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TORONTO, AUGUST 15, 1394,

THE RIGHT THING.

To be able to keep our mind about us
in times of calamity, and in acting do the
thing that is best to be done, often proves
of untold worth. Not wany years ago a
fire broke out in a village of Switzerland,
and in a few hours the quaint little houses
.wercentirely des-
itroyed. Among
the poor peasants
who were weep-
ing an! wringing
their hands at
their loss was one
man scemingly in
decper  trouble
than the Trest.
Not only were
hishomeand cows
aone, but so also
was his son, a
bright boy of six
or seven yeurs.
He wept and re-
fused to hear any
words of comfort.
He spent the
night wandering
sorrowfully  a-
mong the ruins,
while hisacquain-
tances had taken
refuge  in  the
neighbouring vill-
ages. Just as day-
light came, how-
ever, he heard a
well-known
sound, and look-
ing up, he saw his
favourite cow
leading the herd,
and coming di-
rectly after them
was his bright-
cyed little som.

“O my son:
my son:" he eried.
“ Are you rveally .
alive?”

“ Why, yes, father. When I saw the fire I
ran to get our cows away to the pasture lands”

“You are a hero, my boy:" the father ex-
claimed.

SN ',"

A SUMMER SONG.

A SUMMER SOXNG.

CoME, dear children, one and all,
Here the birds are singing,
Here the sound of summer joy
Through the air is ringing*
Buttertlies on wings of gold
Kiss the fragrant flowers:
Jees go humming gaily by,
AW the sunny hours.

*he who does the
right thing at’the
right time iq a
hero '™

P

THE BEST EN.
AMPLE.

I REMEMBER Y
first  copy-book
when & child. |
got through the
first Jiae faidy,
having the mas-
ter's  copy  well
under my eye
The sccond line.
however, Was
copy of my first
and the third a
copy of my sec-
ond. and so on
When,therefore. 1
oot to the bottom
of the page. there
was very  little
likeness between
my writing and
that of the accom-
plished  penman
who wrote  the
line at the top of
the page. In
Christian  work
we have heen do.
ing  somethinyg
very similar to
this, The firstodis
ciples copied the
Master, the sue-
ceedingagecopbed
the disciples, the
third age copied
the second, and so
on. Accordingly,
in some parts of

But the boy said. “ Oh, the world there is very little similarity
no. A hero is one who  letween the work last done and that which
does some wonderful deed. | was first  done.
1 led the cows away be- | therefore, to be constantly reminded that
cause they wercin danger, | he must  copy the first line. He must
and 1 knew it was the{not copy his ncighbour nor his own
right thing to do.” £ " "¥i| earlier ctlorts, but look away to the great

« AL cried the father, | Model.—Dr. Pentecost,

The Chrnstian nceds,
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THATS THE WAY

Jrsra little every iday,
That's the way
Seedsg in darkness swell and grow,
Ty blades push through the snow,
Never any flower of May
Leaps ta Dlossom in a burst.
Slowly —slowly —at the first.
That's the wny*
Just a little every day.

Just a little every day,
That's the way !
Children learn to read and write,
Bit by bit and mite by mite,
Never anyone, I say,
Leaps to knowledge and to power.
Slowly - slowly  hour by hour
That’s the way’
Judt a little every day
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“ So 1 should, mather, I'm sorry 1 said it.”

“I'mosurey, too,” snid  Edmund, * but
Amy was ="

“Stop, my boy. No matter to tell what
Amy did, or for Amy to tell what you did,
If you are both .sorr‘y, you ean mnke up
with & kiss. And then both of you ean
#0 upstairs, and kneel down and ask Jesus
to forgive you.”

WHAT GOOD IS IT'7?

Rowraxn Hu, on a voyage from
Ireland, was distressed by the conduet of
the captain and the mate, who were both
¢iven to the habit of swearing In turns
the captain swore at the wate, and the
mate at the captain, then they both swore
ab the wind.

“Stop, stop,” said Rowland Hill; “if you
please, gentlemen, let us have fair play ; it's
my turn now.”

“At what is it your turn?” asked the
captain.

“ At swearing.”

“Well,” says Hill, “they waited and
waited till their paticnce was exhausted,
and then told me to make haste and take
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TORONTQ, AUGUST Ik, 1894,

THE QUARREL.

A prorTHER and sister angry with each
other® See how their eyes snap! Hear
their nanghty wornls*

“T'Il never, never play with you awain,
yon bad girl”

“I'mglad of it; 1 dont went you to”
<ail the angy little girl

“How dreadful is aquarrel between a
brother and sister! It is so wicked to Le
angiy, <o wicked to tell untruths*” snid a
voiee from the window. It was their
mother's

“Untraths! 1 dida’t tell a story,” said
Ay,

“Nor 1,7 said her brother Edmund.

“Bathof you dii® «iil wother, ~anld
anger almost always leads to falschoods.
You said, Klmund, you'd never play with
your siser again - New, yon know jyou
will  Aud, Ay, you said you were glal.
Now, if I were to forlid your ever playing
with your brother azain, how you would
ery?  You would be very unhappy.”

. & 22

“MISS POSITIVE.”

TuE girls called her that because she was
always so sure that she was right. Her
renl mame was Ida. In Miss Hartley's
school the seholiars each said a verse from
the Bible every morning at prayers. One
worning Idn had such a funny verse it
made all the scholars laugh: and even Miss
Hartley had to pucker her lips to keep a
little sober.

This was the verse, repeated in Ida's
aravest tones: “ It never rains but it pours.”

Now, all the girls knew enough about
the Bible to L sure there wus no such
verse in it, except 1da.  She was “just as
sure it was in the Bible as she was that she
had two feet!” so she snid, “and if they
Ldidn't believe it, they might ask Miss
» Hartley.”

So at recess they all asked Miss Hartley
at once: “ Miss Hartley, is there sueh a
verse ¢
* Miss Uartley, tlere isu't, is there?”
And Miss Hartley had to say that, so
far as she had read the Bible or heard it
read, she evitainly nover Lad heard any
' such verse in it
But Miss Pusitive was not convinced.
Sie shook her pretty browa head, and said
Pohe conldu’t help it. it was in the Bible--
in the Book of Proverbs, and she could
Lring the “ook to school and show than.
| Miss Hartley said this would be the very

T ]

best thing to do. So the next day cane
Idn, looking pleased and happy, with a
little bit of a book in her hand, and point.
ing her finger in tuumph to the verse
large letters: © It never rains but it pour. ™

“Put, Jdear child,” said Miss Havtley,
“don't you know that isn’t o Bible?”

Oh, yes, indeed,” snid da, it is out of
the Bible, every word of it.  Dorn’t you ser
it says ‘ Proverbs’ on the cover? BEvery.
body knows that Proverbs is in the Bible."

Then all the girls laughed again; and
Miss Hartley explained that the book was
n collection of the wise sayings of different
meyn, and that they were called proverhs
because they had so much meaning in
them, and were ased so much.

After a good deal of talk, Ida had te
own that she was inistaken, and that there
wain't o word of the Bible in her book
from beginning to end. Then, how her
naughty hittle playmates teased her!

At the play-hour they buzzed around
her like so many mosquitoes, and giggled
and asked her if she “got caught in the
rain,” and if it “ poured hard to-day,” and
cver so many other silly things that they
seemed to think were funny.

Ida stood it very well. At last she said:
“I've got a verse for to-morrow that is
surely in the Bible. Uncle Ed found it for
me: ‘Set a watch, O Lord, before wmy
mouth ; keep the dovr of my lips’ And,
girls, in spite of all your teasing, 1 am
going to try to keep the door shut.” Then
all the owners of those naughty tongues
slipped away, one by one, looking ashamed,
It wasn't the thing to say so much jnv
about a mistake.

HOW BEN WET HIS FEET.

Two small boys were going home from
school one sharp autumn afternoon.

“ Look,” said Benny Bruce, *“the mill
pond is frozen over.”

“It won’t hold you yet,” said cautious
Johnny Jones. “ My papa says it has to
freeze and frecze before 1t's safe.”

“I'm going to try it,” persisted Ben,
“and if it holds, I'll go skating.”

“I shan’t go on,” said Johnny, standing
shivering on the bank, and watching

Jen as he ventured out. Only a few
steps, when the ice lroke, and splash®
Ben was up to his neck in the cold water,

Johnny turned and fled to the wmist
mill, for Ben's father was the wmilier,
Pushing open the heavy door, thire was
My Bruce, emptying a lbag of corn into
the hopper.

“Oh,” panted Johnny, “ Ben got inte
the water, and his feet are all wet!”

“I'll warrant it,” said Mr. Bruce, start-
ing out of doors. *‘He's always getting
his feet wet. 111 show him!” and he
hunted around fur a switch,

“Oh, you'd better hiarry,” sald Jolny,
“fog the water was up to his neck when |
came away.”

Mr. Bruce didn't stop longer, but rush
ing to the pond, had Ben vut of the water
in about two minutes.

And I think Ben was more eareful aft.r
that.— Youtl's Compar.on.



I'si-awfully sorry for poor Jack Roe;

He's that boy-that lives with his aunt, you
know;

And he says his house is filled-with gloom

ecause it-has got no “ mother’s room.”

I-tell-you-what, it is fine_enough

To talk of * boudoirs " and such funcy stuft,

But the room of rooms that seems best-
tome,

The room where 1'd always rather be,

Is mother’s room, where a fellow can rest,

And talk of the things his heart loves best.

What if I doget dirt-about,

And sometimes startle my aunt with a
shout ?

It is mother's-room, and: if she dow’t-mind,

To the hints-of others I'm always blind.

Maybe I lose my things—what then ?

In mother's roomn 1 find them again,

And I've never denied that I litter the floor

With marbles and tops and many things-
more ;

Rut 1 tell you, for boys-with a tired head,

It is jolly to rest on mother’s bed.

Now poor Jack Roe when he visits me,

1-take him to mother’s room, you sec,

Beeanse it's the nicest place to go

When a fellow's spirits are getting low.

And mother she’s always kind and swect,

And there’s always a smile poor Jack to
greet.

And somehow the sunbeams seem to glow

More brightly in mother's room, I know,

Than anywhere else, and you'll never find-
zloom

Or any old shadow in mother’s-room.

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
LEssoxs ¥ROM THE LI¥E or-OuR Lorp.
AN 27] LessoN IX. [Aug. 26.
FIRST MIRACLE OF JESUS,

John 2. 1-11. Memory verses, 1-5.

GOLDEN TEXT.

This beginning of miracles-did Jesus in
Cana of Galilce, and manifested forth his
glory.—John 2. 11

OUTLINE.
1. The Marriagze in Cana, v. 1, 2,
2. The Mother of Jesus, v. 3-5.
3. The First Miracle, v. 6-10.
4. The Manifested Glory, v. 11,

EVERYDAY HELDS,

Mon. Read the lesson verses carcfully.
~—John 2, 1-11.

Tucs. Find the names of all the disciples
at this time,

Wed. Learn what this miraele was for, —
Golden Text.

Thua. Read about God's kind of wine.—
Psalin 104 15,

Fri. Read about man’s kind of wine.
Prov. 23, 29-32.

“this?

Sat,

Sun, Learn what the true wine is like,
—John 4. 14,

DO YOU KNOW-—

Where-did Jesus go-to a wedding 2 Who-

went with him? How many disciples
were there now? Six. Can you name them/

What woman was at the wedding?
How long did the fenst Inst 7 What strange-
thing happened one dayt  Why were the

-people-troubled:?

Why did Mary tell Jesus about it’

“What did she tell-the-servants ¢

How many stone watcrpots were stand-
ingthere? What did Jesus tell the ser-
vants? What did they do after filling the

pots 7 What did the master of the feast

say-?  What had Jesus.done to the water?
Changed it into wine. Why did he do
What did it show? That he was
God.

1 WILL TRY TO-REMEMBER—

That Jesns is Lord over all.
That it is safe to do as he says. Verse 5.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS.

What do you mean by being borninsin?
We are all born self-willed, and, but for
the-graee of God, inclined-only to evil.

May wedl hope for this grace?  Yes,
through the Saviour who was promised
when our first-parents fell into sin,

AD. 28] LessoN X. [Sept. 2.

JESUS CLEANSING THE TEMI'LE.

John 2, 13-25, Memory verses, 13-16.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Make not my Father's-house-a house of
merchandise.—John 2. 16.

OUTLINR.

1. The-Lord's House, v. 13-17.
2. The Lord’s Body, v. 18-22,
3. The Lord's Wisdom, v. 23-25,

EVERYDAY HELDS,

Mon. Read about the visit to the temple.
—John 2. 13.25.

Tues. Read of another visit to the same
place—Matt, 21. 12, 13.

Wed. Find what God’s house is for.—
Tsa. 56.7.

Thur. Learn the Golden Text.

Fri. Find what to do in (iud's house.—
Eccles, 5. 1.

Sut. Learn the good of going to God’s
house, — Micah 4. 2.

Sun. Read Hymn 770 in “Mecthodist
Hymnal.”

DO YOU KNOW—

What feast was near at hand? Where
was it kept 7 Who went to it ?

\What did he find in the temple? Was
it right to sell these things for sacrifice ?
Yes, but not in a holy place.

What did Jesus do? Whom did he
drive out? What did he do with the
money-tables? What did he say to those

' !
Learn why Jesus eould do this
miracle.—John 1. 3

who sold doves? Why did he not drive

fout the doves as he did the oxen and

sheep ¢ The doves were in eages.

What did the Jews ask him* What did
Jesus say 7 What did ho mean by the
temple 7 Did the Jews understandd ¢ When
did’s\is diseiples think of this auswer ?

What did Jesus do in Jerusalem 7 What
was the result?

UWILL TRY TO-REMEMRER—

That God’s house is a holy place.  Matt.
21, 13.
That T am one of his little temples

1 Cor. 3. 16.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS,

How may we b gared froucsin? Only
through Jesus Christ, the Eternal Son of
God

What il owr Lord Jesux Cheist do to
save ux? He was made man, sultured tlenth
in- our stead, rose ngain from the dend, and
-went up into heaven,

GYP AT THE COAST.
BY M. N. SANFORD.

FroM my window I can seen hill where,
in winter time, the little folks come every
dny toconst. Little girls and boys, with
their gay red and blue and green sleds,
have great sport when school is done, nnd
all day long on Saturday.,  Of course, there
are-lots of tumbles in the roft snow, and
much laughter and shouting. anld some-
times very funny things hnrpen‘

One day, little Harry Hill, with his dog
Gyp, came-out to-const.  And while Harry
rode down the hill on his ~ed. Gyp ran
close behind him, until they came to the

bottomn. Then what do-you think Harry
did?  He took a piece of stout string

from his pocket and-tied Gyp to the sled.
Away went the little dog. dragging the
sled-after him up the hill,

" All the afternoon Gyp worked-for his
little master, and when 1 saw Harry geing
home in the cvening, Gyp was trotting
along by his side, with his little black tail
curled over his back, and he did not look
one bit tired.

WHITE LIES,

WHAtEVER are white lies 7. Can lies be
anything but black and evil/  No, never
Every falsehood is dark and shameful, and
there never can be anything white and
stainless about deceit.

“ Johnnie, did you break the vase 7"

“No, mother.” But the dog that Johnnie
was teasing broke it.

“Mary, why are you so late home from

.| school to-day "

“1 went round to borrow a hook from
Jane Peters, mother.” But Mary does not
add she was kept in half an hour for bad
behaviour.  John and Mary comfort them-
selves with the notion that these are white
lies, though their consciences give them a
sharp little pinch, now and then.

Have nothing to do with lies, white or

black, acted or spoken.
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A MOUSE'S TALE.

FIRST M(RACLY OF JESUS.—~Jehin 2 111, sl

A CRADLE SONG.
1Y ISAAC WATTS.

Husi, my dear; lie still and slumber:
Holy angels guard thy bed,

Heavenly blessings without number
Gently falling on thy head.

Sleep, my babe , thy food and raiment,
House and home, thy friend. provide ;
All without thy care or payment,
All thy wants arc well supplied

How much better thou'rt attended
‘I'han the Son of God could be,

When from heaven Lie descended
And became a child like thee!

Soft and easy is thy eradle;
Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay

When his lirthplace was a stable
And his softest bew was hay,

See the kinder shepherds ronml him
Telling wonders from the sky !
There they sought him, there they found
him,
With his virgin mother by.

Mayst thou live to know and fear him,
Trust and love him all thy days,

Then go dwell forever near him,
See his face and sing his praise

o

*“WeLL, 1 never ox
clnimed Mr Pinkeyes, the
white mouse who had
escaped from his eage, and
had found his way to the
home of a brown mouse.
“What a horrible, nasty,
dark, dismal hole to live
in; you should just see
where I live. My home
is o perfect palace, I
have every luxury in the
world that a mouse can
want. It really seemns ter-
rible to live in a place like
this, in fact T can't even
stay and look at it any
longer.” And the white
mouse went away.

The next day, Mr.Squeak,
the brown mouse, thought
he would go and see this
beautiful palace. “ How
do you do, sir?"” he said
to the white mouse, who
was looking out between
the bars. “Let me see
your pulace, and then come
out and havea romp.”

“T can’t open the door,
it's fastemed,” said Mr.
Pink-eyes.

“ Well,” thought the little
brown mouse, give me free-
dom and a crust of bread,
and you may keep your
palaces, for they are not
much better than prisons.”
{ Then he went home; and after having
- told thelittle Squeaks the story, he re-
warked, “ You have only got to be con-
tented with your lot in life to be thorough-
ly happy.”

GOING CALLING.

Mawsie liked to go calling with her
mother. It was not often mamma took
her, but when she did it was usually t. the

, house of dear friends.

Once she took her to a lady's who was a
stranger to Maisie. The lady had just
come in from calling herself, so she had not
taken off her bonnet.

After they left the house Maisie said to
her mother, “I do not think that lndy has

-any little girl of her own.”

i “ Why do you think that 72" asked mam-

“ma, smiling at her little girl’s thoughtful
face.

“"Cause there wasn’t any little chair in
the parlour; and she never gave me a pic-
ture book to look at, and she didn’t speak
to me at all. I'm sure she never had any
little girl of her own to love.” *

Perhaps Maisie was right, but possibly
she thought tos much of herself and her
own pleasure during the call.

Perhaps there might have been a cosy
rouin uther than the patlour where chil
dren conld tind things to make them happy
cven though the lady had no children of
her own. .

et

Suppose Maisic had thought a little less
of what might be done just to please her,
and had shown that her sweet, Lright fuce
proved a contented and patient heart whil,
she waited.  Would it not have been all
right then ¢

PO e
PATSY'S WATER-WITCN.

* PLEAsE, Nory, tell us a story,” begeeil
the children.

“Sure, and did I ever tell you about
iy brother Patsy’s water-witch 7"

* No, indeed, you didn't. Do tell us now.’

“Well, it wus when I was no bigger
than Miss Jeannic, and Patsy was just
about as big as Master Fred, and baby
Mary was going on two. We never had
water come into our houses through pipes,
as you do in this country, but we had to
bring it from a lake a long way off. So
the men folks used to keep a big barrel
full of water near the house.

* Patsy was the funny boy. He believed
in fairies and bogies, and such.  One day,
when he and the baby and I were playing
by the water barrel, Patsy climbed up and
looked in. Ol says he, ‘here is a water-
witch. I ' and over he tumbled into
the water; and all I could see was his two
feet. I hollered so loud, that mother came
running. She hollered too ; but she pulled
him out. Assoon as ne could speak, he
said; ‘ The wicked water-witch pulled me,
in. I saw Ler two eyes a-glaring at me."”

* Was it & witch ?” asked Jeannie.

“ Ng, Miss Jeannie. 'Twas his own face
he saw in the water.”

—— e .
HOW ELSIE HELPED.

ALICE was knitting » pretty white shaw]
for a birthday present to mamma. Elsie
stoud by and watched her.

“ Oh, dear!” she sighed. “I wish there
was anything little girls could do for their
mammas’ birthdays. I wish I could make
her a shawl. Please, Alice,let me try to
knit o wee bit of it. I know I could; it
louks as easy as anything.”

Alice laughed. Your dear little mischief,
you would only spuil the pretty shawl. It
is not at all easy for such little fingers as
youars. I’romise not to tuuch it, and I will
let you help in another way. You may
hold the yarn while sister winds it into a
big ball.”

“Will that be helping ?” asked Elsie,
doubtfully.

“Yes, indeed, really and truly. Sister
can’t do it alone, and if you don't hold it
someone else must.”

Elsic held out her hands very patiently,
until every bit of the wool was wound,

When Alice gnve the shawl to mamma,
Elsie spoke up eagerly : “I helped make
it, munma, I did truly.” .

“Why, what could sueh little hands do
with knitting needles 2" asked mamma.

“Didn’t do with ’em. I held the yarn.
Alice couldn’t du it. 1 didhelp. She said
50.”

“So you did, sweethcart,”

said mamma

kissing her.



