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FORBIDDEN FRUIT.

Jounxy has bLeen thinking hard
thoughts of farmer Thompson becaunse
the wall around his orchard is so high
that small boys cannot entertain a
hope of possibly climbing to the top of
itand ocensionally getting a taste of
the ripe fruit that hangs so temptingly
over. DBut this morning & bright
thought struck him when hie spied that

oll Jadder Jying near, and it was only
the work of aninute to drop his bag
of school books, place that Iladder

aguinst the wall, at the very place’

mak'ng it tip in a very unpleasant
munner.  *What will that sheep do
next? If this ladder falls where shall
I bet Obh, how 1 wish I had never
tried to get those apples!”  These
thoughts flush swiftly through poer
Johnny's mind while his mouth is
fixed for one long loud “ O !” TPoor
Johnny, we pity vou, You never
once thought the old sheep would turn

FORBIDDEN

regulator and interpose to save farmer
Thompson’s fruit, did youl ’'Twas
Jorbidden fruit, Johnny ; had you for-
gotten that1 T think your experience

THAT LAST CRY!

Itis snid the last ery that was heard
on bourd the ill-futed Schiller when
wrecked, was that of a little child in
the eabin ! While the ship was being
dashed upon the relentless rocks, and
three hundred and fifty human beings

went down to a watery entombment,
the piteous cry of the little one was
heard.

FRUI

adversary ! Wlho will launch the life .

boat, and pulling at the oar right man-

fully, amid the angry waves, bring -

him safe to jnnd, and give him to his
mothert Whot

A child was in the street, helpless,
exposed, well-nigh under the wheels of

a vebiclee. A woman sprang out

hurriedly from an adjoining house, and )
{ snatehed the precious one from the

Alas ! for our humanity, the bitter ! jaws of destruction. *Is that vour

where the rosy apples hang lowest, fof today will help vou to realize the
and nimbly, though rather fuxrfully,:truth contained in the following sen-
ascend it.  But terror soon overtakes, tence: “The way of the transgressor
the little lad and all auticipations of ; is hard.”

the sweetness and juiciness of those | -

apples are lost in the thought of his; TnsJapanesesay: “A man takes a
} dangerous position on that ladder: drink, then the drink takes a drnk,
while the old sheep is at the foot of it]and next the drink takes the man.”

cry of children comes to our ear on I sonl” was the enguiry of a passer.
every hand—children more horribly | «No,” replied the noble woman, * but
exposed than on the Sehiller” Yes itis somebodg'sson'™ Ah* yes; on
somebody’s  child }'s in penl! It every thoroughfare—on every sea—
way be th:l.t the tron grasp of the . **somebody’s son ™ is nigh unto deuth.
rum-vendor is upon him— ov the deep- ' To the rescue Christians, to the
laid scheme of the gambler threatens | rescue !
him—or the dark.souled libertine pants |

for his blood. Whog will rewcue that,  Tue yoke a man creates for himself
child, the son of many prayers, it may | by wrong-doing will breed hate in the
be? Who will break the snare of the *kindliest nature,

|
|
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When Dother Came to Kiss Me.
I~ the many recollections thiat ho » attared
through the years,
Are some that find me smiling and some
that mako me weep,
But tho neatest one, the dearest one, be-
dimmed with smiles and tears,
Is when mother cawo to kiss me beforo I
went to sleep.

When T lay awako aud listened in theslowly
deepening gloom,
Until [ heard her footstep como softly np
the atair, -
When the knowledgo of her presence secemed
to light the sombro room,
Aud the very thought of mother was in
itself o prayer.

‘Tho cool, white hands that lingered, the
loving finger-tips
That in the darkucess found me and rested
on my brow,
The starry eyes that sought me, and then
her dewy lips
That clung to mine so purcly —I seem to
feel them now.

¢ Qur Father”—*Now I lay wmo"”—and
“ Hallowed be thy naumne.”
These words are & mockery, an echo from
tho dead,
Yet they sounded so familiar in the days
when mother came
Through the shadows, like an angel, to
staud beside my bed,

Peceavi!® Ayeo! Peccavi, thus the voico of
conscivnce rings
Az an ccho’s sound is wafted o'er the
bosom of the deep,
Yet somewhere, in the aftor duys, a waiting
siren sings )
Of Death, who comes to kiss us before wo
go to sleep.

Still in my soul is living what fate can neer
destroy ;*
Alight from out the days gone by that
sorrow cannot dim,
When love holds up in faney’s guise a per-
fect cup of joy,
Where beaded memories gather, all smil-
ing at the rim.

I drink to happy moments that never fado
away,
Which bloasoming in my heart of hearts,
their fragrance always keep.
Dear God'! when in my innocence, a little
boy I lay,
Aud mother came to kiss me before I went
to sleep.

THE TRUTHFUL PIONEER'S BOY.

Neanry sixty years ago, a gaunt,
awkward boy of sixteen, looked in at
the open door of a small log cabin, on
the outer edge of one of our Western
fronticrs, and pleasantly  inquired,
“ Any chores you wish done, mother?
I came home early on purpose this
evening, for I want to begin that job of
chopping to-morrow, and I want to
take an early start.”

“You are a good son, Abram, to
think of me,” 1eplied the woman,
proudly, turning at tho sound of his
voice,

“Iam sure I know of no one who
has a better right to be in my
thoughts,” the boy returned.

Tho woman smiled upon him pleas-
antly, and thea handed him a couple
of buckets, saying, * If youare a mind
to give a lift, you may fill the tubs

QY

with water from the spring, as to.

% ¢ Ihave sinned.
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morrow will be was<hing day ; and
tnen it yen would just see where tho
cow has strayed and hring her inand
wilk her, [ assure you I would be
greatly obliged ¥

“ 'l have her pailed in good time,
mother 3 never fear.  Come, Sallie,
and ride down to the spring,” he con-
tinued, perching his little seven-yenr-
uId step-sister on his broad shoulders.

I am persnaded that very few of my
young friends ever looked upon such
an ungainly specimen of humanity as
was this tall, nwkwiud prairvie boy, who
went striding to the spring, chatting
merrily with his little sister, who de-
clared that he was far better than real
brothers, who were always teasing
their sisters.

I nam suro the tired woman who
watched him from the cabin door
thought him very beautiful, in spite of
his homely features and uncouth ways.

¢ Come, Sallie,” called her mother,
Just as tho littde girl mounted her
brother’s shoulders for a fine race
througl the tall grass in seuch of the
cow. The child not wishing to be
cheated out of tho sport, showed no
disposition to obey, until her brother
placed her on the ground, saying :

¢ Mother called, Sallie. Run and
sce what shoe wants.”

The little girl hung her head, but
obeyed her brother without questio
ing.

“ God Lless the boy! 1Xe could not
be any better to me if ho were .y
own. Xdonot know how I could ges
along without him.”

“Without him! I don’t know as
you need worry about that, mother,”
replicd her husband. “ Abram will
not leave us for many a day.”

«“I hope ho will think it best to
make his home with us; but, take iy
word for it, that buy will not be shut
in by hewn logs much longer. You
will be proud of him yet, father.”

“I am in no way ashamed of him
now,” the old man returned.,  Muy-
hap he will take a place for himsel in
the world yct, for he takes to book
larnin’ like 2 duck to water.”

“You will hear from him if you live
long enough, father; never fear,” the
woman responded, with an emphatic
nod of her head.

Loug before tho sun was up, the
boy had-comwpleted his work in and
around the cabin. Sallio was anxious
to go with him to the woods, but her
mother objected, and ho set out alone,
With his axe slung over his shoulder,
he made long strides over the trodden
path, whistling merrily as he went.

When over a mile frem home, he
was startled by a little figure spring-
ing from the wayside thicket, with
“I beat you, Abram ;” but tho laugh
had changed into a piteous cry, for
the little girl had struck the axe and
cut n deep gash just above her ankle,

“Sallic, how camne you here when
mother told you te remain at home?”
inquired her brother, as he tried to
stop the flow of blood by napplying

broad plantain leaves. After he had

partially succeeded, hio tore hall' the
sleeve from the coarse white shirt he
wore and Landazed the injured limb
as gently as her mother would have
done,

“There now, sis!  Tell me how you
got here?”  And the girl told how
she had cut across lots in orvder to
frighten him.

“You frightened yourself much
worse than you did nte,” he said with
a smile 3 but the saddest thing about
it is, youedisobeyed mother.”

“You won't tell, Abrnm ?” sobbed
the child.

“Noj; vou must tell her all about
it yourself, Sullic. Tirst, tell the
truth, no matter what happens,” he
said, as he lifted her in his great,
strong arms and walked rapidly home.
Placing her on the door-step, ho whis.
pered, “Now hop in and tell her the
truth ; better be whipped than tell a
lie. Now, good-by ; 1 must be ofl, for
the morning is running to waste.”

Sallio did tell the truth, and re.
ceived her mother's forgiveness; nor
did she ever forget the two lessons—
those of obedience and truthfulness—
that her brother tried to teach her
that brigl. autvmn morning. T need
not tell that honest Abraham Lincolu
preserved his truthfulness and integrity
even in the most trying hours of our
country’s existence, for a boy with his
sterling principles may always be
relied on. Always tell the truth, no
matter what wmay happen.—Christian
Standard.

P

A SERMON FROM A PAIR OF
BOOTS.

Taene lived forty years ago, in
Berlin, a shoemaker who had a habit
of speaking harshly of all his neigh-
bours who did not feel exactly as he
did about religion. The old minister
of the parish in which the shoemaker
lived heard of this, and felt that he
must zive him a lesson.

e did it in this way. Xe sent for
the shoemaker one morning, and when
he camo in said to him :

¢ Master, take my measure for a
pair of boots.”

#\With pleasure, sir,” answered the
shoemaker.  “Please tako off your
boot.”

The clergyman did so, #nd the shoe-
maker measured his foot from too to
heel, and over the instep, noted all
down in his pocket-book, and then
prepared to leave the room.

But as he was putting up the mens-
ure the pastor said to him :

“Alaster, my son also requires 2
pair of boots.”

“T will make them with pleasu:e,
Can I take the young man’s measure §

«“Jt is not necessary,” said the
pastor ; ¢ the Jad is fourteen, bLut you
can make my bools and his from the
same last.”

« But, sir, that wwill never do,” said
the shoermaker, with asmile of surprise.

“J tell you to make iy son’s on
the same Just.”

. . - ——— - L

« No, sir, I cannot do it.”

“ Tt must bo—on the same last.”

“ But it is not possible, if the Loat:
aro to tit,” said the shoemaker, think.
ing that tho old pastors wits wer
leaving him. :

“« Ah, thon, master shoemaker,” sajl
tho clergyman, “overy pair of hos
must be made on their own lawt, j
they ave to fit; and yet you think
that God is to form all Christian,
according to Your own last, of the same
measure and growth in religion as
yourself.  That will not do either.”

The shoemaker was abashed.  Fhey
he said :

“I thank you for this sermon, and
[ will try to remember it, and to judee
my neighbours less lueshly in the
future”

A Lost Day.

T.osT! lost! lost!
A gem of conntless price,
Cut from the living rock,
Anmd graved in Paradise.
Sct tound with three times cight
Large diamonds, clear and bright,
And each with gixty smaller ones,
All changeful as the light,

Lost ! lost! lost !
I feel oll search is vain g
That gemn of countless cose
wan ne'er be mine again !
I offer no reward,
For, till these heart-gtrings sever,
I know that heaven-intrusted gift
. Isreft awny forever!

But when the sea and land
Like buming «crool have fled ;
I'll see it in his hand
Who judgeth quick and dead 5
And when, for scathe and loss
That man can ne'er renair,
'The dread inquiry mcets my soul,
What shall it answer there ?

-

BRAVE TOM.
BY EDITH CORNFORTIL

Tox is six years old. Ilc is sucha
queer boy. He is roundfaced, and
squaro in figure, ITe is so curious
He likes to know things, and does not
mind hew patient he has to beif Ly
waiting he canlearn.  Heloves music.,
I have known him sit beside the piane
quite still for more than an hour
He frowns .and looks so cross if folk
talk when anyone is singing or piy-
ing.

Iast week Tow'’s tonsil was so
swollen that the doctor said hie must
cut it. Tom was so very curious how
his throat could be cut that he was in
a hurry to have it done, so the doctor
fetched his instruments and did it

Tom stocd before him firm as a
rock, opened his mouth very wide, and
Iet him snip off the swollen picce.
Tom never winced. He says it did
not lart at all.

The doctor declares that ont of a
thonsand patients in all, the hig people
as well as children, ho could not find
anyone braver than Tom.

Tom says he wanted to know how
it was done: Now he knows. Brave
Tom}

!

|
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The School-house on the Hill
BY MARUGARET STEWART SIBLEY.

E O~ a windy height of a country road,
! The schoot-houso stood, in teoth o’ the blaat;
¢ sumer and winter it shivered and creakel,
+ In the wildest gale that hurtled past.

. Snmmer and winter, {ts front to the north,
| Ynsheltered by trees from cloudless sky ;
While the urching played in sand or snow,
Iu track o' tho wheels, as teams went by,

. The clumsy old blackboard, tho rusty stovo,
1 The whittled benches, with traps for {lies,

[ and the books on the master's inky desk—
; Tsco them nll when I shut iy oyes.

We lived in a world of our school-days then,

i “Imupat the head 1 T spelled that way!”
! So proud of our victories, we could faco

. The Ogre of Composition Day 1

¥

! And we learned (to be sure wo learned) to
{ parse,

l' Ciphered our sums, or we felt the rule,

. And spoke a picco in our starchiest clothes
* When trustees came to visit tho school.

i Like the gladiators in brave, old Rome,
Soldiers besicging a *leagured town,

We stood in tho ranks of the spelling-school
Till the fatal word had knocked us down,

When the master rapped with rule on the
sash,

‘We knew the signal to call us in.

“The school is dismissed "—they were wel-
come words,

And out wo rushed with a headlong din ¢

Smule, if it please you, at old-fashioned ways,
The lessons we learned bave served not il),
We've a smile aud a tear for old-time days,
The dear old school-house up on the hill !

When lessons and life ave over at last,

May the roll-call find us conscience clear,
And the Master smilealoving ¢ Well-done §”
4s, low at bis feet, we answer, ‘‘ Here 1”

"HOME, SWEET HOME.”

Jouix Howarp Payse, the author of,
“ Home, Sweet Home,” wus a wan-
derer on the face of the earth, and
never had a home after he left his
father’s roof in Massachusetts. Iis
body was not long since laid in Qak
Hill Cemetery in Washington, having
‘been brought over from ‘Tunis, where
he died in 1852. Over 100,000 copies
were sold of “Home, Sweet Home”
the first year after its publication. In
two years the publisher cleared $10,
000, but Payne never received a cent
for it.  The melody, is believed to be
a Sicilian air.
Paynewas American Consul at Tunis
when he died. He once said : “ ITow
often I hive been in the hears of Paris,
Berlin, London, orsome other city, and
have heard persons singing or hand.
organs playing *Hore, Sweet Home,’
without having a shilling to buy my-
self the next meal or a place to lay my
head! The world has literally sung my
song till every heart is familias withits
melody ; yet I have been a wanderer
from my boyhood, and in my old age
have to submit to humiliation for my
bread.” .
Mid pleasures and palaces, though we may
roam,
Be it cver s0 humble, there's no place like
Homo ;
A charm from the scies scemes to lallow

- us there,
\Vhich, seek throcgh the world, is neo'er met

o

with elsewhere.

-

Hotne, Home, sweet, sweet Home,
There's no place like Home,
O, there’s no place Home.

I gawe on the moon as I tread the drear
wild,

And feel that iy mother now thinks of her
chilld;

As sho louks on that moon from our own
cottage door,

Through the wooubine whose fragmnce shall
cheer me no mnore,

Houte, Home, sweet, swweet Home,
There's no place like Home,
0, there's no place like Home.

An exilv from Howe, splendor dazzles in
vaiug

O give e my lowly.thatched cottage ngain;

Tho birds singing gaily that came at my
call;

Give me them, and that peace of mind,
dearer thany all,

Home, Home, sweet, sweet Howe,
There's no place like Home,
0O, there’s no place liko bome.

-

A SCIENTIST AMONG SAVAGES.

A rorvLar magazine says that “the
Russian scientist Dr. Maclay had a
very hard time among the natives of
New Guinea.  One morning they
found him sitting on his trunk on the
beach ; and as they had never scen o
white man before, and had not seen
the ship which landed him there in
the night, they made up their miunds
that he had descended from heaven.
‘The doctor encouraged them in this
belief, but he soon found that he had
accepted a character which it was
very diflicult to til in u manner to
satisfy his hosts.

* As they had never before enter-
tained a living inhabitant of the sky,
they did not want to lose him, so they
kept him closcly imprisoned. If he
was from the gods, they thought,
nothing should frighten him, and so
they shot arrows close to his head and
neck ; indeed, two of the arrows
wounded him severely. They tied
him to a tree, and pressed their spears
against his teeth until he was obliged
to open his mouth, though what divine
attribute this action was intended to
test it is"difficult to imagine. Then
they deprived him of food for so long
a time that his life was endangered,
for surely, they thought, one who bad
com:e from the gods could have no use
for earthly food.

“TFinally they decided that a per-
son who atc as much as the good
doctor could hardly be a heavenly
being, and as he must have come from
somewhere, they decided that he was
a recent arrival froin the moon. This
was fortunate for Dr. Maclay, as his
captors did not scem to expect so much
from a merc moon-creature, and his
life among tho naked inhabitants of
the islunds was comparatively pleas-
ant. They could not help but admire
the pluck with which he had endured
their too-pressing attentions on his
first arrival, and when they found out
that he was a very kind-hearted man,
and that he had much skill in medi
cine, they treated him with great
respect as & superiot being.

“An English traveller awho visited
the islnnds after the doctor had left,
found the name of Maclny n ¢ pune to
conjure with,’ for no sooner had he
spoken it than the natives crowded
around hiw, cager to do houour to
Maclay's brother, as they called him.”

“'TWAS MY MOTHER'S.”

A conpany of poor children, who
had been gathered out of the alleys
and garrets o the city, wers preparing
for their departure to new and distant
homes in the west. Just before the
time for the starting of tho train, cne
of the boys was noticed aside from the
others, and apparently very busy with
a cast-off warment.

The superintendent stepped up to
him and found that he was cutting
small piece out of the patched lining.
It proved to bo his old jacket, which,
having been replaced by a new one,
had been thrown away, There was
no time to be lost. “Come, John,
come !”  said the superintendent,
*what are jou going to do with tha:
ald piece of ealico 1”

¢ Please sir,” said John, “I awm cut
ting it to take with me. My dear,
dead mother put the lining into this
old jacket for me. This was a picee
of her dresg, and it is all T shall have
to remember her by.” And as the
poor boy thought of that dead mather's
love, and of the sad death-lud seene in
the old garret where she died, he
covered his face with his hands and
sobbed as if his heart would break.

But the train was about Jeaving,
and John thrusting the little picer o1
calico into his bosumn ¢ to remember
his mother by,” hurried into a carriage,
nnd was soon -'l\\'.'ly from thc Sp('l
where he had seen so much sorrow.

Many an eye has moistened as the
story of this orphan Loy has been
told ; and many a heart prayed that
the God of the fatherless and mother-
less would be his friend. Mo loved
his mother, and we cannot but believe
that he obeyed her and was a faithful
child.

‘Will our little readers, whose parents
are yet spared to them, mdways try to
show their love by cheerful cbedience,
knowing this is pleasing to the Lord?
Will the boys, especinlly, always be
affectionate and kind to thetr mathers?

Will you keep in wind that it yon
should some day have to look upun
the face of a “dear, dead wmnther,®
no thought would be so Litter as to
remember that you had given her pain
by your wilfulness or disobedience

Tug Pope has addressed a letter to
the bishops in the East Indies exhort.
ing them to redouble their zeal for the
spread of the Gospel in those regions.

«Moruer,” said a little Loy, ©1
waked up thanking God.” That is
waking up beautifully. A child wak
ing up so will nover come down stoi.s
cross, or find fault w:th his bLreak
fast.

WHAT STANLEY THINKS OF THE
USE OF LIQUOR.

HrNny M. Srasney is a horo after
tho boys’own hearts.

surface ; he has fought with elephants,
tigers, bon-constrivtors, lions and the
wild tribes of Africa.

wany things that will leave his name
n ahuning one in listory,
brought this about.

and & willingness to work he made n
place for himself. o kept his eyes
and cws open and used his brams.

He has done one thing more thut has

enabled him to accomplish his work,
He said, in an interview with a re-
porter of 7%e Herald of Health :

“ At Zauzibar 1 formed an expedi
tion for the finding and relief of Dr.
Livingstone. I cmployed two white
men and two hundred natives.

mate on an  Awmerican ship, aund
the other (Farquhar) mate of an
English ship.  Both had been accus-
tomed to hardship, but were fond of
liquor. It was the awful consequences
attending their indulgence in it that
first aroused my ~ttention to the effect
of alcololic stimulants in Afriea, 1
sent Farquhar forward a few miles to
form camp, and when paying up tho
hatel and other bills found that he had
drunk cighteen bottles of braudy before
starting.  The effect upon him was still
visible after wo had journeyed one
hundred and fifty miles. Mo then be-
came dropsical and died.  Shaw had
Leen helping him  to conmume the
braudy at Zanzibar. He was morose,
and when he could get no more left me
at Unyanyembe, five hundred miles’
warch. 1lis object was to find an
opportunity to drink to his heart's
content of the stale beer obtainable
there. I heard that he - in debirium,
I suppose—put an end to his life.
continued my journey with the natives
until I found Livingstone, a few weeks
afterward. He was lodged at a place
within nine hundred mules of Zanzbar,
to rcach which it tuck e ecight
months.

“Was Dr. Livingstone a tceto-
talery”

“In Africa he never touched liquor
of any kind.”

“What was the nature of the fare
you were able to procure on your way
through the country t”

“Goat-meat and Iudian corneake,
bananas and swilk.”

It does not take a wise bay long to
decide what life pavs best —one thas s
clean and wholesome, devoted to hon.
est work, or one that mves pleasnres
that end in pain and saflering and diy
grace—that takes as its motio, “ A
short life and a merry une.”

No boy ever beeame a great o
exeept it he kept farth with elennliess,
good orals and des-tion to the work
he felt was to be doue in the world by
bim.—ZLhe Christian Union.

Hoe has travelled
cver the greater part of the earth’s

He has opened |
up n country to enilization aud done
No fury !

Stanley was n
poor boy, and by sheer persevernnce

One |
of the white men (Shaw) had been |
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*“Qoodest” Mother.

1

l EVvENISG was fullung colLand daik,

’ And the people hurried alous the way
| Asif they were Tonging soon to mark

‘ Their own home-catdle n checrng tay.
|

!

l

Before me toded an the winthing wind

A woman with biun s reat amd sall,
Aned after her tiggel, o step bebod,

The unlle she loved the best of all.

A dear Iittle roly poly boy,

With tosy hicehs and jachat blug,
Laughing and « hatteving, full of joy,

And here's what he snd 1 tell you teue

“You're the geoded mother that ever was!”
A voice ns clear na o forest-lard 55

T Al F'm swe the glad youny heart had cause

To utter the sweet and loving words.

Perhape the woman had worked all day
\Washing or scrubbing perbapy she sewed
I knew by her weary footfall’s way
That lifo for her was an uphill road.

f But heie was a comfort, childien dear
Think what a comfort ye might give

To the very best fnend you can have hete,
‘The mother dear in whose horee you Ine,

If once in & while you'd stop anrd say,
In task or play, for a woment’s pause,
And tell ber, in 0 sweet and winning way,
*“You're the goodest mother thatever .as,”
—Marguret E. Sungster,

OUR PERIODICALS.
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Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, JULY 21, 18$S.

THE PRICE OF A SOUL,

A DAUGHTER came to a worldly
mother and said she was anxious about
her sins, aud she bad been praying all
night.  The mother said : “Oh ! stop
prayingl I don’t believe in praying.
Get over al. these religious notions
and 't get you a dress that will cost
§500, and you may wear it next week
to that party.” Tho daughter took
tho dvess, and she moved in the gay
circle, the gayest of all the gay, that
night ; and, sure &nough, all religious
impressions were gone, and she stop-
ped praying. A few months after
b she came to die, and in her closing
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moments she said @ ** Mother, 1 wish
sou would Vg e that dress that
2300 7 The wother thought at a
rery hll‘)llt}_{\ regpue st but Shie brought
it to please the dying chibl  +* Now,”

cont 3

<l the daughitor, = Motha, hang
that diess on the fout of wy b,

and the diess was hung thore, on the
foot of the bed.  Then the dying girl
ot up oo one dhos e Jeoked at der
w other, and then lminlul to the dress

and sdd 7 Mothay, that diess iy the

prive of my soul* " Selected,
- —— ———
KEEP PURE.
Tonank Gud for two things -y,
for a thousand ; but for two mmung

many : First, that T was bory -and
bred in the country, of parents that
gave me a sound constitution and a
noble example, T never can pay back
what T got from wy parents, If T
were to raise a monument of gold
higher than heaven it would be no
expressiun of the debt of gratitude
which T owe to them, for that which
they unceasingly gave, by the heritage
of their body and the heritage of thur
souls, to me.  And next to that I am
thankful that 1 was brought up in
circumstances where T never became
acquainted .« ith wickedness. I know
a great deal about it; forif T heara
mwan say A, T know the whole alphabet
of that man’s life, by which I can
imagine all the rest.  If T see a single
limb, I have the physiologist’s talent
by which T know the whole structure.
But I never became acquainted with
wickedness when I was young by
coming in contact with it. I never
was sullied in act, nor in thought, nov
in feeling when I was young. I grew
up as pure as a woman. And 1 can-
not expiess to God the thanks which
1 owe to my mother, and to my father,
and to the great houschold of sisters
and brothers among whom I lived.
And the secondary knowledge of these
wicked things, which T have gained in
later life in o professional way, 1
gained undeér such guards that it was
not hurtful to we. ‘

And if there ave children that arve
sometimes impatient of parental ve-
straint, let me say to thew, you do not
know what temptation you are under,
and if held back by your wother, if
held buck by your father, you shall
escape the knowledge of the wicked-
ness that is in the world, you wil]
have occasion, by-and-bye, to thank
God for that, more than for silver or
for zold or for houses or for Jands.

Stay at home nights.  There is
many a sod that lies over the child
whose downfall began by vagrancy at
night, and there is many a child whose
heart-breaking parents would give the
world if the sod did lic over them.
What o state that is for childven to
come to, in which the father and
mother dread their life unspeakably
wore than their death! What a
horrible stute of things that is, where
pavents feel a sense of relief in the
dying of their children !—ZXenry Ward

Beecher.

KEEPING ONE'S WORD.

Sie Winnias Navigr was
one day taking along coun-
try walk npear Freshford,
when hie met o htede girl,
about tive yewrs old, sob-
Ling over 1 broken howl
she had dropped and broken
it in bringing 1t back from
the tield to which she bnd
take + her fathers dinner in
1t, and she siaid she would
e beaten on her return
Lome for having broken it ;
ther, with a sudden gleam
of hope, she innocently
looked up into his face, and
said, * But ye can mend it,
can't ee 1" My father ex-
plained that he could not
mend the bowl, but the
trouble he could, by tho gift of a six-
pence to buy another. However,
on opening his purse it was cupty
of silver, and he had to make mmends
by promising to meet his little friend
in the snme spot at the same hour
next day. The child, entirely trust-
ing him, went on her way comforted.
On his rveturn home he found an
invitation awaiting him to dine in
Bath the following evening, to mcet
some one whom he specially wished to
sce. lle hesitated for some little
time, trying to ealenlate the possibility
of giving the meeting to his little
friend of the broken bowl, and of still
being in time for the dinuer party in
Bath ; but inding this could nut be,
he wrote to decline accepting the in-
vitation on the plea of a “pre-engage-
wment,” saying to us, “1 cannot dis-
appoint her, she trusted me so im-
plicitly.”—Bruce’s Life of General Sir
Witliam Napier.

-

DO WHAT IS BEFORE YOU.

Do whatever there is to be done
without questioning and without cal-

culation.  Make progress in things
moral.  If need be, utter stammering

words.  Would you console the
troubled if you only had & ready
tongue? Take the tonzue that you
have. Ring the bell that hangs in
vour steeple, if you can do no better.
Do as well as you can. That is all
that God requires of you, Would you
pray with the needy and tempted if
you had eminent gift- of prayer? Use
the gifts that vou have. Do not
measure yourself according to the
pattern of somebody else. Do not say
to yourself, “TIf I had his skill,” or,
«If I had his experience.” Take
your own skill and your own experi-
ence, and make the most of them. Do
you stand over against trouble and
suffering, and marvel that men whom
God hath blessed with such mdans do
so little Do you say to yourself:
“«If I had money, I know what I
would do with it1” No, you do not.
God does; and so he does not trust
won with it “If I had something
dific ent frem what T have, I would
work,” says many a ‘man. XNoj; if

;AL man that will not work just wheo!

SIR ISAAC NEWTON.

you would work in other circumstances,
you would work just where you are,

he is, with just what he has, and for |
the love of God, and for the love of |
man, will not work anywhere, in such .
a way as to make his work valualle.-

A PARABLE.

A cErtTaIN tyrant said to one of lns '
subjects, “What is your employment?’ !
He answered, “T am a blacksmith.” |
“Go home,” suid he, “and make mea
chain such « length.” He went home:
it cccupied him several months, and
be sad no wages all the time. Then !
he brought it to the momurch, and he
siid, “Qo and make it twice as long.”
Ile gave him nothing to do it with,
but sent him away.  Again he worked |
on, and made it twice as long. He
brought it up again, and the monarch
said, “Go and make it longer still”
Each time he brought it there was
nothing but the command to make it
longer still. And when he had brought
it up at last the monarch said, “ Take
it, and bind himn hand and foot with it,
and cast him into a furnace of fire.”
These were the wages of making the
chain.

Here is a wmeditation for you to.
night, ye servants of the devil! Your
master, the devil, is telling you to
make a chain.  Some have been fifty
years welding the links of the chain;
and he says, “Go and make it longer.”
Next Sabbath morning you will open
that shop of yours, and put another
link on; next Sabbath you will be
drunk, and put another link on; next
Monday vou will do a dishonest action;
and so you will keep on, making fresh
links to this c¢hain; and when you
have lived twenty more years, the
devil will say, “More links on still t”
And then, at last, it will be, “Take
hiw and bind hin hand and foot, and
cast him into o furnace of fire.” “For
the wages of sin is death.,” There is
a subject for your meditation. I do
not think it will be sweet : but if God
mnkes it profitable it will do you good.
You must have strong medicine some.
times, when the disease is bad. God
apply it to your hearts {—Spurgeon.
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SIR ISAAC NEWTON.

Sir Isaac .TEwToN, the greatest
philosopher and astronomer of medern
days, was born on Christinas day,
1642, at Woolsthorpe, in Lincolnshire.
He was such a very little creature,
that his mother declared ho might
have been put into a quart-mug; und
so feeble, that no one thought he could
live. But that poor little weak baby
was to be one of our greatest instrue-
tors; and to find out wmore of God’s
wonderful power and wisdom, in the
creation of the earth, aand= those
heavenly bodies that shine out to us
in the sky than any one had ever
hefore done.

Tsaac’s mosher, who was a widow,
carefully nvosed him up till he was
chree vears 9ld, when his grandmother
took chargs of tho fatherless child,
and after s>nding him for a while to
a day-school in the neighbourhood,
placed him, that he might have better
teaching, at the grammarschool of
Granthan. )

He was here chiefly noticed as an
ingenious lad, being fond, as boys
generally are, of using carpenter's
tools, only: that he managed them
better than boys usually do. Awmong

THE YOUNG ASTRONOMER,

the various articles that his nimble
fingers and thoughtful little head con-
trived was a waterclock. A hox
filled with water, was permitted to
escape drop by drop from the lower
part, formed the body of this clock.
While a piece of wood floating on the
surface of the water, was so contrived,
as by its gradual sinking, to point out,
one after the other, the hours of the
day, which were marked on another
portion of his ingenious contrivance,

At the age of fourteen, he was taken
from school to be made a farmer. But
it was soon plain that Isuae was no
farmer, nor man of business cither.
He used to go out at night, as shown
in our picture, aud mark on a map the
position of the stars in the heavens.
Each market-day that he was sent to
Grantham, instead of busying himself
to make good bargrins for his corn or
hay, he slunk off to an attic in the
house where he had lodged while at
school, and there sat poring over some
old mathematical books, till the ser-
vant, who had been sent with him,
called to take hime home. Sometimes
he never reached Grantham at all, but
would stop at the roadside, quite taken
up with a water-mnil, or some such
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machine, till the returning wagueon
picked him up again.  This would
never co: and his wmnther, knowing
that Lis inattention to business pro-
ceeded neither from idleness nor per-
verseness, but from his whole soul
being taken up with study-- instead of
forcing him to be a farmer, sent him
to college, where he might have his
fill of learning.  Trinity College,
Cambridge, has the lonour of having
given young Newton his first training
in science.

He wasin hisright place there, and
speedily showed how fine a mind he
possessed.  “Within six years, that is,
by the time he had reached his twenty-
fifth year, he made some of his great-
est discoveries, including the one for
which he is most celebrated.—that of
finding out how it is that the mon
and stars keep their places, circling in
wide spuce around the sun.  This had
long puzzled learned men. Newton,
sitting in his garden one day, saw an
apple fall from the tree; and,
strangely enough, as lhe sat there
thinking why it should come to the
ground, he found out that the very
same thing that made it do so, was
that which worked all the wonders of

the regular movements of the heavenly
boadies,  To understand this would
require more learting than yeu hil
dren have.  But peaple with sutlicient
learming gee very well how it s, amd
that 1t is perfectly true.

Mewton made wany important dis
coveries i other saences.  But s
vt knowledge did  not aake b
think highly of himself. Mucl us he
had discovered of Gods wurks, he
knew there was so much more still
unknown, that, at the close of his tonge
life he said, that, to himself be ap
peared like n child, picking up n few
shells the seashore, while the
“areat ocean of truth™ lay all undis
covered before him,

In the year 1705, he received the
hoour of kuighthood from Queon
Anue.

This eminent philosopher dixd an
the 20th of March, 1727, m the
cighty ifth year of his nge, and was
buried in Westminster Abbey - his
pall was borne by the Lord Chaneellor,
two dukes, and three carls.

He was o man of great amiability
and goodness.  He was a sincere
Christian, and spent much of his time
in the study of the Holy Seriptures;
nor could anything cause him greater
grief than to hear the subject of re
ligzion spoken of in a light and irrever
ent manner.—Neleeted.
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A WORD TO THE BOYS.

kingdom.  He wants you just ns much
us e daes yvour frther and mother.
He wants your heart, your love, your
service. e wants you to honour him
and live for him, Chnst died for
you, boys, as much as for any one.
His invitation, ¢ Come unto me,”
means you, You boys can serve him
just as faithfully and acceptably und
Just as casily as older persons.  Serve
and honour him in your own boy-ife
and way ; be boy-Christinns.  Being
Christians will not make you any less
happy and joyous ; it will add new
joys-

Christ wants you now.
wait to hecome older.
give your hearts to Jesus und com
mence to live for him now than it will
be when you are older.  Every day of
delay may take you farther from the
Saviour.

Do not

finding. Christ wauts you now -
every one of you who read this. Ask
himi to forgive your siny, however
small they may be, for every little sn
needs forgiveness, and he alone can
give this, Give yoursclves ta Jenns

Y Y,

eight arguments in favour of the pro-
hibitory amendinent, and when asked
what they were, replied, “ My eight
children.”

TiE only way to eternal hic is by
bearing and keeping the truth

Those who “seek early ™
have special promises of success in

!
!
&

Dieag boys, God wants you in s |

It is easier to '

now, and when you have done tius
hielp your companions to do the same. |

A GENTLEXAN remarked that he had ¢

{
S
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The Mother Wants ler Boy.

Tur’s a homontead waiting for yon, m
"U\"
To a quant, old-fashioned town ;
Thee gray mow chags o the gaden wall,
And the dwelling 1s low amd brown
But 4 vacant i by the fiteade stands,
At never 4 gvaee 1soaaid,
But 1 mother pr oya that her nbsent son
Saot may be homeward led,
Fot the mothier wints her bay.

She trains the vinea and tends the flowers,
For alin &ays, ** My boy will rome ;

And [ want the quict, humble plico
T'o be just hke the dear old home

Fhat it seemed when he, n gentle lad,
Used ta pluk the orchard’s goll,

And wather of roses and lilies tall,
Far mote than his hands conld hold

And stll [ want my boy.”

How well she knows the very place
Where you played at bat and ball;

And the violet cap you worv to school
Still hangs on its hook w the hall;

Aud when the twilight hour dinws near
Shu steals adown the kane

To cosret tho lambs you used to pet,
And dream you were home again;

For the mother wants her boy.

She is growing old, and ber eyes are dim
With watching day by day,

For the children nurtured at her breast
Have slipped from her arms nway ;

Alone and lonely she names the hours
As the dear ones come and go;

Their going ** The hours of snow ;"
And cver she wants her boy.

Walk on, toil on; give strength and mind
To the task in your chosen place;
flut never forget the dear old home,
And the mother’s loving fuco!
You may count your blessings score on
acore,
You may heap your golden grain,
But remember when her grave is wade,
Your coming will he in vain ;
"L'is now she wants her boy.
~Chrietian at Work.

T'.2 King's Messenger;

OR,

Lawrence Temple's Probation.

(4 STORY OF CANADIAN LIFLE.)
BY THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER VI
FINDING THE FOLD.

THERE wero ninety and nine that safely lay
In the shelter of the fold ; .

Aund one was out on tho hills away,

Far off {from the gates of guld ;

Away on the mountains wild and lare—
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care.

¢ Lond, thou hast hero the ninety and nine—
Are they not enough for theo?”

But the Shepherd made auswer, ¢ This of
mine

Hay wandered faraway fromme ;
Aud, although tho road be rough aud ateep
1 go to tho desert to find my sheep.”

Aud all through the mountaius thunder-
riven,

And up from the rocky ateep,

There rose a cry to the gates of heaven,

** Rejoice, I have found my sheep !”

And tho angels echoed around the throne,

** Rojoice, for tho Lord brings back hisown 1"

—"The Lost Sheep.

LawreNce tnok the poor 1ad outside

qy of the lumber shanty, and walking be.

e

Y

-

Their coming she calls ** The timo of flowers,”

out of his own experience - the sures

¥

eulues of a sincete and seeking soul

lad, who was yet dimly conseious o

- -the bunger and thirst of his soul
Lawrence, about to bid him good-night
shook him warmly by the hand anc
promised to pray for him,

fur a poor, ign’vant feller like me

myself.”
*“Do,” said Lawrence.
man lack wisdom let him ask of God.

knee, long ago I kin remember.”

Prayer, don't you1” said Lawrence, in
a sywmpathizing tone.

fow; “whatis it like?"”
Almost appalled at such deplorable
ignorance in a Clr:‘l:\‘%.g!.n land, Law-
rence repented that 13 any of the Ages
in which are voiced the wants of God’s
great family of suffering and sorrowing
humanity.
“Seems tome I have heered that
afore, at meetin’, or somewheres. DBut
I ain’t & boss hand at rememberin’.
It does sound nice, though: ¢Our
Father ; that means everybody’s father,
don’t it? no matter how poor or igu’

never had no father ’cept to cuss and
swear at mother and me, and pr'aps
to beat us when he wuz drunk, I
guess God must be something like what
mother wuz.  She was amazin’ good, I
tell yer. I've know'd her when there
wuzn't enough bread for Martha an’
me, to stint herself an’ pretend to eat,
and giveit nearlyall to us.  An’ when
father wuz bangin’ things awveund, I've
know’d her to run between us an’ him
when he wuz goin’ to beat us,—jest
like a hen kiverin’ her chickens when
a hawk wuz arter them.”

Happy he who rises to his highest
conceptions of the love of God from its
sublimest earthly type—the unweary-
ing, utterly self-sacrificing love of a
mother for her babes.

Deeply touched at the simple pathos
of the poor lad’s memories of his
neglected childhood, Luwrence replied,
“Yes, that's just like God. ¢ Asone
whom his mother comforteth, so will T
comfort you,” he says, and ‘as a hen
gathereth her chickens under her
wings,” so0 Jesus said hie would gather
his human creatures, if they would
only let him.”

“Did he, now? Why, I allers wuz
afeard o’ God, an’ wanted to hide away
from him, yo know. Yet many’s the
time, when I've been a-huntin’ in the

neath tho frosty stars he talked to him

5

way of gnining necess to . barred and
Lulted hentt, and of meeting the difli-

Sull the cloud of darkness secemed to
brood over the mind of this poor raw

the deep immortal need of his nature

“Will yer now? that's very kind o
yer, what's such a scholard to pray

"pears to me it’s time I wuz prayin’ fur
“CTE any
e will guide and teach you and bring
you out all right, if you will only ask
in the name of Jesus and trust in him.”

“But I don't know no prayers,”
said the poor fellow, “ain't said none

since T wuzalittle chap at my mother’s

“But you remember the Lords

«“I don't know,” said the poor fel-

rant or ragged, don't it7 Well, I aint

t | know what to do.  An’ it wuzn't com

pany like Bill Slocum 1 wanted, bu

from the taverns. An’ when 1 seet
the wood pigeons in their nests a-creu
slin’ under the wings of the old bird

f

they wuz.
the tavern an’ play cards with Bil

1

than ever.”

“My Dbrother,” said
; .
Himself ; His Spirit was striving witl
yours; he was suying, ‘Son, give me
thy heart.””

)

and ruined my father.
awful sinner I’ve been!

this awakened soul with deep agitation

look in his eyes.

dence that greatly reassured his falter-

weight of sins now felt for the first
time. ‘T aw sure of it, for God, for
Christ’s sake, forgave me.”
“But you never wuz such a sinner
as I am,” objected this despondent
soul.

“Yes,” said the minister’s son, born
and nurtured in the very lap of piety,
“I never drank nor swore, it is true;
but with brighter light and clearer
knowledge, X long resisted God, and
was thus, I believe in my heart of
hearts, a greater sinner in bhis sight
than you. Butnomatterhow great nor
how many your sins may have been,
still the love of God and the bleod of
Jesus Christ can outweigh them all 1”
“J think I understand what you
mean,” said Dowler. “I remember
wunst when I was quite a little chap,
mother left e to take care of Martha,
while she went to milk the cows in the
fur medder.  An’ che told me not to
o into the woods for feur I'd get lost.
An’ when we wuz a-playin’, I sce such
a purty butterfly, all purple and black
and gold, an’ I ran afterit and Martha
ran after me; an’ when we came to
the woods we saw such lots of flowers:
the blue gentian and yellow golden
rod, an’ one splendid cardinal flower,
they call it. An’ we wandered on
and on, and all at wunst we didn’t
know where we was at all,  An’ little
Martha began to cry, an’ I got sohun-
gry, an’ it got dark, and we knew there
wuz wolves in the woods, for we had
often heered them a-howlin' at night,
But I felt wust of all ’cause mother'd
come home an’ find us gone, when she
told usgto stay.

“Well, Martha she clean tuckered
out, and couldn't go no furder, and
fell right down on the dried leaves.
An’Y sot down beside her, an’ we

some one like mother, only stronger,
some one that could help me keep away

1 jest wisht 1 could ereep somewheres
and be jest as safe an’ as happy as
But then I'd go buck to

Slocum, an’ arterwards I'd feel wuss

Lawrence,
solemnly, “God was calling you to

“ An’ 'stead o listenin’ to him and
obeyin’ him I listened to the devil, and
minded him, and took to drink, al-
though I know'd it killed my mother,
Oh! what an

D'ye think
Gad 'ud forgive me after all 7”7 asked

of feeling, and with an eager, imploring

“ Yes, my brother, I am sure of it,”
veplied Lawrence, with a quiet confi-

ing leart, bowed down beneath the

night; an’ Martha went asleep, but]
wuz afeaed to shut my eyes for feg
the wolves ’ud como and eatus, |t
wuz awful darck, I tell yer; andthe
wind wuz a monnin’ in the tops o' s
pines so skeary.like,  Bime-by I heer
a shoutin’ an’ hollerin' in the waud
an’ horns a-blowin’, an’ men abeatiy
the brush as if they was huntin’ par
tridges.

“But I wouldn't lenve little Marth,
for fear I couldn’t find her again, anl
when one of the men com’d near |
shouted as loud as I could, an® the
man runn'd to us with a great flariy
torch in his hand,  An’ who should it
Le but father ! an he hugged us wd
danced and shouted—-I never see hin
so glnd in all my life. An’ he took
Martha in his arws, and the men all
com'd where he wuz, an’ we went home
together.  An’ there wuz mother un
her kuees a-reading of the Bibl,
an’ she jest jumped up and didn't say
nothin’, but hugged us to her buzzum,
tho tears a-ruanin’ down her face like
aain,  Father went off to the tavem:
to treat the men; an’ nex’ mornin';
mother went into her bedroom with’
Martha and me, an’ knelt down '
thanked God we'd bee  saved from the
wolves. An' she asked me, if I didn't;
think T ought to be punished for takin',
little Martha into the woeds? A’ I
said ‘T know'd I should.) An’ she
kissed me, an’ cried, an’ gave mea goud -
whippin’, an’ I never cried a bit, though
it hurt awful, ’cause T didn’t want'
mother to feel auy wuss than she did. !
D'ye suppose I didn’t know mother ;
loved me all tho time, an’ d’ye think I |
went to them woods again? No, sir.
vee, an’ it wuzn't the whippin® kep’ me,
neither. I didn’t want to malke
mother cry again.”
1t is just so with Gad,” said Law.
rence, who had not interrupted this
long reminiscence. “No mother is so
glad to rescue her child from death as
he is to welcome wandering sinners
who return to him.  Though he hates
their sins he loves their souls. And
that they might be saved, and at the
same time their sins not go unpunished,
he gave his Son to suffer in our room
and stead, and Jesus bears our sins in
his own body on the cross.”

“Yes, I heer’d that afore, but I
never scemed to understand it, like.
But those awful sins? that drinkin
an’ swearin’, un’ profanin’ the name
of that Good Bein' that’s been a-lovin’
we all the time; oly, how I hate them!
an’ God bein’ my helper, I won’t never
do them again. But that won’t make
amends for the past1” ’

Patiently and lovingly Lawrence
explained to this untutored soul the
way of salvation by faith in Jesus.
Retiring into the shadow of the trees
they knelt down in the snow beneath
the silent stars, and wrestled with God
in prayer. Lawrence used as the lan-
guage of his petition for this struggling
soul, that cry of a penitentheart, the
fifty-first Psalm, to everyclause of which
the sin-convinced suppliant groaned

t

»

woods, I've felt that lonely I didn't

waited there, oh, it seemed like all

assent AsLawrenceuttered the verse,

[} "
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PLEASANT HOURS. 119
Crestein mea clean heart, O God, nnd | liked in the camp.  His fuee had ajp Hickinl invitation, ye suners, embrseer, [the turning of a key will give you
cew a right spivit within me,” the | rapt expression as he came in from his Aveeptimg alvation, salvatien by gra v e diate wdwission,
der sprang to his feet with a shout, | forest oratory, whither he had retired | Jlo was fond of thowe lonz hiting  Wo meet with doors at every turn,
Ive got it! Halleluyer! DLve got | to seek strength from God in prayer. | tupes, which hnd n tmeasured cadenes ; 81l some of thera at s @ agerous to
" As he afterwards explained, | lle wihed to talk to those hurd | in their swell lihe that of an ocean |0Fen. They swing on swall hinges
fen ahle to express his feelings more | hauded, toiling men, in such a manner fywave,  The hymn was sung with a |l aeeess is easy, but beyumd s a
simly, while he knelt with fast-closed fas to enlist their interest and sym- right good \\'ili, and after a fervent deep pit out of winehat 19 nut o casy
wes i the snow his whole soul conse-  pathy. e therefore selected as his | praver, Lawrence disappeared  from 10 exticate one's self. We enter |
ated i prayer, he seemed to behold by | teat that Seripture in which the King- | their widst.  He sought the dim re P stmply thiough ariosity - that i the |
leeyeof his mind, the Lord Jesus hang- | dom of heaven is likened to a houte | goges of the forest, and fulling on his small hige - ad e detaned and
;4 bieeding, interceding on the cross. | hotder who went into the market-place | kpees gave vent to s feelings in a dizdded, and iwally blided o the
s he gazed with o look of intinite | to hire labourers.  Ho gave out the | w4 of tears - tears of holy joy tat Fdangers surroundm v, and cannot
smpassion in his eyes, he seemed to | exceedingly approprinte hymn— he had been permittod to I.".“".'"' the | e 1ot onr way hack theough
ater, in o tone of tundcx:vst love, Are thero not in the labourer's dag glorious Messaue of the King, the Gas T]u- doar by which we entered. There
-Son, be of good cl.lecr, thy sins -bo for- ‘Twelve hours in which he safely may | pel of salvation to his fellov, men. is lns of will power. W ll"fl men are
iwven thee,” and instantly a tido of His calling's work pursue? Svory Sunday eventne for st | anxious to get out of Satan’s clutches
f s ! % pursue? Every Sunday evemng for the vest ! R
izt and peace and joy seemed to flood e had the attention of his humble of the senson was similarly employed. there is always a way of esenpe ready
e earnest seeker’s soul.  He grasped " ) And. whati Even the wost reckless voted that it | for them,
the hand of Lawrence and shook it ;m(l:ence. at,tonc}c. ;\(,\;Iu\hs ;:)orc, was ¢ better than playin’ cards, an’ There is no exeuse for our staying
sith vehemence, while tears of glad- )le t‘p}t‘ltf ;)I the end. ° 7‘?0 ;},:0 didn't rile the temper o much either | o the wrong side of any duor that ‘
. ALY - S i " * ’ - - N
wss tlowed down his checks. N 'fisc’_ Lo o‘l‘ ; o.rl‘"‘lcﬂ W If", | though it did mak’ ‘em feel kind, > bad |$wings inward or outward according |
. .. . ; » " . o M .
His sympathizing friend gave vent | ! 3’1 In 4 man -}i S“"Pl ¢ straight-for sometimes, an’ no mistake,” to our desires.
to his feclings in that grand exultant “l‘m manner. '"‘"'“;0".0 aoemptat| T el with the characteristic | What wide and blessed doors are
grain of Churles Wesley's : c Qquemc,.m.ntt,empttmb is annosteer- snthusi £ vouny conver ioved | hung on the emall hinges of prayer!
tain to defeat its object. Like Mare | Cnthusiasm ofa young conves t, cnjoye: g o _ yer
¢ My Josus to know, , 1 co rierl 1 these services immenseely. How little we are required to do in
My ¢ » Antouny, he only spoke right on what « , , " oy wlorder to obtain the wost zracious
To feel hisbloed flow . TN L That's the sort o’ preachin’T hike, ¢ R
" ) ’ they themselves did know, and com- n . o
It is life everlasting, letely ied with him ti . |he would say.  “Nane o yer readin’ bounty ! All over the walls of Gol's
"T'is heaven below.” f.e ")f‘:}m:"‘. ]\v1 ! b"md ;.‘lj conv "‘; outen a book. Mr. Wesley's sormonts | 101y habntation, facing earthward, are
1ons ot their judgment and the assen ) D . | words of geacious invitation, such n
H . . . . . o s : » all very ¢ : : S S
In this glad doxology tho young con- | of their wills— and this, we take it, is | ™ be all very wood, but 1 'llk(‘ to ll.n)!\ these: * Ask and vo Slnll’rvcoivo "
sert, joined, and the long dvawn sha- | ¢he true object of the highest kind of inter » man’s eyes when he's a-talkin’; . l ’ ) i ' e
dowy forest aisles rang with the music now this preachin’ makes a body's soul Him that cometh unto me 1 willin
¥ Ioresh s o ° 1¢ | eloquence. feel pood all the way down s Ino s e cast out”  “Como unto me,
of the strain, while the angels in Mo spoke to them of life as the day eel g all the way down to his ' ve that labor and are ] Tud ’
. . o " a re that (nvour and are eavy itden
keaven struck their harps in o more ir work i ! is | boots. ; s e o
ps of their work in God's world, of his «Guess all tho soul yowve govs|and I will give you rest” “Knack
npturous measure as they rejoiced over | olaims upon their love and labour, |, R 10 ¢ youve gotsi- 1it shall b ! Cm
the conversion of a soul, the return to st : in your boots,” sncered the Oxford |2nd 1t shall be opened unto you.
. ' ’ . of the grand opportunities and glorious holar. wl v otl . lisk What do we need more than this?
the father’s house of the prodigal, long | reward he offered them. And as he | S6holar, who among other accomplish What is 1 ) 1w A
kst, now found again, once dead, but 1 hat f o and | ments had acquired at that areat seat it is there to deter us ere wo
; liv e ’ gazed upon tint company ofstrong anc of learning an accent of scepticismand | o expend i same amount of energy
pows e ) stalwart, although uncouth and uncul- . s oper ey to secure heavenly things that we do
As they twain walked together to [ tivated men, he beheld not merely the a.tendency toward punning.  *"That to obtai thiy p) - 1d
b s XN el : i in earthly ; S, We W
the lumber camp all nature seemed | roueh red-shirted lumbermen, but the kind of talk,” he graciously admitted, | 49 © "t‘m(. .x} I (‘;surl;, ( T‘"u'
iransficured.  The silvery moonlizht S . _ “is not bad for 2 lumberman, and may Le rolling in wealth that has no limit-
anshgured. y 1Eht | candidates for an immortality of weal do for the backwoods but i 1d | ation, and living in the perpetual sun-
glistened on the snow like the glorified | op woe, who should ina few short years 0 for the bac “‘ oods "” 1t woulc shino,of God's favour
garments of the saints in heaven.  The | gtand with himself befi he jude. | nEVET do for old Brasenose. : 8 I .
S . stand with himself ‘before the judg “« : | +1  To prevent the small hinges from
stars seemed to throb with sympathy | ent-seat of Christ to receive the Who is ould Brasenose, any way § . .
n wi snderer and mor : inquired our friend Dennis O'Neal, | Setting rusty, we must keep them in
and to burn with a tenderer and more | waye of their labour—the “Com ye 1q . tant use. and ask. seck. knock
. 8 § 8 \ 2 eane' £, | constd se, and as 'k, knoe
lambeut light. Thesnow-ladenbranches | plessed * that shovld welcome the. to who was greatly puzzled by Evans’ fre. | 018 ;_' l: (ll ! ;, ! ;‘( » Khock,
. : , i . Jazczsding > 8¢ 4.
of the spruces seemed stretched in | the joys of heaven, or the ** Depart ye quent references to his alma mater. {* fg to the souls neee
benediction over their heads, and the | cupsed,” that should banish them to the “Ould }’mze"‘wﬂd. h‘:‘ flos:u'vos‘to 1{0 >
whisper of the night-wind among the | doom of the lost. On this subject ho called if that prachin’ wouldn't suit A COURTEOUS CAT,
. . . (Y . .
pines seemed to breathe a blessing asit | yeld strong, clear, intense convictions. him. To b tinued A xeuprr of a zoologieal society

.p:tsscd. Even the prosaic lumber | The thought fired his soul. It gaven (To be continued.) says : “ 1 onee had a cat which always
shanty, with its squalid surround- burning vehemence to his words, a * sat up at the dinnertable with me,
ings, secmed ennobled and dignitied, pleading earnestness to his tones, a SMALL HINGES. and had his napkin around his neck,
.and in some sense rendered awful, as yearning tenderness to his countenance, GRreaT doors turn on small hinges, [and his plate and some fish. e used
;bcmg the arena in which immortal § 1nd made his eyes glisten with unshed | Sometimes a written or a printed hne, | his paw, of course, but he wus very

;beings were working out their eternal | ¢ears.  He spoko out of a full heart a spoken word, an expression of feel particular, and behaved with extrea-

idb‘St"‘)'- and as “a dying man to dying men.” .|ing, an unexpected opportunity, has ordinary dccoruw.  When ho had

: THE MAIDEN SERMON. His rude auditors listened with more | changed the whole current of a man's tinished his fish, I sometimes gave him

 In doctrine uncorrupt, in language plain, and more absorbed interest. Presently | thouglh’  enlarged his views, and lifted | & picce of mine.

And plain inmanner; decent, solenn, chaste, | one ceased to whittle *he stick he held | him out of the narrow sphere in which | *Ono day he was not to be found
;\I!il:nlnsl::tx’ft "zlcz:.f«?;::; llx';: ;c‘!\:';‘:llpc;;“ (:, in his hand, another unconsciously let | he dwelt, and in which he had expected | when the dinner-bell fang, so we began
Aud anxions mainly that the flock he ffc:]s his pipe which he held in his mouth go | to end his days. without him.  Just us the plates were
May feel it too; affectionate in look, out, another let the tobacco that e But he is not thus lifted up without | put around for the entres, puss cawe
And tender in address, ns well beconies was cutting fall on the floor. Now [any cffort on his part. The gutes in rushing up stairs, and sprung into his
A messenger of grace to guilty mnen, sundry cjaculations of approval were | the canul do not yield until the pres- chair with two mice in his mouth.

—Cowren—2he Task. heard, as “ That's £.,” “True for ye,” | sure of water is suflicient to open or | Before he could be stopped he dropped

Lawrence was greatly cheered and | You bet,” and still stronger expres- | close them. a mouse onto his own plate and ono
enbraved by this trophy of Divine sions than these.  But they caused no The porteullis defies the assaults of § onto mine. He divided his dinner |
grace vouchsafed to his humble efforts. fecling of interruption or incongruity | the foe, Lut opens ecasily to the en. with me, as I had divided mino with :
He no longer, therefore, hesitated to | any more than the “ Amen,” or “Hal- | treaties of a friend, and formidable | bim."—Manchester T'imes.
tako up the cross of trying to preach | lelujah ” of a Methodist camp-meeting. | barriers that are built for protection -~

p ) N l ., 3 - 3 3 p .

Chvist to his fellow-men. On thefollow-|  Afteran urgent appeal toaccept the | in times of war give way to those who| A virree gird from the city was on
ing Sunday evening, accordingly, a{service and salvation of Christ, Law- | comnc on peaceful ermmnds. her firat visit to the country. While
tolerably numerous group were gathered | rence gave out the hymn, No amount of pushing or beating | riding vear Clifton Springs ¢he saw a !
in the shanty to hear his snaiden sermon. Yo thiraty for God, to Jexus give car, may move the door through which {lot of cattails near the road. «O !
Some were indifferent, some critical, [ And take, througl; his Llood, & po,wcr to | You are anxious to obtain an entrance, | auntie,” she exclaimed, * I never knew '.
and some sympathetic, for the lad was draw near; but a slight pressure of the latch or | before that sausages grew on sticks!™
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Behind the Trellis.

At in the mellow autumn,
When httle May was youny,

She wandered where sotne put ple grapes
Gpon o tiellia huny,

© And ob,” she eried, ¢ how lovely
They look upon the vine!

I know exactly what 1'd do,
If they ware only wine,

' give to my dear mother,
Al that hier hands could hold ;
Aml then 1'd carry a basketful
To market, to be sold,
Al the money should buy old Awmy,
Who can neither walk nor see,
A beautiful little tea-pot,
And o pound of the nicest tea.

AL, e, how 'd ke to doat,”
Said My, with a wistful sigh;
S But 1 mustn’t touch what isn't nune "—
And she passed the grape-vine by.
Now, hidden behind the teellis,
Waus a lady, merry and kind,
And she said to herzelf, ** This guold hittle
child
Shall have the wish in her mind.”

That day catne u basket, laden
With grapes for the v ondering May ;
And a letter, that made her happicr
Fhan words of mine can say,
And never, in all the country,
Was a prouder clald than she,
When she brought old Amy the tea pot,
And a pound of Hyson tea !

LESSON MOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN TIIE OLD TENTAMENT.
RB.C. 1490} LESSON V.
THE TABERNACLE,
Exod. 40. 1 16.
GoLpEN TeXT.

Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men,
and he will dwell with them.,  Rev. 21, 3,

{Juty 24

Memory verses, 1-3

OUTLINE.

1. The Tabernacle.
2. The Priests.

Tive.—1490 B.C.

Prace.—at Sinai.

ExrraxaTions —First day of the first
month~"The first of Nisan, one year lacking
fourteen days sice the departure from |
Egypt. It was the bheginning of their
national year. ke things to be set in oide-
—T'hat is, the cakes of unleavened bread as
crdered in Lov. 24, 3.9, 7he hanging or
the door—"That is, tho curtain at the entrance
of the tabernacle,  7'he altar of yold—That
is, the small altar of incense before the holy
of holics. 7The altur of the bivnt-offiving—
The great alar which was at the entrance
of the tabernacle.  Sef withe conrt—"That 13,
g into position the stakes or posts for the
mcloswre,  Hang up the hanging—Hang up
the curtains aronnd the eutrance.  The ves.
scs thereas—The utensils belonging to the
tabernacle.  Laver und his joot—The great
laver which contained the water for purnifi.
cation and the base or foundation on which
it stood. Floly gurments—Thatis, garments
pertmnng specially to the priestly and high.
pricatly office.

TraciinGgs or THE Luissox.

Where, in this lesson, are we taught—
1. That God’s housu is a holy place?
2 That God's service requires a holy
pricsthood ¥
3. That God’s commands call for exact
obedience?
Tie Lesson Catecuisy,

1. What was the tabernacle? The first
churchof history. 2. \What wasit designed
w teach?  How men could worship God.
3. What great trath did it teach about God ?
That God isaspiritand invisible. | 4. \What
did it teach concerning man's approach to
God ? There is one way, and onconly. 5.
The old tabernacle pertshed :  does the jdea
still remain?  ““ Behold the tabernacle,”
ote. 6. How does God wal dwell among
men? By the blessed Corforter, the Holy

Ghost.

[ —

PLEASANT HOURS.

.
Doetreraan Staokstios. - The Church of

Gaod,
Carremsy QUestioN,

6. 1o what part of man1s the imngo of
God?  In lae spirt ar woul, which was
breathed 1nto m by the Creator,

Genesis u, 7.

B.C. 14490} LESSON VI,
THE BURNT-OFFLRING.

Lev. 1. 1.9,

[Ava. 6

Memary verses, o4, .
GoLbES TIAT.

The Lord hath laid on hun the imgrity of
us all.  Isa. 53, 6.

Ot TLINF,

1. Man's Offering,
2. God's Atonement,
Tive asp PLack Saind an i the pre-
vious lesson,

Exrrasatiose - Pabernacle of the congr -
gation --Rather, * tent of mecting.”™  Burnt
secripec So called because the whole was
burned, and no part caten by the priests or
the offerer  Wathott Memish—\Without any
defect of any kind, not even the smallest,
Amonyg the Egyptians the animal was ex-
wmined by the puest, and his certiticate was
aflixed in wax to the horns of the beast, and
to other conld be swstitoted, Pat heahand
upon the head -—This was to shew that he
was identified with the ammal.  Aeeepted
.o o to mad atonement,  The act was sym.
bolical, and was n picture of the way God
would bring a man o harmony with hun.
self thiough an eptite consearation of life.

Tracitizes o THE Lissus,
\Where, in this lesson, are . » taught—
1. ‘That we all need pardon®
2, That tind has provided pardon for all?
3 That all tuey secuie paadon

‘P Lesson CaTroinss,

1. How did Gud teach the people to con.
fess and put away their sinzy By whole
burnt-offerings. 2. What was the =pinat in
which the offering must be lnonghty [t
was to be offered” voluntarily. 3, What
kind of an offering wax it to bet  An offer.
ing without bLlemish, 4. What would bhe
the ceffect of such au offering tenly made ?
It would be aceepted as an atonement. 5.
How s it that we can xay that Jesus has
tahean the place of the burnt otenng for us?
Because, **The Lord hath laud on kim,” ete.

DoctriNal SvecestioN.—Conseeration,
CATECHISM QUESTION,

6. Is then the coul of man created to live
for everY It is immortal, and will not die
as the body diex,

Feelesiastes xii. 7. Then shall the dust
return to the carth agat was: ard the spirit
shall retunn unto God who gave 1t.

THE KITCHEN GOD OF CHINA.

Tuiz gods of China are legion,
They ave the great images in the large
temples aud the odd fraginents of
idols in shrines, the local deities, of
which e+ village, field and moun.
tain ha. own ; the invisible con-
trollers of the thunder, the rain, the
harvest, and the elements ; the spirits
of all the dead, and especially of one's
ancestors ; and, besides these, every
strange object, aud the sight of every
inexplicable  phenomenon wor-
shipped.

Oddly-shaped stones, queerly gnarled
roots, fantastic bits of wood, waifs
brought on the tide, ave all gods; but
whatever else may be absent from a
pagan household, Su Meng Kong is
not  He is the Gad of the Kitchen,
and none would dave set up house.
keeping without him.  He has been a
god for hundreds of years. In some
families he has no image set up, and
the incense sticks burned in worship-
ping bim are stuck in the erevices of
the range chimmey. Many put his
image in the main room of the house.

15

—————

His Darthday s the dourteenth of the
seventh wonth, and an that day cvery
family worships him, each in its own
hause,

On the twenty-fourth dayof the
last month of the year, when the gods
are supposed to go off for o ten-days’
boliday, n paper horse aud other
tranelling equipments are burned for
his use during his journey to wake his
annual veport to the superior gods,
A lamp is constantly burning during
the first days of the new year, to indi-
ate that the fumily ave waiting to
welcome him - whenever he returns,
When children have been away from
home, after greeting their  parents,
they waorship Su Meng Kong, 1 the
house-tother rears fat pigs, she eredits
her success to his good will, and makes
suitable thank-offerings to him, — . /.
Fielde.

-

TOMMY'S RESOLUTIONS.

A Boy of our acquaintance became
very good on New Year's Day. He
withdrew to his room and appeared
after an hour or two with a sheet of
fuolscap paper held up before him.
At the top of the sheet was written,
“Good Resolutions for 1888.” Then
came the fullowing somew hat amusing
preamble and resolves :

1, Tomamy Dean, knowing that 1
am not us good as I ought to be, and
thinking that 1 should try to be better
on account of my {riends, do agice to
keep the following resolutions for one
year at the very least ;—

“I will get up when called once,
instead of after T'se been called tour
times.

“T will keep the back part of my
haie combed us slick as the front,

« I will shovel snow out of the paths
and not grumble about it.

«“X1 will run on errands even if 1
don’t get any nickles for it.

« I will surprise my teacher at school
by studying hard most all of the time,
and not whisper half as much as I did
last year.,

“I will brush my clothes every day
to save ma from scolding, for it is
wicked to scold.

“I will never be late to the table,
and sosave pa from saving things that
hurt my feelings.

“T will not chew gum, I will not be
sassy, and I won't quarre) with any of
the boys.

“If I break any of these resolutions
I will draw a blue mark over it and
be sovry.”

“Docron,” said a patient, a short
time since, after veading over the
prescription of a distinguished friend
of temperance, whown ill-health had
obliged him to consuit—* Doctor, do
you think a little spirits now and
then would hurt wme very much?”
“Why, no, sir,” answered the doctor,
deliberately ; “1 do not know that a
little now and then would hurt you
much; bat, sir, if you don't take any

it won’t hurt you at all.”
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