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PLEASANT HOURS.

A WORD FOR THE BOYS,

QA‘ URT one word of advice, my lively young
¥} frivnd,

«And one word ps you know is not two.s
Down a ternible path your footstops now tead,
For wluskey wils beat the best fellow, depend,

And the drcam of to-day, life's to-morrow

mav end ,
Believo e, ‘tis fuarfully true, my young
fricud,

Belteve wo "us feartully true,

I know how the tempter assails you, dear
oy,
Alas ! ncune knows bettor than 11
But the gold of the wite cup turns roon to
alloy,
Aud wor follows quick in the fuorprnts of
Joy,
For the pain of to-morrew will rack and
! aunoy ;
The tempter’s best vow 15 & lie my dear boy,
Beliovo me, each vow is & lie.

I know that the boys whom you meet, my
dear Jad,
Are hale, guod compauians each vne,
With mavy an impulse that's not ot the bad,
And they join in the mirth with an . estasy
taad,

But the bright sun of hopo (O "tis terribly
~adY)

Often «ots cre the day is lagan, my Jdear lad,

Often sets ere the day is begun.

I have known. several ““boys” in my tiwe,
Jear young mau,
And royal good fellows wero they,
With br;\m which God meant in His infinite
a

plan,
Fur the noblest of deeds; but they fell as

they ran,
Anltle Lopes which we clierisked, no longer
we ¢8D
But fond hearts will mourn as they may,
dear young man,
Fond hearts aro breaking to.day,

Ah? then, for the sake of tho mother, desr

boy,
Who Jeves you as mothers will do,
Ferswear, while you may, the wine cup's
alloy ;
Do paught that fond heart to dwsturd or

aunoy ;
Eacircle her faco with tho halo of joy,
And life will be fatrer for yon, my émr boy,
All hfe wall be tarer for you.

et A4
-~

THE KING AND THE CHIL-
DREN.

Tue greatest men have the greatest
respect for children. President Gar-
field gaid : “ I feel a profounder rover-
ence for a boy than for a man. I
never met a ragged boy in the street
without feeling that I owe him a salute,
for I know not what possibilities may
be buttoned up under his coat.”

Kings lock upon the children with
a great deal of interest, for the children
will soon become men and women, the
aubjects of the kiogdom, the strength
and gupport of the king. If the chil-
dren are not healthy, strong and in-
t-lligent, he cannot have a great and
flourighing kingdom. If the children
do not lovo and respect the king, when
they hecome older they will refase to
obey his laws and caues him much
trouble.

In some countrics the Iings have
made schools for the children where
they may be educated and thus becomo
more useful and happy. Sometimes
they visit theso scheols and speak to
the children. IYn the picturc on the
first page is the king of Prussia, visit
ing some little childron in a village
school. They were greatly pleased to
sco their king, and cgpecially to have
him visit them, spesk to them, and
ask them questions, The children
were very polito and answered the
king's queations brightly and promptly.
The king took an orange from a plate
and holding it in his hand asked them
to what kingdom it belonged. One
bright little gir] quickiy replied: “To

v

the vegetable kingdom.” Then the
king teok o gold coin from bis pocket
and agked to what kingdom it be-
longed.  The little girl answered again
promptly : **U'o tho mineral kingdom.”
*And to what kingdom do I belong ¢
nsked the king, The littlo girl did not
like to suy : *“'T'o the animal kingdom;”
but just then a now thought came into
ber wind, and looking up with her
oycs flasbing with Lrightness sho said :
“To God's kingdow, sire.” The king
wii greatly moved. A tear atood in
his eye, Ile placed hig hand on the
child’s head and raid, very tenderly,
“Qod graut that I way be accounted
worthy of that kingdow."”

Jesus iy King of the heavenly king-
dom.  Thers was never 50 good 2 kg
ag Jesus.  Thore was never a king who
50 much loved tho children. When
hero among men he too visited the
children and spoke to them., He took
tbom up in Lkis arme, laid bis hands on
their heads, and blesced them. And
whilo thus talking to them and bless.
ing them ho said: «“ Of such is the
Fingdom of heaver.” The children all
kelong to King Jesus, nud thoy should
love him dearly and bulieve all that he
hus said unto them in his word and ke
careful to obey him and pleago him in
all things.

>

SISTER WYNNIE,
BY WILLIS BOYD ALLEN,

“T wish,” said Wynnie, “I could
be a Sister of Churity.”

Heor teacher smiled. Miss Chan-
ning had a way of smiling that wus
very pleasant, us if she were laughing,
not at you, but with you.

“ Why do you wish that, Wyinn~1"

‘Wynnie Sherwood hesitated. She
was shy about speaking of theso Jhings.

 Becanse—because, ma’'am, they
take care of sick people in hoepitals,
and—that’s what Ho did in Palestine.”

Mies Channing stroked the brown
curls softly.

““ And I want to do something that
He did,” conclnded the little girl, look-
ing up into her teacher’s face,

*But He wasn't a Sister of Charity,
dear.”

*“ Ho couldn’t be—"

“No; so Ho did what He could
ficd to do, that was right and kind
and loving, just as He was.”

Wynnie pondered a momont. I
didn't think of that,” ghe said slowly.
«J guess I see what you mean, Miss
Channing.”

“Yes ; it isn’t wearing o black bon-
net and veil, nor even being a nay,
that makes the gontle sisters 5o loved
by the sick. It is the kindness and
devotion and true heart that is beneath
it all. And you can have all that
under your little poke boanet and
curls, as woll as they—if you only
waypt to do your Father’s will.”

¢ X seo, ma’arw. Good-by.”

¢ Oue moment, dear. Just find the
jast verse of the twelfth chapter of
Mattbow and read it. That's tho kind
of Sister you _can bo if you wish.”

‘Wynnie read the verse to herself
twice, looked up brigbtly, kissod her
teachor, and ran away through the
city atrects to her comfortsble home in
the South End.

* XK X * * ¥

It was July. Tho Nantucket boats
were crowdod with people hurrying to
the cottages and hotele along tho beach,
Business-men took off their coate and
wiped their flushed brows, as they dis-
cussed thoe * hot wave"” in their offices,

Blegantly-drercod young girls in ham.
mocks aud on shady plazzas out of
town fannod themsolves, sipped iced
lomonades, and complained bitterly of
their gutlerings from the heat. ‘The
Sherwaeods were staying in the city a
little later than usual this year, but
were packing for Nahant.

{n the poorer quarters of Baston tho
blazing sunlight poured duwn uatil
tho brick fronws of tho warchouses und
tenements fairly seemed to quiver aund
awvim in tha dizzy eddies o hot air
‘The pavements burned tho bare feet of
the babies that toddied over them.
Liquor-deale1s, portly and criwson-
faced, leaned sguinst tho sides of their
doorways witihout moving, as thuy
waited for customers—very much as
cortuin well-fod ingects hang motionless
in the centre of their wobs on a hot
summer-day.

In asmall room ncar the top of o
building ot far from the Albany
Dopot a thin, haggard-faced woman
moved languidly to and fro, now pana-
ing to adjust the rags hanging in the
window to keep out the sun, now bend-
ing over a stove en which some kind
of broth wa3 simmering, The air wasg
heavy with foul odors, but she didn't
notice them ; for she was used to that.
Besides, sho way thinking entirely of a
narrow little bed in the farthest corner
of the room, and the bit of human life
panting upon it. *Meg,” said the
woman, coming up to the bed, «will
yez be wantin’ gomethin’ to ste, thin$”

‘The wee child shook her head and
moved her parched lipa slightly. The
woman seemed to understand her, and
held 8 mug of water for her to drink,
In the fow minutes the water had
stood in tho room it had grown warm,
and the sick child was unrefreshed.
Her mother sighed heavily and hope-
lessly as sho turned, drooping, to the
ho! stove again.

Pant, pant, paunt; then an uncasy
struggle, and » dry, choking cough
that would have told the story to au
experienced ear in a'moment,

The worst part of it wag the terrible
longline:s ; for when the neighbours
knew that little Meg Sullivan had
diphtheris, they did whay they could,
at a distance—- but, having children of
their own to think of, kept away from
the room.

Hotter and hotter !

“Yt's just horrid!” complained the
protty gicls, in their gauzy muslins, as
they idly awung back and forth on the
thudowy piszzas with their ewayiog
vines.

«Water !” moaned Meg Sullivan,
tossing aside for the hundredth time
the hot bod-clothes, and gasping for
breath.

As her mother held tho mug to her
lips once more, there was a knock at
the door.

“Don't come—kaps out therel”
called poor Mrs. Sullivan shrilly.
¢ There's dipthary here 1

The door opened, and in walked
Wiynoie, sweet and freeh-looking in
her cool dress.

The child and the woman looked at
hor a moment cagerly, as if ske wore a
little spring of sparkling water in a
desert. Then the latter found her
voico again.

“ Yer—yer muatn’'t come hero,
maam,” shu said, putting her two
hands out to kecp her away from the
bed. “Shure youwll ketch it if you
corne—"

Wynnio laid down a littlo hand-

satchol and calmly walkod up to thel

bed, on tho edgo of which sho sat
down, taking Meg's hot hand botween
hor own.

¢ Y beard thoro was sickness here,”
ghe said in her nico, lady-like way.
“Some people I know in tho next
blood told me. They didn’t know it
was diphtherin, but 1 .don't mind.
Docs your head acho, deur?” And
stooping, she kimsed the child's foro-
head.

* ok ok ok k¥

“ What's all that red stuff in the
street for 3" asked the grocer's boy of
Mis. Sherwood’s second girl,

«Jt'g tan, Bill. Don't you know,
Miss Wynnio is sick with—sh-b, don't
toil I—diphthoria, Thoy don’t think
she'll gat well.”

“ How'd sho got it?"

#Down in tho North End some-
where, callin’ on poor folks. There
was a littlo Irish girl sick with it, and
Miss Wynnie—God bless her !—-went
straight into the voom, The other
gir]l died next day, and Miss Wynnie
was down about a weck later.”

The breeze, springing up at sunset,
moved the curtaing softly to and fro
in the window of the chamber whero
tho little Sister of Charity lay. In
the next room Mrs. Sherwood was
resting upon a bed, her faco buried in
her hands. Her husband paced back
and forth, setting his lips tight to-
gethor and clenching his hands.

By Wynnio's bedside sat the doctor,
quietly bat gravely watching every
flicker of change in his little patient’s
face. Miss Channingstood near by,

Presently Wynnio turned her head
fecbly on the pillow, and beckoned to
her teacher.

The doctor gtarted, looked clogely at
the child's face, rose, and entered the
room whore her father and mother
wero waiting,

“Miss Channieg,” whispored
Wynnio, with much effort, *“I meant
—to—do—right.”

“Yes, darling,"” said the other; ““and
He loves you for it.”

¢J— thought — of — tho — lepers,”
said Wynnio again. ¢ And I wanted
—to—be—a Sister.”

Then she was atill,

The doctor re-entered tho room, fol-
lowed quickly by Mr. Shorwcod and
hig wife. They all threo stood beside
the bed in silence.

It was the doctor who spoke first.
“ Do you see,” be said quietly, ¢ that
bit of moisturc on her forechead. That's
the sign X've been locking for. She
will live,”

And she did.

Her namo has not been changed,
and she wears no gown of black, but
her teacher and one or two others have
a specislly tender namn for her; itis
« Sigter Wynoie.”

e s, g D

A Touci1rastory is told of a Chincse
lepor who was baptized. The diseaso
had robbed him of his fingors and toes,
but his intellect remaioned very bright.
Rolplees a8 ho was, ho wished to mari-
feet in eomo practical way his love and
gratitudo to Ohrist, and his ingenuity
suggosted something, he might do.
Noticing the misgionsry’s desk had
hocome unsteady and rickoly and not
being able to grasp any tools in his |
bands, he put a knife botween his
teeth, and in that manner carved & |
beautiful littlo rest for the Bible.— .
Wesleyan,
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PLEASANT HOURS.
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WRITING A LETTER,

WO urchius, ragged and dirty and brown,

Oun my front door stono steps sat them
down,

‘“To write a short letter,” av ono of them

said,

While the other ouo gravely nodded his head.

1 cautionsly watched, throngh the fricudly,
closed blinds,

And listened to clforts of young, untanght

minds,
“ How glad motherll bo, when she hevry
from us boyst”
And thoy both smiled reflective at thought of
her joys.

o N:;w,t Howard, you toll hor about your new
at ; .

"T'was so;nubody'n old one, but don't tell her
that !

And, brﬂthor, Just say wo havo very good

othes,
And shoeas too—don't inention they’ro out at
tho toes,
Wo fiud work in plonty, and very good pay ;
How much, you know, ILuther, wo ne
never sy,
Of what we've loft ovor, wo send yeu a ton,
For i!e:h and whito sugar for you and small

"Tol& Annie and Rosic we miss their small
And &mn we wondor who takes them to
And now mother, datling, you'll be glad to

ear
That we don't chew nor smoke, neithor drink
wind nor beer,
And nlow farewell, mother, don’t cry and get
ue,
For zog,wo'll take caro that you'vo nothing
o
Dut just what you fancy to busy your wmind,
Yor f\yo‘;k”keeps a fellow from thinking, wo

From my dream I am startled, a voice smites
my ear,

And our girl Bridget's harsh accents I hear:

“ You dirty youug beggars, got oft of this

stooh

Or «lss I will swapo you off with a good
swoop 1"

{ open dtho door, and the boys, hats in
and,

Bu!o{o tho stern maiden in all meekness
dtand:

* Goad morning, youug gentlemen, won't yon
como in,

Aud fim=h your letter, from out tho streets
din?"

Ouly, two street-boys with lutters to writo—
Two boi\l's who sit by my side, night after
night—
Twd embryo gentlemon, cach with grand
s mind—
I wonder how many snch boys wo can find
In howmes of the wealthy, or e'en on the
street! -
Guod, \gouerous and noble, and freo from
"~ defelt.
That‘méther i poer, Yt I envy her joys,
Axnd wounld feel niyself rich, with but oue of

her boys.
) —JMary X. Lambert,

IT'S ALL THE LITTLE BOOK.

. SoMETHING more than a year ago, a5
tho writer was sitling in a railway
carriage, a pleasant voice sang out :

S Paper,, six? Paper, sir? Mora.

ing papor, ma’am 17
. ’If(:r;o was nothing now in the words,

. nothing: new to sco 8 small boy with a

packago of papers under hig arm ; but
the. voice, #o low and raqusical—itg
clear, pure toncs, as mellow as tho
flute, tender, a3 only love and sorrow
coyid-make—called up hallowed mem.
ories, One lock at the large, brown
oyes, the broad forchead, the mass of
nut-bppwn ourls, the pinched snd hol-
low cheeks,.and his story was known,

¢ 'What i3 your nawe, my boy 4" I
asked, as, half blind with tears, I
rexcheéd out my ‘hand for a paper.

¢t Johnny ——;” the last namo I
did hot catch.

¥ You <an read §”

e Ql, yeés; I've been to school o
littlo,” eaid Johnny, glancing ont of

the window, to seo it thore wag need
of hasto.

I had a littlo brother onco whose
namo was Johnny. Ho had tho eamo
brown hair and tender, loving oyes;
and perhapy it was much on thia
account that I felt much disposcd to
throw my arms around Johnny's neck
and to kiss him on his thin cheek.
There was something pure about the
child, standing modestly thore in his
patchod clothes and little half-worn
shooy, his collar coarse, but spotlessly
white, bis haunds clean and beautifully
moulded. A long, shrill whistlo, how-
over, with another short and poromp-
tory, and Johony must be off. There
was nothing to choosv ; my littlo Testa-
ment, with its neat binding und pretty
steel clasp, was in Johuny's hand,

¢ You will read it, Johnny §”

] wil), ma’am, I will,”

There was & moment—wo were off.
[ etrained my eyes out of the window
after Johnny, but I did not &ee him
end, shutting them, I dreamed what
there wns in store for him—uot for-
gotting his Jove and care for tho desti-
tute, tender-voiced boy.

A month since I made the ssmne
journey, and passed over the same
road. Halting for & moment’s respite
at ono of the many places on the way,
what was my surprico to see the same
Loy, taller, bealthior, with the same
calm eyes and pure voice !

“I'vo thought of you, ma'am,” he
said,; “I wanted to tell you it's all
tho little book.”

% What's all the little book, Johinny?"

 The little book has donoitall. I
carried it home and fathor read it.
He was out of work then, and motaer
cried over it. At firat I thought it
was a wicked book to make them feel
80 bad ; but tho more they read it the
more they cricd, and it's all been
different since. It's all the littlo
book ; wo live in & better house now,
and tather don't dnnk, and mother
says 'twill bo sll right again.”

Decar little Johuny, he had to talk
so fast ; but his oyes wore bright and-
his brown face was aglow,

“I'm not selling many papers now,

and father enys may be I can go to.

school this winter.”

Never did I so crave = moment of
time, But% now the train was in
motivn, Johnny lingered as long as
prudence would allow.

“Jt'gall in the little book,” sounded
in my ear ; the little book had told of
Jesus and his love for tho poor, perish-
ing men. What » chango! A com-
fortable home, the man no more a
slave to strong drink, Hope was in,
the lheurts of the parents; health:

‘mantled the cheeks of the children.

No wonder Johupy's words oame:
brokenly ! From the gloom of despair-
to a world of light ; from being poor
and friendlees the little.book told them

of onv mighty to save, the very friondi]’

thoy needed, the precious Elder
Brother, with a heart all love, all
tendorness.

Wonld that all the Johnnies who
soll papers, and fathera that drink,
and mothers that weep over the ruins
of once bappy homes, took to their
wretched dwollings the little book that
tells of Jesus and his love! And nat
only these, but all the Johnnies who
have no parents, living in cellars, and
glecping in filth and wretchednees—
would that they could learn from this
little book what & friend they have in
Jesus.—Appeal.

THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW.

In & lowor rocom in ono of those
nartow alleys of a great city, whero
Poverty has hor dwelling-place, wero
« widow and ber son, ‘Tho bLoy stood
at tho window, guwzing out into the
murky darkncss, thinking perhaps who
would take care of his poor mother
when he was gone, oc looking forward
into tho future with youthful hopes
nnd bright anticipations. DBut he suw
not his mothor bending over the little
trunk, and nrranging, with all a
mother’s care, each article ; he saw not
the doubts and fears which filled bor
breast, and liko harbingers of evil
weighed heavily on her heart and filled
her oycs with tears. No ; and it were
better that ho should not.

TLo boy's dreaming was at length
broken by his mother’s voico—

“ Oharlie, 1 have forgotten ono
thing. Worn't you run down to the
store and buy it 1"

‘Tho boy seized his hat and oponed
tho door ; but, as ho losked out into
the heavy darkness, he turned and
gaid :

¢ Mother, it 3¢ dreadful dark!
Place the light in tho window so that
I can find my way back.”

The morn had come, and tho time
when the mother must take leave of
her boy—her only child; when she
must give him up to tho cold, unfeel-
ing world, and see him breasting with
its angry surges.

¢« Oharlic,” she eaid, ¢¢take thig—it
is your mother's last gift. It is hard
to gend you forth into the world all
alone, but forget not the lessons you
havo Jearned at home. Beware of evil
companions! Meet tho scoffs and
jeers of thoge aronnd you with a firm
heart, and turn not from the trie way.
Beware of the intoxicating cup !—a
drop may provo fatal—touch it not !

* Gharlie, do you recollect the lamp
I placed in tho window last night to
divect you home? When temptations
ashail you, when ovil ones are around
von, remember the pages of this eacred
book, and Tot them be ay a lamp in the
window ; not only reminding you of a
‘mother’s ivstruction and a mother's
love, but guiding you heavenward to
that holier and *happier lnnd above.”

More she would have said, but tears
were filling her eyer, and she would
nat mako heavior his heart at parting.
So placing her hands upon his head
(it might be for the last time,) she
gavo him her benediction.

*“ God preserve and bless thes—good-
bye.”

T Noble, true mother ! Would that
all wero such! Where, then, would
bo all this intomperance, destroying
thousands of ounr young menm, and
crushing inany a parent’s brightest:
hopo? ‘Where, then, would exist all
this crime, which conceals not iteolf at
midaigkt, but stilks abroad openly at
noon-day 1
Mothers, on you rests & great respon.
sibility. To you is given this mighty’
work to moralize the'world. Now, in
the gusceptibility of youth, must those
infleences be brought to bear which
will fit them for true manhood,

¢ Littlo foct will go astray,

Guide them, mother, while you ruay.”

Impress upon their minds, now,
thoso simple, healthful leszons; thosze
noble, clevating truths, which; when
the darkness of sin envelops them,
when temptations sssail them, shall be.
lighta.in tht window, leading them on-
ward in tho straight and narrow way.

OOTIOBER: :.

AND now Qctobor has come again—
tho month 8 named in the ald Roman
calyndar from oclo, cight, as Septonibbr
wag named from seplem, seven, Novem-
ber from aovem, nino, and December
from dreem, ten. Tho seeming dis-
arrangement of placein tho year arises
from the fact that the Roman year
began with March, so rmaking Septem-
bor tho geventh month, October the
cighth, and so on, '

Octoher is the month of ripeness; of
richness and beauty, Now the har-
vests of the year have heen gathered,
Somo of tho apples yot remain, and the
nuty in the forest offer their peculiar
temptation to tho boys. Happy are
the lads who live within reach of tho
hickory or the chestnut. ‘We can
scarcely imagine a moro gennino delight
for country boys than that of gathering
nuts late in the auiuwn days, when
the pinching power of the frosts has
looscned them from their stems or
opened their hulls to let the precious
contents drop out. What cares the
hearty lad if the morning be a little
frosty? He will only walk with a
merrier step, and begin his work with
a greater zest. How tho memory of
tho dear old days comes back to us
out of the dreamy past, when as boy
with basket in hand we went in quest
of these autumnal treasurcs,

October is the symbol of the rich
fruitage that comes to muny s life.
When the gpring-time has been spent
in sowing precious seed, and the sum-
mer in faithful and well-directed toil,
there comes by and by the-abounding
ripeness of autumn. How rich is that
charm which adorns old age when the
earlior lite has been spent in noble -
purpose and worthy endeavour. How
gear and naked, on tho other hand,
when the morning and the noon have

‘been wasted in idleness and folly,
But many a sweet life never reaches :f,
this autumnal )oriod,  Béfarp ,the |.

spring-time pasees or summer’s noon is
gained the reaper comes. The budnin .
their morning beauty are gathered from .

their #tems, and borne to reach their .

perfect bicom and richest fragrance in
the gardens of God. Then 'let each
young bud of childhood.be just ag sweot
and just ag. beautiful as: it can—beau- °
tiful to tho eyes of friends on ecarth

and beautiful to the eye of God. So:

while the earth is robed-in 80’ much

beanty, while the forests flame forth | :

their sutumnsl glorles, -and -the air is .
dreamy in its avtumnal hate, let each '
résolve to make life as rich, ng fruitful, !
and as boautiful as 3t ig-poesible to
mako it. U

]

MIND ., .

Your tongue, that it speaks, ,no :
hasty, unkind word, : ce

Your hands, that they.neither fight,
steal, nox become idlo andthelpless. :

Your feat, that thay lead you not
into temptation, nor stumblg in the
way of sin.

Your eyes, that they look not upon
wickedness in any ghape. Do not let
them rest upon books that you knaw
your parents would not spprgva. ,

Your ears, that they listan nol to
talebesring, evil speaking, or any ill
report, .

!
1
—
5

“ PADDY,I“dD you k;mw low )
drive 1” said a traveller t1 thei . Jehu

D e T

of.a jaunting-car. ¢ Sura X.do,” was
the answer.  Wasn't.it.J that,
yor honour.in & ditch two;years:sgo?

T
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HOW AN ANGEL TOOEKS,
BY MBS GRORGE ARORIDALD,

OBIN, holding his mother’a hand,
]Saya ¢ Good-night" to tho big folks

’
Throws some kisses from rosy lips,
Laugbs with glee through the lighted hall,
Then in his own crib, wann and deep,
Rob 18 tucked for a long night's sleep.

Gentle wmother with foud caress

Slips ter hand through his soft, brown bair,
Thiuks of his future, all unknown,

Speaks aloud in an carnest prayer,

** Holy angels keep watch and ward,

Ged 8 good angels my Laby guard!”

* Mamma, what is an aogel like?
Asked the boy in a wondering tono;

** How w1ll the y look 1f thoy como hore,
Watclung me when I'm alone 1%

Hal! with alirinking and fear spoke he.
Answered the mothor tenderly -

** Prottiest faces ever were known,

Kuulest vuices and sweetest eyos *"—

R. hin, waited for nothing woro,

Crird with a look of pleased surprise,

Love and trust in hus eyces of blue,

** I know, mamms, theyre just hko you!”
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A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK :
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.0., Editor.

TORONTO, OCTOBER 17, 1885,

NEVER TOO SOON.

Way do young people so frequently
put off thoughts of religion till a future
day? Do they imagine that they are
too young ; too young to be delivered
from the guilt of sin, too young to be
made happy in the love of God? Do
they consider that the present time is
too soon ¥  Too soon to be doing right,
and serving one’s Oreator and Bene-
factor! 'Whence can such an idea
have arisent Would any young man
exclaim, ¢ It is too soon for me to be
honest and truthful ; too soon to be
loving to my parents, and kind to
my friends?” How, then, can it be
too soon tn be true to God, and grate-
ful to our Maker? Few ever think it
too soon to gain the favour of men,
much less of men who can do them
great service ; how is it that they talk
of its being too soon to be in favour
with God? The hand of the enemy of
young men’s souls is in all this,

If a fortune were to come in a young
man's way to-morrow, we do mnot
believe that ho would refuse it on the
plea that it was too early for bim to
be rich. If he could be promoted to
an honourable situation in Her
Majesty’s service, we do not believe

that our young friend would decline it |

bocauso it came to him too early in
life. Weo have heard complaints of
tho slowness of promotion in the oivil
tervice, but we never yet heard any
man gay that ho had rison too rapidly
Truly good things can hardly bo ob-
tained too soon, for tho eatlior they
como tho longer time remains in which
to cnjoy thom. In spiritual things
wo may fitly uso the world's cld pro-
vorb, “A bird in the hand is worth
two in tho bugh.” True godliness is
best with the dow upon it. Thoso who
begin with God betimes shall seo cause
for gratitudo in this matter as long a8
they exist,

Wo advise those who have long been
hoping, to decide at once for Christ
and holiness. You have halted too
Jong between two opinions. Decide !
Decido! It is ill tostand by the hour
together looking at a feast ; why not
sit down and enjoy it? Who wishes
to postponn happiness, and put off
poace? They do this who delay the
secking of pardon, sud tarry long
before accepting the blessings of free
grace. ‘It is bottor late than never,”
8ays ono; say rather that ¢ It is better
in such nattors never to be late.”

HELPING POOR SOEOOLS

Tuk following is a specimen of many
lettors received, The Sunday-schoo!
Board is glad to help all such cases :—1
crave your indulgence for a few minutes,
while 1 represent tho case of our
Sunday-school which stands in need of
your assis‘ance. We came to this mis-
sion tho first of July last, and found
no Sunday-school, the place being
very small indeed, and fow children to
go to school. But we went to work
in good earncat, to organize a school if
possible. My wife and another good
aister spent part of two afternoons in
going around among the people to see
who would send children, and they
succeaded beyond their expectations.
Two weeks ago last Sunday was the
first day of school, and they had 35 in
attendance. The next Wednesday
evening we organized the school ac-
cording to our Discipline, and the next
Sunday the superintendent proposed
to bring up a collection, which was
agreed upon, and yesterday was the
first day they had any collection,
which, I believe, was very good for the
numnber present, about two cents per
member. But the children require
papers, and books, and tickets, and the
pecple are poor, a8 a general thing, and
unable at present to supply the funds
necessary to the carrying on of the
school. If you could send us some
papers, eay for gix months, until we
got some money on hand, it would be
a great bencfit to the school, and very
msterially assist us, In not only re-
taining those we have, but it would be
a gource of encouragement to others.
‘We not only need papers, but the
children would be much better to have
tickets, and if we could have a small
donation of them, perhaps, by the time
the new year would open out, we would
have enough funds on hand to sond for
a supply of such things a8 we need.
‘We hope you will take a favourable
view of our case, and gend us such
help as your judgment aud benevolence
deem neceesary.

“ How to Live” interests the aver
age man and woman about as much as
any question they think on. Edward
Everett Hale proposes to tell in the
coming volume of The Chaulauquan
his ideas on the subject.

WATKIN

THE NEW TESTAMENT AS A
PASSPORT.

Froy Klum in Eastern Prussia to
Sedalis, in the State of Missouri, is
certainly no short journey, and one
which the most courageous man will
not contemplate without somo beating
of heart, as he thinks of the many
accidents possible in his course. Never-
theless, three little children have
completed this long voyage, entirely
alone, unaccompanied by an adult
The three children—a boy of ten years,
and his two little sisters, ono seven
and the other four—were to join their
parents, already settled in America,
and none of their friends or relatives
were in a situation to accompany
them ; therefore there was nothing for
*hem but (o undertake the journey
alono,

An aunt, in Berlin, couceived the
happy and pious thought of furnishing
each little travellor with & small New
Testament, upon the first page of which
she wrote tho name, age, birthplace,
and destination of the bLearer, and
below, in large letters, ** Inasmuch as
ye have done it unto the least of thess,
ye have dome it unto me, saith Jesus
Christ.”

And this little guide book has well
folfilled its mission. To all with
whom they came in contact, the three
little children obediently showed this
unusual passport, and in no instance
did it fail to procure for them every
kindnees, tenderncss, and protoction

which could be given, every heart

8 GLEN.

warming with pavental love for tho
three littlo ones thus thrown on the
kindnees of passing strangers. They
have finally reached their home in the
far West to the inexpreseible relief of
their gritoful and rojoicing parents,—
L'Avenir,

Tae Boffslo Christian Advocats
saya: Profosely illustrated paperson
the Cruise f tho Challenger; a Trip
through the Virginiss; and Chaucer, are
the first contributions to the Canadian
Methodist Magazine for September.
“@God's Glory above the Heavens"” is
a deep and inspiring paper which elo-
quently considers God’s glory in nature
first, but argues that great as it is,
¢ the moral grandeur of the infinite
nature” is the glory above the heavens,
The article is by Rev. W. H, Dallinger,
“ Poggy's Haven ” is a story of London
poverty, which is touchingly told. One
of th» best deparments of the magarine
is that known as ‘ Tho Higher Life,”
and a very suggestive selection this
month is on “A Holy Lifo is True
Force.” A chaptor on Charles Wesley,
with many extracts from his hymns is
also given. The number is an excel-
lent one. Published by Wm. Briggs,
Toronto, Ont., at $2 a year,

“ T pon'r 8ay all I think,” remarked
Brown, when pressed for his opinion
'of the representative of his district.

“T ehould think you might,” replied
Fogg, “and not be prossed for time
either.”
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ARTIST'S DA —WATKING GLEN,

LOVING HIM WHO FIRST LOVED ME.

AVIOUR, teach me, dsy by day,

4 Love's aweet lesson to obey ;

Sweeter lesson canvot be,

Loving Him who first loved me;

With a childlike heart of lovs,

At Thy bidding may 1 move;

Prompt to serve and follow Thos,

Loving Him who first loved me,

Toach me all Thy smgs to trace,
8trong to follow in Thy grace,
Learniug how to love from Thee,
Loving Him who first loved me.
Thus may I rejoice to show
'sl'hnt I foel ;lrllghlo::o 1 (Imo;

inging, til ace I seo,
of g?sglove whg, first loved wo.

THE SOOTT ACT.

T cAN say this,” said Commissioner
Coombs as he opened the Salvation
Scott Act demonstration at the Rioch-
mond-gtreot Barracks, ¢ that if they
would leave the passago of the pro-
hibitory measure to us we would soon
seo whother it would pass or nat.”

Among tho notables present was
Benator Vidal,

After the usual opening knee drill,
“ Prof, Wiggins, late of whiskey fame,”
sang a Salvation song to the tune of

“The (ampbells are- Coming.” He
then related the story of his salvation.

ing following his salvation he “met
Bill Cooper eating with one hand and
praying with the other.”

Mr, W. Munns, Secretary of the
Oantario Branch of the Prohibitory
Alliance, said, The drink traffic as the
rival of the home, the educational in-
stitutions, and the interests of business
should be opposed by all interested in
the welfare of tho country and its
people. He believed in protecting the
homes of the people. The whiskey
should be locked up instead of the
bard workingmen who drink it, who
might fill important and useful gpheres
in life wore it not for the curse. He
appealed to thoss present on bebalf of
the boys and girls of the Dominion to
put forth their mightiest efforts to
gave them.

Tue rocont visit of Dr. Carman to
Nowfoundland is likely to make that
island and its8 esraest Methodist
brotherhood more widoly known than
in the past. In addition to letters in
the official papers Dr, Carman has
contributed an articlo on the subject to
our Magszino and anothor to the Noréh-
western Cliristian Advocate of Ohicago.
The Islauds of our northorn coast,—
Princo Edward Island, Oape Breton

« Happy Alf, late drunken Alf,” in|and thestill larger one, Newfoundland

telling of his youthful ungodliness,
said, He and a chum had swallowed

up a $6,000 farm and a house and Iot.
As hejwaent down the street the morn-

—with more room than soveral Euro-
pean nations enjoy—will yet ba the
sumuwer sanitariums of the continent.
— Wesleyan. L T

WATKINS GLEN,
Il

TaERE is not to be found in America
a moro strikingly wonderful and beau-
tiful freak of nature than Watkins
Glen, It is situated at the head of
Seneca Lako, between two ranges of
hills, which seom to have beon torn
ssunder in the formation of this narrow
valley. Tt consists properly of a num-
bor of Qlons, or sections, rising one
above another, and extending sdvoral
milea in all, forming a series of rocky
arcades, gallories and grottoes, the
grandour and magnificonce of which
cannot be fully realized by description,

.| Tho total ascent is about eight hundred

feet. It forms the chsnnel for a
limpid stvean:, which makes the descont
from section to section by a series of
beautiful cascades and rapids.

The entrance i8 of such a form that
no one would imagine that the gorge
extended more than a dozen rods. It
is usually traversed by visitors for
about two miles from its entrance; its
character is such that the ascent is
neceasarily performed on foot, Tho
scenery grows finer and moro beautiful
a8 we advance, until finally the cul-
minating point is at the upper bridge,
or Pilgrims’ Rest, though many ex-
plore it for a mile or two beyond.

Turning from the main road, we
enter the defile between the guarding
hills and commence our pilgrimage.
The first object that attracts our atten-
tion is a vast rocky entrance amphi-
theatre, the walls of which rise in
beetling cliffs on either side. Ahead
of us the walls almost meet, and farther
passage seems barred, with the excep-
tion of a narrow rift in the rocks, ag if
they kad, by some mighty power, been
torn asunder.

Weo now ascend tho staircase, which
is strong and secure, and find ourselves
in the entrance of what is called Glen
Alphs, or the first section. Here, for
the first time, the delightful sensation
ateals over us, produced by the invig-
orating and inspiring atmosphere, The
air, as it draws down through the
Glen, ig cool, freeh and bracing, and is
laden with sweet odours, the fragrance
of many flowers,. Wo look upward
into the Glen and realizo now the
stupendous grandeur of this master-
piece of nature, and scem to draw in-
spiration from its wild magnificence,
We seem to have forgotten tho outer
world that we have left bohind us, and
to be in a kind of fairy land, the work
of somo anoient race of gianta,

Looking upward what a sight bursts
upon us! Towering and irregular
cliffs of dark rock riso one above an-
other till they appear to meet in the
clouds, angular and sullen, and seem
to forbid approach | A little narrow
throad of sky is all that reminds us of
the world we have left, and that is
barred and spanglad by patches of
bright green foliage.

¢ All tho air a solomn stillncss holds,”

unbroken gave by tho singing and
plashing of some distant cascade, or
occasionally the murmuring ripple of
the stream as it courses through its
rocky channel. At numerous places
in the Glen we pause, and wonder how
it is possible to go much farther, the
Way appears 80 impassable, and!the
distance 80 inacceasible ; but) as, we
advance, the path always opens, and
gives far more interest to the ascent
than though we could clearly mark our
way before us.

After emerging from the dark chasm,
we 800 before us silvery cascades, quiet

Tas Nazrow Pass,
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pools and moss-garnished walls, over-
arched by stately foreat troes and thick
shrubbery, with a broad light tlooding
the distanco; und far above is gsoen
through the omerald folinge, like a
wob of gossamer, the beautiful Iron
Bridge spanning the Glen,

It is & singular fact, that nowhere,
perhaps, upon the Continent, can such
n rango of vegotation be found within
such narrow limits and in such closo
juxtaposition. On the northern slopes,
in sheltered nooks protected from the
windg, and in s great measure frowm
frost aud snow, and expcecd to the
warm mys of tho sun, the vogetation
is almost tropical. Many plants are
here found, cspecially among tho lower
ordors, that are indigenous to Tennessee
aud tho Carolinse. The fern fawnily
ig largely represented, and gome of tho
most  beautiful species are found.
Many of the varietics attain a degree
of luxurinuce that astoniches the
student who is familiar with them.
High up on the southern cliffs, exposed
to tko keen porth winde, many plants
are found that belong far te tho north.
Stunted ftice, messes and lichons, that
are rarely faund south of the Hudson's
Bay country, aro hae 1epresented.

ROYyS

IN SUNSHINE AND RAIN,

XY 7
* AN, bke anily sheep, doth often stray;
ql\.}@. N:t huowin 'Iof s way , y
Blind deserts and the wilﬁ- tuess ol s
Ho daily travels m,
Thero's notbing will reduco him sooner than
Atilictions to his pon,
He wanders iu the smustuae, Lut w ruin
And stormy westher hastens hotuo agate,

Thou, tho grest Bhoepherd of my soul, O
eop
Me, Thy uoworthy shecp
From gadding: or, if fair means will not
do 1t,
Let foul, then, bring me to it.
Rather than I should perish 1w my error,
Lord, bring me back with terror :
Better 1 be chastised with thy rod
And Shepherd’s staff, than stray from Theo,
my God.

Though for the prosent stripes do grieve me
sore,

At last they profit more,

And make me to observe Thy Word, which I
Neglected formerly :

Lot me como home rather by weeping cross
Than stild bo at a loss,

For health I'{ rather tako a bitter pill,

Than catiug swoetmeats to be always ill,
—Thomas Washbourne, 1606-1687.

“TAKE UP THE BOOK, AND
READ."

Ix the midst of all the publishing of
bcoks, 7,452 books manufactured year
after year, there is one book, contain-
Ing moro wisdom than all books, which
goes through its editions and ita edi-
tions, and is now, T believe, brought
down to the price of one penny—n
marvellous typographical feat in this
age.

You may remember the story abont
St. Augustine,. He was onco in great
doubt and trouble. He had a dresm
in which he dreamt that after he had
tried all philosophy, and could fnd no
real peace, no real wisdom in any
book, he thought ho heard some ono
say, ' Tolle, lege”—-**Take up the
book, aud read.” He took up the
Gospels and read them, and found they
wero the books which he wanted, and
that wizdom w4s to be found there.

“So I suy, Tolle, lege, and in that
book you will find tho greatest wisdom
and happinoss in this warld, and that
it is the best book for you.,”"—Zhe

LIGIHT AND SHADE OR

SIONARY LIFE,
BY ROBIN RUBTLER.

MIS.

StxNpay morning found us as uwsunl
wending our way on the Blood Resorve
from camp to enmp, toaching, guiding,
and bleseing the minds and souls and
hodics of the Blood Indians. Ever
since eickness soriously attacked tho
peoplo in their houtes, thoy have dwolt
in lodges, and thus for a time returned
to thd migratory habits of such a lifo.
When tho location where the camp is
pitched becomes unclesn, a now site is
chosen, and the people move. The
place of their habitation i3 often
chenged, couscquent upen secking clean-
linens, fresh pastuve for the animale,
and other mattors of more or less
interegt,  Enter with us into ono of
the cawps and soo for youmelf the
lights and shades of nmussionsry work
smong the Indinns.  Ono of tho lavgeet
lodges is eclected for bolding service,
Tuke thig particular Sunday as repre-
sentativo of nearls all the otkers. As
wo weng through the camp, wo invited
the prople to ¢rmo with us, One
woman ¢at on the grourd scraping
the buir off the skin of a deer, wko
lety hor work and came with us to
hear the gond news of salvation through
Christ.  Wo ontored the lodge of a
chief  The seat of honour wag given
to tho missionary, and soon the men,
women, and child1en aszembled.  With
the help of an interpreter a sermon
was preached to tho people, after
whicn ull joined tegether in com-
mittirg to memory the Lord’s Prayer
and the Ten Commandments in their
own lunguasge. The children sang very
tweotly  Oome to Jesus,” in Blackfoo!,
and Englisk prayer was offered, and
some Sunday-tchool papors distributed.

The eervier being over, tho sick
bogan to tell of their diseases, and tho
missionary gave them medicines out of
the small slock at his command.
Another camp heas to be sought and
off we went. A fow miles distant we
camo to & camp of twenty Jodgis. On
our way there we saw a group of
Indisn Iads sitting on the ground
gawbling, and about a dozen men
with very little clothiog on, were
busily enghged in a tea dance. When
wo reached the camyp the peoplo saw
ug, snd came to the lodge whme we
were. An old chief stoed outside
calling the people to come to prayer.
Ag we could not afford to pay the
interpreter for another gorvico on that
day, and as it would be helpful to us
in getting & clearer insight into the
language, and enabling us to gain
greater fluency in its uss, wo had to
dispense with the servicos, The same
routine had to be gone through, varied
with answers to many queslions agked,
rolating to the welfare of tho people.
Visits made to the sick and aged filled
up the remainder of the dvy, and we
roturned to the mission-houge praying
that the good seed sown might produce
blessed results.  Sadeess filled onr
hearts whon wo thought of the intense
Jove manifested by some for the prac.
tice of hLeathenism. When wo egaw
gome of them following the evil ways
of the unrighteous paleface, wo mourned
because of the unholy examplo of thoso
who, becauee of their privileges, ought
to bave been our helpers in the good
work ; still we were oncouraged, Wo
beheld the attentivo look of young and
old, we listened to some of 1ho peoplo
who said : “ Wo have been praying to
the Great Spirit to help us to do right,

and wo want to co what the Biblo tella
ug,” and wo felt that tho reading of
(lod's Word in the native langusge,
with tho momorizing of prayers and
promises, would not fail of having the
desired results, ‘There is a bright
limng to the clouds, and the day is
coming when thoso who aro now near
tho kingdom shall cnter in, and become
sond and daughters of tho Lord
Almighty.
Bleod Resoervo,
Alborta, N, W, T,

BEGIN RIGHT.

As the boy beging, so will the man
end. Tho lad who spoaks with affec-
tation, and minces forcign tongues that
ho doos not understand at school, will
bo & weak chromo in character all his
lifo ; the boy who cheats his teacher
into thinking him devout at chspol
will bo the man who will make religion
a trade and bring Christianity into
contempt ; tho boy who wins the bigh-
est averago by stealing his examination
papers will figurs some day as a tricky
politician, The lad who, whether rich
or poor, dull or olover, looks you
straight in tho oyes and keops his
answer insido of truth, already counts
friends who will last his life and holds
a capital which will bring him a surcr
interest than money 'Then get to the
Lottom of things. You see how it is
already as to that. It was the student
who was grounded in the grammar
who took tho Latin prize; it wag that
slow, steady drudge who practised
firing every day last winter that bagged
the most game in the mountain ; it is
the clerk who studies the specialty of
the houso in .off hours who iz pro-
moted.  Your brilliant, happy-go-
lucky, hit-or-miss fellows usually turn
cut the dead weight of the family by
forty-five. Don't take anything for
granted ; get to the bottom of things,
Neither be a sham yousolf nor be
fooled by shame,

-9

ON the 20th day of next June our
noble Queen will enter on the fiftieth
year of her reign, and preparations are
being made for a grand year of ro-
joicing over the event. But thres
govereigns of England have reached
the year of jubilee, These were Henry
U1, whoea ¢ ronation took place
October 16, 1216, and his death
occurred November 16, 1272, giving
him a roign of fifty-six years. 'The
year 1266 was his jubilee, Edward
IIL., crowned January 25, 1327, and
died June 21, 1377, having closed his
jubiles but six wonths before his
death ; Qeorge IIL, who came to the
throune in 1760 and died in 1520, after
& turbulent reign of sixty years. ‘The
peculiarity of the long reign of Vic.
toria is that it has beon one of almost
unbroken peace and wcenderful pros-
nerity, which may well be celcbrated
with a jubilee.-Canada Presbyterian.

—_—— P ——

Tue New York Independent says:
« The Rev, W. H, Withrow, D.D., of
Canada, who has been lecturing of late
to the Christian Philosophers of New
Jersey, is the author of ¢ Valeria,” a tale
of early Christisd life in Rome, Dr,
Withrow is at homo with his subject,
and his enthusissm for the catacombs
nmight well tempt the Sunday-school
reader to look up his largor volume on
the samo subject.”

KEEP TO THE RIGHT.

EEP to tho right, as the law dirocts,
32 For such ia the rulo of the real;
Xeop to tho right, whoover expocts

Securely to carry lifo’s load,

Koop to the right, with God and histmth;
or waudor, though folly allura ;
Keep to tho right, from the day « © thy youth,
Nlor turn from what's faithful and pure.

Keep to theright, within av | without,
With strangor and kindred and friend ;
Keep to the right, and you nced have no

doub
That all will bo woll iu‘the end.

Keep to the right in whatevoer ),'ou do,
Nor claim but your own on tho way ;
Keep to the right, and hold on to the trae

From tho morn to tho close of lifo's day.

WHY WE ARE TEMPTED.

Surrose I made a very wonderful
stoam engine, and put it into a ship,
to make it into & steam packet, Itis
all boautifully made, and comploty,
and I want to ¢ try " whethor ft is all
good ; whether tho machinery is right,
and works well.  Whore should I send
it, into a smooth soa, or a rough &ea?
Should I send it * uﬁ the rapids "—up
the river—against the stream, to seo
whether it would go up? I should,

8o God dces with you, He furn-
ishes you with everything you want,
then puts ‘you up * the rapids,” sends
you on the rough water, just to “try"”
you, to see what you are made of.

In Eastern land. swords are made
of such fine stuel that men can bend
them almost donble without hieaking
thom. In order to ““try” them, when
they are being made men bend them,
to see if they can be relied upon. So
God “tries” you, to see what you are
mede of. In this way, then, it is a
gocd thing to be “tempted.” Even
Jesus was ¢ tempted.” Luther said,
“ Prayer and temptations make the
Christian."— Fireside News.

L4

AN EVERYDAY TEMPERANOE
SERMON.

Tye hired preachers may go out of
town for saummer vacations, but the
temperance sormong aro preached all
the same, What may be termed per-
sonally conducted arguments for total
abstinence are constantly being made,
summer and winter, spring and fall,
night and day. Libby and Struthers
weore poor clerks, side by side in Alex.
‘T, Stewart’e store » quarter of a cen-
tury sgo. For a fow years Struthers
got along faster than Libby did, for he
becamo tho head of tho upholstery
department at a time when Libby was
still behind the ribbon counter. Then
Struthers began to drink whiskoy,
while Libby stuck pretty much to
water, and the difference in their
beverages soon began to have the usual
resulls. Struthers had the more.fub
for a while, but he went down =« pefr
at a time in the Stowart cstablishment
until finally he was literally lcked
out, a sot. By that time Libby had
rigen clear out of the drunkard's sight
and was in charge of the most import-
ant branches of that vast businesss
Last wegk Struthers wus picked up as
a vagrant in tho strceta hv the polico.
Libby is a millionai co.— Blakely Halls
“ Life in New Yorx."

A MANUFACTURER of glass oyes says
that his products ave now =o gkillfully
made a8 to defy dotection, Xvén the
wearers of the glass oyes cinnot sée
through tho deception. ’

L v o §
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A TRUE STORY.

o #HRERE isthe baby, grandmamma 1”
The sweet young mother calls
Froni her work iri the cosy Kitcheo
With its dainty whitowashed walls.
And grandmia loaves her knitting,
And locks for her all around ;
But not a troe of baby dear
Can suywhere be found.

No sound of its morry prattle,
No gloam of its sunuy hair,

No patter of tiny footsteps,
No sign of it anywhero.

All through house and gardon,
Far out into tho field,

They search vach nook and carner,
But nothing is revealed.

And the 1other’s face grow pallld ;
Grandmamma’s syes grow dim ;

The father 4 goue to tho village ;
No use to f{ook for him,

Aud the baby's loat | ¢ Whoro's Rover?”
‘I'ho mother chanced to think

Of the old well in the orchard
Whoero the cattlo used to drink.

“ Whero's Rover? 1 know he'd find her !

Rovor1" In vain they call,

Then hurry away to the orohard ;
And thero by the moss.grown wall,

(‘lose to the well hies Rover,

Holding to baby's dress,

w\Who was luantug over the well's cdge
In perfect fearlossness.

She strotched hor httle arms down,
But Rover hold hur fast,

Aund never scomed to mind tho kicks
The ﬁni- baro feet cast

Yo «pitofully upon him,
Bat wapged his taxl wstead,

To greet thy frightenod soarchers,

Wthile naughty baby said :

¢ Dero*d a *ittle dirl in the ater ;
Shu s dust as big 2s me;
Mawmma, I want to help her out,
And take hor home to ten,
But Rover, he won't let me,
And I don't love him. Go
Away, you naughty Rover!
Ol 1 why are you cryingaot”

The mother kissed her, saying:
My darling, understand,

Goud Rover saved your life, my dear—
And sce, he licks your hand 1

Kiss Rover 1" Baby struck him,
But grandma understood ;

She said : **1t's hanl to thank the friend
Who thiarts us for our good.”

ISAAC AND THE BEAR.
BY REV. B, DARRASS, M.A,

‘WuER the missionariesin the North-
West visit their outposts, some of
which aro more than 100 miles distant,
they are accustomed to take n few
Indians with them, as it would rot be
safo to travel alone. Besides there are
numorous duties to be performed whon
the rissionary mauet have assistance.

Some of the companions of the
missionary are usually good story-
tellers.  Ons of those men was called
Igasc. On one occasion he had been
ordered toshoot a bear. Next morning,
before starting on his journoy, he was
attending to his dovotions, when his
companions callod his attention to a
pair of deer which were approaching
very near to where they were seated,
But said he, whon relating the adven-
ture to the Rev. O. German, “I could
not allow my mind to be drawn off my
prayers by any earthly thing, and so I
did not look upatall,” OFf course when
they had finished worship, thero were
nodeer tobe seen. “Never mind,” said
Isasc, ‘““one deor is not all.” After
two or three days his comradea returned
home, and he was thus loft alone. 1
had loadod one barrel of my gun with
a very light charge to shoot a rabbit, if
I should see one, the other way primed
for the deor Iwas tracking. Suddenly,”
said he;“I heard just in front a cracking
of brush, and a grinding of teeth, and,

id

looking up, I saw throo raging boars
appronching me, tho foromoat ono
already standing up to receive mo,
What to do I hardly knew, I was
frightoned.
barrol. I must give the firat one that.
I firod. Hofoll. Butnow the others
come on more fiercely than before,
\What can I do? No time to run. 1
cannot kill with this light load. I will
blind him. I fired into his cyes. e
wag dazed,  Jran. Reaching a sate
distanco in a thicket I began to rolead.
The third bear had fled, but I heard
tho wounded ono comiug near, twisting
and breaking tho saplings in his courss,
in hogo of finding me. But he passed,
and I was quito willing he shounld.”
Inano did not forget to thank God for
his doliverancs.

THE FROOF¥ OF LOVE.
A TRUE STORY,

A rooxr Chinese woman wag afllicted
by a painful tumour or swolling, which
gavoe her great pain and caused her
life to boin danger. By some means
she heard that there w.s in a certain
city of her native land a foreign lady
who had come from over tho seas to
teach and help the people of the coun-
try. ‘This lady, it was said, knew how
to cure disease, and the poor woman
dotermined to go to her in the hopo of
tinding relicf. Sho had to travel some
distanoe, and was accompanied by a
young man, her own grandson.

‘When the missionary lady, who was
in truth a doctor, saw the woman, she
said, ** I think I can help you, but it
will be neccessary for me to cat this
tumour away.”

To this the woman consented, for
what will not one bear in order to
egoape from death? The oparation
was performed successfully, but when
it was nearly over there was wanting
a little pieco of flesh to lay into the
wound.

“ Will you lot me take it from your
armt” asked the lady of the young
man. Somewhat ungraciously ho an-
swered, “ Yes.”

He was scarcely willing to suffer a
little pain and inoonvenience for the
rake of hig aick grandmother, When
the flesh from his arm had been
applied, a little moro was still wanting,
Thon the missionary dootor bared her
own arm and took from it 80 much as
was needed in order to make the
operation complete.

When the poor Chintse woman saw
the white skin of the forcigner laid
upon her own olive-coloured body, she
oxclaimed,

“Now I know what brought you
hero. It was love for us. I always
thought before that you had come to
make money, or in some way to got
gain from the people of wy country—
but love, and love only, could make
you willing to shed your blood for me.”

Then the lady told her patient of
Jesus, the blessed Saviour, who came
to carth to suffer and die that he might
redeom us by his blood. The woman
listened and believed. From that time
the Lord of the foreign lady was her
Lard and Master too,

The few drops. of blood thus shed
by the mitsionary were tho proof of
her love. Jesus gave himself for us
that wo might be saved. When he
was npon earth, still going about doing

.good, healing the sick, cleansing the

lepers, giviog sight to the blind, tell-
ing the people of tho love of their
heavenly Father, and of tho "home

I oould only kil with one:

above to which ho would have them
go, ho said: “ I am the Good Shop-
hord; tho Good Shopherd giveth his
lifo for the sheop.” And again he
said: “I lay down wmy hfe for the
sheop.”~—1Word and Work,

MARK TRAFTON IN MONT-
REAL

Tag Rov. Mark Trafton, of Boston,
tolls in Zion's Herald how he wau
treated in Montreal, which ho reached
with Bishop Foster at 8,60 ono Satur-
day night,

¢« Wo seized our bagrage and stepped
ou%, when we woro .. once arrested by
a man ovor six feet in height, a perfect
gpecimen of a policoman, who when he
laid hold upon the Bishop, whose
valiss was largor and so more sus-
picious than mine, thought ho had a
priza; and I was about to start up, as
in duty bound, in defence of our
eccleeiastical functionary, when the
burly official turned upon me, who, as
the tail of a kite, was in the rear, put
me under arrest, and calling an assist-
ant gave me into bis charge; and did
ho say it, or was it fancy, ‘ Liook out
for bim ; he’s an old offender?’ Well,
fancy aside, that was the warmest and
most hearty veception I had ever re-
oceived, and will never be forgotten.
W apeak of the reticence, the coldness
of the Eaglish peoplo in contrast with
Yankee forwardness and gush, but it
is all imaginary, It was Dr. Potts,
pastor of St. James Church, with BMr,
Torrarce, a lineal descendant of Philip
Embury, who met us at the station,
and gave the warm welcome to the
Queen’s Dominion of which I am
writing.

¢“Now I bad no call to Canada, but
went to take care of our Bishop, as
it were (but it is still an open question
who had most need of care, aud who
received most personal attention), and
go I intended to go to a hotel on my
arrival in Montreal, but no, ¢Itis an
absurdity ;* ‘not to be thought of,’
and Bo into & carrisge we were put,
and away we drove to the residence of
Hon. James Ferrier, a senator of the
Parlisment, where we deposit the
Bishop and Mr. Torrance, son-in-law
of Mr. F,, and then oft we go up, up,
up, until we stop in front of a large
granito structuve, and Dr. Potts says,
‘This is our Theological College, and
you are to be the guest of the president,
Doctor Douglas.’ 'The door was opened
before we rang, und in we went, and
there stood the great-hearted, clear-
headed, scholarly Doctor, whom I had
met in Boston years agu, and the
greoting he gave me was worth »
journey to Montreal. But,alas! when
ast wo met he could look me in the
face, but now over his brow was a
green shade, and his eyes

¢ roll id vain

To find a piercing ray, and find no dawn,,
Ho has lost his sight; yet cheerful,
happy, resigned, he still works on, and
finds a pleasuro in his task as president
of this young but flourishing college.
His wife and his three accomplished
daughtors are ayes to him, and lighten
his task.

«Bat it is Saturday night, and
anothor communication must tell of
that Sabbath.”

Brauty, bounty and blessedneas—
all mest in perfection in the Lard
Jesus Ohrist: ¢“He is altogether
lovely.”

ALL CAN DO SOMETF(ING.

THRRE is work in tho world for oven
tho smallest child.

A lady was going to visit & poor
woman, whon her nephew, five years of
ago, brought a biscuit to her, and
begged her to take it to the sufioror,

“J can do without lunch,” said the
child ; “I bave had a good broakfast,”
And accordingly he did without lunch
that tho poor woman might have a
biscuit.

A young girl fifteen years of age,
hoing obliged to go into a shoemaker's
shop to inquire for a poor boy who
wag in her class in the temperanco
sohool, sald kindly to the cobbler who
had gis on her the information sought.

“ Aro you a temperance man §"

“ No; but I ought to be,” was the
angwer. “Whon I was we were
botter off than we are to-day”

After further conversation tho girl
agked,

“Will you come next Sunday cven-
ing to our temperance meeting "

“1 will,” he promised.

1o came, was converted, signed the
pledgze, and Bubsequently joined a
Methodist church, and is to-day happy
and prosperous.

Ho said to a8 comrade not long ago :

 That girl is my guardian angel.”

You canall do something. Areyou
trying? Avo you thoughtful of the
poor? Are you self-denying that youn
may help gome vne less favoured then
you are? Have you signed the pledgel
Have you asked any one else to sign
it? Do you speak pleasant, encour-
aging words to some one each day?
Are you courteous and polite to all ?
Aro you constantly watching for oppor-
tunities to gay a cheerful word or do a
kind act ¥ Have yougiven your heart
to Jesus, and are you praying by name
for those of your frienda who are not
Christians? O how much thero is for
evon the smallest child to da for Jesus !

Py

WHAT OUR BOYS MUST
LEARN.,

To cultivate a cheerful temper.,

To choose their frlends among good
boys.

To learn to sew on their own buttons,

Not to tease boys or girls smaller
than themselves.

To take prido in heing little gentle-
men at home.

To be polite and helpful to their owd
gisters, as they are to other boys’
sisters.

To treat their mothers a3 politely as
if she were a strange lady, who did
not spend her life in their service.

To feel a noble pride in making
their mothers and sisters their best
friends.

‘Wheon their play is over for the day,
to wash faces and hands, brush the
hair, and spend the evening in the
house.

If they do anything wrong, to take
their mothers into their confidence,
and above all never to lie about any-
thing they bave done. .

Not to take the casiest chalr in the
room, and put it directly in front of
the fire, and to forget to offer it to
their mother when she comes in to sit
down.

Not to grumble, or refuge, when
asked to do some errand that must be
done, and which otherwise will take
the time of some one who has more to
do than themselves,
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THE RED BREAST OF THE ROBIN,
(An Irish Logend.)

P all tho merry little birds that live up
in the tree,
And carol from tho sycamoro and chestnut,
The pretticst little gentleman that doarest is
to me
Is the ono in coat of brown and scarlet
walistcoat,
It's cocikt littlo robin !
And his hoad he keeps a bobbin'.
(0] .1111 the other pretty fowls 1'd choose
im;
For ho sings so sweetly still
'l‘hrongh his tiny slender bill,
With a little patch of red upon his bosom.

When tho frost 18 1n the air, and the snow
upon the ggound,
To other little bindies so bowilderin’,
Picking up the crumbs near the window he is
ounnd,
Singing Christmas stories to the children,
Of how two tender babes
Were loft in woodland glades,
By s cruel man who took ‘em thore té loso

om
But B:)bby saw the crimo,
(He was watching all tho time!)
Andbhe blushed a perfect crimson on his
0S0m,

When tho changing leaves of autumn round
us thickly ﬁﬁ],
And ;ve;ything seems sorrowful and sad-
ening, -
Robin may be heard on tho corner of a wall,
Singing what is solacing and gladdening,
And sure, from what ['ve heard,
He's God's own littlo bird,
And'singa to those in grief just to amuse

'em
But once he sat forlorn
On a cruel crown of thorn
And lfgs% blood it stained his pretty httle
o1,

AT THE LAST IT BITETH.

‘WHo oan measare ths woes that
come to humaaity through the usee of
strong drink? What other curge can
be compared with this terrible blight?
Dr. Wiliam G. Elliott, Chancellor of
Washington University, St. Louis,
Mo., thus teatifies :

“I have lived in St. Louis forty-
eight years, and have seen it grow
from 7,500 to nearly 400,000 inhabi-
tants, During these years, it has
passed through trials of pestilenco, of
devastating fires, of water floods, and
worst of all, four years of fratricidal
war, But I here assert, in all sober-
ness of mind and with readinces to
prove what I eay, that all other trials,
and lozses, and sufferings, and wrongs,
in all these many yeais coruwed, do
not equal the ruinous moral, socixt and
financial evils that I have seen _ro-
duced, during the rame period, by the
one cause, intoxicating drink.”

A gentleraan said st a recent meet-
ing: “A friend of mine who is &
large elip-owner losi one ~f his shipa
at gea. I went t¢ sympathize with
him, as the loes amounted to 340,000.
When I spoke about it he 1e¢pliud,
¢ Never mind the loes; I can bear
that and another $40,000 to that, and
another 240,000 to that, without feel-
ing it much; Lut (opening the draw-
ing-room door and jwinting to his wife
lying on a sofa helplessly intoxicated)
if T could remedy this, I wonid give
all I have in the world.”

There are some evils which no

e can measure, We stand
dazed and horror-stricken in the pres-
ence of woes worse than death, wbic
are heaped upon us by this satanic
power which blasts, and blights, and
devours, and desolates all things which
come beneath its sway, und cry, ¢ How
long, O Yord! kow long3”

ad

THos who think long are the better
b able to speak short.

WHY HE QUIT IT.

A connrsroNDRNT of tho Now York
Sun thus relates the circumstances
under which Secrotary Garland aban.
doned the use of intoxicating liquors:
Ho was asked ono day how it happened
that he, coming as he did from a part
of the country where liquor was be-
loved to bo used as commonly as
coffco, was a teototaller, ¢ Well, it
wag this way: I used to drink as
rogularly and as frequently as any
one; but one day some years ago I waas
walking through our cemetery at
Little Rock, and I saw the grave of
one bright msn who would have been
my age, and then I aaw another, and
another, until I suddenly realized that
almost all the ‘young men with whom
I begon life had gone, and I almost
alono was left, and I know what had
carried them away, Well, as I had
been spared, it ocourred to me that I
bad certainly had my share of alcohol,
¢0 I made up my mind that I wouldn't
drink anybody elsc's share; that
wouldn't be fair. So I just stopped
right then and there.”

BAD WAGES,

«Y mave left my place, mother; X
could not stay,” said a poor boy, when
he returned one morning from his
work.

“ Why have you left1” said the
mother. * Was your master unkind
to yout”

¢¢ No, mother ; he was kind enough,”
aaid the boy.

“ Dida't you like the work, my
boy 9" asked the mother.

“ It was the wages 1 didu't like,”
said the boy, solemnly, ¢ My master
wanted me to sin, and the wages of sin
is death.”

His master had expected him to lie
about the goods, and deceive and cheat
the customers ; but the boy seid, * No,
gir, I can't do such things; I will
leave your service firat.”

And ho did leave it; and he was
right, too. Such boys will make
mothers’ hearts glud, and will find that
the Lord takes care of th se who trust
in him, and will not work for Satan,
nor earn the wages of sin,

FrerruL, passionate people tear and
torment themselves.

LESSON NOTES.

—

B.O. ;78.] LESSON IV.
THE TEMPLE REPAIERD,
8 Rings 12, 1-15, Commit o mem, vs. 9.11,
GoLDRN TEXT.

I was glad when thoy #aid unto me, Let us
go into the house of tho Lord.  Psa, 122, 1,

OUTLINE,

1. The High Places, v. 1.3,
2, The Neglected Temple, v. 4.8.
3. The Wise Priest, v. 9.
4, The Abundant Treasure, 10-16.
Time.—B.C. 878, the yesrof the acceasion
of Jehoash, or Joash, 1n Judah,
PraoE.—Jcrusalem.
Ex LANATIONS, —Jehoash began to reign—
“hat is, in Judah, contemporary with Jehu,
king of Israol. hoiada—He did

{Oct. 25,

Wherein Je
what was right as long as Jehoisda lived to
instruct him.  Z'e high places—~The places
devoted to idolatry. Dedicated things—Holy
things, The money that every man {8 st at
—A dovout Israelite could dedicate himself
or his clild to the service of the sanctuary,
and could redeem tho dedication for a money
valuo. ‘T'he estimation for a male botween
twenty and sixty years of age was fifty shekels
of silvcr ; a fomale thirty shekela; trom five
to twenty years old for a male twenty shokels;

fomsle ten shekels, oto,  Sce Lev, 27. 1-18.
Repatr the breachss—The parts of the templs
that wero decayed, or that had been damaged
by tho sons of Athalish. Sce 2 Chron. 24. 7.
King's scribe—His privato socretary,  Told
the money—Countod it,  Reckoned not—Kept
no strict aocount.

TrACHINGS OF THIE LRs3ON,

Where in this losson aro we taught—

1, A rogard for the Lord's houso ?

2. The duty of laging by eomething for his
servicat

8. The oonfidenco which faithfalness in-
spires !

Tax Lusaon CATROBISM,

1, What did Johoash order shonld be done
with the money that was brought into the
Lord's house t * That it should bo used for
repairs, 2. Did Jehoiadas do at onco ns
Jehoash had commanded ¥ Ho did not. 8.
Whon Jehoinda received thocommand a socond
time, what did he put besido tho altar to
rocoive the monoy ! A chost. 4. To whom
was the money given when it was told 1 To
thoso having oversight. 5. Why did they
not reckon with those to whom they delivered
the money t ‘¢ For they dealt faithfully "

DoctriNAL  SucorsTioN, — Thoe publie
worship of God,

CAT: - °r QUESTIONS.

36, How mauy sacraments has Christ
ordainedin hisChurch1 Two only : Baptism
and tho Supper of the Lord.

37. Wore these sacramonts to abide
always! Yes; until tho Lord's coming at
the end of tho world.

LESSON V.,
DRATH OF ELISUA,
2 Kings 18, 14-285 Conmit to mem, vs, 20,91,

GoLorN Taxr.
Ho being dead yet speakoth.

B.O. 838.] [Nov. 1.

Hab. 11, 4.

OUTLINE.

1. A Royal Visitor, v, 14,

2. A P’rophetic Lesson, v, 15-19.
8. A Sacred Sepulchro, v, 20, 21,
4. A Fulfilled Prophecy, v. 22.25,

Timae.—B.C. §38.

Pracr—Unknown,

ExrLaNaTIONS. —The chariot of Israel—
King Joash uses the same terms of Elisha
which Elisha bad used of Elijah. It wasa
Hebrow saying, ' the chariot of Israel, and
the horsemon thoreot,” to indicate that the
individual of whom it was spoken was the
defenco of Israel. Elisha put hws hands—To
signify that he must luok to God for strength,
Il‘in shot—The shootiag toward Syria indicated
bis success in his warfare with that country,
for Israel was ncw under the Syrian yoke.
Smotes thrice, and stayed—Probably rogarding
it as a foolish mgn, but by dospisivg the
aign he lost the thing sigmfied. Spied a
band—As roving compaunies of Moabites were
ravaging Israel the funeral train broke up in
haste and disorder for fear these were
enemies. Cast the man—This shows their
haste, Three times—This was according to
the prophecy of Elisha when Joash samotebut
thrice on the ground.

TrAOHINGS O¥ THE LEssoN,

Where in this lesson do we learn—
1. That good men are hunoured in their

death? .

2. That partial obedience cannot become a
perfect blessing? .

S. That a good man's iofluonce reaches
beyond his life?

Tax LzssoN CATEOHISM.

3. What did Elisha tell Joash to do?
#4Tako bow and arrows,” 2 When Joash
had shet the arrow what did Elisha say?
¢ The arrow of the Lord’s deliverance.”” '3,
Why was Elisha wroth when Joash stayed
after smiting the ground thricot Bscause ho
had not smitten more. 4, What did Elishs
aay to Joash * *Thon shalt amite Syria but
thrice.” 5. What happoned to the man who
was cast into tho sepuichre of Elishay ** He
rovived.”

DoorRrINAL SUGGRSTION.~God’s fidelity
to his covenant.

CATEOHISM QURSTION,

88. What do you mean by tho word eac-
rament?! [ mean an outward and visible
sign of an inward and l%mmal given
unto us, ordained by Ohrist himself, as a
means whersby we receive the same, and a
pledgo to assuro us thereof,

POPULAR SERIES

OF

BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.

Each 35 conts,
Allen White: The Country Lad in

Towa,

Bob, the Orossing Sweeper. A

Book for Boys.

“Buy an Orange, Sir?” or,
History of Jamie Woodford.

Don't Say So; or, You may be
Mistaken.

Our Village Girls. By Hotty Bowman,
Ruth Allan; or, The Two Homes.
»Clean your Boots, Sir?”

re to beSingular; or, The Sto:
D Mines, vorY

A

Esch 36 oents,

The fealure of this series of Books 1is to encou.
rage tn childhood a spirit of love, gentle-
ness, and cheer fulness, while affording
amusement and interest,

Tha Original Poems for Children.’
By Avnand Jane [sylor. With Colouféd
Frontispioce,

The Basket of Flowers; or, Piety
and Truth Triumphant. With
Culoured Frontiapieco.

Ellen's Idol. By the Author of * Tiny."
[Hustrated,

Sermons on the Wall. By John
‘Tillotson. lllustrated.

Goldy and Goldy's Friends. By
Mary Densels  Hllustrated.

The One Thing Needful; or
Ethel's Pearls. Ilustrated. !

I Oon't Know How. By E. Stuart

Phelps., Illustrated.

¢ ayings and Doings of Children.
Iy the Rev. J. E. Smith, Illustrated,

Tiny. By Elizabrth Stuart Phelps, With
(‘.}l,oumlynud other Illustrations.p

The Orphan Boy; or, From Pea-
sant to Prince.

Tom, Tom, The Printers Son. A
Boy::l Story, Related by Himself, [Illus-
trated,

Only a Dandelion.
- Steppog Heav-uward.”
and other Illustrations,

Follow Me. By the Author of **Stepping
Hiavenward.” Illustrated.

New TYear's Bargain.
Coolidge.  [lustrated.

In the Beginning; or, From Eden
to Canasan. illustrated.

Congquerors or Captives; or, From
David to Daniel. lliustrated.
From

The Star of Promise; or
Bethlehem to Calvary. lilustrated.

The Histor? of the Robins. By M,
Tritomet. With Colour.d Frontispiece.

Hymns for Infant Minds. By Amn
aud Jane Taylor. 1llustrated.

Rhymes for the Nursery. By An
amane Taylor. llluatntel:i? Y

Little Susy's Six Birthdays. By
the Author ot **Stepping Heavenward.”
With mauy Illastrations,

Little Susy's Little Servants. By
tho suthor ot * Ntepping Heavenward.”
With Coloured Proutispicco, and other
Illustrations.

Little Susy's 8ix Servants. By the
Authos o1 * Stepping Heavonward.” With
Coloured Frontispieco, and other Illus-
trations.

On'y & Penny; or, One of the
Least of These. 'By the Author of
¢ A Lrap to Catch & Sunbeam,” With
many Illustrations.

By the Author of
With coloured

By Susan

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
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