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PLEASANT HOURS.

TAKING AlM,

HERE wera four little boya
Who started to go
From the very sawe spot
I'o take tracks in 1hie anow
He who made hin path stestghitest,
They had jv their plan,
Of all the four boys
Should be their best wman.

Now these four Jittle boys
Were Plulip aud John,

Aud werry-taced Haery,
Aud aolrcoyed Dun;

The best friends o the world,
Arnd full of inveotion

In play, batthuey seidom
Wero jound 10« sutention,

So they atartod together
Anpd hursied aloug,
Bat Johu, Don and Harry
Iy one way went wectig;
The fourth 1wade bis pach
Nearly «traight, and they wondered,
As all tries] al ke,
How they thro: had Launderdd.

Then Blalep reghied,
** Fhe reasvn s, you se,
Though tio harder I triod
To succeod thuu you threo ;
1 pushed for that oak,
Gomg forward quite ready,
While you stiugg.e on
Without aun and ansteady.”

Now you aee, my dear boys,
\What st h des.ous teach ;
If thete 19 & point
That you wish to reach—
A poation in hfe
At all worth the naming,
If you gan at ‘twall greatly
Depend on your aumng.

A LITTLE TALK ABOUT JESUS.
(Sie first page.)

Stppgn is over, and while mamma
in clesring away the tea things, Mamie
draws & 8tool up in front of the fire to
let Robbis warm his feet b-fore he is
undressod and carrird away to bed.
Robbie iz not inclined to sit still, how-
over, The bricks in front of the firo-
place are nice and warm, and he says
he likes to *“ stand on them barofooted.”
S0, to keep bim quiet, Mamie talks to
himn about another littlo cbild, who
was onco born into the world. Robbie's
brown cyes open wide with wonder,
when Mamie tolls him how Herod the
kiong srarched for tho little child, and
fivally killed all the babies for the
aako of putting Jesus to death.

Robbis is very quict now and listens
with a great deal of interest, as he
hears how this little child became a
man who healed all the sick folks who
came to him, gave sight to the blind,
and even caused dead poreons to live
again. Hecannot understand why the
poople were so wicked as to kill one
who was 30 good to them; and he
looks very indignant as he talks abont
it. He wishes he could have teen
Jesus and been bleesed liko the little
childron whom Ohrist held in his arms
when he was on earth. i

P.rhaps some of tho children who
road the Pimasaxt Hovrs may
havo wisked the same 7The writer
romembrrs baving done so when sho
was 8 itle girl,

But Chiisd's invitatims 1u th. chil:
dren were not alone to the httic one,
wto lived st the same time that he
did, but to all the children who will

of you, which no grown person can dv
It {s a benutiful thought and full of
coutfort Lo us, that wn can go to Jesus
in prayer and faizh, just ag truly as
thoso did who lived in Christ's time,

“Yet still 10 hia foutstool in prayer 1 may

ul
And %sk for a share in his love ;
And If [ thus carnestly seck him below,
1 #hatl gee hun at § hear him above,

“In that beantiful place he hay gono to
preparo
For all who are washcd and forgiven ;
And many dear children are patheriug there;
For ot such s the kivgdum of hiesven.™

M. I, Cany.

OWLS,

* Ag wiso ag an owl " is & very com-
mon cxpresgion ; and it must have
boen derived from the birds appear-
ance, for ho shows no more witdom
then other birds. Owlslive in deserted
buildingy, unt-housis, and hollow trees
sud during the day-time never leave
their retreat unless forced to do 80;
for their eycs are so formed that the
glare of the sunlight causes th m
ovident uneasiness, if not pain  They
are unabie to distinguish objects clearly
in 8o full a light, At night they are
full of activity. Tuey destroy great
numbers cf ratg and mice, killing more
than th~y can eat, if possible, and
storing thew up for future use. They
are much like winged cats in several
reapects

The chief peculiarity of owls is their
mode of flying and their quick sense
of hearing. Their food being mcstly
mice and other small animals which
easily hide themselves in the ground,
groat silence and clear sight are neces-
eary, as well as quick hearing ; 8o we
find the wing of an owl i8 provided
with feathers so remarkably soft and
plinnt that in striking tbe air they
make no rushing sound as the feathers
of other birde do. Thero i8 something
in the strango appearance and ailent
flight of o=]s that bas made them often
fcared ; and euperstitious people have
thought them always ominous of evil,
But there is hardly a more useful bird
anywhere. Itsfood consists of vermin
and inseets that would do great harm
to the crops; and the farmers ought
to be thankful to the quiet owls who
go arovnd the ficlds in the dark and
pounce upon all the mice and ineects
that would injare the ¢rm,

A writer in the American Naturalist
who bad read a story about an owl
wringing his own head off by looking
st a3 man who was walking around
him, tested the matter by experiment
He obtained a spocimen and plac d
bim on the top of a post. “1t wss
not difficult,” says the writer, “to
secure his attention ; for he nover
diverted his gaze from me while I was
in his presence. I began walking
rapidly around the post a few feet
fiom it, keepirg my eyes fixed upon
him all the while. His body remained
nuctiorless, but his he.d turned exactly
with my movewenta When [ was
half-#ay r und bis head wug diractly
behicd  Three quarters cf a circle
were coopletrd  .pd still tho ssme
twist of the neck and tho same stare

love him and obey him. When ho
8s1d . " Sufler licde childroa to ¢ e
unto me,’ ho intended that tke chil-
dien of all c.ming ages should have
s Llesring, w8 weil as the littlo ones |
he held in bis ivving aims  Ye asks
loviag'y for the heart of every chuld

, today, and wants you to give yoursolf

to bim. Mo his a work for cach one:

followed me. Qae circle, und no
charge Oa 1 went, twice a~cund
and still tha* watckful stare and stesdy
tucn of the head. On T went, thiee
times armund, and 1 began really to
wouder why the head did uot drop off,
when all ar once { viscover-d what I
had failed to nctice before  When I

which was as far a8 he could turn his
head to follow my movements with
comfort, ho whisked 1t back through
the whole circlo so instantaneously, and
brought it facing mo again with such
precision, that 1 failed to detect the
movement, although I was looking in-
tently ull the time.”

Owla are found in all parts of the
world, and in all climates. Thoy are
frequently met in the deepest solitudes
of the forest. In theone hundred and
sccond psalm, sixth verse, we read,
“ I am like a pelican of the wildernees ;
[ sm like an owl of the desert.” This
is mgnificant of the extreme loneliness
and sorrow of tho winter.

g

THE OLD MAN OF DARTMOOR.

Tuere was an old man of Dartmoor
who, for many years, obtained his
livclihood by looking after the cattle
distributed over these wild moorland
hills, At last, through infirmity and
old age, and tho constant and unusual
exposure to all kinds of weathor, his
sight entirely failed him, so that he
had to seek an asylum in one of the
West of England infirmarics, to end
hia brief remaining dsys. ‘While there
he was frequently iwsited by one of
his granddaughters, who would occa-
sionally read to him portions of the
werd of God.

One dsy, when the little girl was
reading to bhim the First Epistle of
John, when she reached the seventh
verse, % And the blood of Jesus Ohrist
his Son cleanseth us from all sin,” the
old man raiged himself and stopped the
little gir), saying, with all earnestness:

« Ig that there, my dear?”

# Yes, grandpa.”

¢ Then read it to mo again ; I never
heard the like before,”

The little girl read again :

¢ And the blood of Jesus Christ his
Son clesnsoth us from &ll sin.””

“ You are guite sure that is theret”

“ Yes, quito aure,”

“Then tako my hand and lay my
finger on the passsge, for I should like
to feel it.”

She took the old blind man’s hand
and placed his booy finger on the veres,
when ho gaid :

“ Now read it to me again.”

The little girl read, with her soft,
sweet voice :

s And the blood of Jesus Ohrist
hig Sn cleanseth us fiom all gin.’”

« A1e you quite sure that is therei”

 Yee, quity sure.”

¢ Then, if anyone should ask how 1
died, tell them that I died in the faith
of these words:

¢ And the blood of Jesus Ohrist
his Son cleanseth us from all sin.’?

And with that the man withdrew
hig hand, hig head fell softly back on
the pillow, and he silently pasted into
the presence of Him whosze *blood
cleanseth us from all sin.”

A LITTLE GIRL'S TALE.

A FEW Surdays ago I hes: 1 a little
girl’s tunlg over her pocket-bovs, before
chareh time  Her broth rsaid to her:

“ Wher+’s your woney 1 There will
bo & contribution to-dny.”

She went to get ber pockot-bo.k.

* | have two silver ten cents and a

r one.”
Pa]l)gor brother gaid :
¢ A tea'h of that is three cents.”

“ But threo ceats is such a stingy
little to give. I shall give this ten

reached half-way round from the front, | cents. You sce I would have had

more here, only I spent somo for my.
golf Inst weok ; it would not be fair o
tako a tenth of what s left, after [
have uaed all I wanted.”

“ Why don’t you give the paper ten
conts? The silver ones are prettier to
koop.”

‘8o they are prettier to give. Paper
ton cents look eo dirty and shabby,
No, I'll give good thiongs."”

So she had put one ten cents in her
pocket, when some one said :

“1 hope we can raige that three
hundred dollars for homo mitsions to.
day."”

Then that littlo girl gave a groan,

“Oh, 18 this hime miesions dsy!
Then that other sitver ten cents has to
go, too.” And she went to get it,
with another doleful groan,

laaid: “1f you feel so distresed
about it, why do you give it1”

“QOb, because I made up my mind
to alwaya give twice ag8 much to home
micsions a8 anything else, and I shall
just stick to what I made up my mind
w‘”

Now this little affair set me to
thinking.

1. We should deal honestly with
God in giving, “Itis not fair,” said
tho little girl, “ to count yonr tenth
after you have used all you want.”

2. Wo should deal liberally in
giving. Jf the fair tenth is a pretty
su, let us go beyond it and give more.

3. Let us give our best things
Thatwvhich is the nicest to keep is also
the nicest to give.

4. Let us give until we feel it —
Selectad

“WHERE THERES A WILL
THERE'S A WAY.”

Tais is a very old proverb, and a
very true one, Sometimes weo forget
it though, and say “Xcan’t” bLefore we
bave reslly tried at all. Somse yesss
ago a few kind people mad~ up their
minds to try to get hold of all the
chimney-sweeps in Dublin and give
them an education. Qne day a little
fellow came who was asked if he knew
his letters,

*Oh yes,” he answered.

*“Can you spell}”

“QOhyea.”

¢ Can you read $”

#“QOh yes.”

“ What books did you learn from "

¢ P'cage, sir, I never had a book.”

“ Then who was your schoolmaster 1"

“1 never went to school at all.”

The gentleman stared, for it seeroed
very strange tuat a boy should Le able
to read and spell, and yet never have
had & master.

“Then however did you learn?" ke
asked.

The little boy swiled, and linked his
arm in that of a sweep somewhat older
than himself,

“Please, sir, Jim taught me the
letters over shop doors as we went to
our work, and now I know =all the
words by huart; and if you'd kindly
let us have some books to read and
teach us to do sums aud writicg, w'd
be very thank:ul."”

Can’t you fanoy what good pupi's
thcsa two bogs became, and how thoy
delichted in reading in books insteal
of making their necks ache by pesring
up at the shops.

A wuitTie chbild of seven or eight
said inat when the Bible speaks of
“children's childrep,” it must mean
dolls. ‘




PLEASANT HOURS.

LITTLE BARBARA'S8 HYMN.

{ MOTHER stood by her spinning wheel,
Wiudl‘zﬁ the yarn on an anciont reel ;
As sho coun

the thread in the twilight
im
Sho murmured the words of & quaint old
yma
**\Vhether wo alosp, or whother wo wake,
Wo are His who gave His life tor our sake.”

Littlo Barbara, watching tho spinning-wheel,
And keeping time with her toe and heol
To tho bum of the thread and her mother's
Bong,
Saog in hg own sweet words ero long—
** \Whother wo sleep, or whother wo wake,
Wearo His who gave His life for our aake."”

That night in her dream as sho slecping lay,
Over and over agein the scenocs of the day
Camo back, till she scemed to hear again
The hum of tho thread and the «uaint old

strain,
** Whether wo sleep, or whether we wake,
Wesre His who gave His life for our sake,”

Next morning, with bounding heart and {oet,

Inttlo Barbara walked in the crowded street ;

And up to her lips as she passed along

Rose the tender words of her mother's song—
* \Whether we sloep, or whether we wake,
Wo are His who gave His life for our sake.”

A wandorer sat on & wayaide stone,

Weary and sighing, sick and lone ;

Bat he raised his head with a look of cheer

As the gentle tones fell on his ear—
 Whether we sleep, or whether we wake,
We are His who gave His life for our sake."”

Toilini all day in a crowded room,
A worker stood at her noisy loom ;
A voice came up through the ceaselest dio,
Theso words at the window floated in:
¢ Whether we sleep, or whsther we wako,
o are His who gave His life for our sako.”

A mourner sat by her loved ono's bier,
The sun seemed darkened, the world was

drear ;
Bat hor s0bs were stilled and her cheeks

grew d?, .
4s she listened to Barbara passing by :
'*YWhethor we 2leep, or whether we wale,
We are His who gave His life for our sake.”

A sufferer lay on his bed of paib,
Witk burning brow and throbbing brain ;
The notes of the child wers heard oncs more
As she chanted low at his open door—
* Whether we sleep, or whother we wake,
We are Hir who gave His life for our sake.”

Ozco and again, as the day passed by,
And the shades of the evening-time drew

nj,
Like thegvo'ice of a friend or the carol of birds
Csme back to his thoughts those welcome

w0
*YWhether we sleep, or whethor we wake,
Wo are His who gave His life for our aake.”

Alike in all hearts as the years went on,

The infant's voice rose up anon,

In tho grateful words that cheered their way,

Of the bymn little Barbara sang that day—
*“ Whether we sleep, or whether we wake,
We are His who gave His life for our sake."

Perhaps when the labour of life is dono,

And they lay down their burdens one by one,

Porgetting forever those dsys of pain,

They will take up togother the swe:t refrain—
‘‘ Whether we aleep, or whether we wako,
We are His who gave His lifs for our sake,”

HOW TO GET A LESSON, AND
NEVER FORGET IT.

Tae first rale is to be sure that you
know what it means, If you can an-
derstand it, it will be easy to remem-
ber it, If you make a mistake, and
gt the lesson wreng, and remember it
80, you have remembered s mistake,
which will be worse than if you did
oot think you knew it at all,

The sooond rule is, when you are
sure that you know what it means, say
over @ very little of it until you are
sure you know it ; then put on a very
littls mors, and go back and repeet
the two little parts until you are suro
you know them together, And s0 pat
[ on a little more, always going back to
R} the beginning, after you have learned

the last sentence, until you have
finished tho wholo. By that means
you will learn it casily, and each part
will remind you of the one next to it.

Tho third rule is to 1eview it otten
It will go iteclf, withont much trouble,
if you know it; and every time you
say it you will fasten it in the memory.

I can repeat a great many thirgs
that 1 loarned before 1 was twelve
years old, becauso I bad a toacher who
taught mo to learn them in this way.
I still learn them in this way. I still
learn things in this easy way.

THE FIRST PRINTED BIBLE.

In the National Library at Paris
thero is a copy of the first Bible that
was ever printed. It is a great,
clumsy aflair, in two volumes folio,
about six hundred pages in a volump,
printed in Iatin, Tho words are very
black, and many of them are abbrevi.
ated and packed so closely together as
to puzzle the eye. But it is & very
valuable Bible, worth several thousand
dollars at least, It is without the
name of printer or publisher, and with-
out date; but it was the work of a
poor Dutchman named Gutenberg,
who was put to much trouble and
suffering through bis printing.

The real story of printing began
geveral years before, in 1420, when an
old gentleman in the city of Haarlem
tirst concelved the idea. He was
walking in tke woods one day, when
he found a smooth piece of beech-bark,
upon which he cut several nico letters ;
and when he returned home he icked
the letters and stamped them upon
paper for hig little boy to use ss a
copy. After that he made stamps of
all the lotters on paper; and this sot
him to thinking, planring, and finally
working,

At that time there wers only a fow
books ; and as they had to be written
with pens on parchment, they were
very expensive, a8 it was a most tedicus
affair to write one. Now, this old
gentleman, whose name was Lawrence
Cuater, knew that if books could be
printed they would be cheaper and
better in every way; so he went on
cutting letters on blccks of wood and
trying his experiments.

He worked secretly ; and as he
employed several appreatices, he
charged them to say nothing of the
trisls he was making. One of his
apprentices, however, was di-honrst ;
and after awhile ho ran off into Ger-
many, carrying with him a lot of his
magters blocks and several pages of
bis menuscript. Thos it was that
poor old Lawrenoe Coater lost the
credit of the invention of printing.
He did not give up his work, bowever,
and several old, ronghly-printed books
of bis are now in the state bouse at
Haarlem.

About this time Gutenberg began
working with letter-blocks too. Some
folks think that he waa the disbonest
apprentioe, bat there is no proof of it ,
and I am inclined to think that Guten
berg was honeat, for ho was cheated
himself by a man named Peter Sct coffer.
Others thiok that this Peter 8ctaffer
was the same man who robbed Law-
rence Joster.

QGutenberg borrowed money from a
rich silversmith nsmed Faust; and
when Fsust wished to be paid Guten-

wag unable to eatiafy him , there-
fore Faust seized bhis tocls, presses,
and unfini:hed work, among which
was & Bible nearly two-thitds com-

ploted. This Faust, with Sctmﬂ"'r'al
belp, finished ; and this was tho tirst
Biblo that was ever printed.

— - e

CHILDREN OF THE TYROL.

Prauars Canadian children somc-
times think thoy have a tard lot—so
much work, so muoch study, so few
toys, 80 few ** good times.”

Hear, then, abeut your lttlo broth.
ers and sisters in the Tyrol, and sco i
you will ever feel like ocomplaining
again.

Euly in March the ¢ Schwaben.
kinder,” 8o called because they are
sent into Swabia overy spring to work
in the farmhouse of that oountry, be.
gin to gathor ut difforent pointa in the
Tyrol. “Many of these children arg
not above eight yours of age, and som.o
of tho little onca weep bitterly at
leaving their poor homes for the first
time. The children are poorly clothed,
and ecach one cairies a littlo stick in
his hand, and has a little bundle on
his back containing n clean garment
and a pieco of bread and checse.

A little company is formed, and an
old man or woman takes charge of it,
and the journoey begins Thelittle ones
wander on foot from village to village,
dving on charity, until at last they roach
s largo town where s “markec” is held.
The tired, fostsore, and beart-sore
children line tho streets, waiting for
employers to come and “%uy" them |
Aund this is & 8ad, strange sight. The
farmers go picking out the stout,
hearty-looking children, and the chil.
dren cagerly wait their turn, often
crying out to a kind-looking man,
¢ Pleaso buy me! please buy me!”

Sometimes brothors and sisters are
soparated and a little wailing follows,
but it cannot be helped ; snd the
market closes, the children go to their
new homes, and the work of summer

It is a comfort to know that, as a
rule, the children sro well treated,
Their werk gonerally consiets in look-
ing after the cattle, the sheep, pigs,
and poultry, snd leading the horses or
oxen in the ploughing-field.

In the autumn tho old man or
woman appears again, ready to take
the children back to their homes
They return better dressed than when
they came, having earned & good suit
of clothes, besides a little morey, and
we can easily believe that the journey
home 18 & much happier one than the
first. But at the best, it soems hard
and sad that theee tender children
scould be sent away from home, love,
and caro to * begin the world " among
strangers, to suffer from lone'iness and
homesickness, and sometimes fiom real
sickness, without the touch of a moth-
er's hand, and at last to learn io got
along without the sweet ministers of
love which makes home a littleheaven!
—S. 8. Advocate.

SIGNS OF NEATNESS.

A Loch into the chamber of a boy
or girl, will give you an idea of whxt
kind of & man or woman he or she
will probably become. A boy who
keeps his clothes hung up neatly, or a
girl whoso room is neat always, will
be apt to make 8 successful man or
woman, Order and neatness are essen.
tial to our comfort as well as that of
others about us. A boy who throws
down his cap or boots anywaero will
never keep Lis sccounts ia sbape, will
do things in & elovenly, carcless way

and not be long wanted in any plsco.

YOUTH AND AuUR.

' su aluw, 80 aluw,” une cnad,
** The hours creep Ly.
'S0 awift, 30 awilt, ' one aighed,
**The ahort years lly.’

4 No sweet, 10 tweet,'" une sang,
**Thase days of *loom.
* 8o hiief, 10 brief, * out mpg
A voi: ¢ vl Joom

Une hifted ay she sang
A sumiuer ‘1°e,

Gold-crowned and fair and youny,
With s «mmer’s grace.

One turned a weary head
With backward ga e,
Toward the sunset 1ed
Of dying Jdays.
—Nuri Perry.

.

THE QUEEN'S8 MERCY.

QuexN VicTorlA was not twenty
years of age when she sacended the
threne. oming into posscasion of
power with s heart fresh, tender, and
pure, and with all her instincts in-
clined to miercy, wo muy bo sure that
she found many things that tried her
strength of resolution to tho utmost.

On a bright beautiful morning tho
young quecn was waited upon at her
palace at Wirdeor by the Duke of
Wellington, who had brought from
London various papers requiring her
siguaturo to render them operative.
Oue of them was a sentence of court
wartial pronounced against a soldier
of the line—that sentence, that he be
shot dond. The queen looked upon
the paper, and then locked upon the
wondrous beauties that naturo had
gpread to her view.

* What bas this man dome?” she
asked.

The duke looked at the paper and
replied :

“ Ah, my royal mistress, that man,
I fear, is incorrigible ; he has deserted
threo times.”

¢ And can you not eay anything in
his behalf, my lord$ "

Wellington shook his head.

“ Oh, thick aguin, I pray you!"

8ecing that her Majesty was =0
deeply moved, and feeling sure she
wculd not have the man shot in any
event, he finally confesscd that the
man was brave and gallant, snd really
a good eoldlier.

¢ Bat,” he added, *tbink of the in-
fluence.”

‘ Ipfluence !’ tho quoen cried, her
eyes flashing and her bosom heaving
with emotion.

“Let it be ours to wield influence.
I will try mercy in this man’s case,
and I charge you, your grsoce, to let mo
know the reeult. A goodsoldier, you
gaid. Ob, I thank you for that. And
you may tell him that your good word
saved him.”

Then she tcok the paper and wrote,
with a bold, fum hand, across the dark
page, the bright, saving word, * Par-
doned !”

The duke wes fond of telling the
story, and ho was willing, alsv, wo cun-
fees that the giving of that paper to
the pardoned soldier gave him far
more joy than he could bave experi-
enced from the taking of a city.—JSel.

A BaBE, thirtcen mounths old, was
sent the other day, by cxpress, from
Qincinnati to Vincennes, a distance of
200 miless This is probably the
youngest pastenger that ever travelled
alone, The infant sat up all the way
and never cried.
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THFE ANGYLY' LADDER.

"ggl“ thers were a ladder, mother,
Botwoen the earth and sky,
An o the days of the Bible,
[ would tad {ou all good-bye,
And go through every (ountry,
And search from town to town,
Till 1 had fouo the ladder.
\With apgels voming dowa.

“Then I would wait, «uite soltly,
Boside the lowest round,

Till the aweetest-lovking angel
Had stepped upon the ground;

1 wonld pull hus dazzhing garment,
And speak out very plain

Wil you takemo, pleass, to heaven,
When you go back again® *

** Ah, darling, ' said the mother,
* Youu geod not wander so
To find the gn’dln ladider
Whero angels ~omo and go.
Wherever gentle kinduoss
Or puying love abounds,
There is the wondrous ladder,
With angels on the rounds.”
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$250,000

FOR MISSIONS
For the Year 1886.

THE MISSIONARY BOX.

Tuzns is a story told of alittle boy,
who in his zeal for the cause of mis-
gions, not heing able to procure any-
thing better, made a collecting box of
an ox's horn, and carved upon it the
lines :

Onco I was tho horn of an ox, ~
Now I am a missioniry box,

We hope it proved for the cause of
missions a real born of pleaty. We
hope, too, that our young friends will
very largely adopt that excellent plan
of collecting funds for missions. The
Rev. Dr. Sutherland, Missionary Sec-
retary. at Toronto, will be happy to
supply nice boxee, such as that saown
in the picture, to juvenile collectors.
The bost plan will be for the superin-
tendent of the school to see how many
are wanted, and then have them all
ssnt togother, Theeo can be placed on

tho parlour table, or mantelpiece, or
be used in the school—in each class—
and {t is marvellous what an amount
of money can in this way be raised.
Besides, this method will teach the
young folk to gave their pennics
inatead of spending them all for
candies or toys. It will cultivate
self-denial, and love for the best of
cauges. It will help the missionary
cause in & time of great neod. The
contonts of thesp boxes will holp to
send tho Gospel to some Japanese
village, or Indisn tribe, or back-woods
sottloment in Canada, and only the
great day shall reveal the good that
they may do.

Sy
THE MISSION YACHT “GLAD
TIDINGS.”

WE aro glad to learn from a latter
from Mr. Crosby to the Guardsan,
that the deht of tho little mission ship,
Glad Tidings, i8 just about paid. The
noble little boat has run near 9,000
miles during the year, and taken the
Gospel to many a poor wanderer. It
has also assisted in taking lumber and
material to build ap Obristian villages,
mission churches, etc. With care, and
a little assistance, she will be of great
servico to the mission work on this
extensive coast for many years to
come,

THE THIRST OF THE SOUL.

Every one knows what it is to be
thirsty, How uneasy we feel! If it
be long continued, how great the
distress it causes! The lips are parched,
the throat is dry ! We cannot work or
play or do anything well, while thirst
{s strong upon us,  Yet we know less
about it than those do who live in
other lands. There the heat of the
sun is great; often no water can be
found ; those who journey wander to
and fro in search of it. 1f none be
had, the thirst grows fierce, the
strength of the strongest goes, and
even life itself must perish,

The Bible tells of a little boy who
was onco thus perishing for want of
water. He had wandered with his
mother far into the wilderness, their
water was spent, and she had laid
him down under a shrub to die
What was the boy's name? and the
mother'st Who cawe to their help$
How was the trouble put away 1

There is another kind of thirst than

this. An esger wishing and longing
for anything we have not got
18 liko thirst. We all wish
for something or other at
times ; and with some this
wish is strong af 3 raging
thirst. Often, too, it is 8 wish
for what is not gvod, or the
wish for what is right meay
become hurtful. Somo are
eager for pleasure, or honour,
or riches, or to be thought
highly of.  The thirst for
these things is so strong in
some that they care not always
how thoy are got, and 8o harm
and ¢ hurtful snares” may
come to tlnemselves and to
others,

But we may thirst for what
is better than any of thoso
things — for happiness and
peace, and quict rest of hnart,
Where can whese be gott How
shall that thirst be satisfied?!
The verge, ** If any man thirst,
let him comt unto me and
! drink,” answer s thesequestions.

IR

S

Tur GoLpeN CANDLESTICK.

It is Jesus who says this. What does
it moant How can a soul be at peace?
‘Will riches bring it No; many who
are rich have it not, Wil health or
honour or power or pleagure bring it?
Not always; for often there is no
peace whon thess abound.  What,
then, brings peace} Oaly the favour
and love of God. What keeps that
away?l It is sin. How can sin be
got rid of? Jesus only can do this.
Do you desire peace? Do you thirst
for safety and comfort, and happinees
now and forever1 Hear the voica of
Jesus still saying, *Come unto me,
and drink.”

A Oatholic legond ssys that the,
devil gave a hermit the choice of three |
great vices, one of which was drunk-
enness, Tho hermit chose this as
being the least einful ; he became‘
drunk, and then he committed the
nther two.—Rev., Wm., Reid, Edin-l
burgh.

THE GOLDEN OANDLESTICK
ON THE ARCH OF TITUS.

‘WueN Titus overthrew Jerusslem, ',
he cartied many splendid trophies from |}
the temple of Mount Zion to Romo, |
which were borne in tiiumph immedi- [
ately befors tho conqueror. Josephue'
Wars, B, vii:c. 5, § 6. And = repre- [}
gentation of the golden candlestick as (|
woll a3 of the table of shew.bread, the
jubilee trumpets, and some of the |
vessela of the sanctuary, may yet be |
seen chiseled in the solid rock on the ¥
inside of the Arch of Titus, which is /'8
still standing at Rome,

This soulptured likeness may not be |§
entirely accurate in its ornamenta- [%
tions, but it is no doubt subatantially ¥
correct in form ; and so the monument |38
erected by the Roman people to gratify |8
the pride of a Roman warrior has been |§
preserved for eighteen hundred years |
to illustrate the sacred Scriptures, and ||
prove the correctnees of those holy |g
books, '

=

My Missioxary Box.
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HEAVEN'S REWARDS,

IGHT after darkneas,
{  Qaib aiter loss,
Strength after weaknaoss,
Crown after cross ;
8weet after bitter,
Song aftor fears,
Houme alter wandering
Joy after tears.
Sheavea after sowing,
Sun after rain,
Bright after mystery,
Peace after pain ;
Joy alter sorrow.
Calm aftar blast,
Reat after weariness,
Sweet rest at last.

Near saftor distant,
Gleam after gloom,

Y.ove after lonoliness,
Life after tomb;

After long agony
Rapture of bliss
Trath was the pathway
Leading to this.
J e

THE SPANISH ARMADA.

Tagree hundred years ago Spain was
probably the strongest nation in the
world, The people were Roman
Oatholics, and their King, Philip the
Second, was determined to overthrow
Protestantism if he could. In 1588
this powerful monarch despatched an
immense fleet to conquer Ebpgland,
then under the rule ot a Protestant
queen. This fleet, named *The In-
vincible Armada,” was composed of
one hundred and thirty ships, some of
the largest that had ever ploughed the
deep, carrying, exclusive of eight
thonsand sailors, no less than twenty
thousand of the bravest troops of the
Spanish army.

In our picture you can see the ships
of this great fleet. They are very
diffefently constructed from the ships
of to day ; some are provided with oars
in addition to sails a8 in ancient times.

The Spaniards looked with great
pride on their flect. The Pops blessed
the expedition, and offered the sover-
eignty of England as tbe conqueror’s
priza. But the brave Eoglish were
not dsuntad ; they got their mnavy
ready and mustered their armies, and
waited patiently for the Spaniards.
They, however, waited in vain; not a
single vessel of tbe Armada ever
reached land. By storm and dis-
aster the great floet was scattered and
destroyed, long before it reached ita
destination,

This was a great victory for Proteat-
antism. The power of Spain was
broken, and the Roman Catholics
abandoned the hope of seeing the Pope’s
authority acknowledged in England.

Tur SraNIsHE ARNMADA.

«“HOLIDAYS AT THE FOOT OF
THE ROCKIES,” 1885.86.

Dxar Dr,—TUntil last Obristmas
ove these children of the mountains
.had never secn a Christmas-tree, nor
bad they ever in their lives listened to
{ such choice music, as Was rondered at
that time by some of our young folk at
Morley and the children from the
orphanage.  These did their part
well, and very much pleased the
Indians from the villages and camps,
who are waking up to the fact that
there are very many pleasant things
yet to see and learn in gospel civiliza-
tion. Thedecorating of the church and
tree, the arranging of the programme,
whichk gave such joyous aatisfaction
to all who came, reflects great credit
upon our faithful missionary teacher,
Bro. Bettes, ag also the ¢ kind fow "
who ably assisted him. May they have
many happy Christmases full of blessing
to others also.

On New Year's eve wo went over to
hold our regular Thursday night meet-
ing at Bear-Paw's village, and we
were not a little surprised as well as
rejoiced on entering the council cham-
ber to seo that there had been a very
fine effort towards decoration; ever-
greens were tastily arranged, and up
in the centre of the building the
“Union Jack” hung conspicuous, while
at one end of the room was placed the
flag of the Dominion, and at the other
the Hudson Bay Co.'s, which isalgo an
English flag.

This display of evergreens and
flags was altogether impromptu on
the part of these, until recently,
nomadic, barbarous people, and though
perhaps a trivial matter to some,

in contact with the original savage,
this scene spoko volumes of encoursge.

towards those things which will lift
the people higher and yet higher in
the scale of humanity and civilization,
Last year all hands joined in a general

This year the three villages made

enjoyed thewselves, and that in accord
with the teschings of Christianity.
The first Sunday in the new jyear
was our *Quarterly Meating Sunday,”
and moat heartily did the people come
out to these services. At the morning
service tho church was crowded, and a
solemn sense of God's presence was
manifeat in the afternoon.  After the
administration of the sacrament we
had s most enjoyable love-feast. The

ment to still more carncst effort

entertainment on New ¥ear's Day.

“lucal arrangements,” and thoronghly |

tealimonies were clear and convincing
—God's epirit was with tho people
in the mountains and valleys, in the
woods, and on the prairies. They had
found the Lord precious, and his
words were sweot and strengthening.
Several spoke for the first time, and
wao feol that we have every reason t»
believe that real work is being dono
for God in the hrarts of this people.
Joa¥ McDougaLL.

Morley, Jan. 5th, 1886,

Bro. McDougsll sends, with his
interesting letter, a well-writton noto
by an Indian boy, who, two years ago,
did not know his letiers, We aro
inclined to think that it is a good deal
more oasily read than the writing of
the editor of PLrasANT Hours,—Ep,

TEMPERANCE.

I can keop no terms with & vico
that fills our jails, that destroys the
comfort of homes and tho prace of
families, and debases and bratalizes
the penple of these islands —Zord
Chief Justics Coleridge of England,

It is in vain that every engino is
set to work that philanthropy can
devise, when those wham we geok to
benefit are habitually tampering with
their facultios of reason and will,—
sosking their brains with beer, or in-
{ fsniing them with ardent spirits. The
struggle of the sckool, the library, and
the church all united against the beer-
house and gin-palace, is but ono
development of the war between
heaven and hell.—Charles RBuxton,
. M.P., at one tims England's greatest
' brewer.

to us who have scen and bad to come

| _ Driok is the curse of the country.
, It ruins the fortunes, it injures the
health, 1t destroys tho lives of obe in
y twenty of our population, and any-
, thing which can bo done to diminish
this terrible sscrifico of human life and
‘human happiness is well worthy of all
the attention and study we can give
jit. . . . The sgitation will go on with-
out us if not withus. If we are silent,
. the very stones would cry out. If
, there ig in the whole of this drink
, busineas any gingle encouraging feat
, ure, it is to be found in the growing
, impatience of the people at the burden
y which they are forced to bear, and
their growing indignation and sense of
, the shame and disgrace it imposes upon
them, — Joseph Chamberlain, M.P,
Chasrman of National Educational

| Leogus of England,

“LITTLK OREASKR" AND HOW
SHEK BAW THE QUEEN,

BY A CITY MISSIONARY

I

Wihex 1 first came up to town, 1t
was to become Junior minister of one
of tho London Eaat Knd churches.
lodgod in a baker's first-Goor roomn.
The realdence could bowat of some
**amenitics.” When I looked out of
my window in rainy weather, I couli
sco—thanks to the underground bake
house—tho pavoment boneath a <ry
patch in tho midst of sloppineas un ail
sidee, and the snow melird there
almost as soon as it fell But, per
contra, tho sickly sour scent of cho
new bread was at times almost stithng,
and tho floury “black beotles” marched
up in such squadrons from tho bhake
house, that I was forcod to keep a
hedge-hog; and the antidots turned
out to bo almoat s great a auisance xs
the bane. I am ashamed to say that
at first my temper was ruftied by theso
trivial annoyances. Just bucause there
wag nothiog to boast of in bearing
them, they aunoyed all the mora It
waa ‘“ Little Creascs " who shamed me
out of my puerile pettishnous,

One sultry summer night, when |
was still quite a novioe in London, the
beetles had kept mo awake by crawl
ing over me, and dropping from the
bed-curtains like windfall fruit. In
the early morning tho scent of the hot
bread came steaming up tho stairg, and
to get the nearest approach to fresh
air within my power, I halfdressed
and throw up one of my sitting-room
wiadown. As 1 was leaning out of it,
the police-sergeant, who lodged in th
room above, clumped up the staircan..
“ Morning, sir,” he said, stopping at
the open door. *‘Up early. Can"t
sleep, eht Well, it is ruther closo,
but just you look at that littto gal
cuttin’ along there. This is a palue
to where she has been a-sleepin’, an'’
yet she’s off to the market pipin’ hike a
little lark. 8he's thaokful for the
'eat, she is. It's bitter work for her
when ehe's to turn out in the winter
mornin’s. I do pity that poor little
sonl. I've little gals of my own
Littlo Creases she's known am, and
she's beon at the cresssellin’, off an’
on, this two years, though she ain't
eight yet. Creases ' Sho don't look
much like a Gra:a4, do sue, sirt"” and,
with a grin at his pun, the pitying
policeman mounted toward his bed.

The little girl to whom he had called
my attention wore a fragment of u
black straw bonnet, with gaping chinks
in ita plait, through which her matted
curls bulged like bows of dirty silk,
A limp, regged, mud-buud calico frock
reached to where tho calves ought to
have been in ber bare, skinny little
legs. That was all her dross.  In one
band she carried a rusty iron tray,
thumping upon it, tambourine taghion
with the other, us an accowpaniment
to ¢ The days when we went gipsying,”
which she saog, as sho trotted along,
in a clear, sweet little voico that justi-
fied the palice-eergeant in likening hor
to a lark. At the end of the stroet
she put the empty tray upon her head,
and merrily shrilling out, *‘ Piea' pies’
all ‘ot ! all 'ot'"” turned the cormer
and disaprearad

The next timo I saw the sergeant |
asked him where Little Croases livivi
* Bottom housv in Bateman’s Rents,
that's Miss Oreases’s nddress when
she's at homo,” was his angwer <] -
can't rightly remember just now which 4

{2
‘ §§
29 Y

(!




PLEASANT HOURS.

room it ig, but you usk any one about
thern where Littlo Oreases dosses, nnd
they'll show you, sir.  Sho lives with
hor grauny.  They're a rough jot down
there, but thuy'vee somo sort of o
rcepect both fr the old womun an' the
htte un, sn’ they wont nsult yuu,
fir, af they think you wauts w do ‘om
o kindness, 111 go with you an’ wel-
come, if you hke, when I'm off; but
they'll think moro on ye, sir, if you
don't go with one of us. No, sir, the
Futce win’t popular, and yet it's only
our duty that wo try to do; and
monkoy's allowsanco wo get for doin’
onit. If you wunt to ketch the littlo
un in and awnke, you'd botter go sowe-
wheres between six wnd eeven in the
evenin’, The little un has to tramp a
weary way to scll ber stufl, an’ she's
glad enough, 11l go buil, to go to her
“by-by,’ a8 my hutlest cally it, when
sho's had her grub. You know your
way to the Konts, sir}  Second turnin’
lo the left, urter you paes tho Duke
o' York. You can’t mistake it, sir—
the name's up jst wside the urchway.”

Oa the follawing ovening 1 found
my way to Bateman's Rents. The
archway was almost choked with gasp-
irg lcungers, who looked at first very
swlenly at mo; but when 1 inquired
aftor Little Croases, and used the very
term which the sirgeant had taught
wr—much us & Moraviun missionary
wight use his first concilintory bit of
Erquimesgo—the loungers relaxed into
n general grin.  * bhe've jest come in,
tir,” said a bhulking rougb, leaning
sgninst » post. “Jnnm, go und show
the pargon where Little Creases
dosses , " and at this repetition of the
friends making pasg-word there was
snother general grin,

Jim, the shock-headed youth, whose
dress consisted of n one-sleeved shirt
and a pabr of trousers with a leg and
# Lalf, upheld Ly a singlo Lraco of
gicasy twine, gpeolily piloted me to
tho bottom of the Rents, and up a
filthy, creaking staircase to tho first-
fiour Lack ot the Jast house, ¢ Creases.”
ho shouted, as we stopped at tho open
door of a durk livtle dungeon of a room,
“'o108 & parson a-lockin' arter ye.
Whatever 'ag you been a-doin’ on 1"

Tho only window of the room gave
on a high dead wall, within arm’s-
length of it; and though balf of the
window panes were broken, the room
on that hot ovening was very close as
well ag dark. Tt was very dirty sleo,
and 80 was the parchment-ekinned old
woman who eat crouching, from tho
force of habit, over the little rusty,
empty grate. Opposite her eat Little
Oreases, on the floor.  The old woman's
half backed arm-chair, and the low
bedstead on which she and her grand-
daughter elept together, were almost
all the furniture. The scantiness of
tho bed-clothes did not matter so much
in that sultry weather; but, hot as it
was, it Almost made oneshiver to think
of Iying under them in winter.

“Yes, vir,” snid the old woman when
1 bad ser. ed myself on the bed, and
stated why I had como, ¢ Bessie an'
mo 'ss 'ad our tea. No, we don’t light
a fire this time o' year. It's heasy to
git a potful o' bilin’ water somowheres
cr other-—our pot don’t take much to
fill it. It ain’t much the neighbours
can do for us, but what they can they
will. I mmnst say that. No, I don’t
think 1 could git any on 'em to clean
up my room. They huin't got the
) tiu.e, an’ if they ‘ad they baiu'v got thy
%waler. !

I wey young then, and had a woak-
ness for giving a * profeesional” turn
to convoreation ; pluming myself on my
ciorical cleverncss when I had Jugged
in a text of Scripture, apropos of nny-
thing—moro often, in fact, of nothing
[ begsn to talk sbout the woman of
Samaria and tho water of li‘e, in a
wny that 1 could not help focling was
hazy even to myself. The old woman
listened to me for a time in sulkily
patient silence, although plainly with-
out tho slightest comprehension of
whut 1 moant, I was having my eay,
sho thought, and she would got hers
by-and-bye, and would got all the moro
ort of it, if sho ‘“behaved proper”
whilst 1 was talking. She was full of
complaints, when her turn came; espe-
cially at the hardship of her baving to
support a great girl like Bessio,
although, 8o far as I could make out,
Besgio contributed at least her full
share of the cost of the old woman's
room-kecping.  Finding that I had
emall chanco of hearing anything about
Litle Creases, except tho amount of
bread sho ate, in her self.contained
grandmother's presence, I proposed that
Bessie should visit mo at my lodgings
noxt morning; and to this arrangs-
mont tho grandmother grudgingly con-
sented, when I had promised to make
good the loss which the little girl
would incar through giving up her
work.

I was amused to sco how Isank in
the ‘gocial” cetimation of my new
acquaintances when chey learnt that I
was lodging at a baker’s, ¢ Wilson ”
wasa very rich man in their opinion,
and “made good bread, an’ guv fairish
weight—better than tho English bak-
crs, though ho was a Scotchman ;" but
Bessie and Granny had at tiraes bought
bread of Mr. Wilson, and, therefore,
looked upon themsclves as his patron-
egseg, and at mo as & “kind o’ make-
belinve sort o' gon’leman ” to belodging
on his first-floor. They evidently felt
comforted when they heard that Little
Oreases was to knock at the private
door.

1 was looking out for her when she
knocked. Ilad I not been, the
“glavey” most likely would have
ordered bier off as ¢ a himpident match-
gal as wouldn'’t take No.”

Bessie was rather shy at first, but
when she was asked what she wounld
like to have, sho suggested, * Wilson
gells stunnin’ brandy-snaps,” with a
glibness which showed that she had
the answer ready oa her tongue.
Whilst she was munching her antici-
pated dainties, I got a little of her
history out of her, whick I will put
togother here, as nearly as I can in her
own words :—

“My name's Bessio—ye called me
go yerself. Some calls me Little
Oreazes, an’ some jist Creases—'cos I
sells 'em, Yes, B ssio, | 8'pose, i8 my
Chris'n name. I don’t know as I've
go* another name. Granny 'as, Mar-
ther's ’er Chris'n namo, an’ gometimes
folks calls 'or Missis Jude—sometimesn
they cslls ‘er Hold Wikegar, but that
ain’t horfen. No, gir, they don’t call
‘er that to 'er face. G-anny 'ud give
it back to ’em if they did, an’ they
ain't a bad lot—not them as we lives
with, No, I can't remember when I
fust come to live with Granny—'ow
could 1! I was jist & babby, Granny
says. Oh, Granny does whatever sho
can—ghe in't a liea bed. Simetimes
sho gors hout cheeria’ now, but she

work an' what she gits to drink makes
hor precious cross when she comes
‘ome, Yes, I love Granny, though
she do take hall I arns, She's a right
to, I e'pose. 8he says 8o, anyways,
'cos she took me when father and
mother died, an' father ’ad wexed ‘er.
No, I can't remember nuflink o' themn
an’ I don't sce as it matters much,
There's kido in the Rents as 'as got
fathora an’ mothers as is wuss hoff than
me. Well, I 8'pose, when I grows up,
1 can spend what I gits accordin’ to
my own mind, But I ‘on’t forgit
Granny, Sho may growl, but she
nover whipped me—an’ some on ‘cm
doos got whipped. Yes, sir, I knows
I ought to be thankful to Granny for
takin’ care on mo afore I could git my
hown livin'—didn't I say so? No, I
can’t read, an’ I can’t write, I nover
went to school. What's tho goad o
that to folka like me as 'as to arn their
ltvin't I know 'ow much I oughter
give a 'and for my creases, an' then
‘'ow tosplis ’'em up inter bunches, an'
I'm pickin' up the prices o' hother
thinx at tho markots, an’ that's hall a
gol like me need know, Readin’ sn’
writin' may be hall wery well for little
gals as can't ’‘elp theirselves, but I
don't seo as it would be hany ’elp to
me. Yes, I likes to look at picturs
sometimes io the shops, but I can
make out what they means—them as I
cares about—wi'ont readin’. Where
doos I git my creasesat Why, at the
markit. Where else should I git ’em §
Yes, it is cold gittin’ up in the dark,
an’ the creases feels shivery when you
git & harmful, when the gas is a-
burnin’. But what's the good o
growlin’ when you've got to do it}

An’ the women a8 sells 'em is horfen |

kinder in the winter, though they looks
halt-perished theirsclves, tuckin’ their
'ands under their harms, wi’ the frost
on 'em. One on ’em last winter gav
me a fair market’and when I ’adn’t
got no atock-money, an’ the browns to
git a cup o' cawfeo an’ a bread-and.
butter. That did do me good, for it
wag hawful cold, an’ no mistake, 1
it ’adn't been for the pain in’em, my
toes an' fingers seemed jist as if they
didn’c belong to me. Butit's good fun
thig time o’ year, We 'ave our larks
when weo 're a-pumpin’ on the creases,
an’ a-settin’ on the steps tyin' 'em up.
Rushes wo ties ’em with. No, we
‘avn't to pay for the rushes—they're
gived us by them ag eells the creases,
Yes, I think I've seed rushes a-growin’
—in 'Ackney Marshes—but there
wasn't much in that, as I could eee,
I'd rather be where there was houses,
if that's country. It's sloppier than
the streets is. No, I don’t go to
church. Granny saya that she used to
go, bat they never give her nuflink, so
she dropped it. ’Sides, Sunday’s when
I solls most. Folks likes & relish a-
Sundays for their breakfastes an’
teages ; an' when I ain’t a-walkin
about, I likes to git a snooza. ’Sides,
1 hain’t no clothes fit to go to church
in. No, I don’t go to theaytres an’
that, nayther—I ah'd like to if I'd got
the browns, I've ’eared say that it'a
as fine as the Queen a-hopenin’ Parli’-
ment—the Forty Thieves at the Paw-
ilion ia

“Yos, I've aced the Queen once, I
was in tho Park when she come along
wi’ them fine gen'lemen on ‘oasback
a-bangin’ away at the drums an’ that;
1 s'pose them was the Parliment, I
never was 8o far afore, an’ I ain’t been
sinco, an’ I was wery tired, but I

sin't etrong enough for that, an' the[tqieeged in among the folks. Sime

on ‘em was swolls, an’ some on ‘om was
sich as me, an’ some on 'om was sich
a8 shopkeepera,

# One hold fellow sars to me, saya hs,
‘What do you want ’'ere, my little
gal¥’

“ T want to seo the Queen, an' Princs
Halbert, an’ the Parli'ment gen'lemen,"
oays I,

“I'm a Parli'ment gen'loman,’ says
he, * but I ain't a-goin' down to-day.’

“] worn't a-goin’ to let 'ini think he
could do me like that, for he worn't
dressed nigh 8o smart as Wilson a
Sandays. ¢ You're ohsffin’,' says I;
* why hain’t you got a 'oss, an’' a goold
coat, an’ gummat to blow §’

“Then he busted outlarfin’ fit to kill
‘isself; and says he, ¢Oh, you should
'‘ear mo in Parliment a-blowin’ my
own trumpet, an’' seo me a-ridin’ the
'igh ’oss there,’

¢ I think ho was 'alf-gilly, but he was
wory goad-natur’d—sgilly folks horfen
is, He lifted me hup right over the
people’s ’eads, an’ I seo tho Queen wi'
my own heyes, a8 plain as I ses you,
sir, an’ Prince Halbert, too, a-bowin'
away like them himages in the grocers'
winders, I thought it was huncommon
queer to see the Queen a-bowin’. I'd
‘spectod that all on us would a’ad to
bob down s hif we was playin’ 'oney- |
pots when she come by. But, there |}
sho was a-bowin' away to heverybody, |§
an’ g0 was Prince Halbert. 1 koew

'im from the plcturs, though he didn’t $
seem ’'arf so smart as the gen'leman |§

that druv tho ‘osses. What a nice |
lookin’ gen'leman, though, that Prince |@
Halbert is! I do believe that himage ||
in the barber's window in Bishopsgate, |
with the goold sheet on, ain’t ’arf as |B
‘ansome, \Wisher may die hif he |
didn’t bow to me! Tne queer hold |B
cove I was a-gettin’ on, guv me 'is 'at |8

to shake sbout like the other folks— (H

law, ‘ow they did shake their ‘ats an'
their ’ankerchers, an’ beller as if they'd |j
bust theirselves! An’ Prince Halbert |
grinned at me kind-like; an’ then he |§§
guv the Queen a nudge, an’ she grin. |
ned, an’ gav me a bow too, an’ the (K
folks all turned round to loclk at me, |
an’ I felt as hif I was a ewell. The |B
hold cove was huncommon pleased, an' |&
he guv me & 'arf-a-bull, so Granny
raid he was a real Parli'ment gen'le- ¥
man arter all.”

“And what did you do with the
money, Beagie §” I atkod.

“Quv it to Granny.”

¢ But didn’c you get any of it 1"

% Ob, yes. Granny'd a blow out
o' trotters, an’ she guv me one, an’
huncommon good it wers,”

A little girl who had sold water-
cresses for two years, with no more
memorable treat than a trotter, could
not be injured, I thought, by & little
indulgence, If I confirmed Begsie in
her opinion that, in the complimentary
words she had already used in refer
ence to me, I wasn't “sich a bad sort,
arter all,” I might be able to ¢ get
hold” of her, snd eventually do her
more good than giving ber a little
passing pleasure. Still I was at a los
how to carry out my plan of giving her
a day’s treat ; 80 I atked her to chooss
her entertainment for herself.

“Well,” she answered promptly,
« T ghould like to 'ave some more to
heat bimeby ;" and then, after a min-
ute’s pause, “an’ I should like to go
up the Moniment. I've horfen seed
the fo'ks at the top I'ka rats in & cage;
an’ I snould like to "ave a lock down
them railin’s, too.” o

4
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FOR BABY'S SAKE.

T was evening, and tho dwellers in &
quiet London street .

Heard w atrange uncommon shouting sad tho
rush of uiany feet,

Instantly they left their dwellings in 8 harry
to 10qaire .

\¥hat hau cansed the great commotion, when

thos heard the cry of ** Fire!”

Cloze at hand a house is burniug, they can
sce its turid light . .
Tinting all the dull surroundings, making

everything seem bright ;
And the tlames grow fiorcor, stronger, and the
smoke grows dense o’erhead,
TWhile the crowd is gazing, spelibound, filled
with wondrons awe and dread.

Hatk ! tho hoofs of horscs clatter! See, the

engines dash along,

Cheered by hundreds as they scatter right

and Jeft th’ excited throng |

Losing not one precious moment, firemen get
tho hoscsout,

And the folks, when sprirrs the water, raisy
a loud applauding shout.

Theu 18 hoard a mighty hissing as the water
fights the fire,

But in spite of all the efforte, fiercer grow the
flaines and higher,

Still the firomen nevor falter, though the foo
is gaining fast,

They with firm and fixod endeavour mean to

fight it to the last,

Ser. tho crowd is stirring stiangely—"tis a
woman pushing through,

She is ghastly pale aud hsggard, and seoms
very fragilo, too ;

Yot she strugg‘c.-‘ well-nigh frantic, doing
but what 1ow would dare,

As sho cries to those around her, ** Lot me

pass; my baby's *here!”

Like a flash the nows is scattered, every eyo
is turned to see

The frantic mother w10 is striving very hard
to got her freo; °

And at last the crowc dividing, she can from
her fetters break

Twas a battle, but shs fought it orly for her

baby’s sake.

Not & moment dooc she waver, straight
towards the houss Lhe figs,

Heedless of the frightful danger and the
people’s wamning cries.

Firemen chaso her, she eludes them, spite of
all the baste they make,

Right inside the house she dashes for her

darling baby’s sake.

The deed Lias sent a thnll of horror through
the folks—thoy hold their breath,

Por they can’t but think the woman’s gone
to certain, frightfal death,

The fire is burning unabated, the house one

. mass of seethiog flames,

Yet the mother's darting through it; breath-

ing ont her baby’s name.

Hark! what means that mighty cheering?
She has passed the topmost height,

8he has found her darling living, and she

. holds him up to sight,

Quick the firomen spread a blanket, and they
catch the baby-boy,

While the people cry like children, shedding

tears of heartfelt joy.

Bot the day is turned to terror—era the
mother takes the leap

She is seen to reel and stagger, like s person
half asleep.

Flames are bursting all around—she sinks

. _into that bumin[% lake,
Yielding wp her life right nobly for her
darling baby’s sake.

Yes, the little one is living; loving hands

attend to hirn,

As his round eyes gazs in wonder at the

. _ smoke-wreaths black snd grim,

Neighbours vie with one another in the
z-alous care thoy tako

Of the little orphan baby for bis noble

mother's aake.
~John F, Nickolls,

§  BAD compavy is like a pail driven
} into & poet, which, after the first or
B second blow, may be drawn out with
f little difficulty, but being once driven
§ up to the head, the pincers cannot take
bold to draw it out; it can only be
done by destroying the wood.

SHOEBLACK JIM.

A TRUE S8TORY BY 4 NEW YORK
TRACURR,

IN a small, crowded room in one of
the roar tenoment houscs of our groat
oity, whoro tho sun's rays were never
known to shine, or the fresh air
allowed to penetrato, our little Jim
lay dying,

Months before, I, one morning, eaw
him standing on u strect corner, with
his shoo-box strapped to his back, call-
ing out in tromulous tones, * Shing,
gir!” But the hurrying business men
paid little or no attention to the pload-
ing voico and the frail form which was
swayed to and fro by the bitter, biting,
Decembor wind, As I handed him a
picture papor, I asked, * Are you
buogry, my boy?" I noticed the
pale, pinched cheeks and the largo
brown oyes fast filling with tears as
he replied, * Yes, miss, I’ve bad noth-
ing to eat since yestorday morning;
but granny is worse than me; fur
she’s had nothing but a cold tater since
day atore yestorday.”

“ And who is granny "

“She lives in tho rear alley on
Mott ; me own mother died over on
tho island, 8o granny says, and I guess
I never had any father.”

“Did you ever go to a Suunday-
school or Band of Hope meeting 1"

*“Laws, no, miss! I've no time,
I has to stan’ around all day, and then
scmetimes gits only a couple of shines ;
them Italian fellers, with the chairs,
takes all the profita off us chapa
Granny says, 'tis a hard world.”

I handed the child a dime, and told
him to get & warm cup of coffee and a
roll ; then got from him a promise to
aitend the Band of Hope meeting that
afiernoon at four o'clock. I hardly
expected to see him again, but was
happily surprised to see him walk in—
shoe-box on his back—while we were
singing * Fold me to Thy bosom.” I
shall never forget the expression that
was on his face as he stood epellbound
in the middle of the floor, and stared
at me and tho organ. I motioned him
to a seat, but he did not move till the
mugic had ceased and the other chil-
dren were all seated,

My lesson that day was about the
Great Shepherd that goes out upen the
hills and mountains of gin and gathera
in the little lambs that wander away
from the sheepfold. I did not know,
that day, that tho dear Saviour’s kand
was alroady stretched out to receive
this one little lamb that bhad many
times, young as he was, been found
tipay, and also smoking cigarettes that
he had stolen from somebody’s street-
stand.

He was a regular attendant at
Sunday-school and Band of Hope, and
no ono joined more heartily in the
singing than “ Jim” One day, in our
children’s prayer-meeting, he gave bis
heart to Jesus. No one oculd doubt
the conversion of that little heart
when they looked into the bright eyes
and beaming face that continually
chone with heavenly light.

One day a meesecnger came to me in
haste, and gaid, * Jim i8 dying. Hurry,
ple2se, miss ; he wanta to see you agin
afore he diea.” I hurried ; and, as I
groped my way along the dark alloy
and up the rickety stairs, I caught ths
sound of the sweet voice einging,
‘ Fold me, fold me, precions Saviour.,”
1 entered guietly, 80 a8 not to disturb
the singer, but his bright eyea saw mo,
and he said, ¢ 8ing it with me once

more, teacher.” We sang it through
togother, then bo sald, * Tho next time
I aing will bo when Jeeus fulds mo in
his arme ; I'll nover fcrget the hymn,
but will remember 1t till you como up
there wo ; then wo'il sing 1t aga—in.”

Tho little lamp of life went out.
The Great Shopherd had called s
little lamb home. Thero was

* Another gem in the Savicur’s crown,
Anotber soul in bearen.™

—38. S. Times.

“BOYS' AND GIRLS' GORDON
MEMORIAL.”

It is pretty generally known that
tho deep interest which the lumented
# Obioeso " and *Soudan"” Gardon took
in ragged schools has led to his
memory being honoured by the forma-
tion of what 18 known as #Tho Gordon
Memorial Fund for tho Benefit of Poor
Children,” Tho lats Earl cf Shaftes-
bury was the first chairman of the
committeo which has the matter in
bhand. The Iord Mayor of [ondon,
the Karl of Abaerdeen, Archdeacon
Farrar, and other prominent men are
members of the same committoe. Tho
objects of the Fund include tho follow-
ing :—

g1. Paying for the maintenance of
poor children in existing homes and
institutions.

2. Providing funds, wholly or in
part, for the conveyauce of weslthy
and oonvalescent children and for their
maintenance, in the country or at the
seeside.

Mr. John DMacdonald, the well-
known merchant of this city, has been
asked to interest Uanadians in the
fund. He has secured the co-operation
of Mr. S, H. Blake, Q.C., and Mayor
Howland. To any one of these
gentlemen subscriptions may be sent.
‘What they propose is that the Sunday-
schools of the country take the matter
up, and that, in order to put a
subscription within the reach of overy
child, one cent colleztions be asked for
in every school. The money thus
raised will be devoted to the *‘ Boys'
and Girls’ Gordon Memorial,” which
forms a branch of the general plan.
It is with pleasure that we direct
attention to this matter.—Globe.

Tho editor of PrLeasaxt Hours
will be happy to receive and forward
any eubscriptions for this praiseworthy
object.

DON'T BE A SHAM

As the boy begins, 8o will the man
end. The lad who speaks with aflec-
tation, and minces forcign tongues that
he does not underatand at school, will
be 8 weak chromo in character all his
life; the boy who cheats his teacher into
thinking him devout at chapel will be
the man who will msake religion a
trade, and bring Chriatianity into con-
tempt; and the boy who wins the
highest average by stealing his exami-
nsation paprrs will igure some day as a
tricky politician.  The lad who,
whether 1ich or poor, dull or clever,
looks you straight in the eyes, and
keeps his anawsr insido of trutb,
already counts fr.ends who will last
his life, and holds  capital which wiil
bring bim a surer intereat than money.

Then get to the bottom of things.
You seo how it is already as to that.
it was the student that was grounded
in the grammar who took the Latin
prize ; it was that slow, steady drudge

who pracisnd firing overy day last
winter that Lagged the mast gawme in
the mountain, it s tho cimk who
studies the specialty of the house i1n
ofl hours who 1n promoted.  Your
briuiant, happy-go- ucky, bhi-or-mues
fellow usuaily turns cat the dead
weight of tho fany Ly forty five,
Don’t take ansthing for granted, get
to tho bottem of things. Nether be s
sham yoursolf, nor be tooled by shams

- o D o - -
HAVE YOU DONK 1Tt

Doxk what! Uiven your leart to
Chiist.  The winter ia mpidly going,
with its apecial opportunitica.  Have
you munde oy serious aticrupt to Iny
hoid of thrsel  Have you scught the
Lord in prayer?  Have you avked
othets to pray for you! Have jon
listened to the voler of yo:ir ¢ nacions,
or heeded the carnest plealinge of yer
friends? Havo you read the Word ot
God, to soo tho path of duy ! lave
you striven to overccmr- your wintul
heart, or break with your worldly
companions? lave you dono auy of
theso things! Remember that your
procious soul is in peril, and that if
you die in your sing, you wua: be
forever Jost. The loving Savisur eays,
“ Come.” Will you heed his gracious
callt

THE THOUGHTS OF TPE
FATH ERLESS.

It is not easy to say which is the
greater loss to s child, that of father
or mother. This I know: the mont
tcuching sermons I heard in ctuidhood
cavie not with the voico of man, were
no; heard by others, but came tome in
silence a8 I often stood by my father's
grave and wondered where he was

I remembered a pale faco, a thin
hand placed upon my bLeid, and a
feeble voice saying, ** Bo a good boy,
my 80n, and meet me in heaven.”

Then I remembered a solemn day—
a hearse, s long procession, the open
grave—and I remembered when the
stone was set up, having on it the
name of my father, and a volco seomed
to say once more, in the whispering of
the * pines, with their soft and soul-
like sounds,” * Moot mo in heaven "

-®

A LITTLE LIE.

A rizisa little thing. You have
told a lie, just one single word which
is not true, But let us soo what olso
you have dome. First, yeu havs
broken the law of God. Second, you
will have to tell many more to main-
tain that one. Third, ycu lose the
love and friendghip of schoolmates
Fourth, if you practiso lying, that wil
lead to something worse ; but worst of
all, God has said that liarg shall somo
day bave their place in the Iake that
burneth with fire,

Frox April 1st to Dercember 3lat
thore were in Montreal 3,175 vic ims
of small pox  Of theso only ninery-
ssven were Protestants  Taking in
the suburbs, in which the victims wero
almcet cntirely Rowan Oathrlic, tho
figures aro altogether about 100 Pro-
testants out of 4 000 cases.  Aoccord-
ing to population the figures shourd be
960 to 4 000. It is very remarkabie
bow few Methodiets have been atn-xen
down-—only six out of a pcpulation of
6,000.
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QUTWARD BOUND.

SIT and watoh the ships go out
Across the widoning aes ;

How one by one, in shimmonng sun,
They nni awn{ from me.

I know not to what land they eail,
Nor what tho freight they bear ;

1 only know they outward go,
Whiie sll tho winds are fair.

Berond tho low horizon line
Whoro my short sight must fail,

Some other eyes a watch will keep,
Where'er t{o ships may saif ;

By might, by day, or near, ot far,
(Vor narrow seas or wido,

Theso follow still, at love's sweet will,
Whatever may betide,

8o round tho world the sbips will sail,
To dreary lands or farr ;

So with them go, for weal or wos,
Some doar ones everywhere.

How will there apeed each lagging keel,
When homoward 1t s Jaid ;

Or watch will kegp, o'er surges deep,
It there a gravo bo made !

O human love, so tried, so true,
That knoweth nor mete nor hound,
But followa with unwearied watch
Uur daily changlog round
O lLove divine, O !.ove suprome,
\What matter where I sail,
8o ! but know, where'er I go,
Thy watch will pever fail !
—dAnsm Ir. F. Randolph.,

— o D v o ———

NELLIE'S CHICKENS,

Nruuir bas fod her htve chickens
g0 often that they know her very well.
Even tho old mother, though sha made
u great fuss at first whon she came
near, has learned that she does not
want to hurt them, snd scems glad to
goo her come.

I wonder if Nellie ever thinks about
that One who wants little children to
run to bim, just as thess little chickens
will run to her, or rather, jast as they
run to their mother. He came to the
people in Jerusalem, and wanted to
eave them. He said, “How often
would I have guthered you under my
wings, asa hen gathereth her chick-
ens.” He meant that he wanted to
save them from the great destroyer,
Satan; to save them from the wrath
duo for their sins; to keep them from
all ovi), and to give them great good.
But they hated him ; they would not
come to him tbat they might have life ;
they even put him to death on the

Do you feel sorry when you see &
little chicken or a little lamb suflering?
Dou't you want to help it right away ?

Jesus is sorry to see us living in
gin, and he wants to save us from it.
Will you not come to hiin every day,
that'he may do this for you 3—Selected.

THE DUSTY ROOM.

A youNg girl was aweeping a room
ano day when she went to the window-
blind, and drew it down.

« It mukes the room so dusty,” she
gaid, *to have the sunshine always
coniog in.”

The satoms of dust which shone
golden in the sunbeams were unseen
in the dimmer light. The untaught
gir] imagined it was the sunlight which
made the dust.

Now many persons imagine them-
selves very gocd people. One poor old
raan, who lived all his life without a
shought of love to God, said he was
willing to die. He didn’t owe any
roxt a shilling,

17 the Spirit of God should shine
brightly into such a heart how would
it look$ Jt would show bhim sins
enough to crush him, This light of

the 8pirit is like the sunshino in the
dusty room. It reveals what was
bofore hidden. When wo begin to
feel unbappy sbout our sine, lot ue
nover try to put away tho feeling,
Don’t lot us put down the curtaiv, and
fancy there is no dust. Tt ia the Holy
8pirit's voice in our hesrta. He js
showing us ourselves, and better still,
Ho w*!' ‘how us the trus way to hap-
pinces

THE ONLY CURE.

“Tr you were soriously burned, and
many remedies were brought to you,
only one of which could certainly cure
you, whilo the others might do you
gome good, which remedy would you
prefert”

The one that would jcertainlyZcure
me.”

“ Would you not try the others3"

“No, sir; try the ono that cures
certain.”

' The 0 is but one cure for sin, In
1 Jobn 1. 7 it is written, ‘The blood
of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us
from all sin,’ That only can curo the
wounds sin hag made "

A little girl giving her experienco
for membership, said, “T was converted
the day the bee stung my mother.”
When asked what she meant by that,
she replied, ¢ When the bee atung my
mother I cried and ran away, afraid
he would sting me. She called me
back, and eaid, ‘Don't he afraid; he
can't sting you now. He has left his
sting in my hand.' Then she told me
that sin could not sting me either if I
believed in Jesus; for sin had left its
sting in Jesus. I believed it, and ever
sinco then I have folt I had a new
heart."—Kwnd Words.

-
NEATNESS IN GIRLS,

NEeAaTNESS i8 a good thing for a gir),
and if she does not learn it when she
is young, she never will. It takessa

roat deal more neatnees to make a
girl look well than it does to make a
boy look passable, Not because a boy,
to start with, is better locking than a
girl, but his clothes are of a different
sort, not 80 many coloursin them ; and
people don't expect a boy to lovk eo
pretty as a girl. A girl that is not
neatly dressed is called a sloven, and
no one likez to look at her, Her face
may be pretty, and her eyes bright,
but if there is s spot of dirt on her
cheek, and her fingers’ cnds are black
with ink, and her shoea are not laced
or buttoned up, and her apron is dirty,
and. ber collar is not buttoned. and her
gkirt is torn, she cannot be liked, I
wont into a little girl's room once, and
all her clothes were on the floor, and
her playthings, too, Learn to be neat,
and when you bave learned it, it will
almost take care of itself.

-

Tur current ¢ catch ” is to ask your | 1a

friend if Christmas and New Years
come in the same year. Not a few
people will promptly answer, * No, of
course they don't,’ aud a half minute
Iater they feel sick over their mental
weakness.

“SaM, you are not honest. Why
did you put all the good peaches on
top of the measure, and the little ones
below$” ¢ Same reason, sah, dat
makes de front of your house marble
and,the back gate chiefly slop barl,
sah‘ "

LESSON NOTES.

LESSON IX.
NEHEMIAWY RAVKR,
Neh, 1, 1.11. Commil lo mem, vs. 8, 9.

QoLnry Trxr.

Give ua holp from teoubls: for vain is the
help of man, = Pea. 108, 12,

OUTLINE,
1. A Poople’s Need, v, 1:3.
2. A Patriot's Prayer, v. 4.11.
Tix.—445 B.O, Almost a coutury since
'n 4 losson, 83rd Olympiad, Year ol Rome,

Pracs.—Shushan or Susa,

EXPLANATIONS, — The (twenlieth year—
That 13, of the reign of kiug Artaxerxes,
The remnant that are left—Only a com-
paratively small part of tho children ot the
eaptivity returood to Cansan, Sat down and
wept . . . certain days—Not one continuous
act of weeping, but a wesping and fasting
extoudi:fz through several days at :imes when
ho was alos e and free from oflicial duty. The
king's cup-bearer—Tho cup-besrer, or butler,
to tho king was an officer of high rank under
every oriental mouarch,

TraouINGS OF THR LRSSON.

Where, in this lesson, are wo taught—
1. Sympathy with God's people 1n tronblet
2, Sorrow lor sin §
8, Coufidence 1u God’s promises 1

Tar Lesson CATKOHISM,

1. Who was hehemiaht A nobleman at
the court of Perwin. 2. \When did he livet
After the return of the Jows from captivity,
3. In what condition was Jerusalem at that
time?! It was without gates or walls, 4,
What did Nehemiah andeiake to dut  To
rebuild thowall 6. Bow did hebegint By
seeking God's help. 6. How iy his prayer
expressed in the GoLbeN TrxT! Give us,
eic, 7. How did ho succeed 1n buildiug the
wall? By leading the people in the wurk.

DocrriNaL SvocksTioxn.—The npature of
prayer,

B.C. 445.) [Feb 28,

OaTEonIsM QUasTION,
11. What is his warniog to them? That
his word suall coudemn taem at tno iast day.
Ho that rejectoth me, and receiveth not
my sayings, hath one that judgoeth him: the
word that 1 spakv, the saine shall judge him
in the last day.—John xii. 48.

LESSON X,
RRADING THR LAW.
Nea, 8. 1-18, Commit to mem, vs, 8-10.

Goruvex Trxr.
8o they read in the book in the law of God

listinctly, aud gave the sense, and caused
them to understand the reading. Neh, 8. 8.

OUTLINE.

1. A Great Couyregation, v. 1,
2. A Bible Reading, v. 2-8,
3. A Day of Gladness, v. 4-12,

TiME. —444 B.C. Filty-two aays after the
arrival at Jervsulem tho wall was done,
This service followed 83rd Olympiad. Year
of Rome, 309.

Praor — Jerusalom,

EXPLANATIONS. — Street . . | defore the
water gate—In the south-castorz part of tho
city, south of the temple. Fulpit of wood —
A tower of wood in margin, A raised
platform built in this strect where the speaker
could stand and bo plainly seen. Zifting up
their hands—With their hands raised toward
heaven, palms upward and faces upward,
Gave the sense.~They explained and exas)ouudod
the law as it was read so that all could
understand.

TrzoB1NGS or THE LESsoN,
‘Whore, in this lesson, are we taught—
1. Raeverence for the word of God 1
2. Carefulness in the reading of the word t
3. To rejoice in the understanding of God's
w

B.O. 444.] [March, 7.

Tur Lessox CATECHISM.

1. For what parpose did Nebemish gather
the people in Jerusalem? To hear the law
of God. 2. Whoread the law? Ezea tho
priest and scnbe. 3. Who listened to the
readiog?!  All who were old enough to
undorstand. 4 Wkhat is eaid of the reading
in the GoLnex TEXT? So they, ete.

DocrrivaL SucoesTiox.—The authority
of the word,

CATECHISN QUESTION,
12, What blessing doss he pronounco on
bolievers 1 To Peter he gave it thua:
[Road Matthew xvi. 17.]
And to Thiomas he gava it thos:
(Read Jobn xx, 29.]

MARVELS

OF

GHEAP LITERATURE,

Imperial 3%mo. itk 8, 1%, or 16 Coloured
Plates, cloth gilt.

Prico 356 conts.

Bunyan's Pilgrim’s Progress.
Foxe's Book of Martyrs. Rerisd
Edition,
Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defos,
Buffon's Natural History.
Bunyan's Holy War.
Annals of the Poor.
Basket of Flowers,
Swiss Family Robinson.
Military BEnterprise.
Naval Enterprise.
The Robin Redbreasts.
Uncle Tom's Cabin.
Sanford and Merton.
Evenings at Homae.

THB FAK SERIES OF NEW BOOXS.

AU Illustrated throughout, and confaining
Stories for Young Pecple.

Price 50 conts,

Dick's Hero; and Other Storias. |}

The Chip Boy; and Other Storijes. |f

Raggles, Baggles, and the Bn.-
peror.

Roses from Thorns.

Paith's Father

By Land and Sea.

The Young Berringtons.

Jeoff and Leff: The Story of Two Poor
City Arabs, ’

The Girl with the Golden Locks

**Through Flood—Through Fire."

Books at 36 cents each,

Small Svo, cloth, Each with Beautiful
Tlluminated Side and Colour.d
Frontispicce,

Robbie's Christmas Dream.

Sketches of my Childhood.

Little Fan; or, The London Match
Girl. :

The Young Exile.

Sam Silva. By the Author of
the Maid of all Work.”

The Young Comforters.

The Boys of Springdale.

Goorge Lieatrim ; or, The Mother's
Test.

The Little Ballet Girl.

Catharine's Peril.

The Village Flower Show.

Little Nellie; or, He Careth for
You.

Fred the Apprentice:
Bey Mrs Csqug} Overend. A Story.

The Little Sand Boy; or, Who i
Best off ? Fiom they(}ermnu. 0B

Miss Trouble-the-Ho :
By Sarah M. 8. C.arke, Altlszlezorﬁ §§? x;:{a
and 8ketches in English Ohurch His.
tory,” ete. .

The First Printer's Barly Days: °
Sketch. by Mrs, Cunpbyen oyvsmx.w

The Two Brothers. By Robert Rich-
ardson, B.A, ‘

A Little Australian Girl. By Robet
Richardson, B.A.

A Lighthouse Keeper £ i
Bylgoben Rl;hs.«.aun,p B'I‘A.Ol'a Night

Mary Burton; and Other Stories.
By Mra Soott.

Freddy's Dream ; or, A Beein His ||l
Bonnet. 4

“Biddy,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

78 & 80 Kixo 87. Rary, Toxoarro™
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