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IT'S NEVER TO LATE
(From * Boons and Blessings.")

BY MRS. S. C. HALL.

« What I'm thinking of Nelly, darlin’,”
said Roney Maher to his poor pale wife,—‘ what
1 am thinking of is, what a pity we were not
bred and born in this Temparance Society, for
then we conld follow it, you know, as a thing
of course, without any trouble "

¢« But”— ,

« Whisht, hold your tongue, Nelly, you've
one great fault, avourneen ; you're always
talking, dear, and won't listen to me. ‘What
1 was saying is, that if we were brought up to
the coffee instead of the whiskey, we’d have
been natural members of the Temperance So-
ciety ; a8 it is now agrah! why, it"s meat,
drink, and clothing, s & man may ssy.”’ .

He paused, and Nelly thought—though in
his present state she did not tell her husband
so—that whiskey was & very bad paymaster.

« You're no judge, Ellen,” he continued, in-
terrupting her thoughts, ¢ for you never took
toit; and if I had my time to begin over
again, I never would either ; but it's too late
to change now,—all too late !’ .

«I've heard many a wise man say that it is
never too late to mend,”’ observed Ellen.

« Yah I"” he exclaimed, almost fiercely, “ who-
ever said that was a fool.” .

«It was the priest himself then, Roney,
never & one else; and sure you would not call
him that 7’

«Jf I did mend,” he observed, ‘“ no one
would take my word forit.”

« Ab, dear ! but deeds, not words,”’ —and
having said more than was usual for her in
the way of reproof, Ellen retreated to watch
its effect.

Roney Maher was a fine “likely boy’' when
he married Ellen; but when this dialogue
took place, he was sitting over the embers of &
turf fire, a pale emaciated man, though in the
prime of life—a torn handkerchief bound
round his temples, while his favorite shillelah,
that he had greased and seasoned in the
chimney, and tended with more care than his
children, lay broken by his side. He attempt-
ed to snatch it up while his wife retreated, but
his arm fell powerless, and he uttered a groan
so full of pain, that in & moment she returned,
and with tearful eyes enquired of him if it was

80 bad with him entirely as that.

« 1¢'s worse,” he answered, while the large
drops that stood on his brow proved how much
he suffered, *it’s worse—the arm, I mean—
than I thought ; I'm done for a week or may-
be a fortuight ; and, Nelly, the pain of my
arm is nothing to the weight upon my heart.
Now, don't be talking, for I can't stand it. If
I can't work next week, nor this, and we
without money or credit '—What—what !”

The unfortunate man glanced at his wife
and children,—he could not finish the sen-

tence. Hehad onlyreturned the previous night

VERY REV. PRINCIPAL SNODGRASS, D.D.

Dr. Snodgrass was born in Renfrewshire,
Scotland. He studied for the Holy Ministry
at the University of Glasgow and spent a large
portion of his holiday time in the Highlands,
where he acquired a slight knowledge of * the
language of Paradise’’—which on more than
one occasion has served him in good stead since
he became a minister. Dr. Snodgrass was
licensed to preach the Gospel by the Presby-
tery of Nist, Scotland, on the 18th August,
and ordained by the Presbytery of Glasgow
on the 3rd September, 1852, immediately
after which he commenced his pastoral work
at Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island.
In 1856 he removed to Montreal, and was
minister of St. Paul's Church in this city,until
the third of August, 1864, when he received
an appointment to the office he now holds—
Principal and Professor of Divinity in Queens’

University, Kingston. While resident in
Monttreal, Dr. Snodgrass was Clerk of the
Synod of the Presbyterian Church in connec-
tion with the Church of Scotland. In testi-
mony of his aptitude for business, and of his
admirable administrative qualitier, he was
twice elected to the highest position in the
Church, that of its Moderatar. For the first
time in 1866, and, secondly, as Moderator of
the last meeting of the Kirk Synod, held in
Montreal on the 15th of June last, he was one
of the four who appended their names offici-
ally to the dpcument by which the unjon of
the Churches was declared to be accomplished.
For several years he was editor of the Preshy-
terian., In acknowledgment of his learni=g
and ability, the University of Glasgew con-
ferred upon him the degree of Doctor of Divi-
nity in 1864,

from having been “out on a spree’ as it is
called, spending his money, wasting his health,
losing his employment,—not thinking of those
innocent children whom God had given him
to protect.

‘When sober, Roney's impulses “were all
good; but he was as easily, perhaps more
easily, led away by the bad than the good.
In the present instance he continued talking,
becanse he dared not think,—and it’s a fearful
thing for a man to dread his own thoughts!
It was a painful picture to look ®pon this
well-educated man. He had been an ex-
cellent tradesman ; he had been respected ;
he had been comfortable. He felt lost, de-
graded, in pain, in sorrow ; and yet he would
not confess it ;—ashamed of the past, yet en-
deavoring in vain to convince himself that he
had no right to be ashamed.

It was evening. The children crept round
the fire, where their mother endeavored to heat
hslf-a-dozen old potatoes for their supper,
leoking with hungry eyes upon the scanty
feast. ¢ Daddy’s too badly entirely to eat
to-night,” whispered the second boy to his
oldest brother, while his little thin blue lips
trembled half with cold, half with hunger,
“ nnd"so we will have his share a8 well as our
own " aud the little shivering 5our da% sver
again, poking them with their lean fingers,
and telling their mammy that they were hot
enough. Shocking that want should have
taught them to calculate on their purent's
illness as a source of rejoicing !

“Nelly,” said her husband at last, “ Nelly,
L wish I had a drop of something to warm
me.” ‘ Mrs. Kinsalla said she would give me
a bowl of strong coffee for you, if you would
takeit.”” What drunkard does not blaspheme ?
Roney swore ; and though his lips were purch-
ed with fever, and his head throbbed, declared
he must have just * one little thimble-full to
raise his heart.” It was in vain that Ellen
remonstrated and entreated. He did not at-
tempt violence, but he obliged his eldest boy
to beg the thimble-full ; and before morning,
the wretched man was tossing about in all the
heat and irritation of decided fever. One
must have witnessed what fever is, when ac-
companied by such misery, to understand its
terrors. It was wonderful how he wus sup-
ported through it ; indeed, his ravings, when
after a long dreary time the fever subsid.d,
were more torturing to poor Nelly than the
working of his delirtum had been.

“If," he would exclaim, ‘it wasn't too
late, I'd take the pledge they talk about, the
first minute I raise my head from the straw !
But where's the good of it now P—what can
I save now ? Nothing,—it's too late "’

“ It's never too late,” Ellen would whisper,
—¢ it's never too late,” she would repeat ;
and, as if it were a mocking echo of her hus-
i)and'a voice, would sigh, ¢ Too late !—too
ate !”’

Indeed, maniwho looked upon the fearful
wreck of what had been the fine manly form
of Roney Maher, stretched upon a bed of straw,
with hardly any covering,—saw his two
rooms, now utterly destitute of every article
of furniture,—heard his children begging in
the streets for a morsel of foed, and observed
how the utmost industry of his poor wife could
hardly keep the rags together that shrouded
her bent form,—any one almost who saw these
things, would be inclined to repeat the words,
which have unfortunately but too often
knelled over the grave of good feclings and
good intentions, ¢ Tou late !—too late!’
Many would hsve imagined, that not only
had the demvn habit which had gained so
frightf=? an ascendancy over poor Roney
peatshed all chance of reformation, but that
there was no egcape from such intense poverty.
I wish, with all my heart, that such persons
would, instead of sitting down with so help-
less and dangerous a companion as despair, re-
solve upon two things,—first of all, to trust




)

—

CANADIAN

= s

MESSENGER

n, and pray to God ; secondly, to combat what
they foolishly call fate,—to fight bravely and
in a good cause,—and sure am I, that those
who do so, will, sooner or later, achieve a vic-
tory.

t is never too late to abandon a bad habit
and adopt a good one. In every town ef Ire-
land, temperance has now its members, and
these members are so thoroughly acquainted
with the blessings of this admirable system,
from feeling its advantages, thut they are full
of zeal in the cause, and, with true Irish gene-
rosity, eager to enlist their friends and neigh-
bors, that they too may partake of the comforta
which spring from temperance. The Irishman
i not selfish ; he is as ready to share his cup of
coffes a8 he used to be to share his glass of
whiskey.

One of these generous members was the
Mrs. Kinsalla whose offer of the bowl of
coffee had been rejected by Roney the night
his fever commenced. She herself was & poor
widew, or, according to the touching and ex-
pressive phraseology of Ireland, “a lone
woman;’ and though she had so little to
bestow that many would call it nothing, she
guve it with that good-will which rendered it
‘“ twice blessed ;”’ then she stirred up others to
give, and often had she kept watch with her
wretched neighbor, Ellen, never omitting those
words of gentle kindness and instruction
which, perhaps, at the time may seem to have
been spoken in vain; but netso; for we must
bear in mind that even in the good ground
the seed will not spring the moment it is
sown.

Roney had been an industrious and a good
workman once; and Mra. Kinsalla had often
thought, before the establishment of the Tem-
perance Society, what a blessing it would be
if there were Jany means of making him an
“ affidavit man.” ¢ But,” asshe said, * there
were o many ways of avoiding an oath, when
a man's heart was set to break it, not to keep
it, that she could hardly tell what to say
about it.

Such poverty as Roney’s must either die be-
neath its infliction or rise above it. He was
now able to sit in the sun at his cabir door.
His neighbor, Mrs. Kinsalla, had prevailed on
a good lady to employ Ellen in the place of a
servant who was ill, and had lenfher clothes,
that she might be able to appear decently * at
the big house.” Every night she was per-
mitted to bring her husband a little broth, or
some bread and méat, and the poor fellow was
tinued weak. M"d&ihi‘ﬁﬁ,‘ﬁ'&m&f‘w
mained without any article of furniture; al-
though the rain used to pour through the
roof, and the only fire was made from the
scanty * bresnaugh’ (bundle of sticks) the
children gathered from the road-side, they
had sufficient food; and though the lady ex-
pected all she employed to work hard, she paid
them well, and caused Ellen's poor forgom
heart to leap with joy by the gift of a blanket
z;)ndda very old suit of clothes for her hus-

and.

“I have seen yer old master to-day, Roney,”
said the widow Kinsalla to her neighbor; * he
was asking after you.”

“I'm obliged to him,” was the reply.

 And he said he was sorry to see your child-
ren in the street, Roney.”

“Soam I. But you know he was 80 angry
wi.th me for that last scrimmage, that he de-
clared I should never do another stroke for
him. And,” he added, *that was & cruel say-
ing for him, to lay out starvation for me and
mine ; because I was not worse than the rest.
‘Swre,” as I said to Nelly, r thing—and
she spending her strength and striving for me,
—* Nelly, says I, ‘where's the good of it,
bringing me out of the shades of death to send
mo begging along the road P Let me die aisy
where I am !"”
¢ Well, but the master will take you back,
Roney, on one condition.” The blood mount-
ed to the poor man’s face, and then he be-
came faint, and leaned back against the wall.
Three times he had been dismissed from his
suployment for drunkenness, and his master
had never been known to receive a man back
after threo dismissals. Mrs. Kinsalla gave
him a cup of water and then continued, “ Bhe
master told me he'd take you back, on one con-
dition.”

“ T'll give my oath against the whiskey—
barring,” he began.

“There need be no swearing, but there must
beno barring. I'll tell you the rights of it, if
you liston to me in earnest,” said the widow.
 The master, you see, called all his men to-
gether, und set down fair before them the
state they were in from the indulgence in
spirits. He drew a picture, Roney—A young
nan in his prime, full of life, with a fair
character ; his young wife by his side, his
child on his knee; earning from fifteen to
eighteen shillings or & pound a-week ; able to
have his Sunday dinner in comfort ; well to do
in every way. At first he drinks, may be, &
glass with a friend, and that leads to another,
and another, until work is neglected, liome is
abandoned, & quarrelsome spirit grows out of

the high spirit which is no shame, and, in a
very short time, you lose all trace of the man
in the degraded drunkard. Poverty wraps
her rags around him ; pallid want, loathsome
disease, a jail, and a tedless death close the
scene. ‘But,’ said the master, ¢ this is not
all ; the sneer and reproach have gone over the
world against us ; and an Irishman is held up
a8 a degraded man, as a half-civilized savage,
to be spurned and laughed at, because—'"’

“ 1 know,” groaned Roney, *because he
makes himself a reproach. Mrs, Kinsalla, I
knew you were.a well-reared and a well-learn-
ed woman, but you gave that to the life;—it’s
all true.”

‘“ He spoke,’ she continued, “of those
amongst his own workmen,who had fallen by in-
toxication ; he said ‘If poverty had slain its
thousands, whiskey had slain its tens of thon-
sands ; poverty did not always lead to drunk-
enness, but drunkenness alwaysled to poverty.’
He spoke of you, my poor man, as being one
whom he respected.”

“ Did he say that, indeed

“ He did.”

“God bless him for that, any way. I
thought him a hard man; but God bless him
for remembering old times.”

* And he said how you had fallen.”

“The world knows that without his telling
it,” interrupted Roney. ~

“ It dees, agra !—but listen ; he told of one
who was as low as you are now, and lower, for
the Lord took from him the young wife, who
died broken-hearted, in the sight of his eyes ;
and yet it was not too late for him to be re-
stored, and able to lead others from the way
that led him to destruction.

“He touched the hearts of them all ; he laid
before them how, if they looked back to what
they did when sober, and what they had done
when the contrary, they would see the differ-
ence ; and then, my dear, he showed them
other things; he lsid it down, as plaln as
print, how all the badness that had been done
in the country sprang out of the whiskey—the
faction-fights, the flying in the face of that
God who tells us to love each other—the
oaths, black and bitter, dividing Irishmen,
who eught to be united in all things that lead
to the peace and honor of their country, into
parties, staining hands with blood that would
have gone spotless to honorable. graves but for
its excitement. Then he sald, how the foes of
Ireland would sneer and scofn, if she ecame
a backslider from temperance,” and hgw her
friends would rejoice if the people kept true
pr e Et e e cpnwn ma A i
himself & patriot—a rale patriot, B‘} owing
to the world an Irishman, steadfast, sober, and
industrious, with a cooler head and warmer heart
than ever beat in any but an Irishman’s bosom.
He showed, you see, how tem ce was the
heart’s core of ould Ireland’s glory, and said a
deal more that I can’t repeat about her peace
and verdure and prosperity ; and then he drew
out a picture of a reformed man—his home,
with all the little bits of things comfortable
about him ; his smiling wife ; his innocent
babies; and, knowing him s0 well, Roney, 1

made my courtesy, and, ¢Sir, says I, ¢if
you please will that come about to every one
who becomes a true member of the Total Ab.

stinence Society ?* ¢ I'll go bail for it, says
ke, ¢ though, surely, you don’t want it; I
never saw you overtakem, Mrs. Kinsalla.’
¢ God forbid, and thank your honor, says I,
‘but_you want every one to be a member,’
says I. ¢ From my heart, for his own good
and the honor of old Ireland I do,’ he says.

¢ Then, sir, I went on, ‘there’s Roney
Maher, sir, and if he takes and stands true to
the pledge,—and I watched to see if the
good-humored twist was in his mouth—* he'll
be fit for work next week, sir; and the evil
spirit is out of him so long now, and—’
‘ That's enough,’ he says, ‘bring him here
to-morrow, when all who wish to remain in
my employ will take the resolutiom, and I'll
try him again.’ ”

Ellen had entered unperceived by her has-
band and knelt by his side.

The appeal was unnecessary ; sorrow softena
men’'s hearts; he pressed her to his bosom,
while tears coursed each other down his pallid
cheeks.

“ Ellen, mavourneen—ZEllen, aroon,” he
whispered—“ Nelly, agra! a coushla! yoa're
right—It is mever too late.”
* * * *

» *

. A year has passed since Roney, trusting not
in his own strength, cntered on” a new course
of life. Having learned to distrust himself,
he was certain to triumph.

It is Sunday; his wife is taking her two
eldest children to early mass, that she may
return in time to prosare his dinner; the little
lads, stout, clean, and ruddy-faced, are watch-
ing to call to their mother, so that she may
know the moment he—her reformed husband
~appears in sight. What there is in the
cottage betokens care, and that sort of Irish
comfort which i3 easily satisfied; there is,
moreover, & cloth on the table; a cunning-
looking dog is eyeing the steam of something

more s4vory.than potatoes, which ascends the

chimney, and the assured calmness of Ellen's
face proves that her heart is at ease. The boys
are the same who, hardly a year ago, were
compelled, by cruel starvation, to exult—poor
children !—that their father being too ill to
eat, insured to them another potato. « Hurroo,
mammy, there's daddy,” exclaimed the eldest;
“ Oh, mammy, his new beaver shines grand in
the sun,” shouts his brother : * and there's
widdy Kinsalla along with him, but he is
carrying little Nancy. Now helets her down,
and the darling is xinning, for he's taken off
her Sunday shoes to ease her dawshy feet.
And oh, mammy, honey, there’s the master
himself ghaking hands with father before all
the people!” This triumplant announcement
brought Ellen to the door; she shaded her
eyes from the sun with her hand, and having
seen what made her heart beat very rapidly in
her faithful and gentle bosom, she wiped them
more than once with the corner of her apron.
¢ What ails ye, mammy, honey ? sure there’s
no trouble over you now,” said the eldest boy,
climbing to her neck, and pouting his lips, not
blue, but cherry-red, to meet his mother’s
kiss.

“ T hope daddy will be very hungry,” he
continued, **and Mrs. Kinsalla ; for, even if the
school-master came in, we've enough dinner
for them all.”

* Say, thank God, my child,” said Ellen.
“ Thank God, repeated the boy. “ And shall
I say what you do be always saying as well P’
“ What's that, alannat” “Thank God and
the Temperance! Thank God and Father
Mathew !” ¢« Oh! and something else.”
“ What ” enquired his mother. “ What!—
why ¢ That it's never too late!” "'—Scottish
Temperance League, Crown Octavo Traets, No. 24.

THE STUMP OF A SIGN-POST.

The following is the story told by a country

pastor concerning the stamp of a sign-
post near 8 house formerly occupied as a
country-tavern by an intemperate and wrecked
man.
One day I mustered courage to approach
him. As I ped in front of the house,
about te’ step out of my carriage, and kind-
ly saluted him. standing on the porch, he
said :

«1 do not want your services. I shall have
nothing to do with ministers. They are a
set of scoundrels, and churches are noth-
ing but places of corruption. I do not want
you here.”

You may well think how I felt as I drove
AWay luniSnasd. & faw weeks later he sent
for me in gréat"haste. As1 entered his sick
chamber he screamed : “ O pastor——, I have
committed the unpardonablesin. I have ab-
used and God’s Church and bis
ministry. Oh! Iam suffering the torments
of hell!”” In hroken'sentences he detailed to
me some partioulars of his wicked life, and
his opposition to the Church of Christ, inter-
spersing his confessions with exclamations:
“Oh, I am saffering the pains of hell!”

“Shall Ipray for you?’ I enquired.
“Yes, Km may ; but it will do me no good.
It is too late.” ’

After I had began to pray, he screamed :
“8top, O stop praying, I can stand it no
icng'er; I am suffering the torments of the
ost!”

He then called his children around his bed-
side, and besought them to take warning from
the wickedlife of their father, lost forever ;
that they should attend church, and lead a
Chbristian life. Moreover, he made them
solemnly promise him that they would at once
saw off the sign.post, close the tavern, and
never sell any more rum in that house. The
children wept aloud as he thus admonished
them. The sign-post was sawed off. The
tavern and bar closed. Six heurs later he
was a corpse. To the snd heuttered the wail-
ing of a lost soul.

efore his death he charged the pastor to
tell the {mople at his funeral how he bewailed
his wicked life, and how his soul was 1lost;
that he should warn his boon companions to
flee from the wrath to come. Many a wicked
comrade of the deceased came to hear what a
minister could preach.

* *

* *

Coming home we met a man and woman in
a covered market wagon. He had a black
bruise on his face, and tried to hold the lines,
but was so drunk that he could scarcely keep
en the seat aside of his wife. “That is
oneof the sons of the lost father,” said our
friezl’d, “who helped to saw off the sign-
post.”

Alas, one may saw off the sign-post when it
is too late, after the taste for rum and the
habits of sin have become too strong; when
the evil days come, and the years draw nigh
when they shall say, “ I have no pleasure in
them.” Eccl. xii. 1.

On our return home we told the story of
the sign-post to a friend, who added the fol-
lowing leaf to it: Some years ago I and a
few friends happened to stop at this man’s
tavern. The old landlord was behindthe bar
bhanding out the bottle to my friends.

*

“What will you take?' he enquired of
me. *“Nothing,” 1 replied; “ I useno strong
drink.”

# My dear sir,” said the landlord, “I use
it and sell it, but I know that it is wrong to
do either. Although it is my business and
pecuniary profit to sell it, I tell you, sir, you
are right and I am wrong. It were much
better if no one drank or sold strong drink.”

Alas! this poor man fought his way to
hell over his better convictions. wilfully
hardened his heart and sinned against the
strivings of God's Spirit; knew his Master’s
will and did it not.

“To-day if ye will hear his voice, harden
not your hearts, as in the provocation,” Heb.
iii. 7. 8.

S8TRONG DRINK AND HARD TIMES.

The mischief of the use of strong drink, in an
economical point of view, is not thought of, per-
haps enough, or pressed enough upon the
public attention. The direct cost, even to the
moderate drinker, amounts to a considerable
sum for a year. Itisprobably a much larger sum
than the man who spends it thinks for. Then

here are indirect losses, which in many cases

are greater; as by the time wasted in the
places where liquors are sold and drank, and
through habits of idleness and improvidence
which may be formed. The whole effect upon
a man’s standing as to property is likely to be
a very serious one. It must be remembered
that the gains of most people above their ne-
cessary expenses are, at best, but small. If,
however, some slight annual saving can be
made, especially in one’s younger life, he may
reach in time to a comfortable position as to
property. If the margin he has is narrow, it
is the more needful to keep it all. Now it is
just the narrow margins that a costly habit
like thisof using strong drink cats off. It
makes the whole difference, with multitudes
of men, between competence and poverty.
Many families of laboring men, now cramped
and straightened in their living, might fare
well, and save money, but for the cost to the
father, or the brothers, of this worse than
useless indulgence.

This is a most appropriate matter to be
brought forward in these hard times. It
ought to be pressed especially upon the atten-
tion of our younger working meu. The great
and useless expenditure for tobacco can be
treated of also after the same fashion. If both
these thinga could be set right, ‘ the times’’
would begin shortly to grow easier and
brighter in many homes.—Congregationalist.

A HELPLESS VICTIM.

“Did you notice that fine-looking gentle-
man, that left the office a8 yem came in P’
asked a physician of us, the other day.

He was a marked man physically, tall and
well-formed, with the stoop of a scholar in his
shoulders. :

“He is, or has been,’ continued our
friend, “ the Congregational pastor of
P—-— but he has just been obliged to send
in his resignation. He has become an almost
helpless victim of an appetite for alcoholic
stimulants. He has been seen under the in-
fluence of liquor in our lowest saloons; and
this is the third Church that he has been ob-
liged to leave for the same cause. He is a
man of more than ordinary ability, was special-
ly popular in hjs presemt place, and it has
almost broken the hearts of some of bis best
friends to be obliged to demand his resigna-
tion. He began the use of stimulants on ac-
count of nervous irritability and weakness, and
now the appetite for them utterly overmasters -
him ”

We 'are too apt to forget the terrible
scourge that lies in this frightful temptation.
A half century of earmest temperance labor
has defended, to a large degree, our families;
but the present remission of interest, and
breaking down of public sentiment on this
question is ominous. We remember, in our
boyhood, when it was seriously feared that
we might become a nation of drunkards;
when the early apostles of the temperance
movement, like the elder Beecher, h? u
their voices, and spared not. They saved
the land. Shall we give it back again to this
foe of human peace and virtue?—Zion's Her-
ald. ’

— Dr. Fergusson, « certifying surgeon under
the Factory Acts,” testifies to a  steady de-
generation” going on among the factory
population. This he attributes to the intem-
perate habits of the factory workers, who de-
bilitate their constitutions by liquors and to-
bacco, and 80 transmitan impaired vitality to
their children. e suggests also, as a subsid-
iary cause, that children, instead of being
fed on milk, as formerly, after weaning, now
are made often to drink tea or coffee even three
times & day. Hoe has found by actual experi-
ment that feeble children between 13 and 15
fed on milk night and morning will grow 15
ibs. in a year, while such children fed on tes

or coffee, will not exceed a growth of 4 lbs. in
a year.— Congregationalist.
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THE

SANITARY NEEDS OF RURAL
DISTRICTS.

We believe that trustworthy authorities
will uphold us in the statement that where
good health prevails in country villages it is
more the result of accident than design. A
great many towns have been purposely so
located as to secure good surface drainage, but
beyond this the ordinary founders of villages
seem to have no general sanitary idea. The
sites of many towns have been determined by
the existence of water-power, natural routes
of transportation, or mineral deposits. It be-
comes a matter of grave concern to know how
the natural defects and dangers of a town site
are to be overcome.

The answer naturally is, Interest the resi-
dents themselves in' the matter. But we all
know what neighborhood chats amount to;
the more perfect the agreement on a given
subjact, the greater likelihood there generally
is that the subject will disappear, as being
practically settled. But the ways of an irre-
spansible party of neighbors change greatly
when the same men resolve themselves into a
society supported by an act of incorporation,
looked up to, and expected to do samething.
By the conditions of their surroundings, by
the usual unsatisfactory state of the public
health, and by the individual prominence
which is conveyed by membership of a puablic
association, each member feels called upon to
dao something. .

‘What there is for local sanitary assoviations
to do will not long be & matter of question.
There are thousands of towns whose soil is
literally one great cess-pool, saturated with
the impurities and refuse of all who have
been its inhabitants. There is not ome town
in a hundred whose people drink pure water.
The garbage and impurities thrown on the
ground in many a village full of respectable
geople would raise a howl of remonstrance if

ropped even in our own Five Points. Drain-
age of waste water into street-gutters, un-
covered refuse heaps, stacks of offensive ma-
nure whose proprietors seém to think that the
human olfactories have no rights which ma-
nure owners are bound to xespect, wayside pools
neighborhoods in which doctors’ carriages may
always be found, land occasionally subject to
overflow, rock-bottomed sinks in which drain-
age is finally arrested, swamps over which
winds frequently pass an their way to the
taown—all these are within the reach of almost
any sanitary association that miay be formed.
A small pro rata assessment will pay for the
service of a skilled topographer or drainage
engineer who will suggest better and cheaper
remedies than any ordinary association will
discover for itself. A similar outlay will
secure a lecturer, or the printing of a report of
a survey which would fully inform the citizens
of the actual sanitary condition of their téwn.
Such an association, by virtue of that inter-
communication which exists between all pub-
lic bodies in small towns would exercise a great
deal of influence over town committees, super-
visors, road boards, etc. In case of laggard
actien by legal authorities, Jacal sanitary as-
sociations might follow the example of . the
men who cut one of the great irrigating ditches
of California ; Mr. Nordhoff reports that this
ditch was cut in accordance with the follow-
ing resolutions:

** Firgt: That we cut tha ditch.

“ Second : That every one interested agrees to work
upon it uptil finished.

“ Third : That work be commenced Monday next.’

The oft-repeated truism, that the strength
of anything is only the strength of its weakest
part, peculiarly applies to this matter of
health. Individual efforts in the direction of

erfect ventilation, good cooking, bhealthful
Keat, proper clothing, and personal cleanliness
are praiseworthy, but their perfect result can-
not be realized while the neighboring air is
polluted, the water poisoned, and miasmatic
emanations are unchecked. It isonly by com-
bined action that such wide-spread influences
may be removed or avoided, and the sufferings
which reformation may impose upon time and
pocket are not so annoying, costly or danger-
ous ar those which result from submission to
the existing status.—Christian Union.

SMALL WAISTS AND COI\{SUMPTION.
J. V. C. SMITH'S * WAYS OF WOMEN.”

The desideratum of small waists has been
the premature death of thousands of the fair-
est and most promising young ladies, before
they had time to learn the dangers they were
inviting by following the example of those
who teach by their practice that they prefer
conformity to the requirements of a perverted
taste to exemption from the penalties of being
out of shape, in the sense of those who exervise

no judgment in regard to this important mat-
ter. Favored, as many robust women are,
with a fine organization in other respects, the:

can live out a long life in comparative healt

and comfort; but they are few compared to
the vast number who fall short and die before
they have attained all they might have had
on earth. The first or topmost rib on either
side, just under the oollar-bone, is short, thin,
and sharp on its inner curvature. It has no
motion, being a brace between the dorsa
column and the breast-bone. It is immovable
for the purpose of protecting large arteries and
veins belonging to the arms on either side of
the neck. In cases where the chest has been
manipulated till the lungs cannot expand
downwards they are forced up above that rib.
Rising and falling above and below that rib
level, the lobe chafes and frets against the re-
sisting curvature. It is inflamed at last, and
the organ becomes diseased. If that chafing
is not relieved, but in each respiration the
serous covering of the lung is irritated con-
tinually, the inflammation is apt to extend
quite into the body of the organ, increased
and intensified by exciting emotions, laborious
pursuits, or unfavorable exposures. Finally,
the mmucous lining of the air-cells within
the lung sympathizes. No compression
of the base of the chests of men being
induced by tight dressing, & chafing of the
upper surface of the lung rarely occurs with
them. Great men, giants in any department
of busy life—those who make the world con-
scious of their influence—those who quicken
thought, or revelutionize public sentiment,
and leave the impress of their genius in the
history of the age in which they flourished,
were not the sons of gaunt mothers whose
waists resembled the middle of an hour-glass.

THE ASH LEACH.

From time immemorial the ash leach has
been in use in many civilized, that is, soap-
making countries. ssentially an ash-leach is
a vessel tight enough to hold wood-ashes, but
not tight enough to hold water. Being first
filled with ashes, water is them poured in
gradually, and, after a time, runs out below,
highly charged with the soluble salt of the

es.

But, although this machine hasbeen so long
in use, the principle on whieh it acts does not
seem t0 have been fully understood until quite
lately. About the year 1833 Messrs. Boullay,
of Paris, applied the same apparatusto the
manufacture of pharmaceutical preparations,
tinctures, infusions, extracts, &c., and it at
once became popular with pharmaceutists, un-
der the name of Bounllay’s Filter, or the Dis-
placement Apparatus. lts mode of operation!

simple ; the first portion of liquid poured E’;‘
snks into tho puwidor that ic to bo owhanust
and saturates itself with the soluble parts of
it. 'The latter additions of liguid, instead of
mixing with the first, drive it down before
them and take its place, to yield it in tnrn to
the mnext portions poured in. Thus the first
portions of Liquid that run from the bottom of
the filter will, if it has been properly managed,
contain nearly all the soluble matter, and the
last will be almost unchanged. For -example,
if an ounce of powdered ginger be put into a
glass tube, as 8 small lamp chimney, over- the
lower end of which a piece of cotton -cloth hag
been tied, and alcohol be slowly poured
through it, the first fluid-ounce that comes
through will contain about all the strength of
the ginger. Looking through thé glass we
can watch the whole process, see the first alcohol
dissolve the resinous matter of the ginger, be-
coming thick and dark colored in consequence
and then falling down before the new colorless
alcobol added above.—From Popular Science
Monthly.

WaaT 15 AMBER °—It is a resinous sub-
stance, the produce of extinct forests, that
now lic huried in the earth or under the sea.
Like other vegetable resins, it has been secret-
ed by trees which have long since disappeared
from the surface of the earth, but once formed
extengive forests on the islands or shores of
the vast sea, which at that time covered the
plains of Northern Kurope as far_as the foot
of the Auralian chain. The trade inroagh
amber is almost exclusively in the handa of
the Jews, who purchase it from the amber-
fishers, orare interested inthe diggings which
are made on most of the littoral estates. It is
found abundantly on the Prussian coast of the
Baltic, where it is collected in many ways.
After stormy weather it is frequently cast
arhore by the surf, or remains floating on the
water. The amber-fishers, clothed in leather
dresses, then wade into the sea, and secure the
amber with bag-nets hung at the end of long
poles. They conclude that much amber has
been detached from its bed when they discover
many pieces of lignite floating about. In
some parts the faces of the precipitous cliffs
along the shore are explored in boats, and
masses of loose earth or rock, supposed to
contain the object of search, are detached
with long poles having iron hooks at their

ends. That which is washed ashore generally

consists of small pieces, more or less damag-
ed, while the specimens obtained by diggin

or dredging are frequently of large size, an

of a tuberous form, so that, though inferior
in quantity fo the former, their value is
probably ten times greater. Digging for am

ber is & favorite pursuit of the peasantry,
and though in many cases it proves unsuccess-
ful, yet sometimes it is highly remunerative.
Near the village of Kowall, a few miles from
Dantzig, avenues of trees were planted a few
years back along the high road. On digging
one of the holes destined for their reception a
rich amber nest was found. Favorable signs
induced the landowner to persevere in digging,
and at length, at a depth of about thirty feet,

such rich deposits of amber were found, as

enabled him to pay off all the mortgages on
his estate. The territories where amber is
found extend over Pomerania and East and
‘West Prussia,las far ag Lithunaia and Poland ;
but chiefly in the former provinces, where it
is found al‘;nost uuniformly in separate nodules
in the sand, clay, or fragments of lignite of
the upper tertiary and alluvial formations.
It also occurs in the beds of streams, and in
the sand-banks of rivers. How far its seat
may extend under the Baltic is, of course, un-
known. Amber is likewise met with on the
coast of Denmark and Sweden, in Gallicia,

and Moravia, near Christiania in Norway, and’
It is occasionally!

in Switzerland, near Basle.
found in the gravel-pits near Londom ; speci-
mens have been dug up in Hyde- .
Aldborough, after a raking tide, it is thrown
on the beach in considerable quantitjes, along
with masses of jet.—Dr. Hertwig. ! ’

Eanre Worus.—These insignificam and
unattractive creatures are of the greatest
benefit to the fields which they inhabit, though
many have supposed to the contrarg. They
are very humble, but_are efficient servants of
the agriculturist ; and far from injuring his
meadow and his garden, they devote them-
selves with the most praiseworthy ' asmifluity.
to turning over the soil to a greater ‘depth
and more thoroughly than can be dopesiwith
the best appliances known to science.. These
animals—for so they are classified by the
naturalists—are scarcely more than' agjmated
tubes. They seem to live by taking eatth and
earthly substances in at one end and passing
them out at the other. This simple precess of
digestion is aided, however, by a mucous se-
cretion ; and the worm has a habit, wi he
has filled himself with earth, of ascefding to
the surfa ce, turning round and working him-
self back again into the ground. This opera-
tion s him, and the process, repeated by
millions of his fellows, cannot but have a
highly beneficial effect upon the quality of
land. It is said by Mr. Darwin that these
worms have been known to cover a field to

"'}"‘ Aapth Af thirtoan inchao 1 %xn fONTR n{
eighty years. A slow process, fo be' iire, bu

so are all the processes of nature. This, how-
over, is not all that they do. They carry
their shafts and galleries to a depth of several
feet, and cross and intersect in all dirdctions,

loosening the soil, opening it to the air and

water, and, in short, doing all that they can
to help vegetation, without preyihg upon it or

‘injuring its roots in the slightest degree.

FresH A1r.—One of the problems of social
life, and one which has never yet been quite
satisfaoctorily solved, is that of ventilation.
But-few others are of more importance with
regard to health, especially in large towns and
crowded neighborhoods. * A simple ‘method
for ventilating sleeping and living rooms has
been recommended in a recent publication.
Cut & piece of wood three inches high, and
exactly as long as the breadth of the window.
Raise the sash, place the slip of wood on the
gill, and draw the sash closely over it. If the
slip has been well fitted, there will be no
draught in consequence of this displacement
of the sash at its lower part; but the top
of the lower sash will overlap the bottom
of the upper one, and, between the two bars,
perpendicular currents of air, not felt as a
draught, will enter and leave the room and
the atmosphere will be kept fresh and whole-
some.—From * Casscll's Family Magazine” for
July.

New Stviz or Warer Trawsrorr.—The
gyenite monolith known as Cleopatra’s Needle
is to be transported to London by sea, by
casing it in wood, and rolling it overboard.
To make it float properly, it i8 to be cevered
with timber and planks till the boxing is large
enough to float stone and:all. To compensate
for its taperin, éo m, one end is to be made
larger than th§ ther, and when finished, the
timber dressing will be sgomething over twenty
feet thick at the larger end. The ends will be
tapering, to assist the steamer in towing, and
even if the cigar-shaped mummy runs aground,
its casing will save it from harm. The most
riskful part of the voyage will be the launch-
ing and the rolling ashore. In this conhec-
tion it may be noticed that cylindrical boilers
are transplanted through the canals in Holland
in somewhat the same way. The flues are
plugged up with wood, and the steatn openings

‘it stated that a milkman at

At

well painted with red lead, the boilers are
rolled into the canals, and, behind a steam-
boat, make their voyage in perfect safety.—
Seribner's for August.

A Dinner ParTY AND ScarLeT FEVER.—A
few weeks ago some respectable, cleanly,
healthful English ladies and gentlemen sat
down to dinner together in a private residence
surrounded by & model neighborhood. A few
days later nearly every member of this rame
dinner party was suffering from scarlet fever.
How they took it no one knew; it has been
suggested that the disease was communicated
by the cream, or by the table-cloth, the latter
having been cleaned at a laundry. 'The case
is not the only one of its kind ; similar though
perhaps not so violent outbreaks of diseane
have taken place in many circles, and no one
has been able to trace the infection to its
source. The truth is that immanity from in-
fectious and contagious diseases can be secured
anly by the igolation either of thore who fear
the disease, or of those already affticted. To
seclude the former is well nigh impracticable,
but the spread of diseaseis so easily prevented,
and 80 many people are endangered by neg-
lect of proper precautions, that the whole sub-
ject urgently demands thorough, careful
legislative attention.— Christian Union.

SerriNG Mirx in Grass, Borrres.—We see
mira, N.Y,,
hag introduced a new plan of delivering milk.
In his wagon are arranged side racks, éontain-
ing (uart and pint bottles filed with pure,
fresh milk, full measure. These bottles are

‘delivered as required ; the customer returns the

bottle left” the day before;and no pitchers,
pails, bowls or dishes are necessary. Another
advantage of the system, especially in warm
weather, is that each bottle is tightly corked,
and can be laid in a pail or pan of cold water,
keeping it fresh and sweet, or put away in a
cooler, taking up little room. Hir improve-
ment is a most unselfish one, as it will accom-
modate his customers much more than himself.
He will have all these bottles to handle and
wash, but it must be a great convenience to
his customers, who can afford to pay a little
oxten.— Herald of Health,

TraMwAY Morors.—While the subject «f
steam-rail transit is attracting attemtion in
New York, other cities are solving their transit
questions in their own several ways. The

‘fireless locomotive, using a boiler loaded up

with steatn at the .termini, is in suoccessful
operation, and the coiled-spring idea is under-
going: experiment. In place of one dpring,
wound up at intervals along the road by
means of stativnary engines, a number of
springs each properly wound up, are taken on
at the beginning of the route, and as fast as
one expends its emergy in moving the car,
ARhATeE ATPRA W W RIRTeu2nG the iR it
made. Another style of motor, gaid to bo in
practical operation, employs a horizontal com-
ressed air-engine under the floor of the car.
uitable tanks, loaded up by & compressor at
one end of the road, supply the engine, and a |
speed of twelve miles an hour has been ob-
tained for a short distance.—Scribuer's.

- Merrop of Prmsgrving Eaas.—Profepsor
Sacc now announces that by far the best
method of preserving eggs for an’indefinite
length of time consists in oosting them with
araffine, of which one pound will answer for
gfteen hundred eggs. After being thus treat-
ed they do not experience any loss in weight,
and will remain unchanged for several months.
Itis essential, however, that the eggs be per-
fectly fresh, as, should decomposition have
commenced, the operation will not prevent its
continuance.

— The professor of hygiene in Amherst Col-
lege has for the past fourteen years kept a
record of the sickness amoug the students
which involved an absence from college duties
of two or more consecutive days. He attri-
butes it to the requirement ot regular gym-
nastic exercises that there has been a large
and constant decrease in sickness as the classes
advanced from year to year. Freshmen are
always the most sickly and seniors the most
healthy class in college. Study, like any
other work, is healthy if the laws of health
are decently observed.

— In a meteorological articleinthe Revue des
Deuz Mundes for June 1st, we have the cur-
ious statement that it is observed that a wet
summer does comparatively little to feed tho
water springs, and that a dry winter will be
followed by a dearth of water, even though
the summer rains were abundant; and accord-
ingly when the rainfall in the Department do
1'0Oise was fonnd, between November, 1873,
and April, 1874, to be much below the average
the farmers were officially warned to expect &
scarcity of water andLad timeto provide steam
power instead.

— A patent has been taken out fer an in-
vention by which it is claimed that glass can
be used as a building material for house-fronts,
floors, or pavements, superior to marble in
durability and economy. It can bemade plain

are covered with air-tight caps, and, when ! or variegated and its colors are indestructible.
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“ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT
GLITTERS.”
(From the Friendly Visitor.)

They came to my mind again
when a few months after-
wards Lizzie Marten showed me
the brooch divested of all its
beauty, the pearl broken, and
the gilding tarnished. Aud they
came also to my mind some years
later ; for I had yet another lesson
to learn on the subject before I
was sufficiently impressed with
the truth that

¢ ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS!”
* % * * *

Several years passed away after
the incident happened to me that
I haverelated. During this time
my mother’s health, never very
strong, grew weaker, and she
became quite unequal to the
anxiety of keeping so large a
house, for the rent was high, and

1t required a constant succession |

of lodgers to enable her to pay it.

At length she resolved to give it

up. Her brother the sailor, who
had given me the half-sovereign,
had left the sea, and proposed she
should go and live with him in a
quaint, odd little cottage he had
fitted up in sailor-like fashion.
It was thought advisable that I
should go to service. T under-
stood housework and I was a good
needle-woman; so my mother
thought I was qualified for a
situation either as honsemaid or
under-lady’s-maid. She wrote
to a lady who had lodged with
us several summers, and request-
ed her to assist in procuring a
suitable situation in a quiet
family in the country. The re-
sult was the offer of being receiv-
ed as young-ladies’-maid in the
house of the Rev. Mr. Leslie,
the rector of Burton-on-the-
Moorsin Gloucestershire. Noth-
ing could have been more desir-
able for a young girl of nineteen
who had hitherto never left home.
My duties would not be very
arduous. There were three
young ladies on whom I was to
attend, and to assist in making
their clothes. A light part of
the housework would also fall to
my share. [ should receive good
wages, and be well cared for in
every respect. My mother grate-
fully accepted the situation on
my behalf, and in about a
month’s time 1 quitted my home
for the pleasant village of Burton-
on-the-Moors,

The rectory-house was a large
old-fashioned one, full of odd
nooks and corners. All the
rooms had steps up or down to
them. They were panelled with

oak instead of being papered like|

modern houses, and the staircases
were of the same dark wood.
Yet it was not at all a dull or
gloomy house. It faced the
south, and the windows were
large, and generally filled with
flowers from the greenhouse
which had been recently added
to the west side of the building.
The garden was rich in fine old
trees, and the large smoothly-
mown lawn was a perfect blaze
of geraniums, on the September
day on which I first arrived at
Burton Rectory.

My lines had indeed, I thought,
fallen in a pleasant place, and my
subsequent experience soon show-
ed me that it was a desirable one
in every respect. My master and
mistress were thoughtful and
careful as to their servants’ wel-
fare. My young ladies were al-
ways considerate’jnd pleasantin
their manuners to me, always glad
to give me the relaxation of a
walk or even a drive, if the pony-
carriage was going to the neigh-
boring market-town and there
was a vacant place. Though
they never forgot that I was a

ing was only of dark green
American cloth. But here
1 counted in one room no
less than four sofas and
about a dozen easy chairs,
all clothed in light blue
satin damask; long mirrors
against the walls multipli-
ed them, till I grew quite
bewildered, and scarcely
knew which was substance
and which shadow ! The
housekeeper looked amus-
ed at my evident astonish-
ment at all I saw, and was
still more so at my remark-
ing that I wondered Sir
Henry liked ever to be
away from such a place
even for a day! ‘“He is
away a great many days,”
said she, laughing; “in-
deed nothing but the shoot-
ing brings him here at all.
He has another place in
Warwickshire he likes
better than this, and he
lives in London more than
anywhere else.”

Sir Henry arrived at
Burton Court in about a
week from this time, bring-
ing with him a good many
visitors, Lady Melville
was a gentle, fragile-look-
ing person, not in very
good health; she was a
great contrast to her tall,
robust-looking husband,
with his loud voice and

servant, and thus prevented my
doing so myself, they could not
have shown me greater kindness
had I been their sister.

The village was somewhat iso-
lated, and the only other gentle-
man’s house near was that of
Sir Henry Melville, the Squire
of the place, and the owner of all
the extensive shooting moors
which lay around his property.
Burton Court was a fine old place;
it looked to me almost like a
palace the first time I saw it,
with its fine avenues, and gardens,
and terraces. Still more did the
inside appear so to me when one
of my fellow-servants got the
housekeeper to take me over the
rooms, which were just being set
in order for Sir Henry’s arrival
with a number of guests for the
shooting season. I had never
before had an idea of such
grandeur as rich satin curtains
and sofas and chairs covered to
match. I had thought our own
little parlor perfection in bygone
days, when the much-covered
easy chair (of which 1 made
mention in a previous page) made
its appearance, though its cover-

brisk ways. She was sel-
domseen except at church,
but Sir Henry and his
visitors were constantly walking
or riding about, and they brought
a crowd of servants ; in short, our
little quiet village was turned
quite into a place of bustle for
some time. Then they all went
away, the great entrance iron
gates were locked up, the covers
were put upon the satin sofas
and chairs, and Mrs. Stacey the
housekeeper settled herself for a
comfortable though somewhat
lonely winter in her own apart-
ments at the back of the house.

No one would suppose that
this visit of Sir Henry Melville
to Burton Court could in the
slightest degree have affected me,
a humble young servant at the
rectory, whose duties lay quite
apart from all the gay people
and doings at the great house.
But strange as it may sound, it
had a considerable influence over
my feelings and tastes. It is
often not till circumstances occur
to bring them forth, that voung
people show the weakness or
strength of their own characters.
Till 1 saw the grandeur of Bur-
ton Court and the number of its
domestics, including the smartly-
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dressed ladies’-maids of the lady
visitors, I had thought myself a
most fortunate girl in having
got into such a situation as
mine; but from the very first
Sunday the three pews belong-
ing to the Squire’s house were
filled with such gay bonnets that
I did not know which were ladies
or which were servants, I began
to think what a fine thing it
must be to live in a family of
that sort. Not that the remotest
idea of wishing to leave Burton
Rectory cntered my head at that
time, but the first seeds of dis-
content were, I think, sown then
in my heart, where the soil was
only too suited for their rapid
growth,

There was not much inter-
course between the families of
the Court and the Rectory,
though they were good frieuds.
I used to think my excellent
master and mistress were a little
afraid of their young people
mixing much with Sir Henry’s
guests, fearing that it might un-
settle them perhaps for their own
quiet, retired life. Atall events,
except at an occasional dinner
party, they did not often meet,
As for the Court servants, I
never had anything to do with
them during the time they were
at Burton that autumn. But it
so happened that one of them
named Frances Webb was left
behind in charge of Mrs. Stacey,
the housekeeper, when the family
She was Lady
Melville’s under-lady’s-maid and
a great favorite with her mis-
tress, but she had been delicate
for some months, and it was
thought that she would regain
her strength better in the coun-
try than in London,so she was to
stay over Christmas at Burton
Court. I met this young person
several times out of doors, and
occasionally she came to the
rectory with some messages from
Mrs. Stacey. We soon got ac-
quainted with each other, and I
felt rather flattered that she had
evidently taken a fancy to me.
Good Mrs. Stacey thinking it
must be dull work for a young
person living alone with her in
that great house, asked me to get
lcave to go and drink tea there
sometimes, and so quite a friend-
ship grew up between Frances
and myself.

The retirement of her present
life was extremely irksome to
* Frances, who was a pretty girl,
and liked admiration. She was
fond of London, and was never
tired of telling me about her life
there, and of the fun that went
on amongst the servants, for she
said the town housekeeper was

very indulgent, and so that they
attended to their work properly
she let them do pretty much as
they pleased ; and as for Lady
Melville, what with her delicate
health and her engagements
when well enough to go out, or
to receive company, she neither
thought of nor knew anything
about most of the domestics.
Frances constantly pitied me for
living in such an “out of the
way place,” as she called Burton,
declared she should soon die of
dulness if she had to spend her
life there, and succeeded in mak-
ing me long for excitement and
variety. She went to London in
February, pitying me -for having
to remain behind, and promising
to write to me sometimes till we
met again in the autumn.
Frances had done me no little
harm¢ not only had she made
me discontented with myexcellent
situation in the country, but she
had puffed up my head with the
idea that I was pretty and clever,
and that I might easily make my
way into some great family in
London where I should get high
wages, have little to do,and plenty
of variety. Her letters kept up
this unwholesome state of feeling,
though as the long bright summer
days came round again I began
to think less of the unknown;
pleasures of which she had said
so much, and to be more satisfied
where 1 was. Perhaps, too, Mrs.
Stacey’s good advice had not been

told her a little about my desire
to go to London, but met with
no encouragement. She was a
plain-spoken woman, and had
told me in almost as many words
that she thought me a little fool.

“ You have one of the best of
places,” said she.. *“If you go
further you will fare worse ; take
my advice, and be thankful for a
good master and mistress who
fear God, and who look after
their household well. If Frances
has been filling your head that
London streets are paved with
gold, and that there is nothing
but idleness and pleasure there,
the sooner you know the truth
the better. T have been in ser-
vice for forty years, and I can
tell you that if you don’t value
your present situation, you don’t
know when you are well off”  So
1 settled down again more con-
tentedly, for conscience told me
that the housekeeper was right;
and all went on well with me till
Scptember, when Sir Henry and
bis train arrived at Burton Court
again, and Frances Webb and I
renewed our friendship in person-
She introduced me to one or two
| of her fellow-servants after church

without its effect on me. I hadfinferior post.

on Sunday, and asked them more
than once in my presence if it
were not a pity I should be
buried away in a country village?
The old leaven began to work in
my foolish mind, and before long
I desired more than ever to see
‘¢ something of life,” as Frances
called it, and it was privately
arranged between her and me
that she should be on the look-
out for an opening into some
family with a large establishment,
and acquaint me of it by letter
should she hear of anything to
suit me. Thus I was induced to
act deceitfully as well as foolish-
ly, for I gave Mrs. Leslie and
the young ladies no idea that I
intended to leave Burton if I
could do so.

It was not very long before
Frances wrote to tell me that an
under-housemaid was wanted in
Sir Henry’s establishment, and
she advised me to apply directly.
She said she had already meution-
ed me to Mrs. Corby, the house-
keeper, and she seemed to think
[ might suit. She said thatI
need not mind being an under-
housemaid ; for that there were
several socalled, besides the head
one, and that they were older
than I was, and all received good
wages.

To me the dignity of being a
servant at all in such a grand
establishment was sufficient to
make up for the change from
being & young-lady’s-maid to an
1 went to Mrs.
Stacey, and told her I wished to
apply for the situation: I knew
she often looked out for servants
for the London houses,

“So you are hankering after
London still,” said she : “I hope
{ou are prepared for a far more
aborious life than you lead here.
*All is not gold that glitters,’
Mary Morris. Take care you
don’t one day repent having given
up a good place for one which
may perhaps lead you into a good
deal of temptation.”

Her words startled me, and
brought to my mind the affair of
the half-sovereign and the raffle.
It was all fresh in my memory,
and so was the proverb, and my
mother’s warning at that time,
that I must beware and not find
out the truth of the proverb some
day in a more serious affair than
that of the gilt brooch. T was
silent, and Mrs. Stacey, supposing
I was resolved, added,—

“You would do well enough, I
think, for the situation ; and since
you wish it T will write to Mrs.
Corby about you.”

I went home not very com-
fortable in my mind, but still
wishing to leave Burton. A day

or two later Mrs. Stacey sent me
a note to say that I could have.
the situation if my mistress gave
me a good character.

- Mrs. Leslie was surprised-when
I spoke to her, and asked if 1
were not comfortable in her house
and what my reasons were for
wishing to leave. It was with
feelings of shame I had to confess
that 1 had not anything to com-
plain of, that I had always been
quite happy there, but that I
thought I should like a change,
and that I found I might go to
Sir Henry Melville’s town house
if she would recommend me.

Mrs. Leslie looked grave when
I told her this; I could see she
greatly disapproved of what I
was going to do ; but she would,
not press me to remain with her,
she said, since my mind was
evidently made up to leave. She
said she could speak well: of me
to Mrs. Corby, and that she did
not doubt but that she would
take me. ' '

Within a week it was all set-
tled. I was honestly grieved-to
leave that kind family when the
time drew near for me to go
away. I felt I was exchanging
a tried for an untried house, and
this without the approbation of
any one. My mother had ex-

ressed her disapproval strongly
in her reply to my letter telling
her I was going to London; but
as I had not consulted her before
the arrangement was made, she
said she knew it was now too
late for me to draw back, Mrs,
Stacey spoke out in her blunt way
when I went to bid her goodbye.

“ You will wish yourself back
at the rectory after a time, as
sure as my name is Sarah Stacey,”’
said she. = ¢ 1t’s a pity when girls
are so fond of changes.”

Mrs. Leslie spoke’ kindly to
me when she bid me farewell,
and urged me to go regularly to
church, and not to be led into
doing anything that my con-
science told me was wrong.

“ You will not be cared for or
watched over as you have been
here, Mary,” she said; “you
will have to depend entirely on
your own guidance, and on the
care of vour heavenly Father.
Do not forget to pray daily to
Him who aloue cau preserve you
from evil in the midst of much
temptation.”

I will not weary my reader
with a minute account of my
arrival at Sir llenry’s town
mansion, or of my amazement at
everything around me. Suffice
it to say that I had attained
what I had longed for.

(10 BE CONTINUED.)
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The rich man’'s son inherits lands,
And piles of brick, and stone, and gold ;
And he'inberits soft white hands,
And tender flesh that fears the cold,
Nor dares to wear a garment old ;
A heritage, it seems to me,
One scarce would wish to hold in fee.

‘The rich man's son inherits cares ;
The bank may break, the factory burn,

A breath may burst his bubble shares,
And soft white hands could scarcoly earn
A living that would serve his turn;

A heritage, it seems to me,

One would not wish to hold in fee.

‘What doth the poor man’s son inherit ?
* Stout muscles and a sinewy heart,
A hearty frame, a hardier spirit ;
King of two hands, he daes his part
In every useful toil and art ;
A heritags, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.

What doth the poor man’s son inherit ?
Wishes o'erjoyed with humble things, .

A rank adjudged by toil-won merit,
Content that from employment aprings,
A heart that in his labor sings; :

A heritage, it seems to me,

A king might wish to hold in fee.

" What doth the poor man's son inherit P
A patience learned by being poor:
Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it ;
" A fellow-feeling that is sure
To mdke the qutcast blees his door;
A heritage, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.

O rich man’s son! there is a toil,
That with all other level stands;
Large charity doth never soil,
But only whiten soft white hands— -
This is the best crop from thy lands;
A heritage, it seems to me, )
Worth being rich to hold in fee.
O poor man's son ! scorn not thy stato;
: is-worse weariness than thine,
In merely being rich and great ;.
Toil only gives the soul to shine,
And maiyres rest fragrant and benign !
A heritage, it seems to me,
Worth being rich to hold in fee.

Both, heirs to some six feet of sod,
Are equal in the earth at last;

Both, children of the same dear God,
Prove title to your heirship vast
By recotrd of a well-filled past ;

A heritage, it seems to me,

‘Well worth a life to héld in fee.

THE TWO MOTHERS; -

Late wag the hour when Mrs. Sever, the
mother of four children, retired to rest. She,
as was her usual oustom, arose early, and the
family had finirhed their frugal meal ere the
first rays of the rising sun had illumined their
humble abode. Her first care was to place the
dinner, which she had prepared and envelop-
ed in a snow whitecloth, in a nice basket, and
giving it to James, her eldest son, he with his
father, armed with his axe, started for the
woods.

The younger boys went out to play, and as
the mother followed them with her eye, sLe
said to herself, *“Those dark patches oni their
olothes, which took me till midnight to set on,
certainly do look better than holes ; but schoal
will begin in three weeks, and the boys must
have better clothes. How shall I finish thut
piece of cloth, and get it dressed and made by
that time?’ And she hastened to get the
morning avocations of sweeping, dusting, and
washing up, making beds and so forth, done.
Her little daughter Susan, a child of fonr
{em, followed her all the time, making the

est use possible of her tongue. Mrs. Sever
then, haviog pinned a blanket round the child
and placing ashawl on herself, went up into
an unfinished apartment, where stood her
loom, and very soonvthe swiftly flying shuttle
and heavy slam of the loom told of her occupa.
tion, while Susan amused herself with a
basket of spools, placing them along in a row.

‘ S8ee. mother,” said she, “little boys and
girls going to school.”

“Yes, yes ; but I cannot stop to look at them
now,” said the mother. -

Soon Susan began to complain of being
cold; then she worried her mother to give her

something to eat, who, saying, rather
impatiently, ¢ When shall. I got my piece
out't” took the child downstairs just as
William and George entered the house.
Having ordered them to make up a good fire
and give their sister something to eat, she
returned to her loom, and wrought until she
was g0 cold that she could work no longer.
But what a sccne presented itself asshe en-
tered her nicely-scrubbed kitchen! Those
only who kuow what the hands of three chil-
dren can accomplish when left to themselves,

can imagineit. i

¢ The boyshad indeed made a fire as directed
but had also scattered wood chips and shav-
ings from the door to the fireplace, and had
plastered tho floor with snow and ' mud.
To satify Susan’'s and their own crav-
ings for food, they went to search the panhz.

r“Idon't want any of tho brown bread, do

PR

you, Bill #” said George. “Mother made gome

gingerbread ‘yesterday; I guess it's in that:

pan on the high shelf.” .

William put both his muddy feét on the
lower sclf, and reaching up his kand he
plunged it into the pan; but suddenly drew
it back covered with thick cream which
dribbled from shelf to shelf tillit resched the
floor. .-

«1t"s not therc,” said William thoughtless-
ly wiping his hands on his trousers.’

As they could not find the gingerbread, they
helped themselveg and their sister to some
bread and treacle, leaving traces of the latter
on the shelves and dishes.

Susan just then noticing a piece of sparerib,
seized it with esgarness; and_aftereating the
meat, amused herself by tracing figures on the
floor with the greasy bone. c

.The boys meenwhile,. having brought in|

their selected sticks and full complement of
mud, commenced whittling. ;

Just then popr Mrs. Sqver, weary and cold,
entered the room, Sheé was not remarkable
for self-government, and thoagh & very affec-

_{tionate mother, was far from being a judi-

cious one.

«Oh, what work ! she exclaimed. -4 Now
sce -the; floor that I took so much .
clean covered with dirt and litter, and- grease

.| spots that will not vome out all the winter,

and look at the pantry — what a place!

‘| Yon are the most tronblesome children I
ever saw. There, go out of dooers, boys;{.

and if you behave so again, 'l whip you beth.”

Thoe boys received their reprimand with sul:
len looks, went out and banged the ‘door after
them, while the toiling mother; after re-ar.
rz.:ging her kitchen and taking a morsel of

‘food, returned to her Joom, taking Susan with
ha’,ﬁ; But she did not feel perfectly satisfied
W

hicrself; there was'an upn
sciousness of having done wrong; but yhé
neither analyzed her feelings nor reasoned on
the effects of her pro ihse, s

« ] suppose L was rather hard with them,”
she said to hersclf; “ but, then, it was ao pro-
voking. Some mothers would have whipped
them heartily.” With, this thought she grew
calm, and sang at her work, keeping time with
thae loom. . :

The boys, being sent out of doors, felt at
liberty to be their own masters:

“There's Juke Harding going up the hill,”
said William. * Let's go ard have-a game at
snowballing.” ' ; i :

"« don't wgnt to,” anawered Gaorge.
“ Frank Howland's mother will not Iet. him
play with Jake bevause he swears ; and Iden't

like him either, for he ewings me round ‘and.

hurts me ; and then when I, cry he says it's
only in play, and ealls mie baby. I had rather
go aud play with Frank,” )

“Pooh! Jake only teases you because he
knows ho can. He neverthinks of teasing me

becuuse I am almost as big as he is: a{:d mo-"
h

ther has never told us not to play wit|
come along.” )

“You may,” snid George, “and I will go
and play with Frank.”

Before George: reached the door, he saw
Frank, who was picking np wood.”

“Falloa! stop a minute,” said he, but
Frank only worked the faster, and soon disap-
peared with his weod.

Georgeo felt a little offended, but presently
he saw Krauk, with a 'smiling face, running to
meet him.

“ Why did you notstop when I called you #”
said Cteorge. - .

“ [ was gretting wood for my mother then,”
said Frank. “T awm  really glad you are
come ; for Fredevic and Awws are both gone
:ihh father, and Sarah wants to play with her

olls.” .

“Your shoes are very dirty, George,” said
Mrs. Howland, pleasantly ; “‘jhst step out and
scrape them, and then . wips them on the
mat, a8 Frauk does, and you will not dirty the
floor.” )

“ We ain't got no scrapers at home,’” said
George by the way of apology, dving as be
wag desired.

“T have done all my sums, mother,” said
Frank: “may T play with George &'

“You may,” answered his mother.
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ains to | -

& eop 1”

“ May we got some pieces of wood, and
whittlet”

“ Yes, but you know on what conditions,’
said his mother, patting his curly head.

“Yes; mother,” said Frank,and away they
went to the wood-house, where there was
apile of old wood, which they began to pull
down,

“ We must select the poorest,” said Frank,
praceeding to do so with the judgment of a
man

' “ Now we must pack: them up again,” said
ke, as George wasstarting. -

“ Oh,never mind now,” said George; “we
can dothatby and by.”

“ Mother would not like that : she says we
must always put things in their places when
we have done with them. ere, George, take
holdof this plank ; this is what I call my
partition.”” This was to part off ohe corner
‘which Frank called his workshop, and
they commenced cutting away in good ear-
nest. o

Little Sarah, a child of four yéars old,
amused herself with a blanket pinned up for a
baby, a basket of rags, a box of old buttons,
and other et cmtéras equally valuable in her
estimation. ‘ :

Mrs. Howland, who had been spinning some
yarn, tookit upstuirs to double it, and Sarah
had very soon scattered her playthings about
the room. :

“Sarah,” said Frank, in a pleasant tone, “run |
-and pick up your playthings.

c Mother does
not likd to have them littered about, you know.

'Don’t you remember she laid . them all up one

morning because you did not keep them toge-
ther ¥ Hurry, hurry 1" :

| Serah quickly gathqredithem all mp. -

“How different Sarah iz from Susan!” said

George; * she will'not mind us.”

. “Sarah does not mind us, but when mether

is away we try to get her to do what mother
likea. Mbther says she learns of us older
.ones; and wé ought to teach her to do what is
‘right.”

“I am hungry,” said Sarah.

“Never mii?,” said her brother, “ mother
will sootl be down.”

“ I want something now,” said she. .
Frank went to the pantry and brought her
a piece of crust. o .
. “I don’t want that; I want pie,” said she
pouting. ' ’

“Oh, never mind,”’ said Frank: “ I did not
see anything but this on the lower shelf; let
me taste it. Oh, what a nice ertist! You
gan call it cracker, and- give some to your

aby.” : :
rank returned to his play, and under the
naine of cracker the crust very. seon disap-

”»

Just' Yeford sihset Mrs. Howland reminded
her gon that, it was time to set about his even-
in%:vork, Ho arose immediately, gave his
‘sister the rude chairs Creorggo and he had con-
structed, put sway the tools they had been us-
ing, gathered up their litter, shouldered the
plank, and restored everything to its proper
place. He then proceeded to bring in a
quantity of wood, fed the pig and chickens, and
then.told George. his work was done.

“Deo you bave all this to do every night?”
aai.skegI George.M b

“ Always. Mother says it's a good plan for
\bOﬁs to feel as if they h{zd something to do,
and take sare of themselves ; and besides, overy
listle helps where ,thére's a great deal to do.
Frederic and Amos have to milk and fodder

the-cows, andchop wood, and light the fire;"

but mother says I am not big enough to do
hard work yet.”

“ Well, how funny!” said George.

“Why, “who ‘does these things at your
house ?”* said Frank. '

“I don’t know. I guess mother brings in
the wood and lights the fire. We boys never
get up till breakfast is ready. Mother says
ghe does not want to have usin the way.
But would your mother scold- you if you
didn’t do all these things p”

“ No, mother never scolds; but one night
last autumn I forgot to bring in my wood, and
werit to bed. I had just got into a nice
sn00ze when I heard mother call me. I felt
very sleepy, but thought it was morning. I
dressed myself, and went downstairs, when m
wother handed me the chip.basket, and said,
‘We have no wood.” You may be sure I nev-
er forgot this.  Mother does not scold, and
seldomn whips us,but we must always obey her.”

When George got home he found that his
father and brothers had arrived before him.
Willism had spent the afterncon with Jake,
and they lxul ended their play with a fight,
and he had his share of mud and bruises; but
he suid he was satisficd, as he had given Jake
as good as he seni. ¥is mother chid him for
being quarrelsome, but did not explain to hira
his sinfulness, and of courte made no impress-
ion on his mind.

Several years after this Mrs. Sever was pass-
ing & social evening with Mrs. Howland.
They had been companions in childhood, and
though their characters were dissimilar, they
were atill on terms of intimacy.  Thoy talked
of their carly days; bLoth were animated, es-

pecially Mrs. Sever, who, suddenly recolloct-
ing herself, sighed deeply, and said,—

“T was happy then; but Idid not know it.
How little did I then look forward to such a
life of toil and care! 1 shall have to sit up
till midnight to-night to make up for coming
here; but I would come,” and she exercised
her kuitting-needles with redoubled energy.

“ You must look on the bright side, Emme-
line,” said Mrs. Howland. “You've a great
deal to enjoy now, I think. You must do
less yourself, and get your children to assist
you. Buthow the time passes! T must put
on the tea-kettle,” and she took a pail and
was hastening to the well.

‘ Mother,” said I'rederic, “ I'm coming,”
and added playfully, as he took the pail out of
her hand, “ I think you are rather out of your
place, mother. Can I do anything else for
you ?” said he, as he luid down a large armful
of wood.

“No thank you, dear,” said his mother, and
Frederic went whistling away.

“Dear, what good boys youhavo got!”’
spid Mrs. Sever. “My boys would sooner sit
still and see me go and draw the water, and
then have to be asked to move their feet aside
‘when I bring in the tea-kettle.” :

_And this was true; they bhad never been
taught to relieve their mother, but, as a mat-
ter of course, supposed that she must always
wait on them.

Time rolled on, and Mrs. Sever sank into an
early grave. She had been an affectionato
mother, and the children wept over her re-
mains in silent grief ; but it did not occur to
them that they were in great measure the
mesns of her early departure.

Mrs. Howland had a8 much love for her
childrén as Mrs. Séver for hers, and possess.
ed a8 much of the mother's yearning and self.
sacrificing spirit, but she reasoned from cause
to effect. She early taught her children hab.
its of industry and self-denial, andnever al-
lowed them toseek their own pleasur , regard.
less of others.  She also remembered the di-
vino injunction—*Ye parents, provoke not
your children to wrath ;" and, without scold- -
ing, exercised over them a mild and perfect
control, and in return they loved and honored
her. The evening of her life was passed in
eternity, and her children and her ‘children's
children arose and}called her blessed.—&8.3..)/.
in Mother's Friend,

KITTY'S FORTY.

It doecsn’'t do men any good to live apart
from women and children. I never kmew &
boys' school in which there.was not a tendency
to rowdyism; and lumbermen, sailors, fisher.
men, and other men who live only with men,
are proverbially a half-bear sort of people.
Frontiersmen soften dowan when women and -
children come—but I forget myself, it is the
stdry you want.

Burton and Jones lived in a shanty by

themselves. Jones was a married man, byt
finding it hard to support his wife in a down.
east village, he had emigrated to northern
Minnesota, leaving his wife under her father's
roof until he should be able to *“ make a start.”
He and Burton had gone into partnership and
had ¢ pre-empted” a town of three hundred
and fifty acres. -
. There were perhaps twenty families scat-
tered sparsely over this town site at the time
this story begins and ends, for it ends in the
same week in which it begins.

The partners disagreed, quarrelled, and
divided their interests. The hand was all
shared between them except ome valuable
forty-acre piece. Fach of them had claimed
that piece of land, and the quarrel had grown
80 high that the neighbors expected them to
shoot at sight. In fact, it was understood
that Burton was on the forty-acre place, de-
termined to shoot Jones if he came, und Jones
bad sworn to go out there and shoot Burton,
when the fight was postponed by the unex-
pected arrival of Jones' wife and child.

Jones’ shanty was not finished, and he was
forced to forego the luxury of fighting his old
partner, in his exertions to make wife and
baby comfortable for the night; for the
winter sun was surrounded by ‘*‘sun dogx.”

¥ | Instend of one sun there were four—an oe-

currence not uncommon in this latitude, but
one which always bodes a terrible storm.

In hisx endeavor to care for wife and child,
Jones was mollified a little, and half regrotted
that ho had been so violent about the piere of
land.  But he was determined not to be back-
ed down, and would cortainly buve to shoot
Burton or be shot himself,

When he thought of the chance of being
killed by his old partuer, the prespect was not,
pleasunt.  He looked wirtfully at Kitty, his
two-year.old child, and dreaded that =&l
should be left fatherless, but he would not be
backed down. He would rhoot or be shot.

While the father was busy cutting wood,
and the mother was busy otherwire, littly
Kitty managed to get the shanty door open.
There wus vo latch as yot, and tho prying

little fingers easily swung it back. A guat
of cold wind almost took her breath awsy,
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but she caught sight of the brown grass with-
out, and the new world seemed so big that the
little feet were fain to try and explore.

She pushed out through the door, caught
her breath again, and started away down a
path bordered by sere grass and the dead
stalks of the wild flowers.

How often had she longed to escape from
the restraint, and paddle out in the world
alone ! So out into the world she went, re-
joicing in her liberty, in the blue sky above,
and the rusty prairie beneath. She would
find out where the path went, and what was
ut the end of the world ! What did she care
if her nose was blue with cold and her chubby
hands red as beets ? Now and then she
paused to turn her head away from the rude
blast, a forerunner of the storm ; but, having
gasped a moment, she quickly renewed her
brave march in search of the great unknown.

The mother missed her, but supposed that
Jones, who could not get enough of the child’s
society, had taken the pet out with him.

Jones, poor fellow, sure that the child was
sufe within, chopped away until that awful
storm broke upon him, and at last drove him
half smothered by snow and frozen with cold,
into the house. hen there was nothing left
but retreat, he had seized an armful of wood
and carried it into the house with him, to
make sure of having enough to keep his wife
and Kitty from freezing in the coming swift-
ness of the night, which now settled down
upon the storm-beaten and snow-blinded
world.

It was the beginning of that horrible storm
in which so many people were frozen to death,
and Jones had fled none too soon.

When once the wood was packed by the
stove, Jones looked around for Kitty. He had
no more than enquired for her when father
and mcther each read in the other’s face the
fact that she was lost in the wild, dashing
storm of gnew.

8o fast did the snow fall, and so dark was
the night that Jones could not see three feet
ahead of him. He endeavored to follow the
path which he thought Kitty might have
taken, but it was buried in snow-drifts, and
he soon lost himself.

He stumbled through the drifts, ealling out
to Kitty in his distress, but not knowing
whither he went. After an hour of despair-
ing, wandering and shouting, he came upona’
house, and having rapped upon the door he
found himself face to face with his wife.

He had returned to his own house in his be-
wilderment.

‘When we remember that Jones had not
slept for two nights preceding this one, on ac-
count of his mortal quarrel with Burton, and
had now been beating an arctic hurricane, and
trampling through treacherous billows of snow
for an hour, we cannot wonder that he
fell over his own threshold in a state of extreme
exhaustion.

Happy for him that he did not fall bewil-
dered on the prairie, as many another poor
wayfarer did on that fatal night.

As it was, his wife must needs give up in
vain little searches she had been making in the
neighborhood of the shanty. She had now a
sick husband, witk frozen hands and feet and
face, to care for. Every minute the thermo-
meter fell lower and lower, and all the heat
the little cook stove in Jones's shanty could
give would hardly keep them from freezing.

Burton had stayed upon that forty-acre lot
all day, waiting for' a chance to shoot his old
partner, Jones. He had not heard of the
arrival of Jones’ wife, and so he had concluded
that his enemy had proved a coward and left
him in possession, or else that he meant to
play him some treacherous trick on his way
home.

8o Burton resolved to keep a sharp lookout.
But he soon found that impossible, for the
storm was upon him in all its blinding fary.
He tried to follow the path, but he could not
find it.

Had he been less of a frontiersman he must
have perished there, within a furlong of his
own house. But endeavoring to keep the
direction of the path, he heard a smothered
cry, and saw something rise up, covered with
snow, and then fall down again. He raised
his gun to shoot it, when the creature uttered
another wailing cry, so human that he put
down his gun and went cautiously forward.

1t was a child!

He did not remember that there was such a
child among all the settlers at Newton. H
must, without delay, get himsclf and the child
to a place of safety, or both would be frozen.

So he took the little thing in his arms and
started through the drifts. And the child put
its little icy fingers on Burton's rough eheek,
and muttered « Papa!” And Burton held her
cloger and fought the snow more courageously
than ever.

He found the shanty at last, and rolled the

child, in a buffalo robe while he made & fire.
Then, when he got the room a little warm, he
took the little thing upon his knee, dipped her
aching fingers in celd water, and asked her
what her name was.

“ Kitty,” said she.

“ Kitty,” be said *‘ and what else "

“ Kitty,” she answered, nor could he find
out any more.

“ ' Whose Kitty are you?”

“ Qose Kitty,” she said. For she had known
her father but that one day, and now she be-
lieved that Burton was he.

Burton sat up all night and stuffed wood
into the important little stove to keep the baby
from freezing to death. Never having had
anything to do with children he firmly believed
that Kitty, sleeping snugly under blankets
and buffalo robes, would freeze if he should let
the fire subside in the least. .

As the storm prevailed with unabated fur,
the next day, and as he dared neither take
Kitty out nor leave her alone, he stayed by her
all day, and stuffed -the stove with wood, and
laughed at the droll baby talk, and fed her on
biscuit, fried bacon and coffee.

On the morning of the second day, the storm
had subsided. It was forty degrees cold, but
knowing somebody must be mourning Kitty
for dead, he wrapped her up in skins, and
with much difficulty reached the nearest neigh-
bor’s house, suffering only by a frost-bite on
the way.

“That child,” said the women to whose house
ke had gone, “ is Jones’s; I saw them take her
out in the wagon, day before yesterday.”

Burton looked at Kitty a moment in per-
plexity. Then he rolled her up again and
sta out, “travelling like mad,”’ the womaun
said, as she watched him.

‘When he reached Jones’s shefound Jones and
his wife sitting in utter wretchedness by the
fire. They were both sick from grief. Kitty
they had given up for buried under some snow
mound. They would find her when spring
should come and melt the snow cover off.

When the exhausted Burton came in with
his bundle of buffalo skins, they looked at him
with amazement. But when he opened it and
let out little Kitty, and said :

“Here, Jones, is this your kitten?” Mrs.
Jones couldn't think of anything better than
to scream.

And Jones got up and took his old part-
ner’s hand and said : ¢ Burton, old fellow !”
and then choked up and sat down, &nd cried
helplessly.

And Burton said: “ Jones, old fellow, you
may have the forty-acre patch. It came
mighty nigh makin’ me the murderer of
Kitty’s father.”

“No! you shall take it yourself,” cried Jones,
“if I have to go to law to make you.”

And Jones actually deeded his interest in
the forty acres to Burton. But Burton trans-
ferred it all to Kitty.

This is why this part of Newton is called
« Kitty's Forty.”—Morning Star.

READING FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

“I had the curiosity the other day in the
cars to look over the shoulder of a young per-
son at his book, and would, you believe it ? it
was ‘Ivanhoe.’”  'We quote verdatim this re-
mark of a traveller. The point which im-
presses us is not the fact itself, but that it had
become a fact worthy of notice, and even of
some astonishment. We couple it with anoth-
er saying by a professor in one of the leading
American colleges, “that it was not worth
while inclass to make an allusion to any of
the Waverley Novels, for not half the young
men would know what one was talking about.”
Of course we do not mean our readers to un-
derstand that familiarity with Sir Walter
Scott’s works is part of the ¢ whole daty of
man,” nor that there are no other writings
worthy of the perusal of infenuous youth.

The point is, that since light and fictitious
literature is sure to bein the hands of the
young, it is of some moment to find thor-
oughly healthy, and in many respects instruct-
ive books, the literary excellence of which is
unquestionable—superseded. We donot deny
that our young friends might find something
better to read than even the Waverley Novels.
They might find more accurate studies of his-
tory, deeper views concerning human life,
works more practically useful, to say nothing
of studies which look to a world beyond this
present and transitory ene. Qur thought is
not of what they might do, but of what they
are doing, e ask in some anxiety, What
has taken the place of these, and why the
ohanie? It is, and there is no use in disguis-
ing the matter, a change not for the better.
We are aware that the best writers of the new
fictions are in many respects abler artists than
“the great Magician’’ whom our fathers de-
lighted to honor. But there is one vast differ-
ence between that day and this, which is, that
the best and purest of the present day are
dealing, not with external facts of life upon a
basis of assured principles, butupon merbid
and interior anatomy of thoughts and feelings
by which all principles are brought into ques-
tion and subjected to trial. )

It is in this way that & modern novel may
be perfectly pure and refined in tane, angd yet
very pernicious. It may be true to human
nature, and yeta very false beacon and guide
to youth, 'We hold the writings which ‘we
have made, as it were, our text were eminent-

1y healthy, because they all agsume an ideal
of human life based upon virtue. The ideal
might not be a perfect one. It did not in
many respects rise above the conventional
righteousness.  But it did assert, and that
very heartily, its own standard of truth, cour-
age, honesty, and unselfishness, Ithada
place for the heroic in man, and the gentle and
lovely in woman. It had a Credo from which
was no appeal. Now-a-days all thie is tent-
ative, speculative ; the reader is asked to form
his or her own judgment of certain phases of
character.

While this may be very entertaining and
perhaps not at all damaging to ¢ld and exper-
ienced critics, it is a bad sign, we contend,
when the young no longer take delight in the
outward portraiture of adventure and conduoct
such as Scott and his school furnish.

‘Woe say itis a bad sign, because it shows
that either the young desire the fiercer stim-
ulant of unnatural and overwrought descrip-
tion, of works which hover on the verge of
criminality, and are luscious with silly sent-
iment, or else that they have fallen to the low-
er level of tales which are devoid of literary
merit, and are as poor as the gossip of a third
rate tea-table. . .

And what we have to ray in conclusion is
just this: We do not ask for the young to be
taught to love such writers as Sir Walter Scott
—we are not mistaking a means for an end, a
symptom for its cause—but we do ask that
tiyxey should be taught to love such things, re-
ligious earnestness, household obedience, rev-
erence, modesty, honor, and truthfulness, for
instance, as that loving th ese they would nat-
urally find themselves at home and happy in
& very different kind of literature from that
which we fear makes up the staple of their
present reading. A boy who finds the Wav-
erley Novels ¢ stupid ” will be but too sureto
find some other novels, whose very names we
donot care to sully our pen with writing,
abeorbingly attractive.-— Churchman.

JOHN AND THE POSTAGE-STAMP.

Jobn was a boy who “lived out.” Every
week he wrete home to his mother, who lives
on a small rocky farm among the hills. One
day John picked an old envelope from the
kitchen wood-box, and saw that the postage-
stamp on it was not touched by the postmas-
ter's stamp, to show that it had done its duty,
and was henceforth useless. * The postmas-
ter missed his aim then,” said Johm, *and
left the stamp as good as new. I'll use it
myself.” .

. He moistened it at the nose of the teakettle
a®d earefully pulled the stamp off.

“ No,” said conscience; ¢ for that would be
cheating. The stamp has been on one letter ;
it ought not to carry another.”

¢ It can carry another,” said John, ¢ because,

ou see, there is no mark to prove it worth-
ess. The post-office will not know.”

“But you kmow,” said conscience, ‘‘and
that is enough. It is not honest to use it a
second time. It is a little matter to be sure,
but it is cheating. God looks for principle.
It is the quality of every action which He
judges by.”

“But no one will know it,” said John,
faintly.

‘“No one!” cried conscience. “God will
kmow it; that is enough; and He, you koow,
desires truth in the inward parts.”’

“Yes,’ cried all the best part of John's
character ;  yes, it is cheating to use the post-
age stamp the second time, and I will not doit.’

John tore it in two, and gave it to the
winds. The boy won a glorious victory. I

hope he will grow up and be a good man and
a il:l,lower of the Lorﬁ

Jesus.
SELECTIONS.

~—A favorite motto of Mr. Caughey, the
revivalist, was: “ Knee work! Knee workj!"
and he used often to say: “ Go to all the men
who have brought blessings upon the world,
and you will find that they have done their
work largely on their knees. It is not us who
do the work, but God working in us, with us,
and through us.” So Spurgeon says: “If,
my brethren, you want to break human
hearts, learn from the old stone-breaker onfthe
road, who, when he would break hard flint,
kneoels down to do it.”

—Most parents think that they do theirduty
by being the moral orimmoral policemen of
their children. They watoh them. T hey
hunt out their misdemeanors. They detect
them in wrong deing and punish them. Their
ehildren do not expect to be loved for their
sins _and follies.  Hence they conceal them.
They prevaricate. They hide. They dissem-
ble. Their inner life iz never revealed. They
become & living lie. They are taken at their
worst. . And whose fault is it? Now if any
one needs pity and love, it is thasinner. And
particularly is it the sinning boy er girl. If
any one nseds: the arms of love thrown
about him, and the kiss of tenderness and the
mother-heart and father-heart as a refuge, it

in the early sinner, Aud these bearts, like
Cities of Refuge, should always be open to re-
ceive them.

— I utterly repudiate the worldly maxim of
“ Daty first and pleasure afterward.” That is
a poor s -hool which does net teach, or a poor
scholar who has not learned, how pleasure is
a duty, and duty a pleasure. And so the
words are one. For whatisduty? Simply what
is due; and duty done is a debt paid—receipted,
cancelled and released. We are too apt in the
overflow of life which belongs especially to
youth, but lasts, thank God, sometimes into
gray hairs—we are too apt to treat it in an-
other way; too apt to dwell upon its hardness,
its severs demands, its restrictions of liberty.
Learn to look on it, dear children,in tle
truer light. 1t is undone duty that is hard;
just as a debt owed and paid has in it &
thought of pleasure and relief, of freedom
from a haunting shadow which bears down
stout hearts with its anxious load. And in its
highest reach, your duty is a debt of honor,
of gratitude, of love; whose payment is alt
pleasure in the act of paying, noless than in
the sense of it discharge.— W. (. Ioane,
D.D.

CoxripING 1IN Gon.—When a man maketh
his complaint and openeth his need and griof
unto his speeial friend, he feeleth a certain sase
afterwards; so that his pain and grief, by the
rehearsing thereof, is somewhat relieved,
remedied, and taken away. Mach more com-
fort and ease shall we receive by telling and
opening our grief and complaint unto God.
For man is soon weary and irk of our com-
plaining ; but if we should spend the whole
day in praying, crying and complaining unto
God, He would love, comfort, and strengthen
us the more.—Coverdale.

Use or ™ue RererRENCES.—The importance
of properly instructing younger scholars.in
the use of a reference Bible is often over-
looked. A teacher in Utica, N. Y, states in
a recent letter to us, that a young n who
had been for six or seven years in the Sunday-
school and for the same period a member of
the church, did notknow how to use the mar-
ginal references in her Bible, and often won-
dered what they meant. This teacher very
properly suggests that Sunday-school classes
composed of young persons be carefully drilled
into the correct and redy use of the references
80 that they may avail themselves of this
valuable, and we might say, indispensable
Method of studying a Bible lesson.—S§. §.
Worid.

EarrLy CoxnversioN.— % Do you know, I
confess to yon parents to a very guilty mj
giving as to early conversion, under whic
long labored. A great change has occ
in my convictions on that point during the
last twelve months. I am persuaded that the
little children may become ardent lovers of
the Saviour at a far earlier age than we have
been accustomed to think. A child can know
and trust the love of Jesus as soon as it can
trust its mother’s love. The gate ia not se
strait for them. I have sometimes noticed,
when we were on our Sabbath-school excur-
sions in the country, that when we came to a
paling, the teachers had to make a great lea
to get over, while the little ones were throu
between the bars, and away far before us. Je-
sus suits the wants of those little enes who be
lieve in Him.” “Do not treat early piety with
suspicion. Do not think it & yout fancy
that will soon die away. It is & very tender
bud ; do not brushit hard.”’— dddress by Rev.
M. Robinson. :

SCHOOL.
We bomt him & box for his books and

g8 *®
And a criciet-bag for his bat ;
And he looked the brightest and best of

kings,
Under his new straw hat.

‘We handed him into the railway train,
‘With a troop of his young compears,
And we made as though it were dust and
ramn
Were filling our eyes with tears.

‘We looked in his innocent face to see
The sign of a sorrowful heart ;

But he only shouldered his bat with glee,
And wondered when they would start!

‘Twas not that he loved not as heretofore
For the boy was tender and kind;

But his was a world that was all before,
And ours was a world behind !

"Twas n;): that his fluttering heart was
60!
For the éhild was loyal and true;
But the parents, love,the love that is old,
And the children the love that is new,

And we came to know that love is & flower
‘Which only groweth down;
And wle‘s gcarcely spoke for the space of an
our,
As we drov’e back throngh the town !
—Episcopahan.



CANADIAN MESSENGER.

SCHOLAR'SNOTES.

(From the International Lessons for 1875 by
Edwin W. Rice, as issued by American Sun-
day-School Union))

LESSON XIL

SEPTEMBER 19-]
THE RESURRECTION AND THE LIFE. (A. D.30.}
READ JOHN xi. 34-44.—COMMIT TO MEMORY Vs, 43-44.

DAILY READINGS.—M.—John xi. 34-44. T.—Luke
xx. 27-88. W.—Dan. xii. 2-13. Th.—Acts xxiii. 6-10;
xxiv. 14-21, F.—1 Thess. iv. 13-18. 8a.—-1 Cor. xv.

3-23. S.—Rev. xx.1-15.
I D
GOLDENTEXT.~[ will ran-
gom them from the power of the grave;
I will redeems them from death.—Hou
xi, 14,
CENTRAL TRUTH.—Jesus has
swallowed up death in victory.
s 7

To Tnr RCHOLAR.~Read the first 50 verses of this
chapter, and notice the delay of the Lord after he aring
that Luzurus was sick, and the reason he gives forit in
verse 15. Then study this lesson, whick saows the ten-
der saympathy and the intinite power of Jesus.

HISNSTORICAY, NOTES.—Cave tomb. The door
to the * Tombs of the Kings” is described s a large round
stouelike a millstone. The tombs were usually hewn out
ot the rock, or were often in the caves of some rock. Tu-
side of these, niches and shelves were cut into the rock
upon a level with the entrance, and the dead bodias slid
in upon these horizontal rocky sheives—not let down tuto
u grave as with us.

EXPLANATION.—(34.) Where ... laid him!
implying that he wished to visit the grave; come and
wee, Jesus with us in deepest sorrow ! (35.) Jesus
webpt, sho Son of God in tears ; how great must be his
sympathy forus! (36.) how he loved him ! even the
Jews are surprised.  (37.) some said, probubly the un-
believing Jews ; opened the eyes (see Lesson X.); the
blind, or “ the blind man” (John ix. 10). (38.) it was
a cave (sez Notes); stene lay upon it, or ** against
it,” Alford. (39.) tnke ve, wan to do all he can, then
God begins; been four days, Marthw's faith failed.
(10.) if thou weuldst beleve, faith needful to behold
the works of God (sec Mark ix. 23). (42.)thou hearest
me riways, s:a1d because of those standing by, Aiford.
(43.) Lazarus. come forth, wonderful lite-giving
words! (41.) dead came forth, what astonishment
on all fuces then ! bound .. . grave-clothes, bound
with & gort of baud of rash or tow used to bind up the
dead,” diford ; leese him, in their astunishment proba-
bly the friends did not aid him until this command was
given,

TOPICS AND QUESTIONS,

(1.} JRSUB WITH THR SORROWING.
EK,

(I1.) JrsUs IN PRAY-
(11L.) JRSUS RAISING THE DEAD,

1. Where did Mary and Martha live ¢ To whom did they
send when their brother fell sick? v. 3. How did they
speak of their brother in their mossage to Jesus ¥ v. 3.
Where was Jesus at that time 7 (See John x. 40.) How
long did he remain there after hearing this 1 v. 6. Relate
what he then said to his disciples. Which of the sisters
went ont to meet Jesas ¢ What did she say to Jesus ! v.21.
What did Mary slao say to Jesus, ¥ v. 32, What proofs
did Josua give of his deep sympathy for these sorrowing
sisters ¥ vi. 34, 35.

fI. To whom did Jesus pray | Repeat the words of his
prayer.

[1I. What did be ask the friends of Lazarus to remove {
v. 38. What objection was made i How did Jesusan-
swer it} After his prayer, to whom did Jesus speak 1 In
what manoer! What followed 5 What was the effec
upon many who were there 1 v, 15.

M\\\M

i
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Roiling away the Stone,
LESSON XIIL
SEPTEMBER 26.)
REVIEW.—CHRIST REJECTED.
RiAD JoHN xi. 47-D3.—CONMIT TO MENORY V3. 47,48,
DAILY READINGS.~M.—John xi. 47-62. T.~Ps. ii
1-12. W.—Luke xxiv. 13-27. Th~John v. 1-18; vi
47-58. F.—Isa. xlix, 6-23. Sa.—John vii. 30-53. 8.—
John ix. 1-35,
o

N
GOLDEN TEXT.—He is des-
i pised and rejected of men; & man of
t worrows, and acqualnted with grief.—
| Tsa. Iiii, 3.
CENTRAL TRUTH.—Christ came
unto his own, and his own received Mm
not,

I 2
To THe Scuorar.—The value of this review will de-
pend upon the care and aceurscy with which the impor-
tant facts and teachings of the last twelve lessons are re-
oalled. The plansand questions below should be thoroughly
studied during the week, The last twelve lessons may b
reviewed under two divisions : (I.) Jesns beginninz hi

work : (11.) Jesus giving heavenly blessings. After re-
calling the golden texts, the following outline witl aidm a
review of the titles,central truths,practical thoughts,facts,
and teachings of the lesson,

TITLES. CENTRAL TRUTHS.
I;W. M. l“.l esus isthe revealer of the Father.
2F L. iJesus i leader and commander of the people,
3J. M. esus is Lord of all.
4N B. ,Not,h'mg entereth into heaven that defileth.
5 W.L.  |The gift of God is eternal lite.
85 B It is the Lord that healeth.
7B. L Jesus the living bread for perishing souls.
8‘1 ¢ esus was anointed with the Holy Ghost
| and with power.
O¥. T. True liberty is from the Son.
IO;L. w Jesus is the true light. .
11ig. g The Lord is our shepherd.
12ig 1, JSesus has swallowed up death in victory.
! Christ came unto his own, and his own re-
13¢C. R. ceived him not.
No.
Les. PRACTICAL THOUGHTS, JESUS
Z [ 1 Jesus the Word. Our Life, John 1. 4.
~?.l:f‘i:. 2 {Jesus the Lamb of God {Our Sacrifice, Rev. vil.
ot 14.
EE 3 |Jesus at the marriage. |Our Joy, John xvii. 13.
3 1 4 |Jesusteaching a teacher.Our Teacher,isa. 1iv. 13.
5 |Water for the -thirsty Our FountainJer. i1 13.
soul,
¢ |Help for the helpless Our Physician, Jer, viii.
soul. 22.
« | 7 |Bread for the hungry Our Bread, John vi. 48,
g soul.
E, 8 !\Wisdom for the ignorant[Our Couusellor, Isa. ix,
« soul. d
£ 9 | Freedom for the enslav-|Our Liberator, Gal. v. 1.
= [ ed soul.
10 Light for ihe darkened Our Light, John ix. 5.
soul.
11iGujdance for the faith {Our Shepherd. John &
ful soul. 11.
12’ Resurroction for the be-/Our Resurrection, Jobn
! lieving soul. xi. 25,

TOPICS AND QUESTIONS.
I. In which of these leisous are the following PRRSONS

named:
Peter, John, Philip, Androw,
Nathanael, Moses, Nicodemus, Jucob,
David, Abraham, Martha, Lazarus 1
11. In which of these lessons are the following PLACES
mentioned :
Siloam, Bethelehem, QGalilee,
Sychar, S8amana, Cana,
Nuzareth, Bethuaida, Wildernesa

III. Which of these lessons teach us—
That Jesus is the Maker of all things ¢
That Jesus has the water of life |
That Jesus is the light of the world ¥ *
To look to Jesus for help in sickness ¥
To hear his voice as our guide ¥
That Jesus is intereated in our family joys { *
That Jeaus only can feed the son} ¥
That Jesus has power over death 1
The need of a new birth {
How we may be free indeed 1
Which of the lessons speak of Jesus—
As the true light? The Lamb of God 1
Ag weeping 1 As showing his giory /
As the door ¥ The Son of Man
The light ofthe world ! As weary 1
As sent of the Father?® As hesling ou the Sabbath dry ¢
As the Christ ¥ As the bread of life ¥

4100 IN PRIZES.

All who are competing for these prizesshould
state with each remittance that it is in com-
petition for the prize, as we have no other
way of keeping track of what each one sends.
We repeat the prize list as follows :—

To the boy or girl who sends us before
the first of October the money for

the largest number of subscribers.. $25.00
To the second largest................ 15.00
To the third largest................. 10.00
To the fourth largest a work-box or
writing-desk, furnished, worth.,  8.00
To the next ten on the list a work-box
or writing desk, varying in value
from §7t0 $2...c00eieernenane 32,00
To the next ten a book each, worth §1 10.00
$100.00

As, however, all are benefited by the reduc-
ed rates, all will, we hope, do something. If
each reader would send us one new one before
first October, we should have fifty instead of
thirty thousand.

PROGRESS OF THE ¢« MESSENGER.”

Our readers are growing more aid more in-
terested in the increase of the MEssENGER sub-
scription list. The following figures show
six months’ growth :—

April 1st.........,..... 18,200
May “ .....veeeeen... 19,300
June “ ... ..iicee..s 20,500
July “ L.iieeeneen.. 22,800
Aug. “ iioiieeeels 23,900
Sept. ..., 25,000

The month of September should show a
larger improvement than any, as it will be
the great month for the competition for the
$100 of prizes. It will require the utmost
vigor, however, to reach by that time the
30,000 we have been aiming at.

THE CHILDREN’S VCOLUMN .

EXTRACTS FRO%% CHILDREN'S LET-

DALESVILLE, July.
Dear Mr. Editor,~1 will be twelve vears old on
the 28th of October next. I am going to write about
the crocodile. The crocodile is one of the largest
animals in existence. The male is from 25 to 35
feet long. When its mouth is open, s man can stand
upright between its jaws. The crocodile is a very
ferocious animal, very swift in its motions, aud very
strong. The crocodile is produced from eggs which
the old one lays in the sand on the bank of a river,
aud is hatcted by the heat of the sun. The eggs are
about the size of goose eggs, which are often destroyed
by different apinals. Please put this in your \\‘T-

NESS. Yours truly,
JOHNN SEALES.

LLAKE MEGANTIC, Aug. 4th, 1875.

Dear Editor~1 hope you will give room in yonr
paper for my small letter. I have sent a letter before
to the WITNESB, and I never saw it iz your paper, and
I hope that I will see this one in it. 'We have_nice
weather here at present. but yesterday it was raining
all day. The crops here are splendid this year, better
than they were for two or three years. 1 baveno
more to say at present. D. F. McDONALD.

EFFINGHAYM, June 10th, 1875,
Mr. Editor, Dear Sir,—I thought T would write you
a little letter, and I hope you will allow it room in
your paper, which I think is the best that comes to
this post-office. And as I seethe little girls are all
sending receipts I guess I will send you one of a very
nice tea cake made without eggs. One cup of sugar,
one cup sour milk, one teaspoonful soda and the size
of a walnut of butter. Yours truly.
AGNES A. BECKETT,

CrINTON, July 28, 1875,
Sir,—You will ind enclosed a story, which, if it has
no other recommendation, is at least a true ome. 1
take your MEsseNGER and I like it very well ; that is
the reason 1 wrote the story and sent it you to publish
if you think proper. I am now between 16 and 17
years of age, and learning the art of printing in this
town. If you publish this and wish it I think I could
write something mere which might be readable. Wish-
ing you and the MESSENGER_ success I remain yours,

&e., AvucusT H. DRUMM.

[We cannot make room for the story.--Ep. WIT }

CoxsECOX, July 12th,'1875.

Mr. Editor,—1 am very happy to inforn you that I
am highly pleased with your paper the MESSENGER ;
this being the fizet yoar | have tukenft. The reason
why I like it 18 because it is & temperance paper, and
I believe it is doing good, for the inhabitants of the
v lllage' and surrounding country are getting woke up
and daily the canse 1is getting sironger, and I verily
believe, hefore twelve months elapse, that the liquor
traftic will be brought to a close in this country of
Privce Edward. With those few remarks [ will
close by wishing you every success that could attend
you. Yours truly.

ALFARFITA BEECH.

McDoxALb's CorNrRs, P. 0. Dalliousie, 17th Aug.,
1875.

Messrs. John Dougall & Som,—1I enclose you $2 00,
say two dollars for subscriptions for MRESsgNGER a8
per enclosed list will claim credit for the 5¢c overpaid
next remittance. I am competing for the prizes offer-
ed for the largest number of subscribers; I have nine
others besides these, but have not got the 30c. each yet
travelled fifty-five miles for sixteen subscriber. I am
thirteen years old last yuly ; I am four feet nine and a
half inches, not very strong, but healthy; will give
you a little of my experience in prize-taking at school.

hen eight yearsof age the test was rogular attend-
ance, no isconduct, the best progress. no matter in
what class. I was in the second class; a good many
scholars were equal to me in the general branches, but
I got no whipping in the six months’ regular attend-
ance; those whomissed from fifteen days to one were to
stand up ; the number was getting fewer every time
called; 1 was the only one thut could stand up when all
was called that did not miss a day in the six months.
The teacher said *That looks champion like.”" I got the
prize and got 8 ¥reat many presepts from my friends
for succeediug. Send me sowe blank subscription
lists. Yours respectfully,

AGNES MACLEAN.

— Zion's Herald has some good ideas rela.
tive to women’s work in connection with the
churches. It 8ays: Whymay not a Christian
church, by its women, visit as many irreligious
homes each three months as there are female
members of the church, and visit these homes
to carry Jesus with them, and to tell in ears
that have never heard the Gospel the joyful
news of salvation. This seems like a little
thing, and yet how few churches come up to
this standard of faithfulness! It might be
done, and it onght to be done, and it must be
done befors the churches in our large cities
will make their presence felt as they ought
amid the surging tides of sin that sweep with
fury along. It will take more religion than is
now enjoyed to undertake this work, and
carry it to a succeseful issue. There will need
to be a letting go of worldly pleasures and
pursuits, less of dress and show, more of real,
earnest living. Heaven and hell, and the cross
of Calvary will form the theme of daily thought,
and will serve as a constant inspiration; there
will be earnest prayer for the preparation
which the Holy Spirit can alone bestow ; and
there will be such an unselfish consecration of

all things upon the altar of God that all will
know that the eternal and invisible things,
unseen by mortal eyes, have been revealed to
these earnest souls.  Why may not the Church,
why may not Christian women hear the call
of Cbrist, and the pleadings of a perishing
world, and resolve that the future shall wit-
ness such a personal proclamation of the gos-
pel from house to house as has never been
known ? This is the only way to reach multi-
tudes of the unsaved and uncared for: and if
not reached with words of love and faith they
will go down to the depths of hell, within
sound of Sabbath bells and in sight of heaven-
ward-pointing church-spires, and from the
very presence of careless, ease-loving Christian
professors. May God arouse the Church, and
especially the women of the church, to the
vastness of the needs of this crisis-hour in the
history of evangelical service.

BREAKFAST.—EPP’s COCOA —GRATEFUL ARD
CoMFORTING,—‘‘ By & thorough knowledge of
the natural laws whiech govern the operations of
digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli-
cation of the fine properties of well-selected
cocoa, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast
tables with a delicately flavored beverage which
may save us many heavy doctor’s bills. It 18
by the judicious use of such articles of diet
that a constitution may be gradually built up
until strong enough to resist every tendency to
disease. undreds of subtle maladies are float-
ing around us ready to attack wherever there ia
a weak point. We may escape many a fatal
shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with
puretblood and a properly nourished frame.’’—
Civil Service Gazette. M ade simply with bolling
water or milk. Each packet fis labelled—
¢ James Erps & Co., Homeopathic Chemlsts,
48 Threadneedle Street, and 170 Plccadilly ;
Work’s, Euston Road and Camden Towe, Lou-
don.’

ADVERTISEMENTS.
TO $20 PER DAY —AGENTS

$5 WANTED. All classes of working people, of

either sex, young or old, make more mouney at work for us

in their apare moments, or all the time, than at anything else.

Particulurs free. Post card to States costs but one cent.
Address G. STINSON & CO., Portland, Maine.

THE ALTERED RATES OF

SUBSCRIPTION

0 the Witvmas, owing to the new postal law whica re-
quires the publishers to prepay postage, are 88 tollows:—

Daily Witness............cooooe $3.00 per anoum.

To Ministers actually in charge of congre
teachers actually in charge of schools. ... $2.5
Montreal Witness (Tri-weekly) $2 bper an-

num.

To Ministers and teachers as above. ...$1.50 per supnum
Weekly Witness ..... eeeenns $1.10 per annum

To Ministers, &e., &c.

ft will be seen that in the case of the DaiLy and Tri-
WEeRRLY we have determined to pay the postage ourselves,
making these editions, the former $1.20 less to subscribers
than hitherto,and the other 60 cents less. We regret that we
cannot do the same for the WERRKLY at present, but pro-
mise to do 8o if our friends can raise our circulation to
85,000 subscribers, double our present circulation, which
would be required to cover the deficiency Which the re-
duction of ten cents would involve. The reduction to
teachers and ministers will, of course, have to be less, as
their rates for the DAILY and TRI-WRRELY Were a8 low
s popsibie already. We have, however, added a special
rate for ministers and teachers for the WEEELY also. Any
present subscriber can, however, get the WEERLY Wir-
wzss for one dollar postpaid, by securing us a new sub-
soriber. An old subseriber remitting for a new one
along with his own can get the two for two dollars, or if
he sends the new subscript on of $1 before his own runs
out, he willhave his awn paper continued & month. With
this greatreduction in cost we hope our readers will be-
come more than ever inter-tedin extending the circula.
tion of the WiTN®ss,

Thenew rates for the MBsSENGER are:

ativns, and
per annui

8D cents per annum

Surplus copies for distribution as traots,
12 dozen for $1.

The new rates for the New DoMiNioN MoxTHLY, on the
other hand, are somewhat higher than before, as some tm-
provements in get-up are to be iniroduced. They are as
follows : *

-.- $1.50
... 12.00
23 copled..ciceearecnciancinen... 35,00

The DosixtoN will be clubbed with the Wirnmss at
$1.25, instead of $1, a8 heretofore.

The new rates come into force this day, but except in
the case of subscriptions received after this date the post.
age will notbe pre-paid by us until after Qetober first,
when the new law comes fully into foroe.

J. DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers.

MoxTRzAL, May 1st, 1876,

The CANADIAN MESSENGER s printed and publishedon
the 1stand 15th of every month, at Nos. 218 and
220 St. James street, by JOEN DoUGALL & SoN, com-
posed of John Dougall, of New York, and John Red-
puth Dougall and J. D. Dongall, of Montreal.



