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LOST IN THE sNoW.
IN the Alps there are a
hll}nber of noble dogs
prained to look for travel-
erS who are lost in the
NOW.  Our cut shows one
f these. The poor man,
hose hand we see, would
000 be frozen to death
ut for the noble dog which
Pas found him, and will
#00n bring him help.

T reee—————

!

AN UNPLEASANT
) ADVENTURE.
LIANY Yyears ago a young
pfficer serving in Canada
?:;'Lls enjoying some of the
Mild sports of the far
'est. He had two Indians
.1th him, ang they were
$ughly successtul; but on
heir way back to city-life
1 he young officer met with
i very disagreeable adven-

ure, inter wag setting
:'n. and the weather was
gmld and inclement ; but
{:e three wen had got on
board & fur-trader's boat
})ound for the lower end of
fake Superior, and in this

anner made good. pro-
reS:S- At the close of each
AY'S voyage the boat was
Prought to land and tied
¥0 a tree, then a fire was
41t, and the coffee-pot and
bhe frying-pan were well
usefi, after which all hands
.Yetired to the boat to sleep

PXcept the young oﬁieer,
Who preferred to lie by th;-
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; § e Wrapped in his blanket, S
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On the fourtt i =
v night, &5
=
\

0
wever, a sudden storm =

1708, whichswept the boat = S———m
rom  her moorings, and

| hen morning dawned he

-found himgelf o

; nveloped in snow and alone in a
*?"-‘s’hty wilderne

ne ignor ss. It was a terrible position for
n Engl: ‘;i“t of forest lore, but, with the pluck of
is Posgitl's man, he resolved to make the best of
tout kn%(fm. Fox‘t.una.tely, he had his rifle, also a
ith th e belong.mg to one of the Indians, and
owing :lse and hls‘ blanket he travelled on, f.ol-
o safot '® path which he believed would lead him
ut, a.ly 'lf he could only hold out long enouglr}.
oot wer, . Defore the third day was over his

e miserably frost-bitten, and, except one
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LOST IN THE SNOVW,

hare which he had shot, he was destitute of food.
In these circumstances he rejoiced one day to find
a cave, which a mass of brushwood at the entrance
had kept free from snow. Here he resolved to
rest awhile in order to recruit his fast-failing
strength ; therefore, kindling & fire, he skinned his
hare and laid it among the hot embers. Scarcely
had he done so when something between a grunt
and a groan caused him to look behind him and
then to leap in horror to his feet. He. was
closely confronted by a grizzly bear, one of the

most dangerous animals of
the American wilds. Ere
he had time to snatch his
rifle the monster was upon
him, and together they
rolled overupontheground.
Weak and exhausted. as
he was the unfortunate
man felt himself quite un-
equal to cope with such an
adversary, but the instinct
of seif-preservation was
strong within him, and he
contrived to stab it in the:
shoulder with his knife.
This, of course, only in-
furiated the animal, which
would have quickly de-
stroyed him had it not en-
tangled itself with his
blanket, which it got into
its mouth and began to
worry. But it was only a
question of time ; the
strength of excitement was
quickly passing, a strange,
murmuring sound was in
his ears, as consciousness
“and life were being pressed
out of him, when suddenly
a sound echoed through the
cave, and the bear fell.

The first sensations of
the young officer as he
returned to life were of
burning pains all over his
body, and opening his eyes
he found a young Indian
bending over him and rub-
bing him with snow. Pass-
ing near the cave the In-
dian had seen the fire and
heard the struggle, and,
hastening on to see what
was the matter, he arrived
just in time to save the
stranger’slife. The rest of
. " the winter the Englishman

spent with the Indians
who cared for him with the utmost ténderness,

Noruine shows so clearly the thoroughly refined,
unselfish, and sensible young girl as simple, un-
assuning attire in harmony with her family’s
position.

bunker, was astonished on hearing the parrot ex-

| claim, “Take off your hat!” He complied at once,

I mistuk ye for a bird, I did, suah.”

UxcLE Mosg, entering the house of Judge Penny-,

ejaculating with chattering teeth : «“’Scuse me, boss. |

& -
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The King's Daughters.

*\Whosk child are you 2" s stranger axked
0Ot u little girl by the way.

<My papaAnd monna are dead,” sho waid,
“And have heen many aoday

But af you'tl liear the song 1 sing,

You'll see that 1'm the cluld of n King

“*Tis strange, my little one,” ho aaid,
* How can your story be?

But aing youe song and 1 will hear
Your e of roy alty,”

And then sho sang, with trombhng voico,
And accents sw eetly mild,

Uf b who says to the orplianed one.
U be yowr Fatber, claid;

Henceforth let those who trust in me
The childien of the Highest be 1”

Andd in hier soug were sweotly blent
Both contidene and love,
AWhich made von tha b Jess of ber o,
Aned more of the Ring above
And the strauger sael s *Tig n you ang 5
You ate the daughtar of 4 Ring.”

‘Lhen child and stranier went ther way s,
And months ¢ into years;

‘The lass grew it wonanhood
Of caomman tnl atel Cas,

No lordly mansion cails hor **qaeen "
No knights i homage bowed

No tongue of tiame prochumed hey deeds ;
Belore the wondonng ctowd,

But as whe went her quict round
Of duties, ane by one,
Each day some weary hewt thanked CGad
For what her bauds had done .
sShe helped the poor, the blnad, the bane,
And gave the cup of water **in tus name *

The children loved her as o friend,
And sometinmes crowned her * gueen;

Tho sick and poor tejor od whaeer
Her gentle face was seen

And some spoke ont, weith honest sing ¢

s she is a daughter of @ Kang ™

One day 'twas whispered she was dead ;
And then from fiar and we o

Came tokens from the heares shed belped,
Too deck her lnnnble bicr,

Notoyal eatafalque cer tore

Of gifts of fove o v lies state.

. . . . . . .

The flowers wre bloonng on her grave,
And have been muany u year.

At some of those who planted thet
Arewith her *Cover thee s ™
Ihey see thaz, as she used to s,
She st the dau bter of the King.

.
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DIVIDING OUR TIME.

Masny o veuny convery as troubled over this

question : ** How much time must 1 give to religion,
He
would, with s present teehings, give all s watking
but ke hias duties and necessities

and how  wmuch way 1 ouse for the world

hours to Gend.
that compel linm to spend many hours every day in
work or husiness, and ne scems o binsclf thus
robbing God.

Now the question he asks, uobody can answer
except by saying, * Give God ail your time,”  And
it scems to hum, when Ins frrends tell dun that,
that they are mocking i and when the Scrip?
tures tell him the saine, that s a riddle he cinmot
solve.

Tet us have a Socratic zonversation upon this
mntter.

“ Does God appont us any work—actual badily
labour—to dot”

lubour is not sin.
children 1"

“ Yes”

“Then, if you are a child of God, will God be
ulways presens with you?”

“ Yes,”

“In your hours of libour, as well as in your
hours of worship1”

“ It must be”

* And'is be not always pleased when we do what
ho commands us 1"

“Yes,”

* Then, when we arve enjoined always to have the
Lord with us, and when God promises to be always
with us, must it not foilow that we do not need to
divide our time between God and the world, but
have God with us all the time?  If we can nnke
i, s it were, the sensor partner in our business,
jov the overseer of our labouur, shall we not feel
that we must do honest business, and do reliable
work 1 Then we need not, and wust not, toil so as
to anlit oursclves for converse with hitm who goes
with us to our daily duties, and is greatly in-
terested i our worldly atfuirs.”

Thus, if we set rghtiy about it, we do not need
to divade our thme : we can give i all to God.—Sel.

Is Gud always present with his

“KEEP OF THE DOWN GRADE"

Proprrgry and impropriety stand diametrically
appined the one to the other, to one of the twain
all thought and its outcome action tends.  We may,
therefore, judge of the propriety or impropriety of
the iidulgence in tobaeceo, aleoholie drinks, dancing,
card playing, theatre going, ete.

The use of tobacco, especially
eacreises o disturbing, wenkening

in the youny,
influence. o
whatever heights of excellence any one may attain,
it will never be as high as it would have been with-
ont its use.  The tendeney of the contivued use of
tobiaceo 18 to ensiave and weaken the will o self-
coutrol is frequently lost thereby, so that it becomes
impossible to resist the temptation to indulgence if
it is within reach, the craving therefore being
painful to endure.

The smoker ciarries with him a consciousness that
the habit renders him offensive, as vevealed by the
efforts made to sweeten-his breath, to get out into
the pure air, to freshen his clothes, and purge
away his offensiveness.  Ruilway cowpanies build
smoking cars to abate the nuisanee and street rail-
way relegate the smokers o the back seats, or pro-
hibit smoking because of its offensiveness, and even
taverns provide smoking rooms to give the house an
air of decency. Sclf-respect is lessened ; no onc
but  stoker will entertain the same esteem for a
wan after he has discovered him to be the victim
of the smoking or chewing habit,.  What respect is
it possible to have for any one, man, woman, boy or
wirl whose clothes, ws they approach or pass you,
exhale the stale, offensive fumes of tobacco; what
right has any one wheo has rendered himself * as
offensive to enter any plice of public accommodi-
tion? If any onc was to sprinkle himself with
benzine or carbolic acid aud then enber o street or
railway car or public hull the ery would go forth,
Put him out! Yut hiw out! ‘The tobacco user
should receive a hke ovation, because he s
wilfully rendered himself oflensive and revealed no
respect or consideration for the feulings of athers,
With much greater force do the preceding words
apply toethe use of alcohulic liquors.  Wrecks!
Wreekst On! On! recling along with acceler-

thoughtlesaly step on to tho tologgan, aleuliol, <
at the start ; but wait a little, the stnash will cu
and who will be the victims?
Tho tendency. of duncing is never towards
creased morality, but, on the contrary, (s,
movality. The whols lustory of the dance ttu.
the sexes reveals that tendency downwards, e
upwards. In likv nunuver the tendency of o8
playing is not towards honesty and uprightues [:
character ; no one would ever recommend v,
playing to develop honesty sud uprightnes. L8
character. It won't work that way." 'l‘h--..-
going is most wsually nmonyg the tirst sieps o b
downward course : uo one eser ascends in the <}
of morality by witnessing a play, 8 seene or 1oafg
tion of even a latent inumoral character. !
the minds or passions absorb they impart to i@
surroundings.  ** Plays ” are usually more or . 88
hnpregaated with vice, and gather tugether the
of the earth. True, others iy go there, and v
tends to increase the cvil, by wiving it an aw
respectability, enticing, ivittug by their prese
those who would shrink from the nnwmodest ar.
of the place,
The common expression is * tobaceo,” *dru;
“eards,” “dancing,” and * thewtres,” wreek ay
mighty quick.
What would you think of » mun or woman w.§
if asked by any one, What must I do to attaingg
the highest degree of mawdity 7 (and no one she
stop short of that) who would answer, Snu
chew, drink a few glasses of wine, beer, branddy,
a little whiskey, turn about, take a hand at ¢
attend “ theaties,” *“bally,” “ dancing purties,”
that will lead you out into and maintain you in
highest state of moratity.  Would any right.am
person tell any one who desived to vetree his st
from a downward path, to pursue the course
indicated ' If not, why nat? Would st not be
to pouring oil on the fire of their milamed pp
and passions 7 Woukd it not plunge thens decy
and deeper into the mire and misery of mental
physical corruption?
‘There is startling npropriety m all these thug
because the tendeney of them is downward &

never upward.— Z%he Noctherner,

¥

S8PEAK THE TRUTH.
Lyixg is supposed to be comnted n viitue rufl
than a vice by Orientals ; and exaggeratiolg
language is a characteristic of all their conversauy
But the ancient records of the East would g b8
show that this was not always so. - An Egvp
tablet, that dates back to some four thousand v8
ago, even prior to the days of Abiaham, givg
departed worthy’s record of his claims to 1o
ance with the powers of the hemvenly w.§
Among those things that he aflirms to bis erod
this: ,
T have taken pleasure in speaking the trut
«“ T have pereeived the advantage to confon,
this practice upon the earth fron the tirst actio
my life) even to the tomb,
“ My sure defence shall be o speak 1t (the
in the diy when
“] reach the divine judges, the skilful n3
preters, discoverers of all uctions, the chistise
sins.”
And again he declares for himself :
“My mouth has always been opencd ty 1§
true things, not to fomeut qguwrels. 14

«Yes." ating speed, down, down, the down grade to the | repeated what 1 have beard just ag 1t was to. 8
“Then, is therte any sin i doing what God ap- | tinal plunge.  Degan in moderation, with the posi- | me.”
points’l" tive determmation never to exceed that lnnit, and That is & good record for un ancient Qrae
“No." now hell opens wide its ponderous jaws to receive | It would be a good record for & ninteenth-cen
«“Then we have reached the conclusion that ali [ the vietims.  Yet men, women, boys and yivis | Christian. . .
p—— - s 3 = et TP e AR P =P
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The Boy Next Door.
BY GREORGE COOPER.

YELLS that brought to mind the savage
) In his war-paint, all alert)
Raids that oft recalled the ravage
Uf some border-land expert !
Han sings ou to trees and fences,
In his effort to explore :
Startling to a body's senses
Waus the little boy next door !

Ifa window-pane was shattered,
‘()r o missile cleaved the air;
H the street’s repose were scattered—
Heidls out-peeping, everywhere—
Little need for explanation,
All had happened oft before ;
Miteof terror and vexation
Was that little boy next door !

Cuts and dogs, by intuition,
Knew of his approach, and fled ;
Jugnty was the hat’s position
On his roguish, curly head,
Asx with hearing independent
f{e would bound the crossings o'er;
With good nature all resplendent
Was the little boy next door !

Brave, chivalric and respectful
To the old who came his way,
With a sympathy regretful
Toward each beggar, day hy day :
How the wild and tame were mingled
In his nature’s bounteous store !
How my nerves were hourly tingled
By that little hoy next door !

When, at sunset, homeward walking,
Once I missed the children’s noise,

Marked their groups, in whispers talking, ~
Leaving all their romging joys,

. Saw the snow-wlhite ribbons streaning

From the house I stopped before—

Tear-drops on my cheeks were gleaming
For the little boy next door !

= 2 g

SUCCESS BY PERSEVERANCE.
BY REV. JESSE 8. GILBERT, A M.

livlivrllﬁxzn i"r‘lvllng 'pmple‘wlm }I:L\‘(j to work for a
i‘1lél"?r’1; t(l -‘: 10 possess few (*duc;ll,m.n:ﬂ ad m'ntnges,
theil; Own' 1,1‘, lf their pare??m were rich and fanous,
But, gy al%][)let:lts for life would be mu'c‘h hetter.
maiorit); ofoul( by no means follow. The great
Wﬂ.althy . those \stho are now renowned, or
" s ommenced life very poor.

4'“"1&::‘:}1;:]]:“HTM was the child of a poor miner.
rs mission Was al armourer. Carey, one of the
shoctmaker “M:I(‘S FO Tndia, commenced life a.s a
into the ()1 Movrison, who translated the Bible
Clarke wa:";?so 1;111;;11;\;40., was a lustmz‘tlfer. Adam
gitl 1y An;et.m T(m of Irish cottel's.. What boy ?r
splitter andﬂéﬂ. ;]as] not heard of Lincoln, the rail-
JOhnsoI’] o taf‘l e r(ll, the canal-boy ; or of Andrew
vied the;e 1e lm ;)r , Pluck and perseve.r:u?ce car-
the quidem:f'll lClHn‘ such humble beginnings to
]l;l(l to (l;\'(xl:(’:‘olld‘ ICI;I‘H.. T}.le "ery ObStaCIeS they
were, Y6u1]"119 }N*llp(‘d to make them v.vlmt they
and tuxar ainpf-oPe born and refmred in Wealf;h
From wii Ys ul‘t many temptations and Perlls
‘hich others are exempt. Do not wait for

g!'f:e‘tt opportunities, '
C!‘ulslllle ﬂ‘(il:::s t‘)tiit. Titi‘an, when a boy,. used to
get their colour, and painted the

whi s .

w'“te side of his father’s cottage, in the Tyrol,
ith all sorts of pictures.

two the

Black

A pan of water and
rmometers were the tools by which Dr.
discovered latent heat. A prism, a lens,

fl(‘)‘ltll "‘tlsheefl of pe-ls‘teboard, enabled Newton to un-
ie composition of light and the origin of
of eoni Stothard, a great artist, learned the ?.rt
Ining colours by closely studying butterflies’

_Benjamin West made his first brushes out
of the cat’s tai]. : S .

colours,

wings,

A kite and a silk handkerchief weres the objects
employed by Franklin in his first experiments with
electricity. Rittenhouse, the astronomer, first cal-
culated eclipses upon his plough handle.

Had all these waited for “learned leisure” and
costly apparatus, they would never have accom-
It has been well
said, that “never yet had poor workmen good
tools.” )

Some one, < once upon a time,” as the story-writers

plished any such grand results.

say, with many apologies, handed Ole Buil a violin
with a broken string. ve-
plied the world-renowned player.

“The music is in me,”
Boys and girls,
the music of success must be in you.
*There is no royal road to learning,” and there
is none to success in life. TLabour and self-denial
are the prices that must be paid for victory in the
battle of life. Above all, ask God’s help and bless-
ing. Be even more careful to deserve success than
to attain it. Character is more important than
reputation ; for character is what we are, and repu-
tation what people think we are. Only to the
honest and trathful is real and permanent success
possible.  The pretender in knowledge, and the
proud in business, must sooner or later coine to
grief. As you climb up the ladder of success, ex-
tend a belping hand to these who are lower down.
No plan of life is complete that leaves the great
future out of sight. We must build for eternity.

God wants us to be happy here and hereafter.

oo

PAYING BACK.
BY ELIZABETH P. ALLAN.

« PLEAsE, mother, call Jessie in ; we want to go
down to the mill, and home by the race, and we
don’t want to be bothered with Jessie.”

Netta Wallace stood at her mother’s open win-
dow, holding the little five-year-old by the hand ;
Virginia waited at a little distance.

« But T wants to go too,” sobbed the little one ;
«T has walked to the mills osten and ozer, and 1
wants to go too.”

“Why don’t you take her, Netta?” asked her
mother, stopping the whirl of her busy machine-
wheel to settle this little trouble.

«Q, she is such a bother ! 7 cried Netta fretfully;
«“gshe has to be lifted over the fences, and led by
the hand, and she is in the way.”

« Come here, Virginia,” called the mother, turn-
ing away from the machine and lezning out of the
window.
| want to tell you a little bit of a story, but it is a
short one, and won’t keep you back long.

« Thirteen years ago there came into a certain
house that I know of a wee little pink baby. She
was a great joy to every body in the house, but she
was also a good deal of trouble. She was.washed
and dressed and fed and put to sleep and nursed
and rocked and carried around, and nobody ever
once complained of the trouble.

«Tn two years more another little baby came,
and then, of course, the mother had her hands full,
Then there were two little maids to be washed and
dressed and fed and put to sleep and nursed and
carried around and played with and sewed for.
Still nobody ever thought of complaining, or once
called them a trouble. .

« When mother and father went to walk, babies
went too ; their little hands were held, their little
feet lifted over rough places, and everything was
done to make them happy.

« As the years went by, these two little maids
grew tall and strong and independent ; while other
little ones took their places in the family, to be
cared for and helped. Now, if you had been those
maids, my daughters, how wauld yau have behaved

«&it down there on the grass, all of you;

to the little ones? Would you have said, ‘Go
away, children, and don’t bother?’ or would vou
have tried to pay back some of the care and love
and trouble ?”

«Q, mother,” said Virginia, * were those little
maids named Netta and Virginia §”

«“Tt is strange, but I think they were,
mother, smiling.

“Come, Jess,” interrupted Netta, taking this
way to answer her mother’s question, it’s time we

? gaid

were oft on our walk.”

And dear little Jessie, who had not been able to
make head nor tail out of the story, sprang from
the grass with a happy bound, clouds all gone, rain-
drops too, and her sun shining brightly !

TOILING TO SUCCEED.

Hr who would gain the palm must wrestle in
the dust. The life of Audubon, the naturalist,
illustrates this law of compensation. ~ The boy fore-
shadowed the man by his passion for bird’s-nesting,
and for collecting pictures of birds.

His father owned a farm in Pennsylvania, and
young Audubon was sent there from France to
look after it ; but lse looked more at the birds than
after the farm, and what he saw suggested his great
work on American ornithology.

He wmarried, tried his hand at keeping store—
that is, he left the store to keep itself, while he
hunted the forest for specimens of birds, He had
studied drawing and painting in Paris under David,
the artist whom Napoleon honoured. The want of
daily bread drove him to portrait-painting, and his
wife to supporting herself and their children.

He continued to*make collections and drawings .

of American birds, and at last, turning drawing-
master, earned two thousand dollars, with which |

he started for England to bring out his great work,
and to obtain subscribers for it.

In London he painted all day, and in the. even- |
ing walked the streets selling his pictures at the "

stores for any price the dealers wouid give for then.
Every penny he could save was paid to the eu-
gravers and colorers of his  Birds of America.”

When it was published, with its four hundred
and thirty-five plates of birds, each delineated life-
size, the persistent, self-denying naturalist felt
himself compensated for his toil and endurance.—
Youtl’s Companion. .

THE GREAT DISCOVERER.

It is such an easy matter in these days to cross
the ocean that very little is thought of it.

thinks it worthy of special notice because it is so
common. But there was a time when sailors dared
not venture out of sight of land, not knowing where
they would be carried by the restless waves and
the howling winds.

The man who showed other navigators how this
could be done was Christo'pher Columbus.  He
believed that by sailing far enough in a western
direction he should reach land. By great efforts he
induced men to venture on the sea with him, and
persuaded the rich and the great to raise “the
necessary money. It was a great undertaking, and
no one but a really brave man could have succeeded.
But Columbus did succeed, in spite of all difficulties.
He kept his ship to the westward ; by day and by

Huge
ships in countless numbers come and go and no one |

night he was at his post of "duty, and at last his

patience and his courage were rewarded by the dis-
covery of a new continent.

When Columbus had shown the way others found
it easy to follow ; but to him belongs the glory of

proving that the trackless ovean could be safely
crossed. . .

. —
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Sunbeam, fortnightly. less than 20 cop 5.

‘ in London, England, on July 2, 3, 4, and 5.

PLEASANT HOURS.

Spring.

THE buds are bursting into bloom, ,
The grass is fresh and green,

And everywhere throughout the land
Spring’s tokens can be seen.

Her graceful footstep through the fields
Daisies and buttercups calls to birth ;

Oh, what a glorious, wondrous change
Spring makes on this bare earth !

And there’s a lesson taught herein,
Which merry bluebirds ever sing ;
'Tis this : when life and death are o'er,

Then comes the blest Eternal Spring.

OUR PERIODICALS:

_PRR YRAR—PUSTAGE FREE.
The best, the cheapest, the most entertaining, the most popular.

2 00
20
3 50
1 50
0 60
0 v6

Christian Guardian, weekly....o..oiivvviiiiiiiiiiiiaena
Methodist Magazine, 96 pp., monthly, xllustmted ..
Methodist Magazine and Guardian Coget.her
Tne Wesleyan, Halitax, weekly .

8unday-School Bauner, 32 pp., s\o "monthly
Berean Leaf Quarterly, 16 pp., &vo .
Quarterly Review Service. 13y the year, 24c. a dozen ; $2 per 100;

per quarwer; 6¢. » dox.; bOc. per 110

Home and School, Bpp to., (urtmght,ls smgle coples 030
Less than 20 copies.. 25
Over 20 copies ....... 022

Pleasant Hours, 8 pp., 4to., fortmf,htly, smgle copxes
Less than coples
Over 20 covies.

.2 copies and npwards
Happy Days, fortuightly, less than 20 copies.
20 gopies and upwards. ... ......ae
Berean Leaf, monthiy, 100 copies per month

Address WILLTAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Publishing House,
78 & 80 King St. East, Toronto*
C. W. Coares, 8. F. Buestis,
3 Bleury Street, Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax, N.8.

Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, APRIL 27, 1889.

WORLD'S SUNDAY-SCHOOL CONVENTION.

The great Sunday-school gathering will be held
The
day meetings will be held in the Sunday-school
Memorial Hall, a large and handsome building on
Farringdon Street, near St. Paul’s Church. Very
great interest is being exhibited on hoth sides of
the sea in connegtion with this Convention, from
which most important results are expected. The
following is the programme outlined by B. F.
Jacobs, Esq.:
I. Tue Work REPORTED.

Organized Sunday-school work :

In Great Britain.

On the Continent of Europe. .

In America.

In other Lands.

I1. Tue Work ExaMINED.
The Value of Existing 8. 8. Organizations :
For Consultation and Comparison.
For Co-operation and Consecration.
For Extending the Work :
a By Conventions and Conferences.
4 By Iustitutes and Normal Classes.
¢ By other Agencies.
ITT. Tug Wokk TESTED.
The Bible, the Sunday-school Text Book :
fts Place, Permanence, Power.
Faithful Bible Study essential to spiritual life,

i The best methods of Study :

For Teachers alone, and with others.
For Scholars alone, and with the class.
The International Lesson Plan :

The Lesson Committes.
The Selection of Lessons.

THE BOYS AND
The Puldished Lesson Helps.
The Home Reading Lessons.

The Daily Bible Reading Alliance.

IV. Tue WoRrk ADVANCED.

Approved Methods of Work :

Conventions and Bible Institutes.

Normal and Teacher Training Classes:

Sunday-school Assemblies.

Training School for Christian Workers.

Paid and Voluntary S. 8. Missionaries.

House to-House Visitation.

Mauagement of Church Sunday-schools :
Graded Classes and Departinents.
How te retain Adult Members.
Home Classes for the Absent.
Memorizing the Lesson.

Systematic Beneficence.
The Place and Power of Music.
Written Examinations.

Management of Mission Schools :
Systematic Visitation.
Securing Regular Attendance.
Application of Kindergarten Principles.
Helping the Poor.
Rewards and Festivals.

V. Tue Work EXTENDED.
The Reasons for Extension.
The Means by which it can be done.
The IField that invites us,
The Results that will follow.

Dr. Withrow has so arranged his excursion to
Europe as to be in London during the whole period
of the World’s Sunday-school Convention, and facili-
ties will be afforded for attending its meetings.

For persons desiring to attend the Convention,
returning to Montreal in six weeks, board ata good
hotel in London will be provided, and all expensis
of travel, strictly fivst-cluss, from Montreal back to
Montreal, will be paid, for 8165.

If the journey be extended to Paris, returning
to Montreal in six weeks, entertainment will be
provided at good hotels in London and Paris, and
six carriage drives given in Paris, for $235, in-
cluding first-class travel from Montreal and back
to Montreal. If second-class rajlway carriages be
used in Europe, and the carriage drives be omitted,
a considerable reduction can be made.

This furnishes a very favourable opportunity to
attend a most notable Sunday-school Assembly in
the greatest city in the world, and to visit the
World’s Art and Industrial Exposition in the city
of Paris, under personal guidance, and at very low
rates. Full information on the subject will bLe
furnished to any one writing to the Rev. Dr

Withrow, Toronto.

THE

BIRD'S NEST.

THE BOYS AND THE BIRD'S NEST.
THE story of this picture is thus told :—
Two boys were strolling through a field, wheﬂJ

they saw a bird’s nest on the branch of a tree,
“T'll have it!” said Ned, the elder of the twoj
and in a wmoment he had climbed the tree and]
brought the nest down.

He put it on the ground carefully ; and thet
the boys lay at full length on the grass, and looked
at the nest together.
birds in it.

“Don’t be afraid, you cunning little chaps!”
said Frank. “We have no thought of hurting
you, have we, Ned ?”

“ No, indeed,” said &ed. “ We'll be as kind t0
them as their own other.” 4

Just then Ned heard a chirping above his head:
He looked up, and saw the two parent-hirds flutter
ing about in great distress. They flew in circles
over his head, and made a grieved noise, thab
seemed to say to him: “ You have robbed us
our children. us back our children.”

Ned and Frank were kind-hearted boys ;
now they both began to be very thoughtful.
looked at each other a wmowent ; then Frank spok
out: “1 tell you what, Ned, T don’t know ahout
this business.”

“Well, T know about it,” said Ned.
shameful ; that’s what it is !

“So do I,” said Frank.

“ What right bad 1,” said Ned, “to go and tes!]
lown the house of these poor birds !—and to take
iway their young ones, too! Why, I'm worse thas
v burglar.”

“But we meant to be kind to the little bn'dﬂr
sou know,” said Frank.

“Yes; so we did,” answered Ned; “kind to the
oung ones, and cruel to the old ones —all for ouf
own fun.” ’

“Well, Ned, I'm just as bad as you are,” said
Prank ; “but what can we do about it 1”

“We'll put the nest back as well as we can,”
sgid Ned.

So Ned climbed the tree again, and Frank
handed the nest up to him very gently. Ned put
it back in its place, and the old birds flew back to
it in delight.

“They will soon repair daumages,” said Frank.

“Yes,” said Ned ; “but if they were to send in
a bill to us, it would serve us right.”—Aims and
Objects of the Toronto Ihwnane Society.

There were three young
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Our hearts are, to be vessels into which shall ®
be received the measure of gospel grace we need |
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for all times and circumstances. Some Apeople

close the heart to the reception of God’s grace, and |

hence thiey are barren and unfroitful in the Lord.

[Peemas———— . -




PLEASANT HOURS.

THE BIRDS OF KILLINGWORTH.

The Birds of Killingworth.

Tl;e theiteo ONE hundred years ago,
hrifty farmers as they tilled the earth,
Th}::ar(-l with alarm the cawing of the crow,
mingled the universal mirth,
assandra-like, prognosticating woe ;

They shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful words

T'o swift destruction the whole race of birds.

Ar}d & town meeting was convened straightway
Ogr:l)l set a price upon the guilty heads

iese marauders, who, in lieu of prey,
A:&evxed blackmail upon the garden beds

corn-fields, and beheld without dismuy

,l“lehei(u.wful sScare:row, with his ﬁutteriug shreds
Wy skeleton that wailed at their feast,

ieveby their sinful pleasure was increased.

he Squire, Parson, the Preceptor, Deacon,

Al came tugether in the new town-hall,
" “'i,t’h sundry farmers from the region vound.
Phe Squire presided, dignified and tall,

His air impressive and his reasoning sound :
I fared j¢ with the birds, both great and small ;
Hardly a friend in all that crowd they found,

JUt enemies enough, who, every one,
Clarged them with crimes beneath the sun.

W :!{en they had ended, from his place apart,
Andosse the Precepmr to redress the wrong,

trembling like a steed before a start,
Thm‘):‘le}\ round bewildered on the expectant throng ;

To hought of fair Almira, and took heart

:\likespeak out what was in him clear and strong, -
And regardless of their smile or frown,

quite determined not to be laughed down.

“l&e‘n bie said, ¢ In this little town of yours,
heO}“. lp"t to death by means of a committee,

'l‘h)d‘ Ll sirgers and the troubadours,

he ; s'{f"aeb musicians of the heavenly city,
n 0“:‘1‘5 Wwho make sweet music for us all,
Th ark bours, as David did for Saul.

¢ thrush that carols at the dawn of day

'rom the green steeples of the piney wood ;
lh; orlole_in the elm ; the noisy jay,
,l‘h:‘l")gl%m.ng like a foreigner at his food ;

Tl gﬁ_bn‘d. balanced on'some utmost spray.
Linu(:: ing with melody the neighbourhood ;
Thas snd meadow-lark, and all the throng

well in nesis, and have the gift of song.

You Blliy them all ! And wherefore? for the gain
* & scant handful more or less of wheat,

r _rye, or barley, or some other’grain,

g “cratched up at random by industrious feet
earching for worm or weevil after rain !
Or a few cherries that are not so sweet

9 8 are the songs of these uninvited guests

Sung at their feast with comfortable breasts.

Do you ne'er think what wondrous beings these?

™ Odyou ne'er think who made them, and who taught
€ dialect they speak, when melodies

\\'h(l:;nei are the interpreters of thought?
. e household words are songs in many keys,
SWeeter than instrument of man e’er caught !

Is this more pleasant to you than

the whir
Of meadow-lark,
sweet roundelay,

and

you take

bush and brake ?

lagers ; but know
of your farms,

the insidious foe,

Renders good service as your man-at-arms,
Crushing the bestle in his coat-of-mail,
And crying bavoc on the slug and snail.

How can I teach your children gentleness

And mercy to the weak, and reverence
Tor life, which inits weakness, or excess,

Is still a gleam of God's omnipotence !
Or, death, which, seeming darkness, is no less

The self-same light, although averted hence,
When by your laws, your actions, and your speech,
You contradict the very things I teach?”

With this he closed ; and through the audience went
A murmur like the rustle of dead leaves;

The farmers langhed and nodded, and some bent
Their yellow heads together like their sheaves ;

Men have no faith in fine-spun scotiment
Who put their trust in bullocks and in beeves.

The birds were doomed ; and, as the record shows,

A hounty offered for the head of crows.

Anid so the dreadful massacre began ;

er fields and orchards, and o’er woodland crests,
The ceaseless fusilade of terror ran.

Dead fell the birds, with blood-stains on their breasts,
Or wounded crept away from sight of man,

While the young died of famize in their nests;
A slaughter to Le told in groans, not words,
The very St. Bartholomew of Birds!

The summer came, and all the birds were dead ;
The days were like hot coals; the very ground
Was burned to ashes ; in the orchards fed
Myriads of caterpillars, and around
The cultivated fields and garden beds
Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and found
No foe to check their march, till they had made
The land & desert without leaf or shade.

The farmers grew impatient, but a few
Confessed their error, and would not complain,
For, after all, the best thing one can do
When it is raining, is to let it rain.
Then they repealed the law, although thoy knew
It would not call the dead to life again ;
As school-boys, finding their mistake too late,
Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate.

But the next spring a stranger sight was seen,
A sight that never yet by bard was sung,
As great a woader as it would have been
1f some dumb animal had found a tongue |
A waggon, overarched with evergreen,
Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung,
All full of singing birds, came down the street,
Filling the air with music wild and sweet.

From all the country round these birds were brought,
By order of the town, with anxious quest,
And, loosened from their wicker prisons, sought
In woods and fields the places they loved best,
Singing loud canticlés, which many thought
Were satires, to the authorities addressed,
While others, listening in green lanes, averred
Such lovely music never had been heard !
— Longfellow.

her
Or twitter of little field-fares, as

Your nooning in the shade of

You call them thieves and pil-
They are the winged wardens

Who from the corn-fields drive

And from your harvests keep
a hundred harms; | the crow
Fven the blackest of them all,

MISSION LIFE IN THE NORTH-WEST.

It is charactervistic of most of our missionaries
that they are reticent on the subject of personal
hardships and trials, and it is only by questioning
them along other lines that the facts come out in
an incidental way. There are few of those quiet,
undemonstrative women in the humble mission-
houses of our Indian missions who could not relate
experiences that would fill a two-volume novel of
thrilling interest. Aud yet, as a rule, if they speak
of such things at all, it is in a quiet, matter-of-fact
way, as if they considered their severest hardships
hardly worth mentioning. The fact is, those who
give themselves to the Indian work, especially on
the more distant and isolated missions, must have
in them, if they are to sueceed, the stuff’ of which
heroes are made ; and this is true of not a few who
When the revolt broke out,
and many of the Indians were in a state of intense

are now in the work.

excitement, it was deemed prudent, and indeed,
necessary, to send the wives and children of mission-
avies to places of safety at Calgary or elsewhere.
Mrs. Nelson started on horseback for Morley,
accompanied by a daughter of ten years, and
another, an infant of ten months, in her arms,
with a single Indian as guide. This involved a
journey across country of 150 miles, avoiding the
principal ‘trails, often travelling by night and rest-
ing by day. At length, with torn and travel-
stained garments, and weakened by fatigue and
lack of suitable nourishment (for little food could
be carried), the welcome ‘shelter of Morley was
reached.  Doubtless more than one such story
could be told by other missionary women, if they
cared to speak. To the credit of the Wolf Creek
Stonies be it said, that although the mission-house
was left unoccupied and unguarded for weeks, not
an article was disturbed. When the missionary
and his family returned, they found everything as
they left it.—Outlook.

THE FTATAL DOOR.

Tue Chevalier Gerard De Kampis was a very
rich and a very proud man. Soon after the com-
pletion of his magnificent castle he wished to have
a house-warming, and accordingly all his great
neighbours were invited to a great feast. At the
conclusion of a sumptuous repast his guests made
speech after speech, in which the host was lauded
to the skies, and told that he was the most fortun-
ate man alive. As the chevalier loved flattery, we
can imagine how proud and delighted he was.

One among the guests, however, said nothing for
a time. When each man had made his speech, he
uttered the following singular observation upon
the happiness of the host : 4

«R8ir Knight, in order that your felicity should
be complete, you require but one thing; but this
is a very important item.” '

#“ And what thing is that?” demanded the
knight. opening wide his eyes.

«QOne of your doors must be walled up,” replied
his guest.

At this strange rejoinder several of the guests
began to laugh, and Gerard himself looked as much
as to say, “This man has gone mad.” Wishing,
however, to have the clue to the enigma, he con-
tinued :

« By which door do you mean }”

«] mean that through which you will one day
be carried to your grave,” replied the other.

\\Y cee R
hose habitations in the tree-tops even

A TEACHER, devote yourself mainly to the spiritual
re half-way houses on the road to heaven !

improvement of your good boys, who have the first
claim to your energies, and aim at making them
spiritual decoy-ducks, who will insensibly attract
their naughty companions within the circle of

The words struck both guests and host, and made
the latter reflect most seriously. The proud man
remembered the vantty of all earthly things, and
from henceforth he no longer thought onlyco} the

w . .
hat ! woulg you rather see the incessant stir i
perishable treasures he had once gloried in. He

Insects in the windrows of the hay,

’

“‘Lhe&r the locust and the grasshopper
their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play !

better influences.

was completely altered, and made good use of his
riches.
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From the Two Armiés.

As Life’s unending column pours,
Two marshalled hosts are seen—

Two armies on the trampled ghores
That death flows dark between.

One marches to the drum-beat’s roll,
And wide-mouthed clarions brave,
And bears upon a crimson scroll,
£ Our glory is to slay.”

One moves in silence by the stream,
With sad, yet watchful eyes,

Cilm as the patient planet’s gleam
That walks the clouded skies.

Along the front the sabres shine,
No bloaed-red pennons wave,
Its banner bears the single line,

“Our duty is to save.”

For those the sculptor’s laurelled bust,
Tbe builder’s marble piles,

The anthems peeling o’er the dust
Through long cathedral aisles.

For these the blossomed sprinkled turf
That floods the lonely graves

When spring rolls in her sea-green surf
In flowery foaming waves,

Two paths lead upward from below,
And angels wait above,

And count each burning life-drop’s flow
Lach falling tear of love.

While valour’s haughty champions wait
Till all their scars are shown,

Love walks unchallenged through the gate,
To sit beside the throne.

PILGRIM STREET:

A STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE.

BY HESBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER VIIIL

TOM IN BUSINESS.

Trouau it was a rare good fortune, it was a sad
day both for Tom and Phil too when he entered
the. school on Ardwick Green. But everybody
said it would make a man of Phil; and Alice, as
she kissed him tenderly with tears in her eyes, told
him she was sure he would make a grand scholar
some day or other, and perhaps grow too grand for
them all. Besides all this, the master of the school
promised to let him have a holiday pretty often, if
he was a good boy, and said that Tom might come
to see him occasionally. So Phil passed away out
of Tom’s sight within the doors of the school, and
there was to be no more starving or rags for him,

Then Tom, having nothing else to care for, gave
himself up to business, like many a thousand more
of the people dwelling in the great city, who never
thought of the God who cared for them. - The
cellar had been let to a decent man and his wife
who had no family, and were glad to let Tom keep
his own hole in it, and who were far quieter and
tidier than the Handforths had ever been. So
Tom was no longer alone at night, and his dreadful
dreams no longer troubled him. The last thing at
night, and the first thing in the morning, his
thought was, how he could get enough money to
have once more a real shining sovereign lying in
the hollow of Lis hand. His object was not easy
to gain, for both Banner and Nat urged him to lay
out his money .in buying more decent clothes ; his
trade would profit by it, they said, and Tom
proved their words to he true, though he felt it to
be a great trouble thus to part with his hardly-
earned savings. Banner took him more openly
under his patronage as he began to present a more
respectable appearance, and he spoke to some of
the servants in his beat in his behalf, and recom.

mended him as a boy worthy of trust and encour-
agement. So Tom met with plenty of customers,
and had many an errand confided to him by which
he earned a few additional pence. In the course of
a few months he found himself well fitted out with
suitable clothes, and to his great joy, after collect-
ing almost stealthily penny after penny, and chang-
ing them into silver, and carrying them always
about him in Alice’s money-bag, he was at last
able to obtain the sovereign he had so long coveted.

Banner also took care to get Tom into a night-
school belonging to Mr. Watson’s parish, where he
bimself had a class, having at the commencement
of it been engaged to be there in his office of police-
man. Tt was natural that he should wish to have
Tom under his own eye, for he was beginning to
feel a friendly interest in him; and though the
boy did not know it, he was anxious to be a true
friend to him, as he had promised Mr. Ilope. He
wished to instruct him in religion, and to give him
such a kunowledge of God, and of bis laws, as would
So
Banner laboured hard with Tom and the class of
rough lads, teaching them the commandments and

deter him from falling back into his old ways.

the awful penalties of breaking them, with the
most terrible of the threatenings which he found
scattered up and down in his Bible.  Whenever
Banner came upon any text which made bim think
of God as an all-seeing and all-seu.‘rching Judge, he
treasured it up to repeat, with explanations of his
own, to his class at the night-school. He was very
much in earnest, and every now and then he suc-
ceeded in gaining the awe-stricken attention of the
boys, as he drew fearful pictures of the consequences
of sin ; and Tom especially would fasten his bright
black eyes upon him and drink in every word, and
It was no
wonder that Banner considered him changed and
converted. He was tidy, and industrious, and
careful, and very eager to learn to read and write,
and Banuner began to take pleasure in the thought
that Toin was a brand which he had plucked from
the burning.

tremble, and grow pale with terror.

But the true effect of Banner’s teaching was to
make the boy’s heart at first miserable, and then
hard.  For awhile he tried to do right in order to
pacify his angry God and Judge, but his conscience,
once awakened to the knowledge of God's com-
mandments, could not be satistied without a perfect
obedience to them. Often, from the force of long
habit, he fell into the utterance of oaths, and in an
instant the third commandment rose up in accusa-
tion against him. IHe knew himself to be a Sab-
bath-breaker, a liar, and a thief, and he never
could consent to love and honour his wicked father.
All these old sins hung still about him as heavy
fetters, and Banner, with all his earnestness, did
not make it clear to him how, through the love of
Christ, he could be set free. o, after two or three
fruitless struggles, he at last grew hardened to his
sins. If God did all things in heaven and earth
to please himself, as Banner taught him, then it
was he who had put him into this position, and
given to him such a wicked father. His laws were
too difficult to keep, so he must go on to the end,
and stand before the Judge at the last day, to be
driven for ever from his presence with the devil
and his angels.

Poor Tom ! He was very wretched, but he did not
know how to make his wretchedness known to any
one who could help him. He had nothing to turn
to for comfort, now that Phil was parted from him,
except his money, for Banner kept so strict a
watch upon him that he could scarcely sink back to
his former degraded habits. Once he lingered
under the bright windows of a gin-palace, where a
girl was playing on & tambourine, sud he felt a

=

strong inclination to turn in: hut at that momenf;
he saw the shining hat and large huttons of §
policeman coming up the street, and he fied swiftly:
Every policeman brought Banner to his mind, :mtfé
kept him in wholesome fear of being caught in doing
wrong ; and as one or another might be seen ag
every turn, he was delivered from wmuch evil. Thal
is, of evil from without ; within, there was a cank
eating away his heart, and bringing him into j
bitter a bondage as any which had made him
slave before. i
Tow had two sources of great dread. First, b
dreaded the release of his father from prison, and
his return to any kind of authority over himself.
He hated and feared him with intense bitterness;
and he would have counted the day of lis death 48

a day of rejoicing and gladness.
dead.

But he was nob
Frow time to time there came to him, by
some mysterious means, a message from the distant
jail where his father was working out his long

sentence, that lie should soon be free on a ticket-of
leave, and that he would come hack to Phil and
him in Manchester  Oue of these messages had;
veached him since his own trial with Handforth fot
house-breaking ; and for a day or two Tom had bees
strongly tempted to give up the effort to be steady,
and indust:ious, and honest. Every day his dread
and hatred of his father grew more profound.

But the other dread was, after all, a keener and
deeper misery. The tervors of God were upon him-
Once he could sin confidently and comfortably ;
but now his inmost spirit trembled and shrank ‘at
the remembrance that God saw him always. He
wag afraid of many things which had never alared
him before. Iu the summer storms, when the
thunder rolled louder than the roar of the streets,
and the lightning flashed amongst the thick clouds
he fancied that God was about to strike him dead}
for his sins. But when winter came, and it was
pitch dark in the morning, and the night came onj
early, he suspected every footstep behind him was
that of a thief who would snatch from hiwm his
hardly-earned savings. From this latter fear he
freed himself by intrusting the secret of his clher-
ished wealth to Banner, by whos> advice he put it
in the Post Office Savings Bank. But he himself
was not safe ; nor could he hide himself from God.:
God was searching out and reckoning up all his,
sins ; and sooner or later he would summon him to
givé an account of all that he had done.

There was a short season of relief and brightness
at the next spring assizes, when Banner took him
to the house of Mrs. Worthington, Mr. Hope's
sister, with whom Mr. Hope was staying. Banuer ]
spoke cordially of his conduct since his friend had
given him a start in life, and Tom felt a glow of
joy and pride as he heard the rare sound of his own
praises. Mr. Hope was glad to hear them also,
and he shook hands with them as a friend, and
gave him a Bible, in which he found out one special
verse, and told Tom to try to read it. Tom had
still to spell the longer words, but he made out this
sentence, “ He that overcometh shall inherit all
things : and 1 will be his God, and he shall be my
son.” He did not understand it, but as he spelt it
through with difficulty, the words were impressed
upon his mind : as yet only like the seed which lies
as if it were dead and decayed, but in reality quick-
ening into life under the surface of the soil.

(To be continued.)

Tre sense of superiority occasionally develaps
very edly, and lasts a long time. The other day
Six-year-old was playing with Five-year-old, when
a difference of opinion arose concerning some trifle.
At last Six-year-old settled the matter by. saying to
Five-year-old, I guess I ought to know. I've been
in the world a good deal longer than youhave!”
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Mission Hymn.
MRS. L. 6. M'VEAN.

hf fair Japan a thousand flowers

Wear lovelier foris and hues than ours,
But saintly pale and pure as snow

Our Kaster lilies bloom, to show

That One has risen to realms of light,
Whose love can make our souls as white.

In sapphire Southern skies, afar

Shines many a strange and glorious star,
Planets to Northern heaveus unknown ;
L But we, more blest, can call our own

I Th.e radiant *“ Stars of Bethlehem ”—
Brighter than Orient’s richest gem.

On India’s dusky children shine

Jewels from many a priceless mine ;

But we,can never envy them

Ruby or diamond diadem.

'Fm-, throigh God’s love, we may behold
The gates of pearl, the streets of gold.

The bulbul siugs in Cashmere groves
Close hid beside the rose he loves;

b3 .
| But sweeter music we can hear,

J As all wround us, ringing clear,
; The sacred chime of Sabbath bells

Upou the air of freedom swells.

\ Thus flower, and star, and gem, and sonyg,
I Unto the Christian faith belong.

Send forth the Word to other climes

That never heard our Sabbath chimes.
The banner of the Cross, unfurled,

Means happiness to all the world.

? .

, A TRIP ON THE “GLAD TIDINGS.”
| LETTER FROM REV. T. CROSBY.

Duging the trip, which took me away from home
}mbout seven weeks, we travelled 1,800 miles, and
\ Preached about one hundred times to thousands of
%’I?O;)lfi ‘?vhom I .had never seen before. We took
tribes :"’ up ng\?t’s Iulet, and preached to nany
ehe loquf}nected with the Fort Rupert nation, and
7 '988Ing camps near Cape Mudge, whes |
(if;lfi&ch?d at four large camps, and rowed fiftcen
0TS An a gmal) boat, spent a very pleasant Sab-
{bath, ang received much kindness from the white
’ ::*,e:}«:t all the camps. The next Sunday I spént
lont f‘iSl"'louth of the Fraser River, amiong the ditier-
! times ‘m% camps and canneries. . I preached sevén
16.30 i’uatrl: ClOSed- two other services. I started at
when 1 ¢ € morniug, and was through at 630 p.m.,
ttak .Ook a good supper, as I had not time to
 Jtake a bite from breakfast in the morning till that

tin e
}m.e. This was one of the happiest days I ever
spent.

lslg::dou\:, wfa‘y round the west coast of Vancouver
ple as’ ; ek ound hu}mdreds and thousands of peo-
Has ’the ar land as du‘ty', and as low and degraded
we t(;y "(;(Tu d be; and in many places they urged
youne Tn‘e them a teacher. I met numbers of
:lownb froen S\fvho, the summer before, had come
fakeen in ‘:'u .lltvka, seal-hunters ‘f:rOm t,h.e schooners
Were the. as . They called 'in at Slrl‘lp?.ou, an({
them ; ¢, some of them, for weeks. Some of
! em attended our school a day or two, just to see
t::e change that was going on; so now they said
tu.ey wished teachers to be sent to them, as they
; whlshed to be taught like the people were at Port
SllnpsOn‘

co}‘:u:‘as on this trip I saw a young wan dying of
snid “f;f‘(’“, .aud after [ had preached to thew he
N W,Olld zu did well to come, aud you have told us
no. comel l‘ll story ; but,.nnssmnary, why did yon:
I tllOut:; ;O‘)“FFQ why did you not come sooner ?

«\Wy & “HS_Was the language of thousands,

1Y did you not come sooner §”

Along that const we could place four or tive meu
’::ja“;c}»ll’n_en full of faith. .In,deefi, 1 V'V'Ol'lld like t?
that Oojlm of self-supporting faith-missions all up

ast, so that every place might have the

Gospel. It is reported that up that coast there are
between three and four thousand Indians, and
nearly at the head of the Island, where the sugar-
loafed headed people live, the Qous-kee-noes and the
Quat-see-noes, and Flat-kee-noes live.

Why should we not have laymen in the mission
field who would trade and preach?! There are
wicked men who sin and trade, and by their influ-
ence do much harm. Surely we can get some who
will work and trade, and carry on business for
Christ’s sake.

Don’t forget to say a_good word for the Glad
We shall need a good round sum for
repairs. She has done such a good work, and we
want her to do more. We shall soon need a new
boiler, ete. ; say, in all, $1,000.—Qutlook.

AN EXAMPLE FOR BOYS.

Mg. WaNAMAKER, the new Postmaster-General
of the United States, who keeps the largest retail
store in America, is not yet tifty-two years old, and
began life without money. He is a religious man,
active in church work and Christian philanthropy,
and of the quality which does not recognize the
word *fail.” Philadelphia was Wanamaker’s birth-
place. His father was a bricklayer and a poor
man, and the boy went to work in a clothing store
when he was fourteen years old. He took a dollar
and a half weekly wages when he began, but the
fact that at the end of tive years, when he was one
of the best salesmen in the house, he had saved two
thousand dollars, shows that his pay had becowmne
liberal. It was supplemented by work on a publi-
cation which he edited and published and for which
he solicited John Wanamaker
was always an indefatigable worker. He had be-
come prominent in church work before the down
appeared on his chin.  Abous the year 1859 Mr.
Wanamaker went South, travelling for the im-
provement of his health. When he returned to
Philadelphia he was made Secretary of the Young
Men’s Christian Association. He held this position
two years, then, in 1861, went into business in part-
nership with Nathan Brown, whose sister he married.
The partners put in two thousand dollars each, and
soon prospered as the reward of diligence and good
business judgment. They were shrewd advertisers,
as the surviving partner is to-day; the whole of
the first day’s profits were spent by them in a
single business announcement in the Philadelphia
Ledger. Brown died twenty years ago. Mrs.
Wanamaker is still living.

Tidings.

advertisements.

CLUMSY HEROISM.

WuerHER there really is an “ Aunt Naney” or
not, the Well-Spring put some wise words into her
mouth which may not be out of place for a few—a
very few, we hope—of our readers.

« It does make me mad to see the way youny
folks set up style and finnickiness above everything
else now-a-days. You must dress like a fashion-
plate, and a new one too, and keep it up every
minute, or you ain’t got style. You must talk like
a grammar and write like a giant and sign your
letters with your whole three names, or you ain’t
good form. Aund if you hain’t style or good form,
you might as well walk right out of the universe.
There's my sister Clarissa’s boys and girls: it’s
enough to make your blood boil to see theum walk
over their father and mother.

« Wil you feel like coming in, mother?’ says
Jaue, when she’s going to have company.

« ¢ Why, I don’t know. Do you want me?’ says

her mother.
«Then Jack puts in that softy drawl of his—oh

e e e

yes, he’s good form !—

«¢Perhaps you will be too tired to come in,
wmother ?’

« And she, poor soul ! says yes, she would be too
tired, when she knows, and I know, they are 'shamed
to have her there. Abomination! From first to
last she’s given her whole life to them children,
and he—you should see him come home at night-
time. He’s a heavy man, you know, and not
always spick-and-span when he first comes home.
Them young folks are on the piazza or playing
croquet with their stylish friends, and they’ll
manage not to see him, and will look angry at each
other if they see him coming toward themn. Yet he
has worked and toiled all his life for ‘ew, and he
has money enouéh now to do 'most anything for
them but make himself over.

“ll tell you what I think,” coutinues Aunt
Nancy, warming more and wore to her subject :
¢ T think the folks that do the most in this world
are not the stylish ounes 1 think the folks that's
loved best und respected most, and the folks that
would till the books if there was a book wrote
about every place, would be the plain clumsy. seif-
denyin’ toilers who has done somethin’ and has got
somethin’ to show for it. But law! The young
folks now-a duys don’t know geod people when they
seo 'em less they're done up in silks and kids and
broadcloth.”

The Widowed Bird.

BY MRS. J. V. H. KOONs.

A ®OBIN’s song the whole day long
In an apple tree was heard.

A thoughtless boy with a deadly toy
Bent over a dying hird.

The song was hush. d a heart was crushed,
A widow bird's iow moan

" Upon the breeze died in the trees,

A nest was left alone.

O would that words, sweet baby birds,
Could soothe her sorrow now !

Nestle and rest in your tiny nest
In the fragrant apple bough.

Her heart would break but for your sake,
Yet mother love is stroug ;

Her little brood must have its food
Or earth would miss its song.

Sleep, darlings, then, she’'ll come again
When grief’s wild storm is o'er,

Tho' her mate’s sweet song that made her strong
Is hushed for evermore.

oy
@

HOW TO TREAT STRANGERS.

A BABBATH-3CHOOL missionary in the West, while
addressing a Sabbath-school, noticed a little girl,
shabbily dressed and barefooted, shrinking in a
corner, her little sunburned face buried in her
hands, the tears trickling between her small brown
fingers, and sobbing as if her heart would break.
Soon, however, another little girl, about eleven
years old, got up and went to her, and taling her
by the hand led her towards a brook, then seated
her on a log, and kneeling beside her she took off
her ragged sun-honnet, and dipping her band in
the water bathed her hot eyes and tear-stained face,
and smoothed her tangled hair, talking in a cheery

manner all the while.

The little one brightened up, the tears all went,
and smiles canie creeping around the rosy mouth.

The missionary stepped forward and said, s
that your sister, my dear{”

“No, sir,” answered the noble child, with tender,
earnest eyes.; * I have no sister, sir.”

“Q, one of the neighbour’s children,” replied the
missionary—“ u little schoolmate, perhaps ?”

“No, sir; she is a stranger, [ do not know
where she came from. [ never saw her before.”

“Then how came you to take hier out aud have
such a care for her if you do not know her?”

“ Because she was a stranger, sir, and seemed all
alone, and needed somebody to be kind to her.”

[ %
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PLEASANT HOURS.
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If I Were a Voice.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.

Ir I were a voice—a persuasive voice—
That could travel the wide world through,

I would fly on the beams of the morning’s

light,

And speak to men with a gentle might,
And tell them to be true,

I'd fly, I'd fly, o’er land and sea,

Wherever a human heart might be,

Telling a tale, or singing a song,

In praise of theright, in blame of the wrong.

If T were a voice—a consoling voice—
I'd fly on the wings of air;
The homes of sorrow and guilt I'd seek,
And calm and trathful words I’d speak,
To save them from despair.
T'd ly, I'd fly, o’er the crowded town,
And drop, like the happy sunlight down
Into the suffering hearts of men,
And teach them to rejoice again.

If I were a voice—a convincing voice—
I'd travel with the wind ;
And wheunever I saw the nations torn
By warfare, jealousy, or scorn,
Or hatred of their kind,
I'd fly, I'd fly, on the thunder-crash,
And into their blinded bosoms flash,
And, all their evil thoughts subdued,
I'd teach them Christian brotherhood.

If I were a voice—a pervading voice—

I’d seek the kings of earth ;
T'd find them alone on their beds at night,
And whisper words that would guide them

right— }

Lessons of priceless worth.
I'd fly more swift than the swiftest bird,
And tell them things they never heard—
Truths which the ages for aye repeat,
Unknown to the statesmen at their feet.

If T were a voice—an immortal voice—
I'd speak in the people’s ear;
And whenever they shouted ** Liberty 1”
Without deserving to be free,
I'd make their mission clear.
I'd fly, I'd fly, on the wing of day,
Rebuking wrong on my werld-wide way,
And making all the earth rejoice—
If I were a voice——an immortal voice.

LESSON NOTES.
SECOND QUAKTER.

STUDIES IN THE GOSPEL OF MARK.
A.D. 30} LESSON V. [May 5
THE COMMAND TO WATCH.

Mark 13. 24-37.

GOLDEN

Memory verses, 35-37.
TEXT.

Talie ye heed, watch and pray: for ye

know not when the time is. Mark 13. 33.
OUTLINE.

1. The Son Coming, v. 24-32.

2. The Scrvants Watching, v. 33-37.
Time.—30 A.D. : .
PrackE.—Mount of Olives.

KXPLANATIONS. —From the four winds—
That is, from every part of the earth, 7'he
uttermost yart of the earth, etc.—That is,
from the farthest part of the earth. then be-
lieved to be a great plain et everywhere
by the sky. Branch yet tender—'The new
green sprout of the tree. Atrke cork-crowing
—At three o’clock in the morning. These
divisions mark the quarters of the night.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssox,

What is there in this lesson which teaches—-

1. That Jesus is coming again ?

2. That we do not know when he will
come ? :

3. That we ought always to be ready for
his coming ?

TaE LrssoN CATECHISM.

1. Of what day is Jesus speaking in these
verses? Of his final coming. 2. By what
signs will it be attended? ““The powers in
heaven shall be shaken.” 3. With whom
only did he say rvested the knowledge of

§')'hese things? Only with God the Father,

4. What duty did he lay upon the disciples
because of this uncertainty. “Take ye
heed,” ete.

DocTrivAL SuceEsTION, — Christian
watchfulness.

CATECHISM QUESTION.
20. What do you mean by the Holy
Spirit’s inspiration ? :
That he put it into the minds of holy men
to write, and instructed them how to write.

A.D. 301 LESSON VI [May 12
'THE ANOINTING AT BETHANY,

Mark 14. 1.9, Memory verses 8, 9.

‘

GoLpeN TEXT.
' She hath done what she could. Mark 14. 8

OUTLINE,

1. A Ministry, v. 1.3,
2. A Memorial, v. 4-9.

TiME. —30 A.D.

Prace.—Bethany, Simon’s house.

EXPLANATIONS.—Feast of the passover—
The old memorial feast of the exodus from
Egypt.  Unleavened bread — Bread made
without fermentation. There were not two
feasts, as would seem here. The bread was
characteristic of this peculiar feast, and is
therefore so mentioned, Alabuster boxr—
Literally, *“ an alabaster.” A small cruet
supposed to have been shaped like a rosebud,
and having a eylindrical neck. Ointment of
spikenard— A very precious perfume of some
aromatic plant. 7'hree hundred pence—Or,
denarii; a denarius was a small Roman
silver coin equal to afew cents of our mouney.

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

What in this lesson teaches ns—

1. That no gift is voo costly to be offered
to Christ?

2. That love makes any offering accept-
able?

3. That whatever we do for Christ is sure
of reward.

THE LEssoN CATECHISM.

1. Where did Jesus spend the last two
days of life? At Bethany. 2. How did they
honour him there? They made a supper for
him. 3. What tribute of love did Mary pay
to him? She anointed his head with spike-
nard. 4. What word of commendation did
Jesus speak for her? “She hath done
what she could.” 5 What prophecy did
he make about her? Her act should be told
through the world.

Docrrinan SvgerstioN.—True service.
CATECHISM QUESTION,

21. How is it proved that the Holy Spirit
inspired the Old Testament Scriptures ?

Chiefly by the words of our Lord and his
apostles.

Men spake from God, being moved by the
Holy Ghost. 2 Peter i, 21. Matt. xxii. 43.

THE TRAMP. :

Goop Mrs. Lee and her little family
were just sitting down to tea one
evening in the early winter, when
there came a knock at the door.

* Come in,” said Mrs. Lee, thinking
one of the neighbours had just “run
in.”

The door opened and a strange
young man cane in.  Young man’
Alas! no! it was easy to see that he
was “only a tramp.”  What a sad
story the word tells !

“Could you give me a bit of supper.,
ma’am?” he said; “Dve tramped all
day. and I'm powerful hungry.”

Now, Mrs. Lee was poor, but she
bad a kind heart. She looked at her
own Phil and Rob, and » deep pity
vose in her heart. What if they
should coe to look like this poor lad
some day !

She asked him in, and-—yes, she
really did ! she gave him a seat at her
own table.  And as he ate she led him
totalk. How mauy (uestions she asked
him!  But they wers all so kindly put,

and it was so plain that the good
woman looked at him with motherly
eyes, that the poor fellow found him-
self answering her with a strange
tremble in his voice.

Of course, there was strong drink in
the case. He did not say so, but Mrs.
Lee knew it.  After supper she found
a way to speak to him alone, and in
her own kind, earnest voice she begged
him to give up the life he was leading
aud go home to his mother, who she
learned was still living. Then she
said good-bye to him, and he went
away.

Three years after a clean, well-
dressed, respectable-looking man stop-
ped at Mrs. Lee’s little home,

“Do you remember me, madam?”
he said, in & manly way.

“No, I do not,” Mrs. Lee replied.
“I have never seen you before, I
think.”

“But you have,” said the smiling
young man.

Then he recalled the tramp of three
years before, and said: “I am that
poor fellow. T could not forget your
kind words. I went home to my
mother, signed a temperance pledge,
found work, began going to church,
and have made my mother happy every
day since. Now I am in a nice little
business of my own, am doing well,
and, best of all, have become a Chris-
tian man. I have vowed never to
turn a tramp away with harsh words ;
for, madam, your kind words saved
me.”

Mrs. Lee wept and laughed together.
Do you wonder?

THE ARABIC AUCTIONEER.

Our party were standing in one of
the shady tunnels which penetrate the
bazars of Cairo, when our atiention
was attracted to a man who was run-
ning swiftly past the little shops where
Mohammedan merchants “take in and
do for” unsophisticated foreigners.
He was flourishing a brass platter in
his hand, and was shouting spasmodi-
cally as he hurried along. Now and
then some merchant would stop the
runner with an intelligible remark,
but he apparently paid little heed and
went trotting off again. A short dis
tance behind this queer individual
waddled a fat old Arab who showed a
desire to keep up with the procession.

“Ifs that man crazy, or is he an
escaping thief?” we asked our drago-
man.

“ Neither ; he’s an auctioneer. He
is trying to sell the platter.  He runs
through all the bazars shouting the
ighest price bid. The merchants who
speak to him are bidding. When he
has traversed the bazars, he will bring
it back to him who has offered most.
The fat man is the owner of the platter,
and follows to see fair dealing,” was
the answer,

This is a sensible custom. It is the
old story of Mohammed and the
mountain : if the people will not go to

the auctioneer, the auctioneer goes to
the people.—ur Youth.

a new edition.

teresting,”— Methodist Tsmes.

CAPTAIN COOK'S'

Famous Voyages Rounl
the World.

Large 8vo. Volume, Profusely Hiuf
trated. Price $2.50.

This is a very handsome gift-book fof
young people.

The Christian’s Secrel
HAPPY LIFE.

NEW EDITION, with two additional chapters,

With _introductions by Rev. John Pott4
D.D., and Rev. J. A. Williams,
D.D., written especially
for this edition.

220 Pages. Large clear print (small picb)i

Paper covers, -~ =« 30c.
PRICES { Cloth boards, . . B§Oc.
Extra cloth, gilt edges, 75¢c.

been 5o great, has now been brought out
The whole work has be;
reprinted IN LARGER TYPE, and TWO
NEW CHAPTERS have been added.

REV. DR. POTTS says in his introduc}
tion:—“I now recommend this preciov®
volume to all who wish to feast at thé
King’s table, and travel on the King’s high
way. The writer deals with sanctified sagse
city with the daily ditficulties of Christi ]
life. Tknow of few books ore helpful i}
opening up the new covenant privileges 0%

This work, the demand for which ha

Love,’ and ‘The peace of God which passet)]
all understanding.” Let the readers of thi#
book be many, and let it be recommeniled]
by all who read it to many more,”

REV. DR. J. A, WILLIAMS says iff
his introduction :—*“The thorough acquaint§
ance of the writer with the thoughts andj
feelings, the needs and difficulties of thos ;]
who are in search of ¢ the happy life,” and]
the simple, yet faithful and earnest mannefs
in which the great and saving truths of th¥]
Scriptures are set forth, will render thif]
book, by the Divine blessing, a messengef
of comfort, and a ministry of healing 104
many distressed souls.”

Wondergﬁ Book;

Twelve Reasons why the Bible is the
most wonderful book in the world.

By G. T SEYMOUR.
12mo, Cloth, Gilt Edges, 50 cents.

““The work is both instructive and in-

WHYTE BROS.
NEW MUSIC BOOK

Songs of Calvary

NOW READY.
BOUND IN 8TRONG MANILLA COVERS.
Price, 25 cents each, or $2.50 per dozen.

FNOTICE—Three-fourths of the pieces
in this book are NEW, never having ap- |
peared before in any other book.

WILLIAM BRIG:S, Publisher |
78 & 80 King St. East, Toronto,

C. W. COATES, MoNTREAL, QUE,
8. F. HUESTIS, HavLirax, N.S.




