of drums that ealled the long-roll.  Ho
raised his head.

He saw the peoplo who were going
by stop and stare at each other.
Presently « lancer on horseback came
gnlloping down the paved street.  Ho
was covered with dust, and lus horse's
sides and neck wero tlecked with foam.
Scarcely had he gone by when Victor's
father came running 1a from his work
with his hands all red, just as he had
ftaken them from the dye-pot, und
crying:

“The Germans are comng'
Germans nre coming '

His wife said :

“What, then! they will not kill
us ; we are safe enough.”

“ Indeed, wo are uot, mother,” cried
the dyer. “They will seize us as
prisoners, steal all our food and furni-
ture, and perhaps burn our house over
our heads. We are ordered by the
mayor to go instantly within the city
gates, and I ain commanded to juin
the soldicrs.”

Without Victor beheld the people
hastening with all speed through the
city gate, carrying in their arms their
most valuable things, such as trunks,
vases, clocks, and old chairs, and he
could not help laugn:ng at their hasto
and fright.

“Come, Vietor,” said his mother,
you had better climb upon your father's
back, and he will take you to Aunt
Therese's house, where you will be
entirely safe.”

“No, no,” cried Victor; “1 can
walk with my crutches. Each of you
take soniething that you would not
like to lose, and I will follow behind.”

The€ dyer and his wife wers accus-
tomed to obey the cool-headed child,
and they accordingly did as he
directed.

In ten minutes more thoy were in
the street and the littlo cottage.door
was Jocked, and the shutters closed.

Victor Lade adieu to his blooming
roses, and hobbled away between his
father zud mother toward the city
gate. Butall this tumult was useless;
there were very few soldiers in the
place, and defence was out of the
question.

The mayor had been advised that a
regiment of Germans were within
thres hours’ ride of the town, and at
first he thought of resisting them, but
now he determined to surrender the
city if he were asked to do so.

Meanwhile he sent despatches by
messenger and telegraph to the nearest
portions of the French army, begging
them to come to his assistance.

In a littde while Victor was safely
placed in his aunt’s house, and he took
a position where he could see all that
went on.

Everything and everybody wasina
bustle. Men and women ran hither
and thither. The shutters of the shops
were being put up, drums were beat-
ing, bells were ringing, and soldiers

the

But great things took place in au.
other hour.

Victor beheld, to his intenso nston:
ishment, half-a-dozen men in biue coate,
and with blue cloth caps on their
heads, ride at a rapid gallop down the
street with their lances glistemng in
the sun.  They had ULrown faces,
yellow beards, sand they looked strong
and vigorous.

Theso wero the advanco of the much
dreaded Germnns,

People fled shricking before them,
amt the Germans broke out into
shouts of lnughter to sco them run to
their houses like rabbits.

But by-and-bye there was heard the
roll of drums, and the ground trembiuwl
under a heavy tread, und Victor soon
beheld a regunent of foot-soldiers come
down the street.  They were not vory
neat-looking men.  They all had

I
)
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blunkets slung over their shoulders,
and they wero all spattered with wud
The regiment halted a little way off,
and the men stacked their arme, mak
ing them rattle on the pavement
Then they hegan to build cninp fires

pipes.

Pretty soon they began to set guards
all about the strcets, and in a little
while threa tall officers came aroumd,
and knocked at all the deors, and for
bade the using of lights in the house
at night, and ordered that no one go
abroad after eight oclock. 1f hghts
were found in a house everybody
would be arrested and severely pun.
ished.

“What does that mean, mothert”
asked Victor, with burning cheeks.
“Why can’t we have lights1”

“ Becnuse they will suspect us of
making signals to our army in the dis
tance,” smid the mother ; while Victor's
little fist shut up tight with rage.

Everything was so strange when it
became dark ! Not a v..ndow showed
a candle.  In thestreets a fow embers
were burning, and by their light Victor
could sce the soldiers, with their long
coats down to their hecls, and thas
shining hehnets, walking to and fro,
and hear their strange talk, and loud,
hoarse laughter.

There scemed to be soldiers every-
where.  Drums were heard on al)
hands, and the rattle of wheels -ame
from all quarters.

People began to ask . ** Where arc
our soldiers? Why don't they come
and fight these mvaders?  Are they
afraid of them?”

In a little while some more soldicrs
knocked at the door, and said that they
wanted two mattresses, a quart of
milk, and an armful of fire-wood. They
had a cart at the door, aud they had
mwade collections from every house.

The dyer protested, but it was no
good. Besides taking the bedding
and the wood and the milk, they made
the dyer go with them.

Victor cried out frdn his dark
corner :

were marching to and fro.

“How dare you take my father
P

e e ——

in the street, und to light their long -
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awny, you cownrds! If I wore strong
I'd nhoot you ! "

At this tho soldicrs ratsed their
lanteens above their heads, and beheld
Victor sitting upnight in his chair,
looking very furwus.  They saw that
I wus a cripple, and thercforo they
went on with their work as if he were
not there, and had said nothing.

This mado him more enraged than
ever, and bie resolved to do what he
could to hurt them,

o beheld them take away tho
goods, and he heard his wother weep-
ing in the silent room after thoy were
gono.

Now, the mayor wns not a dull man.
Ho had had his power taken out of his
hands; his town had been overrun,
and he had devised » plan to capture
these intruders.

A short timo after the soldicrs had
gone, a soft knock calao to the door,
nnd it was cautiously opened by Aunt
Therese.

In walked two gentlemen. Said
one of them :

“1 min thomayor. I want to speak
to this gentleman in private ; and we
cannot talk in tho street in safety, and
1 should like to sit in your room for u
rowment, if thero is no one here.”

% No,” said Aunt Therese, forgetting
Victor for the mome.at, * there is no
onc here but mo, and you are welcome.
I will go awny."”

“Thank you,” said the mayor.

The two gentlemen imwediately
began to discuss something.

It appeared that there had approach
ed on the south side of the town two
regunents of French soldiers, and they
were hidden in the woods ubout two
wiles off.  On the north side of the
town wee two more . auments, about
the same tistance of.  Now, when all
was ready for both parties to advance,
it had been agreed that some signal
should oe given.

Thereforo it was arranged that o
single light should be displayed in two
windows, one on the other sido of the

“city, and one on the south side. It
had been arranged how to show the
tigzht on the north side ; but tho ques
tion was, how was it to be shown on
| the seuth side !

| 'This was the puzzle.

“1lido it,” szud Victor in a whisper.

Tho two gentlemen uttered exclama.
tions of surprise, and asked Victor if
he hiad heard all.

“Yes,” smd Victor, “ I have, and 1
know just what to do. My fathers
| house 18 juse outside of the south gate,
t and 1t has a dormer-window in the
] garret that is very ligh. I can go
there and make the sig nal, and no one
will be the wiser.”

“ But tho guards?” said the mayor.

“Oht I can get past them,” said
Victor. *“1can besly whea [ choose.”

+ % .And it will be dangerous.”

“1 dou'yemind that. All that I
want to know is, when is the light to
be shown 1

“ Directly,” responded the mayor;

“as noon as possible. The light on the
uorthern side 15 alveady shining, I
suppose the soldiers are marching now.”

Then he began to whisper to his
friend.

They quickly ngreed that it would
bo wrong to trust such an ervand toa
child, and they bLoth arose, and went
to the next room to find if there was
any ona present who was fit to under-
tako the task. They closed the door.

“They won't let me go,” snid Victor.
“They think T am too smal. We'll
gee about that.”

Ho crept out of his chair, and noise-
Iessly took his crutches and his cap,
and crossed the room.

o got to the entry. Xeo opened
the front door, and peered out. It was
very dark. Ifo saw no one., Ife
emerged carefully upon the step, closed
the door, and hobbled cautiously away.

Victor mide his way very cautiously.
He kuew if he was cauglit ho would be
detained as a prisoner at once. Now
he hid behind a flight of steps, now
Lehind a statue, now behind a cart,
and a barber's pole. He dodged hero
and there, always with his eyes open.

He came to the gate. There were
three sentinels here, There was one
on cach side, and one in the very
centre. The gate was open. Here
was a perplexity. *low could he pass
these guards? Tie reflected. Xf he
could or'y get them all on one side,
then he might succeed in escaping.
How was he to do this?

Ile suddenly hit upon an idea. 1l
felt around on the ground for a stone.
le found one.  He then silently stood
up, and threw it up with all his force
against a window in a grocer’s shop on
the other side of the street.

There was o great crash,  Instantly
the three soldiers cocked their ruskets,
and ran thither.

‘The coast was clear. Victor sprang
along with his crutches, passed the
critical spot, and in another moment
he was before his own house.

Ho had been given the koy by his
father when they had left the place in
the afternoon, and he now drew it
from his pocket and entered the little
door.

Ho stopped o moment to smell the
sweet air, and then went in and locked
tite door bebind him.  Then he breath-
ed frecly.

He felt his way to the cupboards,
and took from them four candlesticks.

Then he went up the first flight of
stairs, These stairs had a door at the
top, and Viztor, with great difficulty,
pushed several picces of furniture
against 1t, so that it could not be
opened. Then he proceceded to the
garret.  He barricaded this door also.

He was now alone in the top of the
house. Faur, far above him was the
roof, which care to a point forty feet
overhead. Seventy feet over Ins head
was the dormeor-window he had told
the muyor of. Any one could reach
this window by going up a ladder.
Victor laid his crutches down, and be-

gan to work himeolf up this awkward
pair of steps,

He had to toil, for his weak limbs
vould searcely support him; but he
tinnlly succeeded, and rested on the
platform beside the window.

Then ho produced his tallow candles
and the candlesticks and a box of
lucifer matches. ITe arranged the
candles in a row. Then he thought
hoe would look out of the window be-
foro hie lit them, 1le cautiously raised
the sash. The air was cool. In the
daytime ono could see from here a most
beautiful valley filled with villages,
and watered with beautiful streams,
but now Victor could see nothing.
IIe heard, however, many things.
First, the sound of voices in the strect,
then the sound of rattling waggons,
then the trampling of horses and the
calls of the drivers, Now and then
there would come a drum beat, and
now and then the ring of sore musket
butt, as it came down upon the pave-
ment. : )

«“ Ah,” said Victor, * these Germans
aro away out there, arc they? I
shouldn’t wonder if they fired at me.”
He looked around. No, not a light
was to be seen. [t was o critical
moment.  Victor well might have
quailed. When he lighted his candles
the soldiers would rush into the house
(if they could)and he would be terribly
tronted. Perhaps they would shoot
him.

Still, he trembled. He felt a cald
prespiration comno out of his skin. He
shut down the window. Then he took
a match in his shaking hand, and
tried to strike it. It broke. Then heo
tried another, but it went out. He
tried a third. It burned well.

He lit the first candle, then the
second, then the third. e could not
light the fourth because the wick was
cut off close. There was now a bright
glare of light streaming out of the
window. Victor heard his heart go
thump! thump! He drew back as
tar as he could. He was waiting.
All was silent.

A few seconds passed. Then the
light was discovered. “A crash of the
glass in the window took place, and
this was followed by the rcport of a
musket.

“They have fired at me,” gaid Vic-
tor; and he calmly proceeded to light
one of the three candles that had been
blown out. Then the fierce shouts
arose from the street; but Victor did
not-understand them. Then there was
another shot and another.

“They don't like it,” said Victor.

One shot strack a rafter, another
broke a sccond pane. All at once a
voar filled the air, and the next instant
a cannon-ball from & field-piece ntruck
the roof and knocked over a part of the
chimney. At the same monment Victor
heard loud blows upon the doors below
bim, and a multitude of voices full of
anger aad fury.

The shots flew thick and fast. The
cannon boomed for the second time,

and anather ball penetrated the gnrret, {
One of the candles was knocked over,

“I suppose my turn will come protty (i

soon,” said Victor, ; l!:
Aund it did, B
From some musket thero-travelled a ’ [ Ev

swift bullet that burst through che | ‘\‘

thin boarding and struck the boy's |& an

shoulder. * He cricd out, but he did ;i@

not fail. Xlo saw ono of the candles I p

totter; ho seized it, lighted it by the ;|8 ¢

next, and set it up again, and then || T

sank down with his white face upon i *

the rough bhoards, and knew no more, 1s
An hour after, there was a fierce Jjli *

battle in the very strects, for *he || At

Trench came up from the north .nd i )

south, and the Germans found thew. || It

sclves surrounde?, and thoy surrend. '

cred after a desperate struggle. g I
They discovered Victor after it was ||§8 U’

all over. The mayor took him to his [{§ a,

own house, and every day, until he ||}

was able to go out again, & crowd of |/ &
people waited in front of the mansion ||

to sce the pale and wasted child when {{$ T

he was wheeled up to the window at ||§

noon. 3 1
“Long live Victor!” they cried, ||g

and he would smile and raise his hangd [ T

gently, and then they would wheel |8

bim away again. A

* But it was when ho got back among i@
his roses and marigolds that he was
happiest, and never did boy have more |
friends than he. ;'R
The story of his bravery went all | ¢
over the country, and people came in ‘

carriages to visit him, until tho war Ji
surged around the town again, when |
Victor's father and mother fled and |§E
came to America. %

When Victor spenks of that night |B
in the garret, his cheeks grow red, and i
he shows you laughingly a Hattened |3
piece of lead that makes you shudder, |

DOING GOD'S ERRANDS. )
-“Hester loved to do crrands for her |
mother, and bhave her call her a )i
faithful servant when she did them |
well. One day she had been tzlking |8
with her mother about God, when she |3
quickly raised her head, with a bright |$
look in her eyes, and said ¢ ‘.
“Why, mother, then God is sending |82
us on errands all the timo! I am his |3
little errand-girl, too.” >
“Yes, dear; he has given us orrands |
to do, and plenty of time t~ do them, |§&
and a book written full to show us |
bow. Every day we can tell him how |
wo try to do them, and ask him to |}E
help us, so when he calls us we will |X ‘
run to meet him, and give him our ||
account.” . B
¢ I like that,” the child said, nestling |E&%
back to her comfortable seat. I like |Ef
to be God’s littlo errand-girl.” W
“One of my errands is to take caro ;gh
of you,” s2id her mother. ]
“ And one of mine is to hohour and E
obey you,” said Hester quickly. «T 3%
think hé gives us very pleasant errands i3
to do.” B

T N
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Tho First Snowfall
BY JAMES RUSSELL LOWILL.

Tng enow had begun in the gloaming,
And busily all the night

Had been heaping fiold and highway
Wath a ailence deep aod white.

Erery pune, aud fir, and hemlock,
Wore erinine too dear for an earl,
And the pooreat twig on the elm-treo
WWas ndged inch-deep with pearl.

From sheds new-roofed with Carrara
Came chanticleer’s inuftled crow ;

And suil futtered down the snow.

1stood and watched by the window
The notsoless work of the sky,

And the sudden Burries of anow-binds -
Like brown lzaves whitling by.

1 thought of a mound in sweet Auvburn
Where a littlo headstone stood ;

How the tlakes were folding it gently,
As dud robins tho babes in the wood.

Up spoke our own little Mabel,

And I told of the good All.father
{Vho cares for us here below,

Agein 1 looked at thosnowfall,
And thought of the leaden sky,

That arched o'er our first great sorrow,
Chen that mound was heaped so high.

l N 1 ulo g dual b '

That fell from that cloud like,snow,
Fiake by flake, healing and hiding
~ 7The sear of our deep-plunged woe.

And again to the child I whispered,
«The snow that husheth all,
arhing, tho merciful Father
" Alone can make it fall 1"
Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her
Aud she, kissing lack, could not know
‘That my kiss was given to her sister,
Folded closo under decpening anow,

e e

«'The giftof God ! the gift of God 1
Who will buy the gift of God 2"

looking water-carrier as-ho goes about
the streets of Egypt, with his water-
skin thrown over his shoulder, during
the season of drought, when the water,
from “its- priciousness, may well be
called, as it is, the gift of God;; for, in
their langungo, the two terms are used
‘interchangeably ‘to express -the one
thiug—the gift of God méahing water,
“and water. being the giftof God. Dur-
ing the heat, and beforo the'Nile has
overflowed its banks; the poorespecinlly
swould " realize how valuable a thing it

cognizo it cmphatically-as the “good
gift” which “cometh down from above.”
* As_the water-carricr goes along his
way—now goming into awealthy part

no stifl rails were aoftened to gwan'sdown,

* Saying, “‘Father, who makes it snow?”

'THE EGYPTIAN WATER-OARRIER

Sucit_is the cry of the picturesque-

Wo can imagine how eagerly and
gladly the poor thirsty ones gather
around him, ard that there would not
be much delay beforo the empty vessels
wero brought out of their houses to be
filled. “Giveme a dropl” *Remem-
ber me!” TFill up my pitcher!”
#Let mo havo a draught}” and such
like cager appeals, in besceching tones,
would make the watercarvier think
how best ho could dispose of the pre-
cious liqud; and, while gladdening
lim to bo the bearer of so frce and
prized n gift, it would go to hiy very

lover like way that I decided they were
a nowly-married pair enjoying the
honeymoon, and fancted 1 could detect
many “spoony” ncts sttributed to
young peoplo under theso circum.
stances.  Imagine my surprise on
venching Chicago to discover her to be
old and wrinkled and altnost toothless.
But when I heard him say, “Come,
wother,” and saw him proudly lead her
out of tho cars and gently help her to
tho platform, banishing her lightest
onxicty and bearing her many pack
ages, I knew there was not mouey nor

behind tho exhibition, and

leart that he had not gh for all,
What a grand picture we have licre
of *“tho water of life,” wh.ch is offered
tyithout money and without price”
to every one that thirsteth! The
gift of God is eternal lLifo through
Jesus Christ our Lord” *¥or God
60 loved the world that he gavo his
only begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth in him shall not perish, but
have everlasting life” John iii. 16
Jesus, our “rich man,” has paid for
the water for which our souls were
dying for thirst ; and as wo have *no
money,” it would Lo o hopeless case,
indeed, for us, if Jesus, in his love and
in his pity, had not thought of our
need, and steppéd out of his glorious
mansion above not only to purchase it
for us, but actually to bring it with
his own hands to our parched lips.

But with our Jesus there is encugh
and to spare. The fountain of bis
; | grace never fails—the stream of his
grace is never dried up—no one need
be afraid of being sent emipty away,
for “every one” is, invited; and it
will never bo exhausted till the last
poor thirsty singer, who has felt his
need, has come for an unfailing supply
of tho gift of God. *If thou knewest
the gift of God, and who it is! that

*was when given in abundance, and re-,

John iv. 10.

saith to thee, Give me to drink ; thou
wouldest have asked of him, and he
would have given thee living water”
« But whosoever drink-
cth of the water that I shall give him
shall néver thirst ; but the water that
I shall give him shall be in him a well
of -water springing up into overlasting
life. ‘Ver. 14.

THE RIGET STOCK.
« St was small and’ frail, and richly
‘dressed,- but sitting a few scats behind
her I could not sce_her face. Soon.a
bandsome, manly.young fellow opened
the forward door of the car and looked

away. - .

stho gift of God 1" ho sries out,

T gift of God 1-thiegift of God 1
: Who will taks the gilt of Godr™

«of the town—a-fich man; thinking of
the need .of the-poor, aud Wishing to
Jestow v Lkindness on them, steps out
\of his. mansion, and” pays. thé-man for
‘all the water ho_has, desiring him to
g0 into the poorest quarter.and give it

. Theif gladly hastens off,-and
sréaches a lane whero the poorest have
“their dwpllings, and now alters his cry,
*and, instead of saying; “Whe will buy

from one to another as though expect-

seeing the lady I have mentioned, he
quickened his steps and a happy look
camé into his face. On reaching her
he bent down and kissed her tenderly,
and when she moved nearer to tho win-
dove_ho deposited his coat and hand-
bag; and seated himself besidoher. In
the seventy-five-milé ride which I took
in the saine car, with them b showed
Ter every attention, and tothoend ex-
hibited Jiis devotion by anticipating
hersmallest need for comfort; and once

ing-to meet. somebody. At once, on’

r
that this was a truo love match.—
Hope,

e et

THE AUDACITY OF FAITH.
OxE morning 1n the winter of 1874
a Chnistian lady who had often dis-
tributed to the necossity of saints, sat
alone m the room where advanced age
aud the beginning of what proved to
bo her Inst illness confined her.
Roused from her meditation by the
entrance of her daughter, she said:
#ly dear, old Mr. and Mrs. W—o
have been on my mind all night. I
hear that they were not at church on
Sunday. I know that they are poor;
they may be sick and in want 1
wish you would take a basket, callacab,
drive to the market, buy a goodly
supply of provisions, and tako it to
them.” Here sho gave the address,
and as her daughter was leaving the
room, she added, handing her a thick
fanncl skirt, “ Perhaps you would do
well to take this, too; the weather is
cold, and Mrs. W—may need it.”
Tho young lady went. The pro-
visions wero bought, and at tho head
of the third flight of stairs in the
tenement house to which she had been
directed, she stopped short. Through
the thin door she could hear JMr.
wv. ’s voice asking a blessing upon
tho food before him.

At the conclusion of the grace, and
smiling at what she now helieved to
be her mother's unnecessary anxiety,
she knocked and entered. Surc enough,
there they were at dinner, the wife at
foot of the table waiting to be helped,
the husband at head carving—one
large apple all the food they had |

With tears in her cyes, the lady
drew forth her kindly store, and while
a comfortable meal was being prepared
she listered to their grateful-thanks
and heard, from uncomplaining lips,

a precarious living as clear-starchers;
how the husband had been attacked
by rheumatism and the wife by a felon;
how, though utterly destitute, they
had poured out before their God all
their troubles, and how they surely
believed that he would send some one
to liclp them.

When dinner-was ready and the
visitor- about to leave, Mrs. We—
‘accompanied her to the door, and with
apre;pécthq‘v look, said: “My dear,
did you bring the faunel petticoat1”

their pitiful story. How they carned

thoe tady bad quite forgotten the skirt
which still Iay in the bottom of the
Lasket. Astonished at the questios,
she answered: © Yes, T brought youn
skart, but why did you think so1”
 Because, dear,” said the old saint,
twhen 1 told tho Lord thero was only
an apple left, I told him I needed n
warm flannel petticoat, and Iwas only
wondering  whether you had it, or
would he send it by some ono else.—
Words and Weapons.

————— P et

Alone With Josus,

I n1avE been alone with Jesus,
My head upon his bresst,
For 1 was sovery weary,
1 wanted thero to reet,
1 have been alone with Jesus,
He tnd me stay awhile,
And I {elt it very precions;
The sunshine of his emile,
For I was woary, weary, and longad to Loat

rest,
Aud Oh1 it wus s0 peaceful there, whils
lcaning on his broast.

Shall T tell you what I told him
While I was walting thero?

1 told him all my trouble,
1 told himall my care.

I told him Satan’s whisperings
0ft culled me into sin;

And asked him if 1 might not
Forever stay with him?

For I was weary, weary, and longed to be

at reaty !
And Oh! it was 30 peaceful there, while '
leaning on his breast.

Shall I tell you what he told me
Whilo I was waiting there?
For it took away my trouble,
It took away iy care,—
He told me how he loved me,
His waywanl, erring child,
And I felt so very happy.
For still on 1ne he smiled.
For 1 was weary, weary, and longed to w8
at rest,
And Oh! it was so peaceful there, whilo
leaning on his breast.

Then he told me I was welcome
To stay with him for aye; i
And ho said that he would never
Cast his loving child away,
© Hark 1" hosad, T am your Saviour,
Firm as a rock I stand,
Come and reat Leneath my shadow
When weary in the land *
Oh ! 'tis precious, very precious, to lean on
Jesus’ breast,
For when the hoart is weary, 'tis the only
place of rest.

Sivce drunkenness comes first and
hardest upon woman, since it is to
her what a swine ia to a garden, root
ing up every sweet blossom, and
destroying every fruit, and making a
wilderness of tho garden of the Lord,
I have a right to say to every young
woman . By your look, by your work,
and by your act, bear testimony and
exert your infl gainst intemny
ance. Lot not your fair hand, that
yet ono day shall go out in pledge,
convey to another the cup which shall
desolate and destroy the houschold.
If there bo ono thing that womoan
‘should stand for, it is temperance —
Henry Ward Beecher,

Tus highest form of Christian ufois

e e o i =

hé" put. his"arm rodnd her.in fuch a

.In ile excitement-of the-entrance

self.-dental, for be good of others.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.

STUDIRS IN THE NEW TESTAMENT.
A.D. 09.) LESSON VIL  (Feb. 12
JESUS AND TIK LITTLE ONES,

Matt, 18, 1-14,

Commit to me. . va, 2-4,

GorpeN TexT.

But Jesus antd, Sutler little chuklien, aml
forbid them not, to come unto me, for of
such is the kingdom of heaven  Matt
19, 14,

Quriaxre.

). The Children’s Friend.
2. 'The Sinner's Saviour.
Tiur.~<9 AD,
Prace.  Capernaumn
Exrranations —Ringdom of  heaven—
Horo used by the disciples concermny the
expectod eartily kingdom  ¥e b ron
vertal—Turped directly about, become m
all things exautly opposite to what you are.
As little rhul:lrm—’l"n‘t 18, humble,'nmple,
i o

Tracuizus or THE Lrssox,
Where, in this lesson, may we learn—
1. Why we ouglrt to forgive?
2, How we may be forgiven?
3. Who will be unforgiven?

Tur Lyssox Carrcuiss.

1 \What was Peter’s question to Jesus?
How often shall § forgive? 2. How many
tities dued Jesus tell him he nust forgive?
Untl wventy times seven, 3. What ilnes
serse 25 ahow that thistmeans?  That there
is uo limit to forgivencas. 4. \What dovs
this vers say we muat do*  From our
heasts forgive all trespasses, 5 How hadl
Jesus  already taught wmen to pray?
** Forgave us our debts,” ete,

Docriiat, Svcarstiox.—~Forgivencss.

CaTrcuIsn QursTioN,

10 What docs our Lond say of those who
reject hun?  He declares that they ought to
Lelieve in him : and that they would believe
1n lum of they hombly and patiently listened
to his wonls,

John vui 46, 47 1 I say truth, why do
yo not beliove mo? He that is of od heareth
the words of God, for this canxe yo licar
them not, because yo are tot of God

Mrsortan or Dr. Newnes, by Rev. A, H.
Reynar, MLAL

Tur. Cnerew’s \Workino Doctnixes, by
Dr. Carman.

RercotLECTIONS oF ToroNTO METIODISH, bY
Mr. John Macdonald,

Datry Live. or TuR Inaanrk, by Dr Daniel
Clark, Supt.fof Toronto Lunatic Asylum,

CuntstiaNiTy aN0 Oruen Farris, by the
Rev, F. H. Wallace, B.D,

Tur Srory or METLAKANTLA, by the Rov,
J. W, Annls, MLA,

Vanamisp V uNETTES, by the Rev. Ueo, K2
Bond, M.\,

Samtey Bepaprr, T Succrssrun Men-
CHANT, by Peter Bayne, LL.D.

Tur New Lisg or D, Puxsuox, by Rev,
Hugh Joknaten, B.D,

Tig Trials axp Tr1usPRS OF PROUIBITION,
by J. C.

Meritoptsst 18 Tk Brack CouNtny.

Tite MISERIES OF A PALACE, ete., cte.
Contributions may also b expected from

she Rev Prof Shaw, Prof Coleman, Rev

Hugh Johnaton, M. A., Rev. E A, Stafford,

LL.B., Dr. Dallinger (\Wonders of the Mic:

pe), and many others.

, M.AL

and 4
heaven—This tume used by Jesun witl
seference to s tin spuitual  hingdom
Shall recesve—That te, into apintual fellow-
ship, Shall offind Awuse ts make a spint
url decline or to full intosin ~ Their angels -
A belief in guardian angels was at this timo
very common, snd Jesus recogiizes 1% an
these words.

Traciixgs or Tir. Lysson.

Where, in this lesson, are we taught—

1. That little children are members of the
kingdom of Giod*

2, That humility 18 one of the greatest of
Christiap graces?

3. That the saving of a soul causes great
Joy in heaven

Tax Lyssos CaTeeisy

1. What does tho disciples’ question show
that they expected ¥ An earthly kingdom
of heaven, 2. What does Chinst's answer
‘teach concerning human ambition?®  That
it cannot enter lieaven 3 \What must
every catizen of this kingdom be hke? Like
a mumple, artless cinld 4. Whodocs Christ
declare wall be the greatest in hus kingdom®
He who is most chitlhkm 3 What reasan
did Jesus givo for desnng the childeen of
the people to follow and to hear lum?
¢ Jesus aaud, Sutfer hittle cluldren,” ete.

Deocrrivat Sveegstion —Humility

9, Have beliovers an internal 1
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Volumes XXVIL and XXVIIL ; 1,200 pages,
With 250 Pine Engravings.
¥2,00 a Year; $1.00 for Six Monthe,
GUARDIAN or WESLEYAN and MAGAZINE
together, $3.50.
W. H. WITHROW, DD, FRS.C,

Editor.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

“Our Owx CounTRY,”
l?' the Editor, with numerous- Engravings
of the most r\ictumagub—acenea in the
Provinces of Quobec, New Brunswick and
NovaScotia. B

* PICTURFESQU IKRLAND,”
With numerous superb Engravings of the
finest scenery in_ Antri ., Londonderry,
Donegal, Clare, Kerry, Cork, Kilkenn
and Dublin, mcluding the Lakes of Kil-

Jarney, the wild west coast, the Giants'

Causeway, Dunluce Castle and Dublin Bay.
*“Rounp Apovr Exowe

With many Engravings of the most romantic
scenes and listoric sites in the Shires of
York, Durham, \Westmoreland, Cumber.

|
1 -CATrCnisy  UESTION,
l

. that Christ came from Guxl® They have,
| weeonhing to then faith, the witness ail the
t hragt of l?n: Holy Spinat in their hearts,
Joha xin. 20, 1 John av 13, -Gal v

2,23,

AD. 29 LESSON VIIL [Feb, 19.
A LESSON OX FURGIVENESS,

Matt, 18 21 30 Commat to mem. vs. 21,22,

GuLDEN ThxT.

Aud forgise us our debts, as we forgive
our debtors.  Matt, 6. 12
OvuTLINE
1. Forgiving,
2. Unforgiving.
Tiur —29 A.D.
Prack. —Capernaum.
EXPLANATIONS. — ML aeven (imea—Peter
thought thers must be somo Lt to for-
ivencss, and yet would be manimous.
he number seven, as a symbolic number,
might mean once for every day in the week.
Serenty tumes sevenn—A limitless number of
tumes; not four- hundred-and ninety times
simply, but, as that is & very large aumber
cotn with _seven, & means » vast
“number of times; that is, slways.  Talr
account of A servarts—Not - number his
servants, but make a reckoning with them.
Ten thousand ™ talents—An~ expression n-
tended to indicate theinfinite debt incurred,
which could never be discharged. Com.
manded Aim o be sold—That is as a slave,
according to the law of Moscs.  Zoosed Aim
—Set him free. A Aundred pence—About
fiftoen dollavs; a very small comparative
_sum. Ae tormentors—The torturers, or
those who wwould ln:?lect him to_rack and
punishment till ko should pay; -an awful
- picture of punuhment, since he could not
pay.

land, L. hive, Derby, Lei Lincoln,
l,‘mnbmlge, Warwick, Worcester, Glou-
cester, l\ent} Somerset, Levon and Corn-

wall; tuding gs of
London, York, Uxford, Uambmrge, etc,

“ LAXDMARKS oOF History,”
With numerous full-page Engravings of the

chief actors and acenes and events in the
grest historic drama of ¥uiope,

1 gre AND Tnxrx 18 Evrore,”

INustrating many of the most important
scenes and cities in France, Spain, Italy,
G Holland and Belgi -

' o'

“Laxp or iz Praraons.”

% Asia MISOR AND THE LEVAXT,” AND

“Bisrx* Laxps,”

With large numbers of -Bible scenes in
l";gyp!.—l’;lutine. Syria and the Levant—
of much i t to all Bible read

" Misstox Lirx axp Womk 1x Chixa.”
“Tnx Jews s TuEy Are.” -
Iy THE GERMAN:FATUERLAXD _
* ALASKA AND THE Nortit Pacaric Coasr.”

o Ix tux Hion Avr”

“OcrAN GROVE,” by Warring Kennedy.

¢ TORONTO 48 IY Was AND a8 17 Is.”

** PICTURESQUE NIAGARA.”

“Tue Exouisg Laxrs,” by B. E. Balk

“Corxa, Tiik HEruir NattoN,” by Rev. J.
F Gorman, M. -

“Tourist Nores 1y CUBA.”

A STUDY or CARLYLE.” with finie portsait, |.

and many other articles.

Most of tho above will include several

ly illustrated acticles, -

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tux Mixor Poxrs or MET:10DISH, (Second
Series,) by Rev.' e Williams,” 7 7 -

Tux CHUkcH’s WoRkING DocrRuss, by Dr.
Carman, o

tof o

+

1

Our Serial Story, ' Titx Lost SiLveR
oF Brireatur,” by Mrs. Amelia A, Barr, will
be one of surpassing intereat. It describes
the wonderful influence of Mothodism both
among, the late slave population and amang
the whites. -The hero, John Przaton, is a
noble specimen of a Methodist loval preacher,
and lus trials and disappointments work ‘out
for him an exceeding great reward.

“Also *“ Dick Curnow's CoxvERsION,” a story
of Cornish Methodism and Cornish Smug.
gling, by-Mark Guy Pearse.

“Tnx STorY OF SQUIRE !{Al'tsr:ss or CrRow ~

Which for first two quarters of 188 ar¢
from Matthow,

For 8.S. TEACHERS
and )
BIBLE STUDEN

BisLe Stupixs. For Normal Classes,
semblies, Dible Students and Sund
schoolTeachers. By Rov. A K. Dunuiag}
Paper cover, 50 cents, cloth, 75 cento,”
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148 pages, 90 centa, g
Tugx Bisrx: Tnx Sonpay-Scuoot, Tem
Book. By Alfred Hotborn, M.A. Clothg
90 cents. Ty
Tux Youxa Tracnier: An Eleaen
Hand.book of Sundai-school instruction
By Win, H. Groser, B.Se. Cloth, 80c.” 38
ProrLe’s COMNENTARY oX MATTIEW. ‘Cen
taining the Common Version, Rev
Vernon, with critical, exegetical, .
applicative notes, and illustrations'drs
from life and thought in the Eaat:
Edwin W. Rice, D.D. With maps,
12mo, cloth, $1.00 net. -
Tix Mopxex Suxpay-ScuooL. By:Joh
. Viacent, D.D:  12mo, clot|
pages, §1.00. B N
Prioveer's Seiecr Nores.  The volomsd
contains four full-page illustrations, fromy
h f places_mentioned_in.thi}

Tiores- HaLy,” “Wray,

author of ¢ Nestleton Magua.”

“A Bovoorr axp_Irs Consequrxces.”
A Land 12aguo Irish Story-of to.day.
And many other features of special in-
terest.

PREMIUM BOOKS-FOR 1888.
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By-John Strathesk. Cloth, 301 pages.
Retail prico $1.00.—40 cents.

-writings are well
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Years Ago. By-Annie Swan. Cloth,
318 pages. - Com.nended by Mr. Uladstone,
Retail price §1.25.—55 cents. h
mevsmﬁuz Dark CoNTInENT. By Henry
M. ey.
Engravings. Retail price §
ANECDOTES O¥ TBE WisLEvs, By Rev.
J. B. Wakeley. -Cloth, 392 pages. - Retail
. -price $1.00.—30 cents. =~ ° - -

Tur -Harsau SvccessioN: A: Tale of

Cloth, 312-pages.” Many | Vo
x*f.oo.—,qxgmi’:

Methodiat Life in Yorkshire and America.-

By Amelia E. Barr  Cloth, 310 pages.
. Retail price $1.00 —35 cents.

PRAYER AND 178 REMARKABLE. ANSWERS:
. Bv W. W Patton, DD Cloth, 403

. pages. -Retail price §1.09.—35 cents.

| Larz or Giorox-Qusrixy. By the.Rev.

William-Arthur, M. A.  12mo, cloth,’302 |"
pages, with portrait, -Retail price $1.00.
—45 cents,

For names 5;! 22 premium books see list in

Guardian.
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Bible texts. Two coloured maps,
of chronology, charts, ete., make-
volume. for 1858- most complete.  8v
cloth, $1.25 net.  Also Questiox Booxs]
-in threo grades. Each, 20 cents net;

17 cents each by the dozen.
Vixcexr's Serecr Noms on the- In
national S:-S. Lessons with mape, il
trations, etc. ‘8vo, cloth, $1.25 °
Questiox Booxs, in three grades F
20 cents, By tho dozen, 17 cents edcli,
MoxpaY CLUBSERMONS on the S, 8. Lessous]

12mo, cloth, $1.25. T
Tre SeNDAY-SciooL Lissox CALESDAR P

1 Published by the 'S. 8. 7
Giving lesson, with notesshowing changes]
in Revised Version, memory- verse
golden texts, ete.  Every S. §.-teac
and scholar should havo one. Each,
free, 20 cents net ; by tho dozen,.
_free, 17 cents net. . N
Pocker Lrssoxs for Sunday Schools.
-taining only the Scripture of the In
national Lessons for 1888, with golde
texts” and memory verses, notes, ‘el
Paper covers, 5 centseachnet. ¢

=|nner Life of ‘Christ, =
(4 Rerealed "ﬂqusg-';" o)

By JOSLPH.PARKER, D.D., of Londo

“Three Vols: ‘Each $1.75:

—ttThese Sayings of Migie” (300 pi 13
oLy Chas. ~F.,'Ih)e$|"'

",
Vol, 1L -(376 pp) 5B
Matt VIILXI, (6 ppy S5

Vol._ III. —Things Concerning Himac]
T (373pp) St Matt . XVL-XXVIIL

Talks to-Boys and Bisls abont Jee
¢  Edited by Rev. WILBUR P.CRAFTS,

Intludes * talks” by many . famous Wwrifersd
and teachers. This buok is one of the b
helps on the S, S. Lessons for a yeal
July 1at, 1887, which will-be- upon 3
Lifo-of - Christ. "The. talks. abound:ia}
illustrations and show just how to maki

- the lesson: clear, impressivo and' interésty
" ing.  12mo, 381 pages, cloth, illustrai
$1.50. Popular S.-5. Edition, in:
manilla’ covers, ‘only 50 cen

¥ Send for otir-full lis
“Lesson.Hel

3

)

-8, F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.8. |




