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3 ALL ABOARD.

% TaraE was a
J groat noise in the
‘Bnursery,and Auntie
s May oponed$hedoor
ko see what ib was
all about.
=4 Frank and Mabel
Fwere bying a Sowel
“Ho some cross-sbicks
- “4hat thoy had fast-
izned to an up-
. : furned table.

{ “What are you
doing, children?”
psked Auniy Hhay.

. ~“Riggingourship,”
. wgegl;ag Fr g
» "§ “Tie on another
sail, Mabel. Here
§ ourhoid. Have

you stowed away
_anough  provision
~ for our voyage?"”
i Mabel lifted the
1id of a largebasket,
. #ad showed five
- opples, five pieces
f bread and butter,
gve erackhers, five
- ,pieces of cake, and
.t bottle of milk—
. theilr noon lunch,
-in fsck.
“T think a0, if we
sre noj going on a
very long cruise,”
sngwered Maba),
while Effie and Mi!
drei peeped an-
cusly in. to he
gure shere was en-
o}iqb for them $oo
" We muss have
- three gails,” said
Hrank, “ask mam-

Ra to give us an-
i %;gr towel”
*Mr. Captain, may

1 T'ask for what port

to make, then a.
round the Oapo of
Good Hope——"

“Oh' oh' oh*
shouted Effie and
Mabel :l;d Agnlio
May said, laughing-
ly, Wonldtllﬁt tgﬁt
be considerably on$
of your way 1"

“Thate in the
gouth of Africa,”
whispered Mabal.
“You mean QCaps
Horn.”

“Quess I'll look
at my chart a
minuto,”’said Frasnk,
with very red
cheeks, as he pulled
down a big atlaa,

“All right! I
know the way now

All npassanesis a-

board. Ship tho
anchor. urrab,
wo're off '

——— A s

Al AYER

A 1YTTLE gir]l went
out to play in tho
enow, and when she
came in, she sald:
“"Mammae, I couldn's
help prayingwhen]
was oul at play "

" What 41 yon
tray my -lear:

I prayed
nOW-preyer wwam
-ua ttay | learns
nee 10 Syaday
ach 01 Waeh me
and I shall bewhiter

than snow.’”

Wha$ a beautifal

ALL ABOARD

better study your geography,” answered

+'San Francisco,” prompily answered | Frank, scornfully.

1 ¥¢u are bound?” asked Auntio May.
)

“ How do you propose to go?” askoed

&0h, no” interposed Effie, quickly.|Auntie May.

“That'’s in Oalifornia.  We cen't sail over
the Rocky Mountains.”

“ Why, down the Atlantic ccean to Sonth
America ; in the Gulf of Mexico, and stop

i‘ We oan go by wader 400, Guoss you'd ' vo look aé the new canal they are irying

prayer! Herois the
promiso that goes
with ib: * Though
your sins be as scarle$, shey eball be as
white a8 snow.” And wha$ can wash them
white—clean them from every atainof sin ¢
The Bible answers: “These are they
which . . . bavo wasbed dheir robes,
O‘I:(!ln l:)m’tde them white in tbo bloed of ths
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MISSIONARY PENNI]E>
JESSIE 1. BRoWN

WaEne did my ponnies como from ?
1,0t me ¢runt thom,—one, two, three.
*“(Jpo " 19 for atways remomboring
To ahub tho pantry door;
“Two " is for minding tho baby,—
Our doar little cunning Ted ;
“Three"” in for nod interrapling
What the grown-up poople said,
- Four ' ia what Uncle John gave mo
When I bumped me, and didn'd cry ,—
1f somo of you shink it was casy,
J only wish yon_ would try.$

What shall I do with my pennies 7
Thore are’candies and toys, I know,
And the children can always tell you
How quickly she pennies go.
Bus this barrel secems always saying,
* Qive your pennies $0 me, my dear,
And gend thom across the ocean,
That the heathen God's word may hear."”
I know they are only pennies,
1 know shey are few and small,
Bat I'll send a weo pm{er along with them,
Augd tho barral shall have them all.

OTR SUNDAY-SHGOL PAPERS,
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OUR INAERITANCE.

EanLyin the last contury & poior boy
way attonding o foundation echoul in an
Engish village. He was a dreamer of
dreams. In his play hours he would go
off alone to the river side, and, sittisg
Jdown under a spreading #ree, would give
himself up $o thinking. Oae day, while
his echoolfollows were busy elsewhere with
their games, he had a great dream. TFuor
tbough ho wag, he waas th.o heir of o family
that bad once been rich  The very ecinea
ho gazad upon were once the property of
his forefathers. As he sat there that day,
turning the sad fach over and over in his
mitd, be formed in his hears the noble pue-
pose of “winning back tho inheritancs his
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angestors had lust, The stury of his lifo is
the story of how tbat noblo purposo was
accomplished. Some frionds of $he old
family took an intorest in the boy, and gob
hiw sent out to Indin as a young clerk. He
was woll-bshaved, attontive to his Jatics,
and he was olevor. Everything pub under
his caro wont well. He became n good
goldior, o zood leader of armioes; ho fought
groad battles, and won them ; he roso 10 be
QGovernor of Judis, and becams very rioh.
Long years after, Warren Hastiogs re-
furned $¢ England, and he bought back
the family estates, and becams lord of
those broad lande and sbately mansions
which his forofathers had losé; and $hus
the dreams of the noble boy were fulfilled.
Every child of God is the heir of an in-
heritance grander shan any thad could be
purchased with gold. Christ has prepared
a beautifal home of rost and purity. We
have each, by diligence and devotion and
faith, 40 strive 40 win that inheribance.

TIM'S DOVE

ONE day, when little Tim was picking
berries in a field, he found &« dove with a
broken wing. He carried it home, and
bound the wing clese to the dove's side
with a linen band. Soon the wing was a9
well as ever, and the dove could fly e.g;lm ;
but it did not wans to fly away from Tim,
for it had grown very tame, Tim wasglad
to have it siay, for he had no toys or pefs.

When he werb $0 pick berries the dove
would go too, perched on his shoulder. He
nowmed it Fairy, and taughd it to come at
his call and to eat from his hand. At nighs
tl;(el dove would roost on the head of [im's
bed.

Tim’s mother was taken very sick. There
wag no one to nurse her but Tim, and when

s | she could not eat, and began to grow worss,

Tim went for a doclor,

“She will get well if she has good food,”
said the doctor. “She must have chicken
or meab broth.”

Tim had no money to buy msat; but all
ab once ho thought of his dove. He knew
ib would make good broth, but he could
not bear to kill it.

Hesaw a neighbor goiug past the houss,
and he wend out and put the dove in her
hands. “DPlease kill my dove and make
mykmother gsome broth,” he said; “she is o
sick.”

Then he ran to the house, and tried not
to think f his poor l'ttle dove. Hc did
nod want his mother to ses him cry, for she
would have said the dove should not be
killed. }

In about an hour the neighbor broughé
some good hot broth; and when Tim's
mother ato it she felt almost well again.

“ You shall have some moare to-morrow,”
said the woman. “I will make broth for
you every Jay until ycu are well.”

Tim followed tho woman to the door as
she went out, and said, so that his mother
csuld not hear, that he had no doves and
did not know how to get meat for more
broth.

Beforo the neighbor could speak there

was o rushlo of winps, and Fairy flew in
and perched on Tim's shoulder.

“Coo cool"” sho eaid, pecking at his
cheok.

“You seo I did nobd kill your dove,” said
the woman. "I made the broth fro— a
chicken, and I have plenty more a$ homo.
You were a good boy to be willing to have
your pet dove killed to moke broth for
your mother.”

How bappy Tim was' Ho loved his
dove better dkar ovor, now that he had ib
back again. His mother did noé know
until she was quite well how near ehe had
come #o ealing poor little Fairy.

DIDN'T MEAN TO.

JOHN oame home very angry. “ Someone
lefs the bars down,” he eaid, “and the
cows are gone. I cannod find them.”

“Oh dear!” said Jenny; “when I weni
across fields I forgod %o put them up after
me; I didn's mean #0.”

So her father had a long bun$, and
came home very tired. Next day Jenny
was lade ab school, and had a black mark,
“Why were you not in time!” asked the
$eacher.

« ] stopped a minute to play with Katie
Brown, and [ did not $hink it was so long.
I didn's mean to be late.”

That same week she was playing with
the little kitten one day, when the baby
was sitting on the floor. Jenny did nob
look where she wen$, and ran agains$ him,
8o tha$ he fell over, and hurt his head very
badly. He cried so loud that his mamma
came.

« How did vou get this greab bruise 2"

«1 hoch him,” said Jenny; “I did not
mean .- do ih”

Then her mother told her that this
didn't mean to, }f she leb it live, would
grow into & greab ugly giané habib, and
make a alave of her.

So Jeany said sho would try very hard
to kill it while 16 was litdle; and she has
grown so careful since then thad you mighs
play with her for a year, and no$ find out
that she was the very little girl I have
told you about.

LITTLE MARY'S TRUST.

ONE day, in school, & cry of fire was
sounded. The children rashed toward the
dour, and crowded the passage. But ons
girl sat still in her place. The alarm was
falee, and the scholars returned o their
seats. Then the girl next to Mary said,
“ Mary, bow is it that you could sit eo
quietly, when we were all so frightened 2
Mary answered, “ My father told moe if
there shoulld be an alarm of fire, it would
bLe best for us to sit still in vur eeats and
wait for the teachers to tell us what to do.
My fathor is a fircman, and he knows
best.” This little girl trusted in her
father's word; she obeyed him and was
safe. If we trust in cur heavenly Father
tmd1 obey him, he will help us in every
trial.

R e T\ T
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ELFIE TO THE SNOWFLAKES.
BY NELLIE M. GARARRANT.

0s, lidlo, little snowtinkos,
Tell, ob, tell me, pray,

Through all $he long bright summer-time
Whero in it that yca stay ?

If you would come in summer,
How charming it would seom,

To seo you join the fairy dance
Of fireflios o'er the green :

On azure wing, the blue-bird
Would catch you as ho flaw,

And you would sparkle 'mid the flowers,
Much prettior than dew.

The butterflies would chase you,
A-flitding #o and fro;

And, oh how aweet the roses red
Woald look in hoods of snow !

Aud when woe all grew weary
With summer’s head and glow,
How cool would be your iy touch,

You little flakes of snow !

So, little, lithle snowflakes,
Don't keep so long away ;

If you will come in summer-time,
Till winter you can stay.

A LETTER TO THE BOYS.

My pxAR BoYS: You have been much
in my mind for a week or so, and
now I am going to write you a letter to
tell you what it was that started me to
thinking of you this time instead of ycur
bigger brothers, with whom I am very
well acquainted,

One of the most familiar sights in $he
world to meis thas of a big, broad-should-
ered Welshman named Murdoch, who sits
one or two pews in front of me in church.
Snuggled close up beride him at almost all
the services is his lié¥'s son, whose round,
dark head hardly comes above the top of
the psw. Everyone can see that John and
his {ather are on very good terms, and I
have always liked to watch the greab con-
tont and friendliness of the tall man and
the emall boy. Bub Ishould never have
thought of writing to you about them ex-
copt for just one short speech that a lady
wade to me $wo wecks ago I suvpose
she h s forgotten all abont it by this time,
but | have no$, and I hope that youn wili
ali try to remember ic tou. We were talk-
ing of Mr. Murdcch, and how hard he tried
to get the men who worked with him
doriog the week to come to church, and
this wns what she said:

- Mr. Murdoch is very fortunate in his
son in ail these charch plans of bis. It
10t every boy, by any means, who is
willing to help like John. Plenty of them
would not Jike to ruan after the workmen
on the buildings, as he daes, and carry his
father’s messages and invikations to them,
Bus John is always ready.”

Was nos that & nice thing tosay ? Could
anybody say enything like ié abous you, I

wonder ! When your wother is trying to|
conx somo old lady to church, and aske
you to go a littlo ous of your sway o carry
bor a posy or a glass of jelly, aro you
“rialy” todoe it? Whon your Sunday-
echiuu teacher tolis tho class that ono of
tho boys has stayod away for throo or four
Sundays, ond asks you to speak to him
about 1t and try to got him to como better,
aro you “ willing to holp” 1  Or porhsps
tho preacher shakes hands with you some
Sunday morning, and asks after your
grown sistor or your father and eays how
much he would like to seo them a$ church
too; do you “carry the invitation” homo
with you?

My letter ia getding too long for me to
write more. Bu\ t2-night when sleepy-
fime comes, and your mother is tuckin
you into bed, ask her abous the little tug
boats $hat come pufling into New York
barboar, bringing the great, rich steamers
in bshind $hem, and get her to toll you
what o broad, deep harbour God's Ghurch
is, and how many, many vessels are lying
ous ad ges, waiting, maybe, for some little
tug to tow $hean into por$, where, by the
blessing of God, they mighé casé anchor
and bs at home for ever.

Hoping thas you will take the example
of my small Welsh friend o heard,

I am, aflectionately yours,

SaLLy QaMPBELL

“SORRY IS NOT 'NUGFF.”

“ ALLAN! Where is Allan ?"

A moment sgo he was playing with his
little cart in the ya.d, hauling earth to the
currant bushes. I canno$ tell how many
cartfuls ho carried. Ho was as busy a9 a
little man. But Allan is gone; there is
his cart.

* Allan! Allan!”

“I's here,” at last 6aid asmall voice from
the back parlour.

What are you there for?” asked Lis
mother, opening the door and looking io.

Allan did not answer ab first. He was
standing in the corner with a very sober
look on his face.

“ Come out to your litsle card,” said his
mother. “Ib is waiting for another turn.”

“I's not been here long 'muff,” said the
little boy.

“ What are you here for a¢ all 7" asked
his mother.

“1 punishing my own seif. % picked
some green currants, and they went into
my mouth, 8aid Allan.

“Oh! when mother told you nob to:
Green currants will make my little boy
sick,” said his mother in & sorry tone.

“TYou needn’s punish me,” said Allan;
“I punish my own self.”

His mother often put him 1 the back
parlour alone when he had been a naughty
boy, and you see he took the same way
himgelf.

“Are you not sorry for disobeying
mother 7" she asked Allan.

* I am sorry, bub sorry is not nuff; I
punish me. I stay bere a good while and
$hinks.”

e

Is nud Allan nghd 1 Sorry, it is is only
gorry, is not cnough. How often children
say thoy aro sorry, and yol go and do the
eamo thing again! Thad 1s very alon,
shallow sorrow. Allaa foll $his, s0 ha w8
was for makiog seri.us work of it.

FOLLOWING JESUS

*How I shounld like to tako anosher
nsp,’ said Jennio, a8 sho hoard her mother
calling her ono morning. Then remember-
ing that early rising was ono of her croeses,
gho quickly drosscd and ran downsbaire.
She sab tho tablo, and holped her mobher
aboud the breakfast. Afse breakfask sho
washed the dishos and dusted the rooms
She fels $hat sho would much rasher be ou\

g { ander tho shady tross, bu then she als

fold that she ought to deny hersolf to help
mobher. After dinner hor mother took the
baby to pud him to sloep, and Jennie set-
tled down to have a nico tims with her
new elory-book. Sbe had read only a few
pages, when a lady called to say shat Mra.
Brown was sick and wandsed Jennie's
mother. So Jennio's book mush be laid
asido, and the baby amused while her
mother wen$ to soo sho sick neighbor.
Thue Jennio went on doing $he $hings she
did not like, and giving up the things that
she did like, in order $o holp others and
that she might please the dear Saviour she
was trying to follow.

S Or e

RELIGION IN A TRUNK

A LiTTLE girl had boen rummaging in
her mother's $runk There she found a
‘church letter” which her mother had
neglected to prescnt o #he church inio
whose neighbourhood she had moved. The
little girl rushed %o her mother, shonting,
“ 0O mamma, I've found your religion ‘a
your $runk'” A trunk is a poor, dark,
mothy place for one’s religion. Quat into
the light with it, where it, too, may shino
and bring glory to God and help to men.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSONS.
Manrcn 18.

Lessox Toric.—Wine a Mocker.—Prov,
20. 1-7.

MzmMORY VERSES, Prov. 20 1.7,

GoLDEN TEXT.—Wino is a mocker,
strong drink is raging »n! whusvever 1s
deceived shoreby 18 not w. o —Prouv. 20, 1.

MaRren 25,

Firsr QUARTERLY ReEVIEW,

QoLbEN TEXT. - I wu. the Qud of Abea
baw, and the G.1 f I asc. a4} the Gud of
Jacob  QGud is ot the Qul of t' o dead,
bus of the living - Matt 22. 32,

Lessox Toric —-Tho Resurreetion, of
Chrigh—Mark 16 1 S

Memory Veases Mark 16.C, 7.
GoLpbeN Text.—Bus now is Christ risen

from the dead —1 Ccr, 15. 20.
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THE LORDS LOVE TO CHILDREN.

WaEN. his salvation bringing,
To Zion Jesus came,

The children all stood singing
Hosanna to his namno;

Nor did their zeal offend him,
But as he rode along,

Ho lob them still attond him,
And smiled to hear their song.

Anud since the Lord retaineth
His love to childron still,
Thougn now as king he reigneth
On Zion’s heavenly hill,
Wo'll tlock around his standard.
We'll bow before his throne,
And ery aloud, “ Hosanna
Fo David's royal Son!"

For should we fail proclaiming
Our great Redeemer's praise,
The stones, our silence shaming.
Wonld their hosannas raise.
But shall we only render
The tribute of our words?
No, whilo our hearts are tender
They too shall be the Lord's.

HARRY'S SLIDE.
BY NATAIE LORD RICE

HERES Rosie with her ma's washiag!:
Wait for her  We'll have some fun.”
‘Thie way Harry's idea. The other boys
thui zht it w good cone  They stuod wut in
f-an. «f the store and watched Roasio as
h c.me up the road, dragging Ler hiavy,
rick .ty slod with the buadle uponit. The
buys began to whistle and call. “ Give us
atilo’ * L:nd us your eled” But Rosie
Kepd Lravely un to the stere She was not
really ufraid of the boys, for sametimes
t=oy had been good natared and given her
Lit ;3 of candy. Besiles. her older Lrother
Dan was jast inside the store. S) she
dropped the sled striag anl ran inte the
store to do her errand.

THE FIRST 1*+LLM SUNDAY.

“ Come on,” snid
Harry, “lot’s have
a glido”

* Yeu'll hurt she
bundle” aaid an-
other hny

T guoss sheo's
.anly taking ‘em
home to be wagh-
el” enid Harry,

it wn't hart
o ony COomo
on'"

He p'cked upthe
gled setring and
scampered off a-
oross the snow to
the top of the hill

The other boys
fallowed him. The
Lill was icy and
amooth. Tho bun
die made a nice
soft cushion for
tho sled. But it
was Harry who

’ did mosé of the
gliding. Ina very fow minutes the bundle
wa? quite flattenod down upon the sled.

By-and-bye Rosie and Dan came along.
When they saw the sled, and Harry, and
tho bundle, they stopped and began to
laugh. Rosie’s bright black eyes twinkled,

“Qood 'nough for him,” said Dan. “Come
on howe, Rosie, and leave him to take care
of the clothes He'll got a scolding for
vhat.”

But Rosie remembered the pieces of
candy. She ran to the top of the hill and
caiied to Harry:

“Harry'" she said, “you better stop
your sliding, ‘cause those are your ma's
clo’es you're a-sliding on. They’re starched.”

Harry jumped up in a flash.

“ Good 'nough,” said one of the boys.

But Harry picked up the sled string and
dragged home tho bundle without saying a
word and Rodie and Dun trudged home,.—
The Child's Hour.

FRED AND JOE

FRED and Joe are boys of the same age.
Both have their way to make in the world.
This is the way Joe does: When work is
before him, he hates so to touch it. Then
he does not half do is.  He is almost sure
to stop befors it is done. He does not care
if fault is found. He says, “I can' help
it,” or, “ I don't care.”

Fred's way is nob the same. He goes
straight $o his work, and does it assoon as
he can He never slights work f.r play,
though he likes play as well as Joe likes it.
If he daes not kaow how to do a piece of
work w~1l he asks scmeone who does know,
and then ko takes care to romember He
eay9, I nevor want to bo ashamed of my
work "

Wbch boy do you think will make a

man to be trusted 7 Which boy’s way do
| you think it weuld be wol! to imitate ! If

y~u donob kn:w, then you must be already
| o rather sad case.

T S A R S MY S S

WHAT THE SPONGE SAYS.

I was born 1n the shallow waboer near
tho Florida recfs. I had a very hnpsf
timo looking at tho booutiful things all
aboud mo,—protdy fishes, sca-fans, sea
foathers, coral, soa-porcupines, and many
curions things which live under the water
Bat one day o small boat, holding $wo
men, came floating along on tho water
Ono tal], dark man sfood up in the baas,
holding o long oar, and the obher man bent
over the sido of $he bons, with his head in
a water-glass. Soon he spied me,and $hen
he reached out his hook, with its three
curved teeth, and jorked me oud of my
comfortable home and threw mo on the
deck.

Thore they loft me for several days, and
the sun beat down upon me until I $hought
I should be scorched. After a while some
one came, and oh, such a pounding and
washing' By the time I was a light
yellow colour they thougas I was clean
enough, and then I was put up in a big
bnndife with some others $ha$ locked jusd
like me and sznt to a store. ,

One day a boy came into the siore and
bought$ me, and now he keeps me for his
bath-fub. I ocould tell him some quéer
stories of what I saw in my firsb horne if 1
wanted fo.

THE EYE OF LOYE.

Tne mother whose boy becomes dissi-
pated, and a criminal, never ceases $o love
him. Sho does not love him for what he
is, bus for what he has heen and for whas
she hopes he may yet become. Nobody
gan gse ng mother sees, and when sha looka
upon #he bloated features of her wayward
boy she sees something $he world cannot
gee: she sees a sweet-faced litble one cooing
in her arms and making glad her mother
heart. She does no remember the pain
and the sorrow and the anguish, the sleep-.
less nights and the days of anxiety nia
wandering couree has caused ; bus she re-
members only the sunny spots in the past
—the days of peace and hope and love,
when the child was like the waser of life
to her soul. She forgels everything thas
he in his wrecked manhood thinks she will
always remember, and treasures up in her
heart only those sweeb memories of her
darling whigh feed her love. If she could
only go back again and lead him from the
cradle out towards the mountainsg of life,
how much more careful she would be to
point oud the paths of pleasantness and
peace, and warn him against those which
lead to danger and death !

As it is with a mother's love, so it may
be with the love of God. Wa cannob ander-
stand why it is he loved ns all so much,
for surely there is no good hing in us now.
“ All we like sheep have gone asiray; we
have surned everyone to his own way ; and
the Lerd hath laid on him the iniquity of
usall.” He hasnot condemned us, bu$ has
done all $hab even God could do to save us.

Surely it must be that God loves us, not
for what we are, bus for the purisy thas
was in a8 before she Fall and fcr thas which
he would restore. _ .




