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“ such  little things
WHAT 0'CLOCK might still think am]
IS IT?"” reason ; but when he
learned  that they

WHEN 1 was a
Young lad, my father
one day called me to
him that he might

_teach me to know
what o’clock it was.
He told nie the use of
the minute finger
and the hour hand,
and described to me
the tigures on the
dia’-plate, unt11 was
perfect in my part.
No  sooner was
(nite master of this
knowlerlge than I set
off scampering to
join my companions
in a gawe of marbles;
but my father called
meback again. ““Stop,
Willie,” «aid he, **1
liave something move
to tell you.” Back
agnin T went, won-
duiing what I had
yet to learn, for 1
thought I knew all
about the clock as
well as  my father
did,  «“Willje,” said
he, ““45 T have taught
yuon to  know the
time of day, I must
Dow  teach you the
time of your life.”

I wuited ratherim-
batiently to hear how
My father would ex-
plain  this further
]e\s.m, for I wanted
t’" go to my marbles.

‘The hible,” said
he, ‘¢ (describes the
years of a man to be
threescore years and
ten, or - fourscore
Years, Now, life
IS  very uncertain,
and you may not
live a single day
longer ; but if we di-
vide the fourscore
years of an old man’s
life into twelve parts,
like the dial of a
clock, it will give al-
most seven years for
every figure. When
a boy 1s seven years
old, then it is one
o’clock of his life;
and this is the case
with you. When you
reach fourteen years
old, .it will be two
o’clock with you;
and when at twenty-
one, it will be three
o’clock ; at twenty-
eight, it will -be four
o’clock ; ab thirty-
five, it will be five ) o
o’clock ; at forty-two, it will be six o f:lock B
at forty-nine, it will be seven o’clock,
should it please (tod to spare your life.
In this manuer you may always know
the time of your life; and _lookmg at the
clock may remind you of 1t. My great-
grandfather, according to this ealeu-
lation, died at twelve, my gmndf:xther at
oleven, and my father at ten. At what
our you or T shall die, Willie, 18 onlx
known to Him who kuoweth all things.

Seldom since then have I heard the inquiry.
“ What o’clock isit?” or looked at the
ing reminded of

face of a clock, without bei
the words of my father.

A WINTER SCENE.

IN WINTER.
Drer ander the snow lies the grass so sweel,

The herbs are all hidden from sight.
W hat shall the little fanibs tind to eat.

Or where shall they rest to-night?  [sheep,
Ah, the shepherd will gather together his
He'll find them shelter and fool to eat,

While the winter winds are howling.

See them struggle to walk through the drift-
ing snow !

They wonder the shepherd comes not,

But soon his welcome cry they'll hear :

They will know they were not forgot.[sheep,
Ah, the shepherd will gather together his
He'll find them shelter and food to eat,

While the winter winds are howling.

CELESTIAL DISTANCES.

"Tur following parable will assist the wind
in contemplating the relative magnitude
and distances of some of the heavenly
bodies with our own.

A traveller from the
discovered our own little solar sy=tens. and
lighted on what we call the majestie planer
Saturn.  He was greatly astonished at the
smallness of everything, compared with
ihe world he had lett.  The inhabitants
were, in his eyes, a vace of weve dwarfs,
being only a mile high, while he himself
measured twenty-four miles.  But he did
not.despise them when he contemplated that

great star Sirius

were also corresjon-
dingly  short-lived,
and pass but fifteen
thousand years be-
tween the cradle and
the grave, he could
not but agree that
this was like dying
a8 SoOn as one was
born—their life but
a span, and their
glohe but an atom.
One day, it seems,
that, taking one of
thosedwarfsof Saturn
with him, he con-
tinued his journey in
space, and came to
our own little ball,
where by the aid of
a  powerful icro-
seope, he discovered
certain  antmaleulie
on its  surface, and
even held a conver-
sation with two of
them. He found it
difficult to make np
his mind that intelli-
could be n

gence
such invisible in-
sects, till he dis-
covered that one of
them, who was an
astronomer, with his
sextant measured

his height to an inch,
and that the other,
who was a divine,
expounded to  him
the theology of some
of these nites, ac-
cording to which all
the heavenly bodies,
including Saturn and
Sirius  itself, were
created for them.

The force of the
parable is, that it
expresses the magni-
tude of other worlds
as a long series of
figures could mnot.
and shows us what
little human and
short-lived mites wo
are.

We may well join
the Psaluiist in say-
ing, “VWhen 1 con
sider the heavens,
the work of thy ftin-
gers, and the moon
and the stars that
thou hast ordained,
what 18 man that
thou art mindful of
him, or the son of
man that thou vis-
itest him 7"

———— e

Never!

NEVER utter o word of slang,
Never shut the door with n,t'bang.
f\:tf\'ul’ say onve thet vou don't cure
Never exagyerate, never swear,
Never lose vour temper mueh,
.'\:ever a glass of liquor touch,
Never wickedly play the spy,
Never, oh ! never tell a tie,
Never vour parents lisobey,
Never at night negleet to fn:w.

P @ b -

- -Way are fowls profitable £ Becanse

for every arain they give a peck.
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Grandpa Swinging the Baby.
BY MRS, J. K. RUSSELL.
OuT on the lawn I see them now,
Grandpa with his snow-white brow,
And Little Blue Eyes with frolie wild,
So glad and bright, his dear grandehild.

Now grandpa swings her high in the air ;
No sweeter bird e'er flitted there.

Her fair hair tossing in the breeze

Mid the swaying boughs of the maple-trees,

Oy, life is bright; and the little one sings,
No thought of care a shadow brings

On the pretty, tender, upturned face,
Innocence only and trust, L trace.

And grandpa dreams of long ago,

When the sittle one’s mother he swung just
80 3

And [ fancy a tear gleams in hisx eve

As he thinks of the days long since gone by,

Now soon across the tide will float

The dear okl man in a phantom boat ;
And the pretty maid, to girlhood grown,
Will find a puth and ways her own.

And life will ¢ome and life will go,
But why, and how, no man may know,
A child, a man threcscore and ten ;
Life was and is ; 'will be again,
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JESUS THE GUIDE TO HEAVEN,

BY

REV. E. P. ITAMMOND.

I the grounds of Hawmpton Court,
twelve miles from Londomn, is a Inbyrinth
in which Henry the Kighth,* more than
three hundred years ago, used to wander
about for his amusement.

One beautiful afternoon inautwnn, after
spending hours amony the picturc-uallories
in the palace, and visiting the rooin where
Oliver Cromwell parted for the last time
with his lovely danghter, U wandered svw:
into the park, among the delieate, lig
footed deer, and came to this labyrinth.

T é_:iw people entering it, and heard them
say they could find their way out easy
enough ; and T, too, was led to attempt it.
It was very easy to go in a long distancs ;
but when T turned to find my way buck, it
was & different matter.  Waichever path
among the high hawthorn hedges | took, T
soon reached its end. 1 could not even
tind the people whom a little before [ saw
entering this strange place. I scomed to
walk nules, and yebt to be no nearer the
end.
fear I might have to lie down wupon ihe
eold ground for the night.  All (hiis time
a kind mm had been stauding upon a high
tower near by, waiting for me to lift iy
cyes to him, and ask him to guide me out.
Coudekly said, S will you please show
me the way onut of thisdawik place ™ =+ 0Oh
ve,” e replied 5 and wiric o fong stick he
<00n lielped we to-shread iy way to the

green lawn again.

It was getting dark, and 1 hegan to.

How much time and anxiety ] might,
have been saved, if I had only taken this
man for my guide out of this winding
puzzle I He scemed so glad to hielp e,
he made me think of the dear Jesus, who
always stands ready to guide lost siuners
in the way to heaven. Ilis words, you
know, are, “I am the vay, and the truth,
and the life.” Let us all see if we can
find that verse.  Yes, herc it is—John 14,
6—““Jesus saith unto him, Tam the way,
and the trath, and the life; no man
someth unto the Father but vy me.” DB
have you ever felt that you were lost in
the darke ways of sin, and that yvou conld
not find the way to heaven without the
Lielp of Jesus, who died on the eross that
he might lead you home to the mansions
above ¢ You ave surely lost iu the dread-
ful labyrinth of sin, and you will never wet
out without the help of Jesus,

Avd yet some of you have never really
asked him to be your Saviour and guide,
and you are cvery day going farther and
farther away from biw,  In Rome we fol-
lowed a guide with a lichted taper down
into the Catacombs, which, like this laby-
rinth of which L have told you, wander off
in all divections underground. A little
before, a young man had left the gnide,
aud was soon out of hearing.  Search was
made for him, but it was all in vain.
Days and wecks passed away, and at last
nothing but his bones were found.  How
closely the very thought of it wade me
cling to our gmide ! Fhis young mau did

not'expect to be lost; but be never saw.

the licht of day after he left that guide.
And Iam afraid that some of you may be
Jost, and never see the light of heaven,
You certainly never will, if you do not
come to Jesus, and cling close by his side.
As that guide in the Catacombs of Rome
beld a light for us, so Jesus will give you
the light of his Word all your journey
through, if you will but trist in' him to
save you from sin and be your guide.
Will you ask him to-day ? He loves you,
and wishes to take you by the hand and
lead you along the shining path to happi-
ness and glory.  Will you let hiwm, just
now ;7 and sing with joy, *Jesus take
me, justnow ; Jesus gnide we, just now ¥’

A WELE BOY IN DISTRESS.

THE other day a poor little waif of a boy,
eleven years of age, gr atly  emaciated
and exhausted by long-standing discase,
was brought up in the hoist to the operat-
g theatre of the Royal Infirniary, in
Glasgow, to undergo an operation which it
was thought might possibly have the effect
of prolonging the boy’s life. His con-
dition, however, was so low and unsutis-
factory, that there was some fear not only
that the operation might not be successful
1 its results, but that during or fmnedi-
ately following the operation the hoy’s
strength might give in and his spirit pass
away.  After veaching the theatre, which
15 seated like the guliery of a chureh, and
while the operating table was being got
ready, the little fellow was seated on a

cushioned seat, and' Jooking up toward.

some students who were there to witness
the operation, with a pitiful, tremuolous
voice he said 1 < Will one of you gentlemen
put up just a wee prayer for a woee boy—1I
amoin great trouble and distress —just a
wee prayer to Jesws for me inomy sore
troubie.”  The swrveon, patting im on the
sheualder, spoke kindly to Ling, but as he
henvd no prayer and saw probabiy only a
pitying smile on the faces of some of the
students, he twrned his head away and in
childish tones and words, which were sof-
ficiently audible to those around him, he
asked Jesus, his I riend, ~ the Friend of wee
boys who loved hin.” (o he with
have mercy on him in his diste And
while the young doctor was putting the hoy
under chiloroforn, so that he might fect no
pain duving the operation, so Tong as e
was consceious the voice of the hoy wis
beard in words of prayer.  The surgeon,
as e stood by the tabie on which the Lay
lay, knowing that hie hod to perform an
operation roqniving  cone

him- to

conliress  and
cihintess aind delicacy of rouch. folt JHt A
littie OVe

e, Phere was a Bonp m his
thivoat which vathior distorboed hin, Soon,
however, he lieard the words fron, the as-
sistant wio wis ;1‘('{1;xinzstc1'ing_; the chiovo-
{orm, ** Doctor, the boy is ready 7 and
taiking the knite iy his hand, lunip or no

lump, had to begin the operation.  Soon
the surgeon was conscious that tle prayer
which the little boy had oficred up ior hun-
self had ineluded in its answer somcone
clse, for the coolness of head, steadiness of
hand and delicncy of touch all came as they
were needed, and the operation was con-
pleted with more than usual ease, dexterity
and success.

On the following morning, the surgeon,
going round his ward from bed to bed, and
coming to that on which the little Loy tay,
stw from the placid, comfortable look on
his face that his sufferings had been ve-
lieved, and that all was well with him.
Going up to the head of the bed and tak.
g the little wasted haud, which seemod
no Jarger than that of a bazaay dolly the sur-
geon whispered into his car, **ihe good
Jesus heard your prayer yesterday.” A
bright, happy, contented Took lit up the
boy’s face, and with a fechle yet distinet
pressure of the litile hand, he looked upin
the doctor's face and said, 1 ken’t he
would.”  And then he added . ¢ You, doc-
tor, were gude to me, too.” But apparent-
1y thinking that the doctor was ona different
platforur and reguired something tangible
for his care and trouble, ina plaintive voice
he said, “But | hae nothing to gie you,”
and then a brieht thought caume info his
wind, and with a little cheer 1 his tone,
headded, I will just pray to Jesus for
you, doctor.”  The surgeon before leaving
the ward, in bidding the Loy good-bye for
the day, asked him where he came from
and where he had learut to know so niuch
about Jesus and to love him so dearly.  He
answered : ‘‘Teome frae Barrheild.” “ And
you were in a Sabbath-school there?”
“Oh, yes, in the Bourock sehool.” Qur

readers will be pleased to lewn that the

boy made a suceessful recovery and is now
at home. —Clistiun Leader.

WHAT SOME KIND WORDS DID.

THE STOoRY OF JOHN B. GoUGH.

AMONG the passengers on a vessel that
came up New York harbour one August
day in 1829 was an English boy about twelve
years old.  Never before had he been fap
from the little village, where he was born,
and where the chicf event of every day was
the passing of the conch thab went ty the
great city, London.  So when neighbours
that were going to settle in Amevies oflered
to take him, he had been eager to go,

His mother was a school-teacher, and he
wanted to learn., e little thought that his
school-days had ended in the Old Country,
He expected that in his new home he
would have a chance to stu'ly, and that he
would be taught a trade. e soun found
that life on o farm was not giving hin what
he had looked for ; 80 he made his way to
the city, and there found work, His wother
and sister crossed the ocean to liln, and a
happy  household the three wude. But
thiey were poor ; by-and-bye work was hard
to find, even food was searce, the loving
mother suddenly died, and the little howme
was broken up.

Things grew worse and worse with the
young man. He got into bad company,
an t began to drink,  Tle marr.ed, but Lis
wife and child died, and he more
than ever. He did not work steaiily, and
so conld not keep a piace wng. From city
Lo city be went, until, weary of living, he
two or threo times planned to take his life,

One day on the street o man touched
Lin, called bim by wie, and asked him
Low he wonld like agnin to e respected
aud to have fricnds.  Such a thing did not
seem pussibles but the steanger promised
to interest his friends in the Young man if
he wenld sign the pledge. The o was
one that coitd noL be put aside, and ap g
tempermnce meeting the next vicht there
was serawled on a pledge the nane of John
B Gough, 1t eost a tervible stingu'e to
keep that yromise, but kind words from
one and another encouraged him to keep
up the figlie.

When hie was a hoy in his English home,
he was known as so aood a ronder thag
persons tsed to hite i to reac to sho,

Now lig soon hegan 1o ~peak in tevaperanee

mectings, People Ik d o hoas B, and
Be owns asked 10 ¢ to o es,

atilionah hie oiten tound it Lo to vt
money fo pay his fare. One day, when he
had been working at his wade, biiding

some Bibles, as bhe left the shop to go

i s =

somewhere to speak, he meped.hls 31)”’{:
about the Bibles, expecting to come b;.“'d
and finish them. But others could lgm‘
books, while none dould speak like him;
and after that his work was not making
books, but men. ' . ,

1t was fifty years since the English boy
first landed in America, and now he came
again after 4 third visit to the land where
he was born.  Now he was coming back to
his beautiful home full of rich tokens of
love from many lands. The noblest men
and women in America and Great Britain
counted it an honour to have him as a
fricud. During all those years since the
stranger stopped hiw on the strees, millions
had listened  to his wonderful voice, and
had laughed and aied as never before at
the stories of the man that acted them out
50 that it seemed as if, as a Dutchman said
of him, he talked ““mit his goat-dails.”
But in all that he said he thought of those
years of sadness, and of the Saviour that
had made his life one of joy. To the very
last he worked to keep others from the
sadness by leading them to the same joy.
Thousands  on  thousands were saved
through his words ; and when his work was
finished, and people thou_ht of all that he
bad done, there were many that remem
bered the words of a poor Scotch woman
when he was leaving Edinburgh.  She was
5o thankful that she wanted to give him
sometling.  She could give nothing but a
handkerchief ; but she said, ** When he
Wi;)es the sweat from liis face while sp?ﬂk‘
ii‘;)g, tell him to remcmber he has w1ped
away a great many tcars."”

B% CAREFUL WHAT YOU FILL UP
WITH.

A roY returned from school one day with
a report that his scholarship had fallen
below the usual average. ¢ Well,” said
his father, “you've fallen behind this
month, have you 1"

“Yes sip.”

“ How did that happen 1

“Don’t know, sir.”

The father kuew, if the son did not. He
had observed a number of cheap novels
scattered about the house, but he had not
thought it worth while to say anything
until & fitting opportunity should offer
itself. A basket of apples stond upon the
floor, and he said : “Empty those apples
and take the hagket and bring it to me full
of chips.  And now,” he continued, ** put
those apple back into the basket.”

When half the apples were veplaced the
sow said ;¢ Father, they roll off. I can't
put in any more.”

“Put them in, T tel] you.”

* But, futher, T can't put them in.”

“Putthemin! No; of course you can't
put them in. Do you expect to fill &
basket haif full of chips and then fill it
with apples i You said you didw’t know
how you foll behind at school, and T will
tell yvou.  Your mind is like that basket;
it will not hold much more than so much :
and here you have heen the past month
filling it up with rubbish—worthless, cheap
novels, ”

e et e

A STRANGE TIME PIECE.

A arENADIER belonging to the regiment
of Frederick the Great, king of Prussia,
used Lo earry in his pocket, instead of #
watch, a large Dall atimehed to a chain.
Frederiek swas told of this, and one day ab
parade asked 1o ~ce the soldier’s . watch.
To this at first il lattor objected ; bub
meeting a stern fook, he at once obeyed the
commnd, and produced his time-piece. )

Well,” said the king, ““how ean this
tell sy hop ¢

it rells me,” replied the soldier, © thab
at each hiour | should be ready to die for
your majesty.”

Struck by this noble reply, Frederick
took out. his own richly-jewe led watch and
presented it us a reward of fidelity to the
soldier.

Dear Christinn readers, Jesus says unto
everyone who Lelieves in him, ¢ Be thon
fattliful ento desal, aud T will give thee o
crown of 1ife.”  Live for the Lord who ro-
devmicd yorand then you will ot fear to
die at his bidding aoel in Dhixosewive, You
will, thoueh, it nay Le, weak and failing
cliildren, Le as true'to the King of kings a8
the stout grenadier was to Lis lawful sover-
eign.
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A Junior League Girl.

Iw BY MRS. ANNIE E. SMILEY.
L1 tell you of . i
! Ly a Syrian maid,
But?ré:;ﬂ;el} do not know ;
TR SAD tell you the words she saic
h"z“&h she Lived in the long & ‘d;’

A
‘fx%e serving.maid was she,
Buy, g she waited on Naaman's wife :
a‘_.‘iedsa.w that grief and misery =
larkened ber mistress’ life:

For x
T Nas

;Ld,man, her master, wasted away,
Ang t."“l,\some leper was be; ’

% Wus ilfhess no cure could be.

hey
o] m b Ly i
. ‘,}‘i‘?;i‘)ag e of bLi ‘t'“)t ggg%ﬁ;ﬂ maid,
To Ry mastor whuld go,” she saidy
the of Toracl ™" "

It wa,
vas hut g litgle thi
oS but a little thing to say
e worde wera ﬁ‘em-bl;’igglx’ sinid 5

Ut Naamuh tohie dving day
Phank, edlg; ﬁ% %ﬁ:l : iﬁ;{ maid,

For) 3
A Gloﬁga, ot co bt ok levecl,
;;ehys anll yrow fuip xj;j;'é a little child’s ;
was leaked of his leprosy. = :
Tknow o
! f a Prophet, i i
Wh can heal Eﬁé'peig?;%:x.gm&

Xuld God some word of mine could bring
soul at his feet to bow.

F .
or though, like the leper, unclean, defiled,

>

Your hear
If L our hew t has become by sin
.Y;)u come to Christ like a little child,
will make you pure amd clean.

THE OLb ORGAN
A HOME, SP;;}ET HOME.”
By Mrs. 0. F. Walton.

C .
HAPTER VT.__ThE OsLy WaY INTO ““HOME,
Swukr HoMe.”

onEHAT week was a very long and sorrowful
to Treffy and to Christie. The old man
N spoke, except to murmur the .sad

vr‘_L‘{ of the hymn, or to say to Christie in a

Y. ‘Hﬁng voice, .
ho, 1¢s all up with me, Christie, boy ; no

Ne for e, ”?

he bu,x~rei~orgmx
E{:”‘% Christie took it ont in
toucldp night it stood against th

i 1ed. ‘I'reffy could not bear to hear

Tistie hail begun to turn it one evenlig, but
swe first tune it had played was ‘ Home,

Se[t)ohqme,” and Trefly had said blt(erly,

. H(Jm'eu't play thab, ’(}I’lrlﬁtxe, boy ;ltlﬁ:re s no:
hay g e Sweet home’ for me : E’ ghall never
¢ a home again, neter again.
EVSO Treffy had nothing %o comfort him.
a en his o/d organ seemed to have taken purt

Bainst him ; even his dear old organ which
he had loved so much, had helped to make

Im more miserable.

The doctor had looked into the attic again,
according to his promise, but he said there
Was nothing to be done for Trefy, it was only
"]‘_qUesbiou of time, no mediciue could save his
Jife,
1t was a very terrible thing for old Treffy
th“s. to be slipping away, each day the chain
of hLis life becoming louser and looser, and he

rawwg near each day to—he knew nub
whag, °
Treffy and Christie were conuting anxiously
the days to Sunday, when they would hear
about the second verse of the hymn. Perhaps
afler all there might be some hope, some Way
l"“tf) the bright city, some citrance into
, ‘Homc, sweet, home,” through which even old
Treff,’s sin-stained soul might pass.

Aml at last Sunday canme, 1t was a wot,
Yainy night, the wind was high and stormy,
and "the litile cougregation b the mission-
Foom was sialler than usual.  But there was
an carnest purpose in the faces of many who
came, and the clergyman, as he looked round
at the little company when he gave out his
text, felt that many of them had not come
rom curiosity, but from an hovest desire to
lear the Word of God. Al he lifted ap his

eart in very earnest prayer, that to many in
that room the Werd which he was about to
8peak might be a lasting blessing.

The missiou-room was very still when the
Minister gave out his text. Little Chiistic’s
eyes were lixed intently on him, and he Hs-
tenad eayerly for every

was quite neglected by
the day-time,
e wall un-
ear it NOW.

ne worid
1 he text was, this: *¢The bhlood of Jesus
Christ his Son, cleanseth us from all sin.”
The clergyman first reminded them of his
) By LA ™

bey knew, as they watched him, day

last Sunday’s sermon, of the bright golden
city where they all longed to be. He reminded
them of the first verse of the hymn :-

*'There is g city bright,
Closed are its gutes to sin.”
And then he asked very gently and tep@er] ¥y,
«Ig there anyone in this room who had come
heve to-night lorging to know of some way
gﬁe‘, a sinmer, can enter the city?

achi 3 omehere?”
Vs 1(3,14?}2 Christie under his breath,
. I’s help to show you the

wap. ** You and [ have
sinned. enoligh to shut s out of

caven, but ws Bave simued, nop opee only,

b h\ih&?g&s of t&o’w{,;ﬁﬂﬂ figes § our souls
e covered with si-sfais.  But there s one

2 b “i‘ Ifl1:1,1@ soul cab
e, My text

. want-on to explain how
: ‘oi‘Jégﬁé‘ géxx w&sﬂ é?gi'b W,
s qeath of Jesus on {Jt‘zl\}"a,ry,'qf

dhte fountain he @pe’,r\ieti’ there for sip and for
ixync‘%ea;nnéss. He explained to them that Jesuy
ae Ged's Son, and that there_@qm his blood
"he shed on the cross is of infinite value.
He told them that, since that day on Calva
thousands had conie to the fountain, and each
one had come out of it whiter than suoWw, every

ot of sin gone.

: Tti\e clerggyman told them, that when these
washed ones reached the gates of pearl, they
were thrown wide open to them, for there was
no sin-mark ou their souls, they were free from
earnestly iu-

sin. And then he looked very i

deed, and leaning {or\,vard he pleaded with

his Iitvtfl_'é' congregution to ‘coge to the blood

that they might Eg washed and cleansed. He

begzed them to yse the second verse of the

hymu, and say from the bottom of “their
’

hearts :

which

¢ Qavionr, I come_to thee
O Lamb of God, I pray,
" Cleanse me and save me,
Cleanse me and save me,
Wash all my sins away.”

< There is ane little word in my t?ext,"‘ said
the minisier, «which isa great oypum;t to me.
[ mean the word all.  All sin. That takes in
every bad word, every bad thought, every bad
action. That takes in the blackest bl'ob, the
darkest stain, the deepest spot. All 8in, each
sin, every’sin. No sin too bad for the blood
to reach. No sin too great for the blood to
cover. And now,” said the minister, ‘Severy
soul in this room is either saved or unsaved,
either washed or not washed.”

"¢t Let me ask you, my dear friends, a very
solemn qncsti(m: Is the sin or the blood on

our soul? One or the other must be there.
Which is it?” '

The clergyman pause
had asked this question,
atill that a falling pin mignt have been heard.
There were deep scarchings of heart in that
little company. ‘Amd Christie was saying deep
down in his heart:

d a moment when be
and the room was so

«(leanse me and save me
Cleanse me and save me
M "

Wash all my sins away.

The minister finished his sermon by en-
sreating them all that very night to come_to
the fountain.  Oh, how earnestly he pleaded
with them to delay no longer, but to say
at once, ‘‘Saviour I come to thee. e
b('gged them to go home, and in their own
rooms to kneel down feeling that Jesus was
standing close beside them. ** That is coming
to Jesus,” the minister sail. He told them. to
tell Jesus ull, to turn all the sin over to him,
to ask himn to cover it all with his bleod, so
that that very night they might lie down to
sleep whiter than snow.

<Will you do this?” asked the clergyman,
anxionsly ; “ Will you? i
M And little Christie said in his heart, *“Yes,
that I will.”

As the congregation left, the clergyman
stood at the door, and gavea friendly word to
each one as they passed by. He looked very
tired and anxious after his sermon. It had
Leen preached with much prayer and with
wmuch feeling, and he was longing, oh, so
e.rnestly, to know that it had been blessed to
one soul,

There were some amongst the little congre-

ho passed by Dim with serions,

gation w
ut by he

thouzhtful faces, and as each one we
Breathed an earnest praycr that the seed in
that soul might spring up and bring forch
fruit. Bt there were othiers again who hal
abready began to talk to their neihbours, and
emed to have forsotren all they had
heard.  Awd these filled their young ninis-
ter’s bLeart with sorrow.  ““1s the sced lost,
dear Lord?” he faid, faithlessly, Fer he was

Wi s

- fie wept home the

very tired and weary, and when the body is
weak our faith is apt to grow weak.al'sq.

But there was QQ%ét{ﬁllg in Christie s face
as he passed out of ‘thie room yvlﬂi{:_'h made ‘t].le
clergyman call liim Dack and §?’Qak' to him.
He %a& hoticed the Boy’s aftention during his
germon, and he had {épggd ‘to héar yg‘ig‘;{1gr
he had understood w 1at he had beu}@’. v

«'My boy,” said the minister, kindly, lay-
ing his hand on Christie's shodlder, ' éap you
tell me what my text was to-ulgl g2

" Christie repeated it very corrvectly, and the
clergyman seemed pleased: He asked Clirisue
several more questions about the sermon, and
then he encouraged the hoy to $atk {0 him.
Christie told him of old Treffy, who had only
another month to live, and who was’ Tonging
to know how he might go to < Home, sweet
home.” The clergyman promised to came and
s¢e him, and wrofe down the name of the
conrt and the number 'of the house in his
fittle brown j ocket-book. And before Chris-
ie wep clergyman knelt dawn with
misstén-room, and prayed
ht the dear Lotd would
1 in his. most precious

hj;n"in‘_the empty
phat that very nig
wash Christie’s sou
blood.
“'Christie walked away very thoughtfully,
for he had good news for
old Trefly to-night, He quickened his steps
as he drew near the court, ;md ran up the
atairs to the attic, eager to tell all t@’the paor
old man. T

«(Qh, Master Treffy!” said Christie ;
«Pye had such a time! It was beautiful,
Master Trefly, and the clergymman’s been
talking to me, and he’s coming to sce you ;
he’s coming here,” said Christie, trium-
phantly. )

But Treffy was longing for better news than
this, ! .
<« What about ‘ Home, sweet home,” Chris-
tie ?” he asked. : ’

« There is a way, Master Treffy,” said
Christie. * You and me can’t get in with our
sins, but ¢ The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s
Son, cleanseth us from all s’ That’s in the
Bible, Muster Treffy, and it was the clergy-
man’s text.” T :

«Tell me all aboutit, Christie,” Treffy said,
in a tremulous voice. i

‘There's nothing but the blood of Jesus can
wash away the sin, Master Trefty,” said
Christie, “ and you and me have just got to go
to him and ask hiny, and-he'll do it for us to-
night; the clergyman said so. I've learnt
another versé of the hynmin, Master Treffy.”
said Christie, kneeling down beside him and

repeating it reverently :

put still very gladly,

¢« Sgviour, I come to thee,

O Lamb of Giod, 1 pray,
Cleanse me and save me,
Cleanse me and save me,

Wash all my sins away.”

Treffy repeated the words after him in a
trembling voice. T

< wish Lhe'd wash me, Christie, boy,” he
said.

% 8o he will, Master Trefly,” said Christie ;
< e never sends anyhbody away.”

Ay, but I'm a old man, Christie, and T've
been a sinner all my lite, and 've some done
snch bad things Christie. 1 never knew it till
this last week, but Lknow it now. It's not
likely he'll ever wash my sins ; they’re ever
such big ones, Christie. ?

«Oh ! but he will,” said Christie, eagerly ;
<« that’s just what the clergyman said ; there’s
a word in the text for you.iiaster’l'reﬁ:y: ‘The
blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth us
from all sin* All sin, all sin, Master Treffy :
won’t that do.”

« All sin,” murmured old Treffy, “allsin!
yes, Christie, I think that will do.”

There was a pause after this.  Christie sat
still looking into the fire.  Then he said sud-
denly, -

“« Master Trefly, let’s go right away now
and ask him”
© ¢« Ask who ?” said old Treffy, *‘the clergy-
man?” i
* tNo,” said Christie, ‘“the Lord Jesus.
He's in the room —the minister said he was,
Let's ask him to wash you and me, just now,
Master Treffv.”

Ay 17 said old Trelly, ““let’s ask him,
Christie.” So the old man and the boy knelt
down, and with a stronyg realization of the
Lord’s near presence, hittle Christie prayed :

O Lord Jesus, we come to thee, me and
Master Treffy ; we've got lots of sins to be
washed, but the minister saild you wouldn’t
seinl us awav, and the text says all sin. ~ We
think it means us, Lord Jesus, me and Master
Treity, Please wash us white ; we want to
go to < Home, sweet home ;’ please wash us
in the blood to night.  Amen.”

Then old Tieffy took up the words, and in
a trembling voice, addeld,

“ Amen, Lord:; wash us hoth, me and
Christie, wash us white., Please do. Amen.”

And then they got up from their knees,
and Christie said, )

- of 'winter and. t

“ We may go to bed now, Master Treffy

for I'm sure he's done it for us.” ’

Thus the man at the gate had received both

the @?glgltgling”éltl Mman &iﬂ(’f”{hé 'ﬁt.ﬂe%hild,

aild as ‘th? Had enteved i théy had heurd a

Zrac ce very deep dowh in'their hearts
n'and again,

cod chicel, thy sin are ‘forgiy
. (To be continued)

HOW T0 INTRODUQE PEOPLE.

‘_‘; Do d}%l,!ke to ;nt}rodyce people to each
other,” said Eva to me one day last week.

““Why, pray 1”7 I asked. ‘It seems to
e a véry siniple thing.”

¢ Well, when I have to do it I stammer
and blush, aiid feel so awkward. I never
know who should be mentioned first ; and
1 wish myself out of the room.”

“J think I can-make it plain to you,” 1
said. “*You invite Mabel Tompkins to
spend an’ afternoon with you. She has
never been at your home before, and your
inother has never met her. When you
enter the sitting-roow all you have to do is
to say, ‘Mother, this is wy friend Mabel ;
Mabel, my mother.” If you wish to be
more elaborate, you may say to your Aunt
Lucy, *Aunt Lucy, permit me to preseut
Miss Mabel Tompkins; Miss Tompkins
Mrs. Templeton.” But while you intro-
Quce Mabel to your father, or the minister,
or an elderly gentleman, naming the most
distinguished personage first, you present

our brother, his chum, and your cousin
fred to the young lady, naming her first.
Fix it in your mind that among persons of
equal station, the younger are introduced
to the older, and that inferiors in age,
position, or influence are presented to
superiors.  Be very cordial when, in your
own hiouse, you are introduced to a g{xest,
and offer your hand. If away from home,
a bow is commonly sufficient recognition of
an introduction. Please, in performing an
introduction, speak both names with per-
fect distinctness.”— Harper's Young People.

HER POINT OF VIEW.

Tue had moved into a pew flat. It was
not conspicuous for its cheerful surround-
ings or for ‘its pleasant ‘outlook. ~ The
average woman would ‘have “found there
only @ cmnmnn%ﬂace shelter from the snows
of 1e rains of summer.

A Iddy friend called, and was asked by
thé clieerful Tiousewifé to note the pleasant
outlook from the parlour windows.” = ~

““Yes,” says Mrs. Blase, “I see a re-
markably fine lot of chimneys.” ’

¢ Chiwneys !” exclaimed Mrs. Sunny-
side, *‘ why, I never saw any chimneys be-
fore. Ilooked over the chimneys, and saw
only those magnificent trees that form the
line ou the horizon. I thought only of the
trees and the sunsets.”

And so she goes through life, with eyes
closed to chimneys and dingy roofs, but
wide open to drink in all there is of good.
If the trees ave in"leaf, or if the leaves
have been scattered by the wind, there is
beauty in the old ehns that sway in the
gales “heneath ler ‘window, bearing the
raindrops or the snowflakes, or radiant with
the sunshine. Her cheerfulness is infec-
tious ; it fills her home and the lives of her
companions.—The Boston Journal.

IN LOVE WITH HIS MOTHER.

OF all the love afiairs in the world none
can surpass the true love of a big boy for
his mother. It is pure and nolle, honour-
able to the highest degree in both. 1 do
not mean merely a dutiful affection. I
mean a love that akes a boy gallant and
courteous to his mother, saying to every-
body plainly that he is faily in love with
her. Next to the love of a hisband
nothing so crowns a woman's life with
honour as this second love, this devotion of
a son to het. T never yet knew a boy turn
out bad who began by falling in love with
his mother. Any man may fall in love
with a fresh-faced girl, and the man who is
galiant with the givl may cruelly nea'ves
his worn and weary wife, but the boy who
is a lover of his mother in her middle age
is a true kuight, who will love his wife a8
much in her sere-leaved autumn as he
did in the daisied springtime.— Woman's



PLEASANT HOURS.
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the whole of
China?! What
a backwar' eo-
le! ‘They did
uild a ratlroad
a fow years ngo,
but, asthe peaple
feared it would
bring bad luck
to the dead, or

RIDING ON A WHEEL BARQOW.

RIDING ON A WHEEL-BARROW.
PY REV. J. A. DAVIS,

MaNy of our readers have heard of the
nin who brought home his wife ona wheel-
barrow. This, probably, is nut a picture
of that man, unless he brought his wife's
sister too, yet it is a picture of real wheel-
barrow-tiding.  The picture tells the story
so well that words cannot add much to it.
If anyone asks of they really ride in that
way in China, et it besedd thatin nerthern
China it is 1 very common mode of travel-
ling acrosw the country - forshort, if not for
long, journeys.  In the south people ave
carried in sedan chanx, borneby long poles
on the shoulders of men.

‘These wheel-barraws ave sumewhat lihe
those we have i our country, but have a
larger wheel, It is set favther back, has a
frame on cither side, and passengers, as
well as loads, are cartied at the sides u-
stead of behind the wheel.  ‘There are han-
dles by which it s pushed aud partly car-
vied ; but the man who works it saves his
hauds and armsthe heavy work of enrying,
by having a rope fastened to each handle
aud passed over his shoulders ; so ho really
hulds the whicel-batrow up by hisshoulders
atlicr than by his hands.

There is a disadvautage or two connected
with this method of tavel; a person can-
not well go alone.  Thatis no disadvantage
to Clinese wawen, for they like company ;
but, as a wanaund hes wifo thete seldom go
out together, whea he nishes to travel by
wheel-barrow and doesn’t care to have his
wife on the ather side, he may bo obliged
to take a less agreeable companion.  One
man in the picture has a pig to balance him.
Ayorher dissdvereage o in the fact vhat
these, like 1l whee! barrews, are liable to
upset and drop the load without any cere-
mony. The men running them are, how-
ever, careful , and, though it might be fun
for them to see passengers tip over, they
rarely allow that fuu, if able o preventat.
‘The Clunese ate careful of the welfare of
those under their charge.

Strange as 1t may seem, this is about as
ood o way as the Chimese havo of travel-
lmg on land.  Though they have carts,
thase are roally littlo1f any better for rid.
ing than wheel-barrows ; and the sedin
chairs are, to some, not even as pleasaut.

Nou stuge coaches and not a railread in

from the dead to
them, it was
given upr.  They
are about trying
another tatlroad now, which, it is hoped,
will snceced.

lgnorance, superstition, and idolacry are
the three tyrants who fearfully vppress the
people of China.,

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTLER.
LESSONS FROM 'THUE LIFE OF OUL LORD,

A.D.28) LESSON X. {Dec. 9.
CHRIST TEACHING BY PARABLES.

luke 8. 4-15, Menory verses, 11-15.

GoLbeN TeXT.
The seed 1s the Word of God.—Luke 8. 11.

OuUTLINE
1. Four Kindsof 3 il, v. 4.8,
2, Four Kinds of Heart, v. 9.15.

Time.—AD. 28,

Prace. ~In a boat, close beside the Lake

of Gennesaret.
ExrraxaTiONS,

4. * Much people ”~There is a wide differ-
ence between the-conditions of life in Pales-
time in A.D. 28 and the conditions of life in
Christian countiies m 184, We can form
litile 1dea of the 1mmense througs that fol-
fowed Jesus from town to town, leaving their
work aud pleasure, and willing to sleep with-
out voof or tent for covering, if neccesary,
readily lured from their homes and responsi-
bhilities by this latest of sensations, the wan-
dering Messink.  In the East, even to.day,
such crowds would follow any wonder-worker
very much as groups of chudien are some-
tines attracted trom block to block, far from
home, by a wandering brass band.

3. **sower "=t was springtime, and very
probably Jesus and lis nearers saw such »
sower go forth.  Every incident in this para-
ble way thoroughly fanubar to the people.
“ Wayside "—A path trodden acioss the ficld.
The only sort of 1oad in DPalestine. ** Fowls
of the air "—Little birds.

6. ** Upon a rock "—Stony ground.

8. A hundredfold "—7This would be an
enormous harvest.  But so larye a crop hias
been known in the East. **He that hath
cars to hear, let him hear ”"—It would sound
oudly to-day for a public speaker tosay at the
<Tosc uf lsandiiss, * Losten with your oars ;™

THE SOWER.

aund doubtless it sounded as oddly to the
crowd that clustered about Jesus’ boat.
But it is an exhortation that we must pay at-
tention to.  Few people than half use their
wits,

9. ¢ Parable "~ Any wise saying that con
tas a truthe wrapped in it, as’'a kemel is in
« nutor a treasare in w Lox It may be o
stuty, or it may be a mere sentence, the true
meaning of which does not lie on the suiface,
but can be rea hed by research and study.

10. ** Masteries "—Hidden things, **That
seeing they might not see"—Jesus means
simply that he has wrapped this trath up in
« story so that thoss who really desired the
ttuth could get it, and those ‘who wauted
metely n story might have that. The mmjority
of his hearers had sight, but not insight,

11, “Word of Goﬁ " _Divine truth, write
ten or spoken.

13. *‘Had no root”—This ix the matter
with most of the boys and girls and men and
women who are making failures in life.

15. *¢ Paticnce "—Thio greatest of virtues.
He who has it will never make a complete
failure.

Home Reapixes,

A Chrizt teaching by parables.—Luke 8.
-15.

7. Ocension for parables -Matt. 13. 10-17.

W. The seed.—Psalm 19. 7-14.

. Wayside hearers.~—Acts 14, 8 20.

£, On rocky ground.—John 9 58-66.

S, Among thorus.—Mark 10. 17-27.

Good ground.— Acts §. 26 39.

. Pracricar Teacuinas,
Where in this lesson are we taught—
1. That we should study God's word?

2, That we should obey God’s word ?
3. That obedicnce means frait{ulness?

Tue LessoN CATECHISM.

1. To whor did Jesus tell the story of the
sower? “To a great nmltitude.” 2. Who
asked Jesus to explain the me.ning of the
parable? **The twelve disciples.” 3. What
did Jesus say this parable would tcach?
“The mysteries of the kingdom of God.”
4. Who are the sowers of good seed ? ¢ Teach-
ers and preachers of truth.” 5, What is the
seed thoy zow ? Golilen Text: *¢ The seed is,”
cte. 6. What did Jesus cry aloud when he
had finished his story ? ** He that bath ears to
hear, let him hear.”

DocTrINAL StcaksTioN.—Natural law in
tho spiritual world.
CATECHISM QUESTION.

What, then, do you learn by all-thess com-
mandments?

Two things: My duty towards God and
my duty towards my ueighbour.

—A Lowell teacher received in one pu-
il’s grammar papers this illustration of the
egrees of comparison: ‘ Positive, first;

comparative, next ; superlative laat.”

— Rescuer—* Hurry 1 quick ! Throw her

a lifo-preserver.” Drowning Girl—* Hw-
en’t—you—a—white—one? That—dirty
drab—doesn’t—match—my—blue—suit”

A Winter Song.

‘T'HERE’S u song upon the air,
Heard above the trumpet blare
Of the storm, 'mid bleak and bare
Woodland mazes.
Al the icy winds may blow,
And hurl the heaping snow ; .
But in the carth below
Sleep the daisies.

There's a song within the heart,
‘Though its sunshine mny depart,
Leoarn it whosoe’er thou art,
Till Ife closes,
Ah! the snows of grief may fall,
And the shadows may.appsal 3
But beneath them, afrer all,
Sleep the roses.

NOW_ READY ....

Canadian Copyright
Edition of

Black Beauty:

The Autobiography of a Herse,
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- BY
ANNA SEWELL. ’

Quurto Edition, with 120 New Illusteations.
CLOTH, - ®1.75,

The present 4to Edition has been produced
at great expense. It coutains 129 illustea:
tions by the cwinent artist, Johin- Beer, ¥sqz;
facsimiled by the half-tonc process, withi
beautiful vesults.. It is artistically ‘bowad,
and will no doubt be highly.appreciated u:
a suitable gift-book by many of the thonsands
who have been delighted with it in its cheaper
form; for, as the Editor of The Animal
World says, ‘‘The more oft:n we havi
turned over the leaves. of *Black.Besuty,!
the greater has been our delight.” :

We take pride in placing on the markel
this elegant edition of * Black Beauty®
which we consider one of the h,amho«‘u&é
products of our presses and bindery, Wé
have ‘no gift-book we can more warmly
recommend. 3
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