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« he sat in the where
R Ths O ON he “ased o Tt vne
' family circle, he said :

HE engravingin _._ .
this number ||
of PLEASANT

Hours repre-
sents an incident at a
marriage. The ceremony
bas been performed, and
the wine has been offered
to the wedding guests.
When it was presented
to the bride a sudden
shade of sadneas passed
over her face.

Lifting the glass in her
hand, “ No!” she said,
“T cannot take it. There
is poison in it!”

To the looks and ex-
pressions of astonishment
of all around her she
‘responded :

“Strong drink killed
my brother. Edward was
the brightest and smart-

est of the family. He’

was a kind hearted and
generous boy,
up to be a strong and
manly fellow, He was
a champion at base ball
and other games of which
he was fond. He entered
a wholesale bouss. :nd

had the respect and con- |

fidence of the firm he
served, and was a favour-
ite with his fellows.
Awmong them were one
or two who had acquired
drinking habits. At first
Edward declined to taste
intoxicating liquor. They
overcame his scruples
He soon was the noisiest
and the jolliest of the
set, .

‘¢ To shorten my story.
His evil habit grew upon
him to that extent, that
after repeated warnings
he lost his position ; he
lost respectability, and he
lost his own respect. He
left home and became a
wanderer, For months
and months we knew not
whether he he was living
or dead.

“Ope day in the be-,
gioning of winter he

came to the door of his
oid home, hut oh, how
changed! He wasba'ly
dressed. He was wasted
and weak.

“When his wants had
been attended to, and a8

He grew
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THERE IS POoI8SON IN IT.

i

'| by strong

 family table.

¢ Mother, I have
come home to die !’

*Words of good cheer
and encouragement were
spoken to him but they
did not lighten his gloom.

“ But the old affection
of his nature gleamed
again in the looks he
cast vpon us,

“¢No,’ he said, *I
feel it. I have but a
short time to live. It is
well ! My life is blight-
ed. The hopes and am-
bitions I once cherished
are crushed now. My
life has been poisoned
dﬁnk.’ ”

The bride oconcluded
her narrative by saying :

“From what T have
seen of the effectsa of
liquor, I am resolved that
I shall not use it myself
nor shall I offer it to
others. There is poison
in it.”
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A LIGHT IN THE
WINDOW.

8 the weary laborer
returns to his
home from his
busy day’s toil

he is cheered by the light
which his wife placed in
the window to light up
hig pathway, und more
happy is he when he is
met at the deor by his
darling daughter, and yet
still more bappy when
he has entered his home
and is quietly seated with
his household around the
There is
no place like home, how-
ever humble it may be,
There every comfort cen-
tres and every joy has
ta fulness. Here happy
voices commingle and a
song of sweetest music

\ fills the air,

Is not this a type of

Y| our heavenly home? Oh
- what joy when we shall
| enter its portals !

God, our heavenly

| Father, has placed a light

in the window of heaven,
which shines down on

the ilgrim’s path,
nd by whioh his stepe
are guided through the
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darkness of sin to the botter place.
Jesus ig  that light, and oh, with
splendour ho shine and to what a
beautiful home he guided the sinner's
steps.  Thepa isa light in the window
for theo, dear sinnor, and a happy
throng of loved ones uro waiting
for vour anmival at the portal. Just
a3 the dear child met her tather, so the
angels and 1edeeimed sre anxioudly
awaiting to receive you, and will take
you in to enjoy the peuce, rest aud
corvfort of our heavenly bomo, and it
down with Abrahuin, Igauc and Jacodh
in the kingdom of God, and with those
who lmve gous there from our own
tiresides wo shall bo in everlasting
communion,  What a blessed light
and what an everlasting home.

IN SOUDAN,

e
Q@NDED that strange carcer,
Long so vietorious,
Stain by an Arals's spear,
Gordon the glorwus ;
Starh under tordid skies,
Girded with gloem,
Britain's best soldivr lies
Drad 1o Kyartoum,

Stewart fulls bleeding, and
Karlo is in glory—

Steady, now ! hand to hsnd,
Sweep all bofore ye !

Close up the shattered squsre,
Stand fast, who can !

Strike ! whiiv a hope 13 there
Left in Soudan.

Mothers of Eaglaud, woep!
Weep, son and daugbrers !

Weep tor the brave who sleep,
Hard by thie Nile's waters !

Weep for your Bumaby,
Dead an the vau—

Weep, ye, for all who hie
Cold i Esudan !

Winds of the desert sweep
Over them, lying
Locked 1 cternat sleep,
Daath sull defymg—
Mammon and Avatice
Well may grow wan,
At thought of the sacntfive
Mae 1a Soudan,
~J. N. Matthews.

CRUEIL TWIITING.

N EARS age, when I was s boy,
<% 2 it was customary, and prob-
{5 sy is now to tome extent
. among district echools in the
country, to havetpeiling echools during
tho winter term. These gatherings
were always anticipsted wih gieat
interest by the scholars, us at those
times was to be decided who was the
test speller.  Qccasionally one school
would vieit another for the test of
scholarship in this regard. Ab/ how
the little hesrts would throb, and big
ones thump, in their anxiety to best
the wkole.

Oocs on a time, a ncighbouring
school sent word to ours, that on a
certain day, in the afternoon, thay
would mect at cur school-house for one
of thcse contests. As the time wsas
short, most of tho other studies were
suspended, and at school and at home
in the evening, all hands were studying
to master the monosylisbles, dissyl-
Isbles, polysyllables, abbroviations, &c.
&c,, which the spelling backs contain.

At length the day arrived, and =4
our visitors were oonsidercd rather our
superiors, our fears and anxieties were
proportionately great. Tho scholars
woro rapged in a standing position, on
opposite aides of the house, and the
words pronounced to each alternately,
), and tho scholar that “missed ” was to
sit down, His game was up.

3

It did not tuke long to thin the
ranks of both sides.  In a ehort time
our cheol had but eight on the floor,
and theirs but six.  Aftor = few
rounds the coutest turned in their
favour, as they bad four standing to
our two. Fora long time it scemed
8 though these six had the book “by
beart.” At length tho numbor was
reduced to one on cuch side.  Our
visiturs were vopreeented by an accom-
plished young Indy, whose parenty hrd
recently arrived in town, and ours by
myself, a ragzed little boy of ten
sumniera, who had sat up night after
night, whilo my mother, with no other
light than produced by pine kncts,
pronounced my lesson to me. The
intcrast of the spectstors was oxcited
to the bighest pitch, as werd after
word was spetled by each. At length
the young ludy missrd and I stood
alone.  Her teacher said she did not
uuderstand the word.  She declarcd
she did ; that the honour was mine snd
that I richly deserved it. That was a
proud moment for me. T had spelled
down hoth schools and was declarad
the victor. My cheeks burned, snd
my brain was dizzy with excitement.

Boon as the schos] was d smissed, my
ccmpetitress came and suat down by my
tide and congratulated me on my
success, inquired my pameo and ago,
and flatteringly predictod my future
success in life.

Unaccustomed to such attentions, 1
doubtless acted as most little boys
would under such circumstances, inju-
diciously. At this juncture, Mustcr
G., the son of therich man of the
neighbourhood, tauntingly sudd to me,
in the presence of wy tair friend and
a number of boys from the other school
—Q you needo’c feel so big—your
fulks are poor and your father is a
dinzkard.”

1 was happy no more—I was a
druekara’s son—and how could I look
wy new friends in the faco3—My
hcart seemed w rige up in my thioat,
snd almoet suffocated me. The hot
tens g sealdod my eyes—but 1 kept them
bzck; aud soon sk possible crept quietly
away from my cumpanions, procvred
my dinner basket, and, unobserved,
lett the scere of my trivmph and cis-
grace, with a heavy heart, for my
home! <My folks were poor—and
my father wzs a drunkard.” But wby
should I be repiosched for that? 1
could not peveat my father’s drinking,
and useisted und encouraged by my
mother, £ tizd douo ull I could to keep
my place in my class at achool and to
sseist her in her worse than widow-
heod.

Boy a8 Y was, I inwerdly resolved
never to tasto of liguor, and thas I
would show Master G., if 1 was a
drupkard’s son, I would yet stand as
high as ke did. But all my resolves
could not allay the guawing gricf and
vexation produced by bis taunting
words and haughty manner, In thiy
frame of mind—my head and heart
aching, iy eyes red and swollen—1
rcached home. DMy mother saw al
once that I was in trouble, and
inquired the cauge. 1 buried my facu
in her lap, and burst into tears. Mother,
steing my giief, waited until [ was
moro composed, when I told her what
had happened; and asdded pustionately,
“1 wish father wouldn't be s Urunkard,
80 wo could bo rospected as other
folks.” At first, mother acemed
almost overwhelmed, but quickly rally-
ing, said:

* My son, I feel very sorry for you,

and regrot that your feelings have been
so injmed, G, hos twitted you about
things you caunot hdp.  But nevor
mind, my son. Bo ulways honest;
nover take a drup of intoxicatng
liquor ; study and improve your mind,
Depend on your own onergies, trusting
in God, and you will, if your life is
spared, muke a useful and respected
man, 1 wish your father when sober
could have witnessed this scene, and
realized the sorrow his comrse brings
on us all.  But keop a biave hesrt,
my son. Remember you are respon-
sible only for your own fuults, Pray
Gad to keep you, and don’t grieve for
tho thoughtless and unkind reproaches
tunt may bo cast on yon on your futher's
uceount.”

This leseon of my blessed mother, I
trust, wag not lost upon me, Nemly
forty yents have passod since that day,
and I have pussed many trying scenes,
but none ever made s strong an
impression on my feelings as that
beartless remark of G's, It was eo
unjuet and so uncalled-for. Now,
Loys, remomber, wlways treat your
mates with kindness. Never indulge
in taunting rewarks toward any one,
and remember that the son of » poor
man, and even of a drunkard, may
have sensibilities as keen ag your own.

But there i another part to this
story. The other day a gentleman
called at my place of business, and
asked if I did not recognize him, I
wld him I did not. “Do you remem.
ber,” suld he, *“of being at a spelling
school at s certain time, und s rude,
thoughtless boy twitting you of poverty
and being & drunkserd’s gon?” I do
mest distinctly,” said I © Well,” con.
tinued the gentleman, “I am that Loy,
There has not probably & month passed
sinco then but I have thought or that
remark with regret and shawe, and s
I am sbout leaving for Californis,
perhaps to end my days there, I could
not go without first calling on yon
and askiog your forgiveness for that
act.” Bo,s, I gave hin my hand asa
pedge of forgiveness.  Did T do rightd
You all say yes. Well, then, let me
close s 1 began.  Boys never twit one
another for what we cannot help.

—Unele Joseph.

HINTS TO OUR BOYS.
MANNERS.

€Y E courteous, frank, obliging,
(‘/3§ always *in honour preferring
ey one another”

Nothing is lost, but almost
averything i8 to be gained, by the
observance of what Milton finely char-
acterizes ns—1

¢ Those graceful acts,
Those thousand decencies, that daily flow”

from our * words and actions.”

Porfoct sympathy is the key to
courtesy. Be ocourteous to all. Do
good to all men. Speak evil of no
one. Hear before judging. Hold un
angry toegue. Think betore speaking.
Bo kind to tho distressed. Ask pardon
for all wrongs. Be pationt wward
everybody. Disbeliove most ill re-
porta.

Ever show marked respect to those
who are older, and who may thereforo
be supposed to know more than your-
self. It is = step gained to know
your jgnorance. Many youths who
tancy themeelves to bo regular Liicks
are only half-baked clay. Bo willing
to learn.

Avoid rash anssortions Fo-{ span of somo majeatic arch !

T

garding things on which your infor.
mation is defectiveo or partial ; for, as
Shakesptare says, * Modest doubt ix
the beacun of the wise.,” Huniility is
insoparable {rom all true progicss, |
“As you grow in your arl,” snid
Gounod to n young poet, *‘you will §
judgo the great musters of tho past as
I now judge the great musiciang of §
former times At your ago 1 used to
suy ‘I; at twenty-five 1 uaid <1 and §
Mozart ;* at forty, *Mozart and I.'§
Now I eny ¢ Mozart.'"”

When you have.oceasion to differ
from suyone, whether he be your
suptrior, inferior, or cqual, do not
flatly contradict him ; but, while clearly
and wadeatly stating vour own opinion,
always be careful to maintain respect
snd courtesy in your communications §
with others, making no claim to in-
fullibility.

Never interrupt others who are
speaking, even when temptod to try to
get a word in edgoways.  Avoid loud
talking, and all rade, awkward
gestures,

Always be kind and considerate o
the aged, the infirm, and the helpless, B
whether youvg or old ; also befriend,
and whenover you can, protect the
lower animels from cruelty of any
kind. '

Bo sincorely what you seom, and §
never bo ashamed to say “1 do not .
know” when you are ignorant of any-
thing ; or to aay, eithec in vegard to §
time or money, ‘I canpot aftord it
when you know that you can't,

Considor well beforo you say “ Yes,"
and be able, on right occasions, de-
cidedly to say “ No.” j

In a1l that you do be thorough, and §
ever and ever strive bravely and man-
fully to do your duty, both to God and -
man. ;

1 12

THE FLY ON THE CATHEDRAL :
PILLAR.

MBERLE i3 u striking passage
i in which a gresat phiioso-
RE pher, the fumous Bishop @
Berkeley, descnbes tho thought which |
occurred to him of the inscrutablo 'K
scnemes of Providence, as ho saw in §
St. Paul's Cathearal a fly moving on
ono of the pillars. ¢ It requires,” he
8ay8, * some comprchension in the eye
of an intelligent spectator to tako in
at ono view the various parts of the
building, in order to observe their
sy mmetry and design.  But to the fly,
whoso protpect was confined to u little
part of ono of the stones of 2 single
pillar, the joint beauty of the whole,
or the distinct use of its parts, was in-
cornspicuous. To that limited view
the small irregularities on the surfaco
of tho hown stcne scemed to he so
niany deformed rocks and precipices.”
That fly oz tho pillar of which the
phtlosopher spoke, iy the likeness of
cach human being a8 ho creeps along
the vagt pillars which support the
universe. Tho sorrow which appears
to us nothing but a yawning chasm or
bideous precipico may turn out to be
Lut tho juining or cement which binds
together tho frsgments of our existence
into » solid whole! That dak and
crooked path 1m which wo have to
grops our way 1a doubt and fesr may
be but® the curve which, in tho full
dayhght of a bnghwr world, will
appear t0 Lo the nccessary finish of
somo choice ornament, tho inevitablo |
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LITTLE BESSIE.

THR WAY IN WHICH SHE FRLL ASLRLD,

¥ ~ ?UG e cloger, closer wmother,
R Put your arms around me tight,
1 am cold and tired, mother,
And I feel so strange to-mght ;
Somethang huets me hore, dear mother,
Liko a stoue upon my Lreust,
Oh * I wonder, mother, mother,
Why it is I cannot rest.

All the day while you were working,
As 1 lay upon my bud,
I was trying to ba patient,
And %o think of what you said,—
How the kind and Dlessed Jesus

t Loves his lamby to watch and keep,
Yy And 1 wish he'd como and take mv,
1 In his arms, that X might sleep.

it

Just before the lamp was lighted,
Just before the children came,
When the room was very quiet,
I heard some one cal) my nae,
All at once the window opened ;
In a field whero Jambs and sheep,—
Nome from out a brook were drinking,
Somwe were lying fast asleep.

But I could not sea the Saviour,
Though L straiyed my eyes to soe ;

And I wondered if he saw,

If he'd ypeak to such as e ;

1u a moment [ wasg laokiug

On a world so bright anﬁ fair,

Which was full;of littl childrer,

And they seemed vo happy there.

They were singing, oh ! how sweetly,
Sweeter songs | never heard ;

They wera singing swecter, mother,
Than can sing our vollow bird,

And while I, my breath was holding,
Une, so bright, upon moe smiled,

And I'koew it must be Jesus,

When ho said, ““Come here, my child.”

“‘Come up here my little Bessie,

Come up here and livo with me,
Whero the children uever suffer,

But are happicr than you see,”
Then 1 thought of all you'd told me

OF that bright and happy land ;
1 was going whea you ml‘cd me,
When you came and kissed wy hand.

And at first | felt so sorry
You ba called me, 1 would g0
Oh ! tosleep and never sutfer j—
Mother dou't bo cryivg sot
Hug we closer, closer mother,
Put your arms around mo tight ;
Ob, how much I love you, mothur;
But 1 feel so strange to-night 1

e

T

And the mother pressed her closer
To her overburdened breast ;
On the heart 50 near to breaking
Lay the heart 30 near its rest
In the solemu howt of nudmght,
Tu the darkness calm and deep,
Lying on her mother's bosom,
Little Bessis fell asleep !

WHIRLING DOWN NIAGARA.

S

T e W W e e D e

UST a¢ a grain zcow, containing
a crew of four men and towed
by two horses, swung cut the
Chippows cut into the Niaguia

river, she met a raft of timber rather

ncar to the shoroe for th scow ta pass
botween it and the land. The scow
was forced to take the outside.  The
driver of tho horses did his. best to
keep the line clear hy urging his
borses, but it fically caught in. the
logs und snapped. As the rops parted,
tho boat trembled on: the surface of
the water for an instaot, as if in dread
of the fate that awaited. it, and then
swuny around and started for Niagara

Falls at a terrific pace.

Tho scow being destined for canal

pavigation, had 1o smaller boat.
Appreciating in an instaat their

awful danger, the men on the scow

yelled to the men on the raft to got a

boat quickly. Ono of their number

sprang ashore and ran for Chippewa,
shouting as he ran:

“Help! a boat! Jquick ! mon going
over the fulls.”
" Tho sound of tho voico reached the
village considernbly in advance of thn
man, and the crv was taken up and
repeated from street to street, The
people rushed out of their houwses and
8l\opn, auch injuiring of the ochqt what
conld be done.

Some scattercd to bunt for a boat,
while those who felt that they could
I'o of no uso if one were found, ran

down the creek to see what was thoj.

sitnation of the river.

On reaching it they weve horrified
to see that the scow had already gotten
considerably below the mouth of the
creek and was spreding down stream
with its precious human freight, to what
scemed: certain descruction.  Somo of
tho men on the vessel were on their
kneea with clasped hands and upturned
fuces, commending their souls to God.

Very soon the Canadian hank of the
river was lined with hundreds of
people, while quite a crowd could aleo
be seen on the Goat Xsland side.
They were ull agonized witnesses ot
four fellow-beings in horrible terror.

Just 28 all hope had been abandoned,
apparently by the people on land
and the men on the scow, a voice
cried from the upper end of the crowd :

« Here comes a boat | ”

In an instant every eye was turned
in the direction of Chippswa Creek,
and there most of them recognized the
tall athletic torm of a bargeman named
Smiith, in an ordipary clinker boat,
boldly pulling into the river.

As he forged ovt into the stream,
ho made a hasty snrvey of the situntion,

‘and then plisd the white ash with

redoubled energy.

Ar he #1ed along, the boat almost
lesping from the water at every stroke,
a cheer arose from the people on shore
that fairly rent the air.  The moment
he appeared, the attention of tbo men
on the scow was riveted on him and
his {rail craft.

On and oen he shot, each stroko
narrowing the distance between him
and the scow, but the latter was
getting slarmingly near the rapids,
to enter which was certain destiuc-
tion.

Thoss on shoro could not help: ad-
wiring and applauding tlie heroism of
young Swith, but they could only feel
that the result of bis diring would he
to ndd anotber to the list of the lost.

As he neared the scow he shouted to
the men: “Scat'er alongside of the boat
aund drap in as I pass by.”

Tho demand was promptly obeyed,
and in an instant the little craft way
alongside. One after another the men
sprang in; uotil the four were eafely in
tho bottom.

Now came a moment of painful
avxiety. “Now what will he dot”
way the quory that came to eye-y
wiod. Smith bad bis plan of action
and never hreitated a moment, Ata
peint some distance from the Caneds
sido the current divided at the head of
the rapids, part of the stream flowing
around an island in tho vicinity of the
burnt spring. On1eaching the current
loading around thie-island lay the only
chance of escape.

Taking a disgonal course across and
down tho strcam, Smith bent overy
cffort to reach the Canadian divida
It was a desperate struggle for the life
of fivo men, between tho secething,
boiling, wators, and' the muscle and
erdurance of young Smith, with the
odds secemingly against him.

Bat tho divide was finally gained
with not a hoat’s length to »pare, At
the feot of the island tho channel
widened materially, the current slack-
encd, and tho water beeame more
shallow,

Here young Swith landed his boat,
having performed one of the wost
heroic and daring feats ever performed
by mortal man.—Nashville Advocats.
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GAS WELLS,
R

BT was our privilege to visit these
2 wonder.ul wells not long since,
We wanted to know all about
ther and agked many questions.
W were surprised that so fow people
could tell us anything about them.

‘They bhore down in the earth, then
sink an iron pipe, rcrew one on to the
end of this, and so on; only when they
bore through stone, then they don’t
need any tubv.  When they strike the
gas-well, they put a light to the end of
the tube out of tha ground and it burns
liko the gus made in the citics, They
uso this gus to run mills and factories.
Many firms save thousands of dollarg
yearly in this way.,  They need no fucl
to run their machinery. The private
houses and hotels use it for heating
purposes and to caok by.

It looks very pretty and clean, burn.
ing in an open grate. An iron bar,
full of little holes, runs across the fire-
piace ncar the hearth. A largo screw
regulates the blaze,

Tho town of Wellsburg, W, Vu ,.is
lit by this gas, and instead of the lamp-
post and glass top we are accustemsd
to sceing, just an iron tubse sticks up
and is finished off in varions desigus,
such ag circles, squares, gtars, hesrts,
and many havo signs and names made
of it. This is done by making the iron
bar any shape deo:ired and put holes
here and there. When the gas is )it
it burns through each little opening
and has a veiy pretty effect. An arch
was made in this way, and the word
¢ Welcono ™ hung 'noath the arch. A
whistle, similar to thoee used on the
cms and steamboats was blown by this
gas.  The noiss it produced was faitly
deafening. -

There are threo of these gas-wells.
Tho last and largest of the threo was
bored only a few months ago.  Calling
them “ wells,” would give one the
idea they were an opeuning in the
ground. Such is not the case. You
simply se0 & large iron tube sticking
out of the ground, with sr imwense
bisz~ coming out of the topo. it The
flamnes dart, Jick and snup up througsh
the air.

Tho largest well makes more noito
burning aud roming, than guy ergine
we over hard. They lighe the wlols
country around. A pieco «f board or
wood thiown near the blazo is drawn
in and ccnsumned in the flames.

Very little seems to be known of
the causo of this gas.

The inhabitants soem to think It
iaso it is,” and take very little thought
a8 to whore it comes from or how long
it will last, Wo felt afraid thst, in
time, tho gas would all be oxhausted,
a vacuum created and the result would
bo a young earthquake in that vicinity
ono of theso days. We heard one
theory advanced, viz: That oil is
formed in the earth in pochets. Tt
becomes very light at. certain stages,
sud forms this- gas, which rises and
finds its way into crevices and open-
ings in tho bowols of the earth.

THE LOOM OF LIFE,

L LL day, all night, T can hear the jar
Of the loon of lifo; and near and far
1t thrilly, with its deep and muflled sonnd,
Ay, tireless, the wheols go always round,

e,

Busily, ceagolessly, goey the loom,

In the hight of day, and the midnight's gloom,
Aund the wheels are turning, early and Iate,
And the woof is wound ju the warp of fato,

Click, click
in;
Click, click ! another of wrong and sin.
What a checkored thing this life will be,
When we see it unrolled in cternity !

there’s a thread of love wovent

When shall this wonderful web bo done?

In a thousand years, porhaps, or one ;

Ur to~nn\irroxv! Who kuoweth? Not thou,
norI;

But the wheels turn on, and the shuttles fly.

Are we spinners of good in this life-web say ?
Do wo furnish the weaver a thread each day ?
It were Lotter, O my friends, to spin

A beautiful thread, than a thread of siu.

> 4O > smmm——_ ey

LIZZY'S LIGHT.

’ILL FOSTER *was a coast-
guardsman, and lived in
cne of the cottages frcing
the grand old ocean. He
hud no wife, but he had one little girl,
Lizzy, who was to him as the very
apple of his eye. And Lizay was just
ag fond of Will; they were all in all
to eich other, and very happy they
both were. But one bleak, windy
evening in December, when the ground
was covered with snow, it was Will's
turn to go round by the cliffs on guard;
and these cliffs, safe as they wero
in the daptime, proved exceedingly
dangerous at night, especiully when,
ss now, the treacharous sugw hash Nid-
den up all tho landwarks, Therefore
Lizzy lighted the big lanternm, and
braved the rough wind, though it
every moment threatencd to blow her
away, and keeping her eyes fixed' upon
the cliffs, battled nobly on, for with
her father's danger still in view, sho
could not, oh! ske could not, turn
back. Brave little girl! And now
P11 just tell you of another light lield
out by Lizzy to the father she loved
so well. Will, being a sailor, was,
you may guess, rough and not over
good in his ways; but Lizzy, wlio had
been to: Sabbath-gchool, had' learncd of
the beautiful home in heaven ; there-
fore, perched on Will's knee, when it
wag his *turn-in nighe,” she would
sing son2s telling of the home and the
Grest King who dwelt tlero; sho
would also teil Will of tho way leading
to tho home, tili by-and-by he, like
Lizzy, jowmneyed heavenward too.
Lattlo chiidren cannot all bear Lizzy's
isntern to light their dear ones over
the chif's ; but.all can bear the sccond
ight—atl can dv their best to lcad
some souls to heaven.

. EAT FRUIT.

RN RUIT-EATING must obtain
(PA’ more Jargely than it does, not
Saalell g5 g Juxury, but a8 a hygienic
mosasure. Our lives are becoming im-
paired, and meat-eating is & luxury
whioh is incompatible with many gene-
rations without deterioration of the
viscera ;. and consequently our dictaries
must be moditied accordingly.

Fruit should bo kept where the
children can help themsuslves to it. A
barrel of apples will often savo a fit of
sickness. Threo or four eaten every
day will do them cver ro much good.
Never scrimp your children’s supply of
fruit if you can help it.




PLEASANT HOURS.

GRANDMOTHER.

YR USH, littlo feet 1 go softly
Over the cchioing floor,
Grandmother's reading the Bible
‘There by the open door.
All of its pages are dearer still,
Now sho is almost down the hill.

Mellow September sunshine
Round her is gently shed—
Gold and silver together
Crowning her bended head—
While she lf(ollm\-s where saints have trod,
Reading tho blessed-book of God.

Grandmother's past the mormug,
* Past the noonday sun,
Aud sho 18 reading and resting
After her work is done;
Now in the quiet autumn oves
She has only to bind her sheaves.

Almost through with trial,
Almest done with care,
And the discipline of sorrow
Hallowed by trust and prayer,
\Vaitiug to lay her armour down
To go up higher and take the crown,

No little feet to follow
Over this weary road,
No little hand to lighten
Of many a weary load ;
Cluldren stauding 1n honoured prime,
Bless her now 1 her evemuyg tune,

Grandma has closed tho volume,
And by her saintly look
Peace 1 know she has gathered
Out of the sacred book ;
May be she catchies through that door
Glimpses of heaven’s eternul shore
—Selected.
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Pleasant Wonrz:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK ;
Rev. W. h. WITHKO Y, 0.U., Editer.

TORONTO, MAY 2, 1585

COME TO JESUS.

HY do you so long resist
the strivings of the holy
Nazarene, who gives you
such wonderful opportuni.

tics of sdvancement in the religious

life? “Plenty of time yet; 7 will
becomo a Christian before I die,” is
the reply.

“Now is the accepted time.” Harden

not your hearts with the vain imagin-

ation of “time encugh yet.” How
suddenly tho hand of sickness is laid
upon mowme who, perbsps, looked for-
ward with pleasant hopn of a long life,

and are brcught down s with a -

mighty grip into the grave. And,
dear reader, -would it be any casier for
you to como to Jesus in old age than
now ? Christ is the way and we must

O do not bo deceived. |

oternal life boyond the grave. Xt has
been said, ¢ To-morrow never comes,"”
‘“Bohold now is the accepted time;
behold now is the day of salvation.”
(2 Cor. 6:2.) Obh, reader, hastening
on with such wondexful rapidity to the
final judgment day, when you cannot
escapo tho fiery indignation of a juet
and holy God, how can you do other-
wigo than now to stop and turn in the
road that will lead you to happiness
thvough all eternity$ ¢ How cau |
bo saved?” Is that what we hear?
‘“Beliove on the Lord Jesus Christ
and thou shalt be saved.” _ Accept
Christ and bo made ““an heir to an in-
heritance incerruptible, snd that fadeth
notaway.” Ssventy years, tho allotted
age of man, must soon pass away, and
overy living soul must then enter upon
an cternal existence in a separate state.
Neglect not 8o great a transaction,
sinco upon your decision hangs tho
doom of an immortal goul. Christ is
merciful, but if his offer is not im-
proved, how can you expect him to do
otherwise than to banish you from his
holy presence, and cast you into holl}
O sinner, ccmo now to Jesus before it
shall be too late. For you Christ died.
Christ wants to save you now,

The writer of the above is not yot
gsoventeen vyears old, but has conse-
crated his life to the service of God,
und intends to fit himeelf more fully
to the work of the Master.

HOW SUCCESS IS WON.

9 EORGE STETHENSON, un-
3 able to read the alphabet till
S5 he was eighteen, working in

the coal-pits for sixpence a
uay, and mending the boots and patch-
ing the clothes of his follow-workmen
in tho evenings to earn a fow extm
pennies that he might attend a night-
school, is a good illustration of what a
poor and ignorant boy may become.
Never idle, never above doing the
commonest work, never an ale drinker,
as wag tho custom among miners, he
showed tho fine quality of his nature
by giving the first money which he
ever carned, ono hundred and fifty
dollars, to hia blind father, that he
might pay his debts.  ~

When he became an engincer and
projected a railroad between Man-
chester and Liverpool, tho peoplo said,
“He is a madmen. His ‘roaring
steam engine’ will set the houses on
fire with its sparks, the smoke will
pollute the air, and carriage makers
and coachmen will starve for want of
work.” The excitement following his
public proposals was intengse. For
three days he was questioned by a
large committeo of the House of Com-
mons. This was one of the questions:
“If a cow gets on the track in the
way of an engine travelling ten miles
an hour, will it not be awkward situa-
tion1” Very aoberly answerod George
Stephenson, but with a twinkle in his
eyo:  Yes, varry awkward indeed for
tho coo !”

Tho government inspector said that
if ever a Jocomotive went ten miles an
hour, he * would undertake to eat a
stowed epgine-wheel for breakfast.”
Stephenson’s * Rocket,” & clumsy cn-
gine, but a wondor at the time, and
now to be scen at Kensington Museum,
mado the tria) trip at an average apeed
of fourteen miles an hour, and so the
inspector had the opportunity of keep-
ing his promise. During the next ten

come by him, if we expect to reap l years being employed to open up rail-
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roads in evory direction, Stephenson  to re-animate them, and to have them
became wealthy and renowned, the again in their homes, that by un-
friend of Sir Roburt Peel, owner of a v;]earied bministrati;ms l(:f tendergess
large country seat, and the pride of they might atone for the past. Go
En%;la.nd. lie declined the hlt;nour of | forbid that any of the dear young
knighthood. His famous son, Robert,'people who read these lines should
said of him, “ His exawplo and his | store up for thomselves this fruitless
character made me the man I am.”— ' remorse.—Lamp of Life.

Wids Awake, ]

- A BIT IN OLD LONDON.

FILIAL DUTY. OV BE march of improvement is

R . | removing almost every trace
1‘“;?“ g;;‘]ht;l!;;i zoozi, x:z':i ‘1:?:3 of old London, except a few
to your father and mother, of its most statoly monu-
If you do you will surely |ments, as the tower, the abbey, the

: 3 temple church, The quaint old
have the approbation of God, and of all dom)estic rehitecburo whic 1‘11 o o
good people. Few things can be more ho. o hes. altost di e
painful to parents than to be treated “01 *‘_"’0‘3‘;’, a3 almost disappea .
with disrespect by their own children, Only in a few soquestered courts an
Your parents may have their peculi- | B#rrow strects and lanes are any traces
arities and weaknosses, and may not | of it to bo found, = In our picture we
at all times bo as considerato as you | bave a glimpse of ono of theso bits of
think they ought to be. But you see, | 014 London, long sinco vanished. The
when they were young they did not | SWinging signs, the quaint gabled
have advantages that aro afforded to houscs, the arches scross the street, the
you. Remember always that they love lumbering coaches, the queer costumes,
you dearly; they lovo you with a |8ll speak of a distant past, and it is a
wealth of affection which you cannot | past that we neod not regret. Tho
cstimate. And thoy aro trying hard | Present with its manifold improvements
to do tho very best for you that they i and discoveries of scienco— The long
know how. In the common order of | Yesult of time "—brings to tho house
pature you must soon follow father | bold of tho average citizen comforts
and motker to the grave. Standing and.luxur‘l‘es that even kl'x}gs in tho
there besido the open grave you will | vanisbed “good oid times” could not
remember the disrespectful words, and | possess.  Notwithstanding all the
actions, and thoughts of which you poverty ‘a.nd wrotchedness and vioe,
havo been guilty towards them, Alas | | the condition of the people of London
how many & man and woman have |88 Whole s, we believe, better than
knceled upon the grave whero father | it ever was before.
and: mother lay mouldering, and
jamented with burning tears of shamo
and sorrow, the disobedience, the un-
kindness, the neglect shown in earlior
yours. How thoy have longed to lift
up tho faded forms from their coffins,

o

Porisnep steel will not shine in the
dark ; no more can reason, however
refined and cultivated, shine efficaci-
ously, but a8 it reflects the light of
divine truth shed from heaven.
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FALLING STARS,
ETEORITES are composed

swiftly overhoad, and usually explode

and shine Jike a falling star. One of
the largest ever socem in the United
States appearod about twenty-four
years ago, in the atill summer evening,
coming from the west. It was about

QO W R RO T TO M

{88 bright as tho moon. It passed
o [ s¥iftly over the heads of thousands of
d J observers.  Peoplo in their country
o houses in Westchester county, men,

women and children, ran out of doors
@ to seo the unuaual visitor in the sky.
Many were very much frightened.
B But the meteor passed on, harming no
one, and scemed at last to burst and
 disappear over Long Island sound.
Many interesting stories are told of
the strange appearance and violent
explosions of these meteors in the sky.
Yet no one scems ever to have been
harmed by them. At night, April
5th, 1800, a bright object of great size
~—*“'ag large,” it was gaid, ‘as a house”
—moved over our country, and seemed
torush forward with terriule swiftnoss,
W1t gave a light as brilliant as that of
tho sun. It dissappeared in the north-
weat, A violent crash was heard that
soomed to shake tho earth, and the
fmeteor buried itsolf in the ground.

o W Yo o oM
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FaLrLiNc STaRrs,

* Where it fell, trees were broken down

chiefly of iron and stone, and |
fall from the skies. When,
they appear in the day time, |
they come like a thick clond passing:
withaloud report. They are seen very ; hours along the sky. It was a rain of

frequently at night, all over tho country, : fire. In ali parts of our country, from

and burned, the ocarth torn up, the
vegetation scorched as if by fire.

But the most brilliant display of
meteors ever witnessed was on Novem-
ber 12-13, 1883, at night. Suddenly
the whole heavens shoue as if in flames,
and countless balls of fire flashed for

Maine to Gerrgia, thoe people were
awakened, and watched with wonder
tho falling stars. Many fancied the
earth wag burning, and that they them.
solves would soon perish in the fiery
furnace. Tho coloured people in the
Southern States, who were very ignor-
ant, came out from their cabins, and
often fell into wild convulsions of
terror. They prayed, they shouted;
thoy cried out, ** The Day of Judgment
has come!” The heautiful sight con.
tinued nntil morning. It has never
appeared again. But metcors are
always soen about the 12th of Novem-
ber, and every thirty-thieo years they
come in great numbers. It would
appear ag if the earth at those periods
passed through a cloud of thom. None
of thom in 1883 fell upon the ground
or did any harm. Theo metoors that
come in November are called Leonids,
because they seem to fall from the con-
stellation Leo,

The stones that fall from the sky
when the meteors explode are black,
brittle, and covered with a shining or
dark glaze. Some of them are more
than & hundrod pounds in weight,

‘The Chinese have recorded groat num-
bory of them in their histories. Among
the Greeks and Romans these bluck
stones that fell from the skies wore
worshipped a8 if thoy were gods, One
of thom was called the * Mother of the
Gods.,” 1t was brought to Rowmo from
tho East, where it is said to have fallen
from the skies in « cloud of fire, The
ancient philosophers thought these
blackfstones foll from the sun. 1t is
remarkablo that tho fallen stones havo
nover done any harm. Thoy haveo
usually fullen in tho country ov in the
gew, or c¢ven far away upon 8omo
descerted island, One may almost
slwayaiseco ono or moro meteors shoot-
ing over the sky on clear nights, and
leave hehind a trail of hght.—Harper's
Young People.

HOW DRUNKARDS ARE
MADE.

AOW you watch those chil-
Jl dren. They'll drink bhalf
that beer before they get
home, and their mother
will gcold mo for not giving a good
pint, and I've given near a quart,” gaid
the bartender of & downtown saloon
yesterday, referring to two little girls
of six and eight, thinly clad, who bad
come in for a pint of lager.

The reporter did watch the young
ones, They had scarcely got outside
the galoon door when the one who
carried the tin pail lifted it to her lips
aod took a drink. Then her com-
pauion took a few swallows. A little
farther on they entered a tenement
house halfway, and both again took
8 gip,

“[ have lots of such customers,”
8aid the bartender when the reporter
roturned to the saloon to light his
cigar, “Girls and boys and women
form half our trade. We call it 1amily
trade. It pays our expenses. OQur
profits come from the drinkers at the
bar, But I tell you what, half the
children who come here drink. That's
how drunkards aro made.  Their
mothers and fathers send 'em for beer,
They sco the old folks tipple and they
begin to taste the liquor themselves,

“ Few of the children who come in
hero for beer or alo carry a full pint
home. Sometimes two or three come
in together, and it you watch ’em
you'll hear ono begging the one with
the pail for a sip. We must sell it,
however, when their parents send for
it. We are bound todoso. Business
is busincas. We don’t keep a temper-
anco shop.”—JX. Y. Herald,

WHAT A SOHOOL-GIRL DID.

RECENT issue of the Pall
Mall Gazette contsins the al-
most incredible record made by
a school.girl :

“ A girl named Akerman, aged four-
teen, daughter of & labourer, has just
completed her education at Langley
School, Bucke. She has nover wissed
being present since tho school was
opened, October 4, 1875, and in com-
pleting her 3,451 attendances is said
to have walked 6,000 wiles,  She has
pased every standard succeesfully, and
in the three subjects on first grade
drawing obtained ‘excellent ’ prizes in
freehand and model, as also in the three
stages of the specific subjocts, litera-
ture, domestic economy and animal
physiology, and in one stage in physical
goography,  Sho has also obtained
twenty-six other prizes for good atten-
dance, sculpture, sewing, knitting, ete.”

ALWAYS DO RIGHT.
Y 8. K, 2

@lllLI)IlEN who read my lay,
2 Thus much I have to say :
Each day and every day,
Do what is right !
Joight things in great and small,
Then though tho sky should fsll,
Sun, moon, and stars, aud all,
You shall have right.

This further I would say :
Be vou tempted as you mny,
Each day and every day,
Speak what is true,
Truoe things in great and sma)) !
‘Then though tho sky should fall,
Sun, moon, and stars, and all,
Heaven would show through!

Figs, ns you sce and know,
Do not out of thistles grow ;
And though the blossoms hlow
While on tho tree,
Grapes never, never yet
On the limbs of thorns were set ;
So, if you would get,
Good you must be!

Lifo’s journey, through and through,
Speaking what is just and true;
Doing what is right to do
Unto one and all,
When you work and when you play,
Each day and every day ,
Then peaco shall gild your way,
Though tho sky should fall.

TALKING BACK.

24> ONTRADICTING is the Latin

( ‘j of it. Some boys and girls

have a bad habit of doing this,

The habit grows upon them
till they become quite unconscious of
it. Whatever is said to them by
parent or teacher, in the way of re-
quirement, advice, expostulation, re-
proof, these boys or girls have some
defenco or objection to make., What
they ought to do, is to receive admon-
ition in silence, or clse with a thought-
fully spoken assent.

There are children that never seem
to regard a direction from father or
mother, a8 binding on them, if they
can only think of something to say
against it. And generally they can.
The direction must be repeated, or
they consider themselves free, because
they have talked back.

Boys and girls, don’t “talk back.”
It is a miserable habit. Ask your
friends if you do it ; for if you do, it
is probable you are not aware of it.
So ask to be reminded when you talk
back. Then stoutly say nothing in
reply to the reminder except ** Thank
you,” and bite your lips in silence.
Make your lips bleed rather than
“talk back.”

THE BERKSHIRE « WHITE
HORSE."”

RERHAPS the biggest horse in
gl the world is the ¢ White
. Horse ’ of Berkshire. It is
a tigure one hundied and seventy yards
long, cut in the side of & hill. A long
way off it looks as though drawn in
chalk lines, but the outlines are really
deep ditche: in the soil, kept clean and
free from grags by the people, who take
great pride in it. The ditches are six
yards wide and two feet deep. The
eye of the horse is four feet acroes, and
the ear is fifteen yards long. It can
bo seen for sixteen milea. When the
time comes to clear out the ditches,
the people make a sort of picnic of it,
and play all sorts of rustic games. Jt
is gaid to have been cut in commemor-
ation of a great victory obtained by

A— € —

Alfred over the Danes, during the
reign of his brother Ethelred, in 871, J
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THE TWO GLASSES.
%‘HERE sat two glasses, filled to the

brim,

On a rich man's table, rim to rim ;

One was ruby, and red as blood,

And one clear as the erystal flood.

Said the glass of wine to his paler brother,

“Let us tell the tales of the past to each
other.

I can tell of banquet, revel, and mirth

And the proudest and grandest soul on earth

Fell under my touch as though struck by
blight

Where 1 was king : for I ruled in might.

From the heads of kings have I torn the

. crown,

From the heights of fame have I hurled men
down ;

1 have blasted many an honoured name,

I have taken virtue and given shame,

I have tempted the youth with a sip, a taste,

That has made the tuture a barren waste.

¢ Far greater than any king am I,

Or than any army beneath the sky.

I have made the arm of the driver fail,

And sent the train from the iron rail.

I have made good ships go down at sea,

And the shrieks of the lost were sweet tome ;

For they said, ¢ Behold, how great you be !

Fame, strength, wealth, genius before you
fall,

And your might and power are over all.’

Ho! ho! pale brother,” laughed the wine,

** Can you boast of deeds as great as mine $”

Said the crystal glass, ' I can not boast

Of a king dethroned or a murdered host ;
But I can tell of hearts that once were sad
By my crystal drops made light and glad ;
Of thirst I've quenched, and brows I've laved,
Of hands I've cooled, and souls I've saved.
I've leaped through the valley, dashed down

the mountain,

Laid in the lake, and danced in the fountain,
Slept in the sunshine, and dropped from the

SKYy,

And everywhere gladdened the landscape and
eye.

I have eased the hot forehead of fever and

pain ;

1 have made the parched meadows grow fertile
with grain ;

T can tell of the powerful wheel of the mill

That ground out the flour, and turned at
my will ;

I can tell you of manhood debased by you,

That I have lifted and crowned anew.

I cheer, I help, I strengthen and aid,

I gladden the heart of man gnd maid ;

1 set the wine-chained captive free,

And all are better for knowing me.”

These are the tales they told each other—
The glass of wine and its pale brother—
As they sat together, filled to the brim,
On the rich man’s table, rim to rim.

BLACK-AND-BLUE MARKS,
BY ERNEST GILMORE.

ATTIE HOLMES, whose
father was an immoderate
drinker, was visiting Nanpie
Arnold, whose father was a

moderatn drinker. She was only eight
years old, but she had formed some
strong opinions on various subjects.
She felt a great edmiration for Nannie’s
mother, lovely Mrs, Arnold, with ber
gentle, winsome ways and beautifalface,
Whenever Mrs, Arnold kissed her whe
looked curioualy into her face—which
was fair and without blemish—as if
searching for something.

“ How pretty your mamma is,
Nannie {” Mattie said one morning ws
the children were playing with their
dolls in the aursery.

“ Of course shv’s pretty—the prettiest
mamma in the whole city.”

“ How do you know that?” asked
matter-of fact Mattie,

¢’Cause papa says §0.”

“Does your papa love your mamma?$”

“Pho! whata question!” Nannie
answered, opening her oeyes wide in
surprise. “Of course he loves her
better than all the world besid=s.”

“Well, that's good,” said Mattie,
breathing a sigh of relief.” ¢ That's

the reason, I guess, that I didn't find
sny black-and-blue marks upon her.”

“What !” Naonie gasped, ¢ were
you lcoking for black-and-blue marks
upon my pretty mamma §”

“Yes, I was,” answered Mattie
soberly ; and then, in a lower voice,
while tears came into her soft black
eyes, she faid, *“ My mamama is pretty,
too ; her face is fair and her hair yellow
and wavy, but she’s got a great black-
and-blue mark right on ber temple.”

“Why, that's too bad!” spoke
Nannie pityingly. ¢ Did your mamma
fall 97

“No; she was pushed down, and
my own paps did it. Wasn't 1t
awful $”

“ Awful! T should think it was.
‘What made your papa do such a dread-
ful thing 1”

“That was what I asked mamua,
and she ssid it was because papa drank
g0 much wioe. , Your paps drinks
wine, too, don’t he?”

“ Yes,” confessed Nannie, ¢ he does,
and it makes mamma sorry, and scue-
times she cries until her eyes ave red
and heavy, but my papa would nover
made a black-and-blue mark upon my
mamma—I am sure of that.”

Mr. Arnold, with heavy eyes and
aching head, was sitting on cne of the
piazza-chairs just outside of the nuysesy-
windows. He had heard all that the
children had said. He winced whcu
his own little Nannie said she was sure
her papa would never make a black-
and-blue mark on her beloved mother.

% Oh, Nannie | Nannie !” he wailed,
mentally, “you do not know thai a

{ very demon geemed to possess me only

last night. You asked your mother
where her heavy cut-glass perfume-
cagket was. You do not know that it
was your father who threw it, not at
her—oh, no, not at her l—but all the
same, it would have hit her hud she
not dodged just in time to save herself.
When the wine is in the wit is out.
Oh, Nanpié! Nannie! God must
have interposed, or your young eyes
might bave seen something worse than
black-and-blue marks—might have
seen a cold, still form lying in its last
sleep. Oh, Nannie, Mattie ! you have
been teachers this morning, and I have
learned my lesson well. Wonder if
Dick Holmes will learn the lesson
too? I must run over and talk to
him, for somehow my eyes are opened.”

In the nursery the conversation
changed very soon. Mattie and
Nannie were laughing and chattirg
cheerily. Was it because they felt
the bright sunshbine that was about to
beam upon their lives? Before the
day closed the two fathers had had a
long, serious talk ; the issue was
repentance. Both had resolved that
no more bitter tears should be shed for
them, no more waketul hours kept
wearily, no more bruised hearts to
ache because of their wrongdoing, no
more black-and-blue marks to be feared,
no more anguish to be endured for
them. And would their resolutions
avail? Yes, because each husband and
father reached up and clasped the
Hand ever ready to lead upward.—
Morning Star.

SpPureEON tells an amusing story of
the old lady who started up when
her grandson was about to take her
umbrella, exclaiming, “ No, now, you
don’t. I've had that umbrella twenty-
three years, and it’s never been wet
yet, and you ain’s going to begin.”

“GOD SO LOVED THE WORLD.”

\ WO boys in China, eight and
Y ten years of age, were to-
; gether in a catechetical class,

and one asked the other
why Jesus came into the world and
died.

The other replied: “ Well, I don’t
believe that anybody ever loved the
world so well as that.”

“ But,” continued the other, “you
must believe that, for the book says it
is 80 ; and you must believe the book ;
the missionary does.”

“ Well, I do not,” said the young
Thomas ; and the teacher coming, he
asked :

¢ Teacher, do you believe what the
book #ays about Jesus Ohrist dyieg for
the worid 4"

“ Yes, I do,” said the teacher,

“Well, I do not,” said the little
tellow, “for neither my brother, nor
my sister, nor my mother, who loves
me ever 80 much, would ever die for
me, and I never heard of such love.
1 do not think it can be sa.”

“ But,” replied the missionary,
“ God so loved the world, and he loved
you, and gave himeelf for you.’

This scemed to startle the boy, and
he asked :

¢ Does Jesus Christ love me$”

“ Yes,” was the reply.

¢ And does he love me now ¢”

“ Yes.”

“ And will he let me know that he
loves me ¥”

“Yes,”

And the boys eyes moistened, when
he agked again,

“ And will he hear e when I ask
him?1”

“ Yes.”

“ Well then, teacher, won’t you kneel
down with me, and I will pray right
here?”

So, all kneeling together, he began :

“Q, Jesus, my book says, and 1y
teacher says, that you died for me, and
taat you love me, He says he believes
it, but I do not hardly believe it yes.
It you do love me, won’t you make it
appear that you love me %"

Thus prayed the little pagan boy.
Who of my young readers, like him,
will go to Jesus, and tell him all his
fears and unbelief and wants{

WHAT SAVED HIM,

YOUNG wife in Michigan had

just settled in her new home.

All seemed tair and promising,

for she did not know her hus-

band wss a drunkard. But one night

he came home at a very late hour, and

much the worse for lignor. When he

staggered into the house, his wife, who

was very much shocked, told him he

was sick, and must lie down at once;

and in a moment or two he was coa-

fortable on the sofa, iIn a drunken

sleep. His face was reddish purple,

and, altogether, he was a pitiable look-
ing object.

The doctor was sent for in haste,
and mustard applied te the patient's
feet and hands, When the doctor
came he felt his pulse and examined
him, and finding that he was only drunk,
he said :

“ He will be all right in the morn-
in .”

gBut: the wife insisted that he was
very sick, and that severe remedies
must be used.

«You must shave his head and

apply blisters,” she urged, “or I will
send for one who will.”

The husband’s head was accordingly
shaved close, and blisters were applied.

The patient lay all night in a
drunken sleep, and, notwithstanding
the blisters were eating into his flesh,
it was not till near morning that he
began to beat about. disturbed by pain.

About daylight he woke up to the
most uncomfortable consciousness of
blistered agonies,

“ What does this mean1” he said,
putting his hands to his bandaged
head.

“ Lie still; you mustn't stir,” said
his wife; * you have been sick.”

“] am not sick.”

“ Oh, yes, you are; you have the
brain fever, We have worked with
you all night.”

«T ghould think you had,” groaned
the poor victim. ¢ What's the matter
with my feet $”

“They are blistered.”

“Well, I am better now ; take off
the blisters—do,” he pleaded pitecusly.

He was in a most uncomfortable
state—his head covered with sores, his
feet and bands still worse.

“Dear,” he said groaning, “if 1
should ever get sick in this way again,
don't be alarmed and send for a doctor;
and, above all, don’t blister me again.”

“ Oh, indeed I will! All that saved
you were the blisters. And if you
have another such spell, I shail be
more frightened than ever; for the
tendency, I am sure, i8 to apoplexy,
and from the next attack you are
likely to die unless . there are the
severest measures used.”

He made no farther defence. Suffice
it to say, that he never had another
attack.—The Golden Censer.

EXAMPLE BETTER THAN
PRECEPT.

BY T. H. EVANS,

F I caught a boy of mine smok-
ing 1'd thrash him,” said a
sturdy mechanic onoe im our
hearing ; and he pufled the

gmoke from his mouth with all the

vertuous indignation imaginable, ¢*Why
would you thrash him?” we inquired,
following the question by relating the

street incident of a gentleman with a

cigar in his mouth pointing out to his

son a group of boys whom he saw smok-
ing, remarking that it was very wrong
for lads like these to smoke. To which
the little fellow innoceatly replied, “If
it’s wrong for boys to smoke, ian’t it
worse for a man, father?” Of course
it is. If, with our judgment and
superior knowledge, we do not know
better, what can we expect from the
inexperience of mere lads? ' They com-
mence the habit in thoughtless imitation
of those who are older than themselves,
and who ought, therefore, to be much
wiser ; but length of years is not always

o sure indication of wisdom. Even as

the future pusaibilitriei of a great tree

lie mysteriously folded up within the
narrow confines of a tiny geed, so, in

like manner, all great truths lie in a

small compese. The whole question of

how to deliver our country from this
great curse has a nut-shell for its hiding-
place. Train up the young in the path
of total abstinence, and for their sake,
if not tor our own, let ug walk the same
plessant road oureelves. Then will
these pest-houses that disgrace our
public streets die out, and become

things of the past,
=%
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ALL}THE CHILDREN.

SUPPOSE if all the children
Who have lived through the ages long
Were collected and inspected,
They would make a wondrous throng.
Oh, the babble of the Babel !
Oh, the flutter and the fuss!
To begin with Cain and Abel,
And to finish up with us.

Think of all the men and women
Who are now and who have been—
Every nation since creation
That this world of ours has seen.
And of all of them, not any
But was once a baby small ;
While of children, oh, how many
Have not grown up at all!

Some have never laughed nor spoken,
Never used their rosy feet ;
Some have even flown to heaven
Ere they knew that earth was sweet ;
And, indeed, 1 wonder whether,
Lf we reckon every birth,
And bring such a flock together,
There is room for them on earth.

Who will wash their smiling faces ?
Who their saucy ears will box ?

Who will dress them and caress them?
Who will darn their little socks ?

Where are arms enough to hold them ?
Hands to pat each shining head ¢

Who will praisethem? Whowill scold them?
Who will pack them oft to bed !

Little happy Christian children,
Little savage children too,
In all stages, of all ages
That our planet ever knew—
Little priuces and princesses,
Little beggars wan and faint :
Some in very handsome dresses,
Naked rome, bedanbed with paint.

Only think of the confusion

Such a motley crowd would make,
And the clatter of their chatter

And the things that they would break!
Oh, the babble of the Babel !

Oh, the flutter and the fuss !
To begin with Caiu and Abel,

And to finish up with us,

— The Welcome.

WHAT SHALL THE HARVEST
BE1

BY MARY DWINELL CHELLIS.

NYBODY would have known
that these boys were quite
unused to city sighte, while
any one obzerving them closely

would have known equally well that
they weie at a loss which way to
direct their steps. Passing through a
narrow street, they stopped before a
dilapidated bouse to listen to a smgu-
larly sweet voice, singing

““ What shall the harvest be?”

Over and over these wort:]s were
repeated, and still the boys lingered,
until they felt obliged to move on.

“That singing made me think of
home,” remarked one. I was a fool

1o leave such a goed home. It reads | g

well enough in a book, but it 18 &
different thing when you try it for
yourself, I never was so tired in my
]i(e'n

“You can’t expect to have every-
thing just as you want it to begin
with,” gaid another, ¢ It is mo time
to complain now. Come and have
Some bheer; I'll treat all ‘round, and
we shall feel better. I raw a saloon
a8 we were coming along.”

As they turned back they heard the
8ame singer and the same words. A
child was leaning so far through an
Open window that it would have lost
its balance and fallen to the ground
had not James Woodman, the boy who
Wwished himself at home, caught ber in

is arms. Then some one called :

“Oh! bring my sister to me. 1

can’t walk’a step,’and there is’:no:one
here but me. Do bring her!’ )

James Woodman followed the woice
and found bimse'f in a small, plainly-
furnished room, where gat & young
girl, who welcomed him gratefully.

«How can I ever thank you
encugh !” she exclaimed, taking her
gister from bhim. ¢ Mamie is gener-
ally very good, but to-day she has been
vestless, and 1 was so busy with mv
gewing I forgot to look after her ag I

n

sh?‘u }da;m glad I eaw her. .She‘mac.le
1ne think of my own little sister,” said
the bov, adding in a voice half-choked
with gobs, “I wish I could see her,
but I don’t know as I ever shall.

« Wy nctt Is your home so far

?"
aw‘?{‘%, but I have run away from
e, and—and—" .
hof?What ghall the harvest be ?

It was the singer, and James Wo?d-
man forgot his companions waiting
outside, while ghe gradually won from
him the story of his discontent and
folly. n
° ‘ZYWhere were you going whe’n you
gaw Mamie in the window 3” she
asked at length.

« We were  golng

» he replied.
be?r’Oh? dgn't drink that dreadful

You don’t know about it as T
;ﬁ:ﬁ. What would your father and
mother say? Ob! how could you
come away and leave them? If you
drivk beer you'll be sure to ‘dr;nk
gomething worse v.vhe.n you are older.
Stop now, before it is too late. Go
home as soon as you ¢an, and ];),ersuade
the other boys to go with you.

« T don't know as I can. .

««Then go alone, and don’t, for any
roason ever taste & drop of beer. The
miesionary woman who cumes round
every month says boys who visit saloons
and drink beer will reap a t_ernble
harvest. I can’t g0 out, 80 I sit here
and sing thas hymn, hoping and pray-
ing somebody will hear me and stop to
think what kind of seed they are

H ”
sm’;'ll:)ég .boys waiting outside manife.ted
their impatience in such. a way that
J «xmes Woodman fe!t obliged to go to
them, but before doing so he pt:onmsed
to return to his newly-foum_i friend.

« T have made up my n_und, and T
am going home,” he paid firmly. 1
know what the harvest would be of
guch seed as we calculated to sow. I
have seen enough since I left home to
gatisfy me. No more dime-novels or
beer for me. Now let us all take
back-tracks, own up that we have
acted like fools, and go l_wme as soon
ag we can. If I am punished when I

ot there it will be no more than I
”

to a saloon for

dege hat shall the harvest be?” still

i d an hour later
gung the singer, an o
entant boys answered :
thl:‘eevézpwm try for a good harvest,
and thank you for making us think

of it.”

HILADELPHIAN went to & physi-
ciaﬁ fmh what he had: feare:i was a2
hopeless case of heart disease,"but was
relieved on finding out that the creak-
ing gound which he had heard at every
deep breath was caused by a little

pully on his patent suspenders.

i face

I TEINK all lines pf the human
have something either touching or
and unless they seem to come from
Jow passions. How fine old men are!

A BRAVE LITTLE MEXICAN
GIRL. .

) V? [R. NEWTON PERKINS
/lt > gives the following account
of a Mexican girl named
Florencia Tomayao, who lives in the
village of Guantla Morelos in Mexico.
She had no father, and as soon as she
was old enough she began to help her
mother in the house and in the field.
One day she heard a man who was
gathering a crowd about him in the
streets and talking to them. Drawn
by curiosity, she followed him, and
beard him tell of a good man who had
at one time lived on earth, and who
was kind and forgiving to his enemies,
and died for all sinvers. It was the
first timne she had heard of the Saviour,
and she eagerly followed the missionary
and heard him preach until she, too,
believed the gospel and became a
Christian,

Some months after this she again gaw
the misgionary. It was in the ceme-
tery, on the first of November, on
which day the Roizan Catholics go to
the graves of their dead friends, ‘and
place on them dishes full of meat, bread,
fruit and wine, believing that in that
way the dead will be benefited by it. A
great crowd had gathered. While
Florencia was walking through the
cemetery she saw her friend, the mis-
sionary, addressing the people, and she
stopped to listen. He was telling them
that the dead needed no offerings of
meats and drinks, and that Christians
did not follow such customs. Some one
threw a stone at him and wounded him.
The others laughed, and some bad men
shouted, “ Kill him! kill him!” and
threw more stones till he was beaten
down to the ground.

Florencia rushed through the crowd
and threw herself down upon the suffer-
ing, bleeding man, covering his head
with her arms; the big stones intended
for him fell upon her and wounded her,
but she clung courageously to her friend
and shielded him unmindful of her own
danger, and caring only to saving his
life. In vain did they try to pull her
away; she held on with all her strength,
and cried for help. In a few moments
help came ; for the gens d’armes drove
the assailants away, and took the mis-
mionary and little Florencia, both bleed-
ing and sore, to the house of triends,
where they were carefully nursed. But
for this noble act of self-sacrifice, the
brave man would have been killed.
The bravery of this little peasant girl
alone saved him. She sympathized
with his sufforing, and dared to help
him at the risk of her own life.

NEW EXPERIENCES.

T is not easy to realize that pota-
toes and tobacco were unknown
to the civilized world before the
discovery of America. How

strange to think of Ireland without her
s“praties,” or of & German without his
meershaum! Yet even some of our
common articles of food are strange to
those who live on the other side of the
ocean.

An English lady, while visiting the
United States, dined with some fiiends
on whose table was a dish of green corn.
Having been asked if she would take
corn, she replied, “ A small piece, if
you please,” and was surprised when a
large ear was placed on her plate, Not
daring to attack it, she quietly watched
the other persons at the table while

they ate. On writing home about the
new vegetable she said,

“ Their manner of eating it is sowe-
thing like playing on a flute.”

Less poetical but much bolder was
the Irishman on his first introduction
to green corn at a Boston restaurant.
Observing how those about him man-
aged, he quickly followed their example.
He found the vegetable very palatable,
aud when he had finished one ear, he
called the waiter, and handed him bis
cob, saying:

“Sure, an’ I'll take some more banes
on the stick, if yon plaze.”—FEwx.

GIFT8 FOR THE KING.

HE wise may bring their learning,
'The rich may bring their wealth,

And some may bring their greatness,

Anrd some bring strength and health.
‘We, 100, would bring our treasures

To offer to the King:
We have no wealth or learning ;

What shall we children bring ?

We'll bring Him hearts that love Him ;
We'll bring Him thankful praise,
And young souls meekly striving
To walk in holy ways.
And these shall be the treasures
We offer to the King,
And these are gifts that even
The poorest child may bring.

We'll bring the little duties
We have to do each day;
We'll try our best to please Him,
At home, at school, at play ;
And better are these treasures
To offer to our King
Than richest gifts without them ;
Yet these a child may bring.

TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT
A THING.

WO boys went to hunt grapes.
One was happy because they
found grapes; the other was

uhhappy because the grapes had seeds

in them.

Two men, being convalescen*, were
asked how they were. One said, “1
am better to day ;” the other said, “1
was worse yesterdsy.”

‘When it rains one man says, “This
will make mud ;” another, “This will
lay the dust.”

Two boys, examining a bush, one .
obgerves that it had a thorn ; the other,
that it had a rose.

Two children were looking through
colored glasses. Oae said. ‘“The worid
is blue; ’the other said, * It is bright ”

Two boys were eating their dinner.
One said, “ I would rather have some-
thing better than this ;” the other said,
“This is better than nothing.”

Two men went to see New York.
One visited the saloons, and thought
New York wicked; the other visited
homes, and thought New York gwod.

Two boys, lcoking at some ska.ers,
one said, ‘‘See how they fall!” the
other, ‘See how they glide !”

One wman is thankful for his blessings ;
another is morose for his misfortuves.

One man thinks he is entitled to a
better world, and is dissatisfied because
Le hasn't got it; ‘another thinks he is
not justly entitled to any, and is satis-
fied with this.

One man enjoys what he has; another
suffers what he has not.

One man makes up his necount from
his wants ; another from his assets,

One maa complains that there is evil
in the world ; another rejoices that there
is goed in the world.

One says, “Our good is mixed with
evil ;” another says, ‘“ Our evil is mixed
with good.”
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PLEABANT HOURS,

WHERE ARE THE COMING MEN ¢
UY ANNIK A, PRESTON.

D'EAR Aunt Mary asked ths question,
Gt Then, glauoang up at Bey,

W hw a fine agar was rolling,
~he askedat o er again.

“ For smokers, now, we need not search,
Wo find them muoe in ten,

There are swearers, too, amd loafers,
Where shall we lnok for men ?

“ Good men must come from somewhere soon,
To run the church and town ;

For thuse we have are growiog old,
And must of cotrse go down,

“These growing boys—they will not «lo *
They swear, and stuvhe, and tight.
Dear me ! must we then send abroad
For men who serve the nght 1

The boys all looked surprised enough.
S We'll think of this '™ said Ben,
1 tell you, lndy, we'll mind our ways .
We'll be the conng en.”
—Chrustian at Work,

e aQs e — .-

ST. BERNAKRD DOGS.

G F o Si. Bernard dog which had
seen sgervice in the Alps could
& writo out his adventurcs, what
a thrilling nparvative of bair-
breadth escapes und perilous under-
tykings would thero be to read. An
Awerican, who visited the St. Bernard
monasteries recently, says the utmost
vains are given in training the dogs.
The training beging when they are
mere puppies. At meal time the little
animals are required to sit in a row,
each having before him a tin dish con-
taining his food. Grace is said by one
of the monks, the dogs, meanwhile,
sitting with bowed heads.  Not one of
them stirs until the amen is spoken ;
i some young puppy, not well enough
s:hooied in table manuers, happens to
begin to eat bafcre the proper moment,
he is reminded by a low growl or a
tug at tho ear, that he is misbehaving,
After a severe snow-storal, or an ava.
lanche, two dogs are sent out from the
monastery. Arvound the neck of one
s fastened a flask of cordial, and to
the oack of the other is bound a heavy
blanket. Should a travellcr happen
to be buried in the snow, their keen
scent soon enables them to find the
place. They then search for the spot
where the snow is the softest, for they
know that the traveller's breath must
have made it soft, and, therefore that
his head must be just beneath. They
scratch away the snow, and with their
powerful pavs, cite the man on the
chest, barking wweanwhile, to arouse
him trom his stup.r. Recovoring his
wit,, tho half-dead man drinks the
cordial, revives, and to his great joy,
finds himself shortly under a frierdly
roof. o

EVENING AMUSEMENTS.

W C apparently burn water, fill a
B glass lamp with water, and
put into it for a wick a piece
of gum-camphor. The lawp should
not be quite full, and the camphor may
be left to float upon the surface of the
water.,  On touching a lighted match to
the camphor, it shoots up clear steady
flame, and seems to sink below the
surface of the water, so that the flame
is surrounded by the liquid, It will
burn fov a long time. If the camphor
be ignited in a large dish of water, it
will commonly float about while it
burng.
Wet a piece of thick wrapping
paper, then dry by the stove ; when
warm lay it dowa upon a varnished

tablo or dry woollen cloth, and rub it
briskly with a picco of indiarubbor.
It will become strongly olectrified, and
if tossed sguinst tho wall or looking-
glass, will stick some time, Tear tissuo
paper into bits one-cighth inch square,
and this piece of papor electrified will
draw thom. Or take a smooth tea-
tray, and put it on three dry tumblors.
Lay the electric paper on it; and, on
touching the tray you will got a little
spark ; lift the paper out of tho tray,
and on touching the tray sgain you
will got another spark, but of tho
opposite kind of olectricity ; roplace
the paper and you get another, and so
on.—lustrated Weekly.

-

WHAT THE AFRICANS WANT.

E often give our pennics to aid
W in foreign missionary work,
but we know very little of

tho longings the peoplo oxpress to
receive what we give so grudgingly
Horo is a curious letter from the Little
Pilgrim, written by some natives on
tho sea const of Afiica. ‘Thoy wanted
8 missionary, nnd one of them writes :
“ Wo people of Nitfoo, & big towr
on the coast, mret, and make low.
We say wo be all fool, we sit down in
dark night; night be all around we.
Our pickaninnies grow up fool, same
a8 wo. We want some one to come
and show we the light, so we be fool
no longer. I come to you, mammy.
You 8xy you cannot come to we town.
We ask you, pleaso sir, mammy, muko
ono book, (s ¢., write a letter.”) ** What
ghall I say you will do for them, sup-
pose persons came 3" 1 asked, ¢ Wo be
no rich, but them thing we have we
give. Wo mako one house to livein,
and givo him plenty boy to wait on
him. W build one church house, for
our pickaninny to learn book eabee,
and wbere he can talk God palaver sll
same (s ¢, the building to bo used for
school and church.) Suppose some one
whose heart be sorry for we come, we
do him plenty, We old people no
learn book sabees, God palaver, and all

dem ting Ameorican man know. We
no more williug to be all fool. We
done talk that palaver. You know

how to fix that book (s.e,) letter ali
fine, 80 when the American people lock
him (z e, eeo it) their heart feel sorry,
and some ons come. Me, head man,
Tappa, send this letter. My daddy be
king one tim», for all thy country
“Tarpa”

"a@ro— -

“Omn, don't propose to wo here!”
exclaimed s young lady, whoso lover
was about to pour out his avowal as
they weroriding by a corn field. *The
very corn has ears.”

LESSON NOTES.

LESSON VI.
CHRIST OUR BXAMPLE,

Phil. 2. 5-10.

A.D, 6] [May 10.

Commit to memoryvs. 8-11,

GoLprx Texr.

Lot this mind be in you, which was also in
Christ Jesus,  Phil, 2. 5,

QUTLINE.
1. The Christ Humbled, v. 5-8.
2, The Christ Exalted, v. 9-11.
3. The Christ Followed, v. 12-16.
Tise.—A.D. 63, ncar the close of Paul's
imprisonment.
{:L,\cm. ‘Written fromn Rometo the Church
of Philippi, in Macedonia.
ExprLaNATIONS — This mind—Christ's self-

The majesty and glory in which God dwells,
Not robbery—DBetter translated this will read,
Hoe did not deem his being on an equality
with God a thing to Lo seized on,  Norep «
{atin—Literally, cemptied lwmsell ; that is,
of tus divine glory, I herefore—In con-
sideration of the humilintion of Jesus. At
the name—Ilu submission to his authority.
Zo will and to do—God does not create the
will, but gives it holp as he also assists in
doing.  Wihout rebuke-~Unblamable in life.
Word of life—**The" Gospel, privato Chns.
tians by teaching its doctrines, living its
Furity, illustrating ity power, are holdiug it
orth,

Traciixags or Tk LEssoN.

Where in this lesson aro we tanght—
L. The divinity of Jesus Christ t
2, The glory of true bunality ¢
3. The duty of right-living?

TR LESSON UATRCNINY, @

1. What mind should be i ust  That
which was also in Christ Jesus, 2. Unto
what was Chnist obedient 1 Unto the death
of the cross. 3. What shonld every tougue
confesst ** That Jesus Chirist iy Lord.” 4.
Hlow should wo work ont cur salvation?
“ With fear and trcmblms." 3. How should
we do all things?  ** Without munnurings
and disputings.”

Docrrixal Sroorstion.—The eaaltation
of Christ.

CATRCHIEM QUESTIONS.

-

6. How shall wo show that wo love our
«ighbour ag ourselves 1

By doing 10 others what we would wish
them to do to uy.  Matthew wvii, 12; Luke
vi. 31,

7. How dous e teach us to uct towards
our opnemies ¥

That we should return good for evil.  Luke
vi. 27, 28.

[Rom. xii. 19, 20; 1 Peteriii, 9.

A.D.63.]  LESSON VIL
CHRRINSTIAN CONIENIMENT,
Phil. 4. 4-15.

[May 17,

Commit tv memory vs. 7.
GoLbEN TRxT.

Tho God of peace shall bo with you. 'l
4 W,

OUTLINE.

1. Tho Christitn Trinmph, v, 4-7.

2. The Christian Standard, v, 8-9,

3. The Chnistian ¥xperience, v. 1013,
Tius.—A.D. 63, toward the close of Paul's
imprisonment,

Pracks. -Rome, and Phdippr, in Mace.
donia,

Exriasarione ~3Moleration ~Thatis for-
bearance, gentleness, Jharacter as oppored to
undueo stervnoss  Careful—Uunduly solicitous,
tho opposite of full confidence in God. Al
understanding— Some understaud peaco that
passes comprehension, others a peace beyomd
that which any rasoning van scoure,  True
—1In hanmony with gospol morality,  Zonest
—Honourable, worthy of houour.  Juste
Upright, that is, as it ought to be,  Lorcly
—That which by 1eason of heing generous
and noble stcures love. Good report—"Thoso
things which sound well of themselves,
Think=—Ponder, meditate.  Lontent—~Not in-
difference, but guiet composure which the
abiding peace of éod alone can give,

TRACHINGG OF THE LEssoN.

Where in this lesson are wo taught—
1, The joy of a contented heart ?
2, ‘The themes of Christian contemplation 1
3. Tho true source of Christiau power?

Tity Lessox CATRCHIsS,

1. In whom should wo rejoicey  “In tho
Lord always.” 2 Whereis the Lord? ¢ The
Lord is at hand.” 3. How should we make
our requests known unto God ? ¢ By prayer
and supplicatiou with thanksgiving.” 4,
When should we be content 7 At all tunes.
5. How did thoe apostle say ho could do all
thingst  ““Through Christ which strepgth-
cncth me.”

ol()locrms.u. SuucesTION. ~The peace of

CATECHISM QUESTIONS,

8. And how towards those who have
injured us? .

He commands us to forgive them, if they
ropent. Matthow vi. 15,

{Luke xvii. 3, 4.]

9. What does St. Paul teach us about love
to our neighbour ?

That love in the substance of our duty to

denying sacnifice for others, Form of God—
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