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HOME AND SCHOOL.

i

Fair Carnada for Me.

J'or deen old Scotln’s lofty hills
Al clad with purple heather.

Groen Erin's rocks; and Cambria's tills,
Felt Albion's baltng weathet,

T have devolt in Sotithern gxedens,
Tha land of birds and flowess;

Whero summer réighs throttgtont the yoar,
Where all aro golden hotits,

I havo climbed wild, rugged touatains,
W hose jcy stimimmits riss

To snow-Tiho hieigh . hile at their feet
The swest hedeltviss Hed,

I've watideted east, I've wattdered wost,
Thrd' tnahy foreigin lahds ;

Bttt ouly find my home and rest
On fair Canadian sands;

Where Norinan, Dane and Gelt reside;
All equal in degree,

Whers lurks no foolish high-born pride,
Meu, brothers all, aia feee.

As wind-tossed, féathety stoteflake freo,
Flying its honio to seck,

With hiearts warm as the crirason blush
Mantling » maiden’s cheek,

No other skics seem half 30 bide
\When far away I roam,
No other hearts are half so t+e
An those I find at homé.
My song is o'er of Canada,
Of Canada the fres,
Whero skies are blno and heatts are true,
* Fair Canada for mé |

The Story of a Pictute,
(See first pagé. )

A NRW picture had just been placed
in the Grand Art Galleries of the
World's Fair, at Vienna, 1t was soon
told from lip to lip that it hed made
the painter famous, and this was quite
enough to ensure its popularity, and to
invest it with n fagcinating interest.
Thousands longed to khow its history,
confident thatit had one. But all the
world knew whs only this—the artist
was an American, whoss name was
TRaymond.

It is difficult to describe such a pic-
ture; even those who suw it daily could
not define its charm, its power and
pathos, as they wished. Tlie canvas
showed the interior of an artist’s studio,
with its gallery and arched roof, its
historic, picturesque tonfusion, its rich
draperies, its gleaming busts agdinst
basreliefs of velvet, ita unfinished
pictures, and decorated walls.  The
lofty windows were Hung wido open,
and through theri: came 8a ntinosphers
that breathed of Italy, Through them,
too, one caught glimpsea and sugges-
tions of those “kttange, deép back-
grounds of Raphagl” over which the
art connoisseurs will £avé to the end
of time. But neithet the back.ground
nor tho studio held ths shisf chaim of
the picture, though & Titlan brightness
of colour and a touch of Paul Vefonese,
here and there, fascinated the syo bo-
foro the heart could (ntorpiet the
artist’s meaning, 'That ehirm was
found clsewhere.

In the foregrotitd ho hed palnted o
young Italian git}, the typleal model
for the Tuscan atrHstd, Whe ateod and
gazed at an exguisitely finlshad * Ecco
Bomo,” resting ot an ¢assl desn, A

suddon, beautiful wonder teoms -to
have just como in Ker dark éyes ; some
dolicious, intense emotion lights every
line of her dark faco; and though the
whole ﬁgure seoms to throb with tran.
scendont joy, there is a vivid impres-
siont that thore is pain ag well. There
i3 no mistaking the rapt, loving, wor
shipful, sorrowful look in the child’s
eyes, as they rest upon that thorn-
crowned head, that paticut face, on
which has fallen heavily the shadow
of the cross)

This picture Aad a history. I heard
it years after from the artist himself.
And while there is nothing whatever
about it that is remarkable, and it
contains neither tho charm of mystery
nor the flavour of romance, it is oné
more illustration of how “all things
work together for good to those that
love God,” and for that reason only is
worth the telling.

When Percy Raymond began to
paint, in New York, models wore an
artistic Juxury. Few who took their
chances in the crowded art-market of
the city could afford to employ models,
except for the briefest sittings, and
some had to paint their own invention
and imagination into their pictures.

To this latter class Raymond belong-
ed. Ho wished for living models, per-
haps as ardently as any artist in the
city, and made many a “study” on the
streets, which are not lacking in variety
of picturesque types, the crowds which
pushed him out of the way representing
every nationality. But theso ¢ bits”
were most unsatisfactory, and one day
when he was working on a picture
which he hoped to sell to a rich artist
friend,—a picture of outdoor life in
Italy,—he threw down hie brushes
with a gesture of despair.

“1 need a model for the central
tigure, and I will not work any longer
without one,” he cried; and leaving
the uttic room which his brother artists
culled ® Raymond’s den,” he hurried
out to the street.

Scarcely ten steps away, leaning
against the pillars of the church which
ho nttended overy Sunday wmorning,
was the model of all others he most
desired just now. That she was posing
for effect, after the fashion of modéls,
he did not doubt, but the effect was
perfect. What grand sculpturesqie
lines in her attitude! What meases
of dark hair! Her beantiful avmy
were lightly crossed, and one lLphd
held a flower ready to fall:

Bhe was an Italian girl, aboit four-
teen years old, he thought

Yes, sho would sit for bim at once,

The picture grew aptics after thie
How the child blended with the tur
quoise sky, the gray-green mountaiis,.
the olive gardens, and Tuscan-walled
streams ho had givén to Italy !

He was too absorbed it his wotk to
question his young modal} too selfish
to wonder how sho fared when she
left his sky-lighted attic, to which she
80 cheerfully climbed coch day. But
thero was one who camo ‘sometimas,

not oftén, to hid work-rooi, who seomn:

M e ey e o -

ed to have noble, unselfish thoughts
for overybody, Even the Italinn child
could see thoy were all the world to
cach other. Yet Raymond had never
asked her for any sort of promise. Ho
meant to do 8o as sooh ag he had carned
fame.. Sho was rith—and ho was
proud.

“I have brought a scrap of blue

satin, beautiful enough in colour to,

have come from Damascus, and I want.
to fold it on your lay-figure in place of
that horrid silicin,” she said gayly, ono
morning, when sha had come to watch
him give tho finishing tonches to the
new picture. * Do you think my folds
aro sufliciently statuesque for e to do
it alone, Mr. Raymond 1

"The artist laughed, and put his brush
aside.

“You can go now, Lorna,” he said
to hismodel. He had not even ..ouiced
her look of delight when Miss Morrison
had entered.

 Not until you promise to come to
seo mo this afternoon, and to meet me
at the mission on Sunday, Lorna,” said
the young lady, with an aflectionate
glance.

Tt was natural that he shoule take
more interest in his model after this ;
but he was quite content to leave her
religious education, which he felt had
been totally neglected, to-Miss Morri-
son.

I am suro he had not one thought
of her when he borrowed frowm a friend
n copy of  Ecco Homo,” painted afte
COX'I‘C‘""IO, and placed it on an casel in
his room.

He remembered afterwards how she
used to gaze at the picture, but his art
and Grace Morrison so absorbed his
mind and heart that ho scarcely noticed
it at the time.

One day she said to him so nm\cly
that he laughed aloud:

“Will the Senor mind if I come
sometimes when lie does not want me?”

“Why do you want to come when1
don’t want you, Lorna 1"

«The picture—it is that! T want
to think ns she tells me, and this—it
malkes mo know it is true |

And so, one morning on entering
his room, he found her before the pic-
ture, but not as he had seen her stand
on other days. The glorified look, the
love, ttust, and longing of her face
thrilled him, as somo angelic vision
night. The sscred ecatasy which
secméd to throb in evéry lino of her
Bgure, inade him tromblo aind wonder.
To patist hér thus would make his name
immortal! Mo sgized his brushes with
o kind of fury just as the child turncd
and saw him, *

#Qh, you have come, Senor! Do—"

#Why did you look so just now,
Lorris,” ho tried toask calmly. #Tell
nie that.”

tShe told me that he died for mno—
for mo ; but others had said so befare,
and T dxd not caro for it. I read only
Inst night, in the book sho gave ine,
about his love, but—X did not feel it

here, in my breast, till I looked to-day.

—noiv I know! 1tis enought

Her faco was glowing and: tender;
but that look which sc transfigired it
was gone. It wounld come bub ondé in.
u lifo time, and—it was gone, g

“Of course sho cannot bring back
such a thing as that at my.comingnd,'
or her own,” said Raymond, glogmily,
when he had told Miss Morrison of' the
scene.  “Ican recall it, and yot——r ’
cannot! I will put nothing on ano
canvas unless I can paint tlnﬁ} look,
and the very thought of how far belm\.
it I shall-fall, drives mo to desptur

“\Vhy do you wait to bcgm!, Isitd
not. better to try now, while the vision
you describe is still fresh 1

“T am going away to-morrow, to he
gone o month. When T come back,
Lorna must give me this chauce of
fame.”

But he never saw the Italinn chill
again.
her grave, in Greenwood, the duy he
re-entered his room in the attic.

“I was with her to the very last,”
said Miss Morrison, when he asked of
Loran.  “She was fatally injured in
the fall of thoese tenements on St. Clair
Street. The papers were full of th
horror.  She did not suffer much, 1
hope, and she talked of you with her
latest breath. Are you glad now that
1 tried to bring the child to Christ 1"

The artist’s eyes were full of tears.
“Let us go to her grave together,” hie
said, husLi]y

Tt was vory quiet and. beautiful 8

there, and’ thiey sfood in silence for a
time, their hearts too full for words
Suddenly Mr. Raymond began to tren.

ble, and his face grew white with sou.

‘intense emotion.
T sea it again—that look,” he cricd.
41 have found what I'lost. You wiil

see how I will paint now! The inspim 158

tion comes from Lorna’s grave.”
Aaud the picture was sent to Vienna.
1t had brought wealth, power, and

fame to the artist. The Raymond ‘B
studio is the favorite resort of the great i

artists of the day. The owner has
grown accustomed to its rich aud

beautiful apmintments

but
lends her -gentle presenco here, he
thinks with utter fondness of the atti.
chamber, his first work-shop on the
house-top, where he hoped and torled
for her, and where, through her passion
for winning souls, he received the -
spiration that gave him a carecr.
“She did not live in vain,”
Lorna. *And she still lives to show
the world ‘how sho loved him.’
higher destiny could we desire?"-
Liucte Dayton Phillips.

O

A Scorcr minister, in one of Ius (i

parochinl visits, 1aet a cow-boy, ani
asked him what o’clock it was,
tiwwelve, si”
minister, “X thought it was more

@ It's nover any moro hore,” said the i@

boy, ©it just beginsnt olio sgain.”

- s se wetQl

White and gold daisics stavved '|8
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m_tpnsely the air of culture, design,
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The Dear Old Place,

Qxon mors I hear my mother's voico,
Oncoe more I sec hor faco;

The aunlight falls withio the reom,
I gco tho dear old placo,

Whero cradled in her tender arms,

I refugo find from all alarms,

X seo tho high-arched sweaping olin;
Adown the sunny reach

Of garden, grow tho currant, quince,
Chorry sud grapo and peach :

Each planted by iy father's hand—

That is my childbood's fairyland.

Bésido tho rongh gray doorstono grows
Tho sweet old southern bush,

Tho white rose perfumes tho warm air;
O'cr ol the noontide hush

Rostas liko o benediction said

Abovo o waiting, drooping head.

I hear again the laugh, tho shouts,
Of children at their play,

Down by the brook or in tho barn,
Romping among the hay;

At ball, at fishing, or “I spy,”

The merricat of them all am I.

I hear! Iscel Yetnay, notso;
Vanished long since are theso
Toved sights, loved sounds, as when dense
mists
Rising from cold, salt seas,
Sweep o'er the sun-lit land, anon,
Beauty, bloom, brightness, all are gono!

Once happy places of this carth
Now stricken waste and bare,
I somctimes think that you will riso
Transtigured, wondrous fair !
And whero no sorrow is nor pain
I'If find my childhood’s homo again.
~—Good Cheer.

—
e

A Talk About the Sun.
BY EMMA J. WOOD.

Wxex a picnic or a nutting party
has been planned, how happy are all
the Loys and girls if, when they open
their eyes in the morning, they sco the
bright sunshine streaming in through
the window | Suppose we have a little
talk about this sun that makes the
world so glad nnd beautiful when he
shows his face, but causes everything
to look gloomy and people to be cross
when he hides himself behind a cloud.

On looking up into the sky the sun
does not appear to be wuch Inrger
than a plato; yet it really is so very
Inrgo that nothing you ever saw, heard
about, or thought of is Lig enough to
measure it with. Thisearth is a pretty
large place—so large that it takes
days and weeks to travel over even a
small part of its surface -and yet the
sun is so much larger that were thoy
lying side by side you would scarcely
notice-the little earth.at all.  Why
then does it look so smalll For the
samo reason that a great tree op tho
hill yonder looks smaller than a bush
just outside the window. Ah/ yes,
because it is so far away. How farl
So far that were thore a railread from
hero.to the suv, and the tiniest baby
you ever saw were put on boord a fast
train, ho might travel on and on, with-
out ever stopping, and even-should he
live.to bo. an 0w, old man, he would
not bo half-way there at the end of
his life.

And n',w, ong moro question, What
makes tho sun. so very, very bright?
Porhaps you will -answer by -asking

SN TR RS

what makes the poker so bright when
you stick it into tho fire for a time, and
say that tho reason is the sumne in both
cases. Yes, it is the fire that shines
out, for the sun is a burning, glowing
mass, and, O, so hot as it is! Why,
if tho earth, with all its rocks, water,
ice, and everything clse, should be
thrown into this great furnace, it
would m-lt and be gono as quickly
us when you drop o snow-flake on the
stove. DBut, while the sun appears so
dazzling bright that you can scarcely
look at it without injuring your eyes,
those who know n great deal about it
say that there are upon it dark spots,
looking like holes, and that often thesc
are very large. So large are they that
if you were a great giant, and could
take this earth into your hand, just
as & boy picks up a ball, and drop
it into one of these holes it would be
lost, just as the ball would be if drop-
ped into & well.  These wise men also
suy that the spots aro constantly chang-
ing. Sometiwes there will be very few,
nnd then again more will appear. Some
times around the dark hole in the cen-
tre will be great leaves of light, or
long grasses with tips of fire; then
there will bo the most beautiful bright
feathers; while again around the edges
will be scen pictures like those Juck
Frost puts on the windows in winter.

The sun is constantly sending down
to the earth something that we could
not do without. Nobody knows ex-
actly what this something is; but it is
ensy enough to sco what it does. It
fulls upon tho eye, showing the beauti.
ful world, or the faces of sister and
playmate, and we call it light; or it
falls upon the hands, warming and
sometimes even burning them ; this
we call heat.  True, in winter, when
the sun does not shine directly on this
part of the earth, we do not get very
wuch of the heat ; but the sun i3 busy
all summer long in laying up a store in
the trees to bo used in the cold
weather, 50 all we have to do is to light
the fire and there the heat is.  Re-
meufber, it is the sun that lifts up
.overy one of these great trees, as well
as each tiny blnde of grass, and every
little plant.  Ench ono of these tries
to get us near to him as it can;
even the slender vino that cannot stand
alone leans against a tree, and climbs
up and up.

Tho sun shines out in every direc-
tion, and the earth is not near large
enqugh to take all the heat. They say
if it could be turned off for a while
Just as peoplo turn off a register, and &
great ice bridge bo mado from here
to tho moon, snd then the heat be
turned on again, that the whole bridge
would melt at once. Take a bright
pan where the sun’s rays -con shine
dircctly uponit, and seo how hot it will
become.

But the sun does still more. He is
an artist, and there is not .a colour in

‘your paint box as beautiful as sonio ho
‘uses. Look ot tho delicately tinted

flowers, and the bright red. strawber-

ries, and tho ‘purple gropes, and tha

T
blushing peaches, and then romember

that tho sun painted every one of them.
He can make pictures on paper too.
When you had your photegraphs
taken, did you think that it was
the sun that was doing it; and that
tho man who made such a fuss fxing
you, and telling you how many times
to wink, and ever so many other things,
was not doing so very much after all,
t only helping along o little ¥

Besides, this great worker is busy
nost of the time drawing water. He
takes it up into the clouds from the
.kes and rivers, from the grass and
iteeets, from our wet clothes—indeed
from every place in which he can find
any, and then sends it back in rain.

Did you ever see an eclipse, when
the whole or a part of the sun disap-
peared | Somctimes when the whole
sun goes out of sight, the birds and
chickens think night is coming on, and
hegin to get ready for bed. Now,
everybody knows that an eclipse is
caused by the moon getting between
us and the sun, and so shutting out its
light, something as would be done by
putting 1o hand before the eyes; but
long ago, pesple did not know this.
Then, when they saw the sun begin tu
Jisappear, they thought that somc
great monster was up in the sky trying
to make & dinner out of him ; so they
would shout and make all the noise
possible to frighten the monster away.
When the moon passed across, and the
sun appeared once more, they would
be very glad, thinking that the mon-
ster had thrown out his great inouth-
ful and run away, and thot now the
sun was safe.

o

The Kakabeka Falls.
BY J. H. STEPHENSON.

To do justice to these wondrous
falls would require at once the oye of
an artist and the pen of a poet. To
tell their breadth, the size of the gorge

_below, to give some idea of the volume

of water that ever rolls over its brow,

‘is to give no botter idea of what it

looks like, than one would get. by
having simply the dimensions. of .an
enchanted castle.

The Kakabeka Falls—oa corruption
of Kakagsekank, meaning high falls—
which are situated in o westerly direc-
tion from Fort William and Port
Arthur, may be reached from either
place by o drive of about twenty miles,
or from Murillo station on the C. P. R.

by a drive of about six miles. In the
-immediate vicinity of the falls, above,

is one of the boldest and weirdest
ropids the eye has over seen; bolds
becauso its lesps almost rival that of
a waterfull ; and weird, becauso of its
accompaniment in scenery and because
of its being interspersed with little
bedies of dead water, whose calm con-
trasts strongly and strangely with the

tumult all around.

From a point about two miles. above

the falls, and stretching up the river

some distance, lies a body of almost
porfoctly still water, whose untroubled

hosom is kissed only by the gentlest
breezes, The shores on cither side aro
clayey and gradual in their vetreat,
supporting & very {uxuriant growth of
timber. Passing down this river ex-
pansion, one soon comes to a sharp
turn in the course of the strearn and
is greoted with a tremendous roar.
The sceno bas changed in & moment.
The caln has become a storm; the
quict of tho lakelet bas becomo the
revelling of a rapid  Down a steep
declivity the stresin now rushes head-
long, here and thers obstructed by
some obstinate bLoulder cropping up
to defy the tide, till whitened into
madness,

Aguin the descent becomes steeper
aud tho waters tore rapid, whilo
rocks that mnfght be dignitied with
the name of islamls, and some of
them covered with trees, start iup
everywhere, dividing the river into
numerous streams. But look! what
a lovely sceie.  The war of waves
has ceased and the flag of truce floats
over & beautiful little lake where all
urows calm as though the waters were
vesting from their face, and gathering
strength for the awful leap they soon
must take, whose depths perhaps they
have tried before. Leaving this lake
the water is soon again disturbed.
Now the speed of the water becomes
greatly accelerated, and on they rush
for the fata} leap. The rumblé of a
thousand distant thanders tills the air
and we pass on to see one of Nature's
marvels: Hete you stand on the left
bank of the river, at the very leaping
placs of the waters, and silently watch
them as they Loldly approach, and with
gentle curve 1eap down, down one hun-
dred and twenty feet into the seething
cauldron below. To your left 4 bold
platform of rock juts out into the
sorge, on which-you can stand, within
fifteen feet of the watorfall. Down

‘the front of this you can work your

way till you ave within réach of the
great volume of water that is rusling
perpendicularly past you. Right be-
fore you the clouds of spray rise .up
one hundred and fifty feet and drift
over to the opposite bank which-they
keep iu pérpetual verdure. As the
eye turns down the gorge the waters,
prison-walled, are waking their tortu-
ous way through the mazes of this path-
way, which has faken dges to chisel
onb. Walls &t dut of the tock by
the waterfall ris6 up ono lundred
and: fifty feét on éither side, and- are
clothed in “living green.” This whole
gorge, till it tretohes away down and
is lost in its own windings, presents.a
picturo of exquidite beauty.

~ 'What feelings ¢rowd ihto the héart
of any thouglitful person as hé turns
away after having witnessed this gfand
display of Nature'’s might., He has seen

some-of -her gigeatic work and artistic

power. Ho .bas put.his finger on her
pulse and felt the great life current
throb within. Ho feels that be has
been in the presencé of something
superiof-to hiinself which makes him
'sink into -insighiticande and fills -him
with reverence for the Architect of
tho universe who is the author of such
wonders of beauty and power,
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July.

WaEN the scarlet cardinal tells
Her dream to the deagon-fly,
And the lazy breeze makes tho nest in tho
treces
And murmurs a Inllaby,
1t is July.

Whoen the tangled cobweb pulls
The corn-flower’s blue cap awry,
And the lilics tall lean over tho wall
To bow to tho buttertly,

It is July.

When the heat liko a mist-voil floats,
And poppics tlame in the ryo,
And tho silver notu in the streamnlot’s throat
Has softencd almost to a sigh,
It is July.

When the hours are so still that Time
Forgets themn, und lets them lie
'Neath petals pink till the night-stars wink
At the sunset in the sky,
It is July.
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The International Sunday School
Convention. .

Tue Chicago Jater-Ocean thus char-
acterizes this great gathering: It is
hard to speak in anythin, but super-
latives of the Fifth International Sun-
day-school Convention, which has just
closed a three days’ session in this
city. It was a grand body of grand
wen and women, banded together for
a noble purpose, and the mecting has
partaken of the character of both men
and cause. The meeting was an inspi.
ration from tho start, and has moved
on with a spontaneity and enthusinsm
which has filled every scssion with
pleasure and profit. Nothing lagged,
nothing was superfluous. There was
noble music, addvesses which gave
courage and inspiration to the weary
and dispirited, and audiences sympit
thetie, recoptive and enthusiastic. The
lust day added a climax to an already

successful mieeting, and tho last night’s
session capped that climax. As Mr.
Jucobs sanid, it was “a firo-cracker
meeting.”  For threo days over a
thousand representatives of tho Lest
and livest clement in the churches of
all denominations, North and South,
had beon meeting together, catching
the contagion of personal enthusiasw,
learning new lessons, forming new
resolves, and it was natural that the
last meoting should bo the best of the
series.  The convention was a remark-
ably successful one. Al tho arrange-
ments were complete and comfortable,
the music was an inspiration of itself,
the speeches were all that could bo
asked, and the audience was so kindly
that every one was nerved to his best
ceffort. The woman’s session at Fare-
well Hall, at which illustrations of
primary work were given, was an ex-
ceedrgly enjoyable meeting, and the
audience seemed to most apprecinte
those addresses which embodied prac.
tical illustrations of the theories ad-
vanced, as did that of Dr. Schaufiler.
A supplemental mecting was held at
noon when the Rev. Dr. Withrow, of
the Third Presbyterian Church, taught
a model lesson. If words are to be
believed, the visitors have appreciated
Chicago’s hospitality and they will
carry hoine with them kindly memories
of the great convention and of the
thousand howmes in which they were
entertained. Nor is the debt all with
them, for they have left a blessing be-
hind. The meeting was just such an
ono as such a body of men, working in
s0 great a cause, may expect to have
when they come to the great Conven-
tion City.

&

Message from the S. S, Conven.
tion to the Queen.

Tnz following is the cable despatch
sent by the Chicago S. 8. Convention
te Queen Vietoria:

“To General Ponsonby, London,
England: The International Sunday
School Convention of the United States
and Canada, assembled in Chicngo,
present hearty congratulations to her
Majesty, Queen Victoria, on this Jubi-
lee occasion. They recognize that
during the generous reign of fifty years
her Majesty has been an ecarnest de-
fender and advocate of the Bible as
the foundation of the Christinn relig-
ion, and a living exemplification of the
favour of God. Righteousness exalteth
a nation.” Signed by the President.

“God Save the Qucen” was then
sung by the audience.

The sudience wanted to show its
fraternal regard for Canada by singing
*“God Suve tho Queen” again, and so
the words were giving out and taken
down, and the 4,000 people stood up
and sang the hymn as it is seldom
heard this side the water, and then,
carricd away by patriotism, swung off
into “ America,” nnd lifted the grand
anthem oncn magnificent wave of song
and then sang “God Save the Queen”
again,

Mr, Peako, of Ontario, in a vigorous
address, said tho question of mnnexn-
tion of Canada had engnged the atton.
tion of some, but six ycms ngo they
were annexed to Canada,  Under pre-
sent circumstances he had no objection
to annexation. This was the first time
he had visited Chicago, he waus im-
pressed with its greatness, und after
three days’ stay here, the impression
was deepened that this was a wonder-
ful city. There was one thing, how-
ever, Toronto could beat Chicago in,
and that was in the regard that if they
took a ride on the street cars thoy
would not bo offended with tobacco
smoke, He had found very many big
hearts, and had formed friendships
which would last through cternity.
Ho was also impressed with the carnest-
ness and enthusiasin displayed in the
convention, and it was a great thing
to seo 50 1wany gathered from all over
the continent to compare notes and
receive inspiration for the prosecution
of their work. In their Young Men's
Christian Association they had a Sun-
day-school for Chinamen, and overy
Chinaman in Toronto was a member
of it. He thanked the convention for
the very hearty manner in which they
sent that congratulatory letter to the
Queen on her Jubilee, and it was very
fitting that such a niessage shou‘ld be
sent to her from the convention sceing
that for fifty years she had been the
sheet-anchor of the Christian religion.
He hoped they would soon visit Mon-
treal in ns great force as they had
visited here, and ho would promise
them a hearty welcome.

ag

Wrecks on the Shore.
BY OLIVE TI'.RNE MILLER.

Normxe that we find on the beach
is more of a wreck than the torn bit of
seaweed that we preserve and spread
so carefully, and that is so beautiful ;
but 4hawreeks I am telling about were
all the homes of living sninals, and
among your seaweed—if you have any
—1I have no doubt you can find at
least two or three genuine wrecks, not
of one creature’s home, but of whole
cities of little animals.

When you pick up what looks like n
bit of weed, but is rather stiff and
horny, kecping its shape as you handle
it, you may be sure it is no weed. If
it is shaped like a tiny shrub, an inch
or two high, it is one that is very com-
mon on our shores, the Bugula turrita.
If you look closely at it, even with a
common magnifying glass or **linen
glass,” you will see that it is in littie
joints. Well,_at every oue of these
joints is a little cell, or roomn you may
call it, and when it was in the sea o
little ercature lived in each one. It
could draw itself down into a :nere
lump in the bottom, or it could thrust
out a dnisy-shaped head and diaw the
sca-water. into its mouth.

What ‘is strangest about them, all
the little fellows that lived in one of
these.small shrubs were connected to-

| gether in such a way, through. the

hollow stems, that they were like ono
animal, and lived and dicd together.
And, wonderful to say, it is-all one
fumily, and grew from one wmerve dot
of sen buby, which swam around by
wmeans of the fringo of hairs, or cilia,
till it wished to settle, when it became
fixed on a shell or a weed, and began
this great family of hundreds of crea-
tures.

Lometimes you will find on.n broad
seaweed or a shell a flnt colony of these
little creatures, standing out like the
spokes of a wheel, and vranching in
overy direction. This is the Urisia
eburnea, and it had its tenant at every
joint.  Nothing could he prettier than
this little white city when a fairy-ike
blossom openel at every joint,

One of the most curious of these
queer cities is called the leafy sea-tnt.
1t looks like a thick-leaved plant, from
ahalf-inch to two or three inches high,
and of brownish colour. TLook care-
fully at it, especially if you have u
glass, and you will see that it is
covered with little cells shaped like
tiny slippers, or, as one writer calls
them, cradles. They do look like
cradles, the more 8o, as each one had its

Jiving baby init.

Sowe of these big sea families grow
in the shapo of a lovely feather, from’
one inch to three inches long; it is a
Scrtularia, and I dare sny you have
one among your scaweeds— nearly
every one has. It is yellowish in colour,
and stiff, and will not stick to thé
paper like seaweced, but has to bé
gummed or otherwise fastened. The
beautiful pink coralline that you gu-
ther in the rock pools or on shells was
cnce the homeo of thousands.

Little and harmless and weed-like as
they look, some of them are well pro-
vided with weapons. The feathery one
I spoke of has been carefully atudied
through a microscope, and it is dis
¢~wered that each tiny dot of a polyp

(these little fellows ave polyps) hus a
lance, or n dart, or whatever you may
call it—a long, elastic' thread, very
strong, that usually lies coiled up in
his cell, but which he can throw with
great force. It is armed.with harbs,
and it in somo way poisons any little
creaturo it touches, So it isn’t 50 inno-
cent a bit of seaweed as it looks. Itis
a true wreck, not of one, but ¢z thou-
sands—a ruined polyp city, ir fu.., or
what the books call a Polypidom,
Sometimes among all these cities, you
will find one Little fellow that lives in |
hig cunning shwll house all alone. It ]
is about the sizo of a pin's head —u |
minute tube coiled up tightly and fas. |
tened to o seaweed. The owner,. when !
alive, was a worm-like creature with |
an clegont flower-like head, and a cork-
shaped door to kecp out enemies.  Its !
nanie was Spirorbis.

THE jury brought in u verdict of
“not guilty.” His Honor said-ad- i
monishingly to the prisoner: ¢“After i
this you ougbt to kecp: away from bad
company.”  “Yes, your Honor, you
will not see me hero againin a hurry.”
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WAR WEAPONS.

Nothing to Show.

¢ My day has all gone "—’twas a weman who
spoke, .

As she turned her face to the sunset glow—

‘* And I have been busy the whole day long ;

Yet for my work there is nothing to show.”

No painting nor sculpture her hand had
wrought;
No laurel of fame her hand had won.
What was she doing in all the loag day,
With nothing to show at sct of the sun?

What was she doing? Listen: ¢ I’ tell you
What she was doing all the long day ;

Beautiful deeds too many to number;
Beautiful deeds in a beautiful way;

“ Womanly deeds that a woman may do,
Trifles that only a woman can see,

f V7ielding a power unmeasured, unkunown,

Wherever the light of her presence might
be.

*She had rejoiced with those who rejoiced,

Wept with the sad, and strengthened the
woak ; :
And a poor wanderer, stiaying in sin,

She in compassion had gone forth to seck.

"*Unto the poor her aid had been given,

Unto the weary the rest of her home;
Freely her blessings to others were given,
Freely and kindly to all who had come.

Y ‘' Humbly and quictly all the long day

Had hersweet serviceforothers been dones
Yet for the labour of heart aud of hand
What could she show at set of the aun?

* Ah, she forgot that our Father in Heaven
Ever is watching the #ork that we do,
And records he keeps of all that we do,
Then judges owrwork with judgment that's
true,

“*For anangelwrites down inavolumeof gold
The beautiful deeds that all do below,

. Though nothing she had at set of the sun,

rou

The angel above had something to show.”

“Max,” said Adam Smith, “is an
animal that makes bargains. No other
animal’ does* this—no dog exchanges
bones with'another™  ~ '

War Weapons.

Brrore the inven-
tion of gunpowder
every nation had its
own peculiar weapons
of warfare, and men
were trained tc¢ use
them with wonderful
skill and precision.
Owing to the long dis-
tances' to bo traversed
and the ditliculties of
marching, horses and
clephaits were brought
into  requisition and
made to act their part
spon the battle-field.

The cutlass, the
spear, the lance, the
battle-nxe, the nssegai,
the bow-and-arrow, the
arbalest,and the arque
buse have all figured
as instruments of war.
fure, and have lent
their aid to many a
conquering hero,

War is, at times, a
direful necessity; but
it is painful to think
how muny battles have
been fought merely to
gratify an unholy ambition, and how
many lives have been sacrificed to
please & blood-thirsty monareh.

War sprends like an  epidemic.
Passions are inflamed. Private in-
Jjuries are made an excuse for commit-
ting public outrages, and those who
have no personal interest in the strife
engage in it for love of the pastime.

During the Middle Ages the Pope
summoned his people to a holy war, his
object being to maintain the right of
Christian pilgrims to visit the Holy
Sepulchre.  The Mohammedans of
Syrin and Palestine opposed them.
After the conquest of Palestine the
object of the crusade was enlarged,
and the crusaders sought to rescue the
whole land from the Saracens. Eight
different crusades were undertaken,
with Jess success than might have been
accamplished had there been fewer
traitors and cowsrds among the wear
ers of the cross,

They went forth as .destroyers, and
were pagans at heart though learing
the name of Christians, and cffected
but a tomporary conguest over the
Moslem foe.

With what different weapons do
Christ’s disciples—the tyue followers
of the cross—engage in' their crusicie
againstsin! Not by their own strength
and ‘valor do they hope to conquer, but
through the merits of a Saviour whose
precepts they teach and whose example
they follow. “For the weapons of
our warfare are not carnal, but mighty,
through God, to the pulling down of
strongholds.”

Py

A razy fellow.once declared in com-
pany that he couldn’t find bread for his
family. “Nor L,” repliod an industricus:

Lord Palmerston and the Irish
Widow.

Somg years before his death Lord
Palmerston visited his Irish estate for
the purposo of inspecting the improve-
ments which were being made ; and one
morning he and a friend walked with
their guns many miles over itin search
of game. They found little sport, and
becamo tired and hungry. In the dis-
tance Lord Palmerston saw a cabin—
a poor little cottage, not so good as a
stable—to which he miede his way, in
company with his frie1d and a kecper,
and found the tenement occupied by
anold woman and her pig. Hisloudship
asked if she had anything to eat.

“God bless your honor, sure there’s
praties and eggs at your service,” was
the reply ; and while the old woman,
without further ado, commenced wash-
ing the potatoes and putting them in
. pot, his lordship told her he would
return in half an hour. When he did
so the old woman had prepared him a
substantial meal of potatoes and fresh
eggs, which, being hungry, he heartily
enjoyed.  One is naturally in good
humour after dinner, however simple it
may have been, and Lord Palmerston
drew from the old woman that she had
been many years & widow, and worked
hard for a livelihood, but feared when
her strength should fail her that she
should go to the workhouse ; but she
fortunsately added :

“If my husband had taken less of
the whiskey and kept the meney to buy
a cow, X would have got the agent to
let mo the bit of waste land in the cor-
uer, and I would have been as happy
as the queen. It's the poor lone
woman I'll be, and nobody will cure
whether poor Biddy is alive or dead.”

“Suppose I were to speak to Lord
Palmerston,” suggested her visitor.

#0, faith, your honor, it’s not the
like of you Lord Palmerston talks to,”
said Biddy, ¢ Isn’t it himself that has
dinner with the queen, and telis her
what she has to do, and don’t he tell
the Houvse of Lords and the Parlia-
ment aud all on ’om what they ought
to do? Sure it's not yourself that'll
get within a mile of him. Take the
country all over, and he’s the biggest
man in it ; he's equal to the Prince of
Wales, and perhaps beyont him.”
“Well,” replied his lordship, “I ‘
am going to London, and I'll try to see
him ; so I shall not give you anything
for your hospitality, but leave Lord
Palmerston to reward you.”

“Luck go wid you,” said’ Biddy,
“i¥’s & good maning gentleman ye are,
but its not Lord Palmerston that
you'll see.”

His lordship shook the old woman
by the hand and departed. In a fow
days the agent seit down a fine cow
and gave Biddy ten acres of land free
of rent for her life-time.. The old
woman’s delight knew no.bounds, ‘and
when told, that- the person she. had
shaken:hands: with was-Lord Palmer-
ston "himself, ‘her gratification was
positively greater than the acquisition

of the land and the cow.

-

maechanic, “T am obliged to work for it.”

THE DAYS OF WESLEY.

————

VI,

Jack has got his commission at last.
He is wild with delight, and pattonizes
us »ll, and bestows imaginary fortunes

strength of the cities he means to-
take, and the prize-money he menns
to win,

Father scems to live over his youth
again, as he talks to Jack of the perils
and adventures before him; and al-
though he warns him that the. days
of victory are few and the nights of
wawching many, and the days of march-
ing long, yet the old martinl enthusiasm

that comes over him as he fights Marl- .

borough's battles over again, certainly
has more power to enkindle Jack’s
ardour than the sober commentaries
at the end have to cool it.

It is pleasant, however, to see how
cordial father and Jack become- over
the old book of “ Fortifications,” and
in their endless discussions concerning
arms and accoutrements.

Menanwhile mother and I rise carly
and sit up late to complete Jack’s out-
fit.  And many tears mother lets fall
on the long seaws and hems--although
I aw sure it is easier for us both, ihan
if we were rich, and could pay some
one elso to do the work, while we sat
brooding over the parting. It is a
comfort to put our whole hearts into
every stitch we do for him; to feel
that no money could ever purchrse
the delicate stitching and the elaborate
button-holes, and the close, strong sew-
ing we delight to make as perféct as
possible.  Mother sews ‘her tender
anxieties into every needleful, and cer-
tainly relieves her anxieties as she does
so. And I sew all sorts of mingled
feelings in besides; repentance for
every sharp word I ever spoke- to
Jack, and every hard thought T ever
had of his little mistakes, and plans
of my own for his cowfort. For the
bees, and the three Spanish heus,
whose honey and eggs constitute my
“pin-money,” have been very sucoess.
ful lately; and' I can very well, with
a little contrivance, make niy woolsey
dress last one more winter ; 50 that I
shall have quite a nice little sum for
Jack.

Father seems to feel as:if he were
going forth again to the wars and
adventures of his youth in Jack’s
person.  But to mother it is not a
going forth, but a going away. She
shudders as father gocs over his battles
on the table after supper, with the
bread and' cheese for fortresses; and
the plates and saltcellats for- the
armies, and talks of “massing fordes,”
and “cutting up detachments in.de-
tail.” o

“My dear,.she said one day, “you
talk 5o coolly.of masses and forces, and
of ‘catting them up!’ You seem:to
forget it is mien you are talking of,'and

that our Jack is'to be one of them:? *

on every one in the parish, on the -
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Father smiled compassionately, and
went on detnching his salt-cellurs,
Juok laughed and kissad mother aftec.
tionately, and said, ** But 1 am not to
be ane of them, wother. T have no
intention of letting any one cut me up.”

But mother could not hear any more
military discussions just then ; and wo
took a candle to alittle table ucar the
tire, augd comforted ourscl es once more
with Jack’s outtit,

T suppose that it is wmeant that wen
must leave us one day, and go forth
into the world to do their work.  But
it does seom o dittle lud they should
Lo so glad {o go.

Yet when 1 said this one day to
mather, she said, “ T wounld not have
dack one bit less eager and pleased,
on any account, Kitty' What are
women for, unless they can help men
in the tough things they have to do
and bear? They work and tight havd
for us, and if we have our own share
of the burden to bear at homne, the
least we ean do is to bear it cheerfully,
and not hinder them with repining
looks i words.”

“ Ouly, wother,” [ said, *it seeins

wronging the old happy days to part
with them socasily.”
* «The old happy childish days are
gone, Kitty '” she said. * Men can
not set down on the march of hfe,
wazing with lingering looks an the way
behind them.  And women should not ;
Christian women onght not, Kitty,”
she added softly.  *“You know e
also have something to press forward
to, Our eyes should chiefly there be
tixed whither our feet are voing.”

“ Denr wother,” T sud, *if one
were only sure that this step forward
would be a step really onward for
Jack ! There are so many dangers
the army, are there not 1"

“ What makes sou so desponding.
Kitty 2" she said. «Tt is not like
vou: and it scems as if you had too
little contidence in Jack. We nust
not sit and wail together over possible
evils,  When such anxieties come, we
mnst sepavate and pray. 1 know no
other remedy, my child.”

Aud I could not find it in my heart
to tell her my peculiar anxieties about
Jdack. Besides, it would have scemed
ungenerous to him.

Jack is gone. Now he is really off;
and silence bas settled down on the
house after all the bustle. Father’s
apprchensions seem to over-balance
hir hopes. He roams restlessly in
and out of the house, :@ud then sits
down to bis “TFartifications,” and
after reading a few words, shuts the
book and pushes it impatiently aside,
and walks carelessly up and down, or
stands whistling at the window, or
goes to the door and looks at the
weather, and wonders how that poor
bay is getting on at sea.

And Trusty, feeling there is some-
thing wrang, goes to the door also,
and also looks out at the weather,
and also wonders, and wags his tail
in an indecisive meditative way, and
returning to the fire, sits bolt upright
before it in a cramped attitude, stuaring
vacantly at the fawmes, and saying as
plainly as a dog can, that he can make
nothing of it.

Mother, on the other hand, makes
frequent visits to the little chamber
over the porch, and comes down pale
and serene, and with somo little cheery
observation changes the current of
father's thoughts, or reminds himn of
some wark about tho farm.

Then Trukty feols that it is all vight
aguin, and stretehes himself out inghis
easiest attitude on the hearth at hor
feet, and sighs, nnd composes himself
to sleop.

Yesterday ovoning, to my groat sur-
prise, Botty cameo into my room after
I wagan bed, looking wild and haggard,
and she said,—

 Mrs. Kitty, my dear, I ean bear
it no longer.  Whatever comes of it,
I must go and hear that Yorshiveman
again. ¢l is to preach at six o’clock
to-morrow morning on the Down above
the house. 1 shall be back again before
Missis wants me, for it won't lnst more
than an hour  And if she is angeved,
&he st be angeved. 1 ean get no vest
night nor day.  The words that man
spoke ave like 2 five in my boues ; and
hewr him again T must. 1 ean tmt
perish either way.,  And if 1 must
perish, T had rather know it."

She went back to her room. But
I could not sleep for thinking of her
wan, wild face. It haunted me liko
the vision of some ono murdered, And
}ielv asif it would be hardly safe to
lot her go aloue.

Accordingly, when Betty crept
through my room the next morning
very softly, that she might not wake
me, I was already dressed, and, in
spite of her remonstrances, insisted
ol accompanyiny her.

The appointed place of meoting was
i i shght hollow on the top of the
Down. ~ We were early, and as we
sat down on a tuft of withered grass,
closely wrapped in our hoods and
claiks, waiting for the preaching to
begin, T thought 1 had aever been in
a place more like a temple.  The
solewmn dawn was coming up in the
east, and I always think nothing is
so solemn as the coming up of the
morning,  Then there were the soft
twitterings of the waking birds in
the wood below us, and the muvmnurs
of the waves far off’ and far below,
and the sweeping of the winds over
the long ranges of the dewy woors.

Tt seenied to me T wanted no other
preaching, or musie.  But the silent
solemmty of the dawn, and the mur-
murs of the great sea, and the songs
of birds, have no power to lift the
burden from the troubled conscience.

That work is committed not to
angels, nor to nature (ns Hugh Spen-
ser used to say), but to poor blunder.
ing, sinful human beings, who have felt
what the burden is.

John Nelson was there already.
tie stood earnestly conversing with
a little group of men; and § watched
the frank, trustworthy face, and the
tall, stalwart form, with no little in-
terest, remembering how he had been
thrown down, and trampled on, and
bruised, and beaten by the mobs for
Christ's sake, and had dared tho same
rough usage again and aguin to tell
them the sume messago of mercy.

At length the congregation began
to assemble.  Solitary figures creeping
up from the farms and lone cottages
around, miners, in their working
clothes, on their way to the mines,
labourers on their way to the fields,
and from the necarer villages little
bands of poorly-clad women and chil-
dren.

In a few minutes about two hun-
dred had ranged themselves around
the preacher, who stood on a hillock,
his tall fisure and strorg, clear voica
comnanding tho little congregation,
so that he spoko easily, more as if
conversing privately than preaching.

e said he would give us some of his
experience, as it might be of use in
comforting any who were in trouble,

The preacher went on, but | heard
no more, for Botty was sitting with
her hands clusped, the tears mining
over her rugged face, yot with such
an expression of hope on ity that I
felt I could safely leave her; so 1 told
hier to stay, ¥ would-seo to her work,
and put everything right by the time
she camo back.

As T wont down the hill the sound
of & hymmn followed me, at fiest faint
and broken, but svon rising strong
and clear, through the morning air. I
thought T had never heard pleasantor
music; and as 1 lighted the fire and;

got tho breakfast rveady, my hédrt |

smg, and [ prayed there might be
melady also in poor Betty's heart.

She came back before any one had
missed her.

All day she went about her work as
usual : her face Jooked more peaceful,
but she said nothing, and Betty’s
silonces were barviers no one elso
but herself could safely attempt to
break down,

In the evening, while mother and I
wero sitting by the fire alone and I
preparing to confess to her my having
accompanied Betty to the morning
preaching, Betty appeared with the
supper, and after lingering about the
things until I thought she would not
go till father came back, and I should
be left for the night with the burden
of my morning expedition unconfessed,
suddenly she stood still and said =~

Missis, T may as well out with it at
once. I am going to hear that York-
shireman again to-morrow. It's no
good tighting against it. T have tried,
but I shall have to go.”

I had to fill up the vacancies in
Betty's narrative, as clearly as I could,
hastily confessing iy share in it.

Mother looked seriously grieved.

“Kitty,” she said, “I did not ex-
peet this of you.”

“Mrs, Kitty went to take care of
me,” interposed Betty. “Sho thought
T was going mazed—nand so I was, sure
—and Mrs. Kitty went to keep me from
wischief.”

“ Betty,” said mother, very gravely,
“ X cannot sanction your going to such
places. You know I never hinder your
going to church as often as you like,
and I am suro Parson Spencer is a very
good man; and there are the lessons
and the prayers. 'What can you want
more1”

“T am not spying anything against
our parson, Missis,” said Betty; “I'd as
lief say anything against the King and
the Parliament.” 1've no doubt that
what he says is all right in its way.
But ever since I heard Parson Wesloy,
I've had a great thorn fretting and
rankling in my heart, .nd our pastor's
sermons can no more take that out,
than they could take a rotten tooth
out of my head. It isn’t to be ex-
pected they should ; they’re not made
for such rough doctor’s work. But
that Yorshirelnan’s can. He made
me feel better this morning and I
must hear him again.  And then,
Missis, when I've got rid of tho bur-
den on my heart, I can sit easy and
hearken to Parson Spencer. For no
doubt his discourses are uncommon
to me. I'd as lief listen to him as to
the finest music I ever heard. Only
it's ndt to ba expected that the
finest music ’ll stop-a sore licart from
aching.”

“ Byt the Bible s made for. that,”

said mother, **and you hear that every
Sunday in chureh.”

“Yey, sure, mid so 1 do from the
Yorkshivemun ; but he has a way of
picking out the bits thut suit you,
picking them out and laying them, on,
as you did the herb lotion, Missis, lust
week, when T bruised my side.  The
herbs were in the guden before, suie
cnough, but I might have walked
among them till doowmsday, and
side been no better,”

Mother sighed.

“Tako care, Betty,” she said, that
you do not'pick ont the texts you like
instead of those that réully suit you
Bitters,” sighed wother, “ave bette
than sweets often.”

¢ And bitter cnough they were to
me,” said Betby; *it's my belief it is
the siart that did me the good.” -

“Well, Betty,” said mother, “{
cannot sanction it.”

“Bless your heart, Missis,” said
Betty, ‘“of course you can’t. I ngver
thought you could. But I thought it
my duty to tell you bofore 1 went.”

Mother shook her head, and Betty
wenti; for beyond this right of mutual
protest our domestic government with
regard to her does not extend.

Betty went, and returned, and sand
nothing. Nor did she give occasion
to mother to say anything. The cook.
ing was blameless, the {loors spotless,
f.iher's meals punctual to a minute
Ouly there was an unuvsual quiet in
the kitchen, and on  Saturday old
Roger said to me privately :—

“I ean’t think what’s come over
Betty, Mrs. Kitty. She's so cracl
kind! and as quiet as n lamb.  She
hasn't given me a sharp word for
nigh a week, nnd 1 cw't say what'il
come of it. 1t makes me quite wisht,
They say folls with Betty's tempers
fall into that way when the,’re like
to die. And in the evening she sits
and spells over the great Bible you
brought her from London.  It's quite
unpatural, Mrs. Kitty; 1 didn't like
to tel]l Missis, for fear she should tale
on about it, she’s so tender-hearted ;
but I couldn't help telling you. The
Methodists be terrible folk ; they suy
in my country up to Dartmoor that
they know mure than they ought to
know, and I shouldut like thew o
ill-wish Betty. 1 used to think her
tongue was a trille sharp by times,
but the place is cruel wisht without
it, and mortal lonesome ; and I'd give
somewhat to hear her fling out with
a will once more, poor soul.”

FEvery other Sunday afternoon has
always been one of my wmost delightful
times. There is no service theu 1 our
parish church.  Tho vicar rides to o
daughter-church some miles ofl, too fia
for us to reach, and we have the whoir
afternoon for quiet.  Mother sits nlone
in the porch-closet, and I spend the !
time alone in my own chamber, or
the old apple-tree in the garden.

Last Sunday afternoon I was sitting,
as usual, at my chamber window, The |
casement was open, and it was so stul
that the hum of the few stray bees,
buzzing in the sunshine around the
marigolds in the garden below, cane
up to e quite cleatly. DBut the bees
wero evidently only doing a little hoh
duy work quite at their leisure, :

There was a ripe calin, and w sucred
stillness over everything, which maue
me feel as if I knew what the Bib.
meant by the “shadow of tho wings
of God. For where “shadow” nml
“God” srespoken of together; shudos |
cannot mean shade and durkness, lut
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v
ot only shelter, and safety, and repose.
the It seemed ‘as if -tho whole carth were
Cof nestling under great, warm, motherly
on, wings, .
on, My Bible lny open on my knee, but
st I had not been reading for some time.
Che 1 had not consciously been thinking or
Ute even prayiug, my whole heart resting
ked silently in the presenco of God, as the
" carth around ne lay silent in the sun-
: shine: conscious of his presence as the
dumb creatures aro conscious of the
liat supshine, as u biibe_is conscious of its
ile mother’s smile, neither listening, nor
o adoring, nor entreating, nor reniember-
Lot ing;-nor hoping, but simply at rest in
God’s love. .
o It secmed like waking, when a low
b is murmur. below my window recalled mo
again to thonght,
“l It was the broken murmur of a
woman's voice. ‘The room immedi-
aid ately under mine was the kitchen,
ver and as I leant out of the window
it and listened, I perceived that the
) voice was Betty's,
v I went down-stairs into the court,
ual and as I passed the kitchen window,
vith I saw Betty sitting there with her
large new. Bible. open before her on
sard the white deal table.
sion It-was a long window, with several
yok- stone mullions, and casements broken
ess, into diamond panes. The casement
ute. at which Betty sat was open.  The cat
L in was perched on the sunny sill, and
old Trusty was coiled up on the grass
grown pavement beneath.
wer Betty was bending cagerly ever the
el book ; the plump fingers she was ac-
She customed to vely on in so many useful
for works, could by no means be dismissed
Wil from service so laborious to her as
she, reading a book ; and her lips followed
ers their slow tracing of the lines, as if she
ike would assure herself by various senses
sits of tho reality of tho impressions con-
rou veyed to her by the letters. As she
lite bent thus absorbed in her subject, T
tke n-ticed how much power was expressed
e m the firm, well-defined lips, and in
ul the broad, square brow, from which
“he tie dark grey hair was brushed back ;
sy and, indeed, in every rugged line of
1t the strongly-marked face.  As I ap-
to proached, she looked up. She scemed
t0 to think it necssary to apologise for
rer her unusual  eueupation, and she said:
es, “T was only looking, Mrs. Kitty, to
mt |l see if what that Yorkshireman said is
\¢ true.”
th (@ I could not help thinking of tho
. noble women of Berea; and leaning
as on the window-sill, T listened.
ul “ For you know, my dear,” she con-
ur timued, *if his words wmade my heart

as happy as a king's, what good is it if
they were only his-own words? But
i it’s here, it is not his bus the Lord’s,
aud then it'll stand.”

“Then his words did make your
heart light, Betty 1 I said.

“My dear,” she said, “’twas not his
words at all.  It's-all kere, and has
been here, of course, ages before he or
1 was born, only I never saw it before.”

And turning the Bible so that I

mght sce, she traced with her fingers
the words—
“ All e, like sheep, have gone astray;
we have turned cvery one to his own
way ; and the Lord hath laid oni him
th- iniguity of us all.”

“There's a deal more ns good as that,
ny dear,” she siid ; “but I keep com-
ing back to that, because it was that
thit healed up my heart.”

Hor:eyes:were ‘moist, and her-voice
was soft and quiet.as she went on-—
“Mrs. Kitty, the cure.was as quick

as the hurt. Just as Mr, Wesley's
words went right to the core of my
heart in a moment, and made it like
one great wound, feeling I was a lost,
ungrateful, sinful woman—~these words
went right to the heart of the wound,
and flowed like sweet healing balm all
through it, so that just where the
anguish had been the worst, the joy
was greatest.  Not a drop of the sor-
row but scemed swallowed up in a
lnrger drop of the joy. XFor it was net
thinking, Mrs. Kitty, it was secing. 1
saw in my heart the blessed Lord him-
self, with all wy sins laid upon him,
and he, while he was stretzhed, bieced-
ing, there on the cross, all alone, and
pale, and broken-hearted with the
anguish of the burden, the burden of
my sins, seeming to say with his kind
looks all the time, *7 am not unwilling,
I am quile content to bear it all for
thee!  And oh, my dear, my heart felt
all right that very moment. I can't
say it felt light, for it seemed as if
there Iny upon me a load of love and
gratitude heavier than the old load of
sin, but it was all sweet, my dear, it is
nll sweet, and I would not have it
weigh an atom lighter for the world.”

I could not speak, I could only bow

as 1 held it in mine. We were silent
a long time, and then I said :—

“Did you tell Mr. Nelson1”

“He came and asked. T had set
myself as firm a8 a rock, that there
should be no crying, and praying, and
singing over me, Mrs, Kitty, but T was
50 broken dewn with joy, that I didn't
mind what anyone did or thought
about me, but sat erying like a poor
fool as I am, until Mr. Nelson came
up to me quite quiet and gentle, and
asked if anything ailea me, and then I
said, ‘You may thank the Lord for
me, Mr. Nelson, for to my dying day
{ shail thank the Lord for you, and
that you ever came to these parts.’
‘Then he asked what it was, and I told
him all, Mrs. Kitty, as I have told you,
and he looked mighty pleased, and
said it was being converted ; and said
something about the ¢ inward witness,’
‘the witness of the Spirvit.” But what
that meant I knew no more than a
new-born babe, and T told him so. T
knew my heart had been as heavy as
a condemned murderer’s, and now I
was as happy as a forgiven child, and
all through secing the blessed Lord in
my heart, And they all smiled very
pleasant, and said that was enough,
and that what more there was to learn,
if I kept on reading the Bible, and
went to church, the Lord would teach
me all in time. But I felt I could
bear no more just then, so I wished
them all good day and went home
alone. For I was afraid of losing the
great joy, Mrs. Kitty, if T talked too
much aboug it. I felt as if T had got
a naw treasure, and I wanted to come
home aud turn it.over, and look at it,
and make sure it was all true, and
really mine.” -0
“You spoke of seeing, Betty,” I
said, “but you .had no visions or
dreams.”

“No,” she said, “and I don’t want
any. I don’t seé how it could be
plainer than it is. And I found it
quite true,” she went on, “about the
Lord teaching me at church. It is
strange I never noticed before how
the parson says every Sunday in tha
prayers so much that John Nelson told
me. Al we, liko sheep, liave goune

| nstray ;* and about the -forgiveness of

sins, and all. The prayers scemed

down and rest my face on Betty's hand, .

wonderful and plain to me to-day, Mrs.
Kitty ; but I can’t suy I've got to the
length as yet of understanding our
parson.  But, oh, my dear,” sho con-
cluded, “it is a great mercy for us
ignorant folks that the Bible does seem
the plainest of all 1"

Then I left Betty aguin to her
meditations, and went up for the pre-
cious half hour with” mother before
father enme Lack from the fields, Amd
I thought it right to tell her, ns well
as I could, what Betty had told me.
She was interested and touched, and
looked very grave as she said :—

“I don’t see what we can suy against
it, Kitty. Your father thinks that
John Nelson is a very vemarkable man.
Anything which makes a person keep
their temper, and love to read the
Bible, and go to church, does seem in
itself good. "But I think Betty is quite
wise to wish to bo alone, and not to
talk too muceh about it, Jtscems tome
we want all the strength religion can
give us for the doing and the enduring,
so that there is little to spare for the
talking, or to wastoe in mere emotion.”

“Yet, mother,” 1 said, “it is love,
is it not, which strengthens us both to
do and to endure, and love has its
Jjoys and sorrows as well as its duties.”

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, “many
sorrows, and also joys. Yet, Kitty,
love is proved, not by its joys and sor-
rows, which are so mnch mixed up
with self, but by duty. God said, *I
will have obedience, and not sacrifice;’
and I think that means that God will
have, not the offering of this or that in
the luxury of devotion, but the sacri-
fice of self; for obedience is nothing
clse than the sacrifice of self.”

“Yet, mether,” said I, “if the love
is so deep that it makes the obedience
a delight, can that be a mistake”

“That would be heaven, child {” she
said. “But I think none but great
saints have experienced that on carth,
at least not constantly.”

“ Yet; mother,” I suid, “it scems to
me, the wore one is like u little child,
with God, the more one does delight to
obey.”

“Perhaps it is the little children
that are the great saints, Kitty,” she
said, smiling.

“But you think we need not trouble
Betty about what she feels, mother,”
said I, *she seems so gentle and
happy 1

“I think we must wait and see,”
said mother.

And so our conversation ended.

Can it have becn only yesterday
morning I was sitting in the hall win-
dow, when Hugh Spencer came in,
and, after just wishing me good-day,
asked where mother was, and left me
to go and find her? It seems so much
longer.

I felt surprised that he should have
no more to sny to me, when we had
not met for months, and he had bYeea
ordained in the meantime. And I
supposed he wanted to consult mother,
thinking me too inexperienced or too
much of a child to be able to give any
advice worth having.

X did feel.rather hurt, and then 1
began to be afraid I might have shown
him that I felt vexed, and received
him stiffly and coldly. And I resolved
-when he came in again (if he came) to
speak quite.as-usual to him. What
riglit, indeed, had I-to feel hurt? of
‘course mother was » better .counsellor
Aor.anyone than I could be; and every-

‘one could see how much bettersEvelyn's

opinion was worth having than mine,
But then my thoughts went ofl' into
quite another channel.

Then Hugh cume back, and his voico
was very gentle and low, for he was
standing quite near me; and he said:—

“XKitty, I came to speak to you
about a very important subject.” And
then I looked up; but, indeed, 1 do
not know what we said, :

Nor, when Hugh went home and
mother came in, did she say much.
She only took me to her heart, and
murmured, My daling child.”

To think that Hugh had been wish-
ing this so many years!

Only I am not half worthy of Hugh
and his love,

Yet God ean make me even that, in
time,

(Lo be continued.)

i

Some of the Uses of Coal-Tar.

Tug history of conl-tar reads like u
romance. What was formerly so offen-
sive to any sense has been made to
yield something highly charming to at
least three of the five senses. Since.the
discovery of that sickly and somewhat
fugitive colour, mauve, by Perkibs,
thirty years ago, investigation has
been carried on with indefatigable in-
dustry, till at the present moment the
most trilliant dyes—scarlets, blues,
greens, and yellows—can be extracted
from the waste of our gas-works,

There never wasa deceiver like coal-
tar.  The lady who turns up her nose
and screws her face because she hap-
pens to get o whitl’ of the erude article
has possibly just been adding to her
charms by using a perfume from the
same source!  One extract, now risen
into considerable commercial import-
ance as a sestie, is largely employed in
the manufacture of soups, while its
delicacy makes it also available for the
higher bra: hes of perfumery. But
this instance of the complexity of conl-
tar's character has other parallels quite
assingular. It is, perhaps, the last sub-
stance that a person would like to get
clothes stained with, but if the stains are
there nothing will remove them better
than ah extiact of the tar itself—ben.
zine. Again, the light which has been
shed upon coal-tar has been returned
with light, for it is rich in naphtha
and other illuminants. This black
sen in which chemists have so success-
Sully fished has recently been causinga
good deal of speculation on account 6f
a wonderful cateh, drawn by Dr. Fal.
berg. As far back as 1879 this gen-
tleman alighted upon a terrible mon-
ster, according to one writer, who ssiys
that.it may be properly termed anhy-
droorthosulphaminbenczoicacid! .For-
tunately Dr. Falberg has survived, and’
so we have full details of this' tarry
specimen, which he hus modestly named
saccharin,  For sweetness it™ has-al-
ready completel” ruined the long-
standing reputacion of sugar. It
caused but little attention for u time,
mainly, there is reason to suppose,
from the difficulty of making it in quan-
tities, which was experienced ‘at first;
and also because there was . little

‘demand..

A large factory has been set at worle
in Germany for the production of
saccharin,  Its present price is_froys,
10s. to 46s. per pound, and, though.
this scems a high figure, when -we

‘temember that in the  sweetening

quality one pound equals 220 pbuuds
of sugar, the. cost must.bo ncknow-
ledged moderate.

-
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The Richest Ruler.

Oxer at Worms, in voyal state,
Nat the princess of the baud s

Erondly each 1o tuen did prate
Of thie weatth at fns command,

HGlovions,” said the Sason toed,
ey Band, o e it might

Priceless are the treasutes stoved
Deep heneath el ragged height @7

¢ See the wealth of ny domnin,”
Coaed the Ble tor from the Rhine s
¢ Valleys vrele with golilen gran,
On the monntains matehless wine !

* Cities great and duisters old,”
Lomix of Bavanw ypake

CWith thet countless stores untold,
My far Lamd unenabled make 27

Spoke then Fherhand the Gireat,
Wartemburg's beloved lord !

¢ No great cities boasts my state,
Nay, nor hills with silver stored ;

“* But one treasure makes me blest,
Though the days were tierce and dread ;
On each subiject’s doyal breast,
I conld boldly kay my head ™

¢ Eherhatd ** eried ono and sll,

Then there hearts hefore um bowed 3
* Yhou art vichest of usall '

Aud their praine vang long ami Toud.

" LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTLE k.

STUDIFS 1IN TIE GosirL ACCURDING TO
MATTUHFW

LESSUN 1V,
TIHE BAPTISM OF JESUS,
Matt, 3 1317

AD, %) fJuly 24

Mewary veraes, 13-17
oLk TeaT,

This is my beloved Son, in whom 1 am
well pleased.  Matt. 3. 17,

OQuTLINE.
1. Tho Buptism,
2, The Voice.
Trve—26 A.D.
Piave
haptized.
RuLkRrs, —Same as hefore.

Coxskeorine Links.—Thia is afte fncident
in the work of John, The lesson of last
week wis necessaty to prepare the way for
this story,

Eariasations, =Then cometh Jesa—At
some time during John's work, 70 be bap.
tizedd—"I'he baptism was in vecardance with a
settled purpose, ind not a chianee occurrence,
John gochadr =John at tirst refused, pro-
bably beeanze he had a divine revelation
that this was the Messiah.  7%us it hecometh|
ne—=1t is duty for us to do whatever is in
acconlance with Gad's will,  John's mission
was to preach repentance to sinners, and
haptisth was the sign of a purpose w lead
a holy life.  So Jesus gave to the world
the exhibition of his purpose. Out of the
water—11ow Jesns was baptized we do not
know. He may have goneinto the water, or
sinply to the viver's brink, as in cither case
the word translated ont of would have been
wed,  While being baptized, Luke says he
wns praying.  [feavens were opened—\Ve
canuot. say what this phenotmenon was.
NSome think the sky was cloud.cast, and
that at that instant thee was o volling
back of the clouds, and the glory of Goﬁ
for an instant shone out.  Whatever it
was, the appearanee was memorable, ns
showing supernatural approval of the act.
Like ¢ dore -Not a dove, but descending
lite w dove. A gentle, heautiful appear.
ance, which, perhaps, all saw, A roice

The Jorden, where John was

Srom hewen—\Whether all heard this voice

we do,pot know,  Jesus must have told the
disciplés what it said, A voice out of the
vast expanse, out of that heaven where God
dwells,  Perhaps Johu heard it, perhaps
otherst.. A¢ lest e can hear it ofter all the
centurges.

;qusno.\‘s ror Home Stubpy.
1. Zke Baptism.
Whst-closes the record of the biptism of
John ot the Jordan?

Was this a chance occurrence, or part of n
settled plan?

Give a reason for your answer.

Was there any aaving power in this service
of haptism?

What was the veason of Jesus for being
publicly baptized ¢

Had he done anything yet in his own work
of preaching salvation?

Wh-t i3 the nature of buptism as n sacm
ment in the Chureh ?

When o man is publicly baptized what
does hie thus gay?

What did Jesus say he was prepared to
do, and showed by this act tLat ho was
prepared

2 The Voice

What remarkable ocenrrence closed this
scene?

Whose vaice does the Chureh beliove this
to have been?

What were its wonds ?

To what did the voice bear testimony ?

For what purpose was this voice given?

Is thero ovidence that Joh: the Baptist
cither heard the voice or aaw the appearance
of the Spirit? John 1. 31, 36.

What is the one rule by which men mmy
surely please God?

PRrAacTICAL TrRACHINGS.

Galileewasa long distancefrom Bethabara,
I fear some nowadays would find it too far to
go on foot for such a service,  But Jesus
travelled it. Learn how faithful, earnest,
willing, anxious, and tireless Jesus was w
fulfilling all righteonsness,

The queation John usked we mi;‘;ht eieh
well ask, **Comest thou to me?” Heis
constantly coming to us: not to be helped
to his duty by us, but to help us do our duty.

Hixts ror Home Stubpy.

1. Hero are only five versex, The firxt
thing that every student and teacher vaght
to do i3 to connuit them to tmemory.

2 Find the instanves duting Chust's hite
when he and wonderful manifestations from
the wnicen warld.

3. Read the story of the baptism as given
by Johu in the Gospel,

4. Baptisin was a sign of repentance.  Did
Jesus vepent?

5. Write out your own idea ahout the
baptistm of Jesus.  Why it took placey
What it meant?  How it fulfilled all right.
coushess?

G. If you do not undestand the whole
story, prepare two questions about it to ush
in your ¢lass on Sunday.

DoctriNaL SUGGEsTION . —Chnist our Pat.
tern.
Catecuisy QUESTION.

4. How did Christ, being the Son of G,
become manY

By taking to himself a true human body
awld zoul, being coneeived of the Holy Ghost
aml bora of the Virgin Mary, yet without sin.

HHebrews ii. 14; Galatians iv. 43 Hebrews
w135,

AD.26) TLESSON V.
THE TEMUTATION OF JESUS

Matt. 4. 1-11.

(July 31

Memory verses, 1-4.
Gouprx TEAT.

He is able to succour them that are
tempted.  Hceh. 2. 18,

QUTLINE.

1. Temptation,
2. Triumph.

Tk —-20 AD.
events of lust lesson,

Prace.—Not mentioned in Scripture, but,
by tradition, said to have been Mount Quan.
antania, near Jericho.

RuLERs, ~Same as heretofore.

Cosskering Lisks. ='T'his event, or series
of events in our Lord's life, is supposed to
have followed at once after the oceurrence nt
the Jordan,

Exrravations.—Led up of the Spirit—
The Spirit had just descended upon him,
and this is the Grst act in the hfo winch
the Spirit was thereafter to govern, 7o be
tempted—"Temptation was nn abgolute neces-
sity,  There could be no overwhelming of
evil except by personal contest.  Forty dayx
and forty mghts =We think the absolute
time is here corvectly mentioned.  Men
have gone longer than that without foad
in the present generntion.  7he tempter—
Satan.  The sante evil spirit who had tried

Immediately following

and overthrown Adam, now wppears to over-
whelm tho new Adam.  Stones be made bread
~What a wisctewnter, Jesus was abunger-
ed, and Satan knew ite  J¢ is weitten—"That
is, it i3 written in the Holy Scriptuceg, which
are my law of action,  Not live by bread alone:
=Man lives two lives, a physical and a apivit-
ual.  Obedienes is hetter than sustemuee
forr the body.  7he holy city—Jerusalem,
This beeame the favourite namo of tho city,
atd i3 its Avabic name to-day, El Kudha,
Pinnacle of the temple—=Sounio lofty point
about the temple.  oAn excending hiy{ moun-:
tain - Probiably the high precipive of Quar-
wtania,  Showeth him—Not by hwnan eyes
but gives hin n mental vision of the power
to e hud over the kingdows of the world,
Wordip me—A direet presentation of him.
self, aud at once recoguieed, aud, with the
recognition, comes thoe tivst exercise of his
power a3 tho trinmphant Son of God, and,
with the first display of power, the tempter
vanishes,  Leaveth him—But not forever.
Over and over he came,

QUESTIONS yor rome STUDY.

1. Temptation.

Why was Josus led by the Spirit into the
wilderncss ?

Why wag the temptation neceasary?

1f led by the Spirit, was he tempted of God?

What was the one great purposo of the
tempter?

"Yowhat three humandesires did heappeal?

HaldJesusat this time wroughtany miracle?

What two facts concerning Sutan’s know-
ledge ave shown by this first temptation ?

\k'lmt fact converning his knowledge is
shown by the second teraptation ¥

Why did Satan quote Seripture?

2 Trivmph.,

What was the effect of all this temptation?

\What was the weapon with which the
wtack was met?

What is this weapon called in Eph. 6. 177

Over how ainany huthan appetites or desires
dild Jesus win victory ? :

We kunow that he was hungry; was he
anbitions?

Give u renson to support your answer.

There were three steps  toward  this
twinmph,  Find them,

\Was this trinmph abaolute and final ? Read
[.ke 4. 135 John 14, 30; Heb. 4. 15,

Pracricar, TeacutiNas.

Jesus at the Jordan is a picture of man in
e suprene moment, crowned with honour,
full of jow,

Jesus in the wilderness isa picture of man
.0 weariness and fatigue and lawnger.

Elation and depression are close comi.
panions.  The moment of victory is often
the moment whendefeat is being prepaved,
The weakest mowment in life is the unguarded
moment of victory,

Lenrn from tlhus how weatchfnl Jesus was
how Leen to detect temptation s how frusgful,
even when famishing ¢ how tree, whenaword
would have given him the ciown of a king.
Arowe so?

Hists ror Home Stuoy. *

1. Find the Scriptute passages guoted in
this lesson, aud seeo how the original aud the
quotations vary, if they do vary.

‘2, \Write down the things said of Jesus.

For example :

He was led. Ho fasted,

Ho was addrensed.  Ho abswered, cte.
Thereure certainly fifteen ditferent assertions

made of him,

3. Learn all you can by iuquiry or from
bhooks about Quarantania,  Where is
it? Why is it cailed by that name?
Tlow would yon go to reach it? ete.

4. Compare the temptation <of the first
Adam with that of Jeany, whom Panl
calls the second Adam?  Were they
at all alike?

4. Do not get the idea that Satan came
ot comes to tmen with horus, hoof,
and forked eril.  That is a painter's
Satan, and Milton's Satan.  Satan
cotes ns u friend, as o lover, as a
patron, O, in countless ways.  Study
with this idea how he must have come
to Jesus,

Doctrisat. SeaarstioN.—Temptation.

CaTcHiyy QUESTION.

H. Why did thie Son of God hecome man?

That he. miight teach us his heavenly doc-
trine, st us a pattean of perfect holincas,
and lay down his lifo ns the price of our
redemption,

John xv. 15; VJohn ii. 63 1 Peter ii. 21;
1 Peteriii. 18, . )

(MRS, Q. R. At JEN.)
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