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A LITTLE SAORIFICE.

BY C. T. W.

rand palace lived the dearest
mg&le? ilgl the wc}))rld. At least, 1 am sure
all her children thought so, and they were
many.
le,e domains of the palace stretched fgg
and wide, including lofty sr{tﬁw:cag; d
mountaing, and green little h1ks ; regat
Tivers, and silver-tongued br({)oblsg g
gray rocks, and tiny smooth pebbles. toar
There were many others })esxde t}ﬁ tﬁer
old mother, whom we will call Mo hor
ational, and her daughters, 11v1ngt }:nvast
nd palace, and, in fact, all over el ast
And if you will believe it, ala %'1
share of them did not like Mother Natnonn
nq her daughters at all. In fact, maéh};
‘hateq por;  ¢¢But,” said she tol
daughters ¢ we must do right, and I()i eas_ei
thiy’ @nd i we help to get hurtful an et‘l?
h Mgy o4t of tho palace, perhaps even tid
aéer“ will love us after awhile.
20 they c all together every yoals
and Pll;:lie?lm\:vuhcre they should go, and
18t evil each should try to lessen through
© next year. And while they weve t,:Ll](f
Matters over, some prayed for them, and
blessed them, and some gibed and jeered,
and the haters hated harder than ever, and

teful things; but it
the daughters, who
d hands, and with
that all might
went

east, west, north and south igam, to begin
once more their earnest worx.

The greatest, evil in the palace lWas
slavery. Many and strong were the ?1 a:}?—
holders and their chains, qnd thoug e
slaves, worn with their toils, often strulg-
gled to free themselves, their captors ;)Ehy
drew the chains tighter, and la\ughec}ll % (:
poor, wretched victims, fmd meanwhi l?.se
traps for the feet;l of 1bmght, unwary boys,

de them also slaves. ]
an%}glsa evil the daughters were filg}l(ltlng
with might and main, teaching the chi rir(;
to look out for the traps, and tlryllngt g
break the chains of the slaves, and t ;lat 13
tho reason the wicked slaveholders hate

them. .
Manhy were the ways devised by Mot&l)lgg

this evil.
jonal to help conquer \
1):Iea'::;olslglveral dmll)ghters met together, and

> halace domains planted
1 heart of the palace « : plan
?nlibt}tulac tree.  Cavefully they \V:l,t(.,lﬁ,ivl tmﬁ
‘(}Lndl«\d it till it begun to gmwt]{dpll‘] y,q.:\l])] ‘
5 bu Then the blossoms
d and blossom. o blosso
gfldbll;aves began to fall, and the breezes to

them far and wide.
Wazf\ts fast as they fell came ©

gaid all manner of ha
made no difference to
prayed together, claspe
little white badges, worn
know whose daughters they were,

thers to lake

their places, and as they floated on the
breeze they brought a pure, sweet influence
to all who stood in their path. Whoever
picked up one of these leaves or blossoms
might find on it an uplifting message
written, and many were the feet turned
aside from dangerous places, by following
one of these fluttering leaves.

Other daughters kept lovely flower beds,
and sent the rich blossoms into prisonsand
hospitals, where were slaves who had been
hurt, or, in desperation at their wrongs,
had hurt others.

Still others visited these slaves with help
and encouragement, while some of the
sisters gathered the children about them,
and told them how to avoid all the snares
that might be set, and taught them from
God’s word.

Many, many ways these helpful daughters
had of working, and many were the bright
dollars it took to send them about on their
errands of mercy, so large were the palace
domains.

One day came to them all a letter from
Mother National ¢“ Dear children,” it said,
‘“ you are giving much, can you give a little

more? The family purse is thin, and ti >
demands upon it large, and some of the
money has been lost by the carelessness of
a trusted messenger. What shall we do ?
I will go without new gloves for the pre.
sent, leaving the money that would have
paid for them in the purse; what will my
daughters be willing to do ?” :

Well, how do you think those daughters
answered ? Did they say, ‘“Oh, dear! 1
can’t do any more!” No, indeed! One
laughed as she wrote back, ‘‘ Here, mother,
is the price of a new bonnet. I can trim
over the old one.”

Another said, ‘Tl give a new dress,
which I don’t need as badly as I thought 1
did.”

One gave up butter for a week, and
another sugar. The sister who tended one
branch of the great tree, sold a choice
blossom just ready to blow away, and sent
the money for that to the family purse.

And so, by little and little, the Self-
Denial Fund grew, and even the small
children helped, until the purse grew plump
again, and Mother National was happy.

*WHITE AS SNnowr »

e

The enow is noiselessly falling
In whitened flakes from the sky,
Draping the earth with a mantle
Of purity from on high;
Covering the leafless branches
Of tha trecs with a garb of white,
Transforming them into beauty,
And objects of real delight.

i think as the crystal snow-flakes
Make the earth a vision fair,
Of the wondrous passage quoted
By the ancient seer Isaiah:
**Although your sins be as scarlet’’—
1 have sinped, all this I know;
**Must I always bear its impress?"
*‘They shall be as white as snow.

Can it be? My eyes glance outward,
And as far as I can see,

Only glimpses of rare whiteness,
As an answer come to me;

Ilook upward—I see clearly—
Christ the sinless Saviour dies,

Pleads s blood for my redemption,
Gives himself, my sacrifice.

Though the Kfé.rs have long since vanished

Since the Master spoke to men,
I can hear the echo ringing
Down the centaries again:
“Although your sins be as scarlet;"
Oh, that all the world might know
The fulfillment of the promise:
*They shall be as white us snow!”

—Ela A. 8mall.
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“ Bird'g Nest.”

BY M. ¥, B,

No# cunningly fashioned of twigs and moss,
This little nest I’'m writing about ;

Bug noge the less cynningly built and planned,

As if with the skill of a master hand,
Perfect within and withont.

" '"Tis made of timber and iren and st,c_)vne H
Was never birdling with tender biil
Could carry such weight from browy earth to
tree, )
Or slender branches bear it steadily,

Work he with heartiest will.

And as for my birdlings, they're bipeds true,
With eyes as bright and voices as sweet
As any you’ve heard on a summer day
Caroling the merriest roundelay
From a swaying, leafy seat.

But they have no feathers, these birds, I
now,
Though they’ll sometime, I doubt not, have
wings, ) )
For in theiv pure hearts there is music true,
And the soul rejaices with happiness new,
“An the bird does when it siugs.

Far this pretty nest is a cozy hame, ,
Ard the birdlings are people  (yow've
guessed) ; . )
Kach day with its ¢lorious duwnmg revives
The harmonious sweetuess of their two young
lives,
And you surely know the rest.
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A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
* Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.
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m‘&_d —
WHERE HE FOUND HIS VOICE.

Inve ane of our mountain townsl there
came lasph gqummer that blessed thing—a
vevival of rveligion. If you have seen
éwéqt showers come uft;er a IOI_lg dl'ﬁ_ught,
and all the sere and wilted things lift up
their leaves and rojoice, you have a picture
m your mind of what this revival did for

Ws

Anwong those to whont church member-
ship was not a new thing, was & young
business man, who had been accustomed
to speak of himself lightly ag ¢, silent
partner ‘in the concern;” ~that is he
oeuldn’t lead in prayer, he said, nor teach
in Sunday-school, and as for addressing a
maeeting of any kind—Ql dear’ no.! Dur-
ing this time of revival our yb'ing man was

adking down street one #ftefnoon wl}en a
sound from the open window of the vﬂlagg
tavern made himn pause ; somebody_\‘vag
singing a hymn in there— somehodies
mtléecf for there were several nien’s
voices.

He bad heard many ourious sounds from
Wbat place, but none like thjis ; ;“ﬁl a;ls tlllg
sweek 1ufluence breathing through the old
towa hl;?gqui@km h;il:gupir«itxml pulses,
too, 6% selemn words and tender tune drew
hiwa might in through the door.
“AR,” said one of the singers, as the
hymp closed, “ now we can have a prayer.
eeeratl

‘notes IROPe vehumc.ut]y.

We werg wishing for a chugch member, air,
to pray for our souls. All we knew how to
do wan tg sing a little.¥ To pray for their
souls!| Ttwasa bar-keqper and two of hig
campanions, whose hearts had heen touched
by the Holy Spirit to seak salvation. They
never doubted byt that this church mem-
ber would pray for them.

And he did pray with apd for them.
Whether he hajte and gtammered and
mixed his metaphors he does not know, nor
do they; but day aftey day he met with
them, he read the %ible and prayed and they
sang hymns. Some da{~,th:yt long, brighg,
eternal day—they will worship together
where all service is praise, for seeking,
they found the Saviour i asking, to them
salvation was given ; knocking, the door of
the kingdom was opened to take them all
in.—Congregationalist.
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A PILLOW OF THORNS.

BY ERNEST GILMORE.

Mrs. WaRREN awoke one morning, after
a disturbed night'’s rest, with the thought
that a heayy day’s work awaited her one
pair of hands,

“I hardly know where to hegin, John,”
she confessed to her husbapnd, as she
hurviedly dyessed herself, ¢ have some
canning that must be done, and the ironing
is nat near finished, and there’s no denying
that the baby is very troublesome—can’t
wonder that he is, thaugh, dear little
thing ! She added, as she bent over the
eradle where the baby lay sl_eeping ; ““he’s
cutting teeth.” )

“You must keep Katy out of school to
help you; she is twelve years old, and
surely ought ta be able tq save you a great
many steps.”

“Oh, T couldn’t think of keeping her out
of school just now ; she’d get behind in her
classes ! She can help e before school,
and at noon—yes, and after schagl, and
perhaps T can get through the day all right,
although I do feel g severe hesdache
coming on.”

After breakfast My.
the stare, kissing his wife first, however,
and saying: “[ am very sorry for you,
dear ;" then looking at Katy, who sat at
the window with her History, he added
pleasantly : “Come, Katy, child, put up
your book and help mother ; willing little
hands cau do much work,”

But the trouble with Katy just then was
that her hands were not willing.  As the
door closed after her father, she said,
without rising from her chair : “You don’t
need me very much, do you, mamma? ]
haven’t learned my history lesson, and we
recite it the first hour.”

““Why didn’t you learn it last evening ?
You had a long, quiet evening, with
nothiny «lse to do.”

““Yes, Tknow I did; but I had an inter-
esting library book to finish, and after thag
it was too late.”

““ Another time you must learn your
lessons first before Yyou amuse yourself with
story-books.  You can study your lesson
now ; T will get along withous you,” Mrs.
Warren said.

Noou came. There was & nice dinner
upon the table. Upon the bars  the
smoothly-ironed clothes hung, and on the
kitchen table there was a row of glass-jars,
filled with delicious hot, fruit.  But it was
a very flushed and wearied face that looked
over the coffes-urn. It wag only half-past
twelve when the family finished their
dinner, and Mrs. Warren said : “Katy,
dear, you have half-an-hour before school ;
suppose you tie on a big apron and help me
to get some of these dishes out of the way.”

“Oh, dear! T dont see how I can,
mamma ; I missed my practice-hour tlig
morning, and you know 1 have to take my
music-lesson to-morrow., sut Tl lot it go
if you say so,” Kty said, fretfully,

“Go aud practise.” That was all Katy’y
tired wother said, as she gathered up the
many dishes preparatory to romoving them
to the hot kitchen. Katy's conscionce
treubled her some as she practised hep
scales'in the pleasant parlour. PTwo o)
theee thmes, in place of the musical hotes,
she saw o tived mother's face ; but she did
not close her inxtl'uu?i(m-b()()k aud go to
that mother’s relief, but only struck the
Tt was four o'elock
when Katy veburmed frop school, Looking
intoe the little Hitbing-rm»n, she found the
baby asteap in his cradle,

: and her Inother,
with bandag.d head, upon the couch.

Warren hurried to

e e c—

‘“ ANl quiet along the Potomac 2" Kat.;y‘
questioned, ag she bent to kiss her mother'y
hot cheek. '

*“ Quiet just now, hut the baby’s nap is
nearly out, apd I dread his awakening,
My head is much worse, I think 'youﬁl
have to get taa to-night, dear; I don't
think I possibly can.”

‘Al right, mamma ; but it is pot near
time yet, and can } BO over to the slope
after wild clematis ? The girls are Wwaiting
at the gate, and we'll pot be gang ong.”

“You can go if youll be here at five,
pramptly.” )
“Yes, ma'am, Il be here,
answered, as she danced from the
unmindful of her mother's pain,
The door closed after her with o bang,
which woke the babiy, and he began crying.
It was some moments before Mrs, Warren’s
dizzy head would allow her to get up and
lift the screamning child fron, his cradle.
She put him on the floor and gave him a
box of playthings, which he threw all over
the room, even into the dining»room be-
youd.  Mrs. Warren did hot seem to care
where he threw his toys, as Jong as he was
amused. She lay down again and held hep
throbbing head, watching the clock as the
hands crept closer to five, hoping that
thoughtless little Katy would keep her
promise. The clock struck one—two—
three— four—fiye, Oh, how the little
hammer beat her weary head! But pot.
withstanding her pain, she arose, built the
re, prepared the Supper, a pain in her
}wﬂrt \;lrorse t}ian that in her h,
1t be that my little Kat does not lyy
mother 1" ghe thought. y © her
“T'm so Sorry, mamma. I meang to
come sooner, but [ wag having such & nice
time,” began Katy, apologetically, byt her
father stopped her,
“*Where have you
said.  “Your mother all alone with the
work and the baby ! Look at her tired
red face—" Byt the reproof stopped jusé
here, for .the tired, red face suddenly grew
ashen white, and Katy’s Weary mother wag
unconscious.
Months have been passed since then, bug
Ka?y's heart is still sore, Her mother i 4
patient invalid, anq May never again wall
a step. Every night as Katy’s heaq fally
upon the pillow, she looks about her room’s
pretty belongings, her dear mother's love
and taste breathing through them all, anqd
thinks of what thag gray-haired doctor said
months  ago, looking pityingly at her
mother, and at thoughtless liftle Katy:
‘ Mother has had to work too hard thishot,

gl(l)s% day; I Suppose you help her ali you
an.

Katy
room,

been, Katy 1" phe

“Ah, but that's the trouble. i o
hel&mothﬁr all T could.” oubie: 1 didot
A W((::' tfaty! Poor mother I“Tempemnc,e

T e
AN EXPENSIVE BADGE.

A YOUNG man in 4 Londop i
noticed the blye ribbon Tota) I\bot]:‘lll?il}?cl:
badge on a fellow Passenger’s cout and
asked him i a bantering tone how,much
he got for wearing it.

‘“That ¥ cannot exactly say,”
other, “but it costs me abg
thousand pounds & year.”

The wearer of the badge was Frederick
Charrington, son of a rich brewer ang the
intended successor of his futhep’s business
He had been convinced of the evil of the
gle.and beer trade, and refused to continye
I 1t, though it would haye brought him an
ncome of £20,000 year.

He preferred o lifo of Christian philag.
t}}ropy‘ to a career of money-making ; nnd
his activity soon made him known through
the kingdom ag a most successfu] temper-
ance evangelist. Hig work, organized in
the tent meeting on Mile End Road, hag
grown steadily for twenty. years, and ,now

‘“the largest mission ha] in the
world.”—Selected,

I STy -——

THE LAKE DWELLBRS.'
Ix Switzcr]and, one winter when it wag

very cold, the rivers were frozen and the
The people whe

replied the
ut twent:y

}a.kus were very shallow.,
ived on the border of one of the lak
determined to make their gande e,
by running their side wally )
lake, and building 4 wyl] 40 %0 shut qut
%aling, te fill in
i

the lake. They they were
the space thus enclosed w
from the lake bed. When they

.gh the Bible.

R

bo dradge they cama wpon a quantity of
spiles, and ivory and stone and bronze
th?.ls. Inveﬂﬁﬁﬂtions proved that above
th‘? lake gnd,” indeed, abuve ethers in
Sw1tzeﬂand, had once risen the homes o
& Beople who ljved in dwellings buijlt l'ugh
ahove the water on spiles or logs driven
nto the bed of the lake. One lake having
oeen drained, two settlements were found
0 it, one ab each end. MThe part of the
eastern settlement which used to st:_md
above the water had been destroyed Dy fire,
and the charred remains could still be seen.
Nabady had avar dreamed of the existence
of such peapleg, Thay are now known 88
the *“ Lake gwellers“’

Decembar,

Some fellows 8¢ blawing for Springtime,
And some will hurrah for the Fall ;
Some think there's nothing like marbles,
And some that there’s nothing like ball ;
Hut if you want, regular racketa,
B it more fun than ever wasg guessed,
ith coasting, and skating and s%idins-
_And everything just at its hest— .
The jolly olg month of December
8 worth any twq of the rest.

For then there is ice on the river,
And then there g snow on the hill,
And the days are go short and go shiging,
And the nightg are 8o white and so still;
And thep at the end there ig Christmas;
UI which I've no cause for complaint,

hen your stockings get filled by your
mother,

Or Bome other sors of g sgint ;
ow, if iy anything better,
Just like te know—but there ain't

D o

TOBACCO-USING RUING THR
VOICE :

Many a4 fine ker or singey has
sacrificed hig gream charm “i.;; the
shrine of this somniferous god. I-ﬁmd(eds
of preachers have left their charges and
gone abroad for theip health, suppesing
they ha.d ruined their vocal organa by their
energetic exhortations and oarnest appeals
on hehalf of Piety, when the sole gguse

was their own Feprehengible indulgenee in
clgars or ““fing oy, '

A BRAVE BOY,

AMong many ilustrations of thisstexling
quality. of peaj nobleness is that of the
celebrated Adam Clarke, the commentator

When a lad he was put
factory in Ipoland. Onﬁ
engaged, a pieoa of elot
be sent yved

i 8 The
master, however, tiad an: ides that i might
be made the broper length by atretehing:
He thereupon unrolled i, &n‘i ﬁikm@wld
of one eng himself, he gave Adam’ thye:
?‘ther end and said, *“Pull, Adam, pull,

work in g linen
day while thyg

cannot, gip,” < Why?”  asked the
master. ¢ Becauge it ig wrong, sir,” was
the braye Iad’s reply.

earing this the master declared he
) o for a eloth manufacturer an

sent him off hope, The result was he be-
eme the friond of ghe Buke of Lupec, an

ultlma.te]y one of the most learned ecom-
mentators on the Bible England has ever
had.\Selected.

B,

BOY-CHARAOTER,

I7 is the greatest delusion in the world
for a bay to get the idea that his life is of
110 consequence, and that the character of

) iced. A manly, truthful
boy will shine like a star in any commumity-

OF may possesy as nuch of noh

character g 4 man. He may so speak and
S0 live the truth that there WHI be no
discount op hig word.  And there are such.
noble Christinn boys! and wider and deeper
Ph:m they are apt to think is their ipfluence.
Fhey wee the king boys among their fellows,
WVing an immense influence for good,
loved anq respected begause of the simple
fact of living the trugh,

Dear boys, do be truthful. Keep your
word ag a.bsuluteJe;h sacred. Keep .
SPpointmentsy af, the houge of Ged.

nown for your fideli the intereats of
the churcl aud Sabeatic s Be

In every friendship.
snd do good. - - (hid's P,
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The Besk Pripking Place.
BY MARY L, WYATT.

On g Pleasant day I the early fall
A stranger rods into the town,
U4 stopping his horse in the public square
¥ anced this way and that with a frown,
o ‘hf‘; place that he sought he oould not
nd
8 (Saloons had been banished that year),
© he ealled tq » lad who passed that way,
nd said to him : *“ Sonny, come here.

S
Here’s

S a nickel for you to show the way

.« 3 2 the best drinking-place you know.”
All yighy 1 he a,m?pvsre,d—,—}; quick-witted
e J Yauth, )
Tilp 5t turn np that street, sir, and go
T].Vou come to another upon your right,
Til 'en tupn hite shat, and keep on
R you come ta another, turn right again,
nd you'l} awe it quite plainly,” said John.

Soz\:ll(llfm]kfng the lad, the stranger rode off,
G001 giwe a hep, skip, and a jump,
For back came the straggger,P\‘vithin a trice,
. Brought up—st, the ald towa pamp !
ere yow are, siri” said John, with a
. ThSnnlle,
1 L'he beSt; ¢ drinking-place’ to be found,
Take g gluad, drink, sir, it's free, and yay're
,  Welcome, too |
Iﬁs.gqu for your health, I'll be bound {”

He took the glass in a good-patured way,
And drankgol the wg§ter clear,

Then spid: “'Pis an excellent drink, I'm

© sure—

The best I've had for a year.”

80 saying, he tossed the lad a coin:

K ‘“ The lessen is worth that to me ; ,
o¢] laying your temaperance joke——
’T};;qlﬁ p ¢ the world better,” gaid he.

-

A LITTLE WAY DOWN STREET.

BY ROBERT BURDETTE.

My boy, you came in rather late last
night, and this morning, when your mother
asked where you were, you said, *“Down
street.”™ Phen when she wanted to know
Whereabouts down street, you said, *Oh,
Just a little wuys.” .

Now, T daw’t think you intended to hie to
your mother, Asa rule you are a trathful
b(’yx and your mother can believe you.
Byt | wonder i you kmow how far down
Sreet you wewe last might? You were
Tight when you said you were  “down
Straet, ” Whenever a boy comes home late
A night and s afraid or ashamed to tell
{Ust where he has been and what he has

¥en doing, ¥ know as well as he does, and

1S mother knows, and everybody who

Nows anything about it, says that he has

S0 down siyeet. And mere than that,

y boy, T know that he has been a long
Way down street. A long, long way.
. ave you a map of your route last even-
mgt Not Welf, never mind ; you know
you were down street, and we ¢cyn make. a
map in a minuté or two. = Sit down here,
and we'll see how far a boy travels when, he
leaves home after supper, and goes down
Street, g, ligtle way, and doesn't get haek
until ten o’cloek onr Inter. )

Hewe is your home, this bright Kttle spot
like a star on the map. The sweetest,
purest, safest place this side of heaven;
the home where, from father to baby, they
tove you better thin all the vest of the
people in all yhe big, wide world. Now,
when you start from here and go down
Stweet, somehow the street always has a
dqwu-gr&de from home when You sncuk
out at night. ‘See how far you get from
respeesbilivy aud self-vespect when you
reach this corner, ** just a lttle way

fievlrn, * where you loafed—eh ? Well, call
1t loitered if yow prefer it—where wou
loitexed: last nighs. ere are the. ﬁellgm

with whom you loitered. - You had o meot
them here because E)’“ can never meet
them In your home, for two reasons. In
‘the first place your father wouldn!'s pesrgit
one of them to come into his house, and in
the second place, you would be ashamed to
invite them thete whether your fathex for-
bade it or not.  Sweet gang for your
father's son to loiter with, st it? It is a
long ways from your respectable home,
from  your mother’s friends and  your
father's guests to this corner down street,
isn’t it
Then —look at the map, my hoy--see
how g4y it in frow uiaitiness and deconcy.
Two ladies hurried paat this corner, friends
of your mother, possibly they had been
nding the queming at your home.
heaven they could not see you as

\

you slunk back inta the dark doorway,
feeling like the sneak that you were ; and
as they passed by one of the loafers with
whom you were loitering shouted an insult-
ing remark after them. Your oheeks
burned in the dark at that. )

See, too, how far you were fromn purity.
Some of the boys told some stories; do
yau think that you could repeat them to
your sister 2 Don’t you wish this morning
that you could forget them forever? Don't
you know that yaur' mmAd will never be as
pure and innocent 'as it was before you
went just a little way ‘“down fhe street
last might? While you were hstepmg ta
these stories, punctuated by profanity, the
dear ones at home gathered in ﬂ:g sitting
room, your father opened the Bible and
read. They knelt at the family altar and
commended themselves to the keeping of
the Hepvenly Father, and tenderly remem-
bered the boy who was *just a little way
down the street.” Then the lights went
out one by one, the hLouse was still,
and only the loving mother waited anxi-
ously and sleeplessly for the boy who was
down strect. 1t was more than ten million
miles away from the sweet old chapter
that your father read, down te the stories
that you heard, my boy. r’\nd what a
steep grade, all the way down !

And it was a long way from the truth.
When you evaded your mother’s (uestion
and said you were only ‘‘a little way down
street ” the lie in your false heart looked
guiltily out of your eyes as it roge to your
cowardly lips. o

Just see where you were; you, ordnparlly
a brave, manly, truthful boy, turned inte a
liar and coward 7 You would fight, I knew,
if any boy ocalled you such names ; but just
tell yourself the truth ; don't lie to your-
self. Were you not ashamed to tell your
mother where you were? Yes. ell,
doesn’t that make you a sneak? And
weren’t you afraid to tell .your father?
Yes, well, what does that make you! And
did you tell the honest truth when your
niother asked where you were? No. Well,
what are you then? And let me tell you
that the ““half truth” and ¢ half lie” you
told your mother is like all half-breeds, it
has alk the worst tvaits of the vilest race
and none of the virtues of the best.
“ Bat,” you say, ‘“a boy doesn’t have to go
with toughs and riff-raff when he goes down
street; there are some mighty nice boys go
down street at night.” My boy, I knowit;
there are some *‘ mighty nice boys” go out
of nights, but_they are not so nice when
they come back. You can’t select yeur
company on the street. The corner is free
to everybody. There is no exelusiveness
in street company. There is no safe “gur-
ner” for you after night except the ehim-
ney corner. And when you leave that and
spend yeur evening on the street, and ean
give ne account of your doings on your
return, beyond the bald statement tha’t];
were ‘‘ just down the street a little ways,
we- know with pain and sorrow that our
boy has locked up in his mind and heart
shameful, guilty things that he dare not tell
inm his home. Keep off the street after
nighs, my boy. )

THE FALLS OF NIAGARA RAN
DRY.

Tuose who have seen this tremendous
cataract will consider that it is an absurd
fable to talk of the Falls ranning dry, and
only worthy to be recorded in Baron
Munchausen’s wonderful adventures. Still,
strange and incredible as it may appear,
the truth in this case is stranger than
fiction.

Sueh an event actually occurred about
forty-five years since and there is not the
falvtest traee of a teadition that it ever
ocenrred. before, and west certainly it never
happened since. T have frequently heard
the particulars from the Iate bishop of
Niagara, and also from his brother-in-la
Mr. T!l(mms C. Street. Indeed sbmvg
years since Bishop Fuller Zave an .’account
of the wonderfu] phenomenon over his awn
name in a Hamilton paper, from which the
greater part of the following statement is
taken, Tt occurred on the morning of the
Sist of Mareh, 1848. Mr.. Thomas C.
Rtreet lived at that time in the beautiful
homestead over the islands, to which he
and his sisters and friends bad access by a
suspension bridge he had erccted.  There
was a wmill at the edge of the rapids thas
belonged to the Street family.  On the

morning in question his miller knocked at
his bedroom door about five o’clock in the
marning and told him to get up quickly, as
there was no water in the mill-race nor in
the great river outside. He said he was
startled at the intelligence, and hurried
out as soon as he could dress himself.
There before him he saw the river channel,
on whose hanks he had been horn thirty-
four years previous, almost entirely dry.

After a hurried breakfast, Mr. Street
and his youngest sister went down about
three-quarters of a ile to the precipice
itself, over which there was so little water
running that, having provided himself
with a.strong pole, they sturted from
Table Rock and walked near the edge of
the precipice about one-third of the way
toward Goat Islapnd on the American shore.

On a -mass of rock where human foot
never before trod, Miss Street having tied
her handkerchicf on the end of the pole,
they set it up tirmly among the rocks.

Mr. Street said that he turned his view
toward the river below the Falls and saw
the water so shallow that immense jagged
rocks stood up im such a frightful and
picturesque manner that he shuddered
when he thoughs of having frequently

assed over them in the htile steamer
oid of the Mist.

He then retiuned home and drove along
the Canada shore about half a mile above
Goat ksland.

Various relics of the war of 1812, fiung
into the river after the battle of Lundy’s
Lane, rusty muskets, bayonets, cte., were
found among the rocks that were laid bare.

Dr. ¥Fuller did not get there until after
the breaking down of the ice dam ; but he
found every ome in the meighbeurhood
greatly excited at the wonderful event.

Mr. Street's theory to accoumt for the
recession of the waters was this: That
the winds had been blowing down Lake
Erie, which is only about eighty feet deep,
and had been rushing a great deal of water
from it over the Falls, then, saddenly
changing, the wind blew violently up the
river to the western portion of the lake.
At this juncture, the ice on Lake Erie,
which had becn broken up by these high
winds, got jammed in the river between
Buflalo and the Canada side and fornied a
dam which kept back the waters of Lake
Erie a whole day.

“YIELD NOT TO TEMPTATION.”
BY ALBEBT LIGGETT.

“I say, Willie,” said Jack Young,
““there’s to be a fight at the shed behind
the ¢ Red Lion,” to-night at seven o’clock.
Mr. Marston, the landlord, told me this
morning that I could see it if I helped old
Bob to carry out the pewters. "Will you
coire with me and help me 27

I dare not,” said Willie. ““ My father
would be very angry if he know I was to
visit sirch places, and Mr. Ckuk, our Band
of Hope_ Superintendent, would be very
distressod to know that one of his boys
had turned a helper in the horrible drink
teade.” ’

8o you're one of that lot, are you, and
can’t see an evening’s enjoyment for no-
thing? Pl tell you what I'll do if you'H
come. ¥oucan get half of what I get from
them. 1 shall get about three shillings.
Fhere will be the squire, Mr. House, the
baker, and many others present.”

“What time* did you say the fight
started ?7

“Seven!” exclaimed Jack.

““Why, that is the time I am to go to
father's elub at Dorminster, and if I forget
that, father will be fined, and I shall have
to pay it, besides getting a good beating.”

** How much will you have to pay?”
said Jack.

. ““Sixpence.”

* Why, you can pay that for him, and
have some pocket-money besides!” un-
swered Jack.

“But he would scold me, and when I
offer to pay the money he will ask me
where T got the money from.”

:: Pell him you found it,” said Jack.
supINO‘ I shouid‘ nc;]b tell him a lie! Bug

yose you get nothi S :
Ido?” eic}aigued‘ WI;ﬁg‘ then what should
_“Bubt T am sure to get %xomet,hing, be-
sides a gluss or two.”

“ What, Jack ! would vou drink .
of beert” Y K o glass

1 don’t see that it hurts me.”

“Do you know, Jack, that it is drink

chiefly that helps to fil] up all our prisons
lunatic asylums, ete.”
“Don’t talk to me about that,” said
Jack. ’

Just then the church bell struck the
qu‘a‘rlter-tmsexien o'clock.

) nost be going now. Good-bye ! ”
S&l‘(} Willie. .Wilélgie then ran hul(r)lcf):.l b

Well, he is a stupid.  1T'd better he off

too, or I shall be lute,” soid Jack, ,

Just as he wag entering Marston’s gate
old Bob ran up te him, teiling him to open
the shed door, as the gentlews were just
conung across the bridge. - “The door wis
opened, the visitors -seated, the fiuht
started, the first part fought, when A,
Marston ordered »;:ok to gat the liquor.
After he had brought it, he was ardered t.,
get more, more, mere, till all the oompany
were intoxicated. As Jack was coming out
of the shed, P. C. 21 saw what was going
on, went to the town palicestation, breught
constables, and arrested all buf® M.

]

ar-
ston, who escaped during the struggle
closely followed by one of the constables.

When Mr. Marston found the pelicewan was
gaining on him, he threw himself into the
river elose by. The next day all but Mr.
Marston, whose dead body was found the
following morning, were brought befere the
tewn magistrate, the men sent to various
periods of imprisonment, and Jack for a
short time, besides a good birching.

Time flew on, and Jaek has just eome
out of prison, and as he was passing
through the village he met Wilie: When
they wnet, Jack patted Willie om the back,
sayIng :

““ Well, what you told me about drink is
right. There's ol¢ Marston gome and
drowned himself. T hate the drink ! This
very minuter I will go with you to Mr.
€lurk’s house- and sign the pledge.—The
Scottish League Jowrnal.

HOW A POOR BOY SUCCEEDED.

Jovs sometimes think they cannot afford

. to be manly and faithful to the little things.

A story is told of a boy of the right stamp,
and what came of his faithfulness.

A few years ago a large drug firm in
New York city advertised for a boy. Next
day the store was thronged with applicants,
among them a queer-lovking little fellow,
accompanied by a woman who proved to be
his auns, in ltew of faithless parents, by
whom he had been abandoned. Leoking
at this waif, the advertiser said : * Can’t
takel lh’i’m ; places all full ; besides. he in.too
small.

I know he is small,” said the WORAL,
““but he is wilting and faithful.”

There was a twinkle in the bay's eyes
which made the merchant look again. A
partner of the firm volunteered the remsrlk
that he ““*did nob see what they wanied
with such a boy-—he wasn’t biggen then a
pint of cider.”  But alter consultatien the
boy was set to work. .

A few days later a call was made on. the
boys in the store for some oue to stay all
night. The prompt vesponse of the little
fellow contrasted well with the zelugtance
of others. In the middle of the night the
merchant looked in to see if all was right
in the store, and presently discovered his
youthful protege bysy seissoring labels.

“ What are you doing?” said he.
did not tell you to work nights.”

‘1 know you did not tell me so, but, T
thought I might as well be doing some-
thing.” In the wmorning the cashier got
orders to ‘‘double that boy’s. wages, for he
is willing,”

Only a few weeks elapsed before a. show
of wild beasts. passed through. the streets,
and very natuzally all hands in the store
rushed to witness the spectacle. A thief
saw his opportunity, and entered at the
rear door to seize sowething, but in a
twinkling found bimself clutehed by the
diminutive clerk aforesaid, and, after a
strugg'e, was captured. Not only was a
robbery prevented, but valuable articles
takert from other stores were recuvared.
Wlen asked why he stayed behind to
watch when all athers quit their work, he
replied :

“You told ma never to. lgave the store
when others were absent, and. I. thaught I'd
stay.”’

Orders were immediately given. onoe:
more : “ Dauble that. boy's wages.; he is
willing and faithfal,” '

To-day that boy is a member of the firm,
—Pr ian Banner,

GlI
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PLEASANT HOURS,

PROCESSION OF SAINT MIODJIN, AT TOKIO, JAPAN.

SAINT MIODJIN.
BY THE REV. GEORGE COCHRAN.

THE annual festival in honour of Saint
Miodjin, the patron saint of Tokio, the
capital city of Japan, is celebrated on the
16th day of the 3rd month. This saint was
an ancient hero named Heishinno Masa-
nado, and was deified as Kanda Miodjin.
The temple erected to his worship stands
on a hill near the old Confucian College, in
the centre of the city, and is visited by
pilgrims and travellers from various parts
of the Empire. :

A leading feature of this festival is the
procession, shown in our picture. Many
distinguished persons were once in the
habit of being present, as well as thousands
of citizens and country folk. The great
stands and area of the Temple grounds are
crowded with spectators, all in the gayest
of holiday attire—bright scarfs and coloured
ornaments flashing in the sun. Young and
old of all ranks and classes mingle together,
every countenance lighted up with the
simple joy of wonderful good nature. The
utmost courtesy and order prevails all day
long throughout the crowd. The bobbing
heads of little children, with bright eyes
and merry prattle, carried on the backs of
parents and nurses, adds much to the
interest of the scene. The elder children
have free course through the multitude,
charmed with the sights that in wondrous
variety, weird, grotesque, and comical,
abound on every side. The Japanese take
the greatest delight in ministering to the
pleasure of their children. The music of
flutes, guitars, and singing girls, mingled
with the roll of drums, together with the
posturing of dancers; the anties of acting
monkeys, acrobats, and story tellers, give
life and movement to the scene; while
candy stalls and toy shops, apparently
without end, are objects of ceaseless attrac-
tion to both young and old.

But we must not forget the procession.
One part of it, not shown in the picture, is
the car of Saint Miodjin—a clumsy,
ponderous vehicle, drawn by hundreds of
the faithful, who have harnessed them-

selves to it by means of straw ropes, and
with groans and noises the most hideous,
are bawling their very best. Just behind,
as seen in the picture, is a large banner
laced to a pole fastened to a frame, and
carried by devotees. This banner consists
of a web of white cotton cloth several yards
long, covered with sacred legends written
in Chinese characters. A similar banner,
only much larger, is seen a little to the
left, fastened to a permanent mast in front
of the great stand. Just behind, borne on
a platform, is a hideous colossal head of the
demon over whom the saint triumphed in
his conflict with the evi] powers. The
people gaze with horror on the gigantic
horns and fierce countenance of this mon-
ster, and point out to one another its
bloody eyes, its scarlet skin, and horrible
jaws. To increase the effect of this spec-
tacle, the priests of the temple strike their
gongs, blow their trumpets, and make a
terrible noise. A little further back some
are carrying an enormous axe, edge up-
wards, with which the victorious Miodjin
cut oft the monster’s head.

All this is dark superstition and gross
idolatry. The people who for ages cele-
brated these festivals in honour of heroes
and saints, knew nothing of the one
Saviour, and of the only living and true
God. But, we are glad to say, this is no
longer the case. Last summer, in a beauti-
ful park just behind the temple of Miodjin,
the missionaries of our Church, assisted by
Christian friends, held a camp meeting,
and thousands heard the Gospel and listened
to the music of Christian hymns and prayer
to God, in the name of Jesus. All round
about, the missionaries have established
preaching stations, and the light of divine
truth is dissipating the darkness of heathen
error and idolatry. Let us pray that the
time may soon come when the idols shall
be utterly abolished, and their unholy
festivals shall cease; when the Christian
Sabbath and spiritual worship shall purify
and brighten the life .of the people, and
Japan shall be ““a crown of glory in the
hand of the Lord, and a royﬁ diadem in
the hand of our God.”

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER.

STUDIES IN THE EPISTLES,

A.D. 651 LESSON XI. Dec. 10.
THE HEAVENLY INHERITANCE.
1Peter 1. 1-12. Memory versus,3-5.
GIOLDEN TEexr,

Giving thanks unto the Father
which hath made us meet to bé
partakers of the inheritance of the
saints in light.—Col, 1. 12. :

OuTLINE,

1. The Inheritance of Faith, v, 1-5
2. The Trial of Faith, v. 6.8, ’
3. The Eund of Faith, v, 9.12,

Prace.

This epistle was probab] i
from the city of Babylon. ¥ written

ExPraNATIONS,

“To the strangers
throughout ”—Better, ¢ ¢q
ed aliens of the Dispersion ; » that
18, to the Christians wl’xo are
foreign-born Jews, Most of thoge
to whom this epistle was addressed
had been converted by Paul’s minis.

scattered
the elect.

tl‘y. ¢ Elect ”-This word
v mean-
ing ¢ chosen ones,” was 2

) 3 & name

the memb.
Christian Church. e for i he

Version places it where
belongs, Immediately aft
of our Lord in the firs
;E}ie elect who are
E ection in scriptural ‘senge, j
God’s doing anything that ol\;,'
merit or power has ne art in »
b—Wes’l’ey. . “Sprinkling of the
lood ~This is an allusion to th
tIeb‘rew ritual, (See Hebrews 12e
34.) A daily sprinkling g her;a
alluded to, *¢p lively hope " A
!wu_lg hope. Tt has Iife in itself ;
}: gives life, and it looks for life ag
its ob]ect.‘ inheritance »
—Eternal life belongs to the chil-
dren of God. .“Incorruptible "—Not
P‘avmg within the germs of death
. % Undefiled ”—Unsusceptible to
stain.  ‘“ Reserved in heaven "'— .

it properly
er the nami;
t line, < ¢,
8ojourners, »

tance. ““Who are kepg? i i
t Pt "—The inh
;: re;s‘er;ed for.you; you are preserszga?z:
e e € are ,jn heaviness "—Better “Ye
e ”Eg;ectll.m M‘ﬂ‘;_Moref grecious than of
ton of fire, gold i
rated:from alloy, and is proved o be gol oY
?t:.l'(il‘:n'ng the action of J;xe ﬁe;i.to gs gZlndu'by
“lT h 18 tested by trialg and temgta.t'me
e end of your faith ”—The issug oy
ward of your faigh. ““The proph *have
Inquired and searched "—Th Y Koo Luve

e :
general way about, kt;he coming o¥ J e::;v Cl::lis:

; never known by tp, o
plain to the early Christia);m, es:;dwl?:.s ul;:g:

taught t . e i
tay ‘gStoo(;) 1:18own tﬁl:,gels desire to look into *

Pracmioar, TrAcHINGS,
Where in this lesson

are we taught that_
1. In the s i g istin

n ¢ hap«;\;;est trials, the Christian may
2. Under the m,

08t powerful te
th s OB
o :d(!}hrlstmn is kept by th,

3. For each Christi
. ristian, an j i 3
reserved in heaven’? " inheritance s

Mptations,
€ power of

., THE Lrssox CatrcHIsM
1. Of what future blessi ‘
. sing h hristi
a lively hope? « An inherigtanaclzeikg;‘:-:tmi?i!
served in heaven for us.”nheritm’ce? Pl
have we of etting it? « W
wel [God for it,» 4
this inheritance belong ? “'i‘o
full heart believe in Jesus.” 5 W

Golden Text? ¢ Qjyi an
Father,” ete. Giving thanke

DocrriNar Svagr:
. ESTION, —
ing of Christ. TON.—The second com.

CaTrcHIsM Qumsmbn

;Vas this humiliation unto death Decessary 9
o (ilse;l ful Purpose of Goq whic};|
e d c aér;e In the prediction of Scripture
suke 24. 46.—And he g id :
Thus it is writte o' Chiisy et
Thas written, that the Christ, should
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.THE Lord’s best bl

things we need but do essmgst aro often

not want,

W. H. Wirarow, Secretary for Canada-

PRAYER-MEETING TOPIOS.
DecemMeer 10, 1893,

Junior Epworth League.

Our HEavenLy Borg.—1 John 3. 35 Titus
2. 13; Heb. 3. 6; Col. 1. 27; Rom, 5. 4 53
Heb. 6. 11-19; 1 Thess, 4. 13, 14.

Junior E. L. of 0. B.
How SHouLo Wr Smow Our Love FOF
JESUS *—John 14. 21-24; 1 Pet. 1. 8.

WHAT IT COST.

A METHODICAL man died in Berlin r‘en
cently at the age of seventy-three. ea
eighteen years old he began keepinf
record which he continued for fifty ’t‘:;e
years, which is the best commentary

ave seen on the life of a mere Worlq’m;g:

18 life was not consecrated to 5high‘ld: i
:l‘he book shows that in fifty-two years: T8

‘ natural man” had smoked 628,716 cig®"™
of which he had received 43,694 as preserllmti
while for the remaining 585,021 he arS,
Paid about $10,433. In fifty-two YOHud
according to his book-keeping, he 996
drunk 28,786 glasses of beer and 36:%%
glasses of spirits, for all of which he Brtis:
$5,340. The diary closes with these WO ay»
‘T have tried all things, I have seen e

have accomplished nothing.” A stro an
sermon could not be preached than toﬁpfst
this testimony against that of the ht, 1
Dissionary, T have fought a good fi s the

ave finished my course, 1 have kepy Ty
faith ; henceforth there is laid up for In;)fd’
¢rown of righteousness, which the that
Bhe righteous Judge, shall give me 8t P

a'y"’
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CARISTIIAS BOOKLETS

5 cents each.

. Eg8
The Rationalistic Chicken. Monotinté
shaped.

Jumbo’s Uncle. Shape of elephan
poem.

. Comic®
th
Jacko’s Little Joke. o -
- Picture of monkey. ty 808
Under Sail. Design of safl, with Pretty
iows,
pasket
Among the Daisles. Design Of’
daisies. with
Mischief Bruin. Pretty coloured c0ve®

picture of bears. yB v
‘Wild Flowers. Verses, with floral 8P™

Coloured coV

colours, ﬂ'tw:
Trafalgar, Graphic account of the 87
Sea-fight. Coloured Illustrations- joured
Waterloo. Description of the battle: 0o
Pictures.

with
Hark! the Herald Angels Sing'
monotint illustrations.

me
What Bells are Those? Anillustrated pe°

7 cents each.

g

From Flower to Flower. Design of butte
Coloured pictures. titully

Harvest Time. Shape of leat. Bea!

coloured pictures. Rius
The Postman at His Post. Coloured =
trations, tory

Yum-Yum and Pitti Sing. A Chinese

in verse. Jours:
Shining Stars. Design of star in dainty ‘;‘l’d“fed

oW Much? The child and the miser. €
pictures, ' 8

A.Gft. A poem with coloured ilustration

Someone. A poem with coloured illus

Postpaid on receipt of price.

Special prices in (l“““ﬁti;,.
N.B._Watch ¢ ding issues of P1og,
ant Hours for %l;)gl‘(lﬁactzeatngc-» 10c., 15¢- ’
and 25¢. t
Christmas Cards in great variety and &

all prices.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methedist Book and Publishing Houses
Toronto. ' .
C. W. COATES, Mowrmmar. '
S. F. HUESTIS, Hau?



