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FLYING FISH.

WE associate flying with wings, but several
Mmals that have no wings can fly a little way in
‘he air. There is the flying squirrel, for instance ;
And the bat, that flies so well in the dusk of the
vening, has no real wings such as a bird has, but
thin sort of web or membrane, with which the
mouse-like little creature can support itself well in
the air, :
! The fish that can fly has its
MPper fins like broad wings. The
web of the fin is stretched out on
fIne ribs of hone that are fixed on
he neck of the fish, and extend
JRs long as the tail.  With these
£hymg fing, the fish can leap from
£Vave to wave, [t has been known
gt leap high enough to reach the
f!ck of a sailing vessel ; but it
ither could not fly across the deck

47 struck a boom or sail, and so
fell dowp dead.

he flying fish are plentiful in
West Indies and warm seas of
torrid regions. They are
.™uch like a ackerel in shape
nd colour, Their flesh is sweet
and tender, and of great use to
the people of the West India
Islands for food. Most of tho
1°8tablo kinds of fish like the cold
of the north seas better than the
warmer waters near the equator ;
. and, on account, of good fish being
§Somewhat scarce, the flying fish is
the more valuable in the West
~:Indies.
: Th? flying fish fly or leap into
the air t escape from the dolphin
and other enemies. They cannot
' fly for more than a hundred yards
or so.  After such a long leap,
they wet their wings or fins, and
%n then make another spring
£ 1nto the air. But the poor flying
ﬁsh. has enemies in the air as well
488 In the water. Gulls, pelicans,
j and other seabirds are on the
Vatch to seize them as they fly
f OVer the waves,
] Of course, the poor flying fish
§ darts into the water as quickly as it can to escape
1 from the birds, and darts out again to get clear of
; the f'ierce dolphin. The under part of this pretty
A fish 1s white, and from a ship they may often be
§ seen l{ke a little flock of swallows, their white sides
H gleaming in the bright sunlight like silver.

‘tthe
sthe

<

BrEsseD are those children who are favoured

§ with kin.d and generous, but at the same time firm
& and straightforward parents,

LAURA BRIDGMAN.

Miss Lavra Dewey Bripeuaxy, the celebrated
deaf, dumb and blind subject, whose death took
place recently at the Perkins Institution for the
Blind, was born in Hanover, N.H., December 21,
1829. When she was two years old scarlet fever
deprived her of sight and hearing, and consequently
of speech. Her sense of smell was also destroyed,

FLYING FISH,

and that of taste much. impaired, leaving only that
of touch intact. At the age of eight years she was
placed in the Perkins Institution, where the Super-
intendent, Dr. Samuel G. Howe, undertook the
difficult task of instructing her.

Dr. Howe, assisted by Miss Drew, began her
first lesson by giving her the word ‘ knife,” which
was printed in raised lettars on a slip of paper, and
read by moving her fingers over it, as the blind do

in reading. Then she was given the knife so that

she could feel the label on it, and the sign indi-
cating likeness, which was made by placing side by
side the forefinger of each hand, was conveyed to
her. By repeating the process with other articles
she was led to understand that the words repre-
sented the objects to which they were affixed. To
form words from letters she was supplied with sets
of metal types, and in less than three days she
learned the order of all the letters
of the alphabet. In about two
months she began to use alpha-
betical signs as made by the fingers,
examining an object and learning
its name by placing her right
hand over that of her teacher,
who spelled it with her fingers.
Then she learned the words herself.

After she had learned about a
hundred common nouns she was
taught the use of verbs, then of
adjectives. She learned to write
slowly, and later to talk by means
of the mysterious finger alphabet,
and used it frequently in animated
conversation. In walking through
a passage-way, with her hands
spread before her, she knew every
one she met and gave them a
passing sign of recognition, but
she embraced affectionately her
favourites, and expressed the
varied language of the emotions
by the lips as well as by the
fingers. She also learned gram-
mar, arithmetic and a little of
music.  Later on she studied
algebra, geometry, philosophy and
history.

A remarkable faculty was her
ability to read character, and this
she did literally at her fingers
ends. She was very thoughtful of
her friends and liked to aid the
poor. At the time of the famine
in Ireland she bought, with money
which she had earned by her work,
a barrel of flour, which was sent
to the sufferers. In the summer
of 1852, when she was twenty-
three years old, she undertook to
make her permanent home in her
father’s house in Hanover, but she became so
howesick that at last she was confined to her bed,
and Dr. Howe, who went to see her, found that
she was alinost at death’s-door. She was brought
back to the institution, where she remained, up
to the time of her death, fifty-two years. On
January 29, 1842, Laura was visited by Charles
Dickens, who was s0 much interested in her that
he remained several houfs.
in his “ Notes on America.”

S bt

His visit is described
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Rona Lighthouse.

A woMaN stood at w cottage door—
A crofter’s cottage and mean and amall g

But hier heart was rich, if her homo wus paar,
For her zons were kindly and strong and tall,

And her own good man was as brave and true
And handsome us even a king could be,

And she did not envy the queen ; for who
Could be better cared for and loved than she ?

The wee green istand was all their own
(Winle thuy paid to the factor the Jajvd’s fair rent) ;
Luttle it bore but o crop of stone,
Yet the Rona people were well content.
They had a sheep o1 two on the heights,
And a fow oats grew in a sheltered place 3
And thuy bad at sunset such glotious lights,
That 1t scetied heaon - ame to thew little space.

They gathered at need, in their own Scoteh right,
The bountiful harvest that grew io the soas
Aud they worked in the duy and rested at night,

Thnkfal, conteated amd quite at ease,
So the woman stood at the door, with oyes
That scannied the sea for the little boat 5
Siece aff that che had in the world to prize,
Her lnave, bounie Liddies, were there atloat,

The dark enme rapidly down that night —
A deep, thick dathuess without aay ;
There ty almost always o gleam ot light
Un the sea, but thoy it kad passed away.
COThey are very late,” the woman xaid,
* And o the minch the water is rough §
But they're s uo danger "-~she raised her head—
My inen ate trusty and sate cuough,”

She lizhted no candle, for there, wit! a,
Woas nothang to do, and naught to see s
She ntentied herselt, md wonld not begin
At st 1oy add to anxiety.
And the ewrs went by ax she wated there,
But her Beat grew heavy with diead ag last,
And ~hie slavered wath tear, as she cried io prayer,
* 0 G, let the ternble night bo past 17

The morming broke on the sullen sea,
And over the diths the woman pected,
Andround the saland i haaste went she,
Lail at last shie raw the thing that sl feared ;
Fot thieto on the 1tugged rochs she found,
Cend and Bfeless, et deaest ones,
Padled by darkaess, wiechod and drowned—
o nable husband, her bonnje sons !

And, uh, the pang of the vam regiet,
The deepest tiauble, the wotst 1o bear !
Rire can that they might have been living yet,
I only o hgit nad bnen bursing therse,
They had sotght 1o the dath tor the lading-place,
But to gleaim had shone 1o thar auvons gaze
A, weeptnd wiiow, with covered face,
It as this that wall baunt yeur nights and days !

RBut out of the sarraw one blessiing atose ;
She would do 2o others, though strangers they,
‘Pt whae b she onght t have done for those,
o best and deatest, passed anay,
Saever after when gloanin g e,
I3 Lo uppr waedow these shome s light
Agl many a mnn s wile blesse | the lane
Fhat seebly gleamed on the sca at mght,

1 domy best, but the light 15 wnall
Oh, for a bescon that could not tail *” -
80 the cager woman spoko to all,
lu the carnest tones that mnst preval,
Saon a great hght shone o er the westarn sea,
Tetried ever with lovng e,
And the Jighthonse-hecper was none bat sde
\Who had hved amld loved and sutfered there,

Aly, for the good that we might have done,
For lamps unlighted, and elpe forgoe !
Yet peace and pardon an i hope are won
If wo lizhten the gloou of anaother's lot.
Lot ut throw some glean aiy the toubled sen;
Let us save our brothers sotue pay of P
For if their joutney may hghted be,
\We shall noc have suleted and prayed in vain.

—— e

Thee is a good deal of meaning in the proverh

that = It i3 casier 0 go up hill witl Gud, than to
a0 down hill without hins”

IN THE WQODS AND OUT.

T sust suy Eben was heavily loaded. o had a
basket on ono arm and a pretty full pail swung at
his left hand. His grandmother Caroy was to have
the contents of both basket and pail—not his real
grandmothey, but n dear old lady who lived in a
tumblo-down house just at the edgo of the woods;
she was grandmother to all the children, and she
lived well, for the childron’s mothers were sure to
vomembor her whon they did their baking to last
over the Sabbath,

In Lben’s basket were a layer of sweet biscuit,
an apple pie, n baked chicken cut in picces and
nicely packed in a bowl, and all the chinks
were filled up with caraway cookies. The pail wis
full of soup; grandmother’s dinner was over for
the day, it is true, but the Sabbath was coming,
and what could be easier to do than wiarm a bowl
of the uourishing soup for the Sabbuth dinner?

Sverything would have gouo on nicely if it had
not been for meeting Eddio Burns just as Eben
enteved the woods.  Not that LEddie Burns was a
bad boy, but he always had some plin that he
wanted others to help him carry out right away. No
sooner did he catch sight of Eben than he began :

«Oh, ho! you're just the felow that I waut;
cowe back here a little way and h.ld the limb of a
tree down for mo a minute, and I will show you
something pretty.”

“Can’t,” said Eben; * both hands are full,
the things arve heavy enough without holding
limbs.”

“Oh, but set the things down just a minute ; it
isn't a rod from here, and it won'e take you but
two minutes. Come along,” he coaxed.

“ Lddie Burns,” said Eben severely, *“are you
trying to rob a bird’s nest”

“ Now,” said Eddie, looking injured, * vou know
I wouldn’t do that any more than you would.
Some bird has got scared and left her nest : the
exgs ave all drying up, there are thiee of them,
the cutest things—a ditferent kind from any I ever
saw before. T can’t get them because that branch
is in the way, and Tm afuad 11 break them,  If
you will come and help me, L'l give you one of the
exys for your collection.”

“Wait till 1 come back
Carey's, and [ will”

“1 don't dare do that. Joe Ball is hanging
around in the woods, and Pm afraid he'll get thew ;
besides, 1've got to boe howme by four o’clock, and
it's 'most that. Oh, come, Iben—do! it wont
take but a wminute, and you can set your things
vight down here under the tree,”

It looked innocent enough, so Eben set down the
things and went.  Alas for Grandimother Carey's
Sabbath dinner! The bashet with its cover tied
down was unhurt, but when in ten minates Khen
camo back with the cgys, the pail was lying on its
side and nearly all the soup was gone.

and
any

from Grandmotlher

Now begins the worst part of my story.  What
do you think that boy mude ap his mind to do?
Why, not to say a word ahout the soup to his
wother. 1 won't tell a Jie,” he said, growing hot
and angy with hinsell for tuinking such a thing
“Of coutse not: but theres no use in worrving
lier avout it if Tean help ite T just keep still.
She won tsee Grandmother Carey in weeks, mayhe.”

His mother rather helped this vesolution along
by her questions: ¢ What did grandumther sy to
the chicken?”

«She said it looked "most too good to wait until
to motrow . that she find not had a taste of chicken
for a long time, snd the caraway crokies are just
such as hier wmother used to make for hiet when sle
was my age - only, mother, 1 hnow hets weren't
near so good as you can make.” ’

*And did you carry the things down tho cully
for hert” ;

“Yea'm, and put them all away ; and she <!
¢Tell her I never cun thank her.enough”™ i
Lbeu went away whistling before more quests
caumo,

It was not a nice afternoon, after all. e .
not care for the speckled egg, and thought sonw
throwing it away, e had a chance to vide o 38
Whitey to pasture, and did not want to doit. 1.8
father said, “ I afraid the boy is sick ;" but -
wother said, “No, T think not.”

By and by, to Eben's sutisfaction, the day waj
done; he wanted to go to sleep and foraet it, b
to his dismay he found that thero was no sleept
be had out of his bed. 1le turned his pillow tn
times, and it was o overy time. At last he
upright aund ealled, * Mother 1”  Of course muth:
went upstairs. '

“ Mother,” said Eben, “T want to tell you:l
didn’t mean to, and I didn't think it was wro]
uot to, but now I know it is: I spilled every ;8
of the soup before 1 got to grandmother's at «.
and I left the pail behind a tree, and grandmotl:
doesn’t know anything about. it.”

“ Bue I did, my son,” said mother, quictly sittr;
down beside him and taking Bbens hot, roug
littlo hands in hevs.

Then was Eben astonished.  “You did?”
said.  “llow{”

“The pail told ma first, Tt was all sticky ou
side, and gramdmother nover sends hoine dishes
that way. Then your shoes told me; when
chauged them for shippers this evening [ saw tl
they were all grensy and smelled of soup. Tl
your face told we all thae afternoon that somethi:
was wrong, and I have been waiting to hear abs
it. Shall L eell you whir has made me feel b
That it took you so long to make up your mind:§
tell me.” :

There was a long talk shout soup and s
other things; and when Eaen lav dowa agawm:
suid with a satistied sih, ** Mothers know el
thing, and they are nios cvery tuue, and I wer
t1y to hude anything, Faen his touud to
Jjoy that his pillow was full of sleep. — Hunsy.

vy,

OIL YOURSELT A LITTLE. '

Oxcr upon a time there lived an old wentlon 8
in alarge house. He bl servants and eversthe
he wanted 5 and yet e was not happy, and '
things did not woas he washed, e was very enc
At last his servants lett hune - Quite out of teng-
he went to a neighbour with the story of &
distress,

« It seems to me,” said the neighbour, sasacion:”
«7 ould be well for you to oil yoursetf a litth.

“To oil myself1”

“Yes, and I will explain,  Some time o, 8
of the doors in ny housu creaked.
fore, liked to o inor out of it. One day | ..
its hinges, and it has Leen constantly usea
evervbody ever sinee.”

“Then you think T am hike a creaking dos
crivd the old gentleman,
to oil myself 1”

.\'n‘m‘i'\', [

“UHow do you want:

*Fhat’s an ceasy matter,” saud the neighie:
“Go home uul cngvee g servant, anid when
does right praise o 1, on the conteary, hel: :
something suniss, do ot be cross 5 0il your we
with the oil of Tove”

The old gentlenzn went Lhome, and 1o b b

puzly words were ever Tieand in the honse afterw.
Everyliody shoukd 1.8 i

, Bverybody should hetve o supply of this pree
yoily, for cvery f.uml'\ i1s hiable W e a0 ereh: R
1 -

llnna’n- e the shape <F o fretful disposition, a on

| temper, 2 harsh tone, or x fault-linding spitit.




PLEASANT HOURS.

The Ideal Woman.
BY NANCY MINOR BOWLES.

& the halls of far-famed pictures, where true artist minds
£ have soared, .

\Veemis, holiest of the paintings is the * Mother of our
: ord,”.

hown in many different guises, but one thing we always
see—

.‘ hat the tender face is bending to the infant at her knee.

Blost sacred of woman’s trusts, to train the nntried soul
3 nd to point the immortal spirit to the God which is its
goal,

thc(\Slmﬁower to the sunrise, so her face is turned to
4 JOd,

fhank; : . . . s :

g all his mercies, blessing him -
g 'ankiog him for all b , blessing him his chasten
ing rod,

¢ 'rning often from the children to the children older
grown,

FOr & tender bit of counsel, or to reap the seeds long
7 8sown ;

o BTaVe and gay,

hile fller sons find her still ready for the questions of the
day,

Vill & ming grown broad with study of a scientific lore,

£° d‘”"““"‘mllhled by the commonplace that chatters at

Y the door? R

gana brain made rich and fertile by the deeds of history’s
_ meun, .

3 Ve a place to idle gossip of the few within her ken ?

Vith a form g

b sires;

Vith the noble face that speaketh of a train of high

desires ;

Standing firm ag
_ thought .

Tis a Woman,

wrought,

rown strong and robust from a race of sober

ainst the evil, ready with the larger

wife and mother, by a century’s honour

14 . .
Speak, Phen, Voice of all the ages, thundering down the
aisle of Time 1

'"8 out, tones of all ye poets, finding endless life in
rhyme 1

:lee %o us this ideal woman that the world may tura and
Ses

Something up among the works of God from out his
majesty.

.
»SWeeping onward comes the answer like the flood-tide to
the sea,

]

v ATing onward, sound of voices in a wave-like majesty.
oices X - -
1ce8 there of men of learning, voices there of bards of

old ;

Clllldl'(:l,1womexl, and among them shines the armour of the
old,

!
Lot the name that swelleth upward, each the same, though
Yet another,

Is unenimously chosen, blessed, idealised— < My Mother.”
A HERO OF TO-DAY.

Tae little island of Molokai, one of the smallest
and most inaccessible of the twelve islands which
form the Hawaiian group, has recently been the
Scene of a heroic martyrdom.
selected twenty-tive yewrs a

This island was
g zo by the Hawaiian
Government as a site for the establishment of a
CD.lony of lepers. The terrible disease was then
widely prevalent in the Sandwich Islands, and,

although exceedingly contagious in character, no
steps were t

the natives,
friends,

aken tu circumseribe its spread among

The lepers lived in the houses of their
‘ “eating from the same dish, smoking the
Same pipe, sleeping on the same mat ;” even the
clothing of the sick and the well was interchanged.
» Under this state of things the spread of the disease
! wasg so rapid that in 1865 an Act was passed by the
¢ Hawaiian Legislature ordering the transference of
- all lepers from the other islands to Molokar; and
between 1866 and 1885 more than 3,000 of these
unhappy victims of a terrible disease were trans-
p?rt,ed to Molokai, £,000 and more having died
F \.vxthin the same period. There was no distinction
1n the operation of this terrible bug necessary law ;
, even the royal family were not exempt ; n<;r were

Europeans who showed a taint of the disease,
Those who were removed were frequently in the
early stages, and were compelled, while still able
to pursue the avocations of life and to enjoy its
pleasures, to bid eternal farewell to friends, liome,
and occupation, and become the companions of in-
curable lepers. On the sunny, fertile slope of
about 6,000 acres which stretch along the northern
shore of ‘the Island of Molokai, separated by an
impassable wall of crags from the southern part of
the island, stand the two villages buiit by the
lepers. Thirteen years ago these villuges were the
homes of indescribable misery. The Government
had adopted the barbarous theory that the lepers
could sustain themnselves, and had left themn to their
own resources. They were wretchedly housed,
wretchedly clothed, without physicians, medicine,
religion, or even suflicient food. The physical
miséry had blunted the moral sense, and drunken-
ness and every other form of the lowest debauchery
had become a sort of refuge of despair for these
miserable outcasts.

There was at Honolulu at this time, among the
Roman Catholic missionaries, a young ptiest from
Belgium, Father Damien, 2 man of fine education
and of marked abilities, for whom his superiors
anticipated a brilliant future. During his stay of
nine years as a Catholic missionary in Hawaii he
had become acquainted with the condition of the
lepers, and in 1873 he volunteered to join the
colony at Molokai, understanding perfectly that in
so doing he renounced the world as completely as
if he were entering the strictest religious order, and
condemned himself to the society of lepers until
death. In a perfectly simple and modest way
Father Damien has told the story of his work at
Molokai—a story which ought to be translated into
every language and read throughout the length
and breadth of Christendom, not only as a shining
illustration of the Christian spirit, but as an
illustration of what a priest or minister ought to
be in the range, the thoroughness, and the efficiency
of his contact with the life of the people. At thirty-
three years of age, in perfect health, Father Damien
began his work in Molokai, and for eleven years
was left untouched by the plague about him. At
the time of his settiement on the island there were
eight hundred lepers living in miserable grass huts,
without distinction of age or sex, passing their time
in drunkenness and riot. Father Damien took up
first the question of sufficient food, and as a result
of his importunities the Hawaiian Government
arranged that food supplies should be sent at
regular intervals to the island, and that the food
should be suitable to the condition of the exiles.
From that day until the hour of his death this de-
voted priest never failed ou every possible oceasion
to bring the needs of his parishioners before the
Government and people at Hawaii. At the time
of his appearance among them the lepers were
living in small, damp huts, endirely insufficient to
protect them from the elements, and so lacking in
every appliance and means of health that the
devoted priest was frequently obliged to rush out
of them in order to avoid being stifled. Through
his representations, and under his personal direc-
tion, the Government has comfortably housed the
colony, F(atlner Damien himself having built mauy
of the houses. In the same manner better clothing
was obtained, a hospital established with proper
appliances, a dispensary opened, and a resident
physician secured. Nor did Father Damien’s work
stop with this care of the material life of his peo-
ple, though he very properly made this the basis of
his entire work. He opened schools for the boys
and girls, he built two churches, and secured proper
arrangements for burial of the dead. By thus

removing the physical miseries of the people he
attacked at the foundation their moral and spiritual
miseries, and as a result he transformed the clar-
acter of the communities. The miserable huts,
huddled together, filled with wretchedness and
debauchery, which greeted him when he landed in
1873, have now been supplanted by groups of neat
cottages, surrounded by pasture lands and gardens.
The expatriated colonists are comfortably eared for,
their children are educated, and they have lecome
moral, orderly communities.

1t was not until 1884 that the noble man who
had achieved these results began to show signs of
leprosy ; a year later they were unwmistakable.
Writing to a friend in 1886, he said : ¢ Having no
doubt of the real character of my disease, I feel
calin, resigned, and happier among my people.
Abnighty God knows what is best for my sanctifi-
catton, and with that conviction 1 say daily, Thy
will be done.” On the 10th of April the leper
priest died. TLast week in these coluinns we drew
a lesson from the heroism of Livingstone, a Scotch
Protestant ; this week we leave this noble story of
a Roman Catholic priest to impress its own lesson.
fMen like Livingstone and Father Damien belong
to the Church Universul.—Christian Union.

-

“TO0 MUCHEE BY-AND-BY.

“WHaAT is your complaint against this young
man, John?” said the magistrate to the Chinese
lJaundryman who bad summoned a young gentle-
man whose laundry bill was in arrears,

“ He too muchee by-and-by,” was the answer of
the aggrieved celestial, who evidently knew what
ailed the young man, if he could not express his
views in the most classical English.

There are other youngsters who are troubled
with the same complaint—* too muchee by-and-by.”
The boy who has to be culled four times in the
morning, and then is late to breakfast; the boy
who says, “In a minute” when his mother calls
him to do chores or run errands ; the young gentle-
man who forgets his promise to bring wood or
draw water; the young lady who always “meant
to” do things and have them in order, but who
never, never carried out her intentions ; the legions
of folks who always have to be waited for—all
these have “too muchee by-ad-by.”

People are likely to sing themselves into per-
dition with “the sweet by-und-by.” What they
need is the sweet now, which is the accepted time
and the day of salvation.—ZLittle Cliristian.

&
ag

EVERY DAY A LITTLE

Eviry day a little knowledge. One fact in a
day. How small is one fact! Only one! Ten
years pass by. Three thousand six hundred and
fifty faets are not a small thing.

Every day a little self-denial. The thing that is
difficult to do to-duy will be an easy thing to do
three hundred and sixty days hence, if ench day it
shall have been repeated. What power of self-
mastety shall be enjoy who, looking to God for
grace, seeks every duy to practice the grace he
prays fot. .

Every day a little happiness. We live for the
good of others, if our living be in any sense true
living. Ttis not in great deeds of kindness only
that the Ulessing is found. Tu “little deeds of
kindness” repeated every day we find true happi-
ness. At home, at school, in the street, in the
neighbour’s house, in the playground we shall find
opportunity every day for usefulness,

Every .day a little look into the Bible. One
chapter a day. What a treasure of Bihle know-
ledge one may acquire in ten years! Every day a
versa committed to memory. What a volume in

twenty-five years!
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PLEASANT HOURS.

“ Where Are the Coming Men?”
ANNIE A, PRESTON.

DEAR Aunt Mary asked this question,
Then, glancing up at Ben,

Who a fine cigar was rolling,
She asked it o’er again :

‘¢ For smokers, now, we need not search,
We find them nine in ten ;
There are swearers too, and loafers—
Where shall we look for men ?

¢ Good men must come from somewhere soon
To run the church and town,
For those we have are growing old,
And must of course go down,

¢ These growing boys —they will not do—
They swear and smoke and fight ;
Dear me ! must we then send abroad
For men who serve the right ?”

The boys all looked surprised enough.
“ We'll think of this,” said Ben;

“T’ll tell you, lads, we’ll mend our ways;
We'll be the coming men.”
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, AUGUST 3, 1889.

I MAY BE LOST.

BY MARK GUY PEARSE.

THERE is a story that you remember, perhaps, of
a man whose ground brought forth plentifully. A
clever, thrifty man, who knew how to break up
the fallow grouud, and how to plough and to sow
and to reap. A man who could do things well,
and could make things pay. His golden corn stood
waving in the sun, or was safe in the long rows of
stacks that clustered about the farm-house. The
fattening cattle were well housed, or stood in the
deep, green pasture. Clean land and well-kept
fences were doubtless everywhere the signs of hijs
estate. A prosperous wan, he had to pull down
his barns and build greater, until he was increased
in goods and had need of nothing.

“Come,” said he to hiwself, “ what can any-
body want more than this? [ am rich, and in-
creased in goods. Now let me enjoy life.” But
in the night he woke up ill—dying—dead. God
required his soul of him; and the man was lost.
What, then, of everything else? What were well-
filled barns to him then? His plenty could not
help him. His abundance could not satisfy him.
Homesteads and well-filled barns, flocks and herds,
did not make him rich then. His no more: a new

master owned the estate, and the man
himself was lost !

If you are lost, reader, everything
is lost to you. All the busy work of
life ; all your thought, and all your
trouble, and all your care; and all
the worry and toil ; yes, and all the
gain too ends in this—the man himself
i lost. It is good to be busy. It
is well to lighten labour, and to make
the earth yield a richer increasé. But
if the man is lost, what comes of it all
to him? The chief end of life is all
unanswered. The great work of life
is all undone. The gain of life is left
behind.  The wman himself s lost.
Surely it concerns us to ask eagerly,
What must I do to be saved ?

“May be lost /” Sosaid the prudent
ship-owner, and insured the vessel be-
fore she left the harbour. May be lost.
If that were all, it might be enough
to make us seek to be safe. But
there is more. Here on this wild
day the crowds gather on the shore,
and watch the ship yonder that is
venturing too near the coast. The
current is setting on to the rocks, and
the wind is shifting round to a more
dangerous quarter, and the old sailors
shake their heads seriously. And so
the minutes pass, until now her chance
is gone. Man the life-boat !
always “may be lost,”
wuch more than that.

May be lost is not all, reader.

You are in danger of being lost. The current of
your life is setting on towards destruction, and
bearing you thither. Evil has been repeated until
it has grown to habit. Habit bas strengthened
with the might of years. Neglect and indifference
make you fling away all thoughts of the claims of
God, and you laugh at the things of eternity as
not worth your notice.

It was
but now it is

The current is running
stronger every hour. The peril is steadily increas-
ing. Man, you are in danger of perishing!
Rouse thee. Call upon thy God. Fling up the
rocket of distress. Thou art in danger of perish-
ing forever. Asleep! and you are drifting down
to destruction! Going on every day-—hurrying
onward every hour—nearing the dreadful end every
moment. Yet utterly careless. Bad enough to see
the ship coming down upon the rocks while the
sailors climb the rigging, and the flag of distress
flies at the mast-head. But to be hurrying on to
destruction with the sound of music on board and
the dance ringing on deck-—laughing at all waru-
ing—this is horrible folly ! * Be this "your eager
thought and the cry of your heart—

I may BE Lost—WHAT Must I DO TO BE SAVED !

LAND BIRDS AT SEA.

I REMEMBER with pleasure the circumstance of
the little birds that, during my first voyage, took
refuge on the steamer. The first afternoon, just as
we were losing sight of land, a delicate little wood
bird, making, perhaps, its first southern migration,
lost its reckoning and came aboard. Tt had a
disheartened, demoralized look. After resting it
disappeared. . . . The next day a small hawk was
sailing about the vessel, with a lofty, independent
mien, as if only lingering to take a good look at
us. . . . Presently he found it not inconsistent
with his dignity to alight on the rigging, where I
saw his feathers rudely ruffled by the wind, till
darkness set in. . . . The third day a titlark, from
the far north, dropped upon the deck, nearly ex-

LAND BIRDS AT SEA. !

hausted. . . . It stayed about the vessel nearlyz
day flitting from point to point, and prying i
every crack and crevice for food. Time after tifh
I saw it start off with a reassuring chirp, as §
determined to reach land, but before it had
many rods from the ship, its heart would seem§
fail it, and after circling about for a few momeﬂé
back it would come wmore dlsuomaged than ever.

These little waifs froum the shore! T gazed up®
them with a strange, sad interest. They W
friends in distress; but the sea birds, dartm"%
and out among these watery hills . . . I had %
sympathy with them. 4

Occasionally one of these land birds make 'ﬁ
passage. . . . And I have been told that over fi
different species of our more comon birds hs%
been found in Ireland. . . . But what numbers
these little navigators are misled and wreck®:
during those dark and stormy nights on the ligh
houses that line the Atlantic coast !

It is Celia Thaxter who tells of having pick
up her apron full of sparrows, warblers, fly-catch
etc., at the foot of the lighthouse on the Isle
Shoals one morning after a storm, the ground b
still strewn with birds of all kinds that had dash®
themselves against the beacon, bewildered af
fascinated by its tremendous light.—Jokn B
roughs (abridged). :
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v BIRDS OF PASSAGE.
1 BY a natural impulse, when the time comes, the
irds from the South or North are on the move

Omeward again. A writer says:—“How I sym-

athize with them, especially in the autumn, when
ey have to move. Some go to Brazil, some to
; lo“f‘a, some to the tablelands of Mexico ; but all
mnanimous in the fact that they must go soon, for
hey have marching orders from the Lord, written

the pictorial volume of the changing leaves.
here is not a belted kingfisher, or a chaflinch, or a
'recrested wren, or a plover, or a red-legged par-
l’ldge, but expects to spend every winter at the
O“ﬂ.‘ ; and after thousands of miles of flight they
top in the same tree where they spent the previous

: anu'ary_ In every autumn let them strew the
ontinent with music.”

P"_"dS,'jOyous birds of the wandering wing !

V ‘}:enf:e is it ye come with the flowers of spring ?
; We come from the shores of the green old Nile,
me the land where the roses of Sharon smile,
From the palms that wave through the Indian sky,

rom the myrrh-trees of glowing Araby.

glz‘l\lave swept o’er the cities in song renowned,
v t they lie with the deserts round !
A ¢ have crossed proud rivers, whose tide hath rolled,
Agddark with the‘ warrior blood of old ;
U"deeach worn wing hath regained its home,
T Peasant’s roof-tree or monarch’s dome.”

:i“d‘ what have you found in the monarch’s dome,
S l‘x‘ne !ast we traversed the blue sea’s foam ?

;11(1\4" e have ffmnd a change, we have found a pall,
And 4 gloom o'ershadowing the banquet ball,

% a mark on the floor as of life-drops spilt,
Yought looks the same, save the nest we built

('I)': ! Joyous birds, it hath still been so;
Bu‘;‘)ugh the halls of kings doth the tempest go,
the huts of the hamlet lie still and deep,
1‘\11(1 the hills o’er their quiet a vigil keep,—
sf‘y what have you found in the peasant’s cot,
1oce last ye parted from that sweet spot ?

="' A change we have found there—aund ruany a change!
F‘aee!, and footsteps, and all things strange !

Gone are the heads of the silvery hair,

And the Young that were have a brow of care,

A'lld the place is hushed where the children played ;
Nought looks the same, save the nest we made?”

S?d is your tale of the beautiful earth,
Bvll‘ds that o'ersweep it, in power and mirth !
Xvet through the wastes of the trackless air,
\'e have a Guide, and shall we despair ?
?‘Le over desert and deep have passed,
So may'we reach our bright honse at last.
—Aims and Objects of the Toronto Humane Society.

,m THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL, TORONTO.
: A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES.
BY MISS S. M. IVES.

I rEMEMBER reading’ some years ago, “’Tis sad
ﬁ to see a man suffer, sadder still a woman, but sad-
dest (?f all a child.” This sentiment struck me at
the time as being wonderfully true, and has since
bee? counfirmed in my own experience.

b }-‘(?r nearly twenty months 1 was engaged in
& hospital nursing at the Sick Children’s Hospital,
 and do not hesitate to say they were the happiest
f months of my life, although my school and college
da.ys are full of bright remembrances.

§ In merely visiting a children’s hospital one is

apt to go away
feeling depressed
and saddened by
the sights and
sounds seen and
heard there, and
knowing butlittle
of the bright side
z of the picture.
Therefore we will for a few minutes take a * peep
behind the scenes ” into some of the real joys of a
nurse’s Jife.
Can anyone help loving children? Their fresh-
ness, their innocence, and their very dependence
upon us call forth our love in no small degree.
And if this be true of those who are full of life and
health, how much more so of those who. (alas, too
often through the sin and carelessuess of those to
whom they owe their very being) are forced to
spend long hours in weary pain and suffering.
Without this love I am convinced that it would be
almost impossible for a nurse to perform the mwany
trying duties which fall to her lot; duties which
none but those who have passed through the miil
(as the saying is) know anything about.

Imagine a pleasant airy ward, the walls prettily
decorated with pictures and mottoes, and ranging
round the room the cots and beds of the little
patients. It is seven a.m., and as I enter the room
to commence the duties of the day I am greeted
with ¢« Oh, Nursie, come and kiss me first.” ¢ No,
me first, Nursie,” from all sides, and so I move from
bed to bed complying with this request, and feel so
many pairs of loving little arms around my neck I
assure you I am amply repaid for all the fatigue
and care which I know will come during the day.
At 8 a.m. our little ones are ready for breakfast,
looking as fresh and bright as daisies, as with
folded hands and shut eyes they all join in singing,
“We thank Thee, Lord, for this our food,” ete.,
and even those who are too ill to want breakfast
like to *‘help the others sing.” After breakfast
come prayers, and then to the work of the morning.

Come and watch this first dressing, one of the
most painful in the ward. As we bend over our
little Bertie, striving to be as gentle and painless
in our work as possible, what do we hear her say-
ing? ¢ Nursie, I don’t fink it will be so very bad
to-day, do you? ’cos I asked God not to let it be;”
and God who cares for the sparrows hears his little
one’s cry, and gives her strength to bear it.

Let us glance at the next bed a mowent or two
whilst little Cora is getting her ear dressed. And
although we can see by her face the intense pain
she is suffering, there is not a sound of murmuring,
and when it is all over all she wants is “to lie in
Nursie’s arms and forget the pain.”

Now, can you spare a moment or two to come
with me into the boys’ ward, and as you stand by
little Arthur’s bed and look at his white, wan face,
almost convulsed with pain, you will hear him say,
«] am going to try and bear it without crying to-
day, Nursie, because I know it hurts you so when
1ecry”

And so the morning quickly passesaway. Dinner
is served at 1 o’clock, commenced and ended with
the hymn of thanksgiving, and then our little ones
in their pretty red and white jackets giving them-
selves up to the enjoyment of the afternoon with
their toys and picture books. This afternoon a
little girl is brought in, looking the very picture of
misery and distress, and when I have carefully
tended to her wants and placed her in the pretty
green cot with its snowy quilt, her wee, wan face
brightens as her eyes wander round the room and
seem to feast on the pictures and toys. And bend-

ing over her I say, “Is it nice in here, Maudie }”

“ Oh, yes,” she says, “may I stop here always?”’
and I could but echo that ¢ always,” and pray that
it might be so, knowing the home from whence she
had just been brought.

The afternoon wears away until the tea-bell rings
at 5 o'clock, and by 6.30 the duties for the day are
all finished and the bairnies comfortably settled for
the night, waiting for what, to both nurse and
children, is the sweetest time of all the day, the
singing time.” And as I turn from the organ with
the question, “ What shall it be first, children ”
the requests are so numerous that we have to take
each one in turn. Then, hark! as through the
hush and stillness of the ward there rise from the
lips of each little one, with folded hands and closed
eyes, the sweet words of the evening hymn,

‘¢ Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me,

Bless thy little lamb to-night,

Through the darkness be Thou near me,

Keep me safe till morning light,” etc.
None knowing ere the coming morrow shall dawr
which “little lamb” may be gathered by the
“ tender Shepherd ” into the everlasting fold, where
“ there shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor
crying, neither shall there be any more pain, for
the former things are passed away.”

THE TELEGRAPH.

Surrose that you possessed a maguetic telegraph
for your exclusive use, by which you could send
messages to distant friends in any part of the world.
“What an invaluable treasure!” you might
exclaim.

But have you not one far more valuable }—one
operating room of which is your own heart, the
other your heavenly Father’s audience-chamber.
And if it be needful for your happiness, and does
not interfere with your best good, the answer to
your communication will be instantaneous.

What a thrill of emotion was experienced at the
first successful result (as was thought) of the
Atlantic Cable! And what Christian does not
remember the first direct answer to prayer— per-
haps inmediate—which he ever received

How vividly comes up to memory’s eye the scene
of sorrow or disaster, the perplexity or anxiety ;
his silent closet ; that hour alone with God ; that
weight of care or grief ; the entire unburdening of
the soul into a Father’s bosom,—perhaps a voice-
less one '— '

*¢ The burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear;
The upward glancing of an eye
When none but God is near.”

Unlike human machinery, those irregular motions
cause no interruption to the flow of the electric
current of that spiritual battery. They are all
under the influence of one great controlling agent

—faith. Tt performs its office well. The work is
done. The answer will be given.

How sweet the rest of soul which follows, even
willing that the unswer be awbile delayed! But
he who doeth ‘“above all that we ask or think,”
even *exceeding abundantly,” has vouchsafed a

speedy one: “ How great is his loving-kindness to
themn that fear him !”
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How It Turnea Out.
“1I'm going now to run away,”
Said little Sammie Greer, oue day,
Then I oan do just what I chouse s
I'It never have to black iny shoes,
Or wash tay {ace or comb my hair,
1'11 find a place, 1 know, somewhere,
And never have again to fill
The uld chup basket wo I will,

** Goml-hye, mamma,” hie said, ¢ good-bye!"
1T thought his mother then would cry.

She only ~atd, ** You gaing, dear?”
And dido't ahed one single tear.

* There, now,” said Sunmie Greer,
She dor< unt catesf Tilo go,

But Brid et does, she'll have to il
The old chitp-basket so she will,”

1 kuow

But Bridg.t only said, * Well, boy,
You off for sure? 1 wish you joy.”
And Saminie’s little sister Kate,
\Who awung vpon the gavden pate,
Said anxiously as he passed through,
*Tonight, whatever will you do
When you can’t get no ‘lasses spread
At supper-time on top of bread?”

Otuie day from home and Samimie Greer's
Weak fittle heart was full of tems s

Ho thought aboat * Red Ruding Hood,”
The wolf that st her in the wood,

The bean-stock buy who kept so mum
When he heard the giant's ** Fee fo fum.”
Of the dark night and tie policeinan,
And then poor Sammie hotmeward ran.

Quizk throngh the alley -way he sped,

And crawled in throvsh the old woud shed.
The big chip-bashet he dnd ill,

He Llickened hic shioes up with a will

He wa<hed his face und combed bis hair;
He went up to hiz mother's chair g

And Lissed ber twiee, and then he said,

¢ 1'd hlie some lasses top of bread.”

-~

PILGRIM STREET:
A4 STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFL
LY MESBA STRETTON,
CIIAPTER XV,
MY FATNER 18 WiTn MK

Tur hape that some day or other his father's
heart woald e chunzed as his had been, helped
Tom much to endare the discomforts and siseries
of Bislot.  The Fuiat, hungey grudging with which
he had watehed his Father at his tasty aseals no
longer Leset bim . and bis impatient chafing at the
telationehip which bound him o such & man passed
ino 2 grave pity and sorrow.

Tom cesed to appeal o his Heavenly TFather
again-t his emythly puent, bat, insted, he prayed
for him with earnest and perseveriog sappheation.
He cadled him father now without any inward re
bellion : and, as far asit was possible, lie tried to
obey and Lonmar hism,

There wepe many things which Tom was obliged
(o see and do altygether at variance with the new
feclings and desires of his heart, but which he fel
Lound to do hecause his father bade him.  One of
tise was giving up Iis sttendance at the night-
school 5 and, indeed, ke was generaliy too weary
new of an evemng to take the long waik from his
present home to the school which he had been ac-
customed to attend.  Only on the Sunday, a day
whicli he considered as bhaonging altogether to his
Father in heaven, he resisted ; and neither threat
nor persuasion coudd move him to break the laws
which he found laid down for keeping the Sabbath
holy.

Oue evening after his work was done, he was
spelling out a chapter in his Bibje—~which by this

h

time was getting well wora—whila his father was
sitting in front of the fire, smoking his pipe, when
Haslam bado him read out alond, and not mutter
the words in that half whisper,  The verses he had
Just come to were these, and Tom read them in n
clear und deliberate voice: “What man is there of
you, whom it his son ask Lread, will he give him
astone; or if he usk n fish, will he give him a ser-
pent? Tt ye then, being evil, know how to give
guod gifts unto your children, how much mor shall
your Father which is in heaven give good things to
them that nsk him §” .

“What's the meaning of it1” asked laslam,
with w sncer upon his lips.

“1'm not sure,” answered Tow, timidly; “it
seems as if it meant that God is more ready to give
us gootd things than folks' fathers nre sometimes,
It says: ¢ How much more shall your Father which
is in heaven give good things to them that ask
Him.”

“Aud who is thy Father in heaven$” asked
Haslum.,

“God!” answered Tom,

“A fine Tather!” continued Haslam; “and
thou'rt a nice one to call God Father! boes he
know thou'vt ragged and clemmedt Why, I serve
the devily and he's a better master.  Winch is best
ofly thee or met”

# Me,” unswered Tom, steadily.

“Thee?” snecred Haslam,  “1Jow dost make
that out?”

“1'm ragged and clemmed,” said ‘fow, * hut I'm
happy, and nobody can make or meddle with my
happiness.  Thee couldn’s never make e unhappy,
tuther.  Some day or other, as soon as God sees as
it's the right time, 1 shall be better off—and 1've
only got to wait.  But if thee waits, it's only for
judgment, and sorrow, and anger, when God sees
that it's time to punish thee.  Oh, father, 1 wish
thee only belicved what 1 believe }”

“ What's thut?” asked Haslam, filling his pipe
again, aud crushing the coals in the grate with his
heavy boot.

“1 't rightly pat it into words,” answered
Tow, earnestly, “but it's somehow in this way.
Beture 1 cared anything about God, or knew anght
about him, he was loving me ab the time, and he
sent Me. Hope and Mr. Bannor, and Nat Pendle
bury, to teach me that the Lord Jesus Christ came
mto the world to be wy Saviour; and he is wy
brother, just as Vin Phil’s hrother; and if 1'd only
believe in biw, and trust in him, then God would
bie iny Father, and 1 should become his son.  Jesus
loved us all so well that he died for us, just as 1
would dic for little Phil; and now he is gone back
to hemven o make our home there ready for ws.
I've only got to wait a littde while, and then he'l)
take me home.  Yather, if thee'd only believe in
Jesus, then God 'ud be thy Father”

« { want no father,” said Haslam, with an oath;
[ can fend for myself; and I'll bide the judgment
thee tatks of.  But I want my boy Phil, and Lim
Il have. Where's he gone to, I ask thee? If
thee keeps tho sccrot from me any longer, Il half
kill thee.” .

There was an cvil look in his father's eye, which
mide Tom quail for & mowment; but his courage
camie back quickly.

“I'm not scared by thee,” he said, his eye kind.
ling and his face brightening. ¢ Maybe thee
thinks that the room is empty, and there’s nobody
to stand betwixt us. But God is here, and he secs
everything thutewe do, and lhears cverything we
sry ; and he can keep me safe. Aye, and ho will
keep me safe. Or, if it is his will that thee should
kill me outright, why, then he’ll take me home to
him and the Lord Jesus, and 1 shall see his face,

and stand among the angels,  God is in the
father.”

Tow's bright, keen eyes looked as if he could
moto than his father saw, and Haslam gho
round with o fear and dread which had never 8
sessedd him before,  Ho dropped down into
chair, from which ho had started in his fury, 4
tried to whistlo a merry tune, but the notes v
quivering, and he took up his pipe again, and p
between his lips,

“Didst ever ask God for those good thinuJ
says 'l give thee?” he asked, after o long s,

“Aye,” niswered Tom, quiotly.

“ Didst ever get them 17 he asked, jeeringly.

“Aye, surely) said Tom,  » Before T kues
was my Father 1 used to ask him for clothes,
fuod, and money, and he gave them to me.
two good suits of elothes, as decent as 1 could «
and I'd plenty to eat; and Pd seven pounds
shillings in the Savings Bank. Thee'd call v
good things, 1 reckon.”

Haslam  nodded his head, as much as to
“Yes.” j

“ But of late,” continued Totn, turning his.§
in o dreamy way to the fire, and speaking
himself, “ever since T know he was my Fathee.
it scems ats if T could ask for nothing but wha
the prayer, ¢Our Father.” 1 used to count ¢
things wages for being good, and T thought ¢
was like a master, and was paying me my w4
But now it's all ditierent.  Xes my Father, .
don’t want anything besides what he thinks

as i

for me. As soon as it’s time he'll give me foud:
clothes.  There used to come strange thoughts-

my head when I was starving in Liverpodl
didn’t know what they meant then, but T do (8
If be thousht it best for me to lie down 1 4
streets and die, P'd not be afeared but what .§
take me right up to heaven.” .

Then, what does thee ask thy Fathar for .
Haslam, in his scofling voice. '

“1 say ‘Our Father,”” answered Tow, in
same dreamy way ; and he murmured to himek
a Jow half-whisper, all the prayer, asking for
Father's name to be hallowed, and the Ful'
kingdom to come, and the Father’s will to be d
then for himself only the daily bread, the for:
ness of sins, and the deliverance from tempt g
and evil.

Haslam did not speak again; but as soon =8
had smolked out his pipe he pushed back his o' §
calling his son n eanting hypocerite, and then sta
ol on his mysterious nightly business,

Tow’s room was untenanted now except by i
self, but it was neither empty nor lonely, A -
divty, seantily farnished voom it was, with pw
of mildewed plaster on the walls, and with n§
footprints upon the bare floor. ‘Tho smoulde
five searcely lit it up, and it was, perhaps, bette
the dinmess than in o brighter light,  From
room below, which was occupied by a large fai
there came the sounds of rude laughter and v;
gling.  ut Tomw, bending over the five, with
eyes still peering into its dull cmbers, saw
heard nothing of all this outer life.

He could not have put his thoughts into we
but, as he had said, strange thoughts and fars
passed through his brain.  Once he had been £
with dismay at the thought that God saw
always, and that had been his chief idea al
God. 1t was the one truth conecerning him wH
had taken the strongest hold of his mind. )
the poor runaway sluve, Hagar, whom the ange
the Lovd found in the wilderness, he called
name of the Lowrd, who spake unto him, '
God seast me!”  Qunce, as you remember, this
becn a source of terror and torment to him,
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-ipe from the eys of God.  But ever since ho
inown God by the nume of Father, the thought
s perpetual presence bad turned all hiz life
v sulenun gladness and service.

the diligont reading of his thumb.-wurn Bible,
had come across this saying of the Saviour:
shall leave mo alone, and yet 1 am not alone,
w the Father is with me”  Tom thought he
t say the same words ; and often-at such timos
i in the dusky room, or when he was shelter-
om the spring showers under some archway,
suing his wenry frame upon the steps of an
- house, this verse came into his heart with a
ness and strength such as nothing elso could
and turning away his sad thoughts from his
J father, and his Failing strength, and his sove
ty, he would say to himself, “Yet I am not
because my Father is with me.”

(70 be contenned.)

WHICH WAS THE COWARD?
BY N. E. WIiSLOW,

Du! you may talk all day, if you choose;
an't convinee me.  Girls always have been
ds, and they always will be, I suppose. It's
ht enough to say you're afraid to do things,
ut when you expect M to bo afraid that's
another matter; and I'd thank you not to
on sueh an idea again. I don’t believe even
:ould like to have your bLrother known as a
d.”

d Robert McKenzie closed the conversation
Bvent down the street, not heeding—perhaps
aring—his sister’s “last word ”;

dou't think its cowardly to be afraid to do
'.',

s went on in her study of her Sunday-school
, which had been interrupted by Robert ; but
cts troubled her, and her thoughts would
o+ away from her book, in spite of all her
5 to become intevested.

wert joined n party of boys, and went off with
on the fishing party which had caused the
ation, and before long accepted the ¢ ylass of
with which the eaptain of the fishing-smack
the boys. He did not like the taste of
B, und he knew it was wrong to drink it ; but
not like to be Jaughed at by the other boys,
b hie was afraid to say * No.”

as Sunday morning when the party set out
eir day’s pleasure, and it was in reference to
¢ of the sacred day that Ida had told Robert
tht to be “afraid ” to go.

vaias Sunday afternoon, when Fda—returning
Sunday school with a friecnd—saw at the
B of the cliff’ along which the pathway ran,
erturned smack in which the party of boys
me so bravely and defiantly.  Where were
pyo? At fivst sight she thought they had all
vashed away by the waves, but at length she
wo forms far below, vainly struggling to get
whl on the wet rocks,

e must get help to them somehow,” she said
companion.  “I can get down by thut rock
ated that one—don’t you see?”

vs, but you can't get up again.  You'll
o stay there till the tide rises, and then you
¢ boys will be drowned.”

Irisk it,” said Ida.  “If somo ouo stood on
at rock and held out & hand to the boys they
seramble up and bo safe till help camo—that
t came quickly. You hurry on to the village,
Il the men to row round and pick us up be-
e tide rises ; it's at the ebb now.”

ie ran uway townrds the village as fast as

among tho rocks are apt to be—commenced the
descent. She had no ditliculty in reaching the
bottom of the cliff, but thore was & wide strip of
foaming, angry water Letween her and tho flat
rock, to the bottom of which the two boys were
clinging. Thoy kept their heads above water by
grasping the scaweed at the foot of the rock, but,
bruised and beaton with the waves, they could not,
unaided, gain a foothold upon tho slippery stone.

Robert saw Ida descend the clift; ho saw, ulso,
that wero she on the rock her extended hand would
50 steady tho buys that they could climb to tem.
porary safety by its aid, and he shouted, im-
putiently, “Jup.”  His sister hesitated a moment,
for the distunce was considerable, the water looked
very angry, and, should she wiss the rock, she
would be in the same predicament as tho boys, It
would be even more impossible for her, hampered
with skirts, to climb the wet rock than for the
boys, who, at least, know how to tlout. Dut it was
only for s moment. To jump was the only chance,
and the thing she ought to do; and, summoning ull
her resolution, she made the eflort, and landed
safely upon the broad, at stone.  After this, to lie
flat down upon her face, and, stretching out her
arm, assist the boys into a position of safety, was
the work of a very few moments.

But now auncther difliculty arose. It was a long
time—ot so it seemed to the three, as they stood
waiting upon the rock—before succour came, and
wennwhile the tido began to rise, and Robert
McKenzie's terror was oxtreme.

“You can't sce this rock when the tide is high,”
he said.  “ Wo shall all be drowned very soon.”

«Wo must wait,” said Ida; “there is nothing
clso to do. The pebbles ut the foot of the clift’ are
lower than this stoune, and will be covered first.
God will take care of us.”

« Ho won't take care of me,” said Robert, cling-
ing to her. “I went fishing on Sunday, and drank
rum—and—I an't the kind of boy he takes cave
of‘,'

Robert was so completely unmanned by the
danger of his position, added ‘to the eflects of the
liquor ho had drunls, that his sister had to use all
her efforts to kecp him from slipping off the wet
rock till a boat came to their rescue, which hap-
pened just as their feet were wet with the first
advancing wave; and then Rlobert fainted away
altogether.

Boys! which of the two do you think was the
coward I—TLemperance Banner.

o

THE LIQUOR BUSINESS DEFINED.

It is & busiuess which every merchant and busi-
ness man hates and dotests. It is o business which
is the standing dread of overy mother. It is a
business which is the constant fear of every father,
It is o business which is the horror of every wife,
It is a business which mwakes 90 per cent. of the
paupurism for which the taxpayer has to pay. It
is a basiuess which keeps employed an army of
policomen in the cities. It is a business which
puts out the fire on the hearth, and condemns wives
and childven to hunger, cold, and rags. It is a
business which fosters vige for profit, and educates
in wickedness for gain.

Drunkenncss comprises all other vices. It is the
dictionary of vice, for it includes every vice.
Drunkenness means peculation, theft, robbery,
arson, forgery, murder, for it leads to all these
crimes.—Irish Templar.

Nritner wine, spirits, nor malt liquors are
necessary for health. We are botter off' without
them.

Hrr eyes are not o lustrous,
[er voice has less of cheer,

While in her hair, once dark as nighs,
The threwls of gray appear.

Aund, ah ! T um reminded,
When [ her face behold,

That, though she etill {s beautifal,
Mother's growing old.

Her cheeks Lave lost their glory,—~
So like tho blush of morn,—

Her smiles aro lown that used to bless
The beart with sorvow worn ;

And when [wark ber step, that
\Was buoyant once and bold,

I cannot help the thought, so sad.
‘That-- Mother's growing old.

Turn back tho years, O Father |
Aud muko her youny once more,
Just as my soul remembers her
In happy days of yore.
When at her side, my lifo in
Full gladness did unfold,
And I, a hittle child, drcamed nots
Mother would grow old.

Beyond these hours so fleating,
Beyond carth's tods and tears,

In that sweet land I hope to gain
When cease these mortal years,

Nothing shull wuste her pure lifo s
But beauty, manifold

With huppiness, shall crowa her lot,
Aund ~Mother'll ne'er grow old.

As I Now Say.

Tuz long rough road is ended,
Hor weary feet have pressed,
How rough to her weak footsteps,
Perbaps we never guessed 3
But—with the weary journey
She'll be no more distressed,
That face we bend and softly kiss
Bears no imprint but that of bliss.

Ve know that many pagos
Within the book of yecars
Sho has perused with anguish,
Anid her falling tears s
That partings, change and donbtings
Have caused her many fears.
Forgotten now, cach pang of woe,
No grief agrain her soul will know,

We gaze at her dear features,

Within the casket bound,
And think that she is dwelling

Where changeless peace is found 3
That there no painful partings

Her loving heart will wound ;
Aund, weeping for her, *“loved aud gone,”
Wae gather strength to walk—

ong the way before us,
Whither—we do not know,
It ~ay be strewn with blessings,
And pleasures we may know,
Or thickly act with dangers,
May bring us naught but woe,
Yet—o'er life's pathway she has come,
At last, unto a heavenly home.

S—pe

HINDU CARPENTERS.

Tueik wood is mostly hard and it takes along
time to saw the planks, and when sawed they are
very thick and fit only for rude workmauship,
Carts, doors, frames for doors and windows and
Lenches are about ail they make, and they wark
very slowly. A carpenter likes to sit down on the
ground and uso his toes for a vise.” Tho people
generally use their toes to pick up little things from
the ground, I once asked a man why he did not
stoop over to pick up a stone. He said it was
much better to pick it up with his toes and hring
it up to the haud Lehind his body, for if he were
facing a tiger and should stoop over for a stone, the
tiger would spring upon him; whereas by picking
it up with his foot he could kcep his eye on the
tiger all the time,

p—— =X
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had been possible, he would have endeavoured |sho could, and Ids —agilo as girls brought up As I Said.
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Don't Forget the Buys.

BY MARY W, LYON,

Taury «ay the world is growing worse
With cvery changing year,

That we have yothung at all to hope,
And every thing to fear,

That 1echlesslove of power and guin
A ove of good nlloy s ;

‘I'hat Aleohol is bound to 1ein—
Nodon't forget the bhoys !

Thie bovs who are learning to know his wiles,
And to hate his very name,

T'a e hehind his tempting smi'es,
it the end is wou and shame

To turn anay from the offered cup
That budy and soul destroys,

Such noble Loys we mtst ne'er give up—
No, don’t forget the boys !

They form in line, and proudly stand,
Caduts of tempuorae teue,

Pledged to defendd thewr native land,
And fight for its freedom, too

Preedom from foes that havm the home
And vuin its sweetest joys §

Anarmy of soldiers, brave and strong —
Oh, don't forget th.e boys!

“Iis true, they are only in training now,
But the boys will svon be men,

And out of our homes, and out of our schools,
Will come our «tatestuen then,

A trumpet note of victory blends
With all their fun and noise;

You need novr dospair of the future,

friends,

If you don’t forget the boys.

LESSO:l NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
STUDLIES IN JEWISH HISTORY,
B.C 1095) LESSUN VI fAug. 11
SAMUEL'S FAREWELL ADDKESS,
1 Sam 12, 1-15,

Memary vetses, 14,15

Gotves TraT.

Only fear the Lad, and serve him in
truth with 1l your heart : for consider how
wieat things e hath done for you,  § Sam,
12,

OurrINe,

1. 'The JuatJudge, v, 1.5.
2, The Righteous Lotd, v. 6:15.
True.—=1005 B.C,

Prack. - -Gilgal,

EArraNaTions = Wy sons ave with yon —
These were they who bud been Samnel s ads,
and had been Wibe takets. B Kin
anointrd ~'1 hat 1s, the new kg, Samuel
thus at the outsot subunts to Saul as s
judye, The Jighteons aits of the Lord -
That is, the acts of wondertul favour that

i Gud had done for than inthe past.

TracHises ob Tir Lessos,

Trom what 1 this lesson ate we tanght --
1. The power of an uptight hie ¢
2. The duty of following Gad v
3. The danger of forsaking God ?

Tur Lessox Carrengssy,

1. When Samuel bad renewed the coven-
ant of the people with Saul what did he dot
He abdicated his oflice as judge. 2, Towhat
dul he invite the people’s serating * To his
otficial tecord. 3. \What did he confidently
daun A reword of perfect integrity. 4.
With whht did he reproach them® "\With
distrust in Giod. 5. \What was his parting
injunction® ** Ouiy fear the Lord and serve
him,” ete.

Doctrival SccakstioN. -The value of
character,

CaTrcHIsM QUESTION,
37, What doyoumenn by the almightiness
or omnipotence of God ?
That God can d- ~hatever he will,

I know that thon canst do everything,
and that no thought can be withliolden

from thee.-—-Joh 42. 2
Matthew 19, 26.

BO1079]  LESSON VIIL  (Aug. 18
SAL L REJECTPD BY THE LORD,

1 Sam. 15 10 23, 22,23

Memory vera.

Gotbes TeT.

Seeanse thou hast rejected the word of
the Lord, he hath ol rejected thes from
being king. 1 Saw, 15, 23,

OQUTLINE,
1. ‘The Ih-jc.-ml Ward, v, 10-21,
2 The Rejected King, v, 92, 23,

Tivr, —1079 B.C.

Prace ~Gilgal.

EXrLANATIONR, =]t repenteth me -Goid is
represented always ng subject to emotions
of a finite character. Saul was God's choice
as king, and if he would conld have wronght
out obedicaee to Gad's will,  But he chose
to divobey, and, to be just, Gad could do
nothing but reject him, and so human lan-
guaze pictires God's attitude toward the
ersistent sinner as if God had changed ¢
mt it was Saul and not God who had
changed,  Set Aim mp a place - Sanl pro-
bably set him up a monument or memorial
of his victory.,  KFly upon the xpoil —Thut
ig, Saul had hastened to take for plunder or
booty thu choicest of the Hocks and herds
instead of obeying God.

Trrcuines o THE LESSoN.
\Where in this lesson are wo taught —
1. ‘I'hat sin is sure to be found out?
2, ‘I'hat God dentands full obedience?
3. That rejection of Giod mens rejection
hy him*

Tue Lressox CATECHISM,

1. \Whither did Jehovah xend Saul? To
destroy the Amalekites. 2. How did Saal
disobey ¥ He saved the best of the spoil.
3. What exease did Sal nnke for thisact?
That they were for a sacrifice 4. \What
leason did Samue] then teach him?  **Obedi-
entce is better than aacrifice.” 6. \What
judgment was then proawunced agninst him?
** Because thou bast rejected,” ete.

DocrrivaLSucagstioN. —The fruit of dis-

obedienee,
CATECHISM QUESTIONS,

38. What do you mean by the omnisci.
enee of God'Y

That God knows all things—past and
present and future, -

39. How docs the Scripture describe this
knowledge Y

It teaches that God knows every thonght
in mun’s heait, every word, and every
action,

A BRAVE GIRL.
BY 0. M.

I nearp a man tell the other day
of a brave uttle girl of his. She was
walking  along the street one day
when she saw a drunken man, He
was ill-clothed, dirty, and looked as if
lie had no friends.  She pitied him,
and went up to him and spoke kindly.
He answered so roughly that she was
a little frightened, and said, while the
tears came to her eyes: “ O sir! 1 did
not wean any harm, and I am sorry
if you are angry with me; but I know
it. is wrong to drink liquor, and f
thought I must tell you so. Won't
vougive it up?” .

He did not answer her, but looked
after her as she went away, and finally
followed her.  He walked pretty fo ¢
and when he caught up to her she saw
there were tears in his eyes also, and
then her fears left her. He took her
hand in his and said : “ My dear child,
forgive me for speaking harshly to
you. 1 would not hurt you. T know
I ought to give up the drink, and have
tricd to, oli! so many times, but the
habit is too strong. But yours are the

first kind words spoken to me for

PLEASANT HOURS,

many aday. 1 once had a hittde girl
who always spoke to me as kindly as
you have now, but that was long ago.
For your sake T will try agein.”

She then took him to the rooms of
the Woman’s Christian "Tempetance
Union (of which her mother was a
mewmber), where he signed their pledge-
voll and received the help and en.
couragement he so much needed.  To-
day he isan active member of a church;
and a respected citizen.

Do you say that little children can
do nothing to reclaim those who have
gone astray, and that the little they
enn do in any good cnuse won’t amount
to much? Iet this incident convince
vou, for it proves to the contrary.
Numerous incidents can prove the
truth of the declaration, “ A little
child shall lead them.”

.

IF I WERE A BOY.

Ir T were a boy I woull not use
tobacco in any way. There are men
who think it right to smoke, und I
am not going to discuss the gquestion
as regards men; but whatever may
Lie said of them, there is no intelligent
man anywhere, whether he himself
smokes or does not smoke, whether he
thinks it right or wrong for men to
smoke, who does not think it always
wrong for a boy. There is a great
differencs between the effects of to-
bacco upon a growing person and its
effects upon one who has his growth.
It hurts a growing boy a great deal
more than it hurts a growing man, I
have iy doubts whether anyoune ever
uses it habitually without being in-
jured by it; but it is perfectly certain
~all the doctors ngree on this--that
it is always injurious for boys. Here,
for instance, is the word of one doc-
tor, who thinks it no harm for some
men to use it :—

“To young persons,” ho says,
“under twenty five years or go,” to-
bacco, even in small quantities, is so
apt to disorder health in same way or
other, that for such it should be con-
sidered generally harimful.”

For the same reason, if [ were a
boy, I would not drink beer or wine,
or any kind of alcoholic liquor. Here,
too, there is a dispute among the doc-
tors—some of them saying that men
may sometimes drink wine or beer
without harm ; but here, too, they all
perfectly agree that for boys such
drinks are always harmful,

A great many boys in this country
are learning to drink beer. Some of
them think there is no harm in it;
* 1t in thousamds of cases it has

cought a deadly train of misery along
with it. It has erippled many a man’s
very best powers ; it has been the be-
ginning of drunkenness and blighted
lives, And not only because of the
probable harm to yourselves, but be-
cause of the trouble and poverty and
sorrow that it causes all over the land,
have nothing to do with it.—Saint
Nicholas.
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BY MATIIL.

SEND TO US FOR
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4%
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THE ADVENTURES
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JIMMY BROW
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for boys.
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