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[PTHER AND THE
. POPE'S
BINDULGENCES.
I cain wmoney for the
ion of the mighty
“lt of St. Peter's, Pape
( sent forth indulg-
i nonzcers  across  tho
3 to extort alike from
el prasuent, by the
B licenses to sin, the
vequired for his vain-
ws purpose.  One of
105t shatweless of theso
Buence seflers, the Do-
Eanmonk, Johin etzel,
1 his way to the quiet
s and cities of central
) rany In the pomp
gstte of an nrchbishop
&-veraed the country,
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Jug up his great ved
and pulpic in the
etplaces, he oflered
pares wit® the vifvont.
b 1 mountebiuk and
salver, to which he
j the most frightful
bhiemies. “This cross,”
oull sy, pointing to
andapd, “has as wmuch
sy ag the very cross
vist.  There is no sin
cat that an indulg
camigt, vemit ; only
hie sinner pay well,
all will be forg'n‘en
P Even the velease of
in purgatory could be
hsed by money. And
Bought to wring tho
of his hearers by ap-
B 1o their human aflve-

Priest t noble ! mer-
' owifel  youth!
! do you not hear
pareats and friends
are Qead cry fromm
wt tomless abyss, ¢ We
uﬂ't-l‘ing horrible tor-
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The traflic in licenses to
sin throve amain. The
brave Reformer took his
resolve.  He would protest
in the name of God against
the flagrant iniquity. At
noon on the day before
the Feast of All Saints,
when whoso visited the
Wittenberg church  was
promised a plenary pardon,
be walked boldly up and
nailed upon the door a
paper containing the fam-
ous ninety-five theses
against the doctrine of
indulgences. The tirst of
these, which gives the hey:
note of the whole, reads
thus: “When our Lord
and Master Jesus Christ
says ‘ Repent,’ He mecans
that the whole life of be-
lievers upon earth should
be a constant and per-
petual repentance.”  This
31st of October, 1517, wag
the epoch of the Reforma.
tion. The sounds of the
hammer that nailed this
bold protest to the church
door cchoed throughout
Europe, and shook the
papal throne. Thus was
huiled down the gauntlet
of defiauce to the spiritual
tyrany  of Tome.  The
theses created a prodigious
sensation.
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SAVE A MOTHER'S
TEARS.

Two friends were once
sitting  together, engaged
in letter-writing.  One was
a young man from India,
and the ther’s family re-
sided in that faroff land.
The fornwer was writing to
his mothet in Tndia. When
his letter was tinished, his

s; atrifling alms will
us ; You can give it;

friend offered to enclose it
. - SRR : in his. This he politely

ou will not’” LUTHER NAILING UP THE THESES. declined, saying, “If it be

the people shuddered ) sent soparately, it will

B :se words, tho brazen impostor went on: “ At | nameless shame. The honest soul of Luther' was | reach her sooner thanm if sent through a friend ;

S cry instant that the monecy rattles at tho | roused to indignation by these impieties.  *“1f God | and perhaps it might savo a tear” Would that
i of the chest, the soul escapes from purgatory permit, 1 will make a hole in Tetzel’s dram,” he ! every boy and girl were equally saving of a mother's

flics to heaven,” 'There was a graded price for [sard.  He denied the efficacy of the Pope's indulg- | tears,

hardon of every sin, past or futuye, from the | ences, declaring, “except ye repent ye shall all *

venial to the wmost heinous—even those of § likewise perish.”  But still the delusion spread. Tuge great duty of life is not to give pain,

—_ .. A R
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Under tho License Law,
BY K. K. RAUK,
SCENR X,
Brrors me like a vision bright,
Brim full of mirth aud gleo,
Playe a boy whose very loveliness
Gladens the heart to see.

1lis faco is fair, his eyes arc blue,
Hix cheeks are rosy red ;

Long shining curlg of goldeu hue,
Are clusteriug round his head.

A father's pride, a mother’s joy,
From the moment of his birth,

A gentle, loving, noble boy—
‘Foo innocent for carth.

SCENE (1.

‘Fho scene is changed ; a mother sad,
Her lonely vigil keeps,

Watches and wauits wath aching heart,
While all the Bouschold sleeps.

Whete is my darling boy to-night?
What keeps hitm out o lato?
. Weeping, she Jooks and listens,
When! Hark ! Yes, that's the gato.

And voices, too, her mother heart
I3 winking now with fear,

Rising, she opens wide the door,
Oh ! bring him quick m here.

Struck by a comrade whom lie loved,
Killed in a diunken row,

And the wother's reason leaves its throne
As the colour Jeaves her brow.

SCENR UL

In prison cell, a handsome youth
With grief is stricken low,

For he, while maddened by the driok,
Had struck the cruel blosw,

Killed him ! say you? my dearest friend,
And drove his mother wild ;

And my poot mother ; what of her? .
I am her only child.

Licensed to sell 1 Licensed to soll !
We read and thought we'd go

In there and have a jolly tiue;
Vo fear of law, yon know.

Licensed to sell ¢ Licensed to sell 1 -
To blight, to blast, to kill,

To craze the brain, and «auso a erime,
The prison cells to fill.

He sells, and all the better lives ;
1 duink, and must I die?

13 this. my father, what you did,
Voting for License High>

Take care ye men, who make the laws,
Your bhoy s may be like me,

You license men to sell the ~urve,
%o shall its victims be ™

-

A CHILD'S SONG.

Tr was a still midsmmmer evening, and the glow-
ing tints of the setting sun bent their lingering
lustre to the heautiful picture frawmed in Farmer
Raymond’s doorway —just the sort of a view that
kindles the soul of the artist into some of his
most  striking impressions. It was only the
farmer’s child, little DBessie Raymond, that made
this glorious picture in her sweet, unconscious
innocence.

She felt the evening breeze drifting through her
tresses and fanning her forchend, cool and pleas-
ant; she drank in the fragrance it brought to her
from the ncighbouring ficlds : she gazed out at the
glowing western sky and the deep forest beyond,
till her heart Lecame too fuli to contain its glad-
ness.  Yielding to the inspiration of the hour, she

jmitated the birds in their choral response to nature,
and her exberant spirit found vent n song.

She tossed back the wenlth of golden curls from
her face, and sung, with all her soul in it:

“‘Thore is a happy land, far, far awny.”

Sweet and clear rose the child-notes on the evening
air ; and, though Bess knew it not, more than one
paused to listen, and wore than one hesrt was
tauched and softened by the refrain,

John Raymond was a havd, unbelieving man.
It was very reluctantly that he had consented to
permit Bessie to enter the Sunday-school; yet it
was thore that she had learned the sony which so
often of late made him pause in his work and half
question, “ What if, after all—1”

. ““A\Vhere saints and angols stand.”

There was n momentary vision of a sainted
mother and an angel sister, and Farmer Raymond
found the old question coming up : * What if, after
all—1"

So he milked his cows harder and faster than
ever, but his thoughts would follow the words of the
song, Aund then, what an old, old song it was!
He had sung it himself, many times, with his sister,
when they wero children. Their mother taught it
to them. Mo believed it all then too. That was
befora he had become absorbed with the one
thought of making mouey.

‘0 how they sweetly sing 1"

«1 wonder if they do? After all, who knows1”

But there wero others besides this hard, doubts §

ing man to whom the influences of that song were
directed.

In a neighbouring cottage lay a suffering i{xvnlid,
whoso life was steadily ebbing away. The last frail
thread. would soon be broken. Through the opon
casement floated the rich, full music. The song
was comploted. Another followed, and another;
and O how it refreshed aund strengthened the soul
of the sutferer!

Then came the final and closing one.
her pillow nearer to the window.

She drew

O bear me away on your snowy wing,
To my eterunl home !

~ Could anything be wore appropriato for her than
these words which the child had so unconsciously
chosen? Was it, indecd, Ressio Raymond singing {
or had the angels lent some invisible power of rap-
ture to her song, till that lingering, waiting spirit
could alwost feel the sweep of their wings around
her while she drank it in?

Somo one else heard that song, and sent up' a
glad thanksgiving. It was good, patient mother
Brown, bent with age aud stone blind, sitting on
the porch, feeling a sense of tho beauties around
her, which she had not looked upon for many years.
The storms of life had beat very hard upon her
path. She knew it was not far now, for her, to the
“ penceful port where wayworn travellers rest.”
Aund yet sho folt sometimes that it was such a long
journey. Would she ever reach it? But heaven
seemed very near to her to-night while Bessie sung
of the “ bright and happy land.” Then these words
fell upou wmother Brown’s ear, and they truly did
sound to her like u stray echio from some seraphic
harp :

*¢There is a land, & happy land,
\Where tears aro wiped away

From cvery cye by God's own hand,
And night is turned 0-day.”

Her lips moved audibly ; a tear trickled down
her cheek. O that blessed place of rest! Iow
near it scemed Lo hear !

The song dicd away. There was a momentary
hush.

Said grandma Brown: “I declare, it is just'as
wood as goin® to meetin’ to hear Bessie Raymond

sing.” -

To which some one roplied: “If to sing o3
tho apirit and with the understauding be the {48
mode of song-worship, so far as that part is. g~
cerned, it is a great deal better than going to v18
meetings that we have attended.”

John Raymond finished his milking, and onj &
way to the houso he repeated, this time al:
“ After all, those words may be true!” 3

“What do you suy, John 9”

“ Nothing—nothing, But T was just thinkig
wife, our Bessio will make quite n good shied
she has the opportunity ; and I aw detecmined (
she shall have all we can give her.” .

Yes, let your children sing. Sing with thg
encourage, help, teach them to sing.  Explain §
import o the words, that they may sing ©
the spirit and with the understanding.”  Cansg
form of worship be more acceptable to the i
Creator than the hymns of love and praiso flos3
from the lipsof p > and innocent childhood?  Vf
of us hag not, in sowe hour of trouble, been
freshed and gladdened by the power of a s

have learned and sung at home t
Yet thore are homes, and many of them

heard ; where they are silenced by the harsh 8
frequent * IHush !” '

Are you nervous? Then silence your ne B
but do not, O do not silence the songs of 1
children. 1low many sad thoughts and dull k
aches have vanished in song! Then, we reg
let the children sing.—Clhristian Standard.

TOUCHES OF NATURE.
BY WM. C. PRIME, LL.D.

Ix the Abbott collection of Egyptian antiqui
in possession of tho New York Historical Sowg
is » bundle of wax tablets, looking not u
school-boys’ slates of our day. They werel
slates) of the school-boys in an Euyptain schi
the Ptolemmnic period.  How they came to be p.é
in a tonb we have not time now to conjecd
Perhaps they were an offering to a dead s
mate. They are the record of wany inter

trifling and unimportant mental actions.
the bays had a copy, n line of Greek, set iy
master across the top of the tablet.  (Younyg 1%
inay need to be told that the tablet wans «

o

the- boy could make marks with a sharp stich,
a pencil; and he could erase & mark by sw
ing down the wax with the blunt or fnttencaf
of his stick.) :
"his boy had worked along just ss modern
work in their copy-books. Probably he go
weary. At all events, he came to a point, a v
o boy has done, when the pencil would go wr.:
spite of him., He misspelled & word. lie &
fully erased it, smoothing down the wax, wr
again, and it was again wrong. e smeothed
wax and wrote the word once more, and once
his wearied brain and his pencil went w
What did he-do? Just what you, my bey,
have done, I fancy. Some of you would cxcy
“Confound it!” Some boys in the up cord
might say “Darn it!” The small Egyptaus by
only said, but with his pencil scratched, a 6
word (phthazesthe, it seoms to be) which me:ns S ™
about what one means who says ¢ Deuce take 308
And there it is to-day, the record of a scho.! 'l
little quarrel with his own perverse brain, w
days before Cleopatra was born. ' :
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The Chimes of Amsterdam.
¥ BY MINNIE E. KENNEY,

F4R up above the city,
In the gray old belfry tower,
The chimes ring out their music
Each day at the twilight hour;
Above the din and the tumault,
And the rush of the busy street,
You can hear their solemn voices
In an anthem clear and sweet.

When the busy day is dying,
And the sunset gates, flung wide,
Mark a path of crimson glory
Upon the restless tide,
As the white-winged ships drop anchor,
And furl their snowy sails,
While the purple twilight gathers,
And the glowing crimson pales.

Then from the old gray belfry
The chimes peal out again,
And a hush succeeds the tumult,
As they ring their sweet refrain :
No sound of discordant clangor
Mars the perfect melody,
But each, attuned by a master hand,
Has its place in the harmony.

4

I climbed the winding stairway
That led to the belfry tower,

As the sinking sun in the westward
Heralded twilight’s hour ;

For T thought that surely the music
Would be clearer and sweeter far

Thao when through the dip of the city
It seemed to float from afar.

But lo, as I neared the belfry,
No sound of music was there ;
Oxnly a byazen clangor
Disturbed the quiet air !
The ringer stood at a keyboard,
Far down beneath the chimes,
And patiently struck the noisy keys,
As he had uncounted times.

He had never heard the music,
Though every day it swept
Out over the sea and the city,
And in lingering echoes crept.
e knew not how many sorrows
Were chegred by the evening strain,
And how. men paused to listen
As they heurd the sweet refrain.

He only knew his duty,
And he did it with patient care ;
Bus he could not hear the music
That flooded the quiet air;
Only the jar and the clamor
Fell harshly on his ear,
And he missed the mellow chiming
That everyone else could hear.

-

S0 we from our quiet watch-towers
May be sending a sweet refrain,
And gladdening the lives of the lowly,
Though we hear not a single strain.
Our work may seem but a discord,
Though we do the best we can ;
j But others will hear the music,
1 we carry out God's plan.

§ Far above a world of sorrow,
And o’er the eternal sea,
It will blend with angelic anthems
In sweetest harmony ;
1t will ring in lingering echoes
Through the corridors of the sky,
¢ And the strains of earth’s minor music
% Will'swell the strains on high.

I'aITTLE Ina, nearly five years of age, set out to
Sit school the other day, gay as a lark ; but re-
turned after the session with rather a careworn
-gxpression on her countenance,

vi

o . When asked how
“l\evhked school, she said: “T1 did not like it.”
"hy not 17 «Qhp1 1 had to work awful hard.”

-+ What did you have to do?” 1 Lad to keep still
like everything ”

HOW BENNIE CAME HOME.

BexNIE'S mother was dead, and his father, a
sne’er-do-well,” was off somewhere, no one- knew
where, and no one seeined to care. Bennie lived
with his grandmother, his maternal grandmother, a
dear old lady, whom to know was to love. He and
grandmwa and old Dolly, the coloured servant, had
the little cottage all to thewselves, and they had a
very cosy time of it. Bennie had his pets—a large,
beautiful dog, some guinea pigs, and a brood of
chickens. One day when he was feeding them he
heard a strange voice calling him. Looking up,
he saw a man leaning over the fence.

“Does Mrs. Drummond live here?” asked the
man. :

“Yes, sir,” answered Bennie; “Mrs. Drum-
mond is my grandmother.”

¢ Then you are Bennie Holt, are you?”

 Yes, sir.”

“Then I am your father. How do you do, my
son?” advancing to the boy and extending his
hand.

Bennie, for good reasons, did not seem overjoyed
to see his father, whom he could not remember,
and gave his hand in a very limp, reluctant way,
as he answered :

“«Pm very well, sir,” adding, by way of escape,
“do you want to see grandma §”

«Can’t say I have a hankerin’ to see her, but 1
want you—I need you. Come, boy, pack up your
duds and come along with me.”

Bennie looked distressed. He did not like the
looks of this man, even if he was his father.

«T couldn’t leave grandma, sir ; she needs me to
see to things.” -

« And I need you to see to things; and, what’s
more, I’'m going to have you.”

The result of a talk with the old lady was that
Bennie must go with his father.® It grieved her
sorely, but she felt powerless to prevent the man
from ¢ taking his own,” as he expressed it.

The weeks and months “dragged by,” so Dolly
said, for they seemed so lonely without sunny-faced
Ben. Summer came with its birds and flowers;
its warm, soft winds and glowing sunshine. One
lovely day, while grandma sat on her pleasant
verandah, knitting and thinking of Bennie, a tired
bruised boy staggered up the walk, and threw him-
self at her feet. It was Bennie.

« Don’t think I've been drinking because I stay-
ger so, grandma,” he said, throwing is arms upon
her knees with a clinging clasp, ‘it was because 1
wouldn’t have anything to do with the cursed stufl,
that I've been knocked around so.”

« My poor boy! my little Bennie!” grandma
said compa.ssionately, stroking the boy’s head lov-
ingly. “Tell grandma the whole story.  Has your
father been cruel to you ! ”

« Cruel is no nawe,” he said, his eyes flashing as
he threw off his coat and bared his arms. ¢ Look
there, grandma. He did that and that,” showing
great purple welts.  “Why, my body is covered

)

with such marks.”

« My poor boy ! 7 Grandma could hardly speak ;
her voice was heavy with tears, but she held
Bennie's hands in & close clasp of love and
sympathy.”

« Don’t cry, grandma,” he said ; ‘“don’t worry
over the way I've come home, but just know that I

™. m home, and I'll never leave you again. Never

mind if that man is my father. T dou’t have to
juind him, when he orders contrary to my Father
up there, and that’s what he does. He wanted me
to tend bar. He said if T didn’t he'd break every
bone in my body, and I honestly believe he tried
to. T wish there was no bar in the wide, wide
world. It used to make my heart ache to see the

boys no bigger than I am come in and take a drink.

Oh! T couldn't live with father, grandma—-not

unless T was willing to sell myself to the devil by

tending bar, aud I’ll uever do that—never }”
“Thank God !” grandma said.

-

WHAT BECAME OF THE STONE JUG.

A MINISTER In America, who was always hard at

it, trying to persuade men to be among those whom
God saves by Jesus Christ, was much interested in
a farnier who came to his church.

The man seemed much interested, but did not
decide to become a Christian. One day, when the
minister was out visiting; he met the farmer
driving his little cart toward the town, and noticed
that he had a big stone jug in the cart. He
guessed that he was going to have the jug filled
with whiskey, and thought he could see why the
man had never decided to yield to the claiins of
God, and become a pronounced Christian.

“ T wonder,” said he, ‘“that you have never be-
come a Christian 1”

“ Yes, minister, and T wonder too.”

“You feel a great deal—don’t you—when the
service is going on1”

“Yes, sir, and I think 1 will have vo give in,
but somehow I don’t.”

“You come home feeling sad?” ¢ Yes.”

“And then you just go to the cupboard, and
have a drink of whiskey, don’t you

“Yes, sir.” -

“ And then you feel better }

“Yes, minister.”

“ And that is how you lose all the good desires.
You find comfort out of Christ.”

The farmer lifted up the jug, and then threw it
out and smashed it. He turned his horse round,
and did not go to the town at all. The result was
that the desires which were awakened, were not
quenched by the drink, and that led him to go to
the One who was slain for his offences, and there
he found more than comfort ; he found abiding
peace.

BEAUTIFUL ANECDOTE OF A GREAT MAN,
UPON KELPING ONE'S WORD.

Stk WiLniad Naviek wis one day taking a loug
country walk near Freshtord, when he met a little
girl about five years old sobbing over a broken
bowl. She had dropped and broken it in bringing
it buck fromn the tield to which she had taken her
father’s dinner in it, and she said she would be
beaten on her return home for having broken it ;
then, with a sudden gleum of hope, she innocently
looked up -into his faca and said: “But ye can
mend it, can’t ye?” DMy father explained that he
could not mend the bowl, but the trouble he could,
by the gift_of a sixpence to buy another. How-
ever, on opening his purse, it was ewpty of silver,
and he had to make amends by promising to meet
his little friend in the saine spot at the same hour
the next day, and to bring the sixpence with him,
bidding her meanwhile tell her mother she had seen
a gentleman who would bring her the money for the
bowl next day. The child, entirely trusting him,
went ou her way comforted. On his return home
he found an invitation awaiting him to dine in
Bath the following evening to meet with some one
whom he spécially wished to see. He hesitated for
sone little time, trying to calculate the possibility
of giving the meeting to his little friend of the
broken bowl and of still being in time for the
dinner party in Bath; but finding this could not
be, he wrote to decline accepting the invitation on
the plea of a “pre-engagement,” saying to us: “T
cannot disappoint her, she trusted me so implicitly.” 4

"
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Memories of Boyhood.

I resteuper, ! rememba,

The houwe whee 1 wag boen,
The little window where the sun
Came peeping i at morn

He wever came a wink too soon,
Nt biought tos lomg o day
But now [ often wish the night
Had boine iy breath away,

1 temember, iemember,

T'he 1oses, red and white,

The violets, and the lily «aps— .
Those Honers made of light !

The likwes whete the 1obin built,

And where my brother set,

The labureaim on s binthday,—

The treeis hiving yet !

I 1emembier, 1 remember,

Where I was used to sing,

Andd thouht the air must rush as fiesh
To swallows on the wing ;

My gpirit flew in feathes then

That is so beavy now,

And sutimer pools could hardly cool
The fever on my brow.

I remember, 1 vemember,

The fir tices dark and high @

1 used to think their slender tops
Were close ngainst the sky ;

It was o childish ignotanee,

But now "tis little jor

To know I'm farther off from heaven
Than when 1 was a boy.
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CAN I BE SAVED?
BY MARK GUY PEARSE.

AwaYy on the Western Coast of Bugland there
stands a steep rock that is known to everybody as
the Lady's Rock. At high water it is surrounded
by the sea; the waves break about it and fling
themselves far up its sides, though never covering
it. But at low water it stands upon a sandy beach,
and is easily reached.

It gets its name fromn an incident that occurred
some years ago. One summer's day a lady had
walked along the beach as far as this rock, and
thero sat down and began to read a hook that
jnterested her. Sheread on, in the pleasant quict-
pess, forgetful of all about her, and never thinking
of any danger, when she was suddenly startled by
a loud shout from the cliffs, the coast-guard had
seen her, and shouted across the bay. She looked

- ————

up, and in a moment saw her peril,
Between herself and the shore there wereo
the cutling waves and the white foam
spresding over the sands,  Ter first look
showed bher nothing but eertain death,
fur the waves woere rising cvery moment,
and as she stoud hesitating a huge brenker
dashed its spray over her.  Above her
frowned the steep bluck rock that even
the fisher lads could scarcely climb to
get the seabird s eggs; there seemed to
be no way of eseape there.  She looked
awross to the crond that were gathering
on the <hore, hut uo boat could live in
Then as she stood
with the waves creeping up after her,
like wild Breasts that chased their prey,
<he waung o hauds in agony and burst
into tears, erving - Can 1 be saved I—
Can 1 be saved 77

A moment before it was nothing to
her; now it was everything: wealth,
luxury, comfort, pleasure, all thought of
these was swept away. Her anxiety
was this,-~Oh, to Lesaved! Then across
fiom the shore came the cry of the coast-
zuard again @ * You must climb the rock.
Your only chance is to climb the rock.”
She looked at it hanging over her with
jageed sides and steep slippery front.
How could she climb it? But as she
delayed, a wave swept up and flung
itself over the place wheie she stood,

that tumbling sea

and hissed.  Then she ygrasped the rock
desperately and dragged herself up and
hung to the face of 1t, tremblingly feeling for a
higher foothold, and rising little by little until she
veached a ledge from which she looked shudder-
ingly on the waves below. The tide crept upward
until again the spray flew about her. ¢ Climb
higher,” rang from the shore ; this time from a
hundied voices, for the tidings of her peril had
spread  to the adjoining  village,  Again  she
gathered her strength, and, hardly kuowing how,
she crept little by little, hanging on with bleeding
fingers, dragging herself through nar-ow openings,
pressing up the steep slippery places until now
within her reach lay a tuft of grass, and scizing it
she drew herself up and fell fainting upon the top,
beyond the reach of the waves, while the excited
prople cried with a shout, *“She’s saved !—thank
heaven—-she’s saved ! ”

A story wild and strange, like the coast.  And
yet it is true of every life. True of you, veader.
Slowly the sea is chasing you from point to point.
The tide is rising about you. You can look back
and see how it has driven you on from day to day,
from year to year. And yet arc you unmindful of
it? Taken up with a hundred things youn do not
sec it ; it is the last thing you think of. You have
time for everything else. You can think of busi
ness, of pleasure, of politics, of the markets, of
friendship ; of everything but this. And yet the
time is coming when you will see the peril ; when
your own cyes shall look out upon the threatening
danger ; and all these things of to-day shall be
nothing. Suddenly, all in & moment, you will start
up with the cry—

WAt MusT T DO TO BE SAVED?

CurLonrex's names in Madagascar are odd enough
to be interesting o our little folks, We give the
translation of a few : Master Rat, Master Locust,
Mauster Slippery, Miss Little Shrimp, Miss Loves-
her-father, Miss Hopes-for-good, Miss Has-a-good-
brother.

and close below her the waters surged  «Qyver my shaded doorway five little brown-winged birds.
Have chosen to fashion their dwelling, and utter their loving =

Isiugly T Yet each has its own place in the perifya
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BEAUTIFUL INSTANCE OF MOTHERLY|:
CARE.

A nomiN's nest was filed with young ones
sight of a friend’s window. The mother-bird
away, when a violent thunderstorm came up.
the heavy drops began to pour down she retd
and the little ones greeted her with open m
expeeting the usual food. She'pressed them d
with her foot and sat on them with extended »
to shed the hard rain, and remained thore til
stormn was over.

Was there not a process of reason here?
saw the heavy downpour of rain, and thinki
her exposed children, believed they would be L
or drowned without her care ; so sho hurriced W%
This is called instinct ; but instinct is concent 7
reason without the process being made known. P

The little birds were sadly disappointed iv g
gctting their food, but it carries a lesson to «
dren not to grieve Lecause their wishex are g
gratitied—it is for their good; it may be
saving of their lives, -Anon.

ag

MOSAIC WORK.

be seen here in our own land.  Would you ti3f
that they weve made out of bits of stone,
bright and sparkling, like the precious ste
others dull and commonplace, if we look at th
whole which the arvtist is copying. Wo are &2
of us makinga moszic of our life, and whether ¢
are attractive or not depends on the use we nge
of the material, the trinls, duties, and pleasure}
our cvery-day life. We are to look constant

lives go on, and if our bits of Lfe be bright
pleasure or sad with trial, each has its place. |
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SHEW BREAD.

Mabel Dines Out Alone.

PREVIOUS INSTRUCTIONS FROM MAMMA.

I MADE her stand beside me,
My bonny little girl;

I arranged each dainty ruffle,

a And smoothed each sunny curl,

 Now, baby, you’ll be careful
In all you do and say ;

You will not trouble auntie
While dining there to-day.

“You'll take your place in quiet,
Nor ask for anything,

i But eat what uncle gives you,

Or what the waiters bring.

g You won’t take too much pudding

E When there’s no mamma to check ;

And when it comes to sweetmeats,
You'll scarcely taste a speck.

[ RESULT, AS DESCRIBED BY AUNTIE.
The feast was rich and splendid,
The board held flowerets rare,
But yet my rosebud tender
Was the sweetest blossom there.
Her eyes were bright as diamonds,
Her speech a birdie’s song ;
She was frugal as a hermit,
Lest she might eat something wrong.

When asked to take some pudding,
She answered at her ease ;

When questioned as to ice-cream, said :
‘“ A little, if you please.”

Alas that such behaviour
Should end in utter wreck !

The swebtmeats come ; the little tongue
Lisps, ¢ Thankth ; Pl take a peck.”

BEHIND THOSE DOORS.

WE can think of four doors. Open the first.
Be'hmd it are all the delightful associations of wor-
] ship. You see at once the impressive arrangements
* for prayer and praise. You hear the notes of the
&E{l gan. ) You catch the hushed voice of petition or
% the jubilant praise of the people, while through the
2 Window pours the sunshine like the visible and
3 descending blessing of God. Now open this second

door.  You enter upon the fellowship of a home.
You hear its notes of sympathy or congratulation.
Its atmosphere of rest and safety is an anticipation
ié of heaven. You open a third door, and as it swings
¢ back you also go back. It may have been a gilded
| door, bug you turn away. It is a scene of un-
hallowed appetite you witness. The sinful revelry,
IE the strife, the brutality disgust you. It has all the
3 repulsiveness of the grog-shop. But here is a
1 ; fourth door.  You do not fancy its grim outside of
& 'ron and oak, its gloomy rim of stone. You open
2 the door and you see only a row of cells. Iron-

e e, T I

b

grated are its windows,
and unhappy faces look
out of them. This time
you come to a prison;
door.

Now, what if a door
should actually be set
down before one, and
he should be told that
he could determine that
which went behind it ;
that he could have it
a church, 2 home, a
sajoon-sty, a prison !
The announcement
would certainly inter-
est every one. .

Is this, though, any
stranger than the re-
ality? We have now
reached the opening
of another year, Jan-
uary. This is the door-
month, its name signi?ying gate. So whatever
lies behind the first of January, beyond the door
of the new year, remember that you will give it
its essential character. Given a door, you build
the house behind it. That may be strange carpen-
tering, where the door is set up the very first

thing and then the house built back of it. Is
not that the reality, though? Now, what shall
be found behind this January door? Shall the

structure have a reverential, worshipful charac-
ter—church-like ! Shall the coming days be sweet
with the notes of home-like love and fellowship !
God forbid that your future be some house of
sin where you revel, or some house of shame
where you suffer. See! It may prove to be a
palace-door before which you now stand.  You may
find, this very day, the presence of the King who
will make the new year a house of God. O, admit
Christ this day into the fellowship of your soul!
Hark! Hear his gentle plea! ¢ Behold, I stand
at the door and knock !” Receive him, and this
first month shall be the gate into a palace called
Beautiful, for all the year shall only be the house
of the Great King.

BERTIE'S COMFORT.

BEerTiE's aunt was sad one'da.y. She seemed to
have no power to rise above the gloomy thoughts
which, like clouds, hung beavily over her head and
heart. The memory of old troubles added to the
weight of troubles that were new, and it was as
much as the poor discouraged woman could do to
hold back the tears and repress the sighs that were
swelling in her bosom. '

Little Bertie had buttoned his nice warmn coat,
about him, and tied his cap snugly over his ears all
ready for a frolic out in the snow. As he passed
through the room where his dear auntie was at
work preparing dinner, he observed the sadness of
her countenance and was troubled. Instead of
going to the‘yard he followed auntie back and forth
at her work ; but she did not heed him. At last
he sighed, and as she starte({, and looked down at
hirh, he said tenderly, in a low earnest tone :

« Auntie, if anybody in heaven wanted to cry,
the dear Lord Jesus would not say a word about it,
not even to the angels; but would take his own
shining hand and wipe the tears.all away.”

Was not what was therein implied, as well as
the words spoken by this child of six, the perfect-
ness of delicate comforting %

As auntie clasped the dear boy to her bosom she

felt that God had indeed spoken peace to her heart

A SHARP REBUKE.

A cErvaIN infidel, who was a blacksmith, was in
the habit, when a Christian man cawme to his shop
of asking some one of the workmwen if they had
heard about Brother So-and-So, and what he had
done. They would say,

“ No, what is it }” .

Then he would begin and tell what some Chris-
tian brother, or dencon, or minister had done, and
then laugh and say, ¢ That is one of the fine Chris-
tians we hear so much about.”

An old geuntleman—an eminent Christian—one
day went into the shop, and the infidel soon began
about what some Christians had done, and seemed
to have a good time over it. The old deacon stood
a few moments and listened, and then quickly
asked the infidel if he had read the story in the
Bible about the rich man and Lazarus !

“Yes, many a thne ; and what of it?”

“ Well, you remember about the dogs, how they
came and licked the sores of Lazarus?

“ Well,” said the deacon, ““do you know you just
remind me of those dogs, content to merely lick the
Christian’s sores.”

The blacksmith grew suddenly pensive, and has
not had much to say about failing Christians
since.

OVERCOMING THE LIQUOR BUSINESS BY
SUNDAY-SCHOOLS. -

“T am wrestling ¢against principalities, against
powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this
world, against spiritual wickedness in high places,’
and I might add in low places too,” writes a mis-
sionary of the American Sunday-school Union in
the South-west.

“ At one place I found many anxious to have a
Sunday-school, as there was no school-house or
church there. So I set myself hunting for a place
for it, and the only room I could find was over a
saloon. T organized a hopeful school in it, and so,
in a sense, we overcame the liquc;r business.

“You have doubtless heard of the ¢ very picture
of despair ;’ at this place he saw old Despair him-
self—an aged man weeping over a broken bottle of
whiskey. Oh! how terrible is the habit of using
strong drink. More cruel than the grave.

“ Among my exploits perhaps the most triumph-
ant occurred during my recent visit to Arkansas,
among some of the distilleries. In calling on a
number of families I found many in favour of a
Sunday-school, but the sad obstacle was the min-
ister and the members were divided on the whiskey
question, many being in favour of free whiskey.
There was no school-house or church in which to
organize a Sunday-school. There was one unoceu-
pied house which, for fourteen years, had been used
as a saloon, and was aboutl to be used for that pur-,
pose again. ‘We got the use of it, and held religious
meetings there on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday,
when a good number were present and among them
the owner. God blessed my talk to them. Hearts
were touched ; the dark cloud from the distillery
was rolled back and the light shone out. The
owner of the house, though offered eight dollars a
month for it to sell whiskey in, gave the use of it
to us for so long as we should want. T felt like
On Sunday
evening we organized a good school, and through
benevolent friends furnished it with a good supply
of Sunday-school helps, and sung “ Hold the Fort”
for doxology. At night I lectured in another
town, which had neither school-house nor church ;
but it had six saloons. God helping, we will cap-

shouting Hallelujah ! over the victory.

ture more such places and hold them for Christ
and heaven.” '

through him.

o
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What Father Moant.

Two little lads in the lamplight
Sat with their tasks to do,

Botltering brains and finding -
Oh, how little they knew !

‘Frouble of schaol nnl lessons.=
“ Bother atall,’ they xaid,
*Plavang at being pirates =
Be tter were that instead,”

Stories of treasute islands

: Ever they read and told

Tale ot the good stips captured
i Laden with bars of gold ;

Faer they dieamed of hattles,
Ever they longed to be

Clied« of the occan 108 ers,

| Rings of the 1olling sea,

But futher was tixed and steady—
*Stick to your tasks,” said he;

Only the mun who labours
Leader of tien can be,

So when the lump was lighted,
Over thonr huoks they bent,

Waking away, not knowing
Al that their father meant.

Two hittle kads have laboured,
Two littde lads have grown

Into u stalwart manhood,
Making the truth their own.

Faded are boyish fanctes—
Faded and passed away,
But in that noblest fashion
Leaders of men are they.

Flashing the lamp of knowledge
Into the darkest night,

Boldly they teach the people,
Standing for truth and right,

Sevmen for the right arising
To glovions fight are led,

And people grow hold to follow
These men of the heart und head.

And now, when the lamp is lighted,
And heads over books are bent,
Sometimes they will whisper softly,
“We've found what our father meant.”

oo
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CIHAPTER

X1V,
UESIDE DOWN.

Hastan wet with a room to let down a court, in
one of the streets Iy at the back of the New
Paley —a it with which he was well acquainted,
though s fong term of imprisonment had not been
spent there. Tt was o gowd way from Pigrim
Stureet, especially while Tom was so weakly ; but
that was no disadvantage in Haslam’s ¢; s, Suill,
e was quite desivous to stand well in Nav Pendle-
bury’s opinion, and yet wore and more so in Bun-
ner's, for he was ont of jul with a ticket-of-leave
for the two years which stil renained of his sen-
tence, and it was pradent to be on gowd terms with
the police-toree. On thut acconnt he paid Tomw's
debt to Banner, and gave Alice i sovereign for her
care of Tom during his illuess. The rest of the
money Tom saw nothing of—onfy he and his fathor
hived upon dainties for @ week or two,

Hashun
bemg a good cook, and very much mclined to make
up for the plam diect of the pul from which he had
been set frec,

Tom's strength came baek very stowly : for the
court in which they hved was close and over-

Ul

crowdesd, and only the keenness of the cast wind
made the air at all it to breathe. But theso

LD

l\iting eust winds were too cold for him to venturs
out, so he sat shivering beside the smaldl tive, and
reading his Bible diligently, wlile his father slept
on a watiress in the corner, or siwoked o pipe all
the day long, zoing out generally in the evening,
for what porposs Tom did not dare to mquire,
and coming back at four or tive o'vlock in the
morning.

There was one standing subject of contention
between Tom and his father, which threatened
cvery day to breuk out into a deadly quarrel
Haslam - for some renson or another —was bent
upon finding out Phil, and claiming him; and Tom
felt that he would sooner die than betray the re
fugo of his little Lrother.  Nat Pendlebury and
Banner were also on their guard ; and lastam
found that neither force nor fraud could avail for
the discovery of the secret.

He was, as 1 said, exceedingly anxious to avoid
awakening the suspicions of the policeman, und
that proved a great restraint upon him in his con.
duct towards Tom ; so that, to the boy's great re
lief and surprise, his life with his father wias not so
hard a lot as he had dreanded.  As ho lost some of
his fear, he began to feel a little atiection for him,
und o hope that, some day ov other, he too wight
learn and believe the truths which he had himself
learnod about God. Ilad he not himself been a
thief?  Yet now, day after day, he could think of
God as his Heavenly Facher, and of Christ as his
Elder Brother — “the first-born  among many
brothren;” and constantly, with slow but sure
progress, he was believing mwore and wore in the
infivite love and compassion of God toward all
men, however vile their sins wight be.
1f, then, God loved his father, how much more
ought he to love him, and to houour him, ac-
cording to the commandment of God, by rendering
obedience to him in all things Jawiul! 1t was only
on the one point of telling where little Phil was
that Towm opposed his father’s will, and he did that
mweckly, but with great steadfastuess.

As soon as he was able to work, Tom started off
along his old bext up Ardwick, with a basket of
tish or vegetables upon his head—for he could no
longer hire a donkey-cart ; and though Banner once
or twice deliberated whether he should advance
i money to start again upon bis former fooring,
he dectded that it would be better w waiy and see
how Haslam conductetl himself: for *. few months,
for at present Tow’s carnings would go to his
father, and he had no intention of helping o keep
an 1dle ticket-of-leave man.

This samoe ticketof-leave afforded a great hin-
drance to Haslun getting any regular employment.
He seemed very much in earnest in trying to get
work ; yet, in some way or other, the sceret was
certinin to ooze out, how, Banner could never quite
understand.  Twice, when he was pretty sure of a
place, Haslam himself told it frankly ; and he lost
the cuployment, with a private chuckle of satis-
faction, for he had vo desire for constant and
regular work, though he wished Banuver to think
s0. Now und then he got a few odd jobs to do;
and in the meantime he was never short of moncy
to buy himself dainty food to eat, or intoxicating
liquors to drink; though he did everything so
quietly that even Banner, with all his shrewdness,
believed him to be as good a ticket-of-leave man as
ever came across his path.

Still, for one reason or another, Banner hesitated
about placing Tom in 2 larger way of business;
and the boy toiled along, day after duy, with a
heavy basket upont his aching head, or upon his
stooping shoulders, working bravely for the dmly
bread which he asked his Hc:wenly Father to give

hread,” it did not entee his mnd that he G(
sit idly by the fiveside, and wait and see if it wolff
drop down like the manna from heaven; but!™.
shouldered his basket, and started ofl’ upon 41
work, through fuir weather and foul weather, ‘ai:z
still acknowledging that it was God who gmovw
him that which he laboured for. A
Rut though Tom was as wishful as in the ting
that were gone by to serve his customers well, \~
to guin their good-will, and though Banner .n;,-
spoko « good word for him here and there, he
not the snme success that had followed his hl‘m
before.  Partly because his extremo (leslmme
and lon" lllm,ss in the dcpth of the \\'mu-x. h i

E,..
=g

A'fsk:

to vest himsell for bulf an hour av a time, a
partly because he could only carry about with i
a small quantity of the things which he sold, 3,
could not do more thun earn a bare living ; for :d,ﬁ
father always expected him to pay his share of ¢
rent of the close, squalid, dirty room in which t&
lived. Tor his food, he could only buy the che

felt even sharper pangs of appetito than he Lias
done when he was almost dying of fumine. A
It was a hard thing—a bitter, sore temptation
discontent and distrust—to sit aside in the dusy,
corner, where there was not light enough to 1y
‘his Bible, and with only a Inrd dry crust §
goaw, while his father—with a face of enjoymep;
—devoured hig dainty food greedily, without o
offering him a mouthful of it.

And Tom needed it so much; he felt it m
and more every dm), as the keen, cold cast wau
of the carly spring stung him through his tj
clothing, and made good food more necessary iy
reviving and keeping up his strength. It wasglid:
strange way in which Tom was set to learn the k it
of God ; but still, out of his faintness, and huns

and r.wuuduoss, he looked up to God, and <algingl

him ¢ Father ?i%}u
Once he found time, and words as well, to! 1
Nat Pendlebury sce sowething of the \Jmugr
that were lillin" his heart with pencc

tlm central noise, and bt.n', .md turuult of the o
Nat ln.ul httl(, Sut.v in hlb arws, au(l was trott

basket. e was very "l.ul to sce 7\".1&, and to r{ } .
Lesile him on the 10\\c<t step of a statue of
Duke of Wellington, which stands before b
Infirmary; a pale, pinched, stunted lad, ue
likely now to make a strong and sturdy man, yi;
conqm,ror as truly as th(. yreat soldicr nbove Ix" :

u..you.cd ovu his lcpcntuncc, knew lmu s one f
the sons of God.

more like Qod."
* Ave, lad,” answered Nat, pressing Suey's b ‘1
down upon Im brw.st “ th.;t,'b wlmt I'm ah\z

asking hiwm.
and loving for thc httlc ones as he is for us. I ‘
you, if 1 ever do have to say a sharp word, it
me more nor thew ; and I can’t bca.r to tllink ot
afterwards.
that.  Ue can’t hear w0 h:uc to punish, ouly wed
so fractious and contrary, and he's bound to do:

him. When he said, *Give us this day our daily

¢ Dost think,” smd Tom, in a low voice, “t:

—),
St
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1 really does know what we have to ent and
1k, and what clothcq we have on?”

c:ti(l Nat, chooril) “ Don’t

.-: be pnovulud for.
low the Lord must cast about to provide for

Whil© e doesnt rain us down bread from
X We couldw’t losk to have
Bue
Look
B@ L want a herving or two, maybe, and thee
ts to sell some herrings; 80 we come across one
ther, and Loth of us got our wants provided
2 T'hen, there's a girl wants a new gown, and
puman wants to sell hor o gown,  And there’s

HY
Y

th) '79( h.-xu-r he'd bo certatin to forget lots of thm"x
TaHE forget matehes, or chips, o teupenny nails, or
: L'f:‘i pots, or something we could nat do without,
é(lw faovd las ovdeved it so that we all fit in to-
rnngé er, and get along comfortably.”

als eyes tell upou ‘Fom's pinched face, and he

W, “When L was n billsticker, it was very
upon me, not knowing how to read-—and I
nayer could learn, Tom. There’s something wrong
‘nﬁﬁu of my heal, [ reckon, for R and B always
stewrony ; and [ never could remember which had
utle carly twist through it—0 or Q. So my
wsed to tear off the right-hand top corner of
wy bills, for fear 1 should post thew upside
u, and lose my business.  But one night, when
was trusting to the fivelight-—and we hadn't
alpingh lire —she tore off the wrong corner, the one
fght vppusite to it—in the left-hand corner, thee
: Well, the next morning out I went, and
y ] T posted on the walls was upside down ;
somehow, T felt uneasy in my mind, and 1
1 and stared as each one after T'd done it, but
The reading didn’t look

ne

1

W S,

.
i:{‘l ln l.n sure,” answered Nat,  “ Why, U'd givea
b i down now to know how to teach Suey her
B (. Our text last Sunday morning was, ¢ And
% shudl he taught of God.”  Of course he has
en to do it himself, just as I'd be heart glad to
4.‘;1'} Suev.  Ah! 1 shan’t be stupid and ignorant

Agonder, Tom 1 and thee'll bo no more sickly and
W, Well learn of God, lad—thee and wme—

Z8N i, snid Tom, after a pause, T hanker so
:‘("E after Phil, as never was.  But futher watches
8 and I'm afeared to go to the school.
& of the boys an apple for him, with my love,
‘@terday ; but 1've not seon him for six weeks.”

i \Well,” said Nat, sighing, “it’s hard upon thee,
om : but he's safe there. And who knows® Some
% thy father may be a good man.  Maybe, if we

J gave

could make out that bill of thine thal’s posted up-
side down, it says somewhere, near tho beginning,
or in the middle, or at the end, ¢ Here Tom’s father
turned good,’ or somecthing of that sort. [ can’t
put it into printed words. That 'ud be rave and
lmpp_v, wouldn’t it, Tom 1"

“Aye,” said Tom, with tears in his oyes.
‘ud pay for all.”

He sat silent and motionless for somo minutes,
seeing nothing of the crowd passing slong before
him, while he fancied the huppiness of having o
good man for his futher. e felt more comforted
and strengthened by Nat’s homnely words than if he
had been feasted at a plentiful tablo; and now, as
the Jnfirmary clock struck the hour of two, he
shaok hands with Nat, and kissed little Suey, and
hurried away to the market to il his Lasket with
corkles, for the teatables of the people living in
the back streets about Ardwick.

(70 be conli.nm'(l.)

“That

A FATAL DRAM.

It was a small village 1 Dakota where farmer
Pelton went to buy what few grocevies his little
family required.

He was in the prime of life, and, with his young
wife, had but recently sought the far west to wmake
thew a howe. He was frugal, industrious and
honest, a conscientious, God-fearing man.

One cold afternoon with a threatening leaden
sky, (it was winter) Pelton was in the vxlln«e and
having to get some articles at cho little (lrug store,
it happened that this was the last errand he had to
do before starting for home, Hurrying through
this, nuxious to be on his way home for it was get-
ting late, he had started for the door when the
druggist called to him and said he must take extra
precantions to guard against the cold on his ride
home as it threatened a blizzard, and so persistently
urzed that he drink a good stout thimbie full of old
Bourbon whiskey to heat him up, that, although he
was not in the habit of drinking, he took it, think-
ing that perhaps it wight fortify him to better
stand the eight miles' ride, with the thought that
at all events it could do no harm.

How qguickly he felt the warming effects of the
liquor.  ITe had gone out half a mile on his yourncy
when he felt that the liquor was having a very
happy eftect, inaking him feel that he could stand a
hundred blizzavds.

Tho wind arese, and the snow began to thicken,
making an fwmpeneteable * white blackness.”  On
ward he pressed, urging his good horse to a brisker
pace.  Furious the wind blew, TFaster came the
sunow, and he more closely pulled his thick wraps
around him and nestled lower in the waggon bed.

I{is grasp on the driving veins grew moro slack,
and overcome with drowsiness the reins finally
dropped loosely over the dashboard : yet the good
horse pressed on, knowing well the road.

At Jast the home was reached.  Tho loving wife

‘anxiously waiting and watching eagerly, came to

the door. She called John but got no response.
She found him cold and lifeless.  There was grief,
bat who can describe it 1

Tu the morning he went from lier in the strength
of his manhood. 1n the evening shorn of strength,
his life, his inanimate clay returns to her ; and
although the ncighbours believed, ns the viilage
paper stated, that he was frozen to death, yet
seience with unerring certainsy aund absolute trath
points to tho glass of liquor as the primary cnuse
of the desolation of that prairic home.
How many there are who beliove and teach that
ram will keep a man warm when the truth s, it

only benumbs the sensibilities and aids the cold in
stagnating the life cur rent.—JfRoyal Templur.

It Isn’t Far to Jesus,
Ivisu't far to Jesuy s ’
1t you only knew how near,
You would rench him in a moment,
And banish all your feat.

He is standing closs heside you,
[f only you could sce,

And is saying, could you hear him,
¢ Let the children come ta me,”

For you kuow he never changes,
As your little frienda do heve s

o is always kind and veady,
Both to comfort aud to choer ;

And the very best abont at is,
Te’s alwnys close at hand,
And will adways listen to yon,

And always understand,

It matters not how little,

Or how very young or weak,
And if you have been sinful,

[t was you he came to seck,

There is nothing that need hinder .
Your coming to him now,

So you surely will not linger
Until you older grow.

You really must lovo Jesus
When you think of all his love

In comsing down from heaven,
That happy home above ;

And lying in a manger,
And suflering so much woe,
That you and all dear children
"T'o that bright world might go.

THE MOTHER HEN.

A vax was telling e that he was used to riding
ouy 7gons, which are deawn up and down from «
coal pit in the North of England, and that he had
been mueh interested in the conduct of a hen and
chickens, which belouged to a cottage
\\'l""(m wa )

1t scems that these chickens were in danget of
being run over by the waggon, and wheneser the
old hen heard the train coming, she would call the
chicks awny from the danger.  But there was oue
of the little ones that would stop till the last min-
ute, and one day aus the man passed he could hear
the mother calling, but the child would not listen,
and the train caught it and killed it,

When he was walking back, he saw the hen try-
ing to put life into the dead chicken, she was
.spul.l(hn_-_.( her wings over it, and trying to entice it
to look at her, and stand on its feet, but she wasg
too late. Tt was dead.

Jesus Chvist once said to o wicked eity, ¢ How
often would I have gatheved thy children together,
even as a hen gathereth her chickens under her
wings, but y - \\ouhl not!”

Is that chicken slain by the waggon, a picture
of what you will ever be?

HELPING MOTHER.

« HeLrine mother” is what most httle girls are
fond of doing, thongh there are some who are lazy,
and don't do anything except to make work for
others by their untidy habits ; always leaving their
hats, balls, hoops, and books everywhete but in
their right places. It must bo very nice indeed
for mathers who have willing children to run on
errands, and do whatever they are told to do, with-
out grumbling. And mother can always find
something to do for her little oues, who should ask
to be sct to work. Never be idle.  Remember,
that time once lost can nover be vegained.  If you
are sent out to play, don't forget to play, but ‘see
that ,ou injure no one by any of your games; and
when at work, do it well, so as to earn a smile and
a kiss from mother.

near the




I

120

A the prrtes tisms of hivnature,

B0 What ade the Roiptures teach con
et God s atttnl ntes?

Fhat he s ommgnesent and alwighty,
thiet hie o= omnsoiont atd all wise,
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There walhod Tasede, the aged sant to lead,
A cperey youth, a lad of mamy a prank.
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TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR.

By bk HEPRORL

ROVl vears ity | <toml h_\' the s e
Men do not ol them
A bullet

bisan is not ke the precioos jewel n

han

Selies fun nnl’l!l!g in the

b ds

the taawd s hiead. When i man wants

to gt vl of Nife, a0 bs generally be

7 canse Jieis afeaid to live longer. A
Teacurvas ok Tuk Lixsox. tosewond cradie in los babyhood, snd

Whit is there in this Tesson whteh show s
L The evilintluence of wiched vulers ©
2. The davwnward vourse of wiang doces
3 The patience of iod wath the wayw ud -

A coarse pinewond  eoflin at  forty,
These are jnpressive  facts.  What
was the matter 7 Logic - stern, awful
lagic.  ‘I'wo and two make four ; thut
was the trouble.  That wman might
irave slept under & monument, instead
of having anightmare in Potter's tield,
His father gave him everything but
moral principle, and he did not give
himn that because he had none to spave.
The hoy had mouney, and horses and
wine and fiery impulses and no re-
straints, and temptations by the score.
That father lived long enough to see
that there was a mistake somewhere,

Tne Leseox Cateentsy.

1. Whe demanded from Sunuel the ap
pointment of  King® < All the elders of
Larael.” 20 Like what did they wixh to e
cotie ¥ ' LKAl the wations 7 380 What dad
Samuel do when they had made this ye

nest Y He prayed omo the bonl.” 4
What did God an-wer Samued > Grant
their request, but protest 5. After the
lon{; protest, did the people  hearkeny
** Nevertheless, dhie people refused,” ete.

DoctriNal SvaarsTion. — Divine forbewr
ance,

CATECHISM  QUESTIONS,

33. What do you mea by the attributes
of God?

PLEASANT HOURS,

but exactly wheve it hud been imewde n
the education of hisson he could never
tell.  He only shook his head sadly,
grew a lhittle more gray, and probably
a little more peevish than coula oc
attributed to the passage of time
merely, and then went to bed one
night and never woke. ‘I'he hoy —but
why follow him along the slimy path?
He slipped from filth to ilth, until the
patrohuan found him in 2 gutter and

ounee of lead in his brain.  Money
and no manliness to begin with, and
neither money nor manliness to end
with.  As [ came home from that
duleful serviee little Jack’s question
rang inmy ears, * Docs two and two
always make four?” and men and
houses and clouds and sky seem to
answer “Alwnys!”

-

THE TOBACCO FIEND.

“Whaar! Slaves now 1" inquired
little Harry.

*Yes, Harry, there ave slives now.
I saw one yesterday who wes enm
pletely  under  the control of his
master.”

* Not in Canada?”

“Yes! in the cars,  Iis master
kept him away from the rest of the
compuny, in a car provided for slaves.
Although not an old man, his fiee had
a sallow, driedap look, with sleepy,
watery eyes.”

“ He wasu't black, then1”

“No. ¢ would have been as
white as you are, if he hadn't such a
smoky taok.”

“Oh' | think T know what you
mean.  Was lie aslave to smohing 17

“ Yes, Havey, that is what I jnean.
tis nimster s little, blael, dinty
ciwar.  And heis as much under its
control as the
Sonth wis ever under the control of

verest slave down
his master,

“ o as Hively, sociad, and ikes so
cicty 3 bat e s not adontted  nto
the company of aetined udies and
sentlemen. I his waster s wath hiw
he prefers lower assoviates, where he
van enjoy his naster’s presence in
stnohe rooms and dean shops.”

“ s it not a hind of stavery that is
cnjoyable, then?”

“ 1t s only that hind of engoyment,
when the lowest wmmal put of his
nature says to the higher, or heavenly
part: CGet down here, and let e
trample on you, and crush you under
my feet.’

* No hoy is born a slave to smoking

and drinking, or any of these bad

masters.  Iivery man who is steeping
his brain in tobacco smoke or liquor,
walks right straight into slavery him-
self, aud is a slave.

docs make a man look so fool-
ish, » go along through the world
pufling tobacco smoke into people’s
faces, and poisoning the sweet air,
that I think, when 1 see one, of the
old saying: ¢ A cigar is & roll of to-
baceo, with fire at one end and a fool
at tho other.’ "—Selected.

carried him to the morgue with an
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‘*Books are the Windows thr
which the Soul looks out: a H
without Books is likea Room wit
Windows. It is One's Duty to
Books."
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