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- - Alexander. - Maclarén,. .
' . THE NOTED SPEAKER AND WRITER.

. The:following sketch of Dr."Maclaren's life
. is'from the ‘Union Gospel News.’ . Dr.' Mac-
* laren is perhaps best known on this side of
. the Atlantic -by his weekly Sunday-school

lessons in the ‘Sunday-school*Times’ :—
- One of God’s agents, whom He has used
-r in a wonderful way for the clear exposition
_of His. Word, is Alexander Maclaren, a man
"7 who'bas gradually, unobtrusively and quiet-
_ ly come into prominence ; a man whose per-
' sonality is so exceedingly strong that only a

glance into “his benign face inspires confi-

* dence, . . )
Alexander Maclaren was born in Glasgow,
Scotland, in 1826. At the age of sixteen he

-was baptized by Dr. Patterson, his father be-

ing ‘a Baptist preacher. B

- Soon after this event he left the 1land o’ -
’ cakes' to pursue his ministerial stgdies in. -
There - he has remained ever.

England.
since. Stepney has the proud distinction
of being the place where he recéived his edu-
cation. T . B
Mr. Maclareh is now noted for his studious,

“*'thoughtful ways, and those characteristics. -
* . were dominant, points even in his early life, "~
" He was especidlly fine in languages, and ob-- °
;  Hebrew afd Greek a fum- ..

Wy 4t the pize.
=rheryofrtimes. . -

sessing” He leeps young, motwithstanding

the many cares that have been heaped upon
" bim, and looks far less than seventy years

old..
" piercing black eyes and a broad forehead that
.indicates strong intellectuality.
Dr. Cuyler, who is
iend, said that while in England he did not
k o man, with the exception of Gladstone,
b possessed so fine a head as -Dr. Mac-
1. ;

ampéon ; his second charge was as pas-
the Union Baptist Church, Oxford
Manchester, England, where he still
\ ma'king a sojourn of thirty-eight
one place. : .

wclaren prefers the old authors, and
study wall hang portraits of Tenny-
rlyle.  His favorite writers, aside
already mentioned, are Words-
rson and Coleridge. To them
ly grateful for aiding him in his’
guiding it into new channé€is,

e says: ‘No man of our time
gc him’ '
B:peaks it is without a manuscript,
as a chance to understands the
-depth of his arguments. As he
is subject, his face lights up and

athy that pervades his whole be-
: the ‘love of Christ melis into his
1 ‘ ; .

bntrates his mind and thought upon.

e in the evening. - That discourse:
ping effort of a week’s diligent re-
study, -

JErN,

In appearance Dr. Maclaren is very prepos- -

His face is longzand thin; he has

his warm intimate .

y first- pa_a.s(orate was at Portland square,

rging his power of perception. -

His sole aim in preaching is, and ever has
been, to teach the Scriptures, and not to af-

firm or refute men's theories concerning

them.. In this task he more than fulfils the
expectations ‘of his hearers. ' His originality

“and excellent power of illustration have been
_of great value to him.
constant delight, for the unexpected is ever.

To hear him i§ a

sure to arise. Each new thought comes
laden with a freshness that rivals'in beauty
of application any of the preceding ideas.

His gestures are often clumsy, but are ex-

pressive nevertheless, . L
Dr. Maclaren is & popular-preacher, pos-
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‘sessing more than the qualities that are com-

monly attributed to such an one. He goes
further than saying things that are merely
pleasing to the ear, He gets a clear insight
into the meaning of the Scriptures, and suc-
cesstuily conveys the idea'to his listeners.
.The hymps he gives out are from a book
of his own compilation, while the only cholr
that blends its voices in God's praise is the
congregation. ‘In speaking of that feature
of the service an' eminent clergyman said,
‘Quartettes are no more allowed there than

‘in heaven.’.

~ The church where he speaks has a seating

'is expressed in the

oapacity of 2,000, and the chairs are general-

Iy filled. When one knows the man it 1s

not to be wondered at that.people swarm 10

hear from his lips the story of Christ’s love.

" On account of Dr. Maclaren’s ill-health,
“and his ‘devotion to books, he does not see

much of his congregation except on Sunday.
“An assistant helps him in his pastoral duties,

and be is permitted to devote his time to lit- ..~

erary pursuits.

It is with a tinge of regret that he speaks
of 'his inability to come into closer commun-
4on with his flock. The congregation feel
satisfied, however, being only too glad of iF °

o
T

privilege of once a week hearing so talentea
a man., .

As.he talks each Sunday, a reporter is
present, and takes down the address for a
weekly Baptist paper. The sermon, if accu-
rately reported, could go into the paper with-
out correction. Dr. Maclaren would not find .
it necessary to go back and rectity loose sen-
tences, for he has none. -He is extremely
logical in his lne of thought,.while each idea
clearest, most  forcible

language possible, :
T It' s extremely interesting to read com- .
ments concerning Dr. Mnrlq;_t:gn written years

RN .




’ ,..,reer at. Manchester.

. t:on and fmth

--He is perhapsAl')est known in tlns country

L by his® volumes..of sermons. The printed
Jlectures pertaining to Colossians and, the
,.--Bpistle to Philemon are deemed most excel-
“..-lent..  Those that Dr. Maclaren considers his
. best’ are iwo sermons entitled, ‘David’s Cry
for Pardon’ and ‘Cry for Purity,” and an ad-
.dress delivered before the National Bibie So-

~clety from the text, ‘It is . txme ‘for thee to-

Wark’ DR
- One nowadays rarely pxcks up a relxgxous
p'tpe}' tha.t is circulated among English-
speaking people without seeing a quotation
‘from the pen of Alexander. Maclaren '
Just a .few lines are suflicient _for -him 1n
_ which to ‘present a thought in a pomted and
_ able manner.- ‘Take this for example :
. “The out-and-out -Christian is a joyful
Christian.  The half-and-half Christian is
the kmd of a Christian that a great many of
you are—liftie . acquzunted with the Lord.
Why should ‘we live half way up the hill
and swathed in mists, when_ we might have

an unclouded sky and a visible sun over our’

heads if we would climb higher and walk in
the light of His face ¥

Our attention has been especially directed
to this noted divine by reason of the grand
ministerial jubilee that was accorded to him
‘in Manchester, the field of his -labors for
‘thirty-eight years. Any one who wads pres-
ent on that occasion could not question the
unbounded’ respect, love and’ reverence that
“are his portion wherever he goes.

Not long aftef the celebration of this¥an-

: niversary a breakfast was tendered him- m.‘
Many of the most prominent- Bap- )

London.
s t:sts were ‘present to do him honor, as welk
"8 eminent -members ‘of other denommatlon:,,

All recognize the universal good work he is

domg - In answer to a speech addressed to

hlm at that time it is' said his. reply was

1em«a11la,ble for its-reticence and modesty, -

not less than for its literary grace.’

Nobility of character, strength of purpose,
Christion fortitude, and implicit trust in God
have bezen . telling facLoxs in this quiet ‘yet
strong hfe

Christians and the Theatie..
The Rev. Dr. Theodore L. Cuyler has been’
giving the religious papers an expression of
his views on the o0ld but ever new subject,
‘Ought Chrxstmns to patronize the theatre?
Cuylex gives a number.-of reasons why
he thinks they ought not. ' One .reason is
because the theatre ‘constantly unsexes wo-
man by presenting her before the public
gaze in masculine attire.’” Another reason
adduced is that ‘a very Iarge proportion of
the plays presented in the . average theatre
contain more or less-of immoral teaching.’
Dr. Cuyler also adduces the testimony of
Fanny XKemble, the actress, Wiliam D.
. Howells, and other notable people. in the
theatrical world and out of it, in support of
his contention that the theatré is a vicious
and demoralizing agency, = For a futther
view from the same source we quote from
Dr. Cuyler's article . as it ‘appears m “I'he
North-western Christian Advocate '

‘If the theatre is a school of morals, as ts -
defenders constantly contend, then the teach~
ers-in that sechool olxght,noc_f only to learn .
their own lessons, but to bear.the most high -
"I do not af-’
firm that every actor’ is immoral not- every ”

and jrreproachable character..

actress is impure ; _but I have no doubt that
the best of them would confess that it they
manage to preserve o delicate purity of
heart they do so in the face of terrible temp-
tations. A celebrated actress told a friend

ago when as’ a young man he 'bevan hls ca~:

.People looked 1’or great- :

R thmgs from. him and even then it was stated -
-+ that his, sermons .were the result of reﬂec—-.

. marked,

~they work ~

" am bad off,
Of course, our banker expected to be asked "

enact her own part and has as httle asso--
ciation as possible thh the members of -‘her
professron .. An actor who had ;quit the

.stage’ from consclentlous convxctlons once

said-to me, when we passed the playhouse
in which he had often performed, +Behind
those curtains Hes Sodom !” It is notori-
ous that a very large proportion of the plays -
presented, m ‘the average theatre contains
more_ or less of immoral teaching ; and-the-
exhibition which the theatre makes of Jtself
in the pictorial advertisements that cover the .
dead walls is enough to reveal its true char-
acter. The theatre, as 1 bave a,lready re-
is a public institution to be esti-‘
mated by the sum total-of its mﬂuence just
ag the pulpit is. And if a follower ‘of the’
Lord " Jesus Christ bestows his pecuniary’
patronage upon the theatre, then is he to
that degree r&ponszble for it, and ina moral
partnership with it. ’ )
‘There is an old and plausﬂ)le theory that
if Christian people would all “agree to. sus-
tain an entirely unexceptxonable drama. by
une\ceptxonable performers the "thea.tre
would. be regenerated It is a lzunentable
fact that this has proved to be an
cent dream,” - The e\perlment has not
proved successful when fau-ly attempted.
The theatre manager .is not a "professional
phllanthropxst he “runs” his. business sim-
ply and solely to: make money. He pro-
duces what pays best ;- a,nd if he can spice,
his ‘evening entertamments with a, plot that
turns on'.some 'sort of sexual. depravxty, or.”
burlesque of evangehcal religion, or a shame-.
less. exposure of” physical bea.uty, .the temp-
ta.L\on ‘to fill his coffers is :too > ‘strong to be.
resxsted The hcentlous stage a.nd ‘the: Sab-"

bath-breaking press are:both’ conducted for “N°t the “jubilant song of the, vmtors ‘for

filthy Iucre ; " and the Chnstla.n who contrib-
utes hO the support of “eithier or ot both is
responsxble for the spuitual misc.hief tha.t'

W here It -Began.

One of our busy banker:., -ever ready - 10
turn a listening ear to the cry-of &
light, however pressing his secular work, was

inielrupted by a mechanic who entered his _

office, evidently borne zdowtn by a heavy bur-
den. His first remark was ;- ‘Mr. ——, 1
I'm broké. ~I must have belp.’

for pecunijary aid.. ‘Tell me what you need,
Are you in ﬁnanc:a.l straits 7

‘Worse than that; was the reply ; ‘L am a "
spiritual hankrupt 1 and tears and sobs
shook the strong. man as be sat in the pres-

“ence of hig frxend the personification ol
- grief.. '

The story he told‘ hn.s 1ts thousands of -
counterpalts * Said he:

‘Myself and ‘wife. are' members ot
Church. 'We ha,ve not been inside its walls’
for more than two years. I have drifted
out and’ away mto darkness, and I am at un-
rest.  'Will you, can you, help me 7"

‘But tell me the cause of this backsllding
Where did the _departure begim, and what,
has brought you to me in such- a condt-
tion ¥

“Well,” said he, my -little grrls were at the
Sabbath-school concert last Sabbath, un

_ their return I'asked as to the lesson of the

evening. ' Their ‘reply was, ‘Prayer, and
turning to me, one of the dear pets said, with
such an' a.ppealing look : ‘Pa.pa you used to
pray with: us ; why-don't you now ¥ rms
quest\on for ‘three days bas sounded in my -

ears day and night. . I cannot sieep. [ am
at unrest. What shall Ido?

‘Where did you leave off ?*

‘With the omission of family prayer. At"

first ‘mqroing -devotions were ommtted.
wag in haste to get to my work., 1 excusea

The neglect- of Sabbath service: followed; tit

virides~

at evening I gradually lem: o. !
. the plea: of wearmess 02‘ aome (3]

at last I'am here; ‘with no rest ‘no comtort,
no peace  Neither ‘my wife nor myselt ha,s
been.to church for two years.’

The prectxcal answer of the banker wa .
! ’Begm where you left off: (,ommence to-

mght Call your famlly together and pray
-with them, ! = S

‘But I canno it is fa,r hnrder t.ha.n at
first)” B :

‘Very well it you will not do this you Wlll
bave no. rest; ‘dnd I hope you will- continue o
in this condmon till you again. resume;tne o R
duty” whxch you never should nave zlam
‘aside” . - S
With a tew kmdly words they p.n'ted but -
not till the tired soul had made the promise i
desired.. . The burden was takon up, quty -
. became-a plea,sure, new life and joy came to R
the household and, w1th loving harmony, the :
family : aré now walkmg upwargd toward the(r
"Tather’ 5.‘house.—‘Congregationalist.’ :

: Honorable Defeat.
N one hvmg but dreads defeat. Yet 1f .
you:can only win your pomt by dishonor- -
able’ actxons, then defeat is an honor: Points
may be lost, but character is won:” * Charac-
ter is the only thing we can take with us out .
of this life, and is the chief thing Worth T
striving for here, leham Wet.moxe Story -
. puts xt well in’ hls ‘Io Vlcus -

I smg thc hymn of the conquered who fell
in the battle of life; #.

The hymn ‘of the wounded the beaten who )
dle'l overwhelmed in the strife’"" " - ..

whom the resounding acclann
hose brow T el

oOf. natlons was lifted in ehorus
wore the" chaplet of fam b ;
But the byrmn ‘of the low and:the humble, S
_ the weary, the broken in .heart; o

- Who _strove, and who failed, actmg b*avely

o silent but desperate part

soul. for -+ Whose youth bore no flower in its branches,

- whose hope burned in-ashes away;
Whose hand’ slipped the prize they had
grasped at; who stood at the dying o!
day, .

‘With the work of their llfe all around they
unpitied, unheeded, alone, .

- With death sweoping down: on their faxll
‘and all but their faith .averthr own g

‘When the voice of the world shouts its
rus, its paean for those who hav
When the trumpet is sounding triumg
and high to the breeze and the s
~'Gay banpers are waving, hands ¢
and hurrying feet )
+-Thronging after the laurel- crowned
. I stand on the fieid of. defea k
-In the shadow ’mongst tnose who
and wounded and dying,
Chant a requiem low, lay my hg
pain-knotted brow, breath
Hold the hand that is helpless,
They only the victory win
Who have fought the good fig
vanquished the demon thal
within, .
‘Who-have held to their faxth un
the prize that the world hol
Who have dared for a high cause
resist, fight, if need be to d

Speak, history, who are life’s victo
thy long annals and say,
‘ Are they those whom ‘the world
vxctors, who have won- the
a day?
" The martyrs or Nero? The Sps
fell' at Thermopylae’s trys
Or the Persians or Xerxes ? h
Socrates ? Pilate or Ch




- “Young Woman.'

. consequently blood-red.
' . and her favorite cheroot is a big green thing
about a foot in length and two inches in cir-

Girls in . Burmah
"The' Burmese ‘young woman is - cert.amly
“one of the most picturesque women' of the-
~iIBast, says Mr. Hem—y ‘Chiarles Moore in the™

Tl

Her dress, pleasantly con-

Boys and Gmls.

a.ttitudes without experlencing the sllghtest
inconvenience

Supersutxon is termbly rife in Burma.h, and
it enters into the dzuly life " of every: youxztz
woman " There are lucky and unlucky days

£ ) it
% , y 3 S 3
&
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A" BURMESE YOUNG WOMAN N _ o

spicuous for ifs modesty, consists of a tight-

fitting, brilliantly-flowered silk skirt and a

Joose ‘white jacket with tight sleeves. ™ A
gorgeous silk bandkerchief is generally
thrown over her shoulders:  Her long jet-
black hair is done up on the top of her head,
and adorned with bright wild orchids. ' She
is particularly proud of her hair, and fre.

“quently lets it down and does. it up again in .

the public’streets, Unfortunately, the Bur-
mese -young woman is an inveterate betel
chewer, and her lips, gums, and teeth are.
She also smokes,

cumference. Tiny little girls who can only
just walk placxdly smoke these huge things,
comlcally .distending their childish mouths
in the performance. It is quite a common
thing, too, to see a mother take the lighted
cheroot from her own motth and place it in
that of the infant she is carrying, native
fashion, ‘astride on her hip.

Every»'Burmese boy is gratuitously edu~
“cated at the Buddhist monasteries, but it is

not cbnsidered at all necessary to educate a
‘girl. So she spends her young days in the

. sneets ‘flying stra.nge-lookmg kites, singing

..she.calls dancing,

quamt little songs, or. praetlsmg the queer
cont01 tions ‘and. swaying of the body which

is taught to bend herself in almost any posi-
tion, and her muscles are so pliant that she

can. strike the most. uncomfortable-looking -

-

At a very. early age she

for nearly . everythmg—even for washing the
head a duty which no young woman would

dream of performing upon an unlucky. day.

"melodious sounds.

~ - and .want ‘something.
-ing to read, a.nd this is the second t1me with-

And when a: girl is old enough to undergo

the ear-boring ceremony her pal ents consult -
-an a.st1ologer, who selects; With i:onsxdera.ble .
ostentation, a favoiable day a.nd hour for the -

rite. . This event, which’ ‘takes’ place when a

girl'is about twelve.or thirteen years of age,-
" is supposed to indicate  her- transition -from’

girlhoed to womanhood.” -~ The astro!oger

“‘having detided upon a’ day which will brmg

every happiness to the young girl, ‘her par-
ents invite their friends to be present on the
important occasion: Itis a day of rejoicing,
and a band is early in attendance.. It plays
‘energetically and unceasingly throughout the

ceremony. There are two or “three- perform- :
“ers for every instrument, so that directly: one

tires another takes a turn at emitting’the un-
The arrival of the pro-
fessional ear-borer _creates intense excite-
ment and interest among the guests. . Cer-
tain formalities are goné through, and then
the young woman is lield down by her femals
relations while the operator pierces the lobes
of her ears with a gold needle.  The fash-
ionable earrings, consisting generally of
plec% of Jadestone are unpleasa.nlty large,
and it is some time before the young woman
succeeds in distending her ears to the required
gize. Women of the lower class, when
travelling, carry spare cheroots in their ears.

That Provekmg Brother'

. (By Antonia’l. Stemple)

‘Do go away, Charles, and dont bother
me! Can’t you see I'm busy ¥

‘You're always busy whenever I wa.nt any-
thing of you,’ orumbled Charles.
the biggest ctoss-pa.tch that cver. hved and

T'm thankful everybody hasn’t your angelic
~ temper,’ he- concluded heatedly e
“WVill you be qmet o angrily asked lns sis-‘

ter. ' ‘Bvery time I'm busyyou.come: along
. Here I've been try-

in five minutes that you. have dzsturbed me,’

S“What are you readm.g ? . Ah, I see ; the
Bible—mighty interesting !~ I've sometimes
heard it called.a good.book, but as it seems
to be your guide. and instructor, I doubt
whether it is !’ and Charles banged the door
and went out, whistling.

‘Isn't he too provoking !’ excla.xmed Lot-

.A BURMESE FAMILY——I‘ATH.LIL .MOTHER, AND FIVE DAUGII’!'FRS

“You're °
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THE MESSENGER.

¢

tie, angrily, to her mother, who Just then
came into the room. ‘Oharles is just as
hateful as he can be, and he is enough to
try the patience of a sa.lnt 1L

) 'Why, hat bas gone ‘wrong now ?’ 'a.skecl
Mrs. Merrlam regardmg her daughter a lit-
tle’ =adly

‘Oh, Charles got angry, and said hateful
thmgs, because I told him he was disturbing
me. You know I am to lead the Christian

* Endeavor meetmg to-morrow night, ‘and 1
- was preparing myself on the subject. Tirst,
" Charles came in, and I had to sew a button
“on his coat and the next time he wanted me
to examine some new Iusic “he had got for
his violin. Then I told him I was busy,
and that he was not to disturb me, and he
:ﬁew up and bec'\me very angry. To be
sure, 1 was a httle cross, and might have
‘spoken more gcntly, added Lottie apologeti-
cally, noting her mothers looks, ‘but then
he is so trying’ .
" ‘Don’t you thmk you might exercise just a
little more p'ttlence 7
'I suppose I ought, but patlence has almost
ceased to be a virtue.’
" Mrs. Merriam shook her head and made
no reply to this, but sald ‘I have just re-
-celved a letter from Cousin Catharine’; ; she
is coming to visit us for two weeks.’

‘How delightful I’ smilingly exclaimed
Lott.le, reading the letter which her _mother
handed her, ‘and she wxll be hEIc th:, after
to-morrow.’

At the expected tlme Catharine Lelth the
much- loved cousin arnved She ‘was not

“apretty g girl, but so brxght and good-natured
that she was a favorite with all with whom
she came in contact. She was about the
same age as. her(c’ous'in, but there all simi-
larity ceased. ~ Lottie was hasty and impa-
tient, ‘and had & temper which she was by
no means particular to control Ca.tha.rlne
‘looked on the bright slde of life, a.nd was a
1h lptul body, a.nd though she was naturally
'pos§o&ed of a qulck temper, she had admir-

able control of it, a result which had been ‘

nccomphshed only. after infinite hard work.,
Both Lottle and Charles were very fond of
their merry cousin. Charles especially en-
joyed her visits, for she seemed to under-
stand a boy's wants so thoroughly, and .en-
tered into and took an interest in all his
_plans, something which Lottie rarely did.
After the last falling out between sister
and brother, Charles treated Lottie very
coldly, and went about with an injured air,
avoiding all conversation with her. He de-
voted more time to his cousin than ever be-
"fore, and Lottic felt just a little hurt.

It did not take Catharine long to discover:

how matters stood, and when she had been
but a few days in the house she gaid to Lot-

tie s _“What is wrong between you and

Charles ? Your relations ~seem rather

strained.’ o ’ ’
‘Well, they are, slightly. ‘We are always

Laving petty little quarrels a,nd disputes, but
it's all his fault,’ and then Lottie related
the last occurrence with a much- injured air,

“‘Don’t you think,’ said Catharine, when
her cousin had concluded, ‘that you are a lit-
tle to blame ¥’

I don't see why,’” replied Lottie, redden-
ing. . ‘If he wasn't, always provoking a._nd
disturbing me, we never should have any
trouble.’

‘Now, Lottie, don t think I consider myselt
better than you, but I am just going to tell

. you a little experience of my own. You
know I have a quick temper, and so has my
brother George. Well, we used to be quar-
relling continually, and, strange as it may
seem, after 1 gave my healt "to Chrxst we
quarrelled worse than ever. You see, 1
gpent much time over: chureh affairs, aad

was always rushed 'and worried because 1 -

Ahypocrxtes they all were

‘ways.
I was & pr ofessing Christian, attending every -

- ceed Lottie

wanted to do so ‘niuch for Chrlst and the
church.’

tience with Gemge who, you know, is a
nervous little fellow, and so anmous to, learn

He was a.lwa.ys trying to find “out the why
" and wherefoxe of things, and he asked in-
numerable questions.

Tastead of answering
them, I used to bid him find out for himself
and not bothe1 me ‘or else T would scold him
for ashmg them. ~He took my rebuffs good-
naturedly at first, but finally he grew mor-
bid, and wouldn’t come mear me or have a
word to say, and he stayed away from home
all he possibly could. This state of affairs

-did not trouble me for a long trme, but after

a while it hurt my feelings to see George

avoiding me as though I were da.ngerous and .

it made me.remember tha.t I promlsed dear

‘mother on her death-ued to care for and be

a good sister to hxm

‘One day I hea,xd him tellmg some other
boys that he didn’t behnve in,God or 1ehg-
ion; that bhe had a 51ster who called her-
self a Christian, and he knew what sellish
His companlons
were of the worst and he ‘was learning their
_And all this tlme mind you, Lottle,

church meetmg, and an actxve church work-
er, but lettmg my only brother go to ruin
before my eyes. .That speéch, which I over-

. heard, almost broke my heart, and then I re-

alized how. unjust and unkind I was to

George, and that I was driving bim away

from all good. | .

“You can 1ma.°me how I felt but I prayed
fo1 help, and -resolved that_I would win. my
brother back. It was hard .work, as you
can believe, and I often became discouraged,

‘but little by little I, influenced: him, and he

is soon going te. join the church,.and I.can't

find words for my. happiness.’ . . oot

Lottie - had been listening mtently, and
wher Ca.tharme _bad_ finished,_ .she... -said,
‘Tha.nk you, Ca.tha,nne for giving me your
experience. - You have opeded.my eyes, and
herea_fter T w1ll 1ot be so selfish ‘and u.gly,
and - ne1ther Charles nor ‘anyone else shall
have cause to doabt the. sincerity of my re-
hgmn d

With Gods help, you will certa.mly suc-
You see - 1v1ng Christ daily”
is What counts. ‘It isn't'e y to “live Christ”
in the tace of petty a.nnovances “and troubles,
but I now rea.hze tha.t the ﬁrst place to’ begm
Christ-like l1vxng is at ho "and about ‘one’s
daily duties; and I tell you, ; Lottie, that is
the best way of oerving :Chj ‘We are apt
to think that these little things: don’t’ count,
and that is where “we' maki grlevous mis-

.
i

‘next..¢ame.: o Visit the
Mefriams she ha.d_: 0 need to" a.sk "How mat-
ters stood- between brother and sister. A
wonderful tra.nsforma.tlon hnd 'taken ‘place,
and Charles. . and Lottle were ithe dearest
friends.. Charles:was never- tJred of sing-
ing his sister's praises, and, best of all, he,
too, had Been drawn into the fold through
his s1sber‘s hfe and inﬂuence ~The Exam-
iner

THE GIRL WHO IS LVER WELCOME.

The welcome guest is the girl Who, know-
ing the hour for breakfast, appears at the

table at the proper time, does not keep oth- -

ers waiting, and does not get in the way by
being down half an houx before’ her hostess
appears..

The welcome guest is the gxrl who has
suﬁicrent eneiy to take care of her own
rooém while slhe is visiting ; and if there are

people whose duty it is, shé ‘makes that duty -
as light as possible’ by putting away her

own belongings.——'Everybody"s ‘Magazine,’

" But'I was blind to my dntles at "
' home, and neglected them, and had no, pa-

[drew up her chair to the table.
fair-haired child’ drew nearer, and laying

“will get ‘cold,’ "she said.

‘;,Wns perfect.ly still, and very dark

“WHEN YOU WERE YOUNG."

‘Yes, dear Granny, one more story: There
will be time for.one, The one fWhen you

. were young,” you know.’

And . little -Margaret’s bright entrea.ting

_face looked up at her grandmother. -

. The tea was on the table. . . Grannie had

just come .in from the sweet garden outside, K

where .roses were trailing over her cotiage,
and a honeysuckle arbor stood at the end -of

. the walk, S s

‘When I was young is seventy years ago
and more,’ she answered, smiling, as she

‘her small ha.nd on the kind old one, she saxd

_ in a lower voice, ‘The one about you and the

smugglers, please.’

So Grannie ‘began, and she told a story ot
a beautiful old’ house in Hampshlre, where
there was a grea.t park and- cunous caverns
which led-to ‘the sea, and whexe as ‘a little
girl she had-been. nursemald [} the ladles
there. o

- ‘All sorts of people came and went but
we were’ told to take no notice of them ! but
one dav little MISS Dorothy who was al—

ways -s0 rash, "said ‘she waould. go ‘into the
ca.ve and sce and hear for herself what the
norse was, We had 'ﬂl been out" for a walk,
and when we got back’ to ‘the Hall she gave
us the siip. Nurse was: S0 nngry ‘and sald
it'was my fault, but I thought she was with
her a.nd we hunted the place over for her.”

‘Grannie stopped for a mmute ““The tea
But Ma"garet put
up her hand: N

“You must say this part this 1s' ‘thn‘_
derful bit, the bit about the caves "

‘Well, I.don’t’ know now how I came to "do

:th said Grannie, smiling, ‘but I went down
“to the shore where we were forbxdden to go,

and went to ‘the entrance of ihe. cave. At
I wa.lted
a momeat ; and then, though my voice shook

'so that I'did not know it, I called out *“Miss

Doxothy 1" “Miss Dorothy !” “l\Ilss Dor-
othy, . a.nswered back the echo, and then
there was a stillness. I went a few steps
forward and ihen all of a sudden a torch—

light flashed mto my face and a harsh voice

said, “Here s'a fresh bale of spmts ” and'it’

"séemed to me as if the darkness were full

of dreadful voices.” I stood quite still, but’
I was praying all the while, “Oh dear’ Lorg,
keep me brave, keep me safe ! 1 Then sud-
denly the cave was lit up, and what do you
think I~ saw ? About thuty men, some,
drunl\, some soler, but all qulte wild- lOOK—
ing, and great casks of brandy and rum and
spm'ts plled up and up by the rock.. “What
ha.ve you come here for ?’ a man =‘nd wlth
a plstol in his hand.
mistress is here, which God forbid,” 1 an-
swemed Some of them laughed, but the one
with' the pistol said, “None look in here and
live.”” “And better die than live here |
replied. The man looked strangely at me,
and lowered his pistol. “Put her in the.
boeat and shlp her off,” some cried. “No,’ "
the captain said, “she is a brave b1t oI
goods, and her pluckir-ss don’t come from
the ca.sks Look here, my " girl, do you
know we could shoot vou in a minute and
no one would be the wiser ?” @l and the
angels would see you,”’I said. © He wxnced
for ‘a minute. “God and the. angels,” he
said, and he took my shoulder and, Dushed
me quite gently back out of the cave. A

_year after a dying man sent for our squire

and said God and the angels had drawn him
from the cmuggllng as they ha(l s:.ved a
child before, and he was the man who had
spoken to me. Miss Domt.hy was only hid-.
lng, but, Maxgaret the dear Lord led me

1nto that cave as surely as He seved me from »

xts dangers ——‘Adviser

~

_ The little

" “To gee if my young

S
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bitterly.

The New Organ. L

(Ca.tha.nne Shaw, in ‘Our Darlings ')
‘Why, father ! how cold you look ! Come

* elong and sit by the fire.. See it is blazing
~p- ﬁnely, and you are so fond ‘of a blaze.’

- The words were spoken by a..young wo-

" ““man, who-was bustling about cheerily.”
‘I‘ather watchul her from his armchair,

,_which he had pushed discontentedly near the
window, where'he had sat all the moming
gllently nursing his grievances,

. His dau{,hter-m-law was the brwht spot
in his ‘life, | but even that had failed to com-
fort him thlS mommv

Slnce he had got over the first blow of
Ned's' m'u‘uage, he ‘had gradually come 'to

-find that Ned’s Kiltie was the best thtxe in’

the world, in splte of ‘his ‘fears ; but ‘the

_ peacé of his life was rather shorthved ‘for
_ to-dfy another trial, a 'greater than all the

rést, had come up large and °'loomy before

“him, and had shut out all the su.nshme once'

_‘more. L
" “Ever sinee ‘F'Lther tad been a boy he had’

played the v:olm at the village church, lead-

ing the smvmg rroud]y and ruling over the’
pcrfoxmers with a somewhat tlght

othet

" hand.”

" But how changes had come. 'l‘he‘new
vma.r and a new organ. '

HIS gmef and mdlgnatlon lmew no. bounds
NoLhmg that Ned could say had any etfect,
and he 'hzd to go to his work lea.vmg his Ta-
thers gloomy {ace behind. —

Klttie fiitted about all the mommg Shé
and Ned were praying ones, nnd when thmgs
were too hard for them to manage they
took them to the Lord.

So as she went about her WOI‘I\., she ‘said,
'Loxd ‘help poor father to bear it ! I\/'ahe
a way out of 1t for him !’ ' :

l‘ather dxd not guoss she was pmymg
That was not his sort of religion—at pres-
ent; SO he sat cold , and miserable, and
watched Iuttxe h1ther and thxther with hxs
sad eyes.

At last the kitchen looked as meat as a
new pin and once more invited, the old man
made his way over to the fire; he looked
ten years ‘older than he had done yesterday!

“ionly a inonth ! It's to be done’in a
month;’ "he' gloar.ed gazing at the case of
his'loved instrument ; ‘only a month, and it
is all over. T tell you one thing, Kittie,
he’ ll neve1 see ‘me inside the chmch wheu
the organ’s there "

‘Not ‘{o worslnp God, father ?°

The old nan shook his head wrathrully

S

' ‘I couldnt do 1t’ he said a'fznn and aga.m .
“‘Popr father!’ said Kiltie tenderly, ‘it’s tert
ribly hard for you after'all’these years bu.."

perhaps the Lord wants'ycu'to Qo soniething
else for ‘Him ?'
“fhere's nothing left, child,” he answered

-

‘I've led the chou thxs forty years,

and there’s nothmg left.’ .

‘ Tha.t was what he thought then, and

» thought for ma.ny a long day, even after

the organ was ‘put up and had ceased to be

.. & wonder.

But Ned and Kittie pzayed on, apnd ‘when
they ca.me home on Sunday fxom church,
his da.ughter-m-la.w would say to h1m in her
little loving wdy, ‘The Lord has something
for you {o ‘do at ohurch Iather
would come ‘and see !’

Though Lhe old man shook his hcarl Stlll
his hard hea,rt was thawing a I1tt1e under

’ the warm rays of ‘Kittie’ ] love and patience

One Sunday he ‘was 6ut algne in the eaxly
suns.hme, "and seeing ‘the church open, he

‘suddenly thought he would like to know.

what the Lord could possxbly want -of him.
‘What did Kittie' mean ? ? .P‘erhapa he would
ﬁnd out, there _

" Slowly he took his seat on one ot the

“beriches, a.nd sat'on and on Tost in Dis ‘sad

. thoughts
nothing but hls wounded selt-wil.ed broken .
. “Five feet nine inches.’

He had no v1ohn Wlth h;m,

heart.
‘He did not notice that the congregation

'ca.me in' one by one, and he nearly’ fainted
"when "the soft ‘strains of the fiew organ be-

gan.  -But when the words. greeted him,
“The 'sacrifices of ‘God are o hroken spirit,’
he knew .all at once what it wuas the Lord
‘wanted of him—what he had withheld all
those years—and humbly he laid it—his bro-
ken and  contrite heart—at the feet of Him

“who "died ‘to save to the uttermost all that

come unto God by Him.’

~ :People wondered at the sunshme that had
suddenly come-into ‘Father’s: tace H but Kit-
tie-and: Ned”did not wonder. ™ -

‘It's just sulprmn',’ fathel v"/ould say,'as

e —:—j-y /j%//
’ 't.—dt%

he made himsell useful in Ned's home. ‘1
never thcught I should bo so happy. My
heart is singin’.all the day long, and I can
play the old tunes here at home ! But it's
the Lord has doue it all !’

e —— .

The Wrong Fellow. -

(Charles H. Dorris, in ‘Miclugan Christian
Adyocatc’) o
.Tohn came xmo my pxecence lool\mg as dis-
COHSOlﬂ.Le as the (rloucester coast in w inter.
“Whew, what can be the matter with you
this mommw "2 1 asked. ‘Yeu lock as
though you Ww e1e m the pxoccs.,\on swinging
along to ycur own funeral.
‘Well, I am,” croaked John.
‘¢ind to hear that 3-ou are alive to your

I wish you

'to loolr. ‘e stra

- store for him ?
‘into the kmvdom of heaven \mcn done thh

«MESSENGER.

condltxon then1 I rephed But tell ine: ) §

. pray, Wh‘it is the great first ca.use-of all this -

.change of countenance ?

“The first great cause, you ask "' quened-
John. ‘Well, the matter is enough to change .
the face of .a stone image, I say,. with my

" employer so far gone as to have “spakes in

hxs boots,” as last mght he dxd have

“So 7’ I replied..

Then John fiercely answered : “Yes, just '
so; and next thing the cmdxtors will be
winding up the concern; then ‘indeed, Will I
atmy own funeral be blithely dancing.’

‘Oh,” said.I, ‘it’s yourself you are worry-
ing:about, is it ?. Caring simply for }our _
own best welfare, is that it ?  Sort o’.sél- -

'ﬁsh are you not Wanung the 0115 of con-

solatxon poured alone on your head; at the
came time 2 man worse off than yourself is
even now learning the meaning of perdi-
tion 2 Come, now, my caSt-down, stand
}ou1=elf up before me.'
. John, with a whlpped cur soxt of e\pres-
sxon, stood up.

‘HO'v tall are you "'

"‘At ‘what notek do you usually tip the
beam ?’
‘At
noteh. ,

~ “And your digestion is good ?"

~ ‘No need to worry about that! 1

: ‘And.your mu&cles are firm, no heart trou-

ble, no chronic disease playing hide- go—-seek

about you 7

"Doct,or says I am not lxa.ble ‘to die undcr

old age. =,

“¢And’ you are a Chnshan are you “and

presidcnt of the youn people S soc1ety .
“Y-e-s,> slowly responded John.

- ‘Now _young Mr Cast- down I want you

.,ht m the eye How a.bout‘

that other ‘fellow ?7 What ,a_.re his Dros-

pecis 7 Has he  good ‘d‘Igestlou, healthy

heart, clear brain, and is a good old age in

And is he 111“,1} to enter

the hu‘ndrevd and i fty-sixth

one

tr:msxtory thmgs 7

No reply.

‘Then you do not consulcr hxs chanccs
vcry ‘good fox ‘this world or ihe woxld to
come, do you ?

"John hung hxs hea.d \'»hlle he faintly re-
plied, ‘No.

‘Well then old fellow,

:t so*t o d'z,wus
mw about the wrong Ie)low. " Is not that
the way it seems to you? ”

‘Yes, _1ep11ed .)'ohn

“Well, now, you g0 b'u.k to that store, and’
“ozk and pray for ‘your emplo‘ ”'l as you
never before dreamed of doing. 1t is a case
of the life or death of an immortal soul, and
{,he crisis, tne turning ]~cmt may not yet
ha.ve been 1)'1sced G\.t kindly. ¢ !Te(,tloned
men and wonen to work and pray thh you
For it may be that this Dbrand, so hearly
consumed, may eyen yet be &.n‘xtched from
the burning.’

T will, xe')hed Johu and nny God he my
helper.’

John did go back, ;\nd in one ye:u s time
the man once £0 near ‘the drankard’s hell \vas
clothed and in his right mind; while John is
to-day junior partner in ome of th'el’"m,ost

© prosperous establishments of all the city.

And now, indulgent réader, the advice 1
give you is: Be very careful that you do
not worry . about: the wrong fellow; "and
again, that you do not always wait for ad-
vice to be first “asked- before it i§ given.

i

The little worries which we meet each day
May lie as stumbling-blocks across our way,
Or we may make them stepping-stones to Le
Of grace, O Christ, to thee,

—‘Bright Jewels.’
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new pla '

but as'I thought there came to my— mmd a
soeue I had ‘witnessed on.d former occasion.
Six excited little girls, some elated over their

- success in ‘selling things. for the poor,’ some

jealous of the success. of others—one girl
had left the class at this'time and had never
returned, two others had not ‘been on speak-
ing terms’' for several months after, and al-
together it did not seem to leave any of them

in the most Christian frame of mind..

The class had increased to ten now, and

I felt that we must do something as a class
for the help and comfort of other people, to

keep from growing selﬁsh in our cosy littie
corner.

The year before we had given a' Thanks-
giving dinner to a poor family, but by some
mistake the family got another dinner from
some one else, and the girls felt that ours
was wasted ; besides, one of the girls in the
class came from even a poorer home than
the one on which we bestowed our charity,
and I felt-that perhaps we had not done very
wisely after all, though it certainly was a
good thing for the girls to give to some spe-
cial object, and one good thing came out of
it, which was that little Bertha began to
come to Sunday-school after it. Being just
the same age as my girls, she was put in my
class, and a more restless child of eleven it
has seldom been my duty to come in contact
with,

first part of the winter. . UYou ‘see, I began
teaching in Sunday-school when I was very
young, and I am not very old yet, but I try

.- to improve each year; and I think I really

have got a very gocd plan for this year.

The other day I dropped in to see Con-
stance (Constance is one of-my best friends;
she is always doing good to people). I found
her ‘marking a Testament,’
at that work before, so I waited patiently

" till she had finished carefully ruling a line

that be ?

under the verge, ‘Him that overcometh will
I make a pillar in the temple of my God.’ .
‘What’s that for, Connie 7" T asked, as she
laid down the ruler and took up a gayly-col-
ored cretonne bag, ‘what are you making

now ; it must be something for some one’

else. But who could want a bag like that?
‘It's a comfort-bag,’ she said calmly, pull-
ing the strings to see that they went smooth-

1y,

‘A comfort-bag ’ I queried " “What may
You speak- as: though the name
was its own explanation.”

Constance smiled. ‘And is it not? 1
thought every one knew about comfort-bags;
some people call them ‘sailor-bags,’ because
it is to sailors that they are generally given.’

‘But what are they for ? I interrupted.
‘Why do people give them to sailors 2’ -

‘YT was just about io explain,’ Constance
went on, ‘what they are for. IFach bag is
furnished with black and white thread, nee-
dles, pins, a thimble, pencil, buttons, wool
and other things that people wish to put in.
A marked Testament and a kind letter to the
sailor are always put in, and a good many
people put in soap, scissors, writing paper
and envelopes, and picture text cards. A
friend of mine took great pains with the six
she made last spring ; she put in court-plas-
ter, lint, and long, narrew strips of old cot-
ton for bandages. She went to the tailors
and asked for odd pxeoes of good strong

- stuff ‘to send to ths sailors to patch their
" clothes with, and they gave her some nice,

keavy, dark pieces.’

J

: asked ea,gerly

I had seen her .

‘What a splendld 1deo. "I exclmmed
“Yes, . said Consta.uce ‘her bags were very
complete, and; doubtless did a great deal of

< . S good but’ the’ srmplel bags ale vexy welcome
I had been wondermg all’ summer by whatf T ‘ :
{.T:could interest rmy Sunday-sehool
clags' in work for others dunng the: comlngi
I had thought of 2 httle bazaar~

also.” :
‘Do the szulors ever a.nswer the letter’ "’ 1

‘Oh -yes, some do. Of course, aftér they
have. zecewed their bags they frequently go..

on’ a long. .cfuise ‘and are out of the way of"

civilization for a year or two, so that it is
not wonderful when they don't wrlte but

-some very touchihg letters have been re-
ceived by those who have written Xind let-’

ters and enclosed an addressed envelope. I
Tremember. .one-a little friend of -mine re-

B cerved ; 1t ‘was some years a.go a,nd she Wrote
a chlldlsh little “ietter, signing ‘herself 4 its”

tle girl who loves you.” The man wrote
back that he had never had any one to love
Lim since his own mother died twenty years
before, and the thought of the sweet child
who now loved him and prayed for him had
often Xept him from doing wrong. He said
he had read the little Testament at first be-
cause she had marked it for him, but soon
he grew to love it for its own sake, and
when he came to the verse, ‘Him that com-
eth to me I will in no wise cast out,” marked

" with red ink, he felt that he could not stay

away any longer, but cried, ‘I will arise and
go unto my Father,’ and he knelt down there
and gave his heart to God, and has been a
happy Christian ever - since,. and spends a
great part of his time telling his mates about
this Saviour who “is able to save to the ut-
termost.”’

‘I wiped my eyes and glanced gut over the

.. However, to go back to the Thanks- -river. (Connie’s window eommands aheautx-‘

giving dinner, the chief objection to that was:,
that it - -only, kept the girls busy durmg the -

ful view of the river and: the hills beyond).
Connie plcked up the bag whictihad dropped - -

. On; the floor during this recital: dnd began to .
) put in’ spoéls-and other things out of a bas-_ "
. ket beside her.

" Presently a beautlful idea’.came into my
héad, and I- e:sclo.xmed

I’'ve been loolung for. I knew you would

- gwe me some euggestlons

‘As to what ¥ asked Connie, startled by
my sudden. speech

‘Why, it's just -the very thmg, now isn t
it, for my Sunday-school class ?:: Ten little
girls, and each make & bag and fill it, and
that will be quite a donation for the Sallors
Instltute will- it not 2

‘A capital idea. 1’ said Constance
sconer begun on the better.’ . i

“Well,’ 1 said, ‘you gr“ve.,me a’list ,oﬂ_the

a,nd the

- necessary things to put in, and, I will see -

what Ican do. I _a.m sure T can interest'the
girls in it B

“To. begin with, then, you- want a. ‘piece
of brxvht cretonne a.bout erght by twenty

mches — :
. ‘I thought

‘Why cretonne ”1I 1nterposed.
cretonne was not very strong etuﬁ’ and the
bright colors would fade or run with the
first drop of water.’ I felt very wise to
know more than Constance, who is several -
years older than I. I.thought she would
be disconcerted by my criticisms and hasten
to change her plan. ‘Now,’ I said, ‘I should
think a good strong piece of ticking or blue

jean, or—'
I was interrupted by a merry peal of
laughter. . ‘Well done, Miss Wisdom,” said

Cennie, ‘T had exactly the same notions my-
self until I asked the lady who has charge of
the Sailors’ Institute, which were the best,
and she said the men would scarcely look at
the dull or dark bags; they ald want some-
thing bright. Red is théir favorite color,
and if it be sprinkled with yellow, blue and
green, all the better.

“Well ' I remarked meekly, ‘you always
did know best, Connie. 'What shall we put
in these bags ?' '

‘I always have two lists, one called “neces- -

) sensnble of your error.

‘Just the very thmg .

sary,” the other “optloual ”- Under the for-
mer heading I put ﬁrst_tlxe Testam '
fnendly lettel second o~ black and’ white,

ol buttons zmd a pocket pln shion are also
necesszuy .Oh, yes, a.nd ; ump of bees’-
wax and perhaps an emery cushlon and a
ball of” thlck dari ‘wool for “darning. Somse .
people put in tracts, picture cards and hymn
books a pledge . card I consider very essen-.
tial. Of course, one can carry out the idea
to any exlent, putting in all sorts of little
surprises.-- ‘But I think I have mentioned
‘all the ‘things that are positively necessary.
No.w fof the optional; as I told you before,
scissors and pen-knives are very acceptable.
Soap and court-plaster, bandages and patches
always come in handy. Yes, and the writ-
ing paper and envelopes, and pen or pencil,
I should have included among the neces-
saries, I think.’ ’

It was growing dark, so I jumped up and
said I must be going, but I thanked her ever
so much for ber kind suggestions, and deter-
mined. to make use of them for my. class. I
‘hope to tell you how it succeeded at somao
future period. ’

IVY: LEAF. ~

An Eastern Story.

It is.related that when Cyrus invaded Ar-
menia he captured the king, ‘with all his
family, and ordered them before him. "A“r-,
menian,’ said he, ‘you are free, for you are
And what will you
glve me if I restore your wu‘e to you ? All
that I am able’ . ’
. ‘“What if I restore your chxldreu o

‘All that I am able - - I

i ‘And you, Tigranes,’ said he, turning to
the son, ‘what would you do to save your
-wife from servitude ?* -

. Now, Tigranes was but lately married, and _
bad great love for his wife. ‘Cyrus,’ he re= ~
plied, ‘to $ave ber from servitude 1 wouid

;wxllmgly lay down my own life.’

.. ‘Let.each go his owh way/ sald (,yrus._
And “When . he departed one _spoke of his
Clemency, another of his valor, another of
hls beauty and the grace of his persou upon
which Tigranes asked his wife if she thought-

' Yhe was handsome.

‘Rea.lly ’ said she, ‘I did not look at him.’
At whom, then, did you look ¥ '

JAt him who offered to lay down hxs life
‘for me.’

{::Who that once sees Jesus .as hrs or her
Savmur can ever see any form to compare
w1th that form divinely fair ? ‘See that you
keep a tender heart, a . warm and loving

".hea.rt—a heart like Chrxst’s-—-‘Chxldrens,

i Treasury. ,

A Word to Boys.'

,What makes a boy popular ? Manliness,
says Hezekiah Butterworth in the ‘Ladies’
Home Journal” The hoy who respects his
mother bas leadership in him. The boy
who is careful of his sister is a knight. The
boy who will never violate his word, and
who will pledge his honor to his own hurt,
and change not, will have the confidence of
his fellows. .The boy who defends the weak
will one ‘day’ Dbecome a hero among the
strong.. The boy who will never hurt ths
feelings of any ore will one day find him-
self in the atmosphere of universal sympa-
thy. * Shall I tell you how to hecome a
popular boy ? I will. Be too manly and
generous -and unselfish to seek to be popular,
be the soul of honor, love others better than
youreelf and . people will glve -you. their
hearts, and dehght to make you happy. 'l‘hat
is what makes a boy popular
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A Com mon leflculty.

There» was to be a new ‘rector at St. Jude’s.
‘I wondér what he is like 2’ said nearly every.

" one: ‘Is he musical ?’ asked one. - . ‘Does.he-
: preach long sermons 2" “another wanted to.
. know. ~ “‘Is, ‘he a good visitor 7 . ‘Does he

’ use manuscnpt or notes, or does he speak

cxtempoxa.neouSIy ?  Everyone. had some-
thingto ask, and all were on the tiptoe of
.expectation, .. .
-Bert . Hamllton was a member of the clion'
. of St. Judes ‘He had sung there for sev-
eral years ; he knew everybody, and nearly
every one knew him. = He knmew all about
everythmfr thut had taken place in the par-
:sh for, mdeed he usually kad a hand in all
that was going on.

‘I wonder wha.t kind of changes he'll

- make ? ? said Bert ‘tor, of com‘sc, “he will
make some. Certainly he’ll'be a change
himself ; but I wonder if he’ll change some
of us. I’d just like to see this place a year
from now ; wondex wha.t everythmg will- be
like?

* The new rector's first Sunday had come
' and bhad passed off. People had discussed
" both"him and his sermons, and the verdict
appeared to be a favorable one..
he had been at St. Jude’s several months.
Yet so far no startlmg changes -had taken
place. - Of course a good many more people
were at church than formerly, but that was
‘easily explained ; some people are always
_attiacted by anything new.
sponding was. better, though that might be

" acdounted for By the extra number of voices.

‘Well Bert’ said one of his friends one

- day, wha.t about all your changea ? Dont
see many yet 4 ’

‘No said Bert, hes1tat1ngly, ‘T can’t say
thwt I ‘'see any changes.’
change was as yet appw.rent ‘Bert had an in-
stinctive feeling that somethmg was going
to take place. " He did not know what ;
deed when he questloned himself he coultl

find no ground-for the feeling ; yet he had

it, though he could not explain it. .

Presently his friends began to notice that
Dert was dlfferent He was not like him-
celf at all alwa.ys preoccupied and quiet

“What is the. matter with you, Bert 7’
asked some . of his more intimate friends.
“What's gone ‘wrong ? You're not a bit
likzé you used to be Whﬂ:t’s come over
vou ?

‘Oh I guess xt s the change of seasons. I'll
‘be all right when summer comes. I'll come
back with the birds.’ : '

But that did not explain it, though it was
all the explanation.Bert would give.

One day the rector met Bert. He was go-
ing along Barker avenue to see a sick wo-
man and Bert had stopped under a tree to

" pump up his bicycle.

And now .

Perhaps the re--

- could alter.’

" But though no’

“‘comes” referred to there.

rectory At the tea table the rector: intro-
duced several toplcs Tor conversatlon, but

.Bert’s interest did not seem to be in any of

them. The rector began to see that his
visitor had come with a purpose, and- con-
cluded that it would be advxsable to let h1m
‘accomplish 'it.

‘Let us go to the hbla.ly we can have a -

good chat there.

But in the library Bert was more con-
strained than ever, and the rector soon Saw
that he must take the initiative.

‘Belt you wa,nted to tell me somethmg"’ .

‘I want to ask you a questlon ‘sir. What
would you suppose was wrong with ore who
on Sunday and in church, and especially
during the selmon telt his heart all aglow
with love and religious. feeling, but who
during most of the week bad a heart as cold

‘as stoce ¥

‘I am afraid I should have to know more
of the clrcumstances before I could gwe an
opinion.’

‘Well I suppose I might as well tell you
that. I am speaking of myself. I find it
just’ as I have said. - On Sunday and in
church I feel as if I could do anything for
the Saviour, but though I start out in the
week with my good intention, I make such
a failure of it-all that I am sure I have not
the love for Him that I ought to have. 1
don’t know what to think about it, or how
to account for it. I always thought I was
all right, but lately I begin to-wonder ifI am
A real Christian at all.’ -~ .

‘Bert, there is one word I wonder 1t you

Bert looked up mqumnvly and the rector
wenton. - -

“i ou sald you hcd no such love for the ba-
viour is you feit you ought to have. Could )
you changc ‘it, and say my Saviour mstead of’'

.the Savmur ?

There was silence for a-few minutes; but
many- ‘thoughts cxowded through Bert'’s' mmd
during those minutes.

Presently the rector said: ‘Bert I think
the whole trouble is just at that point. You
know all about the Saviour, but you have
never come to Him. Things will never be
all right with.you till you do that. Believe
me, there is a great difference. .

‘Many people know about Jesus, but they
do not know Him, aid of course we-are not
His people until we know Him to be our
own Saviour. Listen to what it says In
St. Jehn i, 12: “As many as received him,
to them gave he the”power‘ to become the
gons of God ;” and again at the fifth chap-
ter and fortieth verse, “Ye will not come to
me that ye might have life.” There are two
Jesus comes to
us offering something to us, and we are to-

. come to Him to accept what He offers, We

recetve: Him when we come to Him, and

‘Well, Bert, what a splendxd day for wheel- “when weé receive Him we are made sons of

N lng 1?
. ‘Yes ;
tion.’
The rector was going.to pass on, when
Bert stopped him a moment.
“You are very busy, sir 7'
‘Yes. I have plenty to do. But woulid
.you like to have some of my time ?’
#I hesitatéd to ask you, for I know you

the roads are in ﬁrst—rate condi-

are pretty well occupied : but I would likg

to have a talk with you. I have only the
evenings free, and you have something on
'for nearly every evening.’

“¢How would Tuesday ‘do? Come and
drink a cup of tea with me, and we can have
the evening together if you like.

‘Very well, and thank you,’ and in a mo-
ment .Bert had mounted and was almost a
block away, and the rector hastened on to
the sick room.

Tuesday, at six o’clock, found Bert at the

God. Now, Bert, the matter is simply this,
Will you exchange your knowledge about
Jesus for a knowledge of Him ?-
call Him your Saviour instead of the Sa-
viour 7'

And as they knelt down there Bert’s prayer
was something like this

‘Lord Jesus, I waut to come to Thee tahe
me.'—Parish and Home

Splendid Courage

Pundita Ramabhai has a home for Indian
widows in Poona. Her, own sbory——her re-
fusal to marry a man te whom she had been
betr othed in infancy, ‘the struggle in the law
courts, the decision’ of English Judges tha.t
she must marry this man,: however loath-
some his characler, because ‘that 'was Indian
law; her escape from a living death by the
man being bought off—all this is remem-

Will you '

-

bered

attempt to make Christians of thé inmates.
But her character, her love, her peace, have

attracted the widows to her Lord, and twelve -

of them have just been baptized. . Poona

- was greatly excited ; and the native papers

dénounced her. She went into the city. in
the midst of the controversy to address the
students.

men, . But she made’ them listen .to her,
whilo in cloquent words she told them of
Hindu moral and spiritpal slavery, and ol;
the oppression of women under Hinduism,
Then she took cut her Bible that (she said)
she might show them how the misery of
India arose from a departure from God. (She
asked one of the students to bring her a

- lamp that she might see to read; she was

at once obeyed!) She declared that’ she
did not fear their opinion or their threats
The Lord who had freed her from bondage

stcod by her, she said, and ‘delivered. her.

from fear. The audience heard her to' the
end, and let her go unmolested. It was
splendid courage, and it wxll tell —‘Presby-
terian.’

What the Persian Thought.

Some of our churches have had a visit
from a young Persian, the son of a ‘native

Christian, who owed his knowledge of the.

Saviour to that noble woman, Miss Fidelia
Fiske. The most interesting thing about
this. da.rk-eyed stranger was not our sxght.

of him, and through him of his country, ’

no, it was his view of us.

The instinctive courtesy ‘of the 01~1e-nta1~

was on his .longue, but in spite of_‘tha.t it

was impossible not to see surprise and dis-.
" appointment in his face..

‘ The' only stand-
ard he had to judge us by was the New Tes-
tament.

T asked one of your Christian ladies,’ said
the. Oriental, in an impressive, musical

voice, ‘what sacrifice she made for Saviour?' -

She say, “Go to churth threé time on Sun-
dw®.” AL, friends, in my country Chris-

tian lay down his life for Sa.vxour ——‘For-"

ward.’

The Three Little Dais'i‘es.
‘ A FABLE.
Three little daisies
.That grew in a row
Were hanging their heads in dismay ; -
They saJd to themselves,
‘Were 50 very small—
Just wild flowers, the children say.’

They felt quite -despised,
And-thought they were made
For no use in the world at all;
They looked' all around,
And saw other flowers
So stately, so graceful, and tall.

7

But soon a dear child
_Came running along,
Her hands full of roses so bright,
But seeing the daisies,
Just flung them away,
So happy was she with the sight.

‘Oh, the dear little ﬂo“ers 1
I love them so well)

She gathered them geatly witl care,
And carried them hom.
To be always hear

Heor sweet little daisies’so fair.

Whatever ‘we are, )

W’herever we're placed, . -
‘Has been: done by God's loving hand H

And though ‘We: are. small

Our deeds may be true, -
And contentment’s His grario i
—‘Sunday Reading.’

She was: notﬂ then a Christian ; she
is so ‘now, though-in her-home: there,xs no-

The hall was crowded, and the,
street in front of it packed with angry young'

- smmand,

o
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. The Buttermilk Boy.
¢ Milk, milk, butter-milk !
The shrill cry, repeated several

“times, at last penetrated old Miss
“Martha’s brain, and awolke her from
her afternocon. doze by the parlor -
- fire.
ping her glasses, which fell with a

She started up, thereby drop-

clatter on to the rug, and stared
about her in the bewildered way
which a person has when suddenly
avoused from a sound sleep. '

- ¢ Milk, milk, butter-milk ¥
“The sound was just outside the

window, where her canary was hop-

snowdrops in the big flower -pot be-
neath were turnmo their white

buds to- the stro ong aftemoon sun-
shme

~ “To be su’re, exclaiméd the. old

lady, jumping up in a tremendous |
‘I knew I had heard some- . T

hurry.

thing. It’s the butter-milk man/’

So, as Miss Martha’s little maid

was gone out for the afternoon, and

there was nobody else to .do the .

busmess, she - trotted off - herself

along the passaoe to the kitchen )

be]und for a jug, armed with which

" she trotted back again to the 1'10nt

door and opened it...

A boy ‘about ten yefus of afre, i

very mmred and dirty, stood.there.
Seumrr her jug.he, inquired : ¢ Pen-
nywoxth mem ? °

the old Jady could find a word to
say in answer. '

¢ Dear; dear;” she observed plain-
tively to her self ‘The butter-milk

man should not have such dirty

boys to take the milk "LbOIlt. I
don’t believe I shall ever be able to

- enjoy a scone with my tea made out
-of butter-milk

. that creature has
cam'ied. He looks as if he hadn’t
been washed for a week, she con-

tinued to herself, as she watched -

Ler unwelcome  messenger slowly
retmumg, holding

self?

‘The boy staled at her 1n much
surprise, and made no éply, so Miss
Martha handed him the penny and
shut the door.” Presently, however,
when she had deposited the butter- -

milk jug on the kitchen dresser, and -

was returning once more to her par-
lor, she was much startled by hear-
ing a door upstairs 'suddenly banc'
to, and looking up, in much alarm,
she belield a very diity little face,

~ surmounteéd by a tangled shock of:

brown ¢ mls, stanng at her over the
banlster ¥
ly alar med,_
ment Rér -fuoht give way to per-
plexity; w hen the shrill voiée which
bhad awakened her from -her slum-
bers rung out over her head : ‘Milk,

about in his cage, and. the..

I’ll fetch it for -
you directly,’” and off he ran before

the . brimming:. .-
jug very c:uefully in “both ‘hands.” - |
‘There, that will do, she’ sa1d ‘has- . |
tily taking it out of his grimy paws....: L
£ Child, _do you never wash your-: L :

: ":tha, chk Steedman, she knew, was

‘me the job.
‘morning.’

‘vmted

Little ‘Foiks."

milk, butter-milk .and she recog-
nized the’small boy she had a few
moments before " closed he1 door
upon. . ’
¢ Come down, boy,’ she command
ed promptly. ‘What in the- world
do you want up theve ? -

¢ Are there -no more folk hve in
this house, he demanded, as he
obeyed her orders. -

¢Oh, I see/ sald the old lady, with
an amused smile stealing over her
puzzled face. ‘You thouoht there
was .somebody ]nmo in evely room,
did. you ?

¢ Aye, and I was to go to every-
one,” he repeated sturdxly ¢ Willie

said I was to do just:what Dick

Steedman tell’t-me,. and he said I

-was to go to all the folk) .-

¢ Who is: Will ? ashed MISS Mar-

_ ¢ The maisterl
-said Iwas to go to all the folk’

“into “the

ment I’ll glve you a plece of” my,'
plum-cake, :I-like tosee people

~trying to do their duty’

. ¢“That’s what Will says," remark-
ed Tommy, as he modestly stood on
the parlor mat, and watched with

- eager eyes- ) \hss Martha cutting a

-generous slice off the big cake “on’
the sideboard. - ¢ And what does-
Will do ? asked the old lady.. -
‘He’s in.a ‘beer-shop, mem.”
.Qh, dear, that’s bad,” szud MISS
Mzutha, shaking her head L
““That’s what - he says hlmself,
‘mem,’” quickly returned--Tommy,
who seemed very proud of the ab-
sent Will. ¢ That’s why he got me
butter-milk- trade. He
says the beer-shop’s no’ a place for

‘laddies.’

¢ 'Why does he’ stay in it hlmself
then? inquired the old lady, as she

- the owner of the butter-milk cart.
¢ Will’s my brother, and he got

¢ And What’s Vour name ?
¢ Tom—'l‘ommy Heriot,” answered
the child, with a glance past her at

~the’ parlor door, as if he were still
: susplclous there might be someone

~dwelling betingd it he had not yet
¢Is there nobody here but
yersel’ ‘mem ?

‘Nobody, rrephed Mlss Martha,

' "’:amnsed at the intént desire of this

small boy to do his duty.” ¢ This is

not a land of houses, my dear, but

one house all to itself. But you
are a good boy to be so anxious to
do your work, and if you wait a mo-

I just ‘started thls‘

gave the cake into her small visi-

-tor’s hand.

‘Faither drinks, an’ ma mxther,
needs all we can earn,’ respondéd
Tommy; ‘but he’s lookin’ out, mem. -
He'll no’ stay there longer than he
can help. Good-bye, mem, an’
thank ye.

Miss Martha was much interest-
ed. The next day she sought out
Dick Steedman, the butter-milk
man, and made inquiries about
Tommy and the brave brother Willy
and when she found that the tale
the little milk-boy had told her ivas
true in every respect, she invited:
him then and there to bring Will to-
see her the very next evening. ;

¢Only mind you have clean faces
boy,” she observed. ‘Water’s cheap,




and even an ugly face looks hand-
some when it’s well washed.
© 8o there in the picture you see
Will .and Tommy making ready for

- their visit :to the Lmd old lady,

wlho las asked. them out to tea for
the first time in all theirlives. And
. though I am not much of a prophet,
I can tell you what they don’t know
yet, and that is that Miss Martha
has alrveady heard of a good situa-
_tion for Will, where he will earn
_money enough without being ex-
posed to:-the temptations he is just-
Iy so afraid of for his little brother,
and that he and Tommy, with her
_help and that of the good God, who
- ever blesses the eﬁ'01ts of Hls chil-
" dren .to do right, will yet. live to
grow up two of the best men, and
the heartiest abstainers that have
ever flourished. in good New rcastle,

“where all that I have told you once

' jhappened —* Adviser.).

Eva s Lesson.

. Eva had been carried off by Nurse
Llehmn and screaming. It was 1ot
an unnsual thing at. a]l for she was
a speilt ‘child.

the wmse ‘she grew. v

- Bo:Eva p1anced up and down the -
nulseiv floor, pushing her pretty.
Hew: tovs away,. and crying f01 1)=1s-'~

sion::till she Was hmuseand e\
hausted.

Nurse too]\ no_notice.-
down by the wmdow, and looked

out on the bright, calm moonlwht;
‘j.doro too."
~_don’t' bring mo ‘money -

-of the winter evening.. Everytling
- was as bright as ddy and the-trac-

ery of the hont gate was as clear as
her, and R4 hlspeled that J esus, the

if she was’ standmo by it.

Eva pranced up ‘and do*vn “the ]

room, working oft her passion in a
storm of teals, and still Nurse sat

silent, loohmo out into the moon-:.:-;

light.

Nu1ses lips were silent, but her'

heart ‘was speaking to an Unseen

Friend—One to whom she talked: .- - ' "™

all day long. <O Lord ¥ she said,

¢ draw - this 11tt1e wayward lamb- to':
WWhat shall I.do if I".

Thy ‘bosom !
caunot give in my account with joy?

. What will this little lamb do if she
wanders away from the fold ? Do
Thou seek her and find hu, deal
Lovd P

¢ Flusli P Nurse was gazing out
into the moonlight anxiously, and

CBvaleft off (.1) mg and came to her
side. -

“What is it ?” she asked, almost
fearfully; for Nurse was unlatching
thie casement and peering out as if

" something was the matter. And
then Eva heard the wail of a little
child, and followed by what sound-
ed lilke the long, low moan of an ani-
mal in- pdm : -~

‘What is it, Nursie ?” as hed' Eva,
p] ssing nearver.

. fIs someone in trouble, B[l\S
Bva—-in real trouble, T’m afraid.’

I ,» ) . ¢

No one but Nurse
attempted to contlol her, and the:
moré toys and . pleasures she had~-'.

" fumblin
= lamb,:

‘ . tone, (111(1 venture_d;"
Sh@,.saf
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¢ Go down and see, Nursie, plead
ed Bva.

¢ Will you stay with Martha quiet-
ly, then, while I’'m gone ?’

Eva promlsed She never broke
her promise-to Nurse. !

¢Then I’ll come back adam soon
and tell you.

She shut the casement quickly;
and while Martha and -the child

_looked eagerly out, Nurse sped
down, still with that wailing in her

ears, and crossed the brilliant piece
of moonlight, and at length stood
inside the front gate, peeping
through the bars.

And peeping through the bars
outside was a little chlld scarcely
higger than Dva, dressed. in igay,
flaunting feathers—a little smrvmn
gipsy chlld' _ -

¢Oh ! please,” sobbed the voice,
¢ please do-give me some of your
money, and -some food! T’ll be
dreadfully beat if I go.back without.
Daddy hasn’t given me no dinner,

‘cause he knew I should beg better
if T was hungry. . And I am’t had
no-breakfast neither.- Daddy said
if"T ¢ome back without no money
he'd let me know aboutit. I can’t
et the gate open; and nobody won't
e me-any I’ -
I’001, wee lamb 18

it- the “lock; - poor, wee
that'JTesusloves P . 55
f'l‘he -¢hild. Tecoghized the "entle
close:’ to her.
¢ Andiworsenor: -all? she wh1spe1 ed,
laymo her head’ aoamst Nurse’
Warm: dress,".‘he’ll beat the- little
That's What e does if I

Nurse ﬂdthered the ¢hild dose to

King'of: Glory, loved ’her and want-
ed her to love Him.. And then she
took her round to the back door,.fol-
lowed by the shivering little dog,
and !oave ‘them® in- chcutre ‘of " the
cook, to Lave'? some food and

(._...
/-: —
e

said Nurse, .

‘Upon the evening air.

7y @m WL UIH g

,_f’;'é’-} . L
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warmth; and tlien Nurse went back
~to Eva and told her the story."

¢ Will you give her some money?

‘asked Eva, thh wide-open eyes of

grief.
‘Phe, cther servants wnl I could
not stay. But if your mother will

let me, 1 2o and see what ean be -

done for her to-morrow. Ob ! Miss
Eva, pray to the dear Lord that He

‘will eall that little lamb to trust:

in Him. What can she do else ¥
Eva looked very sorrowful.
‘I’Il try and be good; she mur-
mured, offering her lips for a kiss;
“and I will pray for the poor little
girl. Perhaps-Jesus will comfort
he1

“I am sure He mll said Nurse

“earnestly.

And Eva picked up her toys slow
ly, and put them aside, determining
to ask Nurse to take them to-mor.
row to the little gipsy girl whom
Jesus was going to (,omf01t — Our
Dallmos -

The Flower and the Bee.
T asked the little Jowly flower,

"Who gave her pelfume sweet,

And dressed her in her velvet coat,
So beautiful and neat ? |

And she told me it was God =
Who clothed her with such care,

-And -taught her how to- sweetly

breathe

L b e e
R N D

T asked the little, bisy bee

I saw among the flowers,
Who taught her
sweets o
To eat in winter hours ? A
From ’way down in a lily deep

She sang these words to me :

Twas God the Father tautrht me
. how;
He teaches evéry bee.

‘Home Words.

how,to . gather
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Why 1 Became a Prohxba-
-tionist. -,
(I‘ounded on fact.)

My father was-a staunch partisan, believe.

ing that ‘his™ party was devoted to the best
interests of his country. Is it a wonder,
then tha.t I, his eluest son, should grow up
in the same fzuth especially as I honored
and revered my noble father more than any

_ other man hvmg ?

I was just a little over. twenty \when the
Civil War broke out. - In our quiet country
home we from time to-time heard mutter-

" ings of the dQistant thinder that was soon

to startie the whole land thh its loud .call
to battle.

My young blood was all on fire with patrx- .

‘otic zeal., I was proud to be the first young
man in the county to volunteer.
ther, too, would fight, and my brother, next
in age, not yet eighteen, joined us’ aiso,
‘While my.heart and that of my brother beat
proudly at the thought of the trophies to be
won, dear mother, bravely, nobly as she
gave - her best beloved in defence of her

country, yet wished there had been & bet-

ter and more peaceful way of settling difti-
- culties than by the$
that ever greeted husband and children came - ‘

'/d.” The sweet smile

-more seldom as the time "of our departure

drew mear, and we noticed that there was -

‘1more ‘'silver amid the golden brown hau‘ than

of YOI‘G

As my story has mme to do with mysel:
and my son than of war 'md its JIssues, I will
84y in few words that my. “father and young

' bfothér lost thdir lives in battle, and 1 alone

of the three ‘who went forth strong'and
brave returued .to the sorrowing. mother.
_Soon after, I married a good, sweet girl

who became a loving daughter to my moth- -

er and a ‘true helpmeet to me for many
years. We had alway§' been a very tem-
perate family. We could boast that none of
our andestry had the taint of drunkenness
in their blood. - I had seen cnough of the
evils of strong drink in the army, and in the
cities where saloong tempted the young.

But when my boy was growing up to man-
hood I did not think-it necessary to warn

him against such places of temptation. My

wife and mother had both been taken home

to the ‘Glory-land’ when my son, now a
young man of twenty-one, determined to-go
to Colorado to push his fortune. He was
my only boy, and I had hoped to keep him
with me,. but since.he was determined 1
“could not say him nay.

TFor two or thrée yea.ré after he left home

letters came, regularly, telling of his promo-
tion in theé large ‘store where he had "ob-
tained employment soon after going West.
The very fact that he remained with the
same master and bad been promoted was
sufficient guarantee for good conduct.

~ Alas'! that in a moment my fond dreams
should be shattered. It was nearing
.the day of election for President. I had at-
tended a large pariisan gathering, and had
spoken with all the enthusiasm of a soldier.

_ Before returning howme I called at the post-
Instead of a letter from ~

- office for mail. ‘
" my son there was one addressed in a strange
hand, Some intuition caused me to trem-

.- ble as T took it and put it in my pocket.
. When alone uding homeward I read as fol-

lows :—

‘Dear Sir-~It is my pamful duty to in-'
3, ggrm you that your som, after having par-

*ly wounded him.

My fa-.

.Some cannot, at least for a whxle

ther sald to me,
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taken of bra.ndy in a sa.loon quarrelled with
a companion and drawing a revolver,’ fatal-

mountams and so far there is'no clue. to hls
hldln? pla.ce '
The. letter concluded mth Words of sym—

pathy and cuttings from neWSpapers eon-

firming what he’ said.:
‘I was ‘dazed with grief, dumb with sur-'
pr}se that -my, boy should frequent saloons,

-and ﬁlled with remorse -that I had .never

warned*him of .the dangers lurkmg in such

places. - My sorrow was too deep for: tears, -

Long hours I sat thinkmg, my only com-
fort that my wife was spa,red~thxs cruel blow.

Ope thing was clear to me even.in my .

dazed condition. I could never, never again
vote for a saloon party, for h‘ad it not robbed
nie*of all that life holds dear ? :

Itry to live for two reasons, first, hopmg

-that ere I go down to the grave I may Hear

of my boy’s repentance, the other that I may
see the overthrow of the liquor traffic.—
‘Umon Signal ’

Declmmg a Treat .

The following conversation was heard be-
tween two collegians, who were dlscussmg a
class dinner:

. ‘Of course, said one (w1th a consequenual

touch ~ of . self-complacency - and patronage

which students call ‘fresh,’ and which only

length of days can cure), ‘if a fellow hasn't -
wit enough to know.when to stop, he’d bet-

ter be careful at first: Some heads are built

weak, you know.. * = '
‘Careful in’ wha.t; 'r” mterpolated -1, and both

laughed. X

‘Why, drmkm.g, of couxse, sa.id'-the ﬂrst
spe'ake; ‘A fellow has to take-his season-
ing sooner or later. Some-can stand it

-He was, as'I have intimated, a fre shman.
His friend, a. bearded senior, the only son of.
a rich man, slapped hxm ;'ood humoredly on
the shoulder. v

‘When I was your age, old fellow, my fé—
“Yf 1 had my life ,to live

“over, I would never 'take a glass of wine or
smoke a cigar.,” I answered, “It would be

foolish not to profit by what sueh.a sensible
min says. I have never tasted wine or
touched tobacco, and I am glad of it—gladder
every day I live. I might have been “built”

- with a strong head—and thcn agmn ‘I might

not.’

‘What do youw sa.y when you ave offered a
“treat” 7'-. )

‘I say, “No,.thank you, I never take it.”
Generally that settles the matter quietly.’

‘And if they poke fun at you ? 9.

‘I let them “poke,” and then staml ready
to put them to bed when their heads give
out.’ - -

There are—for the oomfort of mothers be
it said—many ‘felibws’ strong enough to
maintain this stand and sensible enough to
see that the risks are not worth takmo'—-
‘Home-Malker.’

A Temperance Tale.

A mouse fell intp a beer vat, poor thing,
and a cat passing by saw the struggling lit-
tle creature. The mouse said to the cat:

‘Help me out of my difficulty.”-

‘If I do I shall eat you,’ said the cat.

‘Very well,” replied the mouse. ‘I would
rather be edten by a decent cat than drowned
in such a horrible mess of stuff as this.”

it was a sensible cat, and said :—'I cer-
ta.tnly shall eat you, and you must prom}se
me on your word and hqnor that I may do
s0,’

‘Very Well I will give you the promiso !

So the cat fished the mouse out, -and, trust- ]
ing to the _promise, she dropped it for an in-
stant.. The. mouse darted away and crept

Your. son fled to the =’

':_loom in which the family live.-
spondent of the ‘Medical Press and Circular’

‘not’ stop.

. e

ifto a hole in the corner where the ca.t could

“not get him.

“But dxdnt you: promi% me I mlght eat
you ?* said puss. o
- “‘Yes, I did,’ replied. ‘the mouse ; ‘but dldnt
you know tha.t when I made that promlse I
Was m hquor L ,
‘. And -how- many? promlses made in liquor .

' have been broken: '—Unknown

Tobacco='Poisoning»in Infants.

A medical journal calls a.ttentxon to the'; .
danger that the infants of the poor are often ‘
‘poisoned by having to inhale an atmosphere |
saturated with tobacco smokes It is sug-
gested that with the limited accomimodation
at their dispesal it is quite conceivable that

* men, affer coming home from’ work and in

the ea.rly morning, poison - the ‘air of ‘the
A ‘corre--

goes so far as to say that he has met with *
many such cases, the correctness of his diag- -
nosis being proved by the recovery of the in-
fants when the cause was removed. In-
fants a few days old, the writer adds, are’
naturally very sensitive to the’ effects of .a -
pollution which would inconvenience even -
grown-up persons, ‘and, although.there is a:
tenc}ency for intolerance to be esta.bhshed it
can only be- at the expense of health. The
symptoms are loss of appetite, sunken eyes,

'listless ways and restless nights, with nausea

and vomiting. Nor is this danger to health
and life itself conﬁnetl by any means to the
young children of the very poer. . We have
heard the late Dr, Willard ' Parker of- thls~clty s
say that Ite had heen cognizant in his prac-

‘tieé of cases not a few in which thoughtless -

smoking by fathers,. of the we,ll—to-do class,'

" had undoubtedly sacrificed the lives of their

" sick and enfeebled little ones. 'They were:
unable to withstand the insidious and over—_
powex ing tobaceo polson. -

Slgmngé~ Piedge to Drmk

Moderately

Mr Al}{.son observes : ‘A gentleman. of a .
very ‘amiable and scciable disposition” was
u_nfoﬁunately given to indulging in intoxi- -
cating liquors to an inordinate extent. TFre-
quently he had disgraced himself:in'company
by yielding to this appetite, till at last his
friends asked him-if he would sign a pledge -
to drink intoxicants only “moderately.” He
thought it was a good plan, and as he was a
man who held his word as sacred, his friends

* congratulated themselves that they had done

a gocd deed. A day or two after signing the
pledge he was at a banquet, and, to the sur-
prise of his household, he was brought home-
helplessly drunk., The 'mnext morning his
friends and relations expostulated with him
for having broken his pledge, when he ve-
plied, “It was no use. I made up my mind
that I would only partake ‘moderately,’. but
as soon as I had taken the first glass I could
-If the pledge had been to abstain
entirely, I could have managed it, but I can- -
not drink moderately.” He took the only
plan that was open to him—signed a pledge -
to abstain entirely from all intoxicants, and
with the help of God he has since kept that
pledge.’ »
‘When every ninth day’s wages of the la-

" borers of the United States are handed over

to the liquor . dealers, putting about $800,~
000,000 annually into their coffers, we need

'not-be surprised at the power of million-
- naire brewers and distillers, and the influ-
" ence of whiskey men and lobbyists over im-

moral politicians ;md feeble-minded legisla-~
tors. To shorten or lengthen their lease of
power is with the people. ‘
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