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TORONTO, NOVEMRER 5, 1837,

in fee,” ‘The names of her
merchant  princes  became
familiar ag household words
in the bazawrs of Damascus
and Ispahan.  Her marble
palaces were gorgeous with
the wealth of Ormuz and of
Inde.  Her daughers were
clothed with thestks of han
and the shawls of Cashimere,

Their howdoigs were franmut
with the perfumes of Avabia
Tolin, and tonetfud with the
nates of the bulbul from
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CatnEDRAL OF 8ax Manco, ViNick,

Venice From a Gondola.
HY TUE ENron.

Turke is o glorions City in the sea.

The sea i4 in the broad, the narrow streets,
Ebbing und Howing s and the galt seacweed
Clings to the mu ble of the palaces.

No track of men, 1o footsteps to and fro,
Lead toher gates. The path lies o'er the sea,

Invisible: and from the lana we went,

As toa foating city—steering in,

And gliding up her streets a9 in 2 deeam,

So smoothly, silently.

—Rogers.
Ix the fourth century a hand of fishermen,

flving from the ravages of Atilly, the Scourge
of God, bnilt their homes like waterfowl amid
the waves, Bold,
<kilful, adventwr-

Tar Campanink a¥v Doer's Yatace.

e ous, they extend
edtheir commeree
and conguests
the entire
Tavant sandsoon,
ke an exhalation
from the deep,
L rose the fair City
2 of the Nea. Dur
b ing tho Crusades
the city rose to
! apulence by the
i tiade theveby de-
veloped. In 1204
she becume mis-
tress of Constan-
tinoploand “held
the gorgeous Enst.

over

the gavdens of
Seatraz; andher
walls weroglow.
ing with tho
Yireathing  can-
vas of Titian
and Giorgione,
[u her golden
prime Venice
had Yorty thou-
sand sailovs,and
her fleet carried
the bauner of
St. Mark defi-
antly overevery
sew, At length
the son of her
ancient vival,

Scexk iy Vesier,

Doerr's Parack.

Genoa, discovered a New
World beyond the western
wave, and snatched forever
from Venice the keys of
the commerce of the seas.
Cadiz, Bristol, Londan,
Awmsterdam, beeame  the
new centres of trade; and
the discrowned Queen of
the Adriatic saw her glories
fade away.




—_

And

178

HOME AND SCHOOL.

As we glide along the iron way
eagerly scanning the horvizon, a dark
blue line of towers and churches,
seeming  to float upan  the waves,
comes gradually into view ; and with
a leap of the heart wo greet “the
longed-for, the most fair, the best
beloved City of the Sea.”

¢ She leohsa sea-Cyhele fresh from ocean,
R iz from her taia of prowd tow ers
Atany distance with nnjestic motien,
A ruler ot the waters and their powers.

1 <aw from out the wave her stroctures rise

Asat the strahee of the enchanter's wand ;

A thonsand years thaie clondy wings ex-
pand

Avound me, aud a dying glory smiles,

O'er the far times, when many a subjeet
Landt

L+ shed to the winzged Lion's marble piles

Where Venice sat m atate, throned on her
hundiad isles,”

We quickly cross from the malitland,
by 1 bridge over two miles long, to the
far-famed Queen of the Adrintic.

It is very odd on reaching Venice,
instend of being driven to one's hotel
in a noisy finere or rumbling onmibus,
to be borne over the water strveets, as
smoothly as in a dremmn, in a luxurious
gondola.  In the strange stillness
there was a suggestion of mystery, as
though the silent gliding figzures that
we passed were not living men of the
present, but the ghosts of the dim
generations of the shadowy past.

After dinner T sallied out for a
sunset row upon the Crind Canal
T had only to step to the door and
hold up my finger, when a gondolier,
with the stroke of his oar, brought his
bark 10 my feet.  The charm of that
first ride along that memory-haunted
water wiy, whose beauties are por
traved in every gnllery in Furope, will
never be forgotten. 1 was alone—as
one should be to let funcy conjure up
the pust. Onward 1 glided silently—

** By many n dome
Moaque-litie und many a stately portico,
The statues rangud along an arure sky;
By many a pile of more than Eastern pride,
Of ol thetesidence of merchunt kings,
The fronts of some, though Time had shar-
tered them,
Still glowing with the richest hues of art,
As though the wealth within them had run
o'er.”

Others are of a faded splendour wan,
and seetn, Narcissus-ike, to brood over
their veficetion in the wave.  Here are
the old historic palaces, whose very
names are potent spelis—the Palazzi
Manzoni, Foscari, Dandolo, Loredan,
once the abodes of kings and doges
and nobles.  1lere swept the bannered
wedieval pageants as the doges sailed
in gilded galley to the annual mairiage
of the Adriatic. There is the house,
says tradition, of the hapless Desde-
wona,  Now we glide beneath the
Rialto, with its memories of Shylock
the Jew and the Merchant of Venice,

“Now a Jesslca

At hor half-open Jattice.

T directed the gondolier to stop at

Gli Sealzi, a sunaptuous church of the
barefooted friurs, and attended the
singing of the Angelus.  The scene
was very impressive. The sweet-voiced
organ filled the shadowy vaults with
music.  Tho tupers gleamed on the
high altar, -reflected by the porphyry
and marble columns. A throng of
worshippers knelt upon the floor and
softly chanted the responses to the
choir.  And ut that sunset hour the
tishermen on the lagunes, the sailor on
the sen, the peasant on the shore, the
nuiden ac her book, the mother by her
babe, pause as they list the vesper-bell
and whisper the angel's salutation to
the blessed among women.

As tho sun went down T sailed out
intc the broad lagune, over the glowing
waves which ¢ emed like the sea of
aluss mingled with five.  The sunset
tires burned out to ashen grey. The
light fuded from the sky ; the towers
and  campaniles  gleamed  rosy ved,
then  paled to spectral white; and
the shadows crept over sea and land.
The gondolier lit the lamp at the
littlo vessel's prow, and rowed me
vack to my hotel through a labyvinth
of narrow canals threading the Ghetto,
or Jews' quarter, and the crowded
dwellings of the poor. The twinkling
lights from the lattices quivered on
the waves, anu the boatinan devoutly
crossed himself where the Jamp burned
Lefore the rude shrine of the Madonna,
As we traversed the narvow canals,
the cries of the gondoliers to pass to
the right or left—preme or stali—swas
heard amid the darkness, and great
skill .was exhibited in avoiding colli-
ston.  During the night, in the strange
stillness of that silent city, without
sound of horse or carringe, the distant
styaing of musie, ns some belated gon.
lolier sang a snatch, perchance from
Tasso or Ariosto, penetrated even the
drowsy tand of sleep, till T searce knew
whether my strange experience were
real or but the figment of a dream.

The great centre and focus of Vene-
tian life iy the Piazza of St. Mark.
[tis a large stone-paved square, sur.
rounded by the marble palaces of the
ancient Republic.  The only place in
Venice largo enough for a public pro-
menade, it is crowded in the evening
by a well-dressed throng of diverse
nationalities, many of them in pic-
turesque foreign costum. s, listening to
the military hand, sipping coflee at
tho cafés, or lounging under the ar-
cades.  Among tho throng may be
seen jet-black Tunisians, with their
snowy robes; Turks, with their fez
and embroidered vests;  Albaniuns,
Grecks, and  Armenians;  Luglish,
French, German, Russinn, Austrian,
and American tourists. The women
of Venice have very regular features
and fine classic profiles, & circumstance
which I attribute to the large infusion
of Greek blood arising from the inti-
mate relations for centuries of the
Republic with Greece and the Levant.
They wear a graceful mantilla over
their heads, in quite an oriental man-
ner; und a dark bodice, scarlet ker-

chiof, and frequently a yellow skirt
and blue apron—na bright symphony
of colonr that would delight an ar-
tist's eye.

A curious illustration is hero given
of tho permanenco of Furopean insti-
tutions and customs. An extraordi.
nary number of pigeons will bo seen
nestling in the nooks and crannies of
the surrounding buildings, perclied on
the fagade of St. Mark, billing and coo-
ing, and tamely hopping about almost
under the feet of tho promenaders,
At two o'clock overy day a large bell
is rung, and instantly the whirr of
wings is heard, and hundreds of snowy
pigecons are secen flocking from all
directions to an opening near the roof
of the municipal palace, where they
dre fed by public dole. This beautiul
custom, recalling the expression of
Scripture, “TFlying as doves to the
windows,” has been observed during
six stormy and changeful centuries.
Accorang to tradition, the old Doge
Dandolo, in the thirteenth century,
sent the tidings of the conquest of
Candin by carrier pigeons to Venice,
and by a decree of the Republic their
descendants were ordered to be for-
ever maintained at the expense of the
State,

The glory of this stately square,
however, is the grand historie church
of St. Mark. All words of descrip
tion must be tame and commonplace
after Ruskin’s glowing pen-picture of
this glorious pile :—

A multitude of pillars and white domes,
clustered into a long, low pyramid of
coloured light: a trcasure heap it scems,
patly of gold, and partly of opal and
mother-of-peard, hollowed beneath into five
great vaulted porches, ceiled with fair
mosaic, and beset with sculptures of ala.
baster, clear as amber and delicate as ivory.
And romnd the walls of the porches there
are sct pillars of variegated stones, jasper
and porphyry and deep-green serpentine,
spottad with flakes of suow, and marbles
that half refuse and half yield to the sun,
shiine, Cleopatra-like, their bluest veins to
kiss,—the shndow, as it steals back from
them, revealing line after line of azure
undulation, us n receding tido leaves the
waved sind 3 their capitals, rich with inter.
woven tracery, rooted kuots of herbage,
and drifting leaves of ancanthus and vine,
and mystical signs all beginning and ending
in the Cross ; and above than in the broad
archivolts a continuous chain of langunage
and life—angels and the signs of heaven,
and tho labours of men, cach in its appointed
season upon the carth; aud above these
another range of glittering pinnacles, mixed
with white arches edged with scarlet flowers
—a confusion of delight amid which the
breasts of the Greek horses are seen Blazing
in their breadth of golden strength, and the
St. Mark’s Lion lifted on a blue field covered
with stars; until at last, as if in «cstasy,
the crests of thie arches break into a marble
foam, and toss theieslvey far into the blue
sky, in flashes and wreaths of senlptured
spray, a8 if the breakers on the Lido shore
had heen frost-bound bLefore they fell, and
the sea-nymphs had inlaid them with coral
and amcthyst.*

*The Vandal.liko proposal hus recently
been made to ““restore” this matchless
facade in modern workmanship.  Such a
vigorous protest, however, is raised against
tho achome, that it will hardly bo carried
into exccution.

Abova the great partal ramp are the
Greek broize horses, brought by Con-
staiting to Byzantimmi, by Dandolo to
Vohico, by Napoleon to Paris, and ve-
stored to their present position by the
Emjeror Francis.

“t Thiy atriks the ground resounding with
_their féet,

And froim_thoir nostrils bresthe etherinl
flamd.”

As W8 cross the portico wo step
upori a porphyry slab} on which, seven
centuried ago, the Emperor Barburossa
knelt aifd received upon his neck the
foot of Pope Alexander 111, who
chanted the while the versicle, Thou
shalt tread upon the lion and the
adder, the young lion and the dragon
shalt thou traraple under foot.” “To
Suint Poter I kneel; not to thee,” said
the Lmperor, stung with the humilia-
tion, “To me and to Saint Peter,”
replied the haughty Pontifl; pressing
once more his foot upon his vassal’s
neck. The proud monarch was then
obliged to hold the stirrup of the
priest as he mounted his ass, not
“meck and lowly,” like his Master,
hut miore haughty than earth’s might-
iest kings.

In that same porch the Doge Dan-
dolo, “near his hundredth ycar, and
blind—his eyes put out—stood with
his armour on,” era with five hundred
gallant ships he sailed away, in his
hand the gonfalon of Venice, which
was soon to float in victory over the
mosques and inarets of proud By-
zantium.

Let us enter the church. A vast
and shadowy vault opens before us.
The wmosaic pavement heaves and falls
in marble waves upon the floor. “Tho
roof sheeted with gold, and the polish.
ed wall covered with alabaster,” reflect
the light of the altar lamps, “and the
glories around the heads of the saints
flash upon usas we pass them and sink
into the gloon.” The austere mosaics,
some dating back to the tenth century,
made the old church during long ages
a great lluminated Bible—its burden
the abiding tro ., “Christ is risen?
Christ shall come!” “ Not in wanton.
ness of wealth,” writes Ruskin, “were
those marbles hewn into transparent
strength, and thoso arches arrayed in
the colours of the iris. There is a
message written in the dyes of them
that once was written in blood ; und a
sound in the echoes of their vaults that
one day shall fill the vault of heaven—
‘He shall return to do judgiment and
justice.’”” The old church was to the
unlettered people o visible “imago of
the Bride, all glorious within, her rai-
ment of wrought gold.”

I lingered for hours, spell-bound,
studying the antique frescoces of patri.
archs, prophets, kings, apostles, mar.
tyrs, angels and dragons, forms beauti-
ful and terrible, the whole story of the
Old and New Testament, tho life and
miracles of Christ, and tho final glories
and terrors of tho Apocalypss; and
listening the while to tho chanting of
the priests and the solemn cadenco of

|
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tho organ and choir, On the high
aliar aro reliefs of the eleventh century,
containing noarly threo hundred fig-
ures; and alabaster columns, according
to (tradition, from the temple of Solo-
mon, through which the light of a taper
shines; and underncath are the so-
called tomb and rulics of St. Mark, I
stood in the ancient pulpit, descended
ingo the dim, weird crypts, and climbed
to the corridor that goes around the
building within and without, and feit
to tno full the spell of this old historic
church.

In tho pinzzn riscs, to the height of
over three hundred feet, the isolated
square campanile of St. Mark, from
which I enjoyed a magnificent sunset
view of the city, the lngunes, the curv-
ing shore of the Adriatic, and the
distant Tyrolese and Julian Alps.

For six centuries and more the grey
old tower, which Galileo used to climb,
has looked down upon the square, the
sceno of so many stately pagennts. I
has witnessed the doges borne in their
chairs of state, and borne upon their
biers; triumphal fétes and fureral pro-
cessions ; the madness of the masquer-
ade and carnival; and the tragedy of
the scaffold and the headman’s axe.

Near the church is the far-famed
Pulace of the Doges, with its stately
Lanquet chambers and council halls.
Ascending the graud stairway on

which the doges were crowned, whero.

the venerable Ialicro in his cightieth
year was exceuted, and down which
rolled his gory head, and the Scula
d’Oro, which only the nobles inscribed
in the Golden Book were permitted to
tread, we enter the great galleries filled
with paintings of the triumphs of Ven-
ice, her splendour, pomp, and pride,
and portraits of seveuty-six doges.
Here is the largest painting in the
world, the “Puradise” of Tintoretto,
crowded with hundreds of figures,
The hylls of the Senate, the Council of
Ten, and of the Inquisitors of the Re-
public, with their historic frescoes,
their antique furniture and fino caryu-
tidos supporting tho marble mantels,
and their mewmories of glory and of
tyranny, all exert & strange fascina-
tion over the mind. In the splendid
library I saw a copy of the first printed
cdition of Homer, and rare old speci-
mens of the famous Aldine classics.
Crossing the gloomy Bridge of Sighs,
I entered the still more gloomy prison
of the doges, hawn'ed with the spectres
of their murdered victims. ‘There are
two tiers of dungeons—one below the
level of the canal, whose sullen waves
could be heard by tho prisoner lapping
against the walls of his cell, The guide
showed me the instrumeats of torture,
the hideous apparatus of murder, the
channels made for the flowing bloed,
the secret opening by which the bodies
of tha victims wero conveyed to the
canal, and the cell in which the Doge
Marino Faliero was confined. In the
lntter, ho told me, although I doubt
the story, that Byron onco spent 48
hours, that ho might goin inspiration
for his gloomy tragedy upon the sub-

Ject. The guide took away his tuper
for a time, that I might realizo tho
condition of the unhappy prisoner.
The darkness was intense, and could
almost be felt. A very few minutes
was long enough for e,

The ancient arsenal is an interesting
relic of the golden prime of Venice.
It once employed 16,000 men, and
Dante compares the Stygian smoke of
the Inferno to that from its seething
caldrons of tar. In its magazine are
the remaing of tho Bucentaur, the
golden galley with threo hundred
rowers, from which the doge, arrayed
in moro than oriental pomp, used
annually to wed the Adriatic by
throwing into it a ring, with the
words, “Desponsamus ¢, mare, tn sig-
wim veri perpeluique dominii.”’—*We
wed thee, O Sea, in token of our true
and perpetual sovereignty.”

¢Tho gpouscless Adriatic mourns hor lord ;
And, annual marriage now no moro renewed,
‘The Bucentaur lics rotting unrestorod,
Neglected garment of her widowhood”

The swords of the Foscari, the
arwour of the doges, the iron helmet
of Attila, the “oriflanunes that flut-
tered in the hot breath of battle in
the days of the crusades,” and other
relics of the past, are also shown. At
the gute is seen an antique lion from
the plain of Marathon.

Many of the other churches of Ve-
nice, as well as St. Mark’s, ave of great
interest, cspecially those containing
the sumptuons tombs of the doges, and
the monuments of Titian and Canova.
In one epitaph I read the significant
words, “The terror of the Greeks lies
here.” T visited also the great hos-
pital of St. Mark, with six hundred
patients well cared for in the maguiti
cent apavtinents of o mediweval prlace.

The people whom I saw in the
churches seemed very devout and very
superstitions. I saw ono woman rub
and kiss the calico dress of an fmnge
of the Virgin with soven swords in her
hieart, as if in hope of deriving spirituy)
eflicacy therefrom. I saw another ox-
posing her sick child to the influence
of a relic held in the hands of a priest,
just ns she would hold it to o firoe to
warm it. On the Rialto, once the
commercial exchange, “where mer
chants most do congregate,” now lined
on cither sido with small huxter shops,
[ bought, as a souvenir, a black-faced
Byzantine image of the Virgin, T
had previously bought at Naples, for
the modest sum of a penny, a couple
of scapulars—a much-prized charm
against sickness and danger. I visited
two of the private palaces on the
Grand Canal, whose owners were sum-
mering in Switzerland or at some Ger-
man spa. Bvorything was as tho
family left it, even to the carved chess:
men sct out upon the board. The an-
tique furniture, rich tapestry, and
stamped leather arras, the paintings
and statuary, seewed relics of the
gollen time when the merchant kings
of Venice were lords of all the seas,

Two of the most interesting indus-

tries of Venice ure the mosnic factory

on the Grand Cuaunal, and tho glass
works on the Island of Murano. The
mosaic is made of gliss cubes, of
which, T way told, 10,000 different
shades were employed to imitate the
colours of the paintings to bLe copied.
‘The result, however, was less beautiful
than at the stone mosaic factory which
[ visited at TFlovence. The Venetinn
glass-work is of wondeful delicacy and
Leauty ; und the flowers, portraits, nnd
other designs, which are spun by the
yard, and which appear on the surface
of the cross-section, are of almost in-
comprehensible ingenuity and skill.

As T was rowed out to Murano, 1
passed on a lonely island the cemctery
of Venice. Mow dreary must their
funcrals be—the sabloe bark, like that
which bore Elnine, “the lily maid of
Astolat,” gliding with mufiled oars
across the sullen waves!

Tho gondola, in its best estate, is a
sombre funereal-looking bark, draped
iu solemn black, its stecl-peaked prow
curving like a swan'’s neck from the
wave. Its points are thus epitomized
by Byron :—

**Tis a long covered boat that's comraon
here,
Carved at tho prow, built lightly bue
compactly,
Rowed by two rowers, cach called a gon.
dolicr;
It glides along the water looking blackly,
Just like a cotlin clapped in a canoe,
\Where nono can make out what you say or
do.”

There are, of course, no wells in
Venice, except an Artesian boring:
hut in each parish is a stone cistern,
which is filled every night by a water
boat from the mainland. The iron
cover over this is unlocked every
worning by the priest of the neigh-
bouring church; and one of the most
picturesquo sights of the city is to sce
the girls and women tripping to the
wells, with two brass vessels supported
by a yoke upon their shoulders, for
the daily supply of water.

Gliding along a lateral canal in my
gondola one day, I saw on a wall the
words “ Capilla Metodista—Nethodist
Chapel.” T soon afterwards found it
out. It was a private house in a very
narrow street. 1 introduced myself,
and was very warmly greeted by the
worthy pastor, the Rev. IIenry Bor
clly, and his wife. They were both
Italian, but spoke TFrench fluently..
They represent the Methodist Epis.
copal Church of the United States.
They showed me the chapel, a very
comfortable room which would hold
two hundred persons; but they spoke
of the great discouragements anA diffi-
culties under which they laboured, and
asked for the prayers of the Methodists
of Amecrica on their belalf. Aftera
very agreeablo interview, Mr. Borelly
courteously accompanied mo back to
my hotel, and gave mo at parting a
hearty God-speed and “bon voyage.”

On the lsst evening before I left
Venice, T sailed, in & glowing sunset,
to tho Libo shore. In the golden

radianee, the marble ¢ity seemed trans-
figured to chrysophrase and alabaster,
reflected ju the glassy wave,  The
purpla curtaing of the night closed
round the scene, and only the long
line of twinkling lights vevealed where
the Sea Queen lay. 1t was with a
keen regret that T tore myself away
for no spot in Ttaly, [ thinlk, exercises
such a potent fascination over mind
and heart.  “’Chere can be no favewell
to scenes like these.”

“All Right”

BY, W BARNETT.

Iy only an engine driver,
That works on the hue of rail ;
Without o'en a mother or sister,
Or wifo, wy lot to hewail,
It's not very lively to think of,
But { have a sensitive mind 3
At least, that is tor o driver,
A thing you may not oft find,

It’s not very pleazant to faney
Eaeh day you may dvive to death,
And yet that's the case with us duvers,
Safe neither in Jimb nor Lreath,

've luud fricnds on many nn engine,
Who died in red blood on the hne
Crushed like a dog—and L'm thinking,
One day the same end will be mine,

Did I ever have a fond mother?
Well, steanger, { yust think I bad ;
But "twas years ago in the fav off,
Wihen I was o roving young lud.
Don't Iaugh =1 loved my good mother—
No, no, it wasn't a tear
I dropped from my smoky eyelids?
Do you want to hear me swear?

I uscd to, and that in carnest,
But that's some time ago ;
1'vo got to be somewhat veligons,
A respectable deiver now,
It's praying, [ s’pose, for our parson
Says thut it's right to pray:
There's room for us drivers in heaven,
Last night [ heard him say,

"Taint often I go to chureh,
Tor us chaps aint got o time

From mormng 1o night we're driving,
Along this old smwky line,

But I went, and felt very funny.
A dreadful sinner I guess s

And I've prayed that 1 might be religious
Tho' 1 wear but a driver's drvess.

Well, there, T must turn on steam;
A driver's no time to lose
The whistles the word to us chaps,
And "taint for onrsclves to choose.
So push on, my hearty—I love
To hear her shrick in her fight
1t’s ouly the signal that steps us,
And now the siganal's * All Righe.”

The Rev. George C. Haddock’s
Work.

Tur wurder of the Rev. George C.
Haddock by the ligquor men of Sioux
City, Towna, has been ‘ollowed by the
closing up of two.thirds of the saloons
then running iu the town, the severe
enforcement of liquor laws which were
a dead letter there, the indictment of
ten men for murder in the first degree,
the disgrace of the mayor and tho
district attorney, and the completo
revolution of public sentiment on the
liquor question. It would have taken
Haddock years to do in life what his
death  has accomplished in n few
months; and tho end is not yet.
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Living for Jesus.

Eacn day to live for desus !
How bleed life wonld e,
Hf gvatefully, dear Saviour,
Wegnne cach day ta theet
Py Jove to ws ro boutle s,
We never canrepay,
But we s Joving rervae
Moy rendor day by day,

Ui lodiay to speak for Joaas,
With sy mpathy aud love,

o thoso who'ro satddy Gapted,
Led bid them look alua,

Where Clirist, the only Refuge,
I3 waiting toreceive

A those who ueed a liclper,
And on lus nune believe,

Laeh day to work for Jesus
To try, for his dear sake,
Wherever ho has placed us,
The bread of lifo to tweak s
"o do romo deed of Kindness,
Another’s burden bear,
And with the poor and needy
Our blessings freely shave.
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BS250,000

FOR MISSIONS
FOR THE YEAR 1887.

Avose the thousands of graduniesof
the Chautanqua Literoy and Scientific
Civele, tho present year, was Me, KL AL
Burnell, of Hlinois, ihe well-known Jay
evangelist, who hes Jiterally pricached
tho world around. A private ltter
fromn lim, although not wriiten for
publication, is worthy of insertion here,
in view of the interest it will have
to the thousands of readers who are
familiar with him and his good work.
IHesays: “Asalad in old Northamp-
ton, 1 looked lonvingly to eight miles
distant, herse, The rocky farm,
fourteen wiles out (from where I had
come), could not send abiny to college,
and I continuved at the juck plane. My
last winter at school was in the good
old town of Jonathan Edwards. Ten
dollmas as prizes in ten unequal parts,

Am
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An Old Man's Word.

1 Mer him one duy on his way to
the place where prayer was wont {o
be said.  ITe hiad just pussed the mile-
L stone of life lubelled #Seventy yeurs.”
His back was bent, his linbs tremiled
besido his stail's his clothes were 0.,
his voico was husky, his hair was white,
his eyes were dim, and his faco was
B furrowed.  Withal, ho seemed still
fond of life and full of gladness, not,
at all put out with hislot. Ilo hum-
; med the lines of w familine hymn as
was given to tho ten who had most | his Jegs and cano carried him slowly
eradit. IUs ever been  wonder to mae | along. .
that I should receivo ¢Crabbe, Herbert | Aged friend,” said 1, ¢ why should
and Pollock,’ as first prizes; you will [ an old man bo merry 1"
wonder with me, know-

ing that Professor P AR '\Y'%\\\\wzh‘ﬂt YN
William 1. Whitney, .{177//;/»,;{/},? d Ss‘%;\\\\%\\\\\\\%\‘:\&p\g\: i,;:‘v‘/}/h:\\
of Yale, was my com- gy s’’’ f- . \_‘.,"f_/f-"f‘. N btz
petitor, 3£ T did out- " e

distancoe him as 2 boy,
he hag trinmphed over
mo continually as a
wman,  Move than two
scoro years have pass-
ed, and yesterday, at,
the hand of Chancellor
Vincent, Ireceived my
C. L. & C. diploma.
Nearly eight hundred
of '875" ook them on
tho gronnd, and from
five tosix thousand re-
ceived them by mail”

Beciy cach day with
prayer. )

City or Vesice.

o ———— .

AN aro not,” said he.

“Well, why, then, should you be
merry 4?

¢ Because T belong to the Lord.”

“Are none ‘others happy at your
timo of life?”

“No, nob one, wy friendly gues.
tioner,” said he s and ns he said more,
his form straightened into the stature
of bis younger days, und something of
inspivation seb a beautiful glow aevoss
his comntennnce. ¢ Tisten, plezse, to
the truth, from one who knows, then
wing it ronud the warld, and no man
of three-score years and ten shall ho
for nd to gainsay my words—7%a devil
hasmo happy old man.” -Selected.

Tug Graxb Cayal AND CRURCH 0F SaNTA MARIA pELLA SALUTE,
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Tuy Brivee oF Stais,

“Tell Jesus.”

Is there a shadow vesting on thy brow,
Caused by tho duily cares that nonc may
know ;
Trinls which, little though they scemin one,
Oft fret thy life iy water frets the stone.
Tell Jesus.

I3 there o chord within thy aching brecsy,
Morc sensitive to pain than all the ot
That oft is struck by cruelty and wrong,
Until thou fuin would’st ery, “0O Lord, how
long?”
Tell Jesus.

And docs thy spirit gricve o'er doubts and
8in 3
Thick clowds without and ficry durts within,
Poor tempted one, there is an eye above
Marking thee daily with a pitying love,
‘el Jesus.

And when dark waves of tribulition roll

In wild and surging billows o’er thy soul,

Oh think, umid the tempest’s might of One

Who cried in that dark hour, *Thy will be
done;"

Tell Jesus.

And dost thon moan in solitary moad,

Righing because thou urt not understond,

That in tho world there is no apirit tone

T'o echo tho sweet wusic of thinc own;
Tell Jesus,

-
Tue GoLbEx Housg—VENICL.

Oh, muy this thought sustaun thiee m thy grief

Thongh carthly sympathy give no reticf,

Y et there is One vwho hends from courts nbove

T'o suund all depths of human woe and love,
Tell Jesus,

The Two Paths.

BY MARY DWINELL CHELLIS.

CPLAsE, sir, will Johnnie and
Carvie sign my pledge?” asked Jittle
Fannic Swan as she stood on the
pinzz where M. Dustin was reading
his newspaper and smoking.

“What kind of a pledge isit?7” he
asked.

“A temperance pledge,” auswered
Fannie.  “Tt is a promise never to
taste of any kind of liquor, so they
won't ever be drunkards,” she added,
gaining courage as she spoke.

“P risk them,” responded  the
tather.  “ 1 dow’t want them to make
any foolish promises.  When they
grow up, if they want to drink a glass
of Jiquor, 1 don’t want them to feel
they must tell a lic to do it. They
will kuow cnough to take care of
themselves; so you can just run along
with your pledge Lo some-
body who needs
it

Thiswas Fan-
. hio Swan’s first
B clfort to obtain
signatures to
4 thetotalabstin.
cuco pledge,
and  natuvally
i shewasdiscour-
 aged. She went
home and told
her mother it
was no uso for
to try any more.
Shc was sure she should
y fuil every time.

But the next morning.
she was more hopeful,
and, encouraged by her
parents, started out
again, She had only

~//
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crossed the street when she met 2 hoy
who was in the class with her at xchool,
and asked him atonee it he would sign
her temperance pledge.

“Sign i OF course | owill,” he
replivd  heartily 1+ and taking  paper
and peneil from lier Iiuds, wrote his
name in large, plain characters. As
he returned them he said s “That is
the best T can do with my knee for o
table; but I'll swear to my mark
every time, and keep my pledgo to
the end.”

It was casy after this for Funnic
Swan to ask others, and when she
compared notes with those who had
enlisted in the work at the same time
as herself she found she had obained
the Targest number of names,

“Child’s play,” remavked Mr. Dustin,
who could not easily forget the vebuil
he had given,  “Such pledges don'y
count for anvthing when a hoy comes
to think for himself.  Wait a few
years and yow'll find iy words proved
true.”

Twenty-five years have passed, since
then.  The boy whose futher objectud
to his signing the pledge and the boy
who was so willing to sign it are still
living in their native town. 'They
were schoolmates and friends in the

Chave seemed like “ehild’s play

old time, but they aro now far apart
in social position.

One frequents the lowest saloons,
and is often intoxicated for days.  He
broke no pledge when he started on s
downward career, but he has broken
his mother’s heart and disgraced the
father who was so sure of him.

The other is an honourable Christian
business man, respected by wdl who
know him,  Nigning the pledge may
» tO
those who saw his Jaughing manner,
but it was fie more than that to him.
It was a restraint upon him when he
mingled with others less serupulous,
and as he frankly acknowledges, it
has had no small influence in making
him what he is.

Two paths opencd before two boys,
and each has walked in his own chosen
way,  Two paths open bLefore every
child who reads this,

See to it, my veader, that you choose
the path leading to prosperity, happi-
ness, and eternal  life.—Zemperance
Banner,

&

B pleasant and kind to those around
you. The man who stirs his cup with
an icicle spoils the tea and chills -his
own fingers,

A Goy

buLA.
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Autumn,
BY DRLLA ROGRRS.

Tux autunn winds are shrilly whisthng
round ue,

While never ceasing falls the dreary rain,

The sky o’ercust, a chearloss domeo alove us,

As if the sun would ne'er shine out ngain.

Beneath the maple’sshade, wherolate wesat,

To whilo away tho lazy hours that scemed a0
long,

The fallen leaves lie withered now, aud rust-
ling,

Whisper to us, the summer's past and gone.

And pow the fallen leavesare lying withered,
Or 20ftly rushing o'er the barren ficld,

In mournful tones they tell us life is fleeting,
That duys pass swift and are foreversealed ;
Each ono a poge, a leaf of our lifo's atory,
Till the brief sumuner of our lives bas flitted

by,

Aund aututiu comes, to stay tho angel’s pinion
And tell to us that we too must droop and die,

Oh! let us live that when our days are
numwbered,

And clozed the scene and record of our life,

We egch may come with garnered sbeaves
rejoicing,

\While every heart with lasting joy is rife.

Sow well the seed in apring-time, and in
swingner

Watch well the p:.
dare

When autmwn comes, our life's work ol
accomplished,

We'll rost from Iabour in the glad home
*over there.”

Grarroy, Sept. 11th,

&

Art.

BY JIMMY BROWN,

8 here given to our

Art is alwost as useful as history or
arithmetic, and we ought all to learn
it, so that we can make beautifyl
things and elevate ~ur minds. Art is
done with mud in the irst place. The
art wan takes a large chunk of mud
and squeezes it untdl it is like n besn-
tiful man or wowan ar wild bull ; and
then he takes a marble grave-stone and
cuts it with a chisel until it is exactly
like the piece of mud. If you want a
solid photograph of yourself made out
of marble, the art man covers your
face with mud, and when it gets hard
he takes it off, and the inside of it is
just like 8 mould, so that he can fill it
full of inelted marble, which will be
an exact photogeaph of you as soon as
it gets cool.

This is what one of the men who
belong to the course of lectures told
us. He said be weuld have shown us
exactly how to do art, and would have
made a beautiful portrait of a friend
of his, naaned Vee Nuss, right on the
stage before our eyes, only he couldn’t
get the right kiud of mud, I believed
him then, but I don’t believe him now.
A man who will contrive to get an
junocent boy into = terrible scrape
isn’t above telling what isn’t true.
He conld have got 1mud if he'd wanted
it, for there was mornsmillion tons of
it in the strect; and it's wy belief
that be couldo’t have made anytbing
beautiful if he'd had mud a foot deep
on the stage.

As I said, I believed everything the]
man said} and when the lecture was
over, and father said, “I do hope,

Jimmy, you have got some benefit

from the lecture this time;” and Sue
said, “A great dea) of benelit that
boy will evar get unless he gets it with
o good big switch,—don’t 1 wish I was
his father, O I'd let him know.” 1
wade up wmy mind that I would do
some art the very next day, and show
people that T could get lots of beneit
if I wanted to.

I have spoken about our baby a good
wmany times. It's no good to anybedy,
and I call it a failure. It's a year and
threo months old now, and it cant
talk or walk; und as for reading or
writing, you might as well expect it
to play base-ball. I alwa:'s knew how
to read and write, and there must be
something the matter with this baby
or it would know more.

Last Monday mother and Sue went
out to make culls, and left me to take
care of the baby. They had done that
before, and the baby had got me into
u scrape, s0 I didn’t want to be ex-
posed to its temptations; but the
more I begged them not to leave me,
the more they would do it ; apd mother
suid, “I know you'll stay and be a
good boy while we go and make those
horrid calls ;” and Sue said, “I'd bet-
ter, or 1'd get what I wouldn't like.”

After they'd gone I tried to think
what I could do to please them snd
make everybody around me better and
happier. After o while T thought jt
would be just the thing to do some
art and make o marble photograph of
the baby, for that would shovy every-
body that I had got some benefit from
the lectures, gnd the photograph of
the taby would delight mother and
Sue.

I took mother’s fruit basket and
filled it with mud out of the back-
yard, It was nice thick mud, aud it
would stay in any shape that you
squeczed it into, so that it wag just
the thing to do art with. I laid the
baby on its back on the bed, and
covered its face all over with the mud
about two inches thick. A fellow
who didn't know anything about art
wmight have killed the baby, for if you
cover a baby’s mouth and nose with
aud it can’t breathe, which is very
unhealthy ; but I left its nose so it
could breathe, and intended to put an
extra picce of wud over that part of
the nould after it was dry. Of course
the baby howled all it could, and it
would have kicked dreadfully only I
fastened its arms and legs with a
shawl strap so that it conldn’t do itself
any harra.

The mud wasn't half dry when
mother and Suc and father cawe in,
for he met them at the front gate.
They all came upstairs, and the mo-
ment they saw the baby they said the
most dreadful things to me without
waiting for me to explain. I did
manage to explain a little through the
closet door while father was looking
for his rattan cane, but it didn't do
the least good.

I don’t want to hear any more about
art or to sec any more lectureg. ‘There

e

is nothing so ungrateful as people, end.

if T did do what *wasn’t just what
peoplo wanted, they might have re-
membered that T meant well, and only
wauted to please them and elevate
their minds.—/arper's Young 'eople.

g

The Blind Man’s Testimony.

Ik stood before the Sanhedrim;

‘The scowling rabbis gazed at him ;

e recked not of their praise or blame;
There waa no fear, there was no shamo
FFor one upon whose dazzled eyey

‘Tho world poured its vast surpriso
Tho open heaven was far too near,

His tirst day’s light toa sweet and clear,
‘I'o let him waste his now-gained ken
On the hato-clouded fuco of men.

But still they questioned, Who art thou?
What hast thou been? \What art thou now?
‘Thou grt not ho who yesterday

Sat here and begged beside the way ;

Ior ho was blind.

~—And I am he;
Tor I was blind but now I sco.

Ho told the story o’cr and o'er;

It was his full heart's only lore;

A prophet on the Sabbath day,

Hadd touched his sightless eyes with elay,
And wade him sce who had been blind,
Their words passed by hiwm like the wind
\Which raves and howls but cannot shock
The hundred-fathomed-rooted rock,
‘Their threats and fury all went wido;
They could not touch his Hebrew pride;
Their snecrs at Jesus and his baud,
Nameless and homeless in the land,
‘I'heir boaste of Moses and his Lond,

All could not chango him by one word.

I koow pot what tbis man may be,
Sivner or saint, but as fur e

One thing I know, that I mn e
That once was blind, but now I sct.

They were doctors of renown,

The great men of a famous town,

With decp brows wrinkled, broad anad wise,

Beneath their broad phylacteries ;

The wisdom of tho East was theirs,

And honour crowned their silver hairs,

The man they jeered and langhed to scorn

\Vas unlearned, poor, and humbly born ;

But he knew better far than they

\What came to him that Sabbath day;

And what the Christ had done for him

Ho know aud not the Sanbedrim.
—Iarper's Magazine.

A Noble Girl.

Some years ugo there lived in Swe-
den, with her wealthy relatives, an
orphan girl named Agnes lender-
strom. There seemed to bo danger of
her growing up a spoiled child, but
when quite young she becamo a Chris-
tian, and began to work for others.
She is now living in London, where
she hns a great influence for good
nmong sailors. A brief skoich of her
life is given in the LPunsy :—

“One day she heard a Swedish min.
ister preach, and soon after Agnes
gave her heart to Jesus. Strangely
enough, she begair herself to preach
to her peoplo—now in school-houses,
now in great halls. Often she would
address, on the streets of T.ondon,
great crowds of tho worst sort of
people. For years she thus toiled on
among the wrotched and wick~d and
dangerous people who infeswed cast
Lor.lon. Oncoshe was speaking alone,
in.an awful place, to twenty drunken

sailors, while thoy yolled gnd blas- ]

phemed, Sull she continued, as best
she could, to tell them the wondrous
story of redeeming love. Think of
the *spoiled Agnes! coming to be such
a brave, true woman!  8ho still shud-
dora to vomember those awful moments
when she did not know but those
wretches would tear her to pieces.
‘Lhey did not: they becume quict and
subdued, The next evening they
cawe, bringing somo of their comrades
with them. Then came a smal] lecture-
room by her efforts—then a lnrge one.
A few years ago Miss Agnes went
among the good people of London and
told them about the wretched people
among whom she was labouring, es-
pecially the wicked sailors. They gave
her money to build a home for suilovs,
when they camo on shore without
friends, and an army of saloons tempt-
ing them to drink, and waste all thewr
earnings in riotous living. Well, after
waiting some months for builders to
tinish the work, she clapped her hands
—not on a guitar, a8 when a child,
but together, as she walked through
this home. She is solo manager of the
suilors’ boarding-house.  There she
sees that tho beds are clean and the
meals good. She has books and papers,
and, best of all, her dear Master, Jesus,
in this home. More than a thousand
sailors are thought to have been saved
from their wicked ways through this
wonderful Agnes Henderstpom.”

&

Boxwood.

Boxwaoun, on which the engraverg

make such fine wood-engravings for
illustrated newspapers, is imported
mostly from the Mediterranean shores
of Spain and Turkey. It comes in
small blocks of a roundish but irregular
form, and perhaps an inch thick. This
shape represents the outline of the
tree-trunk or the main branch from
which they were sawed off. The box
tree, as a good many readers nay not
know, is a varicety of the odorous dwarf
box which, only two or three feet high,
is cultjvated in this coyutry in gardens
and used for forming edgings for flowyer-
beds and gravel-walks; and cven the
tree from which the wood is cut for
engrayers’ Ysg never grows to any lavge
sizo twenty feet is sbout its usual
height. It is, morcover, a slow-grow-
ing tree, as trees having very hard,
dense wood ususlly are; and it need
not be surprising, therefore, that the
Jargest blocks imported for the en-
gravers rarcly exceed five inches in
diameter. In making a picture large
enough to cover a magazine page s good
many separate bits of wood huve to be
used. Putting these together so that
overy part fits exactly. and no white
lines show in the.printed picture is a
trade by itself. ' .
" Boxwood, being of such slow growth,
is becoming scarce. The supply does
not keep pace with the moderndemand.
Some substitute is anxiously looked
for, and even cefluloid is being tried
in some experiments, but with no pro-
mising resulta.

G
lo

s

»—_'



HOME AND BSCHOOL. 183
 best The True Shepherd. is 9 feet 10 inchos and the breadth 5 | set a high value on domesticlife. Lifo A Chinese Hospital,
Irous [The following lines wero found, it is said, | feet 3 inches, In towns is less domestic, and more Ix one of the most crowded thorough.
'k of upon the person of Fuber, ufter death; set | This tunnel, which has taken so publie, Mahy have only rooms, not | fayes of the Chinese quarter of Shang.
such lb':”ll:l(::?lc—':l :\:;f)t‘:- :‘:l)l'll')"g ';\?\'"‘ll]{r '“:ld long in muking, has cost very wearly [ homes. There is so littls in them to hai, there has stood for forty years a
—{ne W sunyr n few :rsons | | 1R W ST W 3 Y v, H i
shud- in Eum.::o and America,) 4 ® million sterling, but the mongy !m]d men to them. Ience, excitement free native hospital, mmnl_?' stipported
1ients s tori : appears to have been well spent; at {in public is sought to supply the place by tlie European community,  Very
: W48 wandering anc weary, least i H o i joys. W this is t] strange its wap -
Enosc When my Saviour came anto me, : tolo, ‘preiclmtf ger;;:mtlon. lm; no :)l hoxtx‘:: J}oys L) he}n i lle case ;-tx]n.n?e. its w 1:2;]]5 100k.nt ﬁ;st to :;hf
eces. For the ways of sin grew dreury, ause to grumble, for 10 saving from 1o attachment to home, as a home, | Jjg), visitors 10 patients bring their
and And the world had ceased to woo mo— be'nzg able to do away with the water- | is lessened. Thti house becomes a [ gwn bedding, consisting of a bamboo
they And I tought I heard him say. raising applinuces amounts to £15,000 | place where wo board, not where we mat and a wadded quilt. Those who
ades :}8_"“’ came along his way— & year.  There is one further point, | are at home. This is an evil. - We | can move about are the only regular
ure- Wandering souls, o, do come near 1% [ however worth notice, for if we have might lay it down as a rule, that in | attendants of those who éannot. The
My sheep should nover fear mo— tl Ivant: " cand . ; . . .
one, I am their Shepherd true» 10 advantage of our great grand- | proportion to the attachment of men house-surgeon and dispenser is n Chris.
vent fathers in the matter of. mechanical | and womeh to their homes 50 is the | tjn Chinaman, for thirty years con-
and At fitst I would not hearken, appliances, they certainly were better strength of o nation's life, nected with the hospita), and one of
ople B ':"‘ l";_‘f“'lf till t:i’e ;"0{1'0“’— off in the price of labour. The origi- [ There was real home life at Bethany. | the first converts of a tissioh school.
. ut my life began to darken . . . , . . . .
es- And T grow sick with sorrow— nfl contract fox: the tunnel, made in { In it there Was a trug element of joy. Yearly about 800 patienta pass through
ave Aud I thought I heard him say, 1782, was that it should be completed | All Joved Christ, and cach loved the [ the wards, and the proportion of deaths
ors, As ho camo along his way, in thirty years, and should cost £7 ( other. Many were the happy hours | is small, Last year there weto 56,
out ** Wandering souls, oh, do come near e, I per yard run, For eleven years the | spent by Lazarus, Mary, and Marths, [ and in the dispensary more than 22,
Ipt- i\fy 8hlee[_) sholﬂ;l never Ic:}'r Ing— work was done at this price, but the | when alona, But how their pulses | 000 cases were treated. From very
weir am their Shephord true, French rovolution enhanced the cost | must have quickened if anticipation far distances many of the poor suffer-
ter At length I stopped to listet— of labour and mnte_rmls to such. an | of happier still as they heard that waell. Ing creatures coine, and back to their
to His’i'oico c(;uld not deceive mo; extent that for thirty years little | known and anxiously-listened-for foot- | fap.off homes many a healed one hns
Tsaw his kind oyes glisten ‘e 3 5 shi i ori i i
nds yes glisten, progress was made. TFor ten yenrs step of Jesus approaching their lowly [ carried a blessing greater than bodily
. So ready to reecive mo— : 3 T .
ild, And I thought T heard him sy, following much progress]was made, | door | Hoz.v happy they.were whe.n healing ; for we beliave that nowhere,
gh As ho camo nlong his way, and then the \vt_)rk dropped for twenty they could sit round and listen to His | at home or abroad, vould better proof
the * Wandoring souls, oh, do come near me, | years more, until the water threatened teachings concerning the Resurrection, | be found then in t» +Shanghai hospital,
she My sheep should never fedr me— to drown the mines out altogether. | or the Church, or concerning life in [of the benefit of combining medical .
he T am their Shopherd true,” }"Si;glly! the tm.m'el \\mstcomp}eteﬂg ;2 Heaven, or of the mecting- of friends | and Gospel work, .Da'zily the \\i;titix_ngl-
rs, He took mo ort his shonlder— , the remaining par costl.ng =2 | there, and of the occupation of the | room, seated for 300, is crowded with
s, So tenderly ho kissed mo— a yard, or more than thice times as I saved, and of the last great day.— wen, women, and children, lonz before
nd Ho bade my love grow bolder, much as the original contract rate.— The Quiver for October. the dispensing hour, and daily an Eng- -
od And said—how ho had missed mo; Scientific American. lish missionary, as conversant with
;s Atid I thought I heard hiin say, 4 their langua"ey;s his own, sets before
As he ¢ \no along his way, h ’ . Lo 2 ltitud i] Word of
* Wanderitig souls, ob, do como noar me,l  Home Life in the Country The Shepherd’s Appeal, th-’s walting ou S"Itu © the ord o
My sheep should never fear nio— In il iet of ) d ’ ¢ Have ye scen my lamb that has gone astray, | Life. «I btgleve, writes a Chnstl;m
Tam their Shepherd trae, " N the quict of country and even o Afar from the shepherd’s fold, physician, who for $ome yéars had the
I thought his ] 14 woak suburban life, men ought to get more Away in the deserts *“wild aud bare,” oversight of this work, “that the
poge bis love would waken, time for communion with God. Things | Or on the mountain cold 2 i ing f
;'.3 N 'l‘lto lt)nore n}m} lt:mre he knew mo; are around which ou ght natur. ally zo Have ye ever sought to bring it back S::::lteii. :3}3‘::5;) kr:g::'?l e;guf(i:::f mg;
r LY 1t burneth i © a beacon, ¢ . By a word, or a look or a prayer, | W b
d And its light and heat §o through mo; | lead the heart upwardsto Him.  Alas! Or followed i’t, on \\'hert': it wnl:idcred lone, [other nation in the world, In an
s And I thivk I hear him say, however, there are many who have no| ~ anq tried to reclaim it there? institution like this, almost daily under
n f}iyl‘m 301"_09 aloné: hisl “'l;y, longing for the quiet in order that they . & good surgeon, many of the blin2 ye.
v My ahop hond noe Tt e 1m0y havo fellowslip with God. 1y F S ve oy o o e e o bryer, | s e dend peme
s Tam their Shepherd urue,” such it might be unpleasant.  Con. .-\ndnpri;ig‘:; yZuly?la;'lyol‘ige?:::;(‘l;car walk. .. .1 have,khownin one year,
) Let us do, then, dearest broth seience might take occasion to spefnk Some fruit that the world . ay see, among those cured in our hospital,
) °“,‘,’:‘n;“’;m‘;’£;b‘::£°fon ro . °;" too loudly. Others only find in quiet [ Yo mean it well ; but, when ouce away, thiity men ahd womon teceived into
X Follow not the ways of otzl;xisrs,! e tho op portunity for Creamy e apla- I D}? o I]ivfe :h'alb ml‘: o}f] ptmyer! i the Christian ChflPCix.”-—The Quiiver
sus 3 tions of liieir importance. Secluding | Is the soul of the amb that's gone astiny | . er.
; \\’E:;:{lu:::;?cil: ?::n? si;jm' themselveslin a .felﬁsh isolation, thg; Your chief and giieatest ¢are? Jor October
As hie comes along his way, shut themselves off from active service | vy,
h e Y ) speak of the good that ye mean to do iohin-Sosan TG Piwrts Fire P
; ;I\y.mlnx(lcrnr;s sloluls' 'oh,fdo como near me, f o oo they might render, An Elijah Among your fellow-men ; Eighty-Seven, By PAZ\‘SY.'(MI‘S. :Ar_den)
. i‘f"lecli?rsgﬁ;;}le’:;::“:"f,x me= fled for a selfish quiet to Horeb; Jonah, | Yet ye tarry 0“';’}““ thc.j%ys of earq;_. ;p. 3;21 Totonto: William Brigys.
‘ . ] © reason, took a voyage to| They are watching your dutsteps then, rice 81.
' * '.fl?;rstl:;hsamThis spirit. benefits :yxe?um- And swbile ye have stopped for pleasur or Mrs. Aldén has cheated quite &
H ) A ) caso . g o t P
, Longest- Tu.nnel in the World. self nor others. The quiet should be ‘The lamb that has gone astray Chautauqua literature. She is in
AN enginecring work that has taken | used, not for self, but for God.  When { Has wandered farther 'mid darkness and sin hearty sympathy with the great educa-
over a contury to construct can Eardly | Moses asconded Sinai, or when John Along the forbidden way tional moveimept which C),‘ﬁﬁ{&u@a
fail to offer somo points of interest in | went into the wilderness, or Paul went Y oi tined for | SYmbolizes. This book is especinlly
its history, and illustrats the march of { for three years into the desert of Aru-|*° ';ﬁfn 1 your counting-houso rooms for writteii for ths 5,000 Chaitiuquing
evouts during the years of itg progress. | bia, it was to serve otht.ers. So, when And count the cost each day ; for the class of 1883. But aii Chuu-
An instance of this kind is to be found | our great Master went into the desert | Do yo ever count what the cost may be tauquans, did all %ho chre td Widet-
in a tunnel not long sinco completed, [ to be tempted, or up Tabor’s to be| Of the lamb that has gone astray? stand that greatest editeational move-
but which was commenced over a hup. transfigured, or out of Jerusalem to '“’; °°52:’;£;“£:‘;“10‘1‘|‘;" f;“;‘:;_t“;‘;'dgh ment of out tites; will find it very
. . . . ur ay C Jold. . . B . L Jes.
(’.rc'd years ago. 'This tunnel, or &(]l‘t, Bethany, it was that hf’ might come Cnnoyou leaveo youi gainI; and yzz) ur wealth | interesting and fnstrustive readiig,
as it should be more strictly termed, is | back to be of more service unto man,. untold Utider thé form of a story the author
| at Schemnitz, in Hungary.  Tts con-| Is there not in this a hint to suburban To gather it into the fold ? has grouped the actiial experiences of
struction was agreed upén in 1782, the | idlers who escape from the conflict of e . . many students ag givefi in leters which |
oliject being to carry off the water from [ sin in the city? All quiet at some | It is perishing now in the bleak and cold, shic has recoived. Wa toitifttend the ,!
the Sel itz mines to the | Botl hould b . tion 1 While ye might have saved its Iife, iy A ' ,
10 Schemnitz mines to the ower part | Bethany shou © & preparatior for f 4 roye thinkivig t0o much of your easo ang | book especially to our younger readers, _«
of the Gran valley. The work is now the rougher work of life, and for active your gaius . . . '
complete, and according to the Banzei. offort for God. To cator the Christian strife? B )
tung fur Ungarn it forms the longest {  Now, it was not only because Beth- [ Whien tho reck'ning is called und the balance | Tpe we priictife goodfeds, rivt fot the - ;
tunnel in the world, being 10.27 miles any was & quict village that Jesus w‘_’]‘{“:l"- cealth of o single d Suke of its owir intrirgio excellenice, ;
long, or about ono mile longer than St. { loved it, but there was one true home Atonlc m:eﬂ‘: :‘;oss :f : «i;iﬁ; sotx?l'— bt fof the 8Kks of gainihg Soths 4d- ;
Gothnrd, and two and one-half miles | there. It was the nearest approach to Fot the laml; thiat has gohd ditray ¢ vantage b:}' it; we may bé ounming, R
longer than Mont Cenis, Tho height | a home that Jesus had on carth. He —F. Mdreh, in Advent Revicio, | but we are fot fobid: s Ofésty: f
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HOME AND SCHOOL.

The Home That is Happy. i Whe was John the Baptist so strongly

Ik bundens arve hghtened
That many hands bear,

And pleasures are brightoned
Thut miny hearts shie,

Al the e that 5 happresy,
Brightest, and best,

I+ whete they all tabow,
M where they bl st

Where no care worn tathee
L he brunt of waok bears,
And no giray -haeed mnther
I3 Laedened with vaes;
Whete no tived elder -ister
1% helper alone,
But cach one 13 busy
Tl wdl work as done,

But helping each other
fu labour or play,
In happiness ever
The Yol - passanway ,
For pleasures wre vightest
Thiat wiany hem e shine,
And bardens are shyghtest
That wiany hiands bear,

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER.
STUBIES 1N THE GOSEFE AvokbING To
MATTHEW.
LESSON VI

A 0s) {Nov, 13

CUHRST'S WEENE S T toiis,

Mutt, UL 215, Memory verses, 265,

Gotpes Tear

He wae i burning and o shining, bl
Jahn o X5
(IR YRAYY

1. Juohn s Question,
2, Clst’s Auswer,
Trwr, - 28\,

Prace. -Capernawn dabin thee Baptis
in prson at Gastle Machoerus,

ReLERrs, ~Nume s in Lesson 1.

CoNsreriNg LISKS. Again our Jexsvon
takes us bachward in time, thengh forwara
in the chapten of the gospel. Thix lesson
in time belongs just after the healing of the
centurion’s servant, which was the st
lesson of the quirter. Between that in
cident, mit this one of the poor prisote
John sending to Jesus his half-despamdent
inguirs, had come that st wondertul
mitacle when Jesus hid raised from the
dead the young man who was being carried
forth to be buried, Lot us turn to the story,

Earnasations, ~Jn the geison- -In the
sstle, or fortress, of Machierus, near the
Dead Seas 1 was aovery strong fortitica
tion,  Two of hisdiseiples-=1vidently Hervod
lind given Johu such liberty in the castle as
allowed hix disciples stild to wait upon lim
He that <hould come  "Phat i3, the Messinh
30 long expeceted, Do ace look - Shall we
looh.  Evudently John hiuself bad begun
to donbt whether the One whow he had
pros Labned was veally the Messiah. Blesod
i« he, swwhosorrver shall ot 1o offended (0 me
A cantion o Jobu not to mstahe the true
uature of Claists ministry and Kingdon,
A reed <haken- Slohn is asserted not to e
vain, and fickle, and easily swayed, despite
his question of doubt.  Clothed 1 auft
ratmeat A stiong rewinder of Johu's ans
tere anner, amd coarse gatb, in contiast to
the etfeminaey of his cnemies in Herad's
court,  More heatne a pogdinr One wiho bl
actaally seen the Messiab,  Phe Lingpdom
of heitven aglereth viwldenre — A figurative
alltsion to the rapid enteuce of men into
the Kingdom of heaven which characterized
the age.  Thivis Elias=Or, the Elijuh, who
was w come hefore the Messiah,  Nee
Mal, 4, 5.

Qrestions vor Howr Strpy,

V. John's Question,

Whist was the question which culled forth
the wards of our lesson ¥

\Whatismeant by ‘* lie thatshould cotne ¥

What testimony had Joho a year and o
hali before given to Jesus?

\What nade John doubt?

How came he o be in prison ?

What was the character of this prison?

|

guardodd®

Wiat was the common opinion of John
among the people s Matt, 21 20,

W hat was thie emd of Joha the Baptist?

DCheet s Ay o,

What kindd o an answer did Jesus ke,
athimative or nepntive”

Whiy disd be wpswer ag e did »

W hat proplieotes conrermng Messinh were
biest known>

How had Chinst answered ths very gues
tran 1y lus hivst sevmon at Nazaveth ™

\Why was the cantion contained in ver, §
flecessaary *

What feelings was Jokn'’s queation likely
to awaken i the minds of his heaters?

How did desus meet this feeling?

What unle Jdohn the Baptist great?

What made him least in the kingdom of
hewven ?

Pracnicat ‘TracniNas,

Nometines doubts will come to the truest
Christian, They do not come froin sinful
hearts alwavs.  Sumietitnes they come from
imprizoned bodies,

}csux badee John open his eyes and cars
to his works,  We can dispel doubt in no
better way,  Keep open eyes, listening
cars, aml rendy hemrt for what God s
duing now, and donbts will vanish,

“Cast thy bunlen on the Lonl.” Johu
Jdid the wisest thing he conld have done,
He went stiaght to Jesus,

John was, after all, o heto.  He was
“the greatest,” becanse he had seen the
Cluist no other prophiet bud 3 he wis ¢ the
le at,” bevanse he never saw the cross. We
base,  Am 1w burning and a shimng
light ™

Hists ror Hour Stuny,

1. Study the whole Lifeeof John the Baptist,
andtingd theleading clementz of hischuneter,
Specilly review the lessons which, previons
to this, lave mtrodueed him,

L Desew amap of Palestine sl locate
Mavhvns il Caperncom, and soark the
ronte the tho diseiples bl t go to have
the question answered, 1t was aclowg wiy

3. Searvch the ditterent prophecies to whieh
Vesus mathes veference i hisanswer toJolhn,
fa 29 185 85 006 42 To 6L L

4. Notice this pavticubly,  Jole's ques.
ton wanted 1 distinet avonal fiom Jesus
that be was the Messiah, Jesus’ answer
wis a complete answer, anl Yot was aore
fusal to acknow ledge himself the Messiub,
Find the reasonis 1o both sueiy's positions in
the Distors of the times,  Why did Jesus
hesitate? **Ben Hur® s a good book to
vewd while studying these lessons,

Daoerrisatn StrcarsTios, = The Messiah,
CATECHURM QUESTION,

7. And what fucther lesson should we
learn®

Our intinite debt to the Redeemer Himself,
who in b love Fand down s Bife for us,

Jolm x. 1L The Good Shepherd Layeth
down his Nfe for the gheep,

AR LAY LESION VI [Nov, 20

JUDGBMEST AND MrRcy,

Mate, 1L, 20 30, Menwory verses, 27.30.

Gunbes TraT,

Come unto me, all ve that lubonr and
we heavy laden, and 1wl give yon vest.
Matn TH 2%,

OrTLINE,
1. Judgment,
2. Merey.

T =28 A D, hmuediately after the
st fewson D Strong divides the verses,
and asaigns verses 2027 and 28330 into two
difterent perinds in the last <ix months of
Cheast's ministey, not long before his eraci
tixion, verses 2530 being spoken on the
earlier of the two oceasions.  Other writers
think that the whoele section (verses 20.93)
was given wtonee, and a partof it wfterward
repesatad,

PPrack —Capernaum,

Coxxgerineg Links,—=The wards of the
lesson weem to have followed <o cloxely
upon the last that there is no ek to
he connected,

Exriyvatioss, =Updovtid =Rebuke,
Mighty work<=Mivacles. — Repenteld not -
Did not turn from their siuy to hiy service,
Sarkeloth A coarse kind of cloth worn by
people as a sign of gricf,  Ashes—Spriukled

on the head us o token of mourning,  Mors
toleralile ~"T'heir condition leas teenbile, ay
of Judygment ~"The final judgeat at the end
of the world.  Eralted unto hearen— By the

privilege of being the howe of Cheist. 7o

hll- -Here meanmug the place of death, not
of lmnislmwnt hereatter.  Hid these things

“The knowledge of gospel trath, W v
wnd  pruddent- =Leavned people, sucle as the
setiber.  flabde s Meaning people of o tench
alde and bamble heavt.  OF my Father By
wy Father  Kuoweeth the Son. Understaids
ull the mystertes of Chnst. Labour “The
buvdened i soul, e yen rest Peace of
heart. My yole -Of abedicnce aml cvoss.
beating,  Yoke ic eaay  ** Becanse it s o
yoke lined with love,™

QUESTIONS yYou Houe Stuny,
1. Judyment,

Upon what cities did Christ at any time
pronouice woes?

What evidence is attorded in these veises
thut Jesus  petformed many unrecoided
miraclesy

What ought to huve been the effect of
these miracles?

What do Christ's words show was the
chief purposg of his teaching?

Hud the day of merey for theso cities
passed ¢

What interesting historvical fact concern-
ing Tyre in connection with Chuistinuity ¥
Acts 21 3.6,

What do these verses teach 1o be the basis
of future judgment?

How had Capernanm been exalted to
heaven?

How hay she been east dowan to hell ?

Why more tolerable ¥

2 Merey.

What sudden change in the thought wud
utterance of Jesus?

\Who were the wize and pradent?

\Whont did lie tnean by *“babes?™

What weve the *TrINes” which were
hidden ¥

Why should Christ feel thankful that
these things wete hidden from any ®

Whit does Cheist assert is his relation
bath tu thoxe who accept aml to those who
reject him?y ver, 27,

What is the call of merey which closes
tlus lesson ?

What is the protmise which Jesns gives us?

Whiat “vort ™ did lie have in mind with
which his yoke is compared

Daes Chtist promise freedom from toil ¥

What is the divine law in Christ?

PracTical TracHiNas,

Here is an exmnple in seriptural Rule of
Three: As Tyre and Sidon were to Beth-
saida, s0 is Betheswida to the present day.
Whit answer? Many a so-called Chyistian
will reveive w severer sentence than the so
called heathen,

1 wonld harve™ i only it had keard,
What will be the 1™ that shall confront
nx at the judgment?

The yoke of sinis tevvible to bear,
wo st bear some yoke,

fabour is Christ’s royal Juw: hut vest is
Christ’s brotherdy gift.

2est cames only to the leavuer who has
Chirist for his teacher,

But

HisTs roir Howe Steny,

1 Stady the miracles which were done in
Capernnum.  How many ¥

2 Find all [he instances in which Jesus
diveetly adidvessed God ns his Father: there
areviveinall,  fohu 11313 12.28: 17, )¢
Luke 23, 34,

3. What customs are alluded to in these
lessonis?  Was there any recanl of a city
in the Old Testament that did vepent ut
proeaching?

4. What facts of Old Testament history
fined confirmation in Jesus® words?

DocTRINAL SUGGESTIoN.—Retribution.

Cateenisy QuEsTioN,

8. What do you wean by Clirist’s exalta-
tion?

I mean the honour put upon him by the
Father becanse of his ohedience aven unto
death,

Philippiany it. 9. Whercfore also Gad
highly exalted him, uml gve unto him a
name which is above every nume,

Tr doesn’t follow that. you must, do o
mean thing to i man who has done a
mean thing to you. ‘The old proverh
runs: * Because the cur has hitten me,
shall I bite the cur?” .

i

NEW BOOKS.

YOUNG PEOPLE'S PRAYER-MEETINGS
How to Conduct Them,

Together with a great many choice themes
und texts wsed in muny suceessful meetings,
By REV. I B CLARK, Pavtor of Phillips’
Chareh, Boston ; founder and oviginator of
Ihe Society of Christinn Eudesvour,”

A longeneeded ook, Thoroughly practi-
val.  12mo, cloth, ptice (0 cents,  Just the
ook for teacher und scholar.  Send for
cireular. .

The Congrequtionulist says: **It is an
wnusunl combination of Christinn cotutmon
sense, with o broad and also minute know.
ledgoe of the needs, desires, tastes, aud
foehugn of yomy people.”

BEFORE AN AUDIENCE;

Or, the Use of the Willin Public Speaking.

"I'alks to the Students of the Universities
of St. Andrew's and of Aberdeen, Scotland.
By NATHAN SHEPPARD. Author of
“Shut Up in Paris,” etc. 12mo, cloth,
price 90 cents,

A aplendid book for college men and all
pullic speakers,  Send for full descriptive
cireular,

‘The New York Evanyelist says :—* They
are very racy and earnest talks, full of sense
and wost delightfully dogmatic. Theauthor
knecks to flindars the theories of elocution-
isty, aul opposes all their rules with oue
simple counsel, * Wake up your will,'*

THE

CHAUTAUQUA MOVEMENT.

BY J. K. VINCENT, D.D.
With an Introduction by Lewis MiLer, Fsq

A Mistory of the Origln and Qrowth of
the “Chautauqua ldea.*’

Published by the Chautauqua Press.
Prico $1.25.

C. L. S. C.

COURSE OF READING FOR
1887-48.

REQUIRIED READINCS

Prices to Membhers,

Canadian History and Literature. By
W, U, Withrow, D.D, F.R.Q.C,
aned Go Mercer Adam, M.A L., ... .80 50
Chantangqua Text  Dook, Awmericun
History o .ooiiiiiiiiieaniiia, 012
American Literature, By Prof. H. A,
Beers, A M., of Yale College ... 0 50
Physiology wnd Hygiene. By Dr, M. P,
Hatfield ...oivvieiininnen... 110
Philosophy of the Plan of Salvation,
By J. B. Walker, LILLD ..... .. 030
Readings from Washington Irving.. .. 0 60
Classical Germun Comse in Fnglish,
By De. W, C Wilkinson........ 1 10
History of the Medizeva) Church, By
JOE, Huvst, DD, LLD L., 050

American History, By Edward Everett
Hale, D.D.  (recommended to
Cunudian  members, but not re.
quited) cooiiiiiiiiiiiiiinile 1110

—

The set, excluding American History,
mailed post free on receipt of $.73.  With
American History, &5.75.

Civenlar giving the recoimnended order of
study for each month, ete., ete., sent to any
address, post-free, on application,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & $0 Kixa St. EKast, Toroxro.
C. W. COATES, MoxtreAL, QUE.
8. F. HUESTIS, Haurax, N.8.
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