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Break, Break, Break!
Brrax, broak, break,
Oun the colil, gray stones, O Sea !
And [ would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

Oh, well for the fisherman's boy

That lie shouts with hus sister at play ¢
Ob, well for the wailor Iad

That he sings in his boat on the hay

And the stately ships go on
To their haven ander the hill;

But, oh ! for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is atill

Dreak, break, break,

At the foot of the crays, O Sea !

DBut the tender grace of a day that is dend

Will never come back to me.

—d{fred Tenngoon.
PAWNEE CHIEF.

Tnx Pawnees are a very fierce tribe
of Indians in the far west. The pic-
ture gives a very good idea of their
fantasticdress. The most conspicuous
feature is the tremendous crest of
eagle’s feathers. It almost makes the
wan Jook as if he could fiy.

FOR OTHERS.

Ox the New Jersey const there
stands a quiet little farmhouse which
was the scene of u long, heroic
struggle, never recorded in any his-
tory, Twenty years ngo it was occu-
pied by Mss. Blank, « wowan of great
beauty and intellectunl power, a
favourite in New York society.

After her husband’s death, she re-
muined throughout the year in this
country louse. One day n dissolute
woman, iu rags and bloated with
drink, came to the door begyring.
Mrx Blank inquired into ler history,
found that she had some feeble wish
to reform, to *“be like other women
again” She took the woman in,
clothed her, and gave her work.

The woman brought her companiona  Mrs,
Blank received eight of them. Her means were
small. To enible ler to do this thing, she was
forced herself to dress coarscly, to live on the
plainest fare, to share in the work of her inmates.
For eighteen yeurs she carried on this charity,
always keeping her louse full Many of the
women Were brought back to decency and respect-
ability ; some of them even to a religious life.

She laboured to help each one, as if she were her
own child. Bat she was often deceived by im-
postors ; many of the women went back to a life
of crime; still more were ungrateful. As time

PAWNEE CHIEF,

s the city again; t0 lead a life of ease and enjoy-
\ ment in the society and pursuits for which she wus
suited. But yhe pervevered in ber work until her
death, about a year ago.

Molokai, one of the Sandwich Islands, as our
rewders know, is set apart us & Home for T.epers.
Five years ago, a young priest, Father Damen, left
his home and friends and gave himself up to work
ainong these people, every one of whom is marked
for a slow and awful death.

For some time he was able to return for a yearly
visit to his family and howe, but recently a fare-
well letter was received from him.

ne, Now that I amn satisfied as to
the true character of wy disease, |
atn more cal, nud am resigned and
bappy among my people”

There lie remains, administering
consolation to the members of this
wretched colony, more than wver de
voted to the work of the Master now
that he, like themselves, s living
under the shadow of a terrible doom

wspire them with hope amd contidence
i an fuunortal hfe free fro the spots
and taints which in this lower world
atfect both body and soul 1

This man and woman belonged to
sects of widely different creeds. But
surely, they  who have thus dgiven
ther lives to thear fellow men are
together, very near to that Saviour

us all.—Companion.

HIS MANNERS.

He was a pretty httle fetlow, but
it was his wanpers, not his looks,
that attracted everybody—clerks
the stores, people in the Porsecnrs,
men, wotmen and children. A boy
four years old, who, if anybody said
o him, * How do yvou do?"” answered,

“Thanus® and * Please” were
that he never knew he was doing
anything at all nouceable

*“How cunning it is,” suid a sliowy
woman to his mother, as they st at

dinner at the public table of 1 hotel

the waiters, and say ‘please’ when he
wants anything. [ never xaw any.

: thing 80 sweet. My children have to be constantly

told if I waat them to thank people. How well
you must have taught him, that Le never forgets.”

* He hus ulwnys been accustomed to it,” said the
mother. “We have always said ¢ Please’ to him
when we wished him to do anything, and have
thanked him. He knows no other way.”

The showy wotnan looked as if she did not need
auy further explanation of the way in which hahits
are forwmed.

Probably you do not.

Tuere are sowe folks in this world who spend

« It is impossible,” he wrote, * for me to go any ;tbcir whole lives hunting after rightevusness, and
passed, too, ber friends urged her to come back to ; more to Honolulu, as the leprosy Las broken out in * can’t tind auy timve to practise it.

Who, better than such o man, could )

who is Elder Brother and helper of

“1 am weli, thanks,” and if he had E
a request to ke, be it of friend or
stranger, began it with * Please
And the benuty of it was that the

*0
much a matter of course 10 the child |

oue day, “to hear that child thank |

o~
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Britons, One and All :

earxs of the President and Queen,
Two nativns stroug atul glurioue,

Your banners through the world ar. 2een
Q'er every foo victorious !

One blood atill courses 1n your velus,
Une hope, vie grand endeavour

To save w world from sluvish claing
And lift is up forever.

¥or ye are Rritons, one and all,
True to your nation’s story ;
Ready to riso at Freedow's eall,
And win new ticldsbefore ye,
The bugle-call of help fur men
Rings aut for ohibition !
Come, battle {or yonr houics again,
And help & world's condition,

This campaign is no ille dream,
But wen {rom slumber waking

To frustrate evers' rum-built schewme,
The chains of Bacchus breaking,

True manhiood marshuls in this fray
To bring men's fous to order,

The world groaos for a brighter day,
With Righteousncas as warder.

QGrand people that in mercy join
To raise cach reeling nation,
Rring all your forces into line,
Compact on I'ruth’s foundation.
Beat back the furies in this fight ;
Destroy Rum'’s cursed fountain ;
Onward behold the youl of light
Shines clear o Frevdom's mountaln }

Realms of the President and Queen
Be true to God and duty,
And let no demon come between
To sever or to rout ye.
Usited you can move the world
Te crown this grand endeavour;
Then let your banners be uufuried
To rales the world forever !
Tnos. CLewonra.

THE MISSION OF JESUS.
BY DR. TALMAGE.

5. WHERR DID MK OOME rroM?

Irisspelt with aix letters, and pronounced Heaven.
That is where Prince Jesuslived nincteen centuries
ago. lle wasthe King'sson. It was the old home-
stead of cternity, aud all its castles were asold as
God. Not a frost hid ever chilled the air.  Not
a tear had ever rolled down the cheek of one of its
intiabitants. There had never been in it a headache,
or a sideache, or & heartache.  There had not been
a funeral in the memory of the cldest inhabitant.
There had never in all the land bwen woven a black
veil, for there had never been anything to mourn
over, The passiuze of millions of ycars had not
wrinkled or crippled or bedimwed auy of its citizeni.
What floral and pomonic richness! Gardens of
perpetual bloom aud orchards in unending fruitage.
Ilad saipe spirit from another world entered and
asked, Whatis sin? what is bereavement? what is
sorrow 1 what is death ¥ the btiglxtutof the intelli-
gences would have failed to give definition, though
te study the question there were silence in Heaven
far balf an bour.

The Prince of whow I speak had honours, emolu-
ments, geclatustions, such as no other prince, celes-
tial or terrestrisl, ever enjoyed. As he passed the
street, the inhabitants took off from their brows
garlands of white lilies and threw them in the way.
He never entered any of the temples without all the
wordhippers rising up and bowing in obeisance. In
all the processions of the high days he was the one
who evoked the Joudest welcome. Sometimes on
foat, walking in loving talk ta the humblest of the
land, but at other timgs he took chariot, und among
dnt‘:cnty thousand that David spoke of, his was the

swiftest and wost Aaming; or, as when John de.
scribed  hiim, he took white palirey with what
prance of foot, nnd arch of neck, and roll of mane,
aud gleam of eyo is only dimly sugyested in the
Apocalypse.

f{s was not like othier princes, waiting for the
Father to die and then take the throne, When a
few years ago un artist in Germany mado a picture
for the Ruyul Gullery representing Emperor William
on tho throne, and the Crown Prince s having ons
foot ou the step of the throne, Emparor William
ordered the picture changed, and said: * Lat the
priuce keep his foot off the throne till [ leave it.”

Already cnthroned was the ilenvenly Prince
side by side with the Father. What a circle of
dominion ! 'What unending round of glories! All
the towers chimed the Prince’s praises. Of all
the inliabitauts, from the centre of the city,
on over the hills and clear -down to the beach
against which the ocean of immensity rolls its hil-
lows, the Prince was the acknowleged favourite,
To describa his celestial surroundings the Bible
uscs ull colours, gathering them inrainbow over the
throne and setting them as agate in the tewmple
window, und hoisting twelve of them into a wall,
from striped jasper rt the base to transparent ame-
thyst in the capstc .o, while between are green of
emerald, and snow of pearl, and blue of sapphire,
and yellow of topaz, gray of clirysoprasus, and flame
of jacinth, All the loveliness of landucape in foli-
age, und river, and rill, and all euchantment aqua-
marine, the sea of glass mingled with fire as when
sun sinks in the Mediterranean. There stood the
Prince, surrounded by those who had uuder their
wings the . elocity of millions of nilcs in a second,
himself rich in love, rich in adoration, rich in
power, rich in worship, rich in loliness, rich in
God.

J1. WHA? DID mB OoME yoa!

For your sakes! It wasnoton a pleasure excyr-
sion that he came, for it was all pain. It was not
on an astronomiocal exploration, for he knew this
world as well before he alighted as afterward. It
was not because he was compelled to come, for he
volurtsered. It was not because it was easy, for
he knew it would be thorn, and spike, aud hunger,
and thirst, and vociferation of angry mobs. For
your sakes! To wipe away your tears, to forgive
your wrongdoing, to companiouship your loneliness,
to soothe your sor ows, to sit with you by the new.
made grave, to bLind up your wounds in the ugly
battle with the world and bring you howe at last;
kindling up the mists that fall on your dying vision
with the sunlight of a glorious morn.

For your sakes! No; I will change that. Paul
will not care, and Christ will not care if I change
it, for I must get into the blessedness of the text
myself, and so I say : “ For our sakes!” For we
all have our temptations, and bereavements, and con-
flicts. For our sakes! We who deserve for our
sins to be expatriated into a world as much poorer
than this, than this earth was poorer than Heaven !

For our sakes! But what a faithful coming down
to take us gloriously up. When Artaxerxes was
hunting, Tirebazus, who was attending him, showed
the king a rent in his garmenta. The king said:
“How shall I mend it1” ¢ By giving it to me"”
said Tirebazus. Theu the king gave him the rove,
but comuanded him never to wear it, as it would
be inappropriate. But see the startling and com-
forting fact, while our Prince throws off the tobe,
he not only allows us to weur it, but commands us
to wear it, and it will become us well ; and for the
poverties of our spiritual state we may put on the
splendours of heavenly regalements!

For our sakes! QOh, the personality of this reli-
giou! Not an abstraction, not an arch under which

wo walk 40 behold elaborate masonry ; not an ice.
cnatle, like that which Ewmpress Elizabeth, of Russia,
overa hundred yearsago, ordered constructed, Winter
with its trowel of orystals cementing the huge
blocka that had been quarried from frozen rivers of
the Narth ; but a futher's hause with a wide heavth
erackling a liesrty welcone. A religion of warinth
and inspiration, and light, and cheer—something
we ocan take into our hearts, and homes, und busi-
ness, recreations, and joys and sorrows.

@

THE YOUNG PEDANTY.

Prorressor Porsoyx, the celebrated Grecian, was
once travelling in a stagecoach where a young
Oxonian, fresh from college, was amusing the Iadies
with a variety of talk, and, amongst other things,
with & quotation, us he said, from Sophocles. A
Greek quotation, and ir a coach too, roused the
slumbering Professor from a kind of dogsleep in a
snug oorner of the vehicle. Shaking his ears and
rubbing his eyes, T think, young gentleman,” said
he, ““you favoured us just now with a quotation
from Bophocles ; I do not happen to recollect it
there.” O, sir,” replied the tyro, “the quota-
tion is word for word as I have repeated it, and
from Bophocles, too ; but luspect', sir, it is some
time sinoe you were at college.” The Professor,
applying bis hand to his great-coat pocket, and
taking out a amnall pocket edition of Sophocles,
quietly asked him if he would be kind enough to
show him the passage in question in that little
baak. After rummaging the pages for some tinie,
be replied, “ Upon second thoughts, I now recollect
M the passage is i Ennpldu. “ Then, perhnpa,
sir,” said the Professor, putting his hand agsin
into his pocket, and handing him a similar edition
of Buripides, “you will be 50 good aa to find it for
me . that little book.” The young Oxonian again
returned to his task, but with no better success,
muttering, however, to himself s vow never again
to quote Greek in a stagecoach. The tittering of
the ladies informed him plainly that he had got
inta s hotble. At last, “ Why, sir,” said he, “ how
dull T am! I recollect now; yes, now I perfectly
remenmiber that the passage is in Eschylus” The
inexorable Professor returned to his inexhaustible
pocket, apd was in the act of handing him an
ZBachylus, when our astonished freshman vocifer-
ated, *Conchian ! halloa, coachman ! let me out;
I say, instantly let me out! There's a fellow here
has the whole Bodleian library in his pocket.”

P

EKIND-HEARTED HAL.

Hav is & very unselfish boy. He never pouts
and frets if he is roused in the morning to build
the kitchen fire before bis Jast nap is finished.

There are boys, you know, who never come out
of dreamland without grumbling. Hal is not one
of these. He knows that it belongs to boys to help
their mothers.

Hal never runs away to school and leaves his
sisters to pick their own way through the snow.
He always tries to make a path for {i:em.

Hal carries his unselfishness farther—he is just
to his dog.

Cario is & stout little fellow, and can easily draw
the sled on which Hal likes 80 well to ride.

Hal allows him to do this very often, but after
be hag bad his own ride, he says:

“Now, Carlo, it is only fair that I should take
my turn pulling thesled. The boy should not have
all the fun, and the dog all the work. You shall
rise half the time, and I will draw you.” .

We are sure we all think this ir fair play, and
we like linl all the better beoause he Jooks out for
others' happiness as well as his owa.

-

i
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Faithful unto Death.

‘CMINE is a sturless crown,” she said,
** For up into the Mercy Scat

Not oune poor wandering soul P've led
In heaven none will my nume repeat

And say, ‘ You led my trembling feet

To where thie waters gushityg sweet,

Refreshed, and made me whole.’

But he knows best who sent mie pain,
Aud § rejoice no praise of mine
\Will mingle in the sweet refrain
And take away the glory Thine,
Dear Lord, for souls redeemed thut shine
And rouud thy coronal entwine ~”
Aud 50 she fell asloep.

““\Whose crown s this ?” the angel said ;
for unto him was given

The crowning of each saintly head

That passed from earth to heaven.
Adown the vista's golden light — .
Where crowned heads whose circlet bright,
Surpaseed the starry gews of night—
His gaze went searching far.

Thoes waiting their reward spoke not;
None dared demaud the crown of light 3

Yet, thero were those Whose weary lot
Had been harsh toil from worn till night.

Some, workers iu the vineyard, strong,

And some had laboured late and loug ;

But uato them did not belong

The crown o rich with stars.

A brilliant light illunied the place,

And there the Saviour stood, a s.ile
Of welcome lighting up his face.

Calling them each by name, the while.
He gave the crowss, some jeweled bright,
And others stariess crowna of light,

Bat kept the one with gems s0 Lright
Until the last one came.

With prostrate forin a maiden knelt
And kissed the feet she Joved alone,
Nor raised her eyes until she felt
Her namie was called in tender tons,
A soft hand rested on her head :
* Art ready for thy crown?” He said,
+ Hast thou some lamb to shelter led ;
Sowse waaderer ruclaimod *”

*“Dear Father, I have lived in vuin:
Thy love is all the crown 1 ask.
1 only bore a croes of pain,
Whilst waiting was my only task.
1 ouly prayed by day and night
For toilors in the harvest white,
For thoss who struggled for the right
And trusted all to Thee.”

“ Well dowe, my child,” the Fatber said,

And placed the glowing, starry crown
Upon the lowly, patient head.

+ Thy life was free from earth renown,
Bat still thy pain-crushed life has shone
Like a bright star that buras alone,
And led sad hearts unto My throms,
Aad this is thy reward.”

—Selected.

THER BLUROOAT BOY.

1 wirr. teil you, my dear children, a tale of »
litthe Baglish Bluscoat boy, who had faith in Gods
Word. The stotry happened about twenty years
ago, %0 & young friend of my acquaintance, sad I
hed it word for word from him as 1 now write it.
Strong was the impression it made on me at the
time, and age has not effaced it. Vividly to my
mind were recalled the words of our Savioar, “ Ask,
and ye shall recsive.”

In the sutumn of 1855 many Bluecoat boys ware
laid wp with the ecerlet fever, my young friend
among the sumber. On hia recovery, an uncle, a
dooter. in Swrey, axpressed a desire to bave him
with bim fore meath; and accordingly be weat,
-l‘p-d.nyph-uthhhy

The evening bufere retarning to schoal ks wasle
ali, “As you vill start sarly in the moraing Sor

“half-a-crown-—just  the suwm required

Here

NARIDPN
Chead Ve
L went to bed ina vy

Esher, 1 shall in ¢l e bability not see you
are vour travelling
Mind aud be a
you!” The po
happy state of nand.
OWIng thoney

arel five
Lol by nt schawl

('\}N'HN'H.
(0 ]

after U halidavs then exered, and
he was seven shi’mzs and stvpence i debt L oand
not to pay 1t when prowred s devmed w et
dishonournble thing.  What could he dot He Lad
but one resourer . to that he went. = Gad hedp
me in my trauble,” aseended o his Lonrt, s
well as from hus lps, many, wany times that rghe
till sleep came.

Farly the neat sorning the 'bus took ham to
Esher station - sad in leaving his undle’s roof, sad
in the knowledge of 4 debt he could not pay.

As he was walkmg along the platiorm, a vener
able gentleman cawe wp to him, and after asking a
few questions, said, * T .am a Governor, and always
look after little Blues, T daresay you will find 2
use for this,” and at the same tine giving hon
God ll:lll
surely answered my younyg friends prayer. And
that was the turning point of lns hife  No wore
debts ! no more follies ! e has sinee grown up a
young man, humble in his own opinton, but £aith
fully deing the work of his Master in that state of
life to which it hath pleased God to call hin.

Oh, children ! should we after this hesitate any
longer to bring even our most trivial surows to o
loving Fathert  Ob, no; cowe in fasth: and
never doubt that whatsoever ye aok in his naine,
that shall ye receive.

-

HOW TO DRINK.

So far as the were sensation of thirst is con-
cerned, there can be no question that it is a mistake
to drink too much or tao frequently in hat weather ;
the flul " taken in is very rapidly thrown cut again
through the sxkin in the form of perspiration, and
the outflow being promoted by this detertaination
toward the surface, a_new and increasing demand
for fluid follows rapidly on the successive acts of
drizking and perspiring, with the result that
“thirst” is made worse by giving way toit. But
if we refuse to drink v-hen we are thirsty simply
because we shall thirst again, we wre imposing o
restraint on the activitics by which nature is en-
deavouring to preserve the health, We are doing
precisely what the irrational homeopaths do, or did
when refusing fluid to cholera patients, or limited
the drink of those who suffer from fever. Of
course, like produces like in the matter of thirst
from any cause, but the like produced is natural ;
and it is, or rather was, strange to note thait in one
of the earliest notorious cases of malpractice Ly
persons calling themsecives homeopaths in England
the dogma, “Similia ;imilibus curantur,” should be
flung to the winds, and drink refused to a patient
dying of liquid diarrhes, becmuse, forsooth, the
taking of fluids increased the diarrhea and made
himmore thirsty ! We venture %o hope that those
who are sealously urging the policy of refusing to
quench thirst in this hot weather because *‘drink-
ing makes people more thirsty” will reconsider
their policy from the physiological standpoint, and
that they will recognize that to thirst and drink
and perspire and drink again are the natural steps
in a process Ly which nature strives to waintain
the integrity of those organic chauges which the
external heat has a tendency o impede. The
natural and wwe policy is to supply an sdequate
quantity of fuid without exosss. Therefore, do
not :abstain from drink, but drink slowly, so as to
allow time for the voice of nature to cry “enough.”
There is oo drink o0 good aa pare water. Fer the
sake of Savour, and baceiss the vegetable acids

The pernnions custotu of

1
are uscful, & dash of lewon juwe way be added |
with advantan  The skin should be kept fanly
coul, s that asuthoent guantity of the fluid taken
way pass ofl thaonghothe helueys.  Londow Lancet.

- @

STRAIGHT LINES.
1Y 1 ARISSA POTTER.

Osg day Edith's snutie was making the sewing-
tehine hute cver a peotty white apron she was
stitchunge for grandma,

Fuith vtocdd eloce tn her mamta's chair, wateh.
v the shinng whedls wharl, the (lying acedle flash
up and down, and the straght rows of white, even
httle stitches that dropped faster than she could
wink from off the needle s point.

O, mamma ' 1 can do that, I know [ can!”
she eried, as snap went the thread ut the end of
another tuck ¢ Please Jet me )u-!p make grandma’s
apron ; it's such easy work.”

Eduth's mammae knew it would not be eary work
for her little grl, for theie was not only the wheel
that must be kept tuning, but the work to guide
Just right, so the stitches would come in strught,
even rows actoss the mushin, but Edith begeed so
cartiestly 10 bo allunwed to hetp on the pretty, tucked
apron, her maumma gave her her seat twefore the
wachine and old her just how to guide her work.

“Don't wateh your stitchex, little girl, don't
trust your eyes in trying to get the width of the
tucks alike from cdge to edge,” Edith's mmmma
said, “but keep your eve sharp on this litdde cross
on the brass slide. That is my gauge. If you
watch that, keeping the edge of the tuck you are
stitching close to the little cross on the slide, you
will juake even rows in your work.”

But Edith thought her way better than her
muima’s way. She did not watch the litthe mark
that was her mamma’s gauge in guiding work under
the needle, but, instead, watched the needle as it
went tlying acroas the breadth of white muslin,
Edith thought her stitches would make a line as
straight as her wammwa’s work, but when the tuck
that her maama hud carefully creased was stisched,
she found she had sewed n wobbling, crooked line.
There were zigzags and curves and Lacktrnchs and
gouges in it.

“Why, Ediel” her mumma said, holding up the
work, “Gundnm shall never wesr such a crooked
row of stitches as this in her apron. You must
pick out every thread. Ind you keep your work
following close to the little mark that T showed
yout”

And then Edith confessed that she had not once
looked at the cross on the slide, but had kept her
eyes sharp and wide open on her work and the
needle.

40, child! no wonder that you stitched a crooked
line with no better guide to follow than your un-
trained eye and hand!” her mawma answered.
“T4, instead of watching your stitches, you had
watched the little cross which T set for your guide,
you would have sewed straight lines and your work
would not have to be ravelled.”

Dear little children, there is another Cross that
you and T and everybody must follow if we would
make straight, true lines of vur work. If we fail
to keep close watch of this Cross, refuse or neglect
to gauge our lives by this Guide that alone can
help us to run straight paths through life, we shall
surely make miserable crooks and turns and wind-
ings that will apoil ail our work.

Children, I think you know that this Oross that
has besn set as our Guide, and which we must
follow, is the Cross of %

Wmuhwmwmﬂd
opess his to receive you.
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Let's Play.
On, the bleasad and wine little children ¢
\What scusible things they say t
When they can't have the things thuy wish far,
Thoy take others, and say, ** Lot's play !

“Let's play that the chaira aro big coaches
Aud the sofa o railromd-car,
Anid that wo are all taking journoys,
And travelling ever so far.

* Let's play that we livo in a palace,
And that we are queons and kings ;
let's play wo are birdw in a treo-top,
And can fly ahout on winga.

* Lot's play that we are school-keeperr,
And that people come to onr school §
Let’s play we shall punish them soundly
If they break but a ringlo 1ule.”

Oh, the bleased and wise little children !
\What sausible things tacy say !
Every one might be as happy as they are
If all wonld be happy their way,
—Selected,
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, OCTOBER 13, 1888.

THE BLIND GIRL'S GRATITUDE.

Oxg pleasant summer day a feeble little blind
girl was sitting in the shade of a large tree listen-
ing to the songs of the birds as they hopped from
bough to bough. A fresh breeze rustled the leaves,
fauned her brow, and strengthened her, and the
violets exhaled their fragrance around her. While
she sat silently on the soft grassy bauk enjoying all
the loveliness around ler, tears filled lier eyes ; she
was really weeping, though it was evident that she
was not troubled. Her tender heart was full of
thankfulness.

Clasping her little hands together, the child
raised her poor sighiless eyes to the sky and said
softly, * Dear Father up in heaven, I thank thee
for having made the little birds that sing to me,
the flowers that send forth their fragrance, and the
sunimer breezes that refresh me. Dear Heavenly
Father, how good thou art to me, how thou dost
bless me!”

The prayer was short and simple, but it reached
the heart of God, and there was another who heard
it. A thoughtless young girl was passing the tree,
snd hearing the weak voice, turned to see the blind,
feeble child who was so sweetly and artlessly
thanking God for his gifts and bLlessings. Her
beart waa touched and she reproached herself.

From her very "birth ahe had received great and

numerous gifts, but she had never thought of
thanking the Lord or felt the slightest gratitude to
him. Sho was now thoroughly ashamed in the
presence of this afllicted child, who lacked so many
things to enable her to enjoy life as she could, and
yet way so geateful.  Repentance seized the young
girl, and when she reached home she clasped her
hands and prayed that her Master and Baviour
would forgive her ingrititude,

From that time she daily sought her Henavenly
Father, thanked him, and prayed that she might
be permitted to render him some little service. At
cach communion with him she obtained fresh
strength and received the blessing of doing many a
little act in his service.

The blind child’s gratitude beeame a blessing
and hore fruit of which she had not thougit.
Always thank your Heavenly Father for every.
thing, in the name of your Saviour Jesus Christ.

WHAT 18 FAITH?

So asked an unbelieving physician of his friend,
a merchant, in whose room both were quietly
sitting during an evening.  “Yes, what is faith 1"
And the tone of his question involuntarily called
to mind Pilate’s question, ** What is truth?” « My
bay,” said the merchant smiling to his son, a merry
little lnd of eight years, who had with much pains
arranged a whole ariny of leaden soldiers, and now
as an important a general in his own estimation
stood up to command them to engage in battle.
“My boy, carcy back your hussars to the barrack
box and go to bed : and be quick and do it without
objection ; it is high time.” The poor boy! It
came so hard upon him to leave his favourite play !
Who could blame him for it! He threw a bescech-
ing glance towards his father, but at once he saw
unbending sternness on his countenance. He
swallowed down his tears, carried his soldiers back
to their quarters, embraced his father and went.
“See, dactor, this is faith,” said the merchant.
Then, caliing back his child, he whispered in his
ear, “Listen, my child, since assurance now is as
good as a permission when the time comes, I will
take you with me to the Autumn fair at Hamburg.”
Exulting for joy, the lad left the room. It came
to him by anticipation as though he were already
on the way to Hamburg. For a long time after
they heard him singing in his sleeping chamber.
And again the father said, addressing his friend,
“That is called faith, doctor. In this boy is
planted the germ of faith in man. May he yield
himself to his heavenly Father with like humility
and love, with like obedience and trust, and his
faith will be as completc as the faith of Abraham,
the father of the believing ones!” The doctor
was clearly answered. After a moment of silence,
he said: “ Now I know more of faith than I had
learned from many preachers.”

CARE FOR THE LITTLE ONES,

I passzD a florist, so absorbed with his “cut-
tings,” that he did not hear my * Good-morning”
till twice spoken. “T beg pardon, sir,” said he,
“but you see, one must put his whole mind on
these young things, if he would have them do well ;
and I cannot bear that cne should die on my hand,
for I should always feel as if I had murdered it by
neglect. Young plants need much more care than
old ones, that are used to storms and blight.”
Here is & word for us all. Tenderly, patiently,
perseveringly, wisely, let us care for the little ones.

O Loap, re:nove nur ignorance, that we miy
know thea: our idlenesy, that we wmay seek thes;

our unbelief, that we ma’ find and enjoy thee.

IS
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FLAG MAST OF THE SHIP “VICTORY.”

Tue above cut shows a part of the mast of the
sh’p Victory, the fing-ship of the galiant Nelson at

the world-famous battle of Trafalgar. The hole
made through the mast by a cannon ball will be
observed, also the bust of the great sailor above.
He sleeps his last sleep beneath the dome of St.
Paul's Cathedral, but he lives in the heart of the
nation forever.

I

BLACK HARRY.

ABoUT a hundred years ago, a black man, named
Harry, went to St. Eustatius, one of the West
India Islands. He was a simple, earnest Christian,
and was a member of a Methodist class in the
United States, where he had lived. When he
reached St. Eustatius, he found that he must either
give up having any Christian friends, or try to
bring somebody to know and love his Master. He
soon began to preach Jesus, and as he:was the only
preacher on the island, he had large congregations.
He was allowed to preach for some time, and a
large number were converted,

But ’ 7 and by the planters who lived on the
island Legan to complain to the governor, and so
Harry was forbidden to preach again. Aftér sev-
eral months, however, he prayed openly with some
of his brethren, and for this he was publicly whip-

ped, imprisoned, and then banished from the
island.
But - was his work lost? Oh, no! Dr. Coke, a

great English missionary, visited the island, and
found a company of faithful Christians there, and
this island now has churches and Sunday-schools,
which have grown from the seed planted by faithful
Black Harry.

If this poor, ignorant black man eou]d do mch Y
work for the Lord, shall we dare to say:that we can
do.nothing? Black Harry just used-ths one talent
hid_Lord had given him, and that is all he was
ssked to do. Are we using enr gifts as faithfully
s Black Harry used hist
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A MARKET CROSS,

The Departed.

Husiu ! Blessed are the dead
In Jesus’ arms who rest,
And lean their weary head
Forever on his breast,
O Deatific sight !
No darkling veil between,
They soe the Light of light,
Whomn here they loved unseen.

For them the wild is past,
With all its toil and care,
Its dry sirocco blaat,

Ita fiery noonday glare.
Them the Go»d Shepherd leads,
When storms are now rife,
In tranquil, dewy meads,

Beside the fount of life.

Ours only are the tears
Who weep around their tonh,
The light of by-gone years
And shadowing years to come.
Their voice, their touch, their siunile—
Those love-springs flowing o'er :
Earth for its little while
Shall never know them more.

O tender hearts and true,
Qar long last vigil kept,
We weep and mourn for you ;
Nor Llame us—Jesus wept.
But soon at Lreak of day
His calm, almighty voive,
Stronger than death sliall say:
Awake—weep not—rejoice.

A MARKET CROSS,

Ix many old English towns will be seen & Market
Cross like that shown in our cut.  Frequently a
group of stalls for the sale of farm produce is con-
structed around it, but often the market isin the
open air. Before the days of newspapers all pro-
clamations and announcements were made at the
Market Cross. At St. Paul’s Cross, London, sermons
were preached, and sometimes in the stormy days
of  persecution the martyrs were burned in this
public place. In the very heart of London, in front
oulbsrmi Cross Station, is a vestoration of one of
these ancient cromes. A strange relic of the past in
one of the most busy scenes of the crowded present.

WHO ARE THE HAPPY
CHILDREN?

Cuitores's Dav calls out crowds
of Lright-faced happy  little people.
Birdz and tlowers and sunshine and
children ourhit to make bright faces.
Don't you thisk sot

But some fuces are brighter, and
some hearts are hupper than others,
And tho Preasant Houns knows
which are the very brightest and
happiest of nll! The childven want
to know too, nnd so we will tell them,

The boys and girls who have been
saving, and saeriticing and denying
self, so that somebody might Lo
helped, these nre the happiest of all,

Here is Willie Jones.  IHow his
eyes do shine! Heo has been saving
his pennies a good while for this
Childven’s Day Collection. e hns
had to shut his eyes sometimes when
he went past & eandy store. but he
will forget all that in the joy that
will 6l his heart when he drops his
shining fifty-cent piece into the basket,
and listens to the pastor as he tclla
how this money will help to educate
poor boys and girls, and tit them to
do earnest work for God and hiumanity.

And look at pretty Ruth Drown.
She does not look sad: does shel
And yet she gave up a great pleasure
so that she might help on this grand oducational
work.

“ Which will you have, Ruthic,” said papa, “the
pleasure trip, or the money for Children’s Day?1”
And Ruthie mnde her choice !

Al dear children, *“it is more blessed to give
than to receive.”

May this be the very best and brightest of all
the Children’s Days we have yet known |

PAINSTAKING WORK.

Goop work is the result of painstaking Inbour,
The book which we read with ease was hard to
write. The poem which packs thought into a few
well-chosen words was brought forth by months of
toil. The speech which keeps the public ear was
elaborated by intense brain-work.

Mr. M. M. Ballou tells us, in his * Genius in
Sunshine and in Shadow,” that the original draft
of Longfellow's ¢ Excelsior” is so interlined and
amended as to be ditficult to decipher. Mr. Ballou
also mentions other illustrations of the painstaking
of literary workers.

Balzac was not satisfied with writing his manu-
script over and over half-a-dozen times, but he drove
the printer almost to exasperation Ly his many
alterations of the proof.

Charles Lamb's Essays read as if they lmd come
spontaneously from his pen. But he worked at
them for weeks, and the printers dreaded him,
Lecause he would make many alterations after his
manuscript was in type.

Dr. Channing was also the printers’ dread. He
sent them manuscripts the alterations and inter-
lineations in which made it very hard to decipher,
and required them to furnish himn with three or
four successive proofs, in each of which he made
extensive corrections.

Moore wrote “ Lalls Rookh ” at the rate of ten
or fifteen lines a day. Longman & Co. paid the
poet fifteen thousand dollars for the poem, and
thereby made a geod bargain for themsclves.
When Lady Holland met Moore in company after

tho first appearnnce of hin poem, she exclaimed,
* Mr Moore, 1 don’t intend o read Larey O'Rourke; |
I don't 'ike Irish storics*”

Waordsworth lnid his verses nsido for weeks.  Ho
then took them up for corrections, and re.wrote
s010 twenty tisnes,

John VFosier, author of “ Decision of Charncter,
and other essays, spent hours upon a single sentenwe.
Goldsuuth's “ Lraveller™ was not completed unn!
ten vears after its tivst sketeh.  Rogers gave ten
duys to a single verse, nnd Rochefouenuld was for
lifteen yenrs busy over his httlo book of nmxnmx,
Yorutl's Companion,

"

THE KING'S MESSENGER ;

(N

LAWRENCE TEMPLE'S PROBATION.

(4 STORY OF CANADIAN LIFS)

BY THX EDITOL.

CHAPTER XIIL

WITH THE FLOCK.
*“Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them
that weep.”—Romass xii. 13, !

1 munt go forth into the town,
To vint beds of pamn and deaths,
Of 1estless by, and quivening breath,
And satrowing hearts, and patient eyes
That see, thiough tears, the sun go dowo,
lut nevermore ahall sce it rise.
The poor in Ludy and eatate,
The sick and the disconsolate,
Must not on man's convenicuce wait, "™
LoxGrELLow —Golden Legend,

LawreNce went right among the people—sym-
pathizing with their sorrows, rejoicing in their
simple joys; sitting with the hnrvesters as they
partook of their frugal meal benecath the beech
trees' shade; walking with the ploughman as he
turned the furrows in the field; talking with the
blackswith at his forge; sitting with the shoe-
maker in his little stall ; snatching a word with
the stable-boy at the inn ; taking some fish, caught
by his own hands, to old Widow Beddocs ; and
reading the Bible and Wesley's hymns to old bLlind
Father Maynard.

One of his most diflicult tasks was answeriug the
catechism of questions which Father Hawkins'
shrewd, intelligent wife Pegyy, asked him every
week concerning what was going on all over the
world. An alert, brisk old bod, she was, vith a
cheek like a peach, an eye like a sloe, a frame
that seemed made of steel springs that never got
tired and never wore out, and a tongue— but here
all comparison fails us. And her mind was as ac-
tive as her body. The Christian Guardian wula
its weekly visit to their cabin, for though Father
Hawkins could not read, his wife could, nnd that
to better purpose than many who read more. Liko
a window opened out of a prison into the gres*,
busy, bustling world, was the weekly visit of that
speculum of the world’s and Church’s progress- -the
much-prized houscliold friend.

Could weary, hard-worked editors but know the
joy, the deep delight, the fox! for the insatiable
ceaving of knowledge of many who have no other
means of gratifying it than the weekly paper, thue
they have the happiness to impart, they would feel
a compensation for all the sweat of brain that they
have undergone.

There were no churches 48 yet on the Centreville
mission. The preaching was in school-houses,
barns, or the shantics of the settlers. The congre-
gations came fromn near and far, mostly on foot, a
few on horseback, and somctimes a family in a
lumber-waggon—~no other vehicle vouid stand the J
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The school house at
One would won
The women,

rocks and corduroy ronds,

m ol sorts of toilets - frequently with straw hats
sat on ono side, the men, often
on the othier.  The hard,

e their shiet sleeves,

©bakless seats, were s prophylactic against sleep;
. and happy was he who got one neat the wal),

where ho could support his weary spine.  The
young men and boys hung around the door, dis-
cusing the pomits of the few horses that drove up,
and clustering around outside the open windows as
the stuging began,

It was an excellent school in which to learn ex-
tewmpore preaching.  There was no desk to support
notes or manuseript ; and unless the speaker could
keep the attention of his audience, those about the
windows would stroll off to the woods, and some-
times even those inside of the door,

‘The preacher was also obliged to learn self-
possession.  He must not be put out by tritles. A
comotion among the horses that touh half of the
men outside, or a little disagreement among the
dows under the seats, that could not be settled till
buth helhgerents were kicked out, must not disturb
him.  Nor must the presence of a dozen children,
more or less —somo of them of a very tender age.
Two or three wandering about the tloor, ocension-
ally climbing on the preacher’s plitform, and as
many crying at onco, must not throw him ol Ins
mental balance.  In this sehool, many a Methodist
preacher has learned the art of sacred oratory. 1t
is better than putting pebbles in one’s wouth, and
haranguing the ocean waves, after the Demosthenic
exsmple.

The singing was an important feature at these
services, At Centieville, Brother Orton—a tall
man with a large nose, a small mouth, a weak, ir-
resolute chin, and glassy eyes, but with n sweet
and powerful voice—led the singing. e was as.
sisted by Squire Hill, « man of intensely florid
complenion—indeed of almost a Lrick-dust colour
—with a black tio wound around his neck almost
to the point of stranguiation, who pitched the
tunes on a high-keyed flute, which he carried in
n green baize bag. As he madipulated this in.
strument, which scemed to require an imwmense
quantity of wind, the good brother scemed at
tunes in danger of apoplexy, 80 ved in the face did
lie beecome.

Yet there was nothing grotesque or indecorous
in these services. Indeed the speetacle was one of
great moral sublimity. Here were a number of
toil-worn men and women, bowed down by daily
labour and worldly care, wresting a living, with
much difliculty, from a rugged, if in parts a fer
tile, soil. But for these elevating, ennobling,
spiritual services, which lifted their thoughts above
the things of carth and time, and set them on
things in heaven and ctornal. they would sink into
utter materialism, almost like the oxen that they
drove. But now, through these religious influences,
they were raised to the dignity of men, and, in
many cases, to the fellowship of saints. Such has
been, and such is still, the mission of Methodism
in many parts of our country.

The week-night preachings, at ‘“early candle-
light,” in schools or private-houses, were much less
formal than the Sunday services. Men and women
eame in their working clothes—the former some-
times barefoot, the latter with a shawl over their
heads, Several brought lanterns, or pine knots,
by which to find their way home through the
woods. Others Lrought candles, inserted in the
half of a potato or turnip, or in the neck of a
Lottle — the latter kind of candlestick was so
precious as to be rather rare.

'&'. Full of pathos were the huwble rustic funen.ls,
5

which always ealled forth the deepest sympathy of
that simple vural community.  One tovk place not
long after Lawrence arrived, 1t was that of a
poor widow, the mother of a number ef young
childven.  Her great concern in her last hours was
for them, and she prayed God, with great earnest-
ness, to be a father to her fatherless and mother-
less babies,  Lawrenee begaed her to lay aside ler
npprehensions s and although not knowig how it
would he aceomphished, yet full of faith that some
way would be found, he promised her that he would
sec them cared for.  With that promise, ns a
pillow under her dying head, and the hope of meet
ing them in n better world in her heart, the loving
mother seemed to die content.

The neighbours, poor as they were, were very
kind. Father Hawkins, rich in faith, if poor in
this world’s goods, wok two of the children,

“ Peggy an’ Oi be lonesome by times when us
thinks of oor oan pretty bairns buried long years
sin’ in the green churchyard o’ Chumleigh, in dear
old Devon.  They'll be like gran'childer to us in
oot old nge in this strabge land,  An’ the good
Lord, that never foorsuok us yet, ‘Il send us food,”
and the old man wiped a tear from his eyes, as if
longing for the better country—even the heavenly.

“Qur house is purty full o' childer,” said cheery
Hophni Perkins, * like a press bustin’ out with noo
wine, as the Scriptur’ snys; but 1 guess we can
tuke one o these poor little motherless crecturs,
Can’t us, mother{”

“’Course we can,” said his wife Jerusha, her
greae modherly heart already enfolding the little
orphan in its wealth of love.

« Motherliest woman that I ever see,” said
Hophui, proudly. “Sho nusses alt Jhe sick Laubs,
an’ raises chickens that ther own mother gives up.

iven the calves an' pigs thrives better under her
than anybody else. Powerful smart woman, she
is.”

So the poor children all found homes among
these humble but brave-souled people. Even the
baby was adopted by a young mother who had just
lost her own *“pretty little Izrel,” and *“ who knows
but the Lord had sent her this in his stead,” she
devoutly said.

On the day of the funeral, although it was the
height of the wheat harvest, the whole neighbour-
hood assembled from nenr and far to pay their last
sad tribute of respect to the mother of the children
thus adopted. After reading the Scriptures and
prayer, amid the solemn hush that always falls upon
a house in which lies the unburied dead, the plain
black-stained coflin, amid the sobs of the childran,
was carried to & rough waggon and borne to the
school-house, which was near the little “God's
Acre” already set apart as the seed-plot of the
sowing for the harvest of the resurrection mora.

In the seats near the desk sat the -notherless
children—the younger ones with a look of wounder-
ing curiosity on their faces, and other relatives
of the deceased. It was touching to notice their
attempts to provide symbols of bereavement—the
faded and threadbare mourning dress, the meagre
black ribbon, aud the little wisps of crape.

In the solemn presence of the dead, Lawrence
faithfully addressed the living, on the momeatous
lesson of the occasion—a lesson which, in this
simple community, had not lost its force through
frequency and familiarity. As he prayed for the
bereaved ones at the close of his sermon, and for
the orphaued children, hearty amens went up from
wany lips, and, we doubt not, from every heart.

The relatives of the departed then approached
the opea coffin to take their last long-lingering
farewell of the beloved form that they should see
no more. Serene and peacelul was now.thet toil-
wora face, with the holy calm which comes whea

!God giveth his beloved sleep—a beum of sunlight

shnting through the window, lighting it up as
with the halo of a saint.  The thin and wasted
hands, that had ceased from their lnbour forever,
were folded on the pulseless breast, and held
their cold death-clasp n cluster of ripe wheat enry
and blueoyed flax flowers—symbols of the resur.
rection unto overlasting life.
All way ended now, the hope and the fear and the
soTrow
All tho aching of heart, the restless unsatisficd
longing.
Life’s weary wheols at last stood still.

As the children's kisses fell on the pale, cold
lips of the unanswering clay, their heart-rending
sobs filled the foom, and many a mother wept in
sympathy, and even hoary headed men furtively
wiped the tears from their eyes. Lawtence, though
accustomed to restrain his feelings, fairly broke
down, and sobbed his sorrow with those mother-
less children,

Little Mary, three years vld, uncomprehending
the awful mystery of death, broke the silence with
the artless question: “Why don’t mother wake up
She always did when I touched her face. Won't
she wake any moret”

And the baby—in the arms of its new mother—
laughed and crowed, as unconscious of its loss as
the humming-birds flitting, like winged jewely, in
the sunlight without.

Slowly —tenderly—reverently—devout men bore
the dead to her burial, lifting the coflin as softly as
if they feared to awake the sleeper within, As
they walked to the little graveyard, not far ofl,
the rustic congregation followed, reverently singing
those words of holy consolation :—

““ Hear what the voice from Heaven proclaims
For all the pious dead!
Sweet is the savour of their names,
And soft their dying bed.”

As Lawrence for the first time read the sublime
burial service of our Church, hallowed by the pious
associations of centuries* of use in crowded church-
yards in the dear old Motherland, or by the lonely
graves of the English-speaking race- throughout
the world, a solemn awe came over his soul. At
the words “carth to earth, dust to dust, ashes to
ashes,” as the clods fell with hollow sound on the
coflin-lid, they scemed like a warning knell to
many a heart ; and by more than one soul, by the
side of that open grave, was the solemn vow re-
corded to serve God in newness of life—to walk as
in the shadow of eternity, and on the very verge
of the other world.

As the grave was filled up, and gently and
smoothly sodded over, with many a tender pat of
the spade, as if to shelter the sleeper from the ap-
proaching winter stornis, even little Mary seemed
to realize the utterness of the pirtimg, and wept
bitterly for her “dear mamma, covered up in the
cold dark ground.”

But the birds sang on, and the flowers bloomed
still, and the lengthening shadows crept across the
ripened wheat fields, and the great world whirled
on, as it will still when all of us ate folded in its
bosom forever.

(To be conlinued.)

‘WHAT a man should not say, he should not hear.
The things which defile a man in going out of his
mouth, defile him also when they go in at his eyes
and ears.

- Hx who deserts truth in trifles can eidemm be
trusted in-important matters.

P,
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Ee Loveth Besat.

1 & loveth best within whose breast,
The love of Christ is shed ;

His grateful heart doth love impare,
As one gives daily bread,

And for the gracious one distilled,

* An hungcerad oue ™ his heart has filled.

He loveth best whose soul hath pressed
The sweet from bitter cup,
In love acord with his dear Lord,
Who stwoped to drink it up.
Grown strong aud brave, his heart of need
The Master's teuder love doth feel.

He lovath beat who with 1equost
Doth wait upon his CGod,

So all alone with tear and moan,
His pleading benda the rod.

For lave hie doth each burdan beay

With radiant look as angels wear.

He loveth best with holy zest,
Whom mreh hath been forgiven ;

The wicked sin that entered in,
Jesus the bond hath riven.

Low kueeling at his sacied feot,

To o his will is joy replete.

Who laveth best doth patient rest,
Through suflering on God’s Word,
And e'er abide close to his side,
With aupplication atirred.
Pain’s arrow keen doth lose its sting,
When loye, thrpugh death, iscrowned king.

He laveth best who cherished guest
Is father, Spirit, Son,

God loyeth all, both great and small,
His love hath victory won.

Now hope, with love’s believing eyes,

Beholds the gleamn of Paradise.

POLLY PERCY'S PRIZE.
BY BERTHA H. BURNHAM.

«Jp X were not trying to be a Christian,” solilo
quized little Miss Polly Percy, “I could try for
that prize. Ohdear! I'most wish I wasn't. N-no;
I don’t mean that, not exactly, but—well, it would
be lovely if T opuld get the prize. I guess—yes, I
think I will try for it. Any way, don’t papa and
mamma expect me to be the very Lest scholar? If
they were at home, they'd tell me to, I know, and
of course I ought to obey. And that watch is the
loveliest thing! I've wanted one for ages, and
now—1I declare I'most wish that there wasn’t any
Kitty Lowe ; for then I could try for that pr—
Why I didn’t see yqu before, grandma.”

«You do not use your eyes to as good advantage
as I do my ears,” smiled Brs. Percy. “But what
is the trouble, my dear? Perhaps I can tell you

what to do, as mother is not here to advise. Well,
Polly 1"
«Js a prize,” began Polly, eagerly. «Mr.

Roberts, one of the committee, has offered it, and
he said—it’s the very dearest little watch, grandma,
—he said that if there wure two best scholars the
rest of the terom, he would divide the money that
the watch ip warth batween them, and if there was
only ong best schalar, b would give her either the
money or the watch, I'd take the watch, grandma,
—wouldp't yout”

« ] see no reasqn why yoy ghopld pot try to win
the watch, darling,” said grandma; ‘“that is, pro-
vided you are hionest in your endeavours.”

«1 didn't tell you the reason,” explaiped Polly.
“J—yon see, Kitty and I are both best scholars ;
she is No. 1 one week, and I'm No. 1 the next.
{But she’s dreadfully poor, grandina, and so I lend
her ny boaks, spd we study fogether,—and—you
see—if—we—study together any more, we shall
both have the prize,—and I don’t want fifteen
dollars, 1 want tha wateh,—and it will be selfish if
[ don’t study with her, and—"

Grandwn smiled sympathetically ag Polly pagsed.

“You know what you eught to dn, Polly,’ she
grid 3 * now tell me what you will do”

“1 donw't know,” Polly confessed, shaking her
head wournfully. 1 don't want to be selish, for
it is horrid ; and besides, 1t doesn t please Jesus, —
and I do waut to please hne But O grandma?
you don't know how much I want that watceh'
It's any quantity prettier than Caddy Hollandson's
evee thought of being.  Grandwmz, don’t you sup
pose our Lord was ever scltish- just the least bit,
you know—when he was a httle hoy 1”

“¢Even Christ vleased not himself,’” quoted
Mrs. Perey softly.

“AWell,” sighed Polly, after a long silence,—
“well, I rather guess, grandma, that T shall try to
be willing for Kitty to win the prize. 1 know she
will if 1 don’t, beeanse the other girls don't care
about having good lessons ; aned 1 wash you'd pray
that I may be willing that she should have the
whole prize, instead of only half.”

“That’s my brave girl !" said grandma, approv-
ingly.

Ever so many wecks after, dr. Roberts handed
scarlet-cheeked Kitty three bright gold eagles as
the reward for her patient study. Then Miss
Kidder, the teacher, snid: *“Polly Perey deserves
honourable mention ; had it not been for an unlucky
spelling-lesson, in which she mis-spelled one word,
she would be entitled to half the prize.”

And Kitty, her arms thrown about Polly’s nec!
whispered, “You are the loveliest girl! I know
you missed ‘eclocution’ on purpose that day, and 1
wish you hadn't,—only now I can buy lots of
medicine for mamma, and shoes for Baby
Rob.” .

After all, grandma’s praise was best : “Darling,
yours is the ¢prize of the high calling of God in
Christ Jesus.””

v T

HOW TO TREAT PETS.

Most boys and girls love pets, and are anxious
¢~ have them for their own.

3irds, kittens, dogs, squirrels, rabbits, lambs,
anything almost that is young aund playful, is a joy
to the heart of a child. What comfort is taken
with these little companions! They cannot talk,
to bo sure, but they are able to wake many of their
wants and feelings understeod, for all that. And
then, as a rule, the boy or girl can talk cnough for
both. .

Pets should be kindly treated always. Simple
thoughtlessness often causes a great deal of suffer-
ing among the inuocent little crentures who have
no words in which to make compluint. The little
master or mistress is busy with lessons or play, and
forgets to give food and drink to the pet, and reul
suffering follows. We once knew a boy who could
not rest until he had a pair of rabbits. But ina
very short time they had lost their charm, and he
forgot to look after them, thus leaving them to
suffer from hunger and thirst. They lost their
beauty, moped, grew sick, and finally died.

This was cruelty. He hagd no right to take God's
beautiful rabbits, shut them up, and put them to
a slow death!!

And in doing so he left gn ugly stain upon his
soul.

Take good, loving, constant care of your pets.
Do not fail to give them food and drink, and a
clean, sweet place to livein.  And always be gentle
in your treatment of them.

It you find that you havg not time to take the
best kind of care of them, then give them away at
once to some one who will love them, and who can
aflord the time to care for them.

e ——— e ———— -

TOUR DRINKS,

Potienvax nutmber sixty seven was an older awd
more thoughtful wan than s neanily found on the
muterpal foree 1o was retamned, in spite of lus
gray bairs, because of e stavnmd it 2ty He
wag apt, i his lesure momews, to look below the
misery aml crime which eame in g way, to tiud
their cause,

PR — e ——

“Twa: acestanding in front of Tuft's saloon,” he !

said one .y, “when the bar-keeper set down n hlue

bottle on the counter, and sad . * There are just
four drmnks an that” It oecurrad to me Fd ke to
trace up them four drinks  where they went and
what they did.

*Well,” continued the peliceman, *a womat, gt
the first glass.  She wasn't an ol woman, aor usd
to whishey , about thiery years eld, had be-n preny
once, and avcustomnd to having w gy time, [ sup
pose. She was on ber way howe  now from o
duy’s hard work, tived nnd cold, nnd the winshey
wasg o temptation,  ft would take the pluwo of the
dance and theatse and fun. She tuened down ito
a hy-street, and stopped at the door of a snug, hittle
house,

“1 knew her hushand, Crafts, the carpenter, a
cheerful, hard-working  follaw He opened the
door, and her baby ran to meet her. She struck 1t
down to the ground with an oath  Hee hushand
locked at her, and fell back ag thangh he, tuo, had
been struck. Then ho picked up the eluld aed
carried 1t into a pretty, warm roen 1 osaw the
mother lying stretched acrosa the hearth as though
she were dead.

“The secand drink out of the Ppobtly, the bLar
keeper told me, was given to old Stacy. He is
nigh seventy, and soaked with liquor; blood,
stomach and brain is pmsoned by it.  There's not a
healthy atom of tlesh left in his body, not n guod
feeling in his heart nor manly thought in his Lead
The drink only helped, with all the hquor that ke
has drunk to kill him succly inch by inch.

“ By this time I had got back to the saliwn, and
in a few minutes I saw a younw man naed W aters
stop for the next.  He had been drinkiage alrendy |
I called to him. I used to know Waters, o vouny
clerk with a good salary . had a nice hittle howe,
and pretty wife and banes.  He's quarrelsome
drink and a glass or two'upsets hun.

“Waters, [ said, don't drink that, you've had
enough.

“ But he laughed, took lus drink, and went down
the street. A few minutes later 1 heard norow
going on and followed him. He had picked a
a quartel with one of Ins friends and shot lnm
dead. Waters was sentenced to ton years ; his
Lome is broken up, his wife takes in washing to
keep her children from starving.

“There was one drink left in the bottle. An
hour later a youny lad came in, & bright-faced boy,
the son of Dr. Bunker. He's nbout sixteen now,
I've watclied him grow up since he was a buby in
his pretty lace dresses. I kuow what he is to his
mother. They have but this one child. 1 think
they never heard of a geod or great man that they
do not fancy Jim will be like him.

“ He tossed off the drink, and went down the
street, with a red face and leering, stupid eyes,
He is on the sume road as Waters and old Stacy.
They are a little aliead aof him.

Y only traced up those four drinks; but I know
there is not a drop of liquor which goes out of
Tuft's suloon wlnch dues not help to carry disco
fort, ill-temper, wmisery, disense, poverty and dis.
grace wto some wretched, unfortunate home.”-—
Youth's Companion.

A Goop conscience is more to by desired than
earthily riches.
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Who is the Truly Brave?

\Who 1 the tenly brave?
The boy with seifontial,
Who carbie has temper and his tongue,
Andd, though he may be g and strong,
Wondd kot to do e shightest wiong
1o uny hivang soul.

Whe is the truly brave?
he boy who can fargine,
Andd look as though he had not heand
e moching jest, the angey word
t Whe, though bis spanit may be atuaed,
Yot teres i preate to live,

Who is the truiy brave?®

! The boy whose daily walk

Is nlways honest, pure, ond bright,

W ho cannot lie, who will not tight,

Lt stan s up Loldly for the night
A shuns unholy talk,

\Wha is the truly brave?
The boy who fears to sin:
W ho knows no other soit of fear,
But stiises to keep his congwence elear,
Not bueds bin comade’s taunt or jeer,
If he hath peace withm,

Who is the traly brave?
The boy who dates to pray,
Aud hunbly kneehng, scehs the face
Of G, and jusks supplies of grace
p To help him run the Clnistiun race,
Awml walk i wisdom’s way.

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER,

STUDILS IN THE oblD TUSTAMENT.

LESSON 1L (Ocr 20

t
B.C, 1431)
THE STONES OF MEMORIAL.

Jour 4. 1024, Memmy verses, 20, 2

Gotoes I'esT.

Then ye shall let your children know,
saying, Istael came over this Jordan on dry
Jush. 4 22

OUTLINE.

1. The Leuader Honoured,

2. ‘I'he Lord Remembered.

Tink.—1451 B.C.

Pr.acE —Same as in last lesson.

EXPLASATIONS, = (Clenn pased ovvr—
l':llln'cly uver, every one ().\'t:l‘ Weaters, . .
returpedunto thoa Juce— Fhatts, the atieams
began to flow agi ioas nsuwal.  Deer ol hon
banbe ~That s, titled up to the full the
whole bedan tbottom ot the viver. fewth
danof the fis« monh Nt quite l’.»rl‘\' yeats
sinee the first passover.  Piteh -(Ver 200
Not puuant or coves with pteh, but buld up
juty i pile, or mostment.

land.

1EACHINGS OF THE LEss
Where in this leson, ave we tanght
1. That Gold's merctes never fail his
people® .
2. That we ought to remember Gold's
ercies !
3. That we ought to fear the God of
metcies Y
T Lessoy CaTeenisy,

1. flow long did the priests stay with the
ark n the dry river bed?  Till all had
ywsaed over. 2. When ounly did they come
}..rth? When Joshua gave the conumand.
3. What dul Jushna q?n with the twelve
atones carned by the twelve men?  Budt a
wmemorial pillar. 4 What did he say this
was fr Y An object lessen for their clul-
dien o What were they o tedl tie chal-
dien it meant ™t Fhen ye shall let,™ ete.

Docrnisal Stucestius. -« Honouring God

CATECHISH QUESTION,

3. Whatissin? Sinisdisobedience to the
law of God in will or deeid, .
Romans viii. 7. The mind of the flesh is
chniity nyainst Gad: for it is unt subject to
the law of God, neither indeed can it be.
1John v 17.  All unrighteousness is sin.
James iv 17, To him that knonett. to do

cood, and docth it not, to him it is sin. .
L"[ol‘ 'Johu iii. 4; Isaiab lui. 6; James i.

14. 15.)

PLEASANT ITOURS.

IO M3 LESSON IV,
THE FAI L OF JERICHO.
Jusll. U l ‘6.

[OcT. 28

Memory verses, 15, 16

Goroes TexT.

By fauth the wulls of Jericho fell down,
after they were cumpassed wbout eeven days
Heb. 1130,

Ouvrtixe,
1. Tho Desieged City.
2, The Lord's Host.

T, — 1451 B.C,

I"tack, —Liefore the city of Jeticho.

Exrrasavioss — teaitly shut up--Closely
shut vz the gates closed and defended ; ulso
henuned an by the mmy of letael,  Seven
tettmpets of vaua’ horns- Sigual tranpets,
or, horos for blowing w loud souml  Seren—
e nmuber go often wsed here and elszew here
was the Hebitew saced nomber.  2%e rear
ward ="The gathermg host, or entire 1car of
the army following the pricsts.

Tracuixes or Tue Lessox,
Where does this Jesson show—
LA despand for fasth e God ?

2 Anallusteation of faith in God ?
3. The rewand of faith i God ?

Tur Lesson Cavecnisy,

1. What promise had God given Joshun
concerng Jericho® 1have givenitinto thy
handd, 20 How many patts cotmpase the be.
sieging wrmy ¥ The soldiers, the priests and
the people. 30 What wan the method of the
watte? To mmch cach day wound the
Sty On the saventh day how was it
varied ¥ Iy aeven marches and a blust of
trumpe s 5. When the trampets soumded,
whnt dul the people do*  Shouted with a
areat <hout, 6. What was the eflect of the
people’s shedience?  ** By faith the walls of
Jetiche,” ete.

Ducruisat, Sraokstion, — Trivinphs of
fuith,

CATECISY QUESTION,

4. Wihat was the gin by which our first
prents fell from their holy andhappy state®

Eating of the frut of the tiee of which
God hud forhidden them ta cat.

Genusis a1, 16, 17, The Lord God com.
wanded the man, saving :  Of every tree of
the garden thou mayest freely eat: hut of
the tree of the knouwtedge of good and evil,
thou shalt not cat of it: for in the day that
thou catest thereof thou shalt surely die,

Genesis iii. 0.

THE CORAL WORKERS.

In the Pacific Ocean there were long
ago nuny empty spaces without any
land.  The sun shoune brightly, but no
flowers or trees could grow beneath it
rays.  The seeds that fell from other
vountries into the water floated by,
but there was 1o soil where they could
stop to rest. The Master saw that if
there were only some islands there
might be lovely homes for men and
animals,

“My little builders can do this,”
said he.

So he called for the coral insects,
and told them to build some islands,
The little workers were so taken by
surprise that they popped their heads
out of their windows and looked at
each other in astonishment.

“We!” they excliimed. “We are
no bLigger than pin-heads,  We never
could build even one island.”

*1E the whales would only try it !
A whale's work would amount to some-
thing,” said the astra.

“But the whales have their own
work to do,” said the Master-builder
“and if they comedown liere to muke
islands, who will keep the North
Pacific free from seasweeds? T do not
ask one of you alone to Luild an isld.
Think how many of you there nre!”

“ But we do not know how to shape

the islands, they will all be wrong! ™"
cried the coral inscets.

“1 will take care of that,” said the
Master ; “only see that each one builds
one hittle cell,

So the corals divided tle work among
themselves.  Some began to build the
middle and some the outeredge.  Very
Lualy they worked,  ‘Pheislands grew
higher aud higher, until they eame up
to the top of the water. Then the
waves and winds brought sand and
weeds nnd leaves to make soil. The
nuts and seeds that had fallen into the
water found a nice bed to sleep in for
u few days. When they felt rested
they got up and grew into thorn-trees
and bushes und cocoa-nut trees.  Long
vines began to creep ncross the saud,
nnd sweet flowers blossomed ; men and
animnls came to live there, and little
childven ran about and played beside
the ocean,

“Who would have believed we could
have done it §” said the little corals.
“The whales could have done no bet-
ter!” They felt so proud of their
tshinds that they put a lovely fringe of
red and white and pink coral around
the edge.

Shall we not lenrn & lesson from the
stallest of God’s creatures, and each
oue work in our place?  If every scho-
lar in our Subbath-schools would help,
what an army it would be for the
Lord’s work !

.

A BOY'S FAITH.

O~E of the most beautiful illustra-
tions of believing prayer, which 1 have
ever known, was furnished the other
day by u little boy some four years
old. lis grandparents were talking
about the drought.

“Yes,” said the grandmother, “my
flowers will all be burnt up, and we
shall have no strawberries.”

Little Bozzy listened with deep in-
terest, but said mnothing. A few
minutes afterward he wasseen kneeling
in one corner of the room with his
hands to his face, and was overheard
peaying thus: “O Lord, send down
rin so that grandma’s flowers shan't
be burnt up, and so we shall have
plenty of strawberries.”

1Ie then awrose and cawe to his grand.
mother saying:

* Your flowers won’t burn up, grand.
ma.  We are going to have rain.”

“How do you know $”

“Oh!” said little Bozzy, “I have
been praying for it, and it will come.’
He seemed to have no doubt of it.

The next morning the first thing the
little fellow did, when he came down
stairs, was to go to the back door and
open it to sece if it rained.  According
to his prediction, the 1ain was falling
upon the thirsty fowers and the perish-
ing Lerries. Assoon as lie saw it, he
joyfully shouted : *1t's come, it's comne,
I know'd it would! I prayed for it.”

Ler the word of God be written in
the heart, nnd that which is written
there will remain.

JUST ISSUED!
Aims and Objects of the
Toronto Humane Society.

Edited by J. GEO, HODGINS, LL.D,

—

Royal octavo, 231 pages, 112 illustrations.

Paper covers, 25 cents each, five for
SLOU. _ Cloth, bevelled boards, gilt side and
back, 60 cents,

‘This book containe a large number of
ancedotes and stories in prose and poetry,
showmg that the objocts of the society are
to prevent cruelty to dumb aninals, and to
aild in the 1escue of homeless waits and ney.
lected children,

With these objects in view the book is
sent forth by the society on its mission of
kindness und merey,

AUTHORIZED EDITIONS,

Newest Book by

“PANSY.”

JUST ISSUED!

Canadian Copyright Edition, from
Original Plates,

JUDGE BURNHAM'S
DAUGHTERS.

A 8equel t0 “RUTH ERSKINT'S CR )SSES™
12mo, cloth, 329 pp., post free,
PRICE, $1.00.

This book is Pansy's latest, and is well,
strongly, and tastcfully bound in extra
cloth, gilt, bevelled boards, ete. .

Canadian Copyrif;ht Book by :ansy, from
Original Plates, e *lad

“Eighty-Seven.”

A Chautauqua Story, dedicated to the
¢ Class of '87,"

Price - - $100

Bound in extra cloth, gilt, Levelled boards,
etc., and is in good demand.

OUR CHEAP 5()¢, EDITION.

BEST AND CHEAPEST EDIIONS
FYROM ORIGINAL PLATES.
In good Cloth Binding, Gilt Lettered.

There are substantial reasons for the great
popularity of the Pansy Boolis, amd the
foremost among these is their truth to nature
and to life.

Mrs. Sol. Smith Looking on.
New Grart in the Family Tree,
From Different Standpointa.
Chautauqua Qirls at Home,
Four Girls at Chautauqua.
Ruth Erskine’s Crosses,
One Commonplace Day.
The Man of the House,
The Hal! .n the Grove.
Ester Reid. Three People.
Interrupted. Julia Reid.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PobLisixe,
7S & 80 Kixo Sr. Easr, Toroxro,
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
S, ¥, HUESIIS, Halifax, N.S «
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