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Lay Hold on Eternal Life,

(‘Friendly Greetings.’)

‘Lay hold on eternal life;’ that is to say,
possess it. Get it into your soul; he your-
self alive. What am I saying? My brethren,
this eternal life must come to you ere you
will come to it. The Holy Spirit must
breathe upon you, or you will remain in your
matural death, Behold, He sends me to cry,
‘Ye dry bones live!’ and therefore I dare
Bpeak as I have done, Apart from a divine

commission I dare not speak thus to you.
How is eternal life grasped? Well, it is
It is

laid hold of by faith in Jesus Christ,

godliness in deeds of holiness and loving kind-
ness. Let your life be love, for love is life.
Let your life be one of prayer and praise,
for these are the breath of the new life. We
still live the animal and mental life, but
thesq must be the mere outer courts of our
being: our innermost life must be < 'ritual,
and be consecrated to God. -

Henceforth be devotion your = breathing,
your heart-beat, meditation your feeding,
self-examination your washing, and holiness
your walking. Let your best life be most
thought of, and most exercised.

Be not content fo use your eyes, but prac-
tise your faith in God; neither be satisfied

‘INASMUCH AS YE HAVE DONE IT UNTO ONE OF-THE "LEAST
OF THESE MY BRETHREN, YE HAVE DONE IT UNTO ME.

- & very simple thing to trust the Lord Jesus

Christ, and yet it is the only way of obtain-
ing the eternal life. Jesus saith, ‘He that be-
lieveth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall
he live; and whosoever liveth and believeth in

: ‘Me shall never die. _Believest thou this?’

By faith we have done with self, and all the
mﬂm that can ever grow out of self;
and we rely upon the full atonement made

by. the ‘Lord Jesus, ‘whom mﬂ hat}: nt forth
to be a p:o:itxatxon, it is thus that 1 we come .

to live. Faith and the new life go together,

~and can pever be divided. God grant that
~ we may all lay hold on eternal life by uy--
!.m;hqldofepdinﬁhmtlem : :
~ This - once laid hold upon i: momd‘
lav hold

in Myﬂu. From day to ohy
N unto

to exercise your limbg in moving your body,
but” iu the _power of the new life mcunt up
with wmgs as eagles, run without weariness,
walk without fainting. ‘Lay hold oh the eter-
nal life by exercising it continually, and
never -allowing it to lie dormant.

Remember that spiritual life is enjoyed in

‘the fullest sense in clgse wmmnnwn with

God. ‘This is life ol:ennl. ‘to know Thee the

only true God, and Jesus Christ whom Thou

hast sent.’ ‘Acqihi’t now thyself with God,
and be at peace.)
gates of heaven cut us off from God; for they
are mever shut, and we may enjoy daily fel-
lowship with Him who reigns within, In
heaven or on earth we are in the same Fa-
ther's ‘house: yea, we dwell in the Aoihing 4
t&e Lord fct em—c m ‘Spurgeon,

Do not think that those

Dorothy’s Birthday.

(L. M. Montgomery, in the ‘American
Messenger.’)

‘What a sweet little woman!’ said or
thought everybody who met Aunt Mattie -on
the street that morning,

Nobody noticed that her neat black dress
was old-fashioned, or that her comfortable
bonnet had a countrified air. People saw only
a lovely smile and kind eyes, and soft, sil-
very-white hair framing in one of the sweet-
est faces in the world.

Some might have thought that she had come
to market, because of the hig basket she care
ried on her arm. But Aunt Mattie knew bet-
ter. That basket contained six rolls of but-
ter, golden and sweet, such as was never made
save in Aunt Mattie’s dairy under the big
willows; and the rolls were arranged around
a pan full of big, ripe strawberries. Aunt
Mattie had risen at sunrise that summer
morning to pick them. And butter and ber-
ries were for Amy, because Amy, dear child,
thought there were no berries or butter equal
to those which came from Willow Farm.

Right in the middle of the dingy manufac-
turing town, a whole block had been scooped
out for ‘Westlands where Amy lived. Aunt
Mattie paused at the gate and looked over it
approvingly. = The big, old-fashioned house,
stuck -all over with gables and “look-out’ win-
dows, suggestive of cosy corners, was built on
a little hill in the centre of the grounds. From
it the turf, green and soft as velvet, sloped
down to the country-like tangle of trees that
swept around the four sides of the block.

‘What a place for children to romp in, said
Aunt Mattie, softly, and then sighed. There
were no children at ‘Westlands’ to tumble on
the velvet grasses or climb the big trees, or
play hide-and-seek in the dogwoods.

Aunt Mattie did not go to the big front door
that faced the driveway, but trotted around
the house like a woman who knew perfectly
well where to go. Em’ly had seen her com-
ing, and had the side dodt open for her.

There were only two people in the world
who ever caught Em’ly in the act of smiling.
One of these was her mistress, the other was
Aunt Mattie. -

My, but I'm glad to see you’ she sa'd
heartily, ber gaunt, honest face all agiow with
welcome. ‘I was just wishing to myself
that you'd come.

‘How is Amy?’ asked Aunt Mattie, as she
untied her bonnet strings and peered into her
basket to make sure that the butter and ber-
ries had not got mixed up.

- Emily sighed. ‘Well enough in body, Mis’
Ellis. But you know this is Dorothy’s birth-
day. And she always takes it so hard. She
shuts herself up in Dorothy’s room before her
picture all day. You see I've got all the
blinds drawn. She can’t bear to see the sun-
shine coming in to-day. She always kecps
Dorothy’s birthday like this.’

‘I'll go up and see her, said Aunt Mattxe,
tenderly. ‘I'm sure she won’t mind seeing
m'l
_ She went swiftly up the broad, old-fashion-
ed staircase and along the hall to the little
white room she knew so well.
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qt's me, Amy, dear,’ she called, as she tap-
ped softly, and then, opening the door she
went in.

A pale, slender woman in black came for-
ward to meet her and clasped the tiny little
old¢ lady in her arms. Aunt Mattie kissed
and patted her head as if she had been a
child. Then she went to the window and
threw up the blind.

‘Don’t shut the sunshine out, Amy. It ought
to shine into every heme and heart all the
time.

‘Thig is Dorothy’s birthday, you know, Aunt
Mattie, said Mrs. Ellis in a trembling voice.
“}f she had lived she would have been ten
years old to-day.

Aunt Mattie sat down’ on the little rocker
by the window and Jooked at her niece kind-
iy and gravely. Nome knew better than she
the depth and bitterness of that sorrow. Five
years ago there had been buried, in golden-
haired Dorothy’s grave all the brightness and
happiness of her widowed mother’s life. Amy
had never recovered from the blow.

Aunt Mattie’s tender old heart ached for
her, but she did not believe in the idle in-
dulgence of a grief. She thought the time
had come to speak seriously and wisely to
Amy.

q don’t know why you always spend the
day in darkpess, Amy,’ ske said gently; ‘in-
stead of spending the dear little ome’s birth-
day in gloom and sorrow, you ought to make
it a day of rejoicing, because it omce brought
you a joy and a delight that was yours for
five lovely years. Nothing can ever take
those five years from you, Amy. You ought
to make every birthday of Dorothy’s a thanks-
giving for those five years’

q never thought of it like that’ said Mrs.
Ellis musingly. ‘But it is a beautiful thought.
You always have such beauntiful thoughts,
Aunt Mattie. What would you do with the
day?’

q would have a birthday party for Doro-
thy, said Aunt Mattie. “You have a lovely
house here, Amy, and grounds - that were
meant for children. Throw them open to
them for one day in the year at least. < Ask
every child here that Dorothy, - dear heart,
would have asked, if she had been living—
and that would be everyone she kuew, I am
sure, for she had the sweetest, most loving
disposition ever put into a baby’s heart. Have
them all here and give them a good timse
There are lots of poor ~children living all

around you who wofld think it was a Kttle

bit of heaven to come here for a day.

0 am afraid Pve been very wicked and
gelfish, Aunt Mattie, said Mrs. Ellis thought-
fully. ‘Pve never been able to bear the _sight
of children since Dorothy died. It just cut me
to the heart. Dve avoided them wherever
possible, and I don’t believe there has been a
child inside the gate of ‘Westlands’ for ‘these
five years! ;

“There you have done very wrong, dear. You
have shut God’s love out of your heart for

five years, just as you are shutting his sun-

ghine out of your house to-day. Open them
both, Amy, and youw'll find a comfort you never
dreamed of. g
Mrs. Ellis bent down and kissed the little
woman’s soft, white hair.
“You dear Aunt Mattie! I'll do just as you

say. DIl have a birthday party for Dorothy

this very day. It ism’t too late, because it's
Saturday, and the children will be at home.
I can send uptown for cake and fruit and ice
- cream. But you must help me, too!’

Il do all T can. And first thing, I'Il go
down and confer with Em'ly. She'll be glad
too. I know.
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Jubilee Awards Announced.

Probably none of those who secured the awards expected
them on such small remittances, with one exception.

We are daily receiving most congratulatory letters con-
cerning the “Witness” Diamond Jubilee, all of which are
heartily appreciated. Our friends all over the Dominion
are joining with us in celebrating the sixtieth anniversary
of the foundation of the “Witness.” In another place will
be found the special Diamond Jubilee club offers, including
in addition to reduced rates THE GIFT of one of our Red
Letter colored plate illustrated Bibles. One of these hand-
some books is given each day to the subscriber from
whom we receive the largest amount of subscription
money (net), for our publications EACH DAY. (Remit-
tances from news agents or from Sunday School clubs for
the “Northern Messenger,” or from publishers or from any

Deec. 1, 1905.
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The Bibles awarded free appear good value for four dollars

This is an opportunity to obtain a handsome Bible.

The list to date with the amount of subscriptions each
o e

sernt in is as follows :—

Nov. 15th, Wednesday, Mrs. Christie, Truro, N.S....$ 2.00
Nov. 16th, Thursday, Mr. W.

Nov. 17th, Friday, Mr. John Ritchie, Howick, Que...20.30
Nov. 18th, Saturday, Mr. J. Freeman, Fernandina, Fla.. 2.30

Each of the above will receive one of these red letter illustrated

Bibles Free.

Who will be the successful subscribers for next week?
The smallness of the amounts
others to go and do likewise or a little better.

See our JUBILEE OFFERS on another page.
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‘Everything must be done, just as if Doro-
thy were here,’ said Mus. Ellis, softly. ‘At
this late hour, T caw’t ask many children, so
Tl just ask those who would have beer in her
Sunday school class. Their teacher, Miss
Trueman, lives just over the street, and I
will run over and get her to address the in-
vitations.

In a very few minutes ‘Westlands’ geemed
a different place. Blinds were up, windows
and doors open, and the sunshine and wind
were streaming through the beautiful rooms.
Aunt Mattie and Em’ly were scurrying from
pantry to kitchen with faces of great im-
portance. Orders were being sent uptown.
China cnd glass and silver were being hunted
out and polished. Mrs. Ellis was flitting from
room to room, heaping vases and jars
with the loveliest flowers of the garden.

“The very best shall be given to the chil-
dren for Dorothy’s sake,’ she said.

Dorothy’s picture was brought down to the
parlor and placed om an easel there.

0 want the children to remember that it is
her party, she said to Miss Trueman, who
had come over to help too.

It is a lovely idea,” said Miss Trueman.

‘A1l Aunt Mattie’s ideas are lovely,) re-
sponded Mrs. Ellis. ‘She is so good and sweet
through and through that she couldn’t think
of anything that wasn’t, even if she tried”

Later on Mrs. Ellis came downstairs with
a dress of soft, silvery gray silk on her arm.

‘Dearest of aunties, I'm going to put this
on to-day. You kmow I've mnever worn any-
thing but black since Dorothy died. But this
is her party, so I must dress in homor of it.
I’ll wear this dress; it is a little old-fashion-
ed, but the children will not care for that.”

In the afternoon the children came, rather -

shy and timid at first. But Mrs, Ellis, in
‘the lovely silk dress, with pink roses in her
hair, was so kind and beautiful and Aunt

one wha is not a subscriber to one of our publications, do
not count in this offer).
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Mattie so sweet and lovable that they soon
e

felt at home.

I am sure that mot one of those children

ever forgot that birthday party. What a

splendid time they had. The beautiful olde

house and grounds ramg with laughter and
happy voices. I really don’t know which en-

‘joyed themselves the most, the little guests

or the four women who/waited on them and
frolicked with them. ‘

And before they went home the children
did something that was very sweet. I think
the little dark-eyed girl who was so grave
and shy and thoughtful suggested it first. But
they all went to the lily-of-the-valley beds
under the big chestnuts and picked a fragrant
spray, and then all went together into the
parlor and laid the blossoms in a fragrant
heap under Dorothy’s picture.

‘Wasn’t it sweet of them?’ said Mrs, Ellis
with shining eyes, when she found the lilies
there after the tired, delighted children had
gone. ‘Oh, Aunt Mattie, this has been such
a beautiful day. Dorothy has seemed so near
to me. And I am full of plans for the chil--
dren. This day shall be “Dorothy’s Day,” and
on it “Westlands” shall be thrown open to

every chick and child, high and low, in town. :

And that isp’t all. DPve been talking to Miss
Trueman and T mean to do all I can for the
children; I know there is so much I can do
for them, especially the factory children. I
am rich, and all the money that would have
been Dorothy’s, shall be spent in bringifig
happiness into the lives of other little ones.
Aunty, dear, I can never thank you enough.
Your beautiful “thanksgiving” idea was an
ingpiration,’ o ?
C“With what measure ye mete, it shall be
measured to you again,”’ said Aunt Mattie,
softly. ‘You see, Amy, the joy you gave those

children has crept back into your heart ten- .

fold. I dow’t wonder that Dorothy seems
near you. I don’t doubt that she is. I be-
lieve that she was here at her birthday par-

'z,l Meu,‘ her, ;_n}ﬁ I believe' she always will

I believe it, too, said Dorothy’s mother
with a glad smile. o
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= BOYS AND GIRLSEe==-

It’s Summer-time Somewhere

When fall the wintry flakes of frost, it’s sum-
mertime somewhere—

Violets in the valleys, bird songs in the
air;

The chilly winds, they only blow the lily’s
lips apart;

It’s summer in the world, my dear, when it’s
summer in the heart,

When gray the skies are glooming, it's sum-
mer in the dells—

In the merry songs of reapers, in the tinkling
of the bells,

The sweet south skies are brightening as with
spring-time’s magic art,

But the sweetest reason, dearest, is the sum-
mer in the heart.

Still, still the birds are singing, and still the
groves are green,

And still the roses redden, and the lovely lilies
lean;

Love fades not with the season; when sum-
mer days depart,

It’s summer still, my deaxest in the Eden »f

the heart.
—Frank L. Stanton,

¢ Stretching the i.ong Bow.’

People call exaggeration ‘stretching the long
bow’; you know what it means—to ‘exagger-
ate?” Suppose I give you a penny, and you
tell ‘some one, ‘Oh, I have just received a
“tremendous” lot of money’; or suppose your
teacher says, ‘That copy is well written,’ and
you say, ‘Mother, my teacher says I write
“splendidly’; then you are guilty of exaggera-
tion—of making a fact\seem greater than it

really is.

The other day I saw a little lad showing
his cap (which, perhaps, cost two shillings)
to another boy, and I heard him say, ‘Mother
paid one pound for this cap. I like it very
much; I would not sell it for ten pounds.’

Was it not foolish of the child to utter
such words as these?

Be truthful in little things, dear children,
as well as great.—‘Sunday Reading.’

A Néwsboy’s Bank.

He was very little and his clothes were
tagged and his hands red with cold whenever
he came spinning around the corper and paus-
ed before the handsome house across the way.
One funny thing about it was that he mever
came on pleasant days, but I grew accus-
tomed to see him take up his position and
call his papers while the snow whirled around
him and the wind tried its best to take him
off his feet. At last I became curious, and
determined to find out why he never came

- when the sun was shining and everything
~looked bright. I had only to beckon to him,
and he hurried across the street with a cheer-
ful ‘Here you are! A “Record,” did you say?’

A moment later I had him before the grate,
and his eyes resembled those of a great mas-
tif as the warmth penetrated his shivering
DoAY i

. ‘It’s terribly cold’ I began. : i

‘Yes, rather; but I've seen it worse, was
the answer, :

‘But dow’t you find it hard selhng papers'

 this weather?’ I continued. A
‘Ye-ss, sometimes; then I hustle over there
a8 fast as I can; noddmg at the house across
- tho way i
~ ‘Why, do_your paws sell more reumyg in
t}ns neivhlnthoﬂd?' 2 P

S

‘No, with a disgusted sniff at my evident
lack of business intuition; ‘scarce ever sell
one here.”’

‘Why do you come, then?’

‘Do you want to know the real reason?

‘Yes, indeed,” I replied earnestly.

‘Well, one day pretty near a year ago I
was most done for; couldn’t sell any papers,
and was about froze, and if I'd known a
place to go, I would have crawled off some-
where and give it all up. While I was
thinkin’ of all this, a couple of fellows passed
me, and one of ’em says, “He’s richer’'n Croe-
sus now, an’ to think he was a beggar only
a few years ago.” “A beggar!” says t'other
fellow. “Yes, or what amounts to pretty
much the same thing—a newsboy—and I've
heard him say dozens of times that nothing
but“pluck and the grace of God ' would ever
had brought him through.” “An’ his house
is in the next street, you say?” “Yes, we
go right past it.”

‘I followed ’em till they came to the house
over there and while I stood looking at it
something seemed to say to me that, if that
man could build a house like that when he'd

begun by being a newsboy, I could, too. Then

I wondered over what the men had said.
They'd gone on out of sight, and I said over
and over, “Pluck and the grace of God.” Then
I made up my mind I'd got the pluck all
right, and I’d ask over and over for the grace
of God, I didn’t just know what that was,
but every time I was alone I'd just say what
I could remember of the Lord’s Prayer, and
finish up with “An’ give me the grace of
God.”

‘If you'll believe it, I begun to get along
right away. I'm saving money now to go

‘to school with, and whenever I get discour-

aged—it's always on stormy days, you see—
I just come in front of that house and think
it all over and say “Pluck and the grace of
God’ over to myself a few times.—TRam’s
Horn/

‘Thomas Newcomb’s Question

(Prof. A, F. Caldwell, in ‘Christian Union
Herald.”)

'"Twas early Saturday morning. Harold
Kingman sat under the shade of the wide
spreading maple at the corner of the shed
thinking. In fact, his mind was made up—
hie would apply that afternoon for the situa-
tion in Thomas Newcomb’s apothecary shop,
the largest and-best equipped drug store in
Newfield.

‘There’s no need of my going to school any
more,’ he reasoned, ‘old’s I am. Father was
at work before he was my age—I've heard
him say so scores of times!’

Unbeknown to Mrs. Kingman, Harold, whose
fifteenth birthday was a fortnight before, had
brought home his books on Friday afternoon,
and had carefully hidden them away in an
old hair trunk, among a pile of faded yellow
letters in the garret. : .

“The notice says to apply »betwpen, two and
three o'clock, and Harold took from his vest
pocket a piece of crumpled paper cut the day
before from the Newfield ‘News.’ ‘Four dol-
lars a week for the right boy,” he read.

‘I suppose there’ll be a dozen fellows who'll

. want the job, but I guess my chances are as

good as anyone’'s—better, for every ome in
Newfield knew father, before the boiler at
Longman & Hall’s blew up. I suppose he'll
ask me lots of questions, judging from what

_it says about a “right boy,” but ’m a good

penman and can spell, and there isn’t a see-
ond year fellow who can reckon any better
than I can., I love figures!’

While Harold sat there conjecturing Phil
Ambrose came along.

‘Haven't left school, have you, Farold? I
saw you take your books home with you yes-
terday!’

‘I s'pose I have, confusedly, glancing farc-
tively towards the house whose kitchen win-
dows were open. ‘I’m going to work!’

‘Your mother willing?’ asked Phil, in sur-
prise.

‘Why, I—I suppose she is—she hasn’t ob-
jected” coloring. ‘Don’t you think I'm old
enough? I'm going on- sixteen!’

‘I suppose so, only—she told the rrincipal
one day this week—I was in his office #n an
errand for Miss Ferrand—she wanted ‘him to
encourage you in your Latin all he could, for
she planned for you to go to college—where
your grandfather graduated. Im sorry you've
left, with the term so nearly out, gathering
up the reins. ‘Settled on a job yet?’

‘No! I—I'm expecting ome at—’

‘1 saw Newcomb’s advertisement in yes-
terday’s ‘News,” but he’s awfully particular—
so folks say. He’s a sticker on questioning
new fellows, so George Howe thinks—he’s
worked for him five or six years I should
judge; anyhow, it’s been a long whilel’

‘I wonder if he will—if he’ll ask ma direct
if—

Harold shifted uneasily to a spot where
there was more shade,

‘Course not—that’s not about what I can
do, and from what the advertisement says he
wants a fellow who can work, and one who
will take an interest in the businessi’

Harbld Kingman lived a mile and a quarter
from the thriving village, on the old Fair-
banks place, 'Twas a roomy, rambling house,
set in from the road, surrounded by tall shade
trees, with here and there a quiet, self-pos-
sessed old apple tree that seemed to add a
becoming dignity to the restful spot.

‘T see Mr. Newcomb wishes another boy in
his store,’ remarked Mrs. Kingman at dinner
that day, helping Harold to a second dish of
berries. ‘I wish Clarence Williams could get
such a place. Too bad he had to leave school

—'tis such a misfortune, youn~ as he is; he's
only a month and a half older than you. And
Clarence is such a nice boy; he’s a regular
mainstay \to Mrs. Williams, and has been
from a little fellow.

‘Perhaps he can—’

‘No,” interrupted Mrs. Kingman, ‘he agreed
to stay at Sillimon’s six months when he
went there, and I'm sure Mrs. Williams
wouldn’t want her son to break an agreement
—to do a dishonorable thing.!

‘Supposing she wouldn’t know,
looking up.

‘But she would; Clarence wouldn’t Jeceive
his mother any more than you would me,
Harold.  And if he should, Mr, Newcomb
would find it out. 3

As soon as dinner was over Harold hurried
from the table.

‘I wish when you go to the village yow'd
run into Mrs. Jewetti’s for me; I want to
get a pattern she has.:

‘I—I wish mother hadn’t said that, thought
Harold to himself, going slowly down the
road, ‘any more'n I would her! But it-—it
isn’t deceiving her when I'm going to get
work—that’s helping her!’

However hard he tried, no argument that
Harold advanced could drive away the ‘heavy

without
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feeling’ inside that was so very uncomfort-
@ble. It stayed with him till he reached the
steps of Thomas Newcomb's busy establish-
ment.

It must be between two and three now.!
Harold slowly opened the door and went in,

«Mr. Newcomb? He's in his private office;
pleéase step this way.

An attendant ushered Harold into a plain-
ly furnished room where the busy proprietor
was writing at his desk.

‘In just a moment I'Il be at leisure, hastily
glancing up.

Harold felt ill at _ease.

“You came in response to my advertise-
ment?’ and Mr. Newcomb faced abbut in his
revolving office chair.

“Yes, sir!’

‘Please copy this letter, giving Harold a
place at the desk. ‘Take your time; I want
t0 see your penmanship.

Only the rapid movement of the pen broke
the cilence. s
“Very good, as Harold handed him the writ-

ten page. ‘How about your spelling?’

Harold missed only one word of the many
really difficult ones put out to him.

‘Bxcellent! Now if you are as good at
figures as you are in spelling!’

‘I'm better, I think, suggested Harold, gain-
ing confidence.

‘Well, here’s a pencil; " it won't take long
to tell. T believe you are, looking over the
work.

‘Now some general questioms. You're about
fifteen?’

‘1 was fifteen two weeks ago Thursday.

‘Always lived in Newfield?’

“Yes, sir; my father was Lawrence King-
man.

“To be' suré; an excellent man. "~ —°s &
terrible thing, that accident. Been kept in
school right along?’

‘Yes, sit—until yesterday.

‘And you left to—'

‘Apply for the place here.!

f see; now one more question.?

Harold’s heart beat rapidly.
should want to knmow it—’

‘q¢s”a question I always ask a new boy.
With your general fitness I am very well
pleased; exceptionally so. Can—your-—mother
—trust—you?’

Mr. Newcomb looked straight in the face of
the boy before him. Harold’s eyes fell.

Q- He hesitated. ‘No; sir—she can’t!”

“Then I'm afraid—if a boy deceives his
mother—a stranger could hardly ftrust him.'

‘My—my leaving school and comir-~ here i
the first time—" §

“That it's happened, making Harcld’s em-
barrassment as light as possible. And if it
turns out to be the last/ laying a friendly
hand on the boy’s shoulder, ‘gometime in the
future I may have a place for—’ x

“Thank you, sir, interrupted Harold, turn-
ing away his head, ‘it will bel’

q didn’t realize before, said Harold, slow-
1y to’himself, returning from the village that
afternoon, ‘how useless a fellow is, no matter
what other qualifications he has, if he can’k

be trusted!”

‘Suppose he

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath o1 Day School.  Postage ex-/
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun-
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies; also Greal Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Briiish Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar, No extra charge for postage in

the countries named.

He.l pfulness.

(John M. Morse, in the ‘North-western Chris-
tian Advocate.’)

A cheerful look will help to light
The gloomy path that many tread;

Will help illume their darkest night,
Dispelling clouds of dread.

Grief-stricken hearts will gladly hail
e kindly aid that you can give.
Your cheerful looks and words prevail,

And drooping spirits live.

This world has many a rugged road
Where pilgrims pass with aching feet;

Help where you can to lift their load;
The recompense. is sweet,

A hand to help, a kindly voice,

A cheerful, earnest look of love;
And careworn hearts shall yet rejoice
To find their home above.

S

The Rule That Tommy Made

¢ say there, boy, want to earn a nickle?
Tommy Tolliver, the new errand boy at the
factory jumped to his feet. Want to earn
a nickle? Was there ever a boy who wanted
it more? Tommy wondered.

‘Just you run round the cormer to Pat
Ryan’s saloon, and get thig pail full of beer.
Here’s the change. We'll pay you the nickel
when you come back,’ caid one of a group of
men who were eating their lunch in the cor-
ner of the room.

Tommy's face flushed.
said.

‘Why can’t you? You ain’t much of a kid
if you can’t carry a pail of beer two blocks.

“That’s just the trouble, answered Tommy,
with a flash of the eye. Tm a lot too stro=y
to carry a pail of beer even one plock. I've
had enough of the stuff. If it had not been
for beer, I wouldn’t be working ‘here doing
what my father ought to be doing—taking
care of my mother and the youngsters. Td
be in school, like other boys.’

‘Say, sonny, you better do it this time/’
counselled a good-natured young man, ‘or
they’ll complain to the superintendent about
everything you do.’

eyowll have to do it, that’s all there is to
it} said the first speaker. ‘The Dboss put you
here to run our errands. So just you take
that pail, and don’t you show up here again
till ivs filled. Hear? And the pail was
thrust into the boy’s hand.

q can’t do it} he

Just outside the door Tommy hesitated for

a second, thinking hard.

“That man in there isn’t the head man, he
argued. ¢ Of course, if it comes to the boss
telling me I've got to do it, I'll have to ‘hunt
for a new place; but I'm not going ko give
up easy.

Straight round the corner went Tommy to
the main entrance, up the broad steps to the
elevator. The elevator boy directed him to
the room where ‘the whole push, President,
Vice-President, Secretary and Treasurer, were
holding an important meeting’ -

Boldly Tommy knocked at the door, and
found himself facing a room full of prosper-
ous-looking men; so prosperous, indeed, in
dress, that Tommy glanced down in sudden
shame at his own shabby garments,

‘Well, my boy, what's the trouble?’ asked
the gentleman, who seemed to be at the head
of affairs, :

‘Pm Tommy Tolliver, the new errand boy
in the factory, said Tom, bravely. ‘I just
came yesterday, and the men down there say

“byterian.
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Pve just got to get this pail full of beer or
PTll be fired quick. I came up here to find
the real boss. Say, is it so? Have I got to
carry their beer for them?’

The man looked seriously down into the
boy’s anxious face, as he answered with an-
other question:

‘Suppose you have?
about it, young man?’

Quick as a flash the answer came back, in
a respectful but spirited tone:

‘Do? 1T reckon there ain’t but one thing to
do, and that's to hunt another job. I can’t
go into the beer business for anybedy.” There

What will you do

“was a subdued murmur of applause in the

room.

‘Well, my boy, neither are we in the beer
business, and I think it’s about time we had
some pretty stiff rules posted up in our puild-
ing concerning that very thing. What do you
say?’ he asked, turning to the other gentle-
men in the room.

 suggest that we draft such a notice im-
mediately, have it written out on a type-
writer, and put a copy in the pail, and send
it back by this young manm Then the men
can’t say anything to the boy.

Before the day was over notices were posted
all over the building, forbidding the use of
peer and liquors of all kinds on the premises.
Neither did the President forget the new boy
in the factory, but when, a few weeks later,
a new office boy was needed in the head of-
fice, he sent word to the Superintendent of
the factory that he would like to have ‘the
boy with the backbone’ sent up to take the
position, And although no name was men-
tioned, the Superintendent smiled a knowing
smile, and called out loud, so all could hear,

‘Tommy Tolliver, the President wants to
see you in his officel’#South-western Pres-

———
The Difference the Tide Made

I had an experience the other day under a
bridge. It was a pridge over a tidal river
running into—and out of—Buzzard’s Bay. A
few hours before, my boat had shot under
the bridge with the speed of an arrow, borne
on the rush of the incoming tide. No oars
were necessary to keep the boat/in the mid-
dle of the current and away from the rocks.
But as I started to return, twelve hours later,
things had changed.

The river had changed. It was an incom-
ing tide once more. And my relation to the
river had changed. Then I was with it, now
1 was against it. 3

And, dear me, what a tug it was!j Bend to
the oars, pull frantically for ten minutes, and
lo, I was opposite precisely the pame boulder
on the shore as when I began! Turn to the
quiet waters along the bank and row up to0
the bridge, then dart into those rushing waters
and—pffl—they catch the boat and whirl it
around like a cork and send it back where it
came from, The incoming tide was swift as
any mill-race, and the usually silent river was
noisy in its turbulence. $

After many vain attempts, we took the long
anchor rope—my friend and I—and tied it to
the further end of the bridge, floated the loose
end through, tied the boat to it, and by dint

* of much pulling and boot-soaking and arm=

straining, got the skiff ingloriously through
and made our difficult way up the still hos-
tile river on the other side and so out imto
the bay. 5

But I had learned a lesson—bought it with /
an aching back and blistered hands. And the
lesson was this: : '

7 s
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There is a tide in all the affairs of men. It
is the great current of God’s will. It does not
rise and fall like the ocean’s tides. It set al-
ways in the same direction, and it moves
with steady force.

It flows, I say, through everything. The
ancient Greeks had a philosophy whose cen-
tral maxim was, ‘All things are flux’; that
is, there is in all the universe no such thing
as rest. Everything is in constant motion.
Modern science has come to the proof of this
old philosophy. It shows that there is no
stone, however solid and stolid it appears, but
its particles (could some powerful microscope
disclose them) are whirling in wonderful or-
bits in and out among themselves, with
chasms between like the interstellar spaces.
The massive globe to its ultimate atom is its
life. The massive globe to its ultimate atom
is in continual movement, and that movement
is its life.

And it is precisely -thus, as I have said,
with the higher universe of mind, Through
it all flow the tidal currents of God’s provi-
dence. We may move with it, and our boats
glide along without our effort. We lay our
hands to the oars, and every stroke tells
grandly. ‘We are in perfect control of the
boat, and can turn it this side or that with
a touch. Oh, it is glorious, rowing with the
tide!

But, once in a while—foolishly enough, for
no worthy goal lies that way—we turn
against the tide. At once our swift speed
changes to a snail’'s pace. At once our easy
control of the boat has become a difficult one,
At once the way grows hard and fierce and
desperate. By this device and that, we man-
age to get along, but ingloriously enough. Oh,
but it is hard work rowing against the tide!

And I won't try to do it—in my spiritual
life—any more—‘Christian Endeavor World.’

Lights Above and Below.

Uncle Zach, coming into the house one even-
ing, found it unlighted, and stumbled against
chairs and tables.

‘Oh, wait a minute!’ called Molly’s voice
from somewhere in the gloom. ‘I was just
watching' the moon from the fromt window,
and I forgot to light the lmpl, she explam-
ed.

The old man was :ubbmg a bruised elbow,
but he looked down at her with a kindly
twinkle in his eyes: 3

“The moon is all well enough, Molly, child,
but it’s up in the sky, y¢ mind, 224 the thing
we need to make us comfortable down here
is the lamps’ lighted in the house. There’s
a deal of starin’ into heaven for illumination
by folks that forgit to keep the lights burnin’
in their own hiouses., There's many  stum-
ble and fall for lack of the light nearby, while
the one that should have ’tended to it is
watchin’ for some great light afar. Don’t be
one of that kind, child. Look up all you like,
but be sure your lamps are lighted. God’s
lights are well worth studyin’, but it’s your
oms B.e’; biddin’ ye take care ot.’—Seiecteﬂ

——

: P,mtonal Testamen& Premium

A very uadmﬁc Pictorial New Tutmmt,
just published, with chromographs and cngrav-
ings. from special drawings made in Bible lands
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A, Harper. The book is neatly bound in lea-
ther, round corners, gilt edge, well pmud on
fine thin paper, making n‘wﬂnm k. The
colored plates eanwneﬂ in nditica are
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Don’t Begin,

Don’t ‘begin to grumble; don’t begin to fret;
Things, maybe, are tiresome, they’ll
brighter yet.

be

Don’t begin to fancy yours a grievous load:
There’s a bigger burden just across the road.

Don’t begin to worry over what ‘they say’;
Take your task and do it, that's the better
way.

Don’t begin to trifle o'er your little things:
Bees sound pretty, buzzing; but their tails
have stings;

Don’t begin to chatter of the strange news:
Time is only lent you; why a moment lose?

Don’t begin to idle hours in useless play:
Earth-life is your school-time, "home is far
away.

Don’t begin to whisper that your way seems
best;

‘Come to Me,’ says Jesus; ‘I will give yoil
rest.

Don’t begin ‘o mutter, ‘Any day will do’;
Death has summoned many; will the next be
you?

Don’t begin to envy; jealousy is blind;
Keep the smiles before you, fold the scowls
behind, 5

Don’t begin to wander from the narrow road:
They alone are happy who can walk with
God.

Don’t begin to weary o’er your lot alone:
If you love the Saviour, He and you are one,

Downward, ever downward, falls the slope of
sin:
Stopping is not easy; therefore, DON'T BE-

GIN!
—English Leaflet.

Alfred, the Knight,
(Margaret P. Boyle in ‘Great Thoughts.’)

‘Come, Alfred, will you please help me with
the dishes now?’ said Mrs. Motris one evening,
- Alfred hesitated. He was always so ready
and willing to help her that his mother stop-
ped with her hands full of dishes 2~d looked
at him in surprise. ‘What is the matter, Al-
fred? Don’t you feel well?’

‘0, yes, mother, I feel all right’ answered
Alfred, slowly rising from his chair and fol-
lowing his mother into the kitchen. ‘It ism’t

such hard work, mother; I really don’'t mind /

doing them a bit. The reason I didn’t want
to is because——' and the boy stopped again,

Alfred hung his head and the red slowly
mounted into his face as he replied, ‘IIl tell
you all about ispmother., You remember last
night George Nevius came here and wanted
me to go round to his house with him, and
I told him I couldm’t?’

“Yes,’ said his mother,
that?’ %

‘Well, not much; it- made him sort of mad,
and I suppose he saw me drop the towel
Anyway, he told the other fellows that I
mkht get out nights with the boys because
I had to stay home and help my mother do
the housework.’ ’

Mrs. Morris/sighed; then as she hung the
shining dishpan in its place and set away
the clean . dithtl she said: ‘I am very sorry,
-4»:. that you have to help me. If your fa-
mmamum&mm»aim&
I wonder if the boys ever heard of the kmight

:

‘Didn’t he like
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who washed dishes and did other kinds ¢ff
housework ?’

‘T don’t know about the other boys, mothes,
replied Alfred, who dearly loved to hear his
mother tell a story, ‘but I know I never @id.

‘It was long ago when King Arthur ruled
the land. There were many enemies of the
country to be driven out, and many wild
beasts to be killed. So from every part of
Arthur’s kingdom young men came to help
him and to join his Round Table. Among
those who heard of the good king and wanted
to go to help him was a yeuth named Gar-
eth. But he was the youngest son and his
parents were anxious that he should stay with
them, Whenever he talked of joining the
Round Table, his mother tried to persuade
him to stay with her. But at last he had beég-
ged her so many times that she did give her
consent. She said he could go on one condi-
tion only. The prince was to g0 to Arthur’s
hall in disguise and hire himself to work in
the kitchen for his board. No one was to
know his name, and he was to serve a year
and a day. I suppose the mother ‘thought her
son would never go in that way. But he was
braver than she knew, and soon journeyed
down to Camelot, the city of the king, He
came to Arthur's court, and the king must
have been surprised when he did not ask for
a horse or for a spear, but for permission to
work for his board a year and a day in the
kitchen. There he found much to bear. The
work was hard and the chief servant was of-
ten cross and disagreeable to him, making him
work harder than the others, draw the water,
cut the wood, and do the heaviest tasks of
any. It must have been difficult to be always
patient, but Gareth remembered that even in
the kitchen he was serving the king, After a
little while his mother felt sorry because of
the hard promise she had exacted from her :
son, and sent him arms and told him he need
stay no longer among the servants.’

‘Well, he must have been glad of that said
Alfred. “What did he do next?

‘A maiden came to King Arthur asking him
to send someone to help her sister, who ‘was
shut in her castle and watched by four ter-
rible knights. The very worst of them all
was continually begging her to marry him;
but she did not want to, and yet did not know
how to escape. The maiden thought Launce-
lot, the bravest knight and the king’s dearest
friend, would be the one to go, so she was
very angry when she found it was Gareth.
She taunted him and called him “kitchen
brave,” all the way. She even refused to eat
at the same table with him. But Gareth al-
ways answered her courteously, and to her
surprise, one after another the four frightful
“knights fell before the sword.

‘Good!” exclaimed Alfred.
girl say then?’

‘She was much ashamed of all she had
said; pitied and loved, and at last married
Gareth, Sir Launcelot praised him for con-
quering the fierce knights, and prdised him,
too, because when he was tormented about his
kitchen work he “answered graciously.”“Every
time my boy helps me so willingly I am re-
minded of the brave knight and feel like call-
ing him Sir Gareth. I am sure my boy will not
forget his knighthood when he has harder
battles to fight.

And Alfred did

‘Gounthfebyvutm Mwl‘ﬂlut
When life’s lame, foiled race is o'a; ‘

*Mﬁeu;whnwwyi"ysmput,
Stallcheexuonabﬁgheermre‘ 5
—Anonvmous,

‘What did the
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To-day is the Time.

(Wm. Reynolds, in the ‘Christian Union
Herald.")

There is a saying which is applicable to
all ages, but it has a special significance for
young men: ‘Do not put off until to-morrow
that which can be done to-day.’ Only too of-
ten he delays doing that, which ~*--*ed and
accomplished, would not only be to his ad-
vantage in early manhood, but weuld  re-
dound to his honor in old age.

For the sake of keeping the friendship of
companions many a youth has been led from
the paths of virtue and learning to ultimate-
ly sink into degradation and dishone~,

A young man’s character is gradually, in-
eensibly, but certainly molded to conform
to the type of character belonging to his as-
sociates.

His will-power to do right may te strong
—his resolutions may be many, but insiZious-
ly they are encroached upon until his former
self i obliterated and we see instead a pro-
totype of his companions.

The same law of affinity works equally
well if ‘hig companions - be righteous, God-
fearing young men,

Put good ideas and resolutions into effect
to-day. Opportunities are occurring in your
life now that will not come as you grow
older. You can not tell what may happen
in the future to frustrate your plans; sick-
ness or pecuniary difficulties may intervene,
and the opportunities that are yours to-day
may, in a short time, be gone forever. .

Before every young man at a certain time
of life stands a sign-post pointing two ways,
figuratively speaking. One arm points to a
beautiful road, very easy of access and easy
to travel. Along its beautiful winding curves
are charming stopping places, but at the end
is bitter worldly failure if mot eternal loss.

The other road is beset with difficulties;
obstacles lie along the path and these the
young man must overcome. There are no
resting places until near its end; it is one
ceaseless round of continual plodding drudg-
ery; but this gives way toward the end to
serene content and happiness from th. know-
ledge of a duty well done.

Young man, you are probably at this sign-
post. It is for you to decide upon which
road you will travel, Make your Jecision to-
day. Your conscience tells you to take the
road which, although beset with difficulties,
will lead with patient perseverance to com-
mercial, industrial and spiritual triumph in
the end.

Flower Stories.
Common Garden Tulip.

We all love the gay tulip, ‘Tulipa gesneri-
ana’ that makes such a pretty plot in the
garden. When the sun shines, and the tulips
bend their bright heads to the passing breeze,
the image of such a lovely summer scéne is
often imprinted on the mind which is not
soon fgrgotten.

There is also a wild tulip, “Tulipa sylves-
tris) that grows in the chalk-pits of Nor-
folk, Suffolk, and Middlesex, as also in the
old quarries on the shores of the Firth of
Forth, in Scotland. It is always yellow, and
has a fragrant scent, which the garden-tulip
cannot boast of. The people of Devonshire
have a very pretty fairy story about the tulip,
which is sure to interest our readers.

Long ago there was an old woman who
lived in a sweet little cottage, and she cul-
tivated a beautiful bed of tulips in her gar-

i e i R {3 5 5 s st i e e TR

den, The fairies were so charmed with this
epot that they carried their elfin babies to it,
and sung them to rest among the tulips. Then
beautiful strains of music would float in the
air that seemed to come from the flowers
themselves, and while they waved their heads
to the evening breeze, it seemed as if they
were marking time to their own singing. At
the first dawn of light all the fairies came
back from their dances on the green for their
dear little babies, and they were heand kiss-
ing and caressing them. Contrary to their
nature, these tulips had a most fragrant scent,
for the fairies breathed over them out of
gratitude to the old woman who kept the
plot of tulips for them, and would not allow
one of them to be plucked. When she died
the fairies tended her grave, where the grass
was the. greenest and the flowers the bright-
est, though planted by no human hand.

Deeds of kindness are seldom forgotten:
they generally leave a fragrant breath of plea-
sure behind them. Even a little flower, given
with a kind wish in the heart, will often con-
fer more happiness on both giver and receiver
than many costlier gifts.—Joanna McKean, in
‘Sunday Reading.’

The Eyes oi Animals.

Did you ever try to see the sky with one
eye and the ground with the other? The
chamelean can do this. He is a lizard, you
may remember, that can turn greén, brown
or red whenever he chooses. Birds and ani-
mals can do many things with their eyes that
we cannot, For instance, your old Tabby cat
can prowl at night and see perfectly well.
Look closely at her and see how the pupils
in her eyes can expand or contract as you

hold her in darknéss or light. ~“The eyes of -

horses are set so they can see back of them
without turning their head. That is the rea-
son people put ‘blinkers’ on them. ' Just drive’
017 Dobbin without those ‘blinkers,’ and watch
him jump if you even so much as put out
your hapd for 'thg whip. For the same réa-
son rabbits are hard to snare. Even when

chased by the hound, which runs very quiet- .

ly, Br'er Rabbit always kmows just where
danger lies; for he can see behind him while
running at full speed. The giraffe is pro-
tected this wiy, too, and then he can lift
his head so high that he can see all ov'~ the
country. You have heard that the mole is
blind, but it isn’t. I has two sharp eyes,
though they are very tiny, and hidden under
his velvet coat. You can imagine how little
use he has for sight, as he lives underground,

Eyelids help to moisten the eyeball and

' keep it clean; so, as fish live in water, they

do not need them. The eyeball is very hard
and not easily hurt. Flies, gnats and spiders

have a great many eyes. They are clustered
into two spots, so may be called compound

eyes. They -see in all directioms without mov-
ing. Birds can flatten their bright eyes or
round them out at will. When they want to
see something near by, they draw in these
muscles, This rounds out the eyeball until
it is like a magnifying glass. Then, wishing
to look afar, they loosen the muscles and the
eyeball grows much flatter—more nearly like
a window pane. Then birdie has a gauzy lit-
tle eyelid that clears and moistens his bright
beads for him.—'S. S. Visitor)
—,——-—.—————»
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¢] Just Keep Still.’

‘How is it, Riob, asked one boy of another,
that you never get into scraps like the rest of
us?’

‘Because I don’t talk back,’ answered Rob-
bie, promptly. ‘When a boy says a hard
thing to me I just keep still.’

Many a man whose life has had in it a
good deal of trouble and opposition would
have saved much if he had learned in his
childhood the lesson which this little fellow
had mastered—that of keeping still’ If the
hard word hurts, it will not make it easier
to make an angry reply. If you-do not ans-
wer at all, it stops right there; if your ton-
gue cannot be restrained, nobody knows what
the result may be. It doesn’t so much matter
what your playmate says, so long as you

keep your temper and hold your tongue; it is

what you reply to him, nine times out of tem
that makes the quarrel. -Let him say hissay
and be done with it; then you will find the
whole unnoyance done with much more read-

ily than if you had ‘freed your mind’ inre- -

turn,

‘Just keeping still’ is one of the things that
saves time, trouble and wretchedness in  this
world. The strong character can be quiet un-
der abuse or misrepresentation, and the storm
passed by all the soomer. Patience sometimes
serves a man better than courage. You will
find again and again, that the way to ‘keep
out of scraps’ is to keep stilt—The ‘Christian.

— B

Counterfeit Christians.

(C. H. Yatman, in the New York ‘Christian
» Herald’) ;
Looks don’t count. Many a deception these

days. Men and money alike are often coun-

terfeit.

1 handled a queer five-dollar bill the other -

day. It had donme a heap of good—paid the
widow’s rent, bought. food for the hungry,
squared up three or four bad accounts that
had been worse than cancers for worry, made
a church treasurer happy when he found it
on the plate, and made the sexton happier
when his back salary was partly paid by it;
but in due course of time it came to the bank
whose name it bore, and lo! the teller threw
it out. 3
" “What's wrong?’ asked the depositor.

“Counterfeit.’ : 2 =
. All its good deeds did not make it pass the
bank, where its real character was discovered.

I'm thinking of another day that is yet to
come, It may be that some have done a heap
of good; plenty of people passed them on for
genuine Christians. They looked all. right}
sat in the pew like saints; scattered dollars
like dew; but they have no God. He does
not dwell in their heart. They have his name,
but not him.

There are counterfeit Christians, just as
there are counterfeit bills, and both are bad,
in spite of looks. '
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A Useful Man.

There was once a youth named
Oberlin, who lived in the north-
east of France. He showed a gentle
. and loving spirit, and a desire to do
<,  good to others. Many stories are
told of the ways in which he tried

to make people happy.

One day, when crossing a busy .

market-place, he saw some very
rude lads turn over a basket of fruit

found that the schools were miser-
able rooms, where the wild, dirty
children were crowded together,
with men to take care of them who
had been used to look after sheep
and pigs. He first built neat school-
rooms, got proper masters, and soon
the children were well taught.

The people had no roads from
one place to another, and no bridges
over rivers: so he set to work with

) Al

T,

and eggs which a poor woman had
come to sell. Oberlin told the boys
of their bad conduct, and then ran
- quickly home, brought all the
pocket-money he had, and gave it
toher. The poor old creature crled
aloud at this kind act.
B . 1 a very early age he used to
~_ offer up this short prayer: ‘O God,
~ teach me to do Thy willy
 was his aim through life to make

+ Alife begun so well was deVoted
‘as he grew up tobea man, to usefui

_and pious deeds. He became &

_ minister of the gospcl to a people

; ock:y part of tha oountry. ‘He

and it

~ the will of God his own.

%  who lived in a very burrea and

YOUNG OBERLIN’S KIND ACTION- _
them with a pickaxe in his hand,

and in time there were good roads
formed and bridges built. . The far-
mers had no ploughs, and he taught
how to make and use them. There
were no blacksmiths, masons, nor
cartwrights in the district, and he
chose out some of the elder boys,
and sent them to a town to learn
these trades. :

He induced their parents to buxld
proper cottages, to plant fruit-trees,
to cultivate fields, and even toprint
useful books, so that the people of
the district, from being the most

ignorant, idle, and wrefched, be-
came polite, wise, and busy, and

'numbers showed they were true

Christians. And,under God’s bless-
ing, they owed all to the kind heart
and willing hand of John Oberlin,

At his death the funeral proces-
sion was two miles long, so much
was he beloved by the people for
whose good he had labored.—

‘Friendly Greetings.’

Fred’s Lesson.
‘Come hammer in this nail, my boy,
Here’s hammer and a plank.’
‘It’s easily done, said Fred with
Joy.
The nail went in, whink, whank,
‘Now draw, it out, his father said,
And out it came at length.
“That's not so easily done, sighed
Fred,
And takes a deal more strength.

“ But see an ugly hole remains,
Come Fred, pull that out too.’
‘It can’t be done,” the boy com-

plains,
No lad it can’t, that's true.

“So do right first, 'tis easier far
Than to correct a wrong

And every wrong act leaves the scar
That doth to it belong.’

—Selected.

How Johnny

Helped.

'(Frances Hastings, in ¢ Christian

Register.’)

It wasn’t oft