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A HARD BATTLE.

“A Box? A box for
Reeve and Marcia !” ex-
laimed Papa, as he opened
] he mail from the North.
&' Ana all the way
‘ hica.go, too. From
gemma, I do believe.”

When the box was open-
£ 1, there, in a nest of soft,
Mhite cotton, lay two large
625, ornamented in beauti-
ul coloyys, And, wonder-
Ful to tell, these eggs had

POVers  which, when lifted
PP, showed them to be full
Pf sugar-plums,  But these
¥ovely boxes were very frail,

d in their long, rough

Journey, one of the covers
ias badly crughed.
B ““Sister can have that.
¥ have the good one,” said
$he little boy.

. He was looked at with
#urprise, for he had always
$ecmed 5 generous little
Fellow,
£ “My dear,” asked mam-
g% “would you do so sel-
fish—so unmanly a thing as
at? Go away, and think

bout it ”

¢ “I don’t wish to think
3 bout it) I don’t wish to
#bink about it 1” he replied,
Pxcitedly. <« want the
good one.”
¢ After that no more was
$aid. He began to walk
:;' bout the room. His face
was flushed, and he looked
Zery unhappy. If he chanced
y© Come near papa, papa did
ot seem to see him, he was -
Bo busy reading the -news-
paper.

1 After walking awhile, he
fvent to the other side of the room, where mamma
Bvas bathing and dressing his little sister. ~He was
Fery fond of his mamma. When she was some-
%1mes obliged to punish him, as soon as it was over
me would say :

‘ “ Wipe my tears! Kiss me!”

L 80 now, when his dear mamma did not seem to
e that she had a little boy any more, he was cut
%o the heart.

At last he went into grandma’s room. Now, he
Bnd grandma were great friends. -Many happy
pours did he spend in her lap, hearing stories ;

from
Auut

HARVEST S8ONQ.

Oxcs more the liberal year laughs o,
O’er richer stores than gems or gold ;

Once more with harvest song and shout,

Is Nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings,
Like Ruth among her garnered sheaves ;

Heft lap is tull of goodly things,

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves.

Oh! let our altars, wreathed with flowers,
And filled with fruits, awake again
Thanksgivings for the golden hours,
The early and the latter rain. -
—Whittier,

and she called him her “ blessed boy!” But now,
alas! she was so busy with her knitting, that
she took no notice of him whatever! This was
dreadful !

He climbed up into a chair, and sat down. An
evil spirit seemed to whisper, “Don’t give up;”
and so he began again his miserable walk. For
nearly one hour did this little boy fight his terrible
battle with selfishness, until at last he could stand
it no longer. He came to mamma and said, in a
pleasant voice : .

«“I will take the broken one ; sister can have the

perfect one.” Then, when
papa and mamma had kiss-
ed him, and he had rushed
into grandma’s loving arms,
what a load of unhappiness
was lifted from his heart !
—Little Men and Women.

FREEZING THE FARM
UP.

PropLE who shiver with
cold do not always under-
stand the importance and
value of the frost. God
who ‘“scattereth the lhoar
frost like ashes,” and before
whose cold “who can stand "
(Psalm cxlvii. 16, L7), does
all his work in wisdom ; but
nmany men do not fully ap-
preciate how much a freezing
of the ground does to set at
liberty the plant-food locked
up in almost all soils,

Water, in freezing, ex-
pands about one-eighth its
bulk with tremendous force ;
and if confined in the
strongest rock and frozen,
will burst it asunder. The
smallest particles of soil,
which are in fact only minute
bits of rock, as the micro-
scope will show, if frozen
while moist are broken still
finer. This will go on all
winter in every part of the
field or garden reached by
the frost ; and a8 most soils
contain more or less elements
that all growing plants or
crops need, a good freezing
is equivalent to adding man-
ures or fertilizers. Hence
it is desirable to expose as
much of the soil as possible
to frost action, and the deep-
er the better, for the lower
soil has been less drawn upon, and is richer in plant-
food. We know that in spring the ground “breaks
up,” and sometimes there are great holes made in
the middle of the roads. This is because the water
which has expanded in the frost of winter into ice,

lifting and moving all the soil, now 1eltg away, and °

allows the earth to break in pieces and drop down,

The cold wintry frosts not only kili weeds, and
gerins of disease, and make the air pure and healthy,
but they also save poor farmers a deal of hard
work, in spading, digging, plowing and making the
soil ready for the seed.

P
ey
L=
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Mother's Way of Resting.

I orte~ marvel why it was T gave so little thonght

Toall the helpful Jessons which iny patient motiertaugtht.,

Now older grown, nmlshe has zoue, I often loug to tell

Her how they all come bach to me, each one 1emembered
well,

For in the wotk and cares of life that come from day to
day,

1 find I stop toask myself, *What wasmy mother's way 1"

Fhore never sevmed to be with hera drudg ry of lifo;

She ot along so quictly with its caves and stofe.

She always sang about her woik, and “und perpleaing
thingy

The farmhonse walls re-echoed,
atretels thy wings,”

1 never heaged old ¢ Amsterdam,” hat that 1 think how oft

It Lore my mother's soul flom emth to vuecen things
aloft.

¢ Llize, my soul, and

When sitting in her rocking chair, her lap with mending
piled,

She used to say, ‘1 want to rest, now reaba Paading iy
child.”

I leaned by heart about ** the nlls™ and ** ntong wp my
eyes ;"

Thuse pastures green and **waters sull” the Shophend’s
love supplies

And all about ** abiding neath the shadow ot o< wing s ™

For “God our refuge is, vur stiength,” Ticaotm every
thing,

Sometimes I huiried throuzh the Psdm, 75 but httle

heed,

And then her thanks, so kindly s3id, encoroazed me to
read

Some of the wotds that Jesus spohe, for that was mother’s
war

To real frum Psalny and gospels Loth vpon the busiest
day 3

For at such times she needed @ mnch longer test, and so

\While bt a clald 1 learned her favounite passages to
know,

Thuse precious words of quict come to my own soul,
now 1,

A busy woman, ful! of work, my daily duties ply.

I sing her hy mns when frettol with my ceascless rounds of
Care

I repeat the Psaln< amd govpelswhen in my sewing-chair.

I womler if she knowsat, at how glad Fam each day

That my motha's way of resting was such a helpful way,

NO SALOONS UP THERE.

Desb!

Dead in the fulness of his manly strength, the
ripeness of his manly beauty, and we who loved
him were glad !

His coflin vested on his draped piano, his banjo
and flute beside it. And as his
brown curls thrown up from the coid white brow,
on his skilled hands folded on his biat, on his
sealed lips, of which wit and meluly bl been the
very breathings, the silenee wits an awe, & weight
upon us, yet our voiceless thanks rose up to God
that he was demd.

Always courtvous in manuer, kind in word, ob-
liging in act, everybody liked *“Ned,” the hand-
some, brilliant Ned.

Three gcuerations of ancestors, honourable gen.
tlemen all, had taken the social glass, but never
Jowered themsclves to drunkenness—never, no, not
one; but their combined appetite they had given
as an heirloom to Ned, and from his infancy he
saw wine offcred to guests in the dinner partics,
and when he had been a ¢ perfect little gentleman,”
wag given by his father one little sip.

He grew, and the taste grew, and when his
father was taken, all restraint but a mother’s love
was taken.

As the only child of a praying mother, now the
church would hold him up, now the saloon would
araw him down ; now his rich voice would join his
snuther'’s to swell the anthems of the church, now
make her night hideous with his ribald songs. So,
. all along the years he was her ido! and her woe.

we looned on

When her last sickness was upon her his mother
said to a friend :

“They tell me when Iam gone Eddie will go
down unchecked, that in some mad spree or wild
delivivm he will die.  But he will not.  His fathers
created the appetite they gave my boy,  1lis dis-
grace is their sin, and my sin too.  He saw it on
vur table, tasted it in our ice creams, jellies, and
sauces.  For this my punishment is greater than I
could bear, but for the sure faith that God has for-
given me, and will answer my  daily, nightly
pravers, aud Eddie will die an humble penitent.
[t is just thet 1 be forbidden to enjoy here the
promised ood, but 1 know whom 1 believe, and
my boy wall be safe”

As deh drew nigh every bieath was o praver
fonr o l':nll“«',“ chafed
hands, the pallid lips formed the words no ear
in And so
his voree tesponded, ¢ will, mother -1 will,”

and as he her  death-cold

could cateiy, @ Meot - e heaven”

And as trom her mountain height of faith and
love she can ht a sight of that * promised Jand,”
with a seraph s smile she whispereld, * 1~ thank—
thee,- ol - Father,” and was gone.

Aud bis uncontrollable grief made one sny to
another, * His mother’s death will be his salvation.”

He covered the newwnde grave waith flowers,
and when others had left the cemetery he went
baek  and st beside iv until nightdall, and then
went ta his lone home, and the opprescive silence
drove I out to wadk, He passed a salvon ; some
of his old assuciates came out and <aid kind words
ol sympathy.  His soul was dark and sad, and
from the open door came light and cheerful voices,
and he went in,

Before the spree was over he bade » crony “take
that old book out of my sight.”

‘That oid book ! the Ihble he had seen hissainted
mother 1eading mworming, night, and often mid-day,
and from which he had read to her these suflering,
dying days.

Then a friend of his wmaother took him to her
home, and brought him back to soberness, remorse
and a horror of himself.  For months he did nobly,
and becune active in Christian work, and v "1sed
all the urging ““to just step in and see some of
your old friends,” and we felt thete was joy in
heaven.

Then he was asked to bring his banjo and sing
at an oyster supper at the most 1espeetable saloon
in town, where * no one is ever asked to drink.”

A wild spree was the vesult, and his robe was s
mired we doubted if it ever had been white,  And
he doubted, too, Jost hiepe, lust faith m hiwself, and
worst of all, lost faith in God.

Kind arws were thrown about him, a ° again he
was placed upon his feet.  Very humble, very
weak, he tried once more w walk the heavenward
path,

“«T am very glad to see you so well,” I said one
day, when 1 met him.

«I don't know how long it will last,” he said,
sadly.

* Forever, 1 hope,” said I, cheerity.

« T shall try hard to have it, but there will come
an unguarded moment—but you know mnothing
about it.”

Some two weeks after, T met a physician,

“] have a case for you, ladies. Ned is very
sick.”

“ Jas liguor anything to do withit 3"

“«XNo, not at all.  He bas pneumonia; but his
old drinking habit has so ruined lns stomach it
will go hard with him.”

His nurse told us he thought he would dic, and
constantly exclaimed, “My wasted life! My
wasted life!  God cannot forgive it.”

1Te would fear te die, and pray to live to redeen
his past ; then he would fear to live, and pray to e
taken from temptation. So wore on st week, ad
then he gave up self and geew ealin i Clhinst,
One Sunday he siid his mother was an the vown
and wondered we could not see her, and with o
smile on his face and “wmother” on lis hips, be
passed beyond.
As I came out of the house one of bis whilum
associates, sober and <ad, touk ofl his hat, and
asked, “Is it all over?”
Lupressed with the vast meaning of these tu.
little words, | bowed.
With a voice full of pathos he then <id ¢
he dear fefloy s all vight now.  There are
no stloons up there,”
I walked on, vepeating to myself: « No salow .
ap there! Thy will be done on eavth as it isa
heaven,”

.

A POINT OF HONOR.

A nerortil called to a little Lootblack near the
city hall to give him a shine yesterday,  The hivre
fellow came rather slow for one of that lively guii
and planted his box down under the reporter's fun
Before lie could get his brushes out, amather bu.-
boy ran up, and calmly pushing the hittle une asiw,
said,

“Here! you go sit down, Jimmy.”

The reporter at onee became indignant at wha
he took to be a picce of outrageous bullying, ae
sharply told the newcomer to “cleir ont.”

“Oh, dat’s all right, boss,” was the reply 3 ¢ 1u
only going to do it fur him.
sick in the hospital furmor'n a wanth, and can’t d.

You see, he's bee

much work yet, so us boys all turn in and give bn:
a lift when we can,  Savy?”

«Ts that so, Jimmy 1” asked the reporter, turning
to the smaller boy.

“Yes, sir,” wearily replied the boy, and as i«
looked up the pallid, pinchied face could he diceerne
even through the grime that covered it ** He dis
it fur me if youll let him.”

“Certainly ; o ahead ;” and as the bootblag
plied the brash the reporter plivd him with questio.
“You say all the boys help him in thic way 1"

“Yes, sir.  When they ain't got no job the,
selves, and Jinny geots one, they tuens inand hdo
him, ’cause he ain’t very strong vet, ye see”

“What percentaze do you charge him ona job®

“Heyt” queried the youngster. 1 don't hnes
what you mean.”

“1 mean what part of the money do you g
Jivmny, and how much doyou keep out of it '™

“You bet yer life [ don’t keep none; 1 ainte
such sneak as that.”

80 you give it all to him, do yout”

“Yes, I do. Al the boys gives up what the
gets on his job. I'd like to eatch any feller sneab
it on a sick boy, I would.”

The shine being completed, the reporter hand:
the urchin a quarter, saying,

“I guess you're a pretty rood fellow, so you k
ten cents and give the vest w Jimmy there,”

4 Can’t do it, sir ; it's his customer.-—Here, Jns
He threw him the coin and was ofl like a shot it
a customer for hinself, a veritable rouzsh dimwas

In this big city there are a good many sueh
with warin and generous heasts under their gy
coats.

Tnar early discipline which makes the pronj
performance of duty 1 habit w childhood i ind
the quickest relief to pavental auxietios, and o
firmest foundation for the fortunes of one’s o
dren.  Can any parent afford to be negleetiul
this matter?
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PLEASANT HOURS.
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The Silver Sixpence.

It was only a silver sixpence,
Battered and worn and old,

But worth to the child that held it
As much as a piece of gold.

A poor little crossing-sweeper,
In the wind and rain all day ;
For one who gave her a peuny
There were twenty who bade her nay.

But she carried the bit of silver—
A light in her steady face,

And her step on the crowded pavement
Full of a childish grace—

Straight to the tender pastor ;

And, < Send it,” she said * for me,
Dear sir, to the heathen children

On the other side of the sea.

“ Let it help in telling the story
Of the love of the Lord Most High,
Who came from the world of glory
For a sinful world to die.”

“8end only half of it, Maggie,”
The good old mibister said,

*¢ And keep the rest for yourself, dear ;
You need it for daily bread.”

 Ah, sir,” was the ready answer,
Iu the blessed Bible words,
““I would rather lend it to J esus,
For the silver and gold are the Lord’s

*“ And the copper will do for Maggie,”
I think if we all felt so,
The wonderful message of pardon
Would scon through the dark earth go !

Soon should the distant mountains
And the far-off isles of the sea

Hear of the great salvation
And the truth that makes men free.

Alas ! do we not too often
Keep our silver and gold in store,
And grudgingly part with our copper,
Counting the penuies o’er ?

And claiming in vain, the blessing
~Tha.t the Master gave to one

Who dropped her mites as the treasure
4 whole day’s toil had won.

~-

ASHAMED OF FATHER.

Wit a weary face and tired manner, an old

the store knew her, she reasoned, so why shouid
she not call herself Maude, if she wanted to, in-
stead of that plebeian Sally. And to think her
father should come after her. Her face flushed
hotly as she wondered what those proud girl clerks
all around her would say if they should find out
that the shabbily dressed old man was her father.
The girls were starting for their homes; she put
on her cap and jacket and went out.

“1 will give father a piece of my mind,” she
said to herself, undutifully, I shall ask him never
to stop for me again. I'm quite big enough to go
home alone, I think.”

She . took a roundabout way home; it was a
pleasure to walk along the street now, for she was
dressed in a very neat and becoming suit, the hard-
earned gift of the dear, loving old father of whom
she was ashamed.

But what was the matter at home?

She was startled as she reached her door and
heard the commotion within,

«Your father’s killed, Sally,” was the abrupt
explanation of a small boy outside; “he was a
looking of you up, an’ couldn’t find you.”

The frightened girl darted past him into the
house, where she found her mother nearly wild
with grief. ¢ Mother,” she sobbed, ‘it isn’t true,
is it, that father is dead ?”

“Yes, he was killed—was knocked over by run-
away horses while looking for you. He died just
after reaching home ; his last words were, ¢Tell my
little Sally father tried to find her; tell her to flnd
her Father in heaven, he'll watch over her even
unto the end.” Where were you Sally?”

But Sally did not answer ; she simply could not.
She was down on her knees beside the father’s dead
body, sobbing out her agony of grief and remorse.

“It's my fault, all mine” her tortured soul
moaned, “he wouldn’t be lying here cold and still
if T hadn’t been ashamed of him.”

A year has passed since then, and Sally Denbam
is still a clerk at Rathbone’s. But there has never
been an evening since her father’s sad death that,
as the time for closing the store arrived, she has
not heard a voice say : ““I’'ve stopped for my little
girl ; 1 thought she wouldn’t want to walk home
alone,”—Selected.

covered. The Indian savages taught white people
how to use the miserable weed. Said one writer in
those days: '

“ The naked savages twist great rolls of leaves to-
gether, and smoke like devils.” .

Oh, we remember now, the Bible speaks of two
kinds of angels—one are the Lord’s angels, and the
other the devil's. Which kind would be most
likely to use tobacco?

+buip-

The Sea-Shell.

I was an inland child ; the hills

Closed round our home their wooded wall ;
The world beyond was hid from me ;

I often dreamt what it might be ;
Longed with a child’s impatient feet
To tread the city’s noisy street,

And heard with yearning heart the oall
Of the unseen far-distant sea.

.

For in our quiet farm-house, kept

Its ancient mantel-piece to grace,

Was one large shell, I left my play,
How many times, to steal away,

And take it gently from its place,

Andd lay its pink lips to my ear,

The captive voice within to hear.

How faint, yet clear, how sweet and low,
It sang to me its ocean song !

I listened till it seemed my own,

That whisper from a world unknown 1
Like one returned from far away,

The shell within its place I lay ;

The hills around rose high and strong :
What though their prisoner I might be?
I knew the secret of the sea !

-

THE PRINTER BOY,

ABouTt the year 1725, an American boy, some
nineteen years old, found himself in London, where
he was under the necessity of earning his bread.
He was not like many young men in these days,
who wander around seeking work, and who are
“ willing to do anything” because they know how
to do nothing ; but he had learned how to do some-
thing, and knew just where to go to find something
to do. So he went straight to a printing office,
and inquired if he could get employment.

“ Where are you from ?” inquired the foreman.
¢ America,” was the answer.
% Ah,” said the foreman, “from America! A lad

* from America seeking employment as a printer!
A SUSPICIOUS-LOOKING ANGEL. Well, do you really understand the art of printing?

A TOBACCO-CHEWING in Tlinois was | Can you set typet”
caught in a shower. Going to = rude cabin, he The young wan stepped to one of the cases, and,
knocked and asked for shelter. in a brief space, set up the following passage from

‘ man entered a store on Broadway, and looking
F around in a wistful way said to the first person he
¢ met, “Jye stopped for my little girl; I thought
she wouldn’t want to walk home alone, and it’s
3 about time to close, ain’t it ?

minister

| “Yes, it’s time to close,” replied the floor-walker,
1 l:“t who is your little girl, and where is she 1”

! :My little girl is Sally—Sally Denham, and
4 she’s here somewhere ; can’t you please tell me
§ Where? T'm a little near sighted, or I could find
her easy enough.”

“There’s no such girl in our employ,” said the
4 floor-walker decidedly, “you must be labouring
3 under a mistake, sir.” *
“This is Rathbone’s, ain’t it?” the old man
asked.

* Certainly.”

“Then she’s here.”

“ I’ am quite sure, as I told you before, sir, that
th(fres no girl by that name in our employ.”

‘Is there another store kept by a man named
Ra:thbone 1” he asked wearily.

. t}‘lYes, I believe there is,” without much interest,
ree blocks further down, T think.”

The old man went out, and a young girl, who
had heard the conversation between him and the
floor-walker, breathed a sigh of relief. She was a
A clerk and her name had been registered with
- t.)ther hew ones, but not as Sally Denham (although
&'t was Bally); it read Maude Elliot. No one in

«T don’t know you,” said the sharp-looking old
dame, suspiciouly.

“ Remember the Scripture,” said the traveller,
«¢Be not forgetful to entertain strangers; for
thereby some have entertained angels unawares.’”

“You needn’t say that,” said the woman, as she
shut the door in his face. “No angel would come
down here with a big quid of tobacco in bis mouth.”

The woman was surely right about the tobacco,
whether she was about the hospitality or not. The
Lord’s angels do not perfume the air with tobacco
smoke, nor leave the marks of tobacco where they
have made their visits.

Sometimes good and beautiful women are called
angels ; but none of these angels use tobacco. Im-
agine an angel with a quid of tobacco, a filthy
pipe, or & cigar in his mouth.

Christians, by and by, are to be “equal unto the
angels, being the children of the resurrection;”
and if they do not wish to have the angels ashamed
of them, it would be well for them to let tobacco
alone. And if any of the children ever wish to be
like the angels, they should keep clear of this evil
habit.

Tobacco was unknown until America was dis.

the first chapter of John : —

« Nathaniel said unto him, Can there any good
thing come out of Nazareth? Philip saith unto
him, Come and see.” ;

It was done so quickly, so accurately, and ad-
ministered a delicate reproof so appropriate and
powerful, that it at once gave him influence and
standing with all in the office.

He worked diligently at his trade, refused to
drink beer and strong drink, saved his money, re-
turned to America, became a printer, publisher,
author, Postmaster-General, Member of Congress,
signer of the Declaration of Independence, am-
bassador to royal courts, and, finally, died in Phila-
delphia, April 17, 1790, at the age of eighty-four,
full of years and honours ; and there are now more
than a hundred and tifty counties, towns, and vil-
lages in America, named after that same printer
boy—Benjamin ¢ Franklin,” the author of Poor
Richard’s Almanac.—H. L. H..

“ And whosoever shall give to drink unto one of
these little ones a cup of cold water only, in the
name of a disciple, verily T say unto you, he shall
in no wise lose his reward.”




PLEASANT HOURS.

The Years Pass On.

# Wiey I'm ¢ woman you'll sec what I'll do--
I'll bo great and good and noble and teue ;
I'll v isit the sick and relieve the poor
No onu shall ever be turned from wmy door ;

Lut I'm only a little gir} now.”
And so the years passed on.

¢ When 'm A woman,” o gay maiden said,
¢ I'll try to do right and not be afraid :
I'll be a Christian and give up the joya
Of thie world, with all ita dazzling toys;
But ['m only a young girl now."”
And 50 the years passed on.

% Ah me!” said & woman gray with years,
Her heart full of cares aud doubts and fears,
¢ X've been putting off the tiine to be good
Iustead of beginning to o as T should ;
And I'm an old woman now."
And s0 the years pussed on.

Now is the time to begiu to do right ;
To-day, whether skies be dark or bright ;
Make otlicrs happy by good dceds of love,
Looking to Jesus for help from above ;
Anl then you'll be happy now
Aud as the ycats pass on.
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I CANNOT SAVE MYSELF.
BY MABK GUY PEAHSE.

Peoerk try to. They arve always trying. Try-
ing a hundred ways. The commonest way is trying
to suve theinselves with excuses. I have done no
barn,” the man says. “Don't talk to me asif 1
were a drunkard or a thief, or a filthy sinner. 1
pride myself that T am as upright and as truthful
and as honest as your religious folks. Why do 1
want any other than my own goodness to save me !
Y’ve done no harm.”

Done no harm! Why do you really believe that
the Almighty God has created you—body, soul and
spirit—that he has given you thess wonderful gifts
of life and reason, and sent you into the world, and
fed you and clothed you and made a thousand
thiugs minister to you, and all that you may do no
harin ' You planted an apple-tree in your orchard.
You oured for #t and dug about it and dressed it
and pruned it, but after all that, it gsve you noth-
ing but leaves. * Come,” you say, ‘this won't do.
I'll have you down and I'll put something better in
your place.” Now, suppose the offending tree
begun to plead in an injured tone—¢ Cut me down,
Sir! Surely not. I pever did you any harm.

Pray don't talk about such a
thing—just as if T were o
stinging nettle, hurting folks,
~—or a thistle sending trouble-
some seeds into the fields,
True, I don't bear fruit: but
1 am covered with leaves, and
you like sometimes to rest in
wy shadow better than under
some of my neighhours’ that
make a good deal more show
with their blossoms. Surely,
you will never cut me down !”

“Tmpudence added to in-
Jury,” youery. ' Why, [ put
you 1 my garden and let yon
have my ground and my caro
that you night yield fruit;
and here you boast about doing
no harm!”  And seizing tho
axe there and then, you cut
down this cumberer of the
ground, ;

This excuse will not cover us. God made youé
and me that we should serve him and do his will.
He sent us into this world for this. And for tlis
he gave us seuse to understand, and a heart to love
with, and an imwmortal spirit, and his word to,
guide. If, then, we nover trouble ourselves to-
think about him, and never yield him any love or
any service, surely it is a miserable thing to talk’
about our doing no harm. This canuet save us.

Other people try to suve themselves by turning
over a new leaf. They turn over the nice white
page, all clean and fair, and they ave going to.
begin another chapter in their lives upon ite  "lhey
begin, perhaps, with a wonderful flonrish about the |
first letter.  But alas! my friend, here are all the!
back chapters still.  You have not destroyed them
by turning over a new leaf. The tradesman finds
himself getting under water, and he takes his eash.
book and turns over a new leaf and says that he
will begin again, and start afresh. Ah, but he
forgets the carried ¢er and the brought forward.
New figures on a new leaf, won't pay old debts or
satisfy the creditors. Turning over new leaves is
of no use at all if we cannot get rid of the old
ones. Thatis what we want. Every new page in
our life’s account is headed with the brought for-
ward. The failure and sin of our life will follow
us still. It is a great fact—fixed and unalterable.
There it is—all our forgetfulness of God, our dis-
regard of his laws, our rebellion against him.
‘There it is and nothing can undo it. The Judge
of the whole earth cannot pass it by. Not in
anger but in righteousness he marks and punishes
every sin. He will by no means clear the guilty.
There is no help for us here.

And besides this, you and I, good reader, know
too well how soon the new leaf comes to be just as
bad as any of the others. Though it was all so
clear and fresh, and though we began with so fine
a flourish, yet mistakes and blots and smudges
come all over it, just as over the rest, and soon it
is no better than those beforeit, Our good resolu-
tions are not strong enough to hold us, They are
rotten cords that snap with the first sirains of
temptation, and away we go again. Our new be-
ginnings soon run into the old habits and the old
ways. We have tried it again, and it has always
failed us. Failure is written over all the past, and
will be written over all the future if we can find
no other strength to help us than our own. If our
lives teach us anything they teach us thisa hundred
times over,—

I CAWNOT SAVE MYSELP—WHAT MUST I DO TO BR

A DOG SAVING A SHIPWRECKED CRE\Y,

; and made his way through the raging waves to tl

A DOG SAVING A SHIPWREOKED OREW.
A arxTLEMAN contiected with the Newfoundlar!
fishery was once possessed of a dog of singuly
tidelity and sagacity.  On one occasion a boat ai
a crew in his employ were in circumstuances of cw
siderable peril, just outside a line of breaken
which, owing to some change ir wind or weathe
had, since the departure of the boat, rendered th
return passage through them most hazardous,
The spectators on shore were quite unable ¢
render any assistance to their friends aflont.  Mug
time had been spent, and the danger seemed 1
increase rather than diminish.  Our friend the d
looked on for a length of tiwme, evidently aware
there being a great cause for anxiecty in th
around.  Presently, however, he took to the wate:

boat.  The crew supposed he wished to join then
and nade various attempts to induce him to cor
abourd ; but no, he would not go within the
reach, but continued swimming about at a she
distance from ihe boat.  Aftera while, and seve
comments on the peculinr ¢anduct of the dog, o
of the hands suddenly divined his apparent meas
ing, “Give him the end of a rope,” he said, ¢ th
is what he wants.” The rope was thrown, the d
seized the end in an instant, turned reund, an
made straight for the shore, where, & {few minut
afterwards, boat and crew—thanks to the intelt
gence of our four-footed friend—were placed
and sound !—dAims and Objects of the doro
H{umane Society.

@

SOME DIFFERENCE.

A ¥EW short years ago, a little fellow, Eddy, n
slow in roguery, compluined that James had !
throwing stones at him, The teacher inquired in
the nmatter, and found the charge correct. §
said to Eddy :

“What do you think yow should do if you w
teaching and had such a boy as that 1”

“I think I should flog him,” was the reply.

Upon this, James began to fear the result,
so0 he filed in his complaint,

“ Eddy throwed & stone at me t'other day,”
he.

“Ah,” said the teacher, “I wmust kn: .+ al
this matter. Is it true, Eddy, that you havo
throwing stones at Janes 1

Eddy hung his head, and confessed it, After
little thumbing, of the strings, she says :

“ Well, Eddy, what do you think you should
with two such boys as you and James?”

“I think,” said he, sobbing, “I should try

saveED !

again 1"

<
.
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Tried to shield me, to reclaim—
did her best.

Creditors began to clamour. .
All we had was pledged for payment;

1 used to cling to brother, as I rode him to and fro.”

“8ell Old Robin 7—No, Never!”
BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE.
i SErL Ol4 Robin,” did you say? ¢ Well, I reckon not
1 to-day 17

- . L] - .
3 You :“’ not so green, of course, as to feed a worn-out
orse

ut of pity and remorse 7"

as long as I am master of a shed and bit of pasture !”

Yes,
. ‘;’5 °1fi and lame, alas! Don't disturb him as you pass!
:iet hl_m lie there on the grass, while he may,
£ 'Y enjoy the summer weather, free forever from his
. tether,
'5 PeF Veteran as you ses him, we were young and gay to-
gether ;

was [ that rode him first—ah, the day !

2 “;aﬂdjust a little chap, in my first pantaloons and cap,

§ And] lef.t my mother’s lap at the door ;

< the reins hung loose and idle, as we let him prance
; and sidle—

t_f or my })rother was behind me, with bis hand upon the
: bridle ;

Yearling colt and boy of five, bardly more }

4 ©0r Old Robin! Does he know how I used to cling and
F crow,

4 A8 Trode him to and fro and around ?

FVery day as we grew older, he grew gentler, I grew
¢ bolder,

. 1;:1’ @ hand upon the bridle and a touch upon his shouider,
§ * could vault into my seat at a bound.

FThen I l'olde away to school, in the mornings fresh and
i cool ;
Tll,l one day beside the pool where he drank,
€aning on my handsome trotter, glancing up across the
water
o the Judge’s terraced orchard, there [ saw the Judge's
daughter

In a frame of sunny boughs on the bank.

a3 it Robin more than I, that had pleased her girlish
eye,
As she saw us prancing by? Half, I fear !
ff she ran to get some cherries, white-hearts, black-hearts,
] sweet-hearta, straightway !
'Boy al

ud horse were soon familiar with the hospitable
gateway,

And a happy fool was I—for a year.

: Lord fO}‘gi\'e an only childt All the blessings on me
piled
Had but helped to make me wild and perverse.

“What is there in honest horses that should lead to vicious
courses ? :

:Often Mary urged and pleaded, and the good Judge inter-
ceded,

’Council blamed, insisted, threatened ; tears and threats
were all unheeded,

And I answered him in wroth—it was done |

Bad to worse was now my game ; my poor mother, still the
[ same,

all was sold beneath the ham-
mer :

My Old Robin there among the
rest !

As I wandered off that night, some-
thing far off caught my sight,
Dark against the western light,
in the lane ;
Coming to the bars to mcet me—
some illusion sent to cheat me !
No, ’'twas Robin, my own Robin,
dancing, whinnying to greet me!
With a small white billet sewed
to his mane !

The small missive I unstrung—on

Old Robin’s neck I bung;
There [ cried, there I clung!
while I read,

In a hand I knew was Mary's—
‘“One whose kindness never
varies

Sends this gift.” No name was written, but a painted

bunch of cherries
On the dainty little note smiled instead !

There he lies now ! lank and lame, stiff of limb and gaunt
of frame,
But to her and me the same, dear old boy !
Never steed I think was faiver ! Stilk [ see him the proud
bearer
Of my pardon and salvation ; and he yet shall be a sharer—
As a poor dumb beast may share - in my joy.

By such service and his goodness, he has fully earned his

pension ;

He shall, therefore, have his pasture with a little kind
attention

From myself and my dear Mary—guardian angel and my
““ sweetheart.”

While our children try to climb him, as I did so long
before them.

And so hard-hearted as you are, Dan—eh?
say ! You are crying?

Well, an old horse—our dear Robin—has his uses after all !

You don’t

TEMPERANCE.
BY OLLIE DOUGLASS.

WHEN we speak of any one being temperate, we
naturally suppose he does not use intoxicating
drinks. I presume all the readers of this paper
have seen men staggering along the streets under
the influence of liquor. What a terrible thing it
is, to be bound and chained by the habit of intem-
perance! We find so many suck —especially in
the large cities. 'The most of the suffering found
there is caused by drinking. A circumstance re-
lated in my hearing the other day corroborates
this statement. I will give you the substance
of it:—

A young lady was reared in affluence, then
married. Her husband proved to be a drunkard.
She did all in her power to care for herself and
family ; but, in spite of all her efforts, she became
a total wreck. After ten years they were found
almost freezing and starving to death.

This was caused by intemperance. What a
blessing it is to be where we are free from the in-
fluence of it! There are a few States in the
Union that have put it away ; and you never see,
written in lar.ge letters, * Saloon,” ¢ Beer,” ¢ Ale,”
ete., but the air is free from the vile odor of these
drinks.

Children ! make it a point never to touch any-
thing of the kind. I have known some boys who
thought they would take just a littie to see how it
tasted ; but, by so doing, they might like it, and it
would become their ruin.

Boys! don’t touch it, for it will “bite like a
serpent and sting like an adder.” Our will-power is
strong, and if we will let it alone it will be well for

us. The Lord is able to keep us temperate in all
things; and if we give ourselves to him, he will
take us and keep us from the evil ; he will wash us
and make us white.

4 Nothing unclean can enter
heaven.

If we want to see Jesus, we must keep
free from bad habits, and shun the very appear-
ance of evil. The Lord help us all to be temperate.

IT'S THE SURE END.
" BY MIRA M‘LEOD.

As my husband was riding on the cars one day,
he had his Bible with him and sat in his seat
reading, and a young man who occupied a seat near
looked up and made some remark which opened a
conversation. He noticed the young man who
kept his hands in one position and wondered as to
what might be the cause. But soon the young
man said, “Drink is what got these things on me.”
Sure enough, he was hand-cuffed to the arm of the
car seat, and another glance easily detected the
officer in charge of the prisoner. And then fol-
lowed the sad story, how he had taken but ane
glass too much, and had never thought to injure
any one in all his life, but his brain was crazed,
and the crime committed, and now he was taking
this journey into the city, thence to the great
prison on the hill to spend two years behind stone
walls and iron bars. He will be far away now
from all his friends, and, like all such captives, his
life will be made “ bitter with hard bondage.”

I thought as my husband related the sad inci-
dent of his past life, how he was brought up,
dearly loved by his parents, and of the time when
he never could think of such a thing as “getting
drunk ;” but a little downward step at a time took
him farther and father from his real manhood, until
under the awful influence of the terrible drink the
deed was done, which costs him
freedom.

two years of
But will two years atone for the past !
Or a whole life-time bury the act into forgetful-
ness? Nc! no! A blighted life and a lost, lost
soul, unless he gets to the cleansing blood of Jesus
Christ. And think of it, all from the first glass ef
liquor ! )

Then I thought af my brothers, and my own
little boy, and our neighbours, bright manly little
fellows growing up to face these awful temptations,
will they Le of the number to fall into this snare
of the enemy? And again I cry unto God,
“ Hasten the day when the word of the Lord shall
be fulfilled.”

“ Awake, ye drunkards, and weep ; and howl all
ye drinkers of wine, because of the new wine ; for
it is cut off from your mouth.”

“For a nation is come up upon my land, strong,
and, without number, whose teeth are the teeth of
the lion, and he hath the cheek teeth of a great
lion.” Surely God means legal prohibition.

WHAT A SMILE DID.

A LADY of position and property, anxious about
her neighbours, provided religious services for
them. She was very deaf—could scarcely hear at
all. On one occasion one of her preachers man-
aged to make her understand him; and, at the
close of their conversation, asked: “But what
part do you take in the work1” ¢“Oh,” she re-
plied, “I smile them in and I smile them out!”
Very soon the preacher saw the result of her gen-
erous, loving sympathy in a multitude of broad-
shouldered, hard-fisted men, who entered the place
of worship delighted to get a-smile from her as she
used to stand in the doorway to receive them.
Why do not the working classes attend the house
of God? They would, in greater numbers, if self-

denying, Christ-loving Christians would smile them
in and smile them out.

b
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A Little While, him—tho foretaste of an undreamed-of delight. s
A rirrer whils, oh hands, they came out of church, Banner gave him a tichet

Of labour weary 3 to go with Phil’s school to Alderloy, a place about
']hl“I.hyj ": “’l‘l “"'i‘ ’lh""' tweaty miles from Manchester, upon the following

Though dark and dreary ¢ Thursdavy  Tha . ' e ol wive ..
The coming thne is glad, and bless llnu.?tl:?_\. .lht,‘umster of the school had given his
With full and perfect peace and rest, permission for Lom to accompany them, and they

After u little while, were to start at half-pagt five o'clock in the morn.
) . . ing, and spend the whole haclong day out in the
A littlo while, oh feet, country, Tom looked upon the ticket with a feel-

All torn and bleeding s ine almost of reverens 11 1t as if he should
This way will bring thee home, mg atmost of rev UN".H'; and ho f“. b asif he “ “’.“ (

And Christ is leading, not be able to cluse his eyes at night for thinking
Saon thou shalt tind cool waters sweet, of the joy that was to come.

Al l"““;‘;{"‘ p“tll.':l“‘v‘s\.}f;’lrhy feet, There was a great enjovment on the morning of
era hittle Whit-Mounday. Al the Sumlay-school teackers
A little while, oh eyes, and scholars | longing to the chwrehes in Manches.

‘I'hy love-watch keeping; ter and Salford were anccustomed to form proces-
A ﬁ“’ more bitter tears, sions from the various schools, and march—with

‘I'hien no more weeping 3 music b wat hrone ko . -
Teyond the reach of grief and patn ';;ls u‘ n.ml.‘).unu_u’x 't,luou,;h the stieets, till they
Thy loved ones thou shalt sce aain, al met in St Anu’s Square, near tho centre of .thu

After a little while, city, and from thence, in one monster procession,
. ) to thread their way through a great crowd of spee.
A little while, oh brov, tators to the Cathedral. wheve, once in the year,

With fever burning ; they all ioined i blic pray God
These hours of nuonday lieat 1ey afl Joined 1 publie pl..l)cr to Gioc .

Have no returning 3 Tom was up at dawn in the worning, but the
Life's later hours aro full of calm, city was awake before him ; and the sun, when it
Aud °“""A‘}‘1° °"';!l ?""‘hl; 'tlh“ balm, broke through the clonds that hung abous it, shone

ter a fittle while. down upon the busy streets, already tiled with a
A little while, oh lieart, joyous stir and tumult. By-and-by, as the morning

\Vith sorrow Lreaking ; wore on, might be heard the distant sound of music
A few more hours of night, in every quarter—but all tending to one centre;

And then comes waking ; and from tl ide strects tl » af
And lasting comfort shall be given and up from the side streets thero came, one after
When breaks the golden day of heaven, another, lonyg files of children gaily dressed, with

After a little while, flags heralding their way, and their feot marching
. in time to their bands of musicians. ‘Tom had
PILGRIM STREET half hoped to hide himself in some corner in St.
. Aun’s Square, but two ranks of policemen stretched
A STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE., {across it from sido to side, standing back to back
DY HESBA STRSETTON. and shoubler to shoulder, and at the word ?f com-
_ mand cach vank mavched forward, sweeping the
. . square of «ll the bystanders, and driving them all

CHAPTER XVI o , : 5 secure rou
into the side streets, so as to secure room for the

LITILE PUIL gathering crowds of Sunday-schools.

Tue great :nnual holiday of the Tancachive
peopie 1s Whitsun-week, when every man, woman,
aud child throughout the cotton manufacturiug

¢ districts, regards 1t as a long-established right that
. some treat or other should be provided for him.
Whit Sunday fell Jate that year, but there was a
pleasant sutprise in stors for Tom, for early in the
morning  Joey Pendlebury made his  appearaace
with 2 bundle under his arm, upon which was
written, in well-known hand: “ or
Thowas 1adun, with R, Banner's best wishes,”
It contained a new suit of fustian clothes—strong
and serviceable —and & pair of clogs, such as Tom
had not worn sinee his father had pawned the set
of clothes which ¢ had left behind him in his
wretched flight to Liverpool.

Tom sat down and cried for joy, and then made
haste to dress hlmself in time to go to the church
which Rauner attended.  Banner was standing
before the church<loor in his uniform, until the
congregation had assembled, and Tom grasped his
hand and looked up into his face, but he was quite
unuable to speak a word.  As for Banner, lio had to
“osen his stitl stock and clear his throat before he
cauld bid him to go in and sit down in the first
sort he cune to in the gallery, which was the one
the policeinan oceupied when his duty was over.
It was near the organ, and Tom trembled as the
deep, hooming tones resounded through the church,
and seemed 1o come bick again upon his ear; but
it was a thrill of delizht, not the trembling of fear;
and in a Jittle while his voice, faint but clear, joined
in the chant and the hymn, and he felt overpower-
ingly happy.

But there was still another pleasure in store for

lanner's

Tom was swept away with the rest, so he ran as
quickly as he could to gain a good place on the
road to the Cathedral, where the whole of the pro-
cession wust pas - before his eyes; for it was little
Phil he longed and hungered to see, as he marched
along  with Lis companions, the inmates of the
schiool at Ardwick.

It was a good place under the Cathedral walls
which Tom manuged to secure before the thickest
of the thronyg gathered—for it would seem as if all
the population of Manchester had turned out to
see the children’s procession. At last it began to
file past through the middle of the crowd, along a
path kept clear by the police force ; and one school
after another went by, closely regarded by Tom.
But soon there could be heard in the distance a
cheer und hureah running along the throng, cominy
nearer and nearver, such as had not greeted any of
the other schools. It was the Ardwick Ragged
School array, with its good band of musie, played
by the boys themselves; and all the people shouted
at the sight of these children, who had been saved
from the vice and misery and iguorance of the
streets,

Tom’s cyes were very dim, but his heart bent
triumphantly ; and he gazed through the mist of
his tears for little Phil's fair hair and beautiful
face. Ho saw him at last, and then he tossed his
cap up into the air, and shouted as loudly as he
could amid the din and clamour: ¢ Hallo, Phil!
Little Phil }” .

“So yon is little Phil!” said a voice in his ear,
which made the glad throbbing of his heart stand
still, and the flush to dic out of his face. It was
his father's voice bebind him, and he was gazing

eagerly at the boys of the Ragged Sehool, jua
Pinl, who was one of the younwgest and last, e
sight of Tom, and beckoned gaily to him, b
Tom could speak, his father had pushed a «
among the erowd, and was lost to his sight; |
littlo ’hil was turning round to look back up
him with his bright face. But, for Tom, ali ¢
gloey of the day and the brightness of tho s
taclo were faded, and a great dread of Phil's fut:
had fallen upon hm.
If his father should persist in claiming him,
insist upon removing him from the schoel, whe
terrible change it would make in the young ol
lite! IHe had borne wretchedness and privag,
and the sights and sounds of evil for himself,
ho felt ns if ho conld never bear them for I
Ie shuddered to think of him hearinyg the wi
langunge he heard, and sceing the wickednes,
was forced to sce. Tom had never told what
suflered, even to Nat Pendlebury and Alice; .
much less to Banner would he have betrayad s
vices of his father.  But if littde Phil were o
brought into close home-fellowship with  the
why, he had far rather, & thousand times, v
little Ihil's cotlin to sume quiet grave,
The music was still playing, and the strear
flying, but Tom gavo no heed to either,  He
up his good place to n boy who had been |
jostling him, and wended his way homewards 1
fearing and half hoping to meet his father. §
Haslam was not there; and Tom tuok his bl
and with a very sad heart went off to the
for supplies. 1is customers must be provided «
food, however heavy his spirit was; and «
toiled along his customary route until even
IMaslam was still absent when he reached k
and, in spite of his dejection, Tom soon fel! i
weary slumber, which was not broken by :
-father’s return during the night,
But, before Tom could set out again for ane
day’s work, he felt that he must find out
father's purposes with regard to little Phil. It
not seem a favourable moment for speaking, for
father had been drinking heavily overnighy, :
was now sutlering from the etlects of it.  Bat
could not go away uncertain whether or ne
should sce Phil in their closo and dirty lod,.
roum when he returned at night.
“Tather,” he said ; “ Father, thee sees how «
off little Phil ist  He’s got good clothes, and 3
food, and good learning, and all for nothing ! |
will let him be at his school, and not go ma.
work about him % He'll cost thee o sight of e
if he comes out.”
“1'Hl have him out ! cried Haslam; « 'l |
him out, and wake him of use to me, for th
worth nothing to me.  Who's so much right ty
lad as his own father? The chaplain ‘ud tel
police I'm a changed wmnn, and quite fit to trai
my own child. I can teach him to sing psali.
say prayers as well as any of them. 1 must!
the training of little Phil. A trim, bright i
fellow, as over I set eyeson! I'll make o m:
him! Who was it put him into that school, [ %
to know?” :
“Mr. Worthington?” answered ‘Tom, wit
faint hope of influencing his father, «1t’s W
ington’s mill where Mr. Pendlcbury is the n
watchman,”
“Worthington 1" answered Haslam, fier
“Why, it's him as got me sent to jail for ten ye
and it was his wife’s brother—Hope, his nime
that sct the judge and jury dead against me,
I might have got off but for him. It ’ud spite
a hittle to take Phil from the school, though
not all the revenge I'll have. 'Thee hast sottled
mind for me, lad.”




PLEASANT HOTURS.

Oh, father!” cried Tom, falling down on his
g, just hearken to me for once. Don’t thee
g littlo Thil here!  Don't learn hit to swear,
teal, and drink!  Leave him whero he is, and
do almost anything to please thee, I'd almost
thief again for little Phil to have a chance of
iing up good.”

Get up, blockhead,” said Haslam, “and be off
i thee,  Phil's my son, and Ull bave him. I
wse, if nobody had taken a faucy to him, he'd
s been thrown on my hands to keep. They'd
o no work about taking himn out of a work-
o; and U1l have him out of the school. He'll
{ more use to me than theo; for thou hast a
dog, jnil bird look about thee that 'ud frighten
”

Then,” said Tom—with a white but resolute
“ag sure a3 ever thee brings Phil into this
, T'lt tell Mr. Banner all I know about thee.
tell him that thou'rt out all night, and that
art not the changed man thee boasts of, He'll
ve mo; and maybo he can get the justices to
hou'rt not fit to have the care of little Phil.
n't want to do it, father ; but ag sure as ever
little Phil in this room, I'll go straight off to
Banner.”

iere was a baffled and vicious expression upon
am’s face, but he was silent for awhile, and
he apoke it was in A quiet and conciliatory
ner. He would let Phil be for awhile, he
; but he must go and see him, and let him
his father ; for maybe he was not happy in
school, and then Tom would not object to
ng him out.

were floated before Tom’s mind a vision of a
t home, with & good man for his father, and
Phil living with them, and growing up before
ves into a good and clever man.  But it was
am only ; and with a sigh of mingled regret
thankfulness, he bade his father good morning,
went out with a heart once more at rest.

(Lo be contsnued.)

SOMETHING TO DO.
BY RRNEST GILMORE.

was u dreary day. The rain poured down in
nts out of doors, and the rain fell indoors down
Mty Belle Holime's checks.  Her mother had
to visit a sick friend ; her father would not be
cuntil six o'clock ; as for Biddy, the maid-of-all-
;, she was very busy in the kitchen.  Presently
Lior bell rang, and Aunt Fila, enveloped ina
ossamer, made her appearance,

Vhat's the matter? sick1” she asked, taking
a glance the child’s tears and forlorn looks,
No, I'm not sick, but I'm lonely. I hate rainy
I ean’t go out, so I've nothing to do but sit
nd. and it's so forlorn.”

unt Ella threw ofkher wet wraps and rubbers,
sitting down by the grate, put her feet on the
er and took out her work.

should think it would be forlorn,” she re-
ded to Belle's remark. “I am quite sure I
r could endure it.”

w tears azain filled Belle's eyes.  She thought
ruly must be a martyr and that her Aunt was
e her,

To have nothing to do but to sit around must
rlorn indeed,” Aunt Ella continued. “It is
rtunate that a givl of your age has failed to
1 what she was put in the world for. Do you
h you were put here to mope, or to serve the
17

What a question !” Belle said in a grieved tone.
The question is all right: let mo hear the

er.”

“To serve him, of course,” slowly from the child.

“Well, one would never think it, judging from
your actions; would they?” smiling.

“ I suppose not,” reluctantly.

“Well it is quite timo to let your light shine;
dow’t you think sof”

“What lightt Shall I light the lamp?” asked
Belle.

“Yes; do, please—the lamp of your own life,
The Lord said, *Let your light shine;’ there’s no
shining wheve a healthy girl like you sits around
doing nothing. Get your work, dear, and keep meo
company.”

“1 haven'’t any work, but here are some brown
towols,” going to her mother’s basket and taking
them out; “mmmnma said she was going to hem
them by hand.”

“Those will do nicely. Bring them to me, and I
will turn your hems for you.”

After Belle had sewed industriously for some
time, Aunt Ella said, “The world doesn’t look half
as dreary as it did awhile ago, does it 1”

“No; it does not. Tt's strange, isn’t it 1"

“No; it is not the least bit strange, Just as
soon as one forgets one's self and thinks of others,
the world grows brighter.”

As the clock struck five Belle finished her last
towel.

“Six towels hemmed!” she said indignantly.
“How glad mamma will be | ”

“She'll soon be here, will she not1” asked Aunt
Ella.

«She will meet papa at the office ; they'll come
in on the street-car at six o'clock.”

«T wonder what you're going to give them for
supper? they'll be tired and hungry, I suppose.”

«] give them for supper?” questioningly.

“ Biddy is ironing, is she not$”

# Yes, but she has to stop and get supper ; that's
her business.”

“But suppose she is very busy and very tired,
whose business is it then, since your mother is not
heret” ’

«Hers, of course; Biddy's paid for doing the
work.”

It is a quarter-past five,” Aunt Ella said, looking
at the clock. *It's about time that Biddy wero
getting tea. I wonder what she intends to get?”

“1'l] see,” Belle said, going to the kitchen, from
which she soon returned, saying dolefully, * Biddy
says she isn't going to fuss getting up things; her
ironing isn't finished yet.”

«1 will show you how to get supper if you would
like to have me; would yout”

Belle had never imagined that she could ¢ ~k;
but Aunt Fanunie helped her for a half-hour and
then went home.

When Mr. and Mrs. Holmes sat down to their
cozy supper-table they both looked very wmuch
pleased. The covered dish of hot milk-tonst, the
chipped beef and egus, the creamn potatoes, were
delicious.

« It was very kind and thoughtful of you, Biddy,”
Mrs. Holmes said, “to stop your ironing to get us
this nice supper.”

« Byt 'tisn’t we, ma'm, that deserves the praise;
it’s little Miss Belle that did everything her ownself.”

It took Mrs. Holmes some time to realize that
her little daughter had prepared the supper, but
when she did her words of praise made the child’s

heart glad,

«)Motner,” said a dear littlo child one night,
waking up as her mother went through the cham-
Ver, “T asked God to take care of some poor child
to-night, and I told him to-morrow I would try to
hunt her up and help her, too.”

He Who Loved Us Long Ago.
BY SARA B, HOWLAND.

Fogn the weary, way-worn traveller
Journeying onward, in the road

Leading from this world of sorrow
I'o his Futher's blessed abode,

Thero's & Light that’s shining ever
That will lend him all its glow.

*T'is the gentle Christ, our Savic
He who L.ved us long ago.

For the one whoso heart is bleeding
From the wounds of earthly care,
Whose fund hupes and brilliant fancics
Bronght him nnught but sore despair,
There's a Balm, whose blessed healing
‘This poor sutleriug ane wmay know,
*Tis the loving Christ, our Saviour,
He who loved us long ago.

For the one whose life of sinning
Reaped its due reward of pain;

\Who, while dying in his anguish,
Never dares to hope again,

There's a Healer, strong and tender,
Who has power to cure all woe ;

'Tis the blessed Christ, our Saviour,
He who loved us long sgo.

For the little child who wanders
In the ovarth, so sad and lone,
And whose heart is ever craving
Love which he can call his own,
There's a Fathier, far exceeding
In his love all fricnds below ;
"Tis the loving Christ, our Saviour,
He who loved us long ago.

THINGS MONEY CANNOT DO.

Soxr boys and girls have an iden that money
can do almost anything: but this is a mistale,
Money, it is true, can do a great deal, but it cannot
do everything. I could name you a thousand
things it cannot buy. It was meant for good, and
it is a good thing to have, but ali this depends on
how it is used. If used wrongly it i8 au injury
rather than a benefit. Beyond all doubt, however,
there are many things better than it is, and which
it cannot buy, no matter how much we mny have
of it. )

If & man has not a good education, all his nioney
will never buy it for him, He can scarcely ever
make up for his carly waste of opportunities.

Neither will wealth itself give u man or a woman
good manuers. Next to good morals and good
health, nothing is of more importance than easy,
graceful, self-possessed manners. But they cannot
be had for mere money.

Money cannot purchase u gnod conscience. If a
poor man, or & boy, or a girl—any one, has a clear
couscience that gives off a tono like a soundbell
when touched by the hammer, then be sure he or
she is vastly richer than the millionaire who does
not possoss such a conscience. Good principles are
better than gold.—S. . FVisitor,

A MINUTES ANGER.

Nor long ago, in a city not far from New York,
two boys, neighbours, who were good friends, were
playing. In the course of the game a dispute arose
between the boys, and both became angry; one
struck the other, and finally one kicked the other,
who fell unconscious in the stroet, was taken home,
and now for four weeks has sutfered most cruelly.
The doctors say that if he lives he will never bLe
well, and will always suffer and need tlie constant
care of a physician, If the boys hud been the

greatest enemies they would not, could not, have
desired a worse fate for each other than this, But,
instead of enemies, they were friends and loving
companions, Now everything .is changed. One
will never be able to walk, or to take part in
active games; the other will never forget the
s:ﬂerings he has caused. A winute’s anger osused
this.
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The Genius of the Bottle.

BY canrtorcs PERRY.

Turre s 4 queer little hottle stands hete on
my ddesh,

It 1~ slopad bke a boat and 14 aquite pie-
tugesigate,

Wath a rgure head yust the st tutle gro
tesgue,

It holde inats depthy, though you never
niy whewat,

Nissi T bt whiolly be able te shiow it,

The te sutesof Tam e, pandit, aned poct,

The te ue staid, soler facts ot the solemn
And wise,

Atrd Lablos tor thase who hke teath in dis
s

Thare ae sweet dreams and fandies that
potnt to the shaes

Thete are songy that ate sweet as the voice
of the fuh,

Fhete ue aosts that lu'luh.; to the "\_\* ot
the arh,

There ate artons of wit that 1y stisight to
the ik,

And tales of devotion, and honor, and ttuth,

And stortes of dange v, and beanty, and tath,

That quis haus the pulse in the bosom of
suuth,

Thete ate truths that ash out hihe a sword
 the tight,

" That slune hike w star i the davkness of

mght,
To gunde stiaying feet fiom the wiong to
the right.

There ate sweet praling of faith, full many T
wee,

And solace of sorrow, atd praises serene,

Aud glad sotgs of strength wheeon weak
nesy may lean,

All this in the bottle, although I can prove
1,

And the Gemus stands thete in his glory
above it.

This stange fittle bottle,
love it!

Al me, how 1

And whatever he gives of its marvellous
store,

With pride that is humble 1 biing to your
doot,

And girateful and happy 1 pray evermore.

0 Gemus thit stands on this stiabge bottle's
Ik,

0 aid me for ever und ever to link

My heart to the workl in this bottle of ink.

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
STUBIKS IN JEWISH HISTORY,
B.C. 1063}] LESSON VIIL [Aug. 25
THE ANOINTING OF DAVID,
1 Sam. 16, 1 13.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Man Jooketh on the outward appearance,
but the Lord lovketh on the heart. 1 Sam.
16. 7.

Memory verses, 11-13.

OUTLINE,

1. As Man Looketh, v. 1-10.
9, As the Lwd Looketh, v, 11-13.

ive — 1063 B.C.

Prace. —Bethlehem,

EX¥LASATIONS. - Fill thine horn with oil ~
The oil meant is probably the holy ancint-
ing oil deseribed in Exod. 30, 23.33.  Zake
« }7my‘.r with thee—That is, in order to con
ceal from the public the real nature of his
mission.  Tremhled at his coming—He was
kuown for a stern judge, and they feared
he  me for punishment of some sin. He
was roldy - Many think this refers to the
coloar of his liur, since red hair was re-
garded as a raro mark of beauty in the
Orient.

PLEASANT HOURS,

Teacuines or Tie Liscon,
W\ here in the lesson are wo taught -«

U Lhe need of preparing for God's wor
shap ¢

2 That God calls imen to his service?

3. That tiod qualities men for s serviee?

Tue Lissos CaTeciisy,

1 How was Sauly place as kg to be
tilled - 13y anothes chosen by Gaod. 2. \Who
was nnde the messenger of this chowe ¥
Samnch, who bad anonted Saul. 30 In
whit wods did God announce to Sanuel
the s ot s choree * ** Arise, anoint b :
for tus s hied b What was the elleet
of this et upon David?  The Spnit of
the Lord catie upon . o \\'lml did
God tell Samudd was s wethod of choice *
N leohe th an the outward,” ete,

Docriasan Stcerstios, -Conversion,

Cartedisy QUesTion.

40 What 3 meant by saying that God is
Wl wise”

That God does everything in the best and
must perfoet way, for the accomphstunent
uf s pn pose

With b i wisdom and strength, be
liath connsel and understanding, Job 12, 13,

LESSON INX.
DAVID AND GOLIATH.
1 Sam 17. 32350,

[HURTAN

B.C1063) {Sept. )

Memory serses, 45, 46
TexT,

If God be for us, who can be against us?
Row. 8, 31,
OUTLINE,

1. Naul and Davud, v, 32 39,
2 David and Gohiatl, v, 40 51
Tiar g B.C.
Prack, -Same point in Southern Judah,
EapraNations —d shepherd’'s hay- 1'ro-
bably sonewhat like o hnapsack.  His sling
This has heen a very effective weapon of
war,  Jn early tunes and in clussical story
frequent mention is made of at. AU this
wesembly---"That 13, the two armies.
Traeunas oF Tue Lessos,
By what in this lesson are we tanght —
1. That Gaod giveswisdom to his servants?
2 That faith m God gives courage in
dnnger”

3. T'hat God honors those who trast him?

Tur Lessos CaThouisn,

1. What event was the occasion for the
story of our lesson¥ A war with the Phil-
irtans, 2 ‘To what issue id the Philis.
tines challenge Isiaclt To that of sinﬁlo

the

combnt. 3. Who offered 10 take up
challenge® Duad, the sheplierd of Beth-
lehem, ~ 4. What was the one piepose of his

offer? ‘I'o show that God ruled in Israel
4. What thought of the Apostle Paulis like
that of David> ¢ If God be for us,” ete.

DoctRINAL StcerstioN. —Trist in God,

CATLeNIS QUESTION,

41. \What is meant by saying that God is
holy?

That his nature is perfectly good and
without the possibality of evil, und that he
cannot allow sin in his ereatures,

Ye shall be holy ; for I am holy.—Lev.
11, 44,

Tfmté- Troubled Geese,

No doubt all our boys and girls
have read the story of how the geese
saved Rome.  You remember, the Ro-
mans had been driven within the walls
of tho city. At night the victors—
the Gauls—tried to get over the walls
into the city, where the poor, tired,
discouraged Romans v ~~ sleeping.
I'ie noise the Gauls ma.  armed the
geese, which began to cackle. This
woke the soldiers, and the city was
saved.

Here is a Russian fable,
find the moral?

A peasant was one day driving
some geese to town, where he hoped
to sell thew. He had u Jong stick in
his hand, and drove them pretty fast,

Can you

But the geese did not like to be
huriied ; and happening to meet a
teaveller, they poured out their com-
plaints agunst the peasant who was
driving thew.

“Where ean you find geese more
unbappy than wel Sco how this
peasant s hurrying us ou, this way
and that; and driving us as though
we were only common geese,  Tgnor
ant follow * He never thinks how he
15 bound to honour and respect us;
for we are the descendants of the
very geese that saved Rome so many
years ngo,”

“Dut for what do you expect to be
fimous yourselves1” asked the trav-
eller.

“ Leeause our ancestors—"

“Yes, I know; I have read all
about it., What 1 want to know is,
What good have you yoursclves done?’

“Why, our ancestors saved Rome.”

“Yes, yes. DBut what have you
done”

“Wet Nohing”

“Of what good are you, then? Do
leave your ancestorz at peace!  They
were honoured for their deeds; but
you, my friends, are only fit for
roasting.”

-
-

Superstitions About Storks.

Tur Germans hold the stork to be
an almost sacred bird. They have
many strange, and some beautiful,
superstitions connected with this bird.
Among these is the old-time tradition
that the stork invariably brings luck
along with it, and an increase of for-
tune to the household over which it
condescends to build its mighty nest.
As they generally select the highest
houses with the tallest roofs for this
purpose, we assume the higher the
house the better the condition and the
chances of the individuals dwelling
within,

Another pretty legend is that with
which they entertain the German
children, who are taught to believe
that the storks fetch the new-born
babies with them to their nests, and
from those elevated positions con-
siderately drop the little ones through
the chimney-tops into the homes where
they will be most appreciated.

In a quaint old street back of the
cathedral, at Worms, we saw a stork’s
nest with the parent birds and the
young ones in it. The nest was about
three feet high, and as wide in diame-
ter, built of thick twigs, carefully
woven in and out, basket fashion.
‘Thg chimney on which this nest was
built was a very lofty one, covered
with tin at the top, allowing the smoke
to escape from one side—German
fashion. This made a solid founda-
tion for the entire structure,

“T aw looking for employment,”
suid a young man who entered the
office of a business man. “You will
find it in the dictionary, my friend,”
replied the merchant, *‘under the
letter E.”
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