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OLDEN TIMES.

Ta1g amusing picture represents one
of . old-fashicned Jupanese schools
~now bhecoming out of date.  Thero
are now thro-~hout the empire many
thousands of schanls taught in a much
Begter manner than this.  There is a

L

RO

latge model of one in the Normal
School Muscuwn at Toroato, which ia
very interesting. In many higher
class  schools Western teachers are
" employed—among them some Canadian
tochers of our own Church whose
services aro highly appreciated.  The
young Japs in tho picturc scem as
§ full of wischiecf as any is Canadn,
especially the youngster who has tho

ENLARGED Series.—VoL. VI TORONTO, JANUARY 22, 1887. [No. 2
JAPANESE SCHOOL IN THE |cat by the tail. The poor old master | last without looking shabby, but I that impressed me most was the care

seems to have his hands full with his | ceased to do so after I had visited her ; shel stowed upon her ritbons,

When

rather turbulent crowd of pupils.

in her own home. The reason why y making up bows she used to line the
Her clothes wore so long was that sho upper part of the ribbon with white

MAXING HER THINGS LAST. |took such good cate of them. Her paper, nad this not only prevented the
Eveny housekeeper knows how care- ! dresses were bruslied and folded away ! ribbon from becoming limp and creased

i

ful treatment keeps table linen and carcfully, and the slightest spot on but kept it clean, so that when the |

household furniture.  Girls do wot them was removed as soon as it was  bow wus soiled on one side she could

JAPANESE SCHIOOL IN THE OLDEN TIMES.

turn the ribbon, and the part that had
been covered came out looking mew

always know or remember that great ; discovered. Her hat was put away in

care of their own little possessions will
often enable them to dress nicely on
very little money. A lady says:
“When I was a girl there was one of
my young frichds who was distin-
guished for “ making her things last.”
Her dress, hats, gloves, and ribbons
were a wmarvel of durability. I used
to wonder how shc used to make them

a box as soon as done with, the string
and laco being strightened and rolled
out most synunetrically each time.
; Her gloves wero never folded together,
j but were pulled out straight and laid
tlat in a box, one upon the other, each
time they were used, the tiniest hole
being mended almost buore it had
timo to show itself. But the thing

and fresh. That girl warried and
brought up a large family. Her hus-
band had to fight his way, and did so
bravely, and was usually successful,
for ho becamo wealthy. But his pros-
perity was duo quite as much to his
wife's care and economy in saving
money as it was to bis making it
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Thirteen at Last.
SulA PRRRY.

T is my birthiday to-day, you ktiow :

The duy s are so long, and the time goes so
slow,

When vue is waiting aa T have been

A whole tung year to bring thirteen,

But here Tam in my teons at last 3

| feel guate ulil as 1 think of the post,
As ook "way down the years and soo
The httle gnd that ouce was mo t

Rut thirteen is quite old, I'm sure,

W it womie people nught eall “ mature 3
Why, all sy shirts huve been let down,
And I'm to have wath iy nextnew gowa

A jucketawaine just like mamma’s,

Yenumed with buttons and braded bars,
And [ ve got sume spletdid grow ieup gloves,
W ith Jomyg shn wristy, that tit like loves.

Y ex, thirteen is quite old--und so—

I suppose | nast let my dollies go.

There's Maud and Alice, and that sweot
dear

With luxen curls, 1 had last year.

It scems a shame to put them away,

Batt uno nust give up childish play

\Vhen oue iy ulutost 1 womnn grown ;

And et and yet—my heart’s like o stone,

And 1 feel like having a real good cry,
When 1 think of bidding my dolls good-bye.
Oh dear, olt desr, I'venlways been told
Life grow so hard as one grew old ¢

Well, nothing, I'm sure, can Lo harder than
this—

To givo my children 2 farewell kiss.

Yes! they are my children, und Jack mnay
laugh,

And all the rest sy teaso and chaff,

] can'’t, I cau’t, and I won't tura away
My Maud and Alice and tlaxen May |
1'd rather go bick and be ouce more
The romping girl I waa before?

I'd ruther have all the tucks put back

In my lengthened gowus, and the childish
sncyuo

In place of the waist, just like mawnmp’s

With protty buttons and braided bars :

I'd rather—yesy, eson my grown-up gloves,
With the long slim wrists, that tit like loves,
1'd rather give up than turn away

From iny dear old dolls -, this Iate day.

For love is better than all the rest,

And one must be true to have tho best ;
So Jack may tease, and the other 8 chaff,
1'll take my way in spste of their laugh.

But ok ! it isn't 80 nice, 1 sce,

‘To grow up big, as I thought 'twould be,

And it's very true, what I've been told,

Tbat life grows hard as one grows old.
—Xmas Wide Awake,

-

AUNT DINAHS SEARCH.
An Incidens of the Oharleston Earthguale,
BY 8S8ARAU LEE.

“Qgy, oh, oh!” gasped little Mabel
Emory, as sho opened her eyes, and
found her rosewood half-canopy bed
bounding across the room. *“What's
the matter?”  And she began to cry.

“It’s the end of th’ worl', honey.
The good Lords dune come for th,
judgment day,” said Aunt Dinah, the

- old black matmy ;" and hastily eatch-
; ing the child up, she wrabped her ina

shawl, and rushed out inw the hall,
There they found the famly gathier-
«d 1 terror, Mr. Emory suppurdng
lus mvalid wife, whiic the svhid walls
of the bouse rocked from side w side,

“Papa tnko Mabel——Mabel's so
fraid,” said tio child, holding out her
arms to hor father.

“ Papa has mama, darling.  Won't
you lot mummy take care of yout”

“Yug, T will,” said she, clasping her
aring around the black neck; *but
kiss Mabel once.”

“God grant we may come safoly out
of this!” anid the father, as hc kissed
the dear little upturned fuce.

“ Dod’ll take care of us, papa; you
tole me so your own solf.”

* Bress do chile!” said Aunt Dinah,
holding her close ng they groped their
way through the darkness.

It was the nevorto-beforgotten
mght of August 31, in Charleston, the
beautiful city by the sea. The confu.
sion in the street was terrible; the
shricks of the horror-stricken people,
the rumnble of the upheaving earth, the
thud of falling buildings, made a din
that cannot be described.

“T'o the purk, to the park |” cried a
loud voice; and thither the terrified
people fled.

“ Aunt Dinah, come and help me
& moment,” said Mr. Emory, as his
fainting wife slipped from his grasp.

Aunt Dinah hustily set Mabel on
the ground, while she sprinkled her
mistress’s face from a bettle of cologne
which she had in her pocket.

“Now,” said Mr. Emory, “follow
e, as closely as you can, to the park.”
And with o hasty glance behind he
hurried on.

Aunt Dinzh turned for her charge,
but, to her dismay, no Mabel was to
be seen.  She rushed from one side to
the other, calling, ¢ Mabel, my lawm'!
lioney, chile! wharisyer? Come bnek
to you ole black mammy.”

But the dull crash of the falling
buildings was her only answer; and
the people around, thinking she was
afirtghted at the scene, and not under-
standing her words, bade her be quiet.

duudenlv a thought struck her.
Maght nov tu.. “hild have become ¢ -
fused, and wandered back iuto <he
house thay had justleft § She hurried
to the entrance, and was nbout darting
in when » man caught her ana.
“Don’t you see, aunty, the house is
Just going to fall 3” .

“My chile, my chile! I'se fearced
she's in thar, marster,” she said, wring-
ing her hands, and trying to break
away from him.

“No,"” he said, kindly, “thero’s no
ono in there; I've just been through.”

« Move back, move back!” cried the
crowd.

And with a roar and a groan the
wall fell outward. A great picce of
plaster came down on Aunt Dinal’s
head.  Her bandanna turban kept it
from dving fatal harm, but it stunned
the old woman, and turned her sick
and giddy, and that, with the fright,
dazed her completely.  She lost her
wits, and wandered aiudessly about
the strects calling :

*My law’, my little white dove!
whar 15 yer? Como biack to yer ole
black mammy.” ,

Hundreds of peoplo heard the plain.
tivo ery and shuddercd, clasping their
own dnrlings closer ns the mournful
wail sounded near and then receded in
the distance. .

At lust her wandering steps brought
her to the park, where Mr. Ewmory was
dovoured with anxioty for his child;
yot he dared not leave his wife alone
But at the first sound of the familiae
voice he started up from the iron settee
and rushed towards her crying,
“Where is Mabel, Aunt Dinah{”
Then a3 he cmight sight of the dis.
traught fuce, and saw tha€ her arms,
although pressed close to her breast,
wero empty, he scized her by the
shoulder, and cried, * What's the mat-
ter! Where’s my baby? What have
you done with her?”

“ QO marster ! she's goue,” sobbed the
poor creature. My chile, my little
law’ ! whar is yer? Come to yor ole
mammy.”

That was all he could gather from
her.  “She has lost her mind, and no
wounder,” he groaned. “ But where is
my baby, lost in this terrible city$”

“Henry,"” said his wife, in an agony
of tears, “leave my, and go and look
for her.”

“Will you stay, Aunt Dinah, and
take care of Miss Emily while I go
and search for Mabel 1” said he.

«T los’ her, marster, I'll fine her;”
and she broke away and wandzred on.

“Shall we ever find her” cried the
poor mother.

“God grant it1” was the answer;
“but we must wait for the morning.”

And Mabel! whero was sho?

When the old woman sat the child
on the ground to attend to her fainting
mistress, a second tremble of tho
ground, faint compared to the first but
plainly to be felt, swept over the earth,
causing an accession of terror and a
fresh rush of the multitude out to the
parks and down to the Battery. ’

The frightened littleone, left alone
for the first time in . .ife, shrank
back with terror at the confusion,
and in s second the crowd surged
arcund her, and sho was carried off’ in
their midst; and when Aunt Dinah
looked for her charge she was half-way
down the block, a helpless atom in
that cruel, crushing crowd.

But if her cries fell unheeded upon
tho cars about her, there. was One
who heard and noted the pitiful wail
from thoso buby lips.

“Mabel's so tired! AMabel wants
paps. Where's my munmy1”

It almost seerned as if an invisible
shield surrounded the little one, for,
excapt for her terror, she was untouch-
ed by harm, and when. at the crossing
of the Boulevard, the crowd parted to
the right and left, she was left
alone on the curb. Tired though
the Jittle fect were, there seemed no
place for them to rest: the shricks,
the crashes, the glire tevrified  her
more, and she wandered n. But

‘the One who had kept her unhurt in

the terrible crush of the crowd, guided
her footsteps now, and ou down to the

Battery, where the cool breczes of the
sea blew in to moderato the heat of tho
city, sha wont,

Tho silken shawl had long falien oft}
ond the tiny figure, clad in ler little
white embroidered night-gown, with
yellow curls atresming  down her
shoulders and pattoring bave feet, seem-
ed strangely unsuited to that gloomy
widnight hour in the terrovstricken
city.

" Oh, look! Dick, here’'s an angel
coming,” said a rough stevedore stand.
ing on tl'. wharf, as the bluewyed
baby cameon towards him.  She looked
into tho, kindly face, and, holding out
her arms, said

“TLake Muabol.  Mubel's 8o tired.”

Tenderly, as her own father could
have done, helifted herin his arms ;
and, with a little sigh she nestled her
head on his shoulder, and closed her
oyes.

“Hero, Bill,” snid the other, his
voice choked and his eyes shining,
“ we canmake her bed on this lamber.”

With their flonnel shivts they made
a couch, and there the little one slept.
*Vho can doubt that he hnd given his
angels charge over her?

As the first beam of the morning
sun shone on the water, Aunt Dinah
wandered down to the Battery, still
crying : “My lamnie, my little lammie!
whar i3 yert”

‘That dear voice, which wus the
first sound that Babol had ever learn-
ed to know, penetrated the child’s
aleep, and, opening hor’eyes wide, she
called: “Here's Mabel, mammuy ; here’s
Mabel.”

Quick as a flash the old woman
swooped down upon her nursling,
clasping-ber in her arms as if to make
amends for having ever let her go, and
sobbing and crying, *Bress de Lord,
Lress de Lord.”

“Good-by, men,” said Mabel, putting
up her little mouth to kisa themas she
was borne away n Aunt Dinah’sarms,
“1 tanks ‘oo fur takin’ care o’ Maba]”

“ Here she iz, marster. Didn't 1
tell yerole Dinah log’ her, ole Dinal'd
fine her?" said the delighted nurse us
she put the child into the father's
arios.

Mr. Emory held his darling closely,
and covered her with kisses, while slie
whispered, *“God did take care d’ e,
—didn’t he, papa$”

“I thank him, I thank him!” was
all the father could say. What to
him wore the losses of houses and
m?n:y when his dearest trensures were
safe .

——b
e

OOLLECTING DIAMONDS.

Ix ono province of Chims, having
great mineral wealth, the natives are
suid to hare the following mcthod of
collecting swall diamonds: The jewel-
sveker puts on his feet & pair of thick
straw shoes, ar~d walks about in the
sand and  shallow streams. The
diamonds, for the most part, are o
larger than n pin's head, but mgged
in outline, pierco the straw, and there
remain.  The shoes ars collected at

the day’'send, and burned ; after which N

search is wade amongst the ashes for
diamonds.
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PLEASANT

HOURS.

Now Every Worning.

Evrnr dny is o frosh boginning,
Every morn is the world mmdo now,

You who are weary of sorrow and sinning,
Here is & beautiful hope for you ;
A hope for mo and s hope for you.

AN the past things are paat and over,
The tasks aro dotio and tho tears aro shed.
Yestorday's ervar, lot yosterduy cover ;
Yesterday's wounds, which sinarted and
bled,
Aro healed with the hiealing which night
has shed.

Yostorday now is a part of forover;
Bouud up in a sheaf, which God holds
tight,
With glad dnys, and sad days, and bad
days, which nuver
Shall visit us more with their bloom nnd
thoir blight,
Thelr fuluess of sunshine or lorm“tul
night,

Let them go, aince we cannot re.live thom,
Cannot undo and cannot atono ;

God in lus merey recoive, forgive them !
Only the new days arv ourown.
To-day is ours, and to'day alone.

Hero are tho skies all burnished brightly,
Hero is tho spent carth all vo-horn,
Hero are tho tired limbs, springing lightly
To jace the sun aud to sharo v.nh the
morn
In the chrism of dew and tho cool of
dawn,

Every Qday is a fresh beginning;
Listen, my soul, to thp glad refrain !
And, in gpite of all sorrow, and older
sinning,
And puzales forecastod, and possible pain,
Take heart with the day, nud begin agai ..
—Susan Coolidge.

cana 2

POOR MEG
BY L. L B,

Mra6 was the child of a rag-picker,
who livad ir a miserable hut in a
dark alley of the great city.

She hiad nover known whst it was
to be loved, for her poar, heart-broken
wother died wheo sho was a wep baby,
and her drusken father was very un-
kind to her. Meg was very lauely, and
she often wighed she had a brather or
a sister. Her father was gone all day,
and often all night.  She woyld sit and
listen in her dark, cold roown until she
heard him staggeriug over the rickety
 stairs, and then she would crawl away
to her bed of straw upon the floor.
Sho tricd to keep the house as well as
"she could, but thero seemed to be
nothipg tokeep.  She would brush the
rough board floar, and dust the two
broken chairs, and spread up her poor
hard bed, apd wash the few broken
dishes, and her work was dgne,

The poor child was oftenvery hyngry,
but she was too proud to heg, and her
faco grew thin and paler as tho days
went by.

When the warm spring days camo
our Meg’s heart grew lighter. 8he
watched the little mys of sunshine
that crept-through the cracks to peep
at her, and sho often wondered what it
could-be to see & whole world of sun-
shine.-i She had ‘heen told that her
moth8r hiad gono to a beautiful world
S | whero sho was at rest, and dMeg often

. longed to go to her, and wondered if

One tright sumuer day Meg went
to the world of sunshino. She had
heen sick for severnl days, and a kind
lady found lLier lying wlone upon her
miserablo bed with n scorching fever.
Every day she brought her lovely
flowers, and bathed her aching head,
and told her about Jesus who loved
and cored for her, and about the
beautiful home where she would never
besick any more. She listened eagerly,
and o smile came over her faco as sho
clasped hor flowers tightly in her thin,
white hands, and said, “Oh I sce
sunshine—n lovely world of sunshine 1"

Meg had no kind friends to mourn
for her as she was laid away in her
«] quiet resting-place, but her little spirit
had gone to Jesus, and wo mny bo sure
ho had  beautiful home prepared for
her.

THE OLIVE.

THE olive tree is a native or Syria
and other Asiatic countries ; and, per-
hays, also of the South of Europe. It
is, in its wild state, only a thorny
shrub; but becomes by cultivation a
tree, reaching & height of from twenty
to forty feet, and entirely without
thorns. It lives a number of years,
attaining a great age; and, onaccount
of the quantity of fruit which it pro-
duces, an olive tree is considered 2 very
valuable picco of property.

Its leaves are of a dull, dark green
upon the upper side, but scaly and
whitish-gray upon the lower one. The
flowers are small and white; the fruit
is sometimnes round, sometimes oval,
and not often larger than a pigeon’s
egg. It is valued principaily for the
oil expressed from it, which is highly
prized as a dressing for various kinds
of salnd, and is used, though tc a
smaller extent, in medicine.

Olives, gathered before they are
quite ripe, are well known among epi-
cures, as a restorer of the appetite;
though their taste is disagreeable at
first to most persons, many become
fond of them after a time, and eat
them with great relish.

The wood of the olive tree is used for
tho finest purposes by cabinet-makers
and turners; its colour is a greenish-
yellow, murked with black, cloudy
pots and veins. The wood of the reot
is especially beautiful; paper-weights
and a variety of small ornamental
articles aro made from it.

The olive was a sacred tree among
the ancient Greeks, and it is often
spoken of in the Bible. It was an
olive leaf that the returning dove
brought to Noah as.a token that the
waters of the flood no more covered
the earth. It was upon tho Mount of
Olives that our Saviour wept over
Jerusalem ; and there, in the Garden
of Gethsemane, under the grand old’
olivo trees, that ho knelt to pray upon
that dreadful night preceding his
crucifixion and death for us.

An olive branch is, among all
Oriental nations,-the emblem of peaco;
and a crown of olive leaves was the

Olympic QGamee. Tho olive tree has
been cultivated in Syrin, and most
other Eastern lands, from very early
times,

‘I WANT PAPA.”
BY MATTIE DYKR BRITTS.

It was late in the day, just verging
into night, and in tho city strcets
brillinnt lights were already flashing
out. Especially fromn certain glittering
dens, where the light stole through
coloured glass doors and windows, and
inside chandeliers twinkled, silver
shone, pictures hung in gilded frames,
and there was light and duzzle every-
where.  Bxcept among the motley
throngs who came crowding and jost-
ling up to the bar, eager for the fiery
draught which would destroy ulike
body and soul, it scemed a strange
thing for a child to come in among
that drinking, swearing crew. Yet the
door opened, and a small, shrinking
figure crept in, and looked about with
a frightencd air, as if in search of some
one.

“Ihat do you want, young 'unt”
demanded the burly bar-keeper.

“J want my pa, please!” answered
the child. “Ma'’s sick, and she wants
him to come home.”

“Here, Bryant, here’s your kid after
you!” said the bar-keeper, turning to
a mawn who had alrendy drank too
much. *Better go with her.”

#'When I git ready—not afore,” said
the man, in a surly way.

But the child put up her hands, and
pleaded pitifully: «“Oh, pa, please
comoe! Ma's sick, and there’s no bread
in che cupboard. Don’t drink any
more to-night, pa; but please come
home.”

“Bryant, go along, and be a man
for once,” said a man next himn, whe
haa not yet lost all sense of shame
And Bryant, with a muttered oath,
followed the child out of the saloon to
the home which had once been a happy
one.

Drunken {.ther, sick wife, and half
clad child! When will the temperance
army fight so bravely that there shall
be no salpons whero shrinking, shiver-

“Where is my pat” But thousands
of homes shall be blest in fathers and
husbands restored to new life.

WESLEY'S ©ACT.

Tne f{following anecdote of the
foundar of Mothodism has, we believe,
never been published. It reaches ug
from a trustworthy source, and it illus-
trates in @ remarkable manner the
mingled tact and piety of that eminent
man.

Although Wesley, like the Apostles,
found that his preaching did not
greatly affect the mighty or the noble,
still he numbered some families of good

I position among his followers. It-was

at the houso of one of these that the
incident hero recorded took place.
Wesloy had beon preaching, and a

ing children agk, in tones of terror: ]

a girl remarknblo for her beauty, had
been  profoundly impressed by his
exhortations. After the sermon Wesloy
was invited to this gantlenmn’s house
to luncheon, and with himself one of
his preachors was ontertained. This
preacher, like many of the class at that
time, was a man of plain manners, and
not conscious of tho restraints of good
society. The fair young Mothodist sat
beside him at the table, and he noticed
that she wore a number of rings.
During o pause in the meal the preacher
took hold of the young lady’s hand, and
raiging it in tho air, called Wesley’s
attention to the sparkling jeweln.
“What do you think of this, sir,” ke
said, “for a Methodist’s hand 3"

The girl turned crimson. TYor
Wesley, with his known and expressed
aversion of finery, the question was a
peouliarly awkward one. But the aged
ovangelist showed a tact which Chester-
field might have envied. He looked
up with a quiet, benevolent smile, and
simply said : “The hond is very beauti-
fu]",

The blushipg beauty had expected
something far different from a reproof
wrapped up with such felicity in a
compliment. She had the good sense
to say nothing; but when, a few hours
later, she again appeared in Wesley's
presence, the beautiful hand was
stripped of cvery ornament except
those which nature had gwen.—-Lmzdon
Socwty

HOW SNAXES MAXE THEIR.
TQILET.

It gseems rather funpy to speak of
snakes asdressing and undressing ; yet
this they certainly do qulw as fully as
hyman beings, although it i3 true that
their wardrobe requires fewer and less
variety of articles than ours. After a
long voyage, after a geason’s retirement
or hibernation, and on various other
occasigns, they find thewselves ia need

{ of a new dress to replaco their old.anu

soiled germent, and immediately pro-
ceed to evolve one. They are very
modest creatures, never shedding their
old clothes until they are fully clad in
their new oncs. )
Prior to shining forth resplendentin
fresh attire, o serpent seeks rétirement,
if possible. Me becomes blind for a
few days, refuses food, and appears to
be in a melancholy state generally.
Perhaps, like some human beings, ho

‘| has worked too hard on his new suit.

‘When all is completed and ready for
exhibition, he begins at_the lips to ox-
tricate himself from tho old dress, rub-
bing against whatever may be -in his
way to expedite the matter. The
first part of the process is apt to be
rather tedious; but as he progresses
he works more rapidly. When he
reaches the ribs they assist the opera-
tion, until finally the old skin 4s shed
ontire, turned .inside out, and Mr.
Snake rovels in his nelv suit,

His cyes, covered by - a perfectly
transparent layer of cuticle, ard. bright
sud bemntiful. It is mﬁylu’o this
cuticlo is formmg ove eye t‘hx\b

A9

» 3hio over shoulc

-4

huhmb.pw of jho mztor mtho,

——— e e e e

daughter. of a naighbouring. géntleman, J

- oo

1he serpent is hlmd.—GoodL_‘
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Oharity.
RT JAMES CLARENCE HARVEY.

L1tk children, bright and cheery,
Wrapped in furs and wroeathed in smiles,
Winter is not cold and dreary,
Pleasure all yonr time begwiles,
To the sonnd of bells, entranung,

. Back of horses, gayly pranuing,

Yon can rido for miles and miles.

But, to somne, the winds are calling
In & melancholy wail ;
With o chull, the snow 13 falling
On thar faces piched and pale.
Happy hopes are dead and dywnyg,
Frost and hunger, tears and sighing,
Como with winter's sleet and hail.

Lutue children, who are Living
In your homes so warm aul baght,
Y i, with others, should be giving
Aid for homeless ones to night.
Give with open hands and gludness,
Chicering hearts bowed down i sadiress
With a ray of heaven's light.
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SWEET HOME

A panrce and beautiful home for
young girls is situated in one of the
loveliest spots in our country. The
home is the gift of a rich man, whe
spared no money or pains to make the
place as pleasant and howe ke as
possible.  There are books, and flowers,
and pictures, and music in the house
There is a great abundance of good
food, and ncat, even pretty clothing,
provided for -he girls. There are fine
play-gr ..ds and play-rooms, and a
sweet, motherly woman at tho head
of all.

But, do you know, all the millions
that rich man Rad could not buy, and
nover can, the ono thing that is
needed to mako the girls love and

homo” feeling—the mother-love, tho
tender care, tho thoughtful, every-luy
ministry that makes your home, dear
givl, yowr home, dear boy, the deavesg
place in all the workd to you!

Do you sometimes think ¢f the love
and Inbour that seme dear ones arve
putting inta this howwe life to make it
what it is? Do you sometimes remem-
ber to whisper a little word of love
and thankfulness and praise to the
dear Father above, who gives you the
blessing of a good home?  Aud do you
let mother and father know that you
love and prize it?

Some day that precious home will
be only a wmemory to you, peihaps.
To-day 1t 1s a real possession, and to-
day s the time for you to do all you
can to mika it the brightest, sweetest
home in all the land.

A STRIEKING SKETOH.

BY MATTIRE DYER BRITIY.

STRIKES seem to be the order of the
day. We scarcely take up a paper,
but we read of a new strike among
some band of workmen. And, alas!
sometimes we know that if lese of
their wages went to buy beer and
whiskey, there would be less need of
their striking for higher ones. 'This
is not alvays true—but too often it is.
Striking is not a bad thing, if we take
care to strike the rizht thing, at the
right time. “Strike while the iron
is hot,” is a piece of advice often
quoted to the young. And just now
the iron is hot for tho striking of the
Temporance Band ; and we mean to
give good, ringing blows.

First, wo strike against the service
of old King Rum-bottle. Wo will
serve himn no longer, unless he pays us
wages of health, wealth, and happi-
ness.  This he will never do—there-
fore we have struck for good.

We strike for a strong No-license
Law, to protect us and our homes
from the anloon.keepers who rob and
disturb us.

We strniko for tho extermination of
all hquors, of any name whatever,
including wine, beer, ale, and cider,
helieving that everybody will be better
off without them.

Wo are on a strike against cigars
aupd tobacco ; against candies flavored
with liquor ; against cards and dice;
against profanc language ; against
bad books and bad company ; against
anything and everything which hin-
ders the onward march of the temper-
ance cause. And we have firmly
resolved never to give up ; but to—

# Strike while the iron's hot,”

Put tho matter through.
Stick to tho temperanco work,
Strong, firm, and true !
- s

WAt more foul commen sin among
us than drunkenness? Who can bo
ignorant, that if the importation of
wine were forbid, it would both clean
rid the possibility of committing that
odious vice, and men might afterwards
live happily and healthfully without
the intoxicating liquors.—John Afilton.

LETTER FROM MR. CROSBY.
Porr Sinrsoy, B.C,
December 1st, 18S6.

Dear Youxa Friesps:—I have
sometimes thought I ought to writo a
word about our “Girls’ Home.” We
have eighteen girls in the Orphanage
or Home. They come fromn different
tribes, some as far as five hundred
wiles distant. We have several from
Tongns, in Alaska, and some from
Nanaimo, and one from Queen Char.
lotte Island. Several belong to the
village here, but most of our people
prefer now to care for their own, and
if the parents dio, thero is always some
one to care for the children. A good
school for boys would bo a good thing,
where a number could bo kept and
trained, and numbers could be found in
the ditferent tribes who are really need-
ing care. Dut the most needy class
we havo ara the half-casto children, who
in many cases have lived with n white
father for a time, and then he dies or
leaves them, and they come with the
mother to live like Indians ; and they
are the worst cared for of any. On
this account wa think the Home should
bo called an Orphanage, or Orphans’
Home. ~ About half the children have
neither father nor mother left, others
have mothers who could not care for
them. © In one or two cases they might
be partly cared for by their friends if
they would.  We have one little boy,
doing well, whoss father (a white man)
promised to support him, and the poor
fellow has since gone to the lunatic
asylum through drink.

In all, the children are doing well,
and we rgjoice to think that some of
them are loving and serving God,
rnd under the kind but vigilant care
of Miss Xnight we have great hope
for their future. She is a real mother
to them, and they are all kind to
her, and 1 hope some of them may yst
be teachers to others,

THE COURT OF LIONS, ALHAMBRA, —(Szr NEXT PAGR.)

Somo have asked, How aro they
supported 1 The Woman’s Missionary
Socicty engage to support eight girls
and pay their expenses, and the rest
are supported by friends whose hearts
the Lord opens to do good in this way.
We hope to have some help soon to
improve the buildings and enlarge
some. Wo use the old mission house
and it needs roofing much. But, as in
all our work, wo shall go on and trust
our heavenly Father to send us helpe
There aro other things T could write
about, but enough at present. We
have very mild weather.

APpcne-

HE WOULD NOT BE TEMPTED.

A certaiNy boy, who had been
taught the nature of strong drink, and
who had promised ever to shun it, was
sent to a school the master of which
wus not & tcetotaler. One day, the
master, being in a friendly mood,
offcred the boy a glass of wine, which
he declined. Wishing to see how far
he could be tempted, ho urged the boy,
to drink the wine, and finally pro-
mised him tho gift of a watch if he
would only drink. The boy declined,
saying, ** Please don’t tempt me; if I
keep a teetotaler I can somo day buy
a watch of my own; but if I drink
and take your watch I may later on
have to pawn it to got bread.” That
answer taught the schoolmaster a
lcsson which he never forgot.—Temper-
ance News

" g

As the temperance movemont presses
on towards its final triumph new
obstacles will bo continually thrown in
its way. The contest is to be one of
tho most carncst and dectermined the
world has ever witnessed. All that [
selfishness, moncy, official position,
taleuts and learning can do, will be
doue to save the liquor trafic from
deetruction.

L
|~ cling to the place—that is, the “sweet
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What Lies Between the Stars.
BY K. J. MUONSON,

“\Wiar lies betweon the stars, mmamma?
T sce o great, dark space ;

If I had sprinkled them, mamma,
I wouldn't left that placol”

““What lics between tho stars, Tiny?
Why, darling, they aro suns,

And round thein circle worlds, Tiny,
Like ours, with following moons,

* God holds them by his power, Tiny,
Their course he understands;

And tir 2 and space and worlds, Tiny,
He holds within his hands.”

Lifting her radiant eycs, Tiny
Tooked sweetly in my face,

And said, * Now I know, dcar mamma,
1t's God who fills the space "

GRANADA AND IT8 ROYAL
TOMBES.

TuERE seems to be an implacable
feud between hotels and railway sta-
tions all over Spain. They keep as
far awny from each other as possible.

The station is usually quite out of
town, and the hotel very much in,
But at Granada the station is far out
from the city's heart in one direction,
and the hotel where we were to stop
still farther away in another, and it
wos a real journey from ono to the
other. It was between eleven and
twelve at night when we drove thug
the whole length of the unsleeping
town.

On through the town we went,
glancing in at open doors a8 we passed,
unt1l suddenly stillness broken only by
the flow of murmuring waters was
about us, and a soft gloom through
which the high moon could hardly
pierce.

We had entered the enclosure of
tho Alhambra, and the elms the Duke
of Wellington planted were arching
taickly over our heads. And our
hearts beat fast, and we whispered to
cich other, *“We are hero at last|”

“Is it the Alhambrat” tho one-
eyed landlord suswered, in good Eng-

"./.4
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GR‘ANADA AND THE ALHAMBRA.

A v i oy

“Yes, ladies, and your rooms are
ready.”

If only it had been May, instead of
the Inte November, then would all the
Duke's elms have been full of the
nightingales. But when we woke
next morning, wo were sure that no
time of year could have been lovelier,
The air was soft a8 June—a young,
unexhausted air, which it was a
delight to breathe.

The town of Granada reposes in the
Vega, o lovely valley thirty miles in
length, which the system of irrigation
so skillfully arranged by the Moors has
turned into a veritable Garden of
Eden. Round this happy valley circlo
frowning mountains, whose snow-
crowned tops are ten thousand feet
above the sea-level—~the Sierra Ne-
vadas,

You can form no idea of the Alham-
bra itself, until you have fairly entered
it. And then you wander on and on,
from court to court, from loveliness
to loveliness, and from the windows of
one court you look forth to the haughty
mountains, and from another at busy
Granada down in the valley, and from
others at the hills, mined with the
caves where the gypsies burrow ; and,
whether you look out or in, you are
so held in thrall by the unutterable
charm of the place that you can
scarcely breatho.

And when tho night does ocome,
indeed, and you go back, as we did,
the night after our first day there, to
ses it all by moonlight, ab, with wk.t
words dare one attempt to paint the
transcendent, ethoreal vision? Deli-
cate columng, cobweb traceries of
carving, perfect archcs, and over all
the high moon’s enchantinent !

“Do you beliove in ghosts1” some
one asks at my clbow.

“I see them,” I whisper back, and
there they ura.  The dark Moors group
thomaelves under the slender pillars
of the Court of the Lions—tko mur-

dered, unappeased Abencerrages moan
in the hall where they wero slain, and
the revealing moon points out the
spots where their blood stained the
white marble. It was Boabdil who
shed their blood ; and he.was cruel
enough to kill, but not brave enough
to conquer, and his turn came to go
mournfully out of the Alhambra, with

his mother’s scornful words in his-

ears,—“Tt is well that you should
weep as o woman for what you could
not defend as a man.”

When one reads of the charm of
the Alhambra by moonlight, one be-
lieves that it must be exaggerated ;
but when you stand there in the pale
moonlight, amid ghosts and glories,
you kaow it would be as impossible to
exuggerate as to describe it.

You go back again, the second day,
prepared to look more coolly; and
then you perceive the exquisiteness of
all the details—the delicate, infinitely
varied traceries of the walls, with their
ceilings, as if a sudden, largeflaked
snow-shower had been turned to stone;
the slender pillars that seem fit only
to serve for temples in fairyland, the
wonderful, inexhaustible beauty that
surrounds you tverywhere. And
every spot has its own legend. From
the tower of La Captiva a Christian
captive flung herself down to death,
rather than live to be the bride of the
Moorish king. And in 1492—the
very year in which Columbus dis-
covored America—conquered Boabdil
surrendered his sacred sword, and
departed forover from the gate of the
Siete Suclos.

I must not forget the Zorrs ds la
-Pela, or watch-tower, from which we
used to watch the sunres, ag it kindled
the West with crimson glory, and
warnzed the snow-clad summits € the
Sierra Nevadas  with its reflected
splendour. Tho Court of the Lions
seems to mo the very loveliest spot in
the wholo .Alhambra. The lions

themsolves are not much larger or
moro important than an ordinary saw-
horse. A group of them serves to
uphold the central fountain, and to
give name to the court—but that
court, with its groups of declicate
pillars, its exquisite arches, its laco-
like carvings, and the vistas of vision
it gives you, on and on into stately,
waiting chambers, surpasses anything
else I know for beauty.

The Alhambra 1s Granada, and yet
if the Alhamnbra were not there, how
much elso there would be !

There is the (‘eneraliffe, with its
lovely tropical garden, its old pictures,
its superb view, and down in the town
there are churches and convents, and
the grand Cathedrsl where Isabella,
the Catholic,—the great Isabella, who
sent Columbus forth to find our new
warld,—lies buried, with her husband,
King Ferdinand, beside her. Sump-
tuous indeed is their tomb, with their
cffigies resting side by side upon the
lofty marble sarcophagus. Near by
is the tomb of their daughter, Queen
Juana, with her handsome, worthless
husband, Philip of Burgundy, and in
the vault beneath, the four royal
coflins may be seen.

The coftin of Philip is that very one
which his crazed, fond wife kept with
her everywhere during the forty-seven
years of hor long widowhood.

The Cathedral is the haunt of beg-
gars who call themselves guides, and
who get in your way till you are glad
to give ther. your last penny to get
rid of them. It was in this way I
met a ragged son of Spain, about
twelve years old, and so beautiful that
T could no more forget him than I
could forget the Alhambra. Me was
the very raggedest of the whole crew,
but, oh, how fascinating he was, with
tho smooth oval of his dark cheeks,
and with his eyes so dark, so melting,
so pathetic, that they almost brought
the tears to mine. He thought that
ho spoke English, and this was the
manner of his speaking: *Antigua
house, see, missis.” With pennies I
bribed him to learn tosay, “T amna
very bad little boy.” He «aid the
words slowly and solemnly, as if ti.ey
were an incantation, without the most
distant idea of their meaning; and I
heard of him, weeks afterward, start-
ling subsequent visitors to the Cathe-
dral with this formula.

Granada is a thoroughly living city,
and not a dead one, liko Toledo or
Cordova, though in place of its former
population of four hundred thousand,
it has only seventy-five thousand now,
exclusive of the gypsies, who herd like
outlaws in their holes in the hillsides.
Theso live in the dirt and wear rags,
and lie and steal, and tell for‘unes;
but some of them are handsome, and
if you bribé them sufliciently, they
will put on clean finery and cono into
town and promiso you luck, while they
look as if they would take pleasure in
cutting your throat.

Loviz Coaxprer Movrroy.
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Tho Deacon’s Little Mald.
ADEBLINA D. T, WHITNBEY.

IN this new world that was waiting whon
Tlie atar in tho cast shone down

And lighted the atops of the Magian mon
To the inn in Bethlchem town,

Many a hillside sloped to the sun,
QOr dipped to a shining sea,

Fuir for God's presenco as evor one
In Judalt or Ualilos.

Many a soul that was tarrying there,
"Il centuries ahould go by,

‘To take its place in the lino of men,
To the lord was just as nigh

As John, or Mary, or Lazarus,
Wha walked with him by the way
For the blessed sign it should bo to us
That ho walks nt our side to.day.

S 1nvddy with love that hath no compare,
The very names grew doar s

And Marys and Johns wero everywhare,
And Bothels wero builded here

Decep in the green New England hills,
In a dimple fair to sce,
With orcharda whose fruitage the summer
tills,
Lies a little Bothany,

And looking castward between tho farms,
As over the river you go,

Stately with clms as the old with palms,
You may sce sweet Jericho.,

What wonder that Mary, the little maid,
Pondering Bible-lore,

Pictured, wherover her steps had strayed,
Those marvellous things of yore t—

That the darksome hollow beyond the
bridge
Where the pollard willows stood,
And the steep, rough roadway up the ridge
Iu the gloow of the hemlock wood,

&hould sccmn like the wayside whers the
thieves
Beset the traveller-man,
And left him, all wounded, upon the leaves,
For the Good Samaritan?

Or tho sczthed old pear treo by the brook,
That the lightning in the night,
When the farmhouse with the thuunder
shook,
Left ghaatly and dead and white,

Should be 10 her fancy the fig-tree, bare,
Or yielding but bitter and worst,
That the Lord, when hu found it fruitiess
there,
With an awful withering cursed ?

Tbat, scauning tho houses far away
On the hillsides in the sun,

She questioned, mauvy an inpocent day,
Which was the very ono

Where the brother and sisters sat at meat
With their friend, when the day was low,
And Mary lovingly washed the feet
That had journeyed in mercy 80?

She was Deacon Starnbold’s little maid,
And her mother was kindly true;

Her primer and hymns to her siro she eaid,
But her heart the wmother knew.

Helping the dasne on Saturday morn
At tho chura all suddcnly sho

Cricd, ** Mother, oh, I wish I'd been born
Real Mary of Bethany |

++Or I wish that Jesus srould walk in hore,
And would call me to hisn, and say,

With his cyes’ great glory upon me, ¢ Dear,
Como sit at my foct oll day 11

«And doesn’t ho?” answered tho mother
sweet;
* Can you think 4t except hosay?
To love him well is o ait at his feet—

2% !;’
1)

> To serve him,-to bido alwey.

*‘Now bring mo the tray; and the spats,
and printa,
Cool in the jce-bowl thero;
Then finish the seams In your gown of
chints
That to-morrow you may wear.

¢ And if baby wakes {rom his long, niconap,
Just sing him your little song

Whilo mother's busy ; tho work, mayhap,
Won't neod to hinder hor long.”

Maid Mary went at tho gentle word ;
Some beautiful inwand amile

Dawning up to her faco as if she hoard
doro than was spoken the while,

For the child's deep hoart was beating atill
With the joy of that saying sweot :

**To bide with him {s to do his will,
To love him, to sit at his feet.”

So while sho fotchod the spate and prints,
And hastened away to sow

With ready fingers the gown of chiuta,
Sho weant as the angols go.

And sitting thore by the oradle-side,
When a comrade lifted tho latch

And eagerly signed to the pasture wide,
And whispered, *¢ Blackberry Patch "

Softly she shook her delicato head,
But smiled as sho did it, too;
Till the other gucssed sho must know,
instead,
Of some pleasanter thing to do.

T And when the baby awoke at last,

Fretting with sleepy whim,
Though the seam was done, and the hour
waoa past,
Still ahe siviled : *“I can wait, with hin 1"

When tho older brothers came whooping
in—
Roger, and roguish Dan—
Routing her quiet with rollicking din,
And teasing, as brothers can;

And father, vexad for & misobict played,
Full hastily called and chid—

Never a cloud on tho face of the maid
The beautiful brightness hid.

For what could take her with ill aurprise,
Or what could provoke a frown,

When she knew the glory of Jesus’ eyes
Was over her, looking down ®

So Saturday’s nigbtfall folded the hill
And tho Day of the Lord broke bright:
And the good folk gathered sedato and stild,
In the meeting-houso on the height.

With her tender sccret in her faco,
Maid Mary sat in the pow;

The Lord who was in his boly place
Had been at home with her, too.

And when the people stood up to pray,
As tho custom used to be,

8ho whispered, “ Dear Christ, like yeaterday
Make all the to.days for me!”

Ab, many a Mary, merry or staid,
On the hillsides there might be;

But was not the deacon’s dear little maid
Real Mary of Bothany?

I 0AN AND I WILL.

How many boys there are who can,
but never do, because they have no
will-power, or if they have do not use
it! Before undertaking to perform any
task, you mwst carcfully consider
whether you can do it, and once con-
vinced that you are able to accomplish
it, then eay, I will do it,” with a
determination that you will never give
up till it is done, and you will be
successful. The difference betweon
“Give up,” and T “can’t” and “can
and will,” is just tho difference between

victory and defeat in all the great con-
fliots of lifa,

Boys, adopt for your motto, “If
I can I will,” and victory will bo
yours in all lifo’s battles. *Ican and
I will,” nerves the arm of the world’s
horoes to-day, to whatever dopartment
of labour they are engaged. “I can
and I will,” has won all tho great
battles of life and of the world.

I know of a boy who was proparing
to entor the junior olass of the New
York University. He was studying
trigonometry, and I gave him threo ex-
amples for his next lesson. The fol-
lowing day he came into my room to
domonstrate his problems. Two of
them ho understood, but the third—a
vory difficult one-—he had not por-
formed. I eaid to him!

“Shall I holp yout”

“ No, sir! I can and will do it if you
give me time.”

I said, “I will give you all the time
you wish.”

The next day he came into my room
to recite arother lesson in the same
study.

“Well, Simon, have you worked that
examplot”

“ No, sir,” he angwered, *but]can
and I will do it, if you will give mo a
little more time.”

“Certainly, you shall bave all the
timo you desire.”

I always like theso boys who are
determined to do their own work, for
they make our best scholars, and men
too. The third morning you should
have seen Simon enter my room. I
know he had it, for his whole face told
the stary of his success. Yes, he had
it, natwithstanding it had cost him
many hours of the severest “mental
labour. Not only had he solved the
problem, but what was of infinitely
grater importance to him, he had be-
gun to develop mathematical powers
which, under the inspiration of “I can
and I will,” he has continued to cul-
tivate, until to-day he is professor of
mathematics in one of our largest col-
leges, and one of the ablest mathema-
ticians of his years in our country.

My young friends, let your motto
ever be, “If I can I will"—XN. Y.
Evangelist.

THE MINISTER AND THE
INTIDEL.

So¥E years ago a well-known Ameri-
can minister delivered a series of
discourses against atheism in a town,
some of the inhabitants of which were
known to be infidels. A fow days
afterwards he took passage in a steamer
ascending -the Mississippi, and found
on board several of the people of the
town, ainong whom was a noted infidel.
So soon as this man discovered the
minister, he commenced his blas-
phemies, and when he perceived him
reading at one of the tables, he pro-
posed to his companions to go with
him to the other side of the table, and’
listen to somo storics he had to tell
about religionand religious men, which
he xaid rould annoy the cld preacher.

:soldiers hurt in tho service of their
‘country ; to record all noble cater-

Quito & number, prompted by curi-
osity, gathered around him to hear his
vulgar stories and anocdotes, all of
which pointed against tho B'.le and
ita ministors. The prencher did not
ruiso his ayes from the back which ha
was reading, nor appear to bo in the
lonst troubled by tho prosonco of tho
rabble. At length the infidel walked
up to him, and, rudoly slapping him
on the shoulder, said :

“Old fellow, what do you think o
theso thingst” -

Tho minister calmly pointed to the
land, and said ¢

“Do you seo that beautiful land-
acapa sprend out boforo you 1"

“Yos.”

“Woll, if you were to send out a
dove, it would pass over that scene,
and seo in it all that wes beautiful
and lovely ; but if you wero to send
out 8 buzzard over precisely the same
sceng, it woull see in it nothing to fix
its attention, unless it could find somo
rotten carcass that would be loath-
some to all other animals. It would
alight and gloat upon that with ex-
quisite pleasure.”

The infidel wnlked off in confusion,
and went by the name of *the
buzzard,” during the remainder of the
passage.

———— - —— e

ENIGHTB OF THE ROUND TABLBE,

Tuis order was organired by King
Arthur. He was the cloventh king of
England after the doparture of the
Romans, and was crowned in Paris
about the year 516. After he had
expelled the Saxons from England,
conquered Norway, Scotland, and the
greater part of France, ho returned
home, and lived in such splendour that
princes and- knightsa from all parts
visited his court. He organized a
brotherhood of knights, pumbering
24, of whom he was chief. To avcid
any disputes about the most honour-
uble place he had a round table mnade.
Enoircling that table the knights sat,
and from this the order was named
Knights of the Round Table. Their
place of meeting way in the castle of
‘Winchester.

To becomo members of this order
persons were required to give proof of
their valour and their skill in the use
of arms. Whether on horse or on
foot, they were always to be well
armed. T

Some of their principles, at least,
given in an old account of them, were
good, and worthy of study and observ-
ance. “They were to protect and
defend widows, maidens and children;
reliecve the distressed; maintain the
Christian faith ; contribute to the
Church ; to protect pilgrims ; advance
honour and suppress vice. To bury
soldiers that wanted scpulchres, and
administer to the cure of wounded

priscs that the famo thereof -may even
live to their honour and the renown

of the noble order.” J
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Anothor Year.

‘H You are larger now than a year ago,

‘A And the storics and lessons they too must
K grow,

i# And como to your minds with a fresh, now
: look

On tho unlearned page of this old, old book,

But have you, my dears, loarned overy thing

Tho brave old year in its arms could briug?

8| O all the lessons the achool-bouks brought,

§| Porbaps—but the other oneat Havo you
thought.

il That nover a blossom looks up but tolls

/Bl Somostory of hiow its swect heart swolls
With a grateful love to him who suade

Ita beauty of sunshine and rain and shade;

That nover a butterlly sips, or & bos

Tho nectar too little for us to see,

But out of tho picture a lesson goes

Of him who mads clover and bee und roses

'That never a ripencd applo falls,

Nor a grupe-vinoe purples on dull old walls,

Not a nut comes rustling through the leaves,

Nor a waoin goes laden with hurvest
sheaves— :

Bl But in each and all bright eyes may find
 How wise and changeless aud hsavenly kind
4 1s ho who fashions the cudless store

T Which blesses the new yeur more and
more?

1 And not alone while the warm skies glow
4 Aro written the luesous for us to know,
But the snow aud the ice have o truthful
word
¥ Of himn whom we worship and call the Lonl.

They hido in the roots of the honoy flowers
And the trces whose fruits fall thick us
tlowers,
And in all the carth and air and sea
There ave stories and lessous for you and me,
—Christian leader.

BARTON'S HYMN.

# Coug, Barton, up with you! We
must start the sheep early for thelower
farm this morzing. Thers isn't hay
enough on that scaffold to Lalf fodder
them again.”

‘The loud tones of Farmer Prescott’s

voice rang throngh the long, narrow
passago of the stair-way as through o
trumpet. They woke his chore-boy,
Barton Viles, from o sound sleep, and
though it cost an effort to leave his
warm quarters, Barton did not wait for
s second summons, but hastily cow-
menced to dress.
A irosty morning it was, yet so carly
in tho day s hghted tallow-dip was
necessary to discern objects in  his
buro little chamber, sparkling with
frost.

On the stand, in the yellow rays of
light that fell across it, there lay open
a little '*daily food.” Buarter glanced
for the day's vorse asho fastened but-
tons and buckles with chilled fingers.
“The peace of God, which passeth all
understanding, shall keep your hearts
and minds through Christ Jesus.”

“ And that peace is mine,” thought
Barton, with a glad thrill. “How I
wish Mr. Prescott and everybody in
iu]l the world would know how precious
Cl.rist isos o Saviour, and love him as
I dot”

“God is able to bless the weakest
effort of his weakest disciple, and cause

the lenves of the little book satirring,
till they rustled wide open at theso
words. Barton read them thoughtfully,
and then hurried down tho dark stair
way, silently praying that God would
be his guide through the day and bless
hig efforts to honour hira,

Abel Prescotd waa rich in worldly
possessions, but poor, O so poor in all
that concerned hissoult  Ho was care-
ful to keep his barns and houses and
orops fully insured, but for his poor
soul, that must spend eternity some-
where, ho bitterly resented sny advice
or warning offered that he insure it for
oternal life.

Barton huad lately loarned to love
his Saviour, and he longed and was
carnestly praying that his master,
Abel Prescott, might also love Christ,
and know of the peaceful happiness
that made his own heart.so light that
he sung over his work from dawn till
night.

The lower farm lay two miles farther
down the river. "When Farmer Pres.
cott’s flocks of sheep hud eaten the hay
stored for them in the barns on the
home farm, it was his custom to drive
them to this other farm, where they
wore fed till turned to pasture in the
spring.

A nparrow, snowy path it was that
led that day frowm the hillsdown to the
lower burns. Barton led the flocks,
while Mr. Prescott plodded behind,
keeping laggards from straying from
*hg path. A long distance it was be-
tween the leader and driver over the
slow-moving, winding file of bleating
sheep: s0 long that Barton little
thought the hymn he sung as he led
the flocks down the steep hill-sides
went ringing and echoing back through
the crisp air, and was sharply distinct
to the listener behind :

““Thero were ninety and nine that safely lay
In tho shelter of the fold,
But one was out on tho hills away,
Far off from tho gates of gold ;
Away on the mountains wild and bare,
Away from a tender Shepherd’s care.

¢ ¢ Lord, thou hast here thy pinety and niue;
Are thoy not enough for theo?

The Shepherd mado answer : ¢ *Tis of mine
Has wandered away from me;

Aud although the road be rough and steep,

L.go to the desert to find my shoep.'”

Over and again Barton sung the
sweet, plending words, thinking of the
dear Saviour who had suffered so much
to bring him into the fold, and wishing
that all might listen to the tender Shep-
herd’s voice.

Far behind, Mr. Prescott, with cap’

drawn snugly over his ears, tried to
shut out the ringing words and unwel-
come thoughts they had wakened, but
all-in vain,

He shouted hoarsely to the young
boy, *“Stop that bawling! whist your
noise!” But sound, that frosty morn-
ing, had a choice which way to float—
and float it would, backward, not
ahead ; and so, all unconscious that he
had any listener besides the steep hill-

** But none of tho ransomed ever know
How deep wore the watera crossed,
Nor how dark was the night that the Lord
passed through
Ere ho found his shoop that was lost,
Away in the dosert ho heard its cry,
Holpless an 1 sick and roady to die.”

Plaintively sweot and tender the
words rang back. The bleating flock
ahead being led to & new fold, the
rugged, winding path, the snow-cover-
ed hills about him, made the words of
the song most impressive, and, through
the Holy Spirit, brought the truth
home to Farmer Prescott's heart.

Argument ho could meet, fear ho
knew not, advice and warnings he
resented; but the tender, pleading
love of his Saviour, made plain to him
through Barton’s hymn, he could no
longer resist, and it was not long be-
fore
All through tho mountains, thuuder-riven,

And up from tho rocky stoop,

Thore rose & cry to the gate of heaven,

“ Rejoice § 1 have found my sheep.”

Aud thoe angels echoed uround the throne,
 Rejoice, for the Lord brings buck his

own,”

And “his own” this time was Abel
Pwscott.—7'ruth Seckers.

“HE NEVER TOLD A LIE"

A oreat African explorer, Mungo
Park, in his “Travelsthrough Africa,”
relates that a party of armed Moors
having made an attack on the flocke
of a village at which he was stopping,
a youth of the place was mortally
wounded in the affray. The natives
placed him on horseback and conducted
him home, while the mother preceded
the mournful group proclaining all the
excellent qualities of her boy, snd by
her clasped hands and streaming eyes
showed the inward bitterness of her
soul.

The quality for which she chiefly
praised the boy formed of itself an
epitaph so noble that even civilized
life could not aspire to higher. *He
never,” said she with pathetic energy,
“ pever, never told a lie 1”

What a tribute for the devoted
mother to pay herdying boy! A poor
heathen African, too, who hnd never
been taught to love and serve God,
und yet from principle, and through
innute 1anliness, scorned to tell a lie.

Is not such a charncter worth emu-
Iating? And would you not like to
have it said of yourself, ‘He never
told a lie?” Think of the poor little
heathen African boy when tempted to
cover some fault with an untruth.
Or, Letter still, think of God’s com-
mand given on Mount Sinai to his
children, now as well as then, through
his servant Moses.

A lie not only grieves the dear
Saviour, and rejoices the Evil One,
but does not in the least help one out
of difficulty. In fact, as some of you
may have experienced, it only involved
you deeper and deeper into trouble.
S0 don’t ever let Satan creep into

speaking the truth, and each tempta-
tion of the kind resisted will help to
strengthen you in truthfulness,

WHAT A VERSE 0AN DO.

A nitrir boy camo to ono of our
city missionaries, and holding out a
dirty and woell-worn bit of printed
paper, said, ¢ Please, sir, father sent
mo to got a clenn paper liko that.”

Taking it from hig haud, the mia-
sionary unfolded it, and found it was
a pagro containing that beautiful hymn,
of which the first stanza is as follows:

* Just as 1 am, without one plea,
But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bLidd'at 1o comoe to theo,
O Lamb of God, I como ! I como 1"

The missionary looked down with
interest into the face earnestly up-
turned to him, and asked the little boy
where ho got it and why he wanted a
clean one.

“We found it, sir,” said he, “in
sister’s pocket after she died ; and she
used to sing it all the time when she
was sick, and loved it so much that
father wanted to get a clean one to
put in a framoe to hang it up. Won't
you give us a clean one, sirt”

This little page, with a single hymn
on it, had beecn cast upon the air like
a fallen leaf, by Christian hands,
humbly hoping to do some possible
good. In somo little mission Sunday-
school, probably, this poor girl had
thoughtlessly received it, afterward to
find it, we hope, the gospel of her
salvation. Could she, in any prob-
ability, have gone down into death
sweetly singing tbat hymn of peni-
tence and faith in Jesus to her latest
breath, without the saving knowledge
of him which the Holy Spirit alone
impuarts $—Selected.

ng

JOHN AND THE ¥ISHING EAGLE.
BY R. M. WILBUR.

It was a tall old tulip tree, that had
been a hundred years or more in get-
ting to its present height. Away in
the top of it was the home of a fishing
eagle, in which for years, each summer,
she had reared a nest full of young
eaglats.

At a certain hour each day, all
through the season, she spread her
strong wings, and flew swiftly away to
the sea, ten miles distant, to fish for
her brood.

Oneo day she set off as-usual. But
when she came back with a fine large
fish in her talons, some men near by so
frightened the bird by screams and
throwing stones, that she dropped her
fish, which they at once picked up and
carried off.

But Master Jobn, who was at work
with the men, had a heart full of pity
for the poor bird, and waited to sce
what she would do. Fcr awhile she
seemed discouraged. But soon, excited
by the hungry cries of her babies, she
spread her wings again, and was off
for another trip of ten miles to the
sea and back again, It took her
nearly twico as long as before, and she
was weary almost to exhaustion when
she again reached the tree and-fed her

it towin souls to himself” A puff of | sides and snow-capped pines along the | your hearts in this way. Q@ive him | young, when weariners and fright were
wind through the unplastered laths set | path, Barton sung on: .the cold shoulder at once by manfully | alike forgotten. /
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" PLEASANT HOURS.

Timidity—A Hindoo Fable.

A siLy mouse, thinking cach thing a cat,
Fell into a helpleas worriment thereat;

But, noticed by a wirard living near,
\Was tumned into & cat to end its fear.

No sooner was the transformation done,
Thau dreadful terror of a dog begun.

Nouw, when thoe wizard saw this latest throe,
* Here, be o dog,” said he, *‘and end your
woe,”

. Tut, though a dog, its soul had no releaso,

Lur fear suime tiger might disturb its peace,

Into & tiger next the beast wasmade,
And still *twas pitiful and sore afraid.

Iiwause tho huntsman might, sumo ill
starred day,
Happen along and take its life away.

* Thin,” said the wizarl, turning towards
lus house,

“You have a mouse’s heart—now be a
mouse."”

“Tis 8o with men ; no earthly help or dower
Can udd one atom to their earthly power:

Themn from their smallness nothing can
arouse—
Noart can make a lion from a mouse,
—New York Mercury.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.
B.C. 1921.] LESSON V. (Jan. 30.
THE CALL OF ARRAM,
Gen. 13, 1.9, ™ mit to mem. va,
Gonbes Text.
I will bless thee, and mike thy name

sreat; and  thou shalt be o blussing.
e 1202

1.8,

Qupaxe,
1. Aasun,
2. lue vall

Tne =192 B.C. Population widely
gpread.  Chedorlaomer king ot Chaldean
kwpire,  Noauthentic history o Enropean
) Cotnmeree begun by Phemctans,
Greece i shadow <o Lavpt well advanced
in avilization under her Pl s,

Praciy, =aran, Landof ¢ uwan Sichem,
Plain of Moreh,  Bethel. M,

Exriaxamions.—7The Lord had swid—
How, we caruot tell, but Abram knew and
obeyed,  7von shat b« plessing—=That
is, a cause of biesing to others besules
thaseit. AN fionden of the carth—\We
Khuow that this teterc 19 Jeaus, the world's
greatest blewmng, wie -« dedcended from
Abiam, Al theor substance -Therr property
 lucks and hoeds and camels,  The soals
thea they had gotten—Rat.wer, the slaves and
dependants who belonges to them,  7he
Lo appeared- -‘The first .econded appear-
ance of God to man; doubtliss by the angel
of lns presence, the Eternal Word, 7%«
laad - Canwan,  Ie removed —Literally, he
Lmllcd up his tent-pins.  That shows the
and of life they were leading,

TraCHINGS oF THE LEssox,

Where, in tins lesson, are we taught—

1. That God’s calls to duty means blessed.
ness ?

2. That God’s plan is to bless mun by
man ?

3. That God's prumiscs never fail?

Tue Lessox Catecimsy,

1. For what purpose was Abram called?
To serve God 1o o strange land. 2. What
was God’s promise to Abram in the GoLbex
Trar? “Iwill,” ete. 3. From what place
did God call him?  Fromn Ur of the Chaldees.
4. To what place did Abram and his
family first Journev at God’s call? To
Haran in Mesopota sia. 6. To what place
did Le go after b, fauther died?  To the
land of Canaan. v. In what should wo tr:
to bo like Abran? In trusting God's
care.

DocraixaL SueaestioN. — The divine call,

Catreitisy QUESTION.

6. In what part of man is the image of
God? In his spirit or soul, which was
breathed into him by the Creator.

Genesms ii. 7. And the Lord God formed
man of the dust of the ground, and breathed
intu Lis nostrils the breath of life ; and man
tacame a living soul.

Celyey

B.C. 1918.} LESSON V1.

10T'8 CHOICK,
Commit to mem. ve, 8-11,
GoLpeN TRXT.

Seek yo first the kingdom of God, and his
rightoouancas. Matt. G. 33.

OvTLNE,
1. Abram's Otfer.
2. Lot's Chuico.

Tiur.—1918 B.C. Doubtless an assuined
date to roprosent the fact that it was long
enough after the settlement in Cannan for
tho increase of possessions to 1nake the
difference descnitnad m vur lesson.

Praces,—Egypt.  Bethel. Hai, Plin
of Jordan. Sodomn. Gomorrah. Zoar.

Exrranations. — nto the somh — The
southern extremity of Cunnan, cailed now
a-days *The Negeb,” is very oftsn men.
tioned 1n Seripture narrative.  Went on Ass
Journeys—Went by marchos from station to
station, perhapa in tho places whero ho had
stopped as ho went down.  Land was ol
able to bear—Thewr tlocks had
tnereased since they were first at
the land was just recovering from drought;
besides, it was already oceupied by other
peoples ¢ it could not support them,  Lifted
up his eyes—Simply looked from the high

(Fob. 6.

Gen. 13. 1-13.

catl
lﬂthcly: !

mountain sido where they wero éncamped.
The yarden of the Lord—Figurative mnguago
to show how rich and fertile and beautiful
it looked ns compared with tho rough
mountain of their habitation.  Pitched hir
tent toward Sodom— Day by day drow near
a3 his ocks fed and ho followed.

Tracnixags or TiR Lisson,
What traching do we here find coiicerhing—
1. Tho duty of devotion?
2. The wise way to evttle quarrvls?
3. Tho danger of great riches?
Tuw Lrssox CATECHISM,

1. To what land was Abram driven by a
famine® To the land of Egypt. 2 Where
did ho return from Egypt? To the laud of
Canaan, 3. \What did Abram give to his

hew Lot? The choico of the land. 4.
What did this show? A noble, generous
| nature, 6. \What choico are wo bidden in

the QuLpey TkxT to make? ‘*Scok yo,"
ete.

Docrrizat SucarstioN. —Brotherly love,

Carxcuisy QUEsTION,

6. Is then the suul of nan created to live
forever? It is immortal, and will not die
as the body dies,

Ecclesinstes xii. 7. Thon shall the dust
return to tho carth as it was: and tho spirit
 shall return unto God who gave it.

CANADIAN

METHODIST MAGAZINE

FOR 1887.
Volumes XXV. and XXVI.; 1,200 Pages;
230 Fine Engravings.
$2.06 a Year: $1.00 for Six Months.
MaGazINE and GUARDIAN ot WESLEYAN
together, $3.50,
W. H. WITHROW, D.D, F.R8.C,, - TDITOR.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

OUR ILLUSTRATED SIRIAL WILL DX

“In the Trades, The Tropics.
and the Roaring Forties,”

Ry Lady Brassey, with 90 Exquisite Figra-
vings., ‘Tlus series, which will run throangh
most of the yeu, deseribes u recent journcey
of 14,000 mle« - s the Yaclht Sunbeam.,
Another uny o rant Series of Articles will

“OUR UWN COUNTRY,”

most of which will be handsomely illustra-
ted. It will embrace

Across THE CoxTiNeNT, by the Editor.
Being Notes of ‘Travel from ‘l'oronto to
Vidtora, B.C.; Trips nmon;‘; tho ka{
Mountains, cte.~Several Papers, with
cupions Ilustrations.

Tur Canaviax Pactrto Rarnway, by the
Marquis of lorne.

Also CaNADIAN Lire aND Sceskry, by the
Marquis of Lorne.

Tur Nortit Pactric Coast AxND Araska, by
John T, Moore, Esq.

Tirr River SAcUrNAY: 118 GRANDEUR AND
113 GLooy, by Rev. Hugh Johnston, B.D.

Inprax Misstox Worg ox tne Pacivie
Coast, by the Rev. W, W, Percival,
Victoria, B.C.

Tue Dosixios oF Caxana: Its Risotncrs
AND 173 DesTINY, by D. E. Cameron, Esq.

Missiox WoRK 1N TiE NoRTI-\WEST,

Tue Duty AND DirricuLTy o Tue FrEnCR
Worx.

Misstox Work 1N THE MaRiTIME Pro-
viNces, and

Livr AND LABOUR IN THE BrrMUDAS.

ANOTHRR 1 LUSTRATED SERIES WILL BX

ATt TiZ ANTIPODES, by the Rev. T. Bowman
Stophenson, LI.D.

Tue BritisH Prixces 1x e SoUTHERN
Skas, by the Sons of tho Prince of Wales.

Soovexms or Joux WrsLgy. With En-
gravings of many of tho places and things
with which he was intimately related.

Tanr Lanp op THE SKY.  Sketches of Travel
in the High Alps. By tho Editor.

Asuvxoe Tie Srice IsLasvs.  Sketches of
Lifo and Adventuro in Java, Sumatra, ete.

LaxDs oF Tig Binnk,  IEL

Misstox Livk axp Wonk 18 Cuixa,
Ox Tk Cotokavo. II.

Hin Masesty’s Towsr,
Evixnuran, OLp axp Nrw,

Davip LaviNostoss,

And numerous other articles, coplously
and bandsomely Illustrated.

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tur Lrss Kyowx Ports or Meruobisy,
by the Rev. Dr, Williams, |

Ty Suspay-SciiooL As A Cestry, by the
Rev. Dr, Carman,

Six Joux Lawrexce, by the Rev. Alex.
Langford, of Winnipeg.

Meriopism aNp Sounpav-Scroors, by the
Rev. John Philp, M.A., Montreal.

Mannovst Lirkratune, by Dr. Danicl Clark,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum.

Wiy a3 I A MeTuonist? by the Rov. Geo.
R. Crooks, LL.D,

Farnee Matrnew axo His Work, by the
Rev. W, MceDonagh.,

Tur. Seort Acr axv Proutoirion, by the
Rev. B. B. Keefer.

ST. PATRICK, THE APosTLX 0¥ IRELAND, by
the late Thomas Guard, D.D.

Deviasng avp Doriccrties or Mobery
Uxsnenier, by Rev. W, Harrison,

MINISTERS 0¥ WhEELL A Bic\vclc Tour of
Twenty Ministes through Canada. By
the Rev. G S, Barnes, Ph.D.

Fastoes Mes aso Woxes,  Second Series,

Hir Madisty's Mar.

CiTy MIss10N SKETCHES.

NATURAL SCIENCE Parens,

Lire aMoxa THE LowLy, r1o,

Tue Hionee Lars,

ReL1GoUs INTELLIGENCR,

Poor Revisws,

. Many other Papers of speciul interest and

importance will be given,

’

OUR SERIAL STORY

“Tnr Preacuer's Daconren,” by Mrs, E,
A Barr, author of **Jan Vedder's Wife,”
is a talo of great power and pathos. Wewill
also publish another story to be hereafter
announced.

Our, Premium for 1887

In the best yot offered.  Simox HoLmes, Tue
CarPENTER, by the Rev. Jackson Wray,
author of ‘Nestleton Magna® and * Mat-
thow Mecllowdew.” Tho k is of fasci.
natiug interest, and will be read with avidity
by both old and young, It is a volumo of
356 pages, illustrated and handsomely bound,
only 35 conts, only ono-fourth the regular
prico.

Some schools have taken ton copies to
circulate instead of libraries, as bcing fresher
and more attractive.  Send for special rates.
i _ Address—Wn.Lias Briogs, 78 & 80 King

Strect llast, Toronto; or, C. W. CcaTes,
.3 Bloury Strcot, Montreal; Rry. S. F,

, Hoesris, Halifax, N.S,

S.S. LESSON HELPS
Peloubet's Select Notes.

Cloth, 8).95. .

Poloubet's Question Books,

Three grades.  Singlo copy 20¢., or 17c.
vach Ly the dozeh,

Vincent's Lesson Commentary
Cloth, 81.25.

Vincent's Question Book,
Three grades. Singlo copy 20c., or 15c.
.czwh by the df)zcu.

Nonday Club Sermons,
Cloth, $1.95.

Book Mark Lesson Lists.

Prico 60c. per hundred. it wanted with
“ flour of service,” ete., printed off,”
send for prico list,

ANNUALS FOR 1888,

Adviser, Boards ...... teserienaans £0 35
“ “ Cloth...oveivinnnnn.. (Uit
Bandof Hope .....covvvvvvnnnen.. 035
British Workman ....... teseenaee 06
Boys' Own Annual, Cloth.......... 200
British Workwoman ...... teseeess 050
Babyland ...... Ceretiaaes tieeeans 078
Children’s Treasury, Boards........ 0 a3
Child’s Uwn Magarine, Boands. ..... 033

. “ “  Giltedges 250
Chatterbox, Boands....oovennn. ... 1 00
e Cloth ..... ........ N 1)
Children's Friend, Bourda.......... 030
[ o Cloth W 07
. “ * diltedges . b 0
Child's Companion, Boards .. ...... 0 50
o o Cloth . ......... 0730
Every Girl's Annual, Cloth..... e 200
Every Boy's Annual, . ...... 200
Family Friend, Boards . ... ...... 050
(L “ Cloth.......... ... 070
. “ ¢ Gilsedges ... 0w
Fricndly Visitor, Bounds .......... 0 50
L *  Cloth... ........ 050
“ “ “GHlL elges.. 000 .
Girls’ Own Aunual, Cloth . ..., ... 200
. . o Giltedges 250
Infants® Magazina, L 050
“ o Cloth .......... 050
o o “ Giltedges . 099
Little Wide Awake, Boards...... R
woow “  Cloth ......., 173
Little Menand Women ... ...... 150
Leisure Hour, Cloth ..., . ..... 200
(L L “ Bilt edges 2 50
Quiver . .. .....ciiiiieil L. 225
Sunday, Boards ........oevuenn... 100
Sunday at Home, Cloth .. . ....... . 200
o ¢ “  Gilt cdges.. 250
Tho Prize, Boards ...vcveuennen... 0560
s Cloth.....covvvveeeea.. 070
Worthington's Annual ............ 1560
Wido Awake........... cersseecenes 1 B0
Young England, Cloth............ 200

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

PoBLisueg,
78 & 80 Kixu St. Easr, ToroxnTo,

C, W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, -N.S.




