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EXLARGED SERIXS.—VoL. VI,

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 6 1886.
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i

FROZEN OUT.

ixnguidly

little follows. Jast outside
of my window a number
come to pick the berrie% of
the Virginia creeper. Bat
when these and everything
else sare froxen hard, I hope
my young resders will scat-
ter some in or bread-
crumbe for these little feath-
ered friends of ours—they
will be very gratefo), I
msure you Remember,

Ho praysth best who loveth best
All thingsboth greatand small ;

¥or the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.

WHAT ALIOE DID.

A GENTLEMAN was atand-
iog one moining on the plat-
form of a railway depot in
New York, holding by the
hand a little girl, seven
yearsold, named Alice, There
wag some slight detention
about the opening of the car
in which they wished to sit,
sad the child stood quistly
looking sround bher, inter-
ated in all she saw, when
the sound of a messured
tramp of a dozen heavy feet
made her turn and look be-
bind her. There she saw a
sight euch as her young eyes
hagd never looked upon befure
—a short proceesion of gix
two of whom
nmarched first, followed by
two others, between whom,
chained to the wrist of each,
walked a cruel, fierce-looking
map, and these werefollowed
by two more who :ame close
behind the dangeioua pris-
oner. The man was one of
the worgt raffians of the city.
He had commitied & crime,
and was on bis way to the
State priscn to be locked uwp
there for the rest of his life,
Alice had heard of him, and
the knsw who it must be,
for only that morning her
father had said that ho wounld

i from the officers.

B ber. Her father, who was busily i
;ing with a friend, did not notice them, ) free man again.
s

LN

! or probably he would have led his

Tazse poor little birds seem almost, child amay. Alice stcod and watched
frozen to death, don't they § See how the man with a strange, choking feel
they pecp out of their half-; ing in her throat, and a pitifal look in

bsck, as if he conld n.c sesist the sweet

1]

closed eyes. The very severe winter, her eyes. It seemed 8o very, very sad | pity of that childish face. He watched

weather is sometimes fatal to the dear, to think that after this one ride in the | it for an instant, his own features !

. The Jittle company balted quite near  should bocome an old man, Lo conld
talk- | never walk in the bright sunlight &

All at once the prisonsr looked :t' I dido't mean to plague you, poor
,Fer, and then turcel suddenly away. roma only I'u. sorry fur yuw. And
yBat in another moment be glanced K Jesus is sorry for you, too ”

Ons of the policenen caught her
quickly up and gave her to Ler father,
who had already eprung formard tu

———
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stop her. No one had heard
those whispered words save
the man to whom they were
sp:ken. Bat, thask God'
be bhad heard them, and
their echo with the pictare
of that tender, grieved chiid's
face, wont with him through
all that long ride, and passed
in beside bim in his dreary
cell. The keeper wondered
greatly when he found that
his dreaded prisoner msde
no trouble, and that, a3 time
paszed on, he grew gentle
avd more kindly every dsy.
But the wonder was ex
plained when, long months
after the chaplain ssked him
how it wag that he had turned
out such a different man
from that what all had ex-

pected to see.
“{It's a aimple story,” said
the man. A chiild was

sorry for we, snd ehe ead
that Jesus was sorry for me,
too and her pity and bis
broke my hard heart.”

You sco how easy a thing
it is to work for Jesus.
8urely apy one of yon may
show you are *“of God,” 1n
somo such eimple wsy as thai

in which Alice gave proof

that the Master’s hang hid
touched her heart.

ONE BLACK DRO?.

OxE bleck drop, only one,
but what u tinge it has given
thst water! Spreading to
every othor drop in ita neigh
bourhood, it has clouded the
wholo mass.

That is the way with a
thought that is not pare It
aflects the desires, and there
follows the wish to do the
impure thing It reaches
the will, and there follows
the deed Then bow the
recollection of it clouds the
hour when ono praye, the
hour when the Bible iz rcad

bave to be sent up strongly guarded, ,suunshine, by the beoks of the river, K working curlously”the whﬂe,‘,nd[then', and God’s house visited, the honx’of
for it had been suipectod that some of the poor man would be shut up in, turned his head with sn impatiert oolitary study, or of intercourse with
kis comrades wonld t1y to rescue him ;a gloomy prizon all his life, No mat- K motion which told Alice that gho had frirnde.
f he might live, even it he , annoyed him. Her tender little heart  Look out for this evil. Howt A
wss sorry in a moment, and starting mas says of tho water obscared by the
forward, ehe went almost close to the black drop, X will expel this dosky
dangerous man, and said earnestly : |, clond.” Stop.

Let him go farther
sl

e

a
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PLEASANT HOURS.

bnek, snl not admit that drop in the
firt plaes  That impuro desise, don't
gratify it That fmpure book, put u
hundred foet between it and you as
quickly as possible,  Who will p-o-
niise in thia one thing to look not,
touch not 1 That promiec will mako
memory ol suushine for you.

XY TR

THE FIRBT SNOWFALL,

+ HE wnow had begun in the gloamiog,
Aud busily all the night
14d been henpang ficld and highway
With a silence deep and whie.

Fivery pine, aund fir, aud hemlock
Wore erimnoe too dear for s esrl,
And tho poorest twisz on the elm tree

Was tidgod 1u- h deep with pearl,

From sheds new roof'd with Carara
Camo Chanticieer’s muflied crow.

"Iho stfl xarls were softenad to swan's down,
Aud still fluttered down the snow,

1 stood aud walchod by the window
Tho uoiseloss work of the sky,

And the sud:den flarties of ruaw birds,
lake brown luaves wharling by.

1 thought of a mound in sweet Auburn
\Wher. a Jittle hendstone stood ;

How the flakes were folding it gently,
As did robins the babes in the wood.

Up spoke our own litile Mabel,

Saying, ** Father, who makes it snow!
Aud T told of the good All-tather

ko cares for us below.

Again | look’d at the suow fall,
And thought of the leaden sky

That arch'd o er out first great sorrow,
\When that mouud was hesped so high.

1 remembered the gratual patisnce
That fel from that cloud hike snow,

Flako by fiake, healing and hudiog
The scar of our deep plunged woa

And agsiv to the child 1 whispered,
* The snow that husheth all,
Da:ling, the merciful Father
Alono can make it fal} 1*

Then, with oyes thut saw not, 1 kissed her ;
Aud she, Kissing back, could not know
That my kiss was given to bor sister,
Folded close unser depuning shuw.

STOTTERING WILLIE.

Wictie Davis cawmo home after his
firat day in school, 1aid his books on
the table, lung his hat on a peg, threw
himself at his mother’s feot and, big
boy that ho was, burst into a passion
of tears. Nra. Davis goutly amoathed
bi+ hair, and let him cry until his
grict had partly spent iteelf. Then
she found out the trouble. She had
not sent Willie to school as young as
gho wonld bhave done if he bad been
like other boys. 1= stammereld in his
sprech. He was recsitive on that
subject, and the first rexl tiial of his
lifo came to him that afiernoon when,
ag achool closed, he overheard one of a
group of buys mimicking him; and
unother crll him ¢ Seutteri g Willie.”

This boy’s mo ber was a tine Chris
tian woman. Sie not only stood in
the great congregation and easg

0, what poeace we often forfeit,
0, what nesdleas pain wo boar,

All becauso we do not cury
Everythiug to God in prayer,

but she did literally go b every
trial and temptaiion to tho great
Buitden-bearer. So, now, as she had
often done befora in secrof, sho knelt,
with her :fll cted son and commended
him to ths care of her Heavenly
Father, and especially ssked that he

paper. After a fow wmoments she
callad, * Willie, comne here,” and then
she read aloud :

"The worst cases of stuttering cured
in ten minutes without a surgieal
oparation. Good 1oforences gtven.
Prot. Blank, 220 State Steeet,”

Fortunatoly Willio’s mother, though
a widow, way in circuamatances to bo
nble eauily to »find to pay the large
sum needed to reliove her boy of tho
trouble which had thr-atened to blight
his life. They went that very day to
the famous professor,

Willis I'ked him the moment he
gaw himy, He had such a cheerful way
with him,

“Sy you have been bothered with
that little diflicully,” he said, taking a
Bible from the table and opening it at
Paa. xxxvii.:  “ Well you will nover
bave any moro troubio after you loave
mo if you will do as I tell you. Read
tho first vorse of this pealm, and mark
the time as you read, just as you
would do if you werv singing. At
overy syllable, a8 you read, strike your
tiager on your knee”

William begun and read, * Fret not
thyself because of evil doors.”

Hao gmiled, then, at his mother,
thinking how he had wept the day
before at the taunts of tho boys, When
ho had read in this way four verses, the
Professor said ;

“ Read the fifth verse, and beat
time at every word by hitting your
thumb ageing? your fore-finger.”

And 8o Willie read: “ Commit thy
way unto the Liord; trust aleo in him;
and ho shall bring it to pats,” and his
mother wondered if he remembered
how they had knelt and prayed for the
very good which was now being given
to him.

A little later tho Professor said:
“Now, read tho twenty-third verse,
and boat the time as you say each word
vy moving your big toe.”

Willie laughed so he gould hardly
begin, but presently read : ¢ The steps
of a good man are ordered by the Lord ;
sad he delighteth in his way.”

And hefore the ten miuutes were
ended he found that in beating time
and talking ho could speak a8 rapidly
and fluently a8 any one.

This was 8ome years ago. Willie is
% young man now. He is preparing
for tho mioistry. He preached his
first eormon from the fourth verss of
that thirty-saventh Paalm: ¢ Delight
thyself aleo in the Lord, and he shall
give thee the desire of thy heart.”

1 AM NOT MY OWN,

“I wisu I had somo money to give
to God,” said Susy; “bat I haven't
aoy.”

¢ God does not expect you to give
him what you have not,” said her
paps, ¢ but you have other things be.
sides monay. When wo get home I
will road something to you, which will
makeo you zee plainly what you may
give to God.”

Sy alter diunor they went to the
library, and Suiy’s papa took down a
largo book snd made Susy read aloud :
“] have this day been before God,
and have given wyself—xll that | am
and have—to God ; g0 that I am in
nd respect my own, 1 have no right
to this body, or any of its members:
no right to this tongue, theso haunds,
theso foot, thete cycs, theso eara. I

might Lo cured of his stammering,
The pext morning, bofore breakfast, !
Mrs. Davis came down-stairs- eatlior |

than usual, aud picked up the morning yeod men, who is now in  heaven. | What will you answer?

have given mysclf clesn away.”
¢ Theso aro the words of a great and

Now you sce what you have to give to
God, my darling Susy.”

Susy looked at her hande, and at her
fect, and was silent, At last sho said
in a low voice, half to herself :

“ [ don’t believe God, wants them,”

Her papa heard her. “He dosa
waut them, sud be is looking at jou
now to seo whether you will give them
to him, you will be careful never to
let them do anything nauglty, and
wiil tesch them to do every good thing
they can. 1t you keep them for yowmr-
self, they wiil bo likely to do wrong
and to get into mischief.”

“Ilave ycu given yours to him,
papat”

“ Yes, indoed, long ago.”

 Are you glad?”

“ Yoz, vay glad.”

Susy was atill silent: she did not
quite understand what it all meant.

“If you give your tongue to God,”
said her papa, “you will not allow it
to speak unkind, angry words, or tell
tales, or speak sn untruth, or abytbing
that would grieve God's Holy Spirit.”

«I think I'll give him my tongue,”
said Susy,

“ And if you give God your hands,
you will watch them, and keep them
from touching things that do not
belong to them, You will not let
them be idle, but will keep them buay
about somothing.”

“Well, then, I'll give him my
hands.”

“And if you give him your feet,
you never will let thom carry you
where you ought vot to go; acd if
you-give him your eyes, you will never,
nover let them look at anything yon
know he would not like to look at, if
he were by your side.”

Then they knelt down together, and
Susy’s papa prayed to God to bless all
thoy had beea saying, and to accept all
Susy had now promised to give him,
and to keep her from ever forgetting
her promise, but to make it her rule
in all she said, and all the did, all she
saw, and all she heard, to remembar
—I am not my own.”

WHAT WILL YOU ANSWER?

ALL of the boys and girla I have
ever secn think a deal about how they
are going to look and what they are
going to do when they sre grown men
and women. Do you? If I could
show you pictures of how you will look
then, bow many of yon would like to
see them ! How many of you have
scen pictures of yourselves when you
wero very little children! Do you
think that pretty little children always
grow up to be either lovely womea or
noble-locking men ?

There are drunkardsin nearly every
community. Do you think they were
ever some mother's darling—bright-
eyed, sweet-faced, innocent! How do
their eyes look now$ Xing Solomon,
in the Bible, asks, * Who hath red-
ness of eyesl” - What will you
answer? Iostead of being sweet-faced
aund innocent, what do drankards often
bave upon their faces! Cuts and
bruises. If they had done right would
thoso wounds bo there!  King Solowon
asks, *Who hath wounds without
cause!”’ What will you avswer?
How many of you have ever heard the
foolish talk of drunksrde{ Db sny of
ytou‘know what Kiog Solomon called
it? o ’

" Ho agks, “Who hath babbling?”

-

Are drunkards usually kind and
gentlo, or are they ‘‘full of fightt”
King Bolomon aska, “ Who hath con.
wntions 1" What will you answer?
Do you think a drunkard is happy.
hearted or full of sorrow ! I want to
tell you a story of ome drunkard’s
sorrow, and perhaps you will know of
others that you oan tell aftovrwards.

Oance & man killed his wifo. He
way 80 drunk ho did not know auny.
thing about it. The police shut him
up in prison. He was so drunk he
did not kuow anything about that
icher. After a while bis drunken fit
~ent off, snd he looked about bim,
wondeling where he was, the place
looked w#o strange. He asked the
jailer, “ Where sm I1” He answerced,
“In prison” “What for?"” “For
murder.” . * Does my wife know any-
thing about it?” asked the terror.
stiicken man. ¢ You have murderdd
her.” Hearing thig, the wan became

. a mabntac,

Kiog Solomon asked, “ Who hath
gorrow 1 What will you answer ?

Can you think of anything that
would be worse for the drunkard than
of the things we have named 7 Not to
get to heaven!

Listen to what the Bible says about
thiy s ¢ Neither thieves nor drunkards
shall inherit the kiogdom of God.”
Kiog Solomon asks, “ Who hath
woe?” What will you answeri—
Youth's Temperance Banner.

KING SOLOMON AND THE
BLACKSMITH.

THE blacksmith has somerimes boen
called the king of mecbanics, and this
is the way ho is said, to have earned
the distinction :

The story goes that, during the
building of Solomon's Temple, that
wise rulec decided to treat the artissns
employed on his famous edifico to a
banquet, While the men were cnjoy-
ing the good things his bounty had
provided, King Solomon moved absut
from table to table to become betler
acqoainted with his workmen. To one
he 81aid :

¢“My fricnd, what i8 your tradet”

© A carpenter.”

¢ And who makes your tools $"

“The blacksmith,” replied the car
pen‘er.

To avother Solomon said :

¢ What is your trade?”

And the reply was:

# A mason.”

¢ Aud who makes your tools 1"

¢ Theblacksmith,” replied the masoa.

A third stated that he was a stone
cutter, and that the blacksuith aleo
made his tools. The fourth man
whom King Solomon addressed was
the blacksmith himself. He was s
powerful ravn, with bared arms, oo
which the muscles astood out'in bold
relief, and seemingly slmost as bavd
a8 the metal he worked. -

¢ And what is your trade, my good
man $” gaid the king,

¢ Blacksmith,” laco:ically replied
the wun of the auvil and sledge,

“ And who makes yoar tools !”

“ Make 'om mysclf,” said the black-
swithk . oo

. ‘Whereupon King Solomon immicdi-
ately proclsimed bim the Kiog cf
MecBanics, because he could not only
make .his owa tools, bat all other

-

“{ bae their tools made,

artisans ‘were forcéd to go'to, him to i

o ¢ - Qe
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PLEASANT HOURS.

BOB'S VALENTINE.

7 K had such fun on Valentinc's Day
With tho little girls who live over

the way |

Teddy sud I, and Jed and Jos,

ficked out the prettiest girls, you know,

And wrote ‘em things about ** Violets blae,

And sugar 18 swoet, and so are you.”

And anly that Bobby said it was meag,

1 wanted to write, ** The grnas iy groen,

Aud 20 aro you,"” and send it ont

To a girl we fellows don’t caro about.

But Bobby he’s qneor, and doesn't go

For tun like the rest of us chaps, you know,
Why who do you think he choss to be

His Valentiuve] Now, if 1'd been he,

1d rather have chosen—Never miod ;

111 te'l you about it, and f'ou will find

That if ever you want a fellow that’s queer,
You'll get him in Bobby, never you tear.

You see, wo boys we had sll picked out,

As [ 'old you, the prettiest girls about,

But Bob bo said there wasn't a girl

As pretty as his, and there wasn’t a curl

Op any girl'shead that could half compare

With his chosen Valentine's soft, fine imir,

And he said her eyes were a whole lot bluer

Thap any skies, and double the truer,

And that be was goivg to be her kaight,

Aund take care of hor always with mamn and
might.

He wouldn't tell us his Valentine's nameo

Tiil the regular (ay for Valentines cameo,

Apd wamma hiad hers, and sister, you know

(Of course from papa aud sistsr's bean,)

Then Bob he told uy to come ahead,

And ho d prove the tiuth of all he had said.

And where do you think he took us boys?

Hushing us up at the leastest voiss,

And waking us promise not to laugh,

Nor quiz him, nor givo him auy chsfl{

Why‘,h he opened grandmamma's door, *‘See
ere |

He said,

It was graudmamma, Udeclare !
Graodmamma sitting agd knitting away,
Sweet grandmamma with her hair so gray,
Lying all soit on her forehuad in curls
Just as pretty as any girl's.

Aud I never had naticed before how blue
Were grandmamma's eyes, It was rally

Tue

As Boktgb'y' bad said, thst there nevor- wero
skies )

One bit bluer than grandmammas's eyes.

8> she was his Valentine, he was her knight,
And someohow wo all thought Bobly was

right

When he kissed her haud, and cried, in glee,

* Dear grandma’s the *prottisst girl,’ you see;

Of courye I chose her instead of mamms,

For she, you know, belongs to paps.

Bat grandpa’s in beaven, and s0 1 knew

Teat gran must be my Valentine true.”
—Mary D, Brine.

KEEP THE SOUL ON TOP.

LitrLE Bertie Blinn had just finished
his dinner. Me was in the cosy
library, keeping atill for a few minutcs
after eating, according to his mother's
rale. 8he got it trom the family
doctor, and & good rule it is. Bertie
was sitting in his own rocking.chair,
before the pleasant grate fire. He had
in his hand two fine apples—a rich red
and a green, His father sat at a win-
dow resding s newspaper. Presently
bo heard the child esy, ‘* Thank you,
little master.” Dropping his paper,
he eaid : X thought we were alone,
Bertie. “Who was here just now 3”

“ Nobody, paps, only you and I.”

# Didn’t you say just now, ¢ Thank
you, little master I'”

The child did not answer at first,
bat laughed & sby laugh. Soon he
.aaid, ¢ I'mafraid you will laugh at me
if I tell you, paps.”

; “Well, you have just laughed ; and
'why mayn't X$7

! «But I 'mean you’ll make fun of
’mn .

i “No, I won't make fun of you ; but
Sperhaps I'l} have fun- with you. That
2will help us digeat our roast beef,”

e~ ——

“T'Il tell you about it, papa, 1 had
caten my red apple, and wanted to ot
the green ono oo, Just then ] re-
membered somuthing I'd learned ot
school about cating, and I thought that
ono big apple was cnough. My
gtomach will be glad if I don't givo 1t
the green ono to grind, 1t socmed to
me for a minute just ag if it sud to
me, * Thank you, Jittlo master ;' but |
koow I said it mysolf."

“ Bertio, what iy it that Miss Mec-
Laren has beon teaching you alout
eating 1"

‘“She told us to be careful not to
givo our stomach too much food to
grind. If wo do, she says, it will mnake
bad blood, that will run up ioto our
brains, and make them dull and stupid,
80 that wo can’t get our lessons woll,
and perhaps give us hoadaches too, If
wo give our stomachs just enough
work to do, they will give us pure,
lively blood, that will make us feol
bright and cheerful in school., Mies
McLaren eays that sometimes, when
sho eats too much of somecthing that
she likes very much, it seems almost as
if her stomach moaned and complained;
but when she denies herselt, and doesn't
eat too much, it seems as if it was
thavkful and giad.”

“Thav's as good preaching ss the
minister's, Bertic. What wore did
Miss McLaren tell you about this
matter?”

“She teught us a versoc one day
about keeping tho soul on top. That
wasn’t just the word, but it's what it
meant.”

At this, papa's psper went suddenly
right up botore his face. When, in a
minute, it dropped down, there wasn’c
any ‘laugh on his face as he eaid:
“ Woren't theae the words, ‘I keep my
body under *”

“O yes | that was it ; but it means
just the*'satie. If I keep my body
under, of course my soul is on top.”

“Of course it {3, my boy. Keep
your soul on top, and you'll belong to
the grandest style of man that walks
on the earth,”

Bortie put on his coat and cap, and
went away to school, His father took
up the apple he had left behind on the
table, and put it in his pocket. On
his way home late in the afternoon, he
called at Miss AlcLaren's boarding-
house. He gave her the apple, and
told her all that Bertie had eaid.

8She could not eat the apple. She
wrapped it in rosecoloured tissue-
paper, and laid it in the drawer where
she kept her dainty laces and nicest
things. 8he had worked hard in
school that day, and was very tired.
At night, when her head was reating
on its pillow, the moon lgoked in
through the window and saw tears of
joy dropping on it from a sweet face.
—Well Spring.

« PAYING OFF MOTHER."
“ Mother,” said a littlo black-eyed

‘boy of six years, * when you get old,

and want some one to read to you, 1
will pay you off.”

Little Atexander’s mother had been
in the habit of reading to him & good
deal, and on this Szbbath day she read
to him a long time out of the Bible
and a Sabtath-achool book. The child
was just able to read, himself, and the
progress he was making dounbtless sug-

to him' how he might at somo
fature time return all his mother’s
care, - -

I will pay yoJ off, mother,” said

ho, looking up into her face wiih
childish satisfaction, w8 if & new
thought from hoaven hal been 8- s
down to hght up tho littie world of
soul. llis mother pressod him to her
heart with a delight that scemed to
say, “ My eon, [ am more than paid
off alroady.”

But, children, you can never pay off
your mother. Her thoughis of lovu
and acts of affection aro more in num
ber than the days of life. How olten
has sho nourished youn, dreesed you,
kigsed you, rocked you on her knee
and in the cradle, carried you in her
tender arms, watched over you in
sleep, guided your infant stepe, cor-
rected al times your misdemesanors,
thought of you in nbsence, and guaided
your lifo in the unvarying remem-
brance of a moiher's solicitude, and the
freo-will oflerings of a wother’s devo-
tion! Ah, dear children, you can
nover * pay ofl your mothers,’

Mother hus taught you to read and
pray. Sha has patiently sat by you
and taught you the letwers of the
alphabet, and then she help.ed you to
put them together and epell words of
thought. She taught you to know
God.  Before you could read, the
taught vou to say, “ Our Father which
art 1 h aven.” Mother has trained
yoa wih lessons and hymns sand
prayers to como to Christ. Sha has
prayed for you when none bu: God
knew it, and has prayed with you
when your wandering eyes understood
not the meaning of her grave and im-
ploring looks. Shé pomted you to
h:sven, and “led the way." Dear
<hildren, you can never * pay off yoar
mothers."—Selected.

HOW TO READ.
BY BEV. JOIN ALONZO FISHER,

Rean with attention. Were you
never roused from a reverie to find that
whilo your cyes had been following tho
lines of the printed puge, your wits had
been wool-gathering, und that if your
life had depended upon it, you could
not have told what you had been reading
about? Such reading is worse than
profitless ; for it lessens the power of
attention, the one power that, woro
than any other, distinguishes the suc.
cesyful from the unmsuccessfal siudent.

Tako notes. This will compel atten-
tion ; for one caunot muke & synopsis
of what is but vaguely approhended.
The practico of taking notes developes
the analytical powers, traing the miad to
discriminate between tho vital und the
unesgential points of an article or »
bock, fastens the new facts or thoughta
upon the memory, facilitates review and
makes available the resulis of one's
reading.  Cuttinga or “scraps” of
book papoer msy bo bought for a song
at any printing otlize and mounted up m
paste-board tublets of couvenient pize
Such paper i3 used by cconomical
authors in tho preparation oftheir manu-
gcripts.

1t the book that you are reading ia
your own, underline choics pavsuges,
add pencil notes in the margin, and
cpposite paragrapbs whose sistements
you question, put impertinent interro-
gation points. Such marks will invite
you to & roview of the book, and will
greatly enhance its interest to otbers
wio nay read it.  To such resders, the
glimpses into your miod afforded by
critical peucil notes in the margin, will
mako tho perusal of the book #ecn
aimast liko reading in the comnpanion-
ship of a tnoughtful friend. It evino-

timea  hapjens  that an  author's
statements sy Lo coreectod or made
wate intolligtbie.  Tao teader should
not hesitaiv to perform that friendly
gervice for sutwiquent readers The
Rov, Joeeph Cook niarks with oo,
two and thiee lines 1 che outes ninigin,
paagages thut he aj jrroves, sud in & ke
wianoer he marke, oo the iwner tuargin,
paseages ho disappioves  Me. Cock
aiviges 1eadern 10 fallow Lin exauple,
mew _rizing  the  a-nfenxs makeld
with threo liues 1n tho euler marg:n.
Roview again and again all that yiu
wish to mnke your own.

ONLY NUW AND THEN.

RINK & uo ex use. boys,
Merging inte wer,
That you do & wroug sct
OQuiy now aud then.
Better to be caroiul
AS you g6 siukp,
I you would be manly,
Capablo aud strong ¢

Msuy 4 wrot hed sot, boys,
That one daily meets,

Diinking trowm the boet kegs,
Living 1 the atreots,

Or at beat 1 quarters
W\ orse taan auy pen,

Ouco was dressed in Lroaduath,
Dnakitg nuw and then.

When you have a bab:t
That ts wiong veu know,
Kiick 10 off at unco, Inde,
With a sudden tlow.
Think it no oxcase, boys,
Mergiug mto wen,
That you do a wroug act
Ounly now and thesn,
~— Youtn's Teimperance Banner,
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WHAT A VERSE CAN DO,

A LIITLE boy came to ono of our city
wissionsries, und holding out a dircy
and woll-worn bit of printed paper,
said, “ Please, sir, father sent me to
get o clean paper like that.”

Taking it from bis hand, tha mission-
ary unfolded it, aud found it was &
page contsining that beautiful hymo,
of which the first starza is as follows:

‘“Just as 1 am without auo plea,
i3at that thy biood was sbed for me,
And that thoa bid at me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I tome.”

The missionary looked down with
interest into tho face enrncstly up
turned to him, and usked the litile
boy whero he got it, und why he
wanted a clean one,

“We found it, #ir,” said he, “in
sister's pockot after sho died ; and sho
used to sing it all the time whoen she
was uick, und loved it 80 much thut
father wanted to get & clesn ono to put
in & frame to hang it up.  Won't you
give us a clean one, sirt”

This little pago, with & single hywn
on ir, bad been cast upon the wir liko
a fallen leaf, by Cnristian haade,
bumbly hopisg to do some possible
good. In wome little mission Sunday.
school, probably this poor girl had
thoughtlessly recsived it, xfterward w
find it, we hope, the goepol of ber
tulvation, Could she, in uny proba.
biliy, bave gone down into death
swoetly winging that hymn of peni.
toncs and fuith in Jesus to hor latest
breath, without the saving knowledgo
of him, which the MHoly Spirit slono
imparts

Last December little George saw
a snow-storm for the first time.
“Muamma?l mamms!” he culled out
from tho window, ¢ bring » big pan!

It's raining popcorn 1

:‘l.u ‘%j v
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““HOMFE '

-t ' HE sweetost word on earth 1s '*home,"”
) To loving hearts most dear;

Whore'er our {ootsteps sesk to roam,
Homo thoughta are ever noar

The wemorios swoet of life's apring-day
Keep (resh and green forever ,

Like tragrant flowera they acent the way
A.down Iife's winding river.

€ Our home way be where mountaius rise

14ke dark grevn clouds to heaven ;

Or where the valloy lily liea,
Qur humble lot be given,

¢ on an island of the sea
Oft Iy the tempeat proat !

No matter where onr home may I,
To cach that home 1a blest,

The strongest love mithin man s reast,

In 1ave of life and home ;
. Likefledglinge hoverlug round their near,

Our thoughts encircie home.

Our yeara may reach throe-score and ten
And full of changes bo,

Yet scenes of home will haunt ua then
When life was pure and freo.

Where love hath cast her goldun apell,

t  And kindest deods are done,

Waere loving liearts unite to dwell,
‘Tis heaven on earth bogun,

Then cherish home with jealoua care,
And let not strife prevail,

Thus for our ** heavenly home '’ nrepare,
Secure within the vail,

-

OUR PERIODICALS,
PER TZAR—~POSTAGE FRER

Tho hagt, the cheapest, the most enterininiag, the
wost popular.

Christian Uuardian, woeekly.. .....ccceeseee - 708
Method!st Magazine, 08 pp., monthly, (llustrated 8 00
Methodist Magazine an Guardian ‘togsther.. 8 60
The Wesloyan, Hallfax, weekly. . ... .......
Bunday-8chool Banner, 32 pp., 8ro., moathly
Berean Leat gmnﬂly. 16 s BY0. . e0u-.Lee
Quarterly Raview Servioe. Uy the yoar, 2. &

dozen ; 82 por 100; perquarter, 6o. & dok. §

00

800, per 1
tlome and Bohool, 8 pp., é%o., tortalighily,
oogle COPIod .. ...ctieeinimantnoatcee
Loas than 20 coplee ... ceoveicvvmm -
Qrer 20 0OPIO® ... ...e.iaies cescancenes
Plnnnli Houre, 8pp.. 410, fortnignily, single
Less than 20 coples .. .-..«.c0e
Over 20 coples .- - .
Runbeam, !om:!ghﬂy. lesa than 20 coples.. —
20 coples an nrnrd e e e e -
Hlpg Days, fortnighitly, lees than 20 ocoples..
oopies and UPWATES .. .icieecenniiiem
Rerean Leat, monihiy, 100 coples per month.

Address: WILLIAM BRIGOS,
Mcthodist Book & Pnblhhln{ House,
78 & 80 King 88 Kast, Torcnte.
8 ¥ Homwers,

Wesleyns Book Room,
’ Halifax, N. &

Pleasant Fours:
A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK:
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.
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TORONTO, FEBRUARY 6, 1886,

$250.000

FOR MISSIONS
For the Year 1886.

In one of E~gland’s famous naval
battles, Lord Nelson ran up to the
masthead of his flag-ship the signal,
*“England expocts every man to do
his duty 1" The message went like an
electricshook through tho fleet. Every
officer and sailor, every gunner and
powder-wonkey fought us if upon him
depended the fortanes of the day, and
it has thrilled thousands of hearts frora
that day to this. Now, in like spirit,
wo run up to topmust the flag, asking
for thn missions of Canrdian Method-
ism $250,000 for 1886, And if

he felt that upon him depended success
or failure, that sum shall bo reached,
and a great moral victory achioved.

A NOVKIL MISBIONARY XPFORT.

Sunday, October 17, was an ¢vent
ful day with (ho Methodist church at
Danbury, Oonn. The pastor, the Rev,
J. W. Barnhart, had appoiated this
day for the annual missionary colloc-
tion, aud had by earncat appeals pro-
pared tho people for it. Chaplain
M'Oabo was present all day, preachiog
morning and evening, and at the two
srervices, which were largely attended,
8650 was pledged amid much euthusi-
asm, At 12.30 the Sabbath-school
met, and a novel service began. In
the month of May the superintendent,
J. W, Osmun, gave out to 90 of the
members of the achool small packages
of seed corn, donated by J. H. Ives,
scodsmsn, the seed to bo planted and
the product to be sold, the money to
go toward helping the cause ¢f mis-
sions, On this occasion the corn was
brought in during a special servico
propared for the day. Ae cach name
was called the corn was brought for-
ward and placed within the altar rsil,
until over six bushels of splendid corn
was pilod up and two large stacks
placed at either end of the platform,
SBome had lost their seed after planting
through fowls and birds, and they
brought their return in momey., A
epirit of enthusiasm provailed, and at
the conclusion Chaplain M'Cabe ad-
dressed the school, and, catching the
gpirit of the day claimed some of the
corn to send out among tho farmers in
the West, and thus a larger crop be
harvosted for missions, It was decided
to donate two bushels for this purpose,
and to distribute the rest among the
scholars next year to plant again and
a larger crop be raised. Thres hun.
dred and fifty dollars was pledged by
the school, making the total collections
for the day $1,000.

THE YOKOHAMA BEN,

 Papa,” shouted a little fellow,
‘that Yokohama hen is going to set
again!” The boy’s papa was talking
to Elder Swindells, of the Philadelphia
Conference, a8 they sat upon tho piazza,
The Elder inquired into the history of
that hen, She had hatched already a
brood of eleven chickens, which had
been raised and sold, and all the money
put into the missionary treasury, And
as the boy came running up with the
glad news that there was to be another
increase, the Elder, who is trying so
hard to bring his district up to the
million-dollar line, could not help say-
ing: O for ten thousand missionary
hens to help us through, and ten thon-
sand boys like that to trumpst their
worthy deads !”

Tex Christmss number of the St
John's, Newfoundland, Evening Zels-
gram, 18 & handeomely ) rinted and well
Ulasirated number of 28 pages, fall of
local sketches and Christmas storiea.
Among other interesting contents we
notice an excellent sketch of Method-
ism in Newfoundland, by the Rev.
GQeo. J. Bond, with an engraving of
the handsome George Strest Methodist
Charch.

TEE Lavender Sabbath-school so-
knowledge, with many thanks, the
Nov Year's present of twelve copies
of Happy Days, sent to it free for one
year, by John Morgan, E«., of Scar-
bord’, Ont.—GE0. AxDERSON. Who

will imitate this example t-~Eb,

Tex PriNcr or WaLks,

THE PRINOE OF WALES.

Apovur gix handred years ago there
wag a king of England—Edward I.—
who subdued the people of Wales
which, you know, lies just wost of
England. After conquering the Welsh
he was anxious to ges their good-will,
and so, when it happened that his first
baby-prince was born, in Carnarvon,
in Wales, he had a bright idea. He
announced that this boy was a native
of Wales—one who could speak Welsh
just 8 well as any other tongue (this
was true, as the baby was but a few
weeks old,) aud he should therefore be
tho people's own prince, Edward,
prince of Wales.”

Twenty-three years after, this baby
bscame king of England, and about
fifty years later his grandson hsd
assigned to him, a8 the third privco of
Wales, the crest and motto which has
boen borne by all the Eaglish kings’
sons who have ginco that day bad the
titte, The crest is three ostrich-
feathers, and the mo*to is .he sentence
“JIch dien "—* I serve.” It wasgiven
to the Black Prince, a boy of great
promise, who fought bravely at the
battle of Trecy.

The present prince of Wales is the
oldeat son of Queen Victoria, and is a
man whose oldest son has already
becoms of age. This is his picture,
but yon must uot think that he wears
all tbeso fine decnrations except on
gpecial gccasions. If you were to meet
b’m, 88 yon might if you lived in
England, you would find him as
gimple in his dress and e~ quiet in his
manner a8 any other geniioman. Some
people think of kings and queens and
princes a8 wearing magnificent crowns
and continually making a great display;
but if you were to seo the London
house where the prince of Wales lives,
you would be surprised at its plain
appsarance—on its ountside at least.
He bas sons and daughters, who are
being brought up in & very sensible and
simple way. The boys are notallowed

to “ put on airs " becuuse of their high
birth, and the dresses of the young girls
are made in & style muoh move piain
than are those of rmany silly school-
girls in America,

There is a book written by Queen
Victoria that would be interssting to
any one who likes to know how the
bome-life of a royal family goeson. It
shows the reader that the grveat ones
of the earth have just a8 many trials
and atrnggles and beartaches as the
lowlieat. It lets you seec that the
queen of England is a loving mother
and a sincere Christian. It tells you
in details of all her family, and gives
interesting little etories of life in a
palace.—AxNNETTE J. NobIE, in For-
ward.

.

NOT ASBEAMED.

Justice MoLrAx, of Ohfo, heard a
minister preach. He had been &
skeptic, and this miunister spoke to
him in such a way a8 convinced him of
the truth of the Christian religion.
He was led to ses hew Ohrist had died
for him, and was born again, He
went home and said: *“ We are going
to have family prayers; let us go into
the drawing-room and pray together.”

¢ Bat,” said his wile, ¢ thera are
four lawyers in there; they have come
to attend court. Let us go into the
kitchen to have prayers.”

Judge McLean replied: “It's the
first time I ever invited the Lord to
my house, and X don't propose to in-
vite him to the kitchen, by any means.”

He went in to thoss lawyers and
said : My iriends, I have found out
that Jesus died on the cross for me.
I have given myeelf to him, and now I
propoes to invite him to my honse.
You may do a8 you plesse; stay or
go. Bat Iam now to make my firat
prayer in my own house.,” They ssid
they would very much like to stay,
and did stsy. From that day Judge
MoLean lived a conaistent Christian
life, and died a Ohristian death,

gibe‘ch teacher and acholar work ag if
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THR WONDERFUL MAN.;

HE loveliest man that ever lived
Since Adam's ainfal fall—
o altogether lovely one—
Was hated most of all.

The kindest man that over lived,
Whoss name we love to call,

\Vas least esteomed smong mankind,

And treated worst of all,

The wisest man that ever lived,
A heavenly prophet came ;
Bnt worldly sages cast him ont,
And banned bis very name.

The richest man tbat ever lived,
The Merchant Prince of heaven,
Had not a place to lay his head ;
His all for us was given.

The greatest man that ever lived,
The Royal Son of God,

Parth gave a thorny crown and cross,
And shed his prscions blood.

IN THE BLACK BELT.
RY THE KDITOR.

Oxm of the most striking character-
igtics of the South is the ubiquitous
presence of ‘‘our brother in black,”
aud a very picturesque otjt he is
For *loopholed-windowed ragg. dness
he is not surpassed by the lazzaioni of
Naples or beggars of Rome. As he
gstands in statussgue sttitude, motion-
less in the blezing sunlight, he looks
like & black bronze antique, There is
an expreesion of infiaite patiencs,
almost of sadness, in his dark snd
lustrous eyes which ons may easily
fancy is the result of ages of bondage
and oppression. When ho spesks to
you, which outaide of the cities he
seldom does unless firat addregsed, it is
in & rich, velvety voice, in an ob-
sequious, almost servile manner, and
often in a rude and almost bar-
barous patoss But to see him at his
best you shonld see him in animated
conversation with his brother black.
Then he i8 «ll life and emergy.
His gestures are emphatic, his white
teeth gleam, his dark eyes flish, his
jolly langh pours forth peal on peal in
an fnexhaustible lood. A very small
joke causes infinite mirth, and you
realits, as perhaps not before, that
“3 jeet’'s prosperity lics in the ear of
him that heareth it.”

The condition of the negroes in the

Ix Tnr BLaox BxLT.

new South is to the Northern tourist
8 problem of special jnterest. Siace
emancipation, it i true thuy are often
thriftlees and unprogressive; but so
they were before, and their habita are
s heritage from slavery dsys Yet
they are steadily improviag. At
Montgomery, Ala, a colonr:d man
told me that kis people paid taxes on
$500,000 worth of proporty, and that
he himeelf paid taxes on £20,000.
Yet ho had begun, he eaid, ¢ without &
nickel” The blacks ave docilo and
eager to learn. Even where schools
are provided throughout tho * black
belt,” it is only at intervals between
the pressing fisld-wozk of the successive
crops—corn, ootton, tobacco—that the
young folk can go to school—about
four months in the year I was told.
That they have improved o muck is
greatly to their credit, and is 2n augary
of still greater improvement in the
fature, The Sunday-sckool, moreover,
is supplementing the deficiercies of the
day-school to a8 conaiderable extent.
The printed lesson lesves are a valuable
means of instruction even in the hands
of inexperienced teachers. I have
heard coloured children in the South
reupond to questions on the Bible
a8 well as I ever heard white children.

The religions life of the blacks is 2
subject of deep interest. Intensely
emotional, they are apt to be carried
away by what is sometimes, it is to be
feared, little betler than nervous
excitement. At Montgomery, Als,
the very heart of the “black belt,” 1
witnessed far more noisy demonpatra-
tions than anywhere elso in the South.
There was on the part of the congre-
gation a perpetual awaying of the body
to and fro, accompanied by a coustant
chorus of ejaculations in a plaintive
minor key; and all the while ran a
decp undertone in & monotonons strain
like the drone of a bagpipe. The
preacher favoured the excitement.
His voice fell into a regular chantiog
cadencs, & mournfoul minor sirkin
impoetible to describe. The responsive
cries became londer and louder; several
persons, all womep, sprang to their
feet, one safter another, with impas-

sioned gestures and ejaculations. 8till
the preacher went on with his weird
incantation, till the confusion seemed
to me % have no more teligiousl

character than the gyrations of the
dancing dorvishea. ‘The more intelli-
gent blacka disapproved of it, and eaid
it was only the ignorant who indulged
in it. Thero is often a rude eloquence
in the sermon that to the keen
suscoptibilities of the negroes is very
arousing. The preschers are very
fond of texts from the Revelation aud
from the prophscies, and their literal
application of allegorical language and
of bold oriental imagery is very
striking. The singing, too, is & very
characteristic element in the worship—
the strange, sweet, plaintive strains
with which the * Jubilees” have made
us all familiar. They are especially
fond of hymns describing the deliver
ance of the Israelites from the bondago
of Egypt as that beginning, “Go
down, Moses,” with its atriking refrain,
“Let my people go;” and hymus on
the desuruction of the Egyptiane, as
“Did not old Pharach got lostt”
which they sing with enthusiasm, In
the refrains everyone joins, often with
swaying of the body and time-marking
gosturea. As a finale, they frequently
all rpring to their feet, and overybody
shakes hande with everybody alse,
singing lustily all the while.

In their colloctions they are ex-
ceedingly liberal; few white
gations, in proportion to their means,
vbeing a8 much 80, Having fixed upon
a definite sum a8 nocessary, they keep
at it till they get it. They are fond of
pitting one secret or benevolent socisty
against another, sa the *SBons of Jacob”
and the “Sisters of Rachel ;" and
amid an sccompaniment of song and
exhortation, and a geod deal of chaffing
snd wit, the sum is almoat invariably
reached, Taough many of thir long
oppressed race may not be models of
bonesty, thrift, and morality, yet their
vices are a heritage of the dark dusys
when no man could call aught that be
had his own, and when even the
sanctity of his home and the purity of
bis family-life were not protected.
Alresdy a great improvement is mani-
feat, and under the regeaerative
influences of religion and education the
Negro is destived to resca s high
standard of morality and intelligence.

“{rrprikg out loud ” is the latest
child-definition for snoring.

SBUPERIOR PRRIODICALS

Trnix Berlin Weekly Vews, ono of our
best oxchangee, says:
T 0Tt {s bard to roaliso to what a stato
of porfestion tho publications of the
Moethodist Book Concorn, Toronto, has
boon raised under ita preeont vigorous
mensgoment, The amount of matter
whioh §¢ gives to the world {s somsthing
wondorful. In addition to tho large
number of broks that aro continually
sent out, the number of periodicals of
various kinds far surpasece in magni
tudo tho irsuea from #ny othor Can.
adian publishirg house.  First wo bavo
the CAristian Guardias which hes no
oqual as a religions woeklv in Ca-ada,
Next woe havo the Msthodist Hagazing,
the only sucoess{ul Magaxioe in Canada,
and it isevery yoar increasog in popu-
larity, infloonce and circulation. Noxt
comues the Sundayechool Ranner, n
teachers’ monthly, whicu bas no equal
in this country, and very few, if any, in
the States. Then come Prxasaxt
Houra and Home and School, two very
fice eight-page illustrated papers,
which appear alternato weeks, and are
apecially adapted to the larger Sunday-
school scholars.  After this follow
Happy Days and Sunbsam, also appear-
ing altornately, for the amaller acholarm.
Beeides all thoso regular perindical
publicstions, thero are Berean Leaves,
Quarterly and Review Service«' The
Sundav-sshool imsuee alone reach over
100,000 pages avery day.

MANNERS BETWEEN BOYS.

Taere 18 n gool deal of rudences
botwoon boys in their intarcrurse and
bearing with one another, that in not
really intended as such; but is not
therafore any the lesa to be dieapproved.
It is often simply the oveiflow of
excosive, bigh spirita. But the very
best good humor, unreetrained by preper
bounds and limitations, may becomo
the most positive incivility. We ofzen
apologirze for the cosrseness of pe plo by
saying: “ He moans well.” It is wol
we can make such aun apology for them ,
for if their radeness is really 1ntentional,
they are not fit to be 16:eived into any
worthy person’s society. But they who
mean wall should also do woll ; and the
ways of politeness are never 85 cesily
learned as in youth. The boy who is
habitually coarss and rudo in his bear-
ing toward other boys, will ho snch as a
wan toward men, and all his lifo will
novor gain the reputation of being a
gentleman.

“BEHAVING" IN BUNDAY-
80HOOL.

A BRIGET little girl, aged two yoarn
and a-half, once said, ¢ When I get so
I can behave myself, I am going to
Bundsy-school.”

Many of the little boys and girls
who are old enough iv gu to Sunday-
school do not belisve themselves very
well while there. They take more
plessure in whispering to their com-
panions and gazing about them, than
in iistening 10 what the tescher or
superintendent msy t< eaying. They
forget that they arve in God's house,
and, while there, ahould bebaso as if
they could see God looking directly at
them ; for his eyes see all our actions,
and he knows every thooght of our
hearts.

TrERB is nothing preferable to the
remembrance of a good actiun, exocept
the inteation of do%ng a bettor.
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BEGIN WITH GOD.

o
FGIN the jay with (lod !
He is thy sun and day ;
}o1a tho radiance of thy dawn,
To hit adidress thy lay,

8ing thy firat song to Godl |
Not to thy fellow-1nan ,

Not to the croatures uf hus hand,
But to the tlortous t)ne.

Awake, cold lips, anlning’
Anso, dull Lares, and pray *

Laft up, O mau, thy heart and oyes;
Brush slothfuliess away *

Look ap beyund thene lotls,
Thither thy pathway lies

Mount up away, aud linger not,
Thy goal 1a yonder akios,

Cast cvery neight asile '
Do battle with each ain;

Fight with the fatthless world without,
The fasthloss heart within,

‘Take thy frst ineal with Col,
Ho in thy heavenly food!

Feod with hiny, on him ; he with theo
Will feast tn brotherhood.

Tako thy first walk with God *
Let him go forth with thee ;

By stream or ssa or mountain path
Soek still his company.

Th& first transsction be

'ith God huuself aliyve ,

So «hall thy busicess prosper well,
Aud all thy days be love

—Lvra
— . edDe o —
THE TWIN CRUSSING-
SWEEPERS.

DY A CITY MISSIONARY.

A (nussiduswgRiNG 1D ths poor
parts of the Kast Eud of londun is
nut & vory vaidabie property on woeek-
days.  Must of the puupie who cruss
thu road wste littie how muddy it is.
Thorv are no ecuniric uid gontlemen in
the neighbourhood who pay five shilling
and cven golden toll (as used, at any
rate, I have heard, to be the cate in the
West End) when they condescend to pick
their way over the crussing; no benevo-
lont old ladies, whose combined pen-
sions give the crossing-swegpor a very
coutfortable little incomo, no lezy,
swollish servants, to hire him witn
coppers and cold fowl to post letters and
call cabs, in order tha: their own brawny
calves may etill enjoy a spotless otium
cum dignitate. Orossing-sweepors, lo
cally practising their profession, are
scarco in the parts 1 apeak of on
wock-days, But cn Sundays they make
theirappearancein froat of the churches
and the larger chapels just befire and
after gervice. The Sunday incumbents
of the two crossiugs that led to one of
wy churches, were at one time a little
boy and a litde girl strikingly ¢ (ke
in features, although the boy looked
very feehle, and the gir), in spite of he:
poor clothing and diet, eermed a merrily
healthy young guss. Sime of those
who had coppers to spare chosethe buy's
crossing whon they came to church,
because he looked 80 weak ; but most
gave their ponce and half-peace to the
girl, becauss she smiled 2o brightly and
brandished hor broom with so much
cheorful vigor., Boith of the children
wero vor; well-behaved, and, poor as
their dreas was, they managed somehow
to make it look tidy. They were not
exaotly ‘“pretty children,” but still
their faces wero very different from the
jumble of flat fratures, lighted only by
low cunning, which is the general typo
of countonanoo smongst our poor litle
‘“gireot Arabs” Thoy differed from

tha ruck of street chiliven suikingly
in another respect. As soon as the

singlo bell had consed to toll, they loft
their brooms in a corner of ono of tho
jutchios, aud stole mto the church, drop-
ping sid~ by sido into one of tho
ubscurest freo scats,  Sunday after
Sunday, when I passod the littlo cross-
ing-sweopors on my way to church,
I dotermined to mako enquiries about
thew, but it so happened that for some
weoks they escaped 1y memory assoon
88 Sunday had passed. One Bunday
mormng 1 missed them from their
accastomed post. A bent old man,
almost mutlled from view in a thread-
Lare, greasy, many-caped drab great-
coat, wus plying the broom in their
stead. 1 asked him if ho could tell me
what had become of tho children,

i “Buy's bad, an’ tho gal's a-nussin’ of
! bim.”

» “Where do they livet"

! *Them an’ mo lodges togethor in a
harch, un' the gal says to me, ¢ Kred
cun't g, Gingor, an’' I'm agoin’ to stay
along with hun to-day—so you take my
broom, un' go down to our pitch afore
tho new church—it's a pity some un
shouldn’t git the browns.” Bo, I've como,
but, bluss ye, sir, 1 don't mean to koop
all I gits. They shall havo their whack,
a8 they've a right. You'll please re-
membor the swoeper, sir3”

1 usked him 1f he would pilot me
after service to the singular jomnt lodg:
ing ot which he had spoken. * Ye're
not agoin’ to blow on us, sir#" he cross.
quostioned, glancing up sharply. “ Ye
soo, wo'vo got it rent free, an’ though
it ain't used for nothin’ else, them as
the place bolongs to might turn us out
1t they knowed there was any onein it."”

There is a network of zailways in the
KEast End nuw, but at that timo the
Biack wail—the traimnsdrawn by a rops
<hat ran over wheels—was the only
LasvEad line, In the upper poriion
of ono of its arches, that had besn
boarded up for use a8 a.stable and hay-
lofe, but had not been long tenanted in
that capacity, the old man and the
children resided.

* [ hain't been thereso long as thom,”
said tho old man as we walked back to.
godher. “I'm a finder by trade, if yo
cin call it a trade—pick up rags, an’
vones, an’ motal, an’ sich ; an’ one night
1 come back dead beat, for I ‘adn’t had
aothin’ to eat, an’ ‘adn’t found nothin’
10 speak on ncither. I sot down by
that there railway harch, un’ fel: as it
I could blubber, hold a8 I be, It was
a good stop yet to the place where 1
was s-lodgin’ then, an’ there wasn't any-
thin’ for mo to eat when I did git back.
Wen, jist then up come them two
children, wi' their brooms over their
shouldors. They work a City crossin’ a-
week days,an’ only zome to yourn a-Sun-
days,’ 'cos 1t's handy like, an’ the City's
empty a Sundays. ¢ What's the matter,
old man?}’ gays the little gal. ‘I'm
Jdred,’ says I. ¢ Oomein an’ 'ave a rest,’
says she, *That'll be becter than settin’
‘out 'ere in the rain’ The rain was
comin' down; but I was so tired, 1
should like to ha'gone to sleep there.
So up they took me to the lott where
we'roall a-lodgin’ now ; an’ when they
found ount I was 'ungry, they give me
s-mo o' their grub. ¢If you've no
vbjections, I'll turn in 'ere to-night,’
says I; an' I did. Both on 'em said
their prayers afore they turned in. It
made me feel ashamed like—I was
layin’ awake watchin’ on 'em, ¢That's
good children,’ says I. ¢I'd ha’ done
it myse:f, it 1 ’adn’c been sn tired ; but
now I'll say ’em in bed.’ An’ I didsay
‘em, sir, an' 1've gone on eayin’ 'em, an’

I, * Would you mind if [ was to come an’
stay 'ero 1’ Thoy says ¢ No,' un' I says,
‘* Good-night, theo,’ an’ they says * Good
night,’ an’' wo'vo lodged together over
ginco, Somotimes I helps thom, an’
somotimes they helps me, accordin’ as
wo've got on. Poor dears, they wouldn't
be crossin”sweepin'if thoy'd their righte,
Thoir fathor was a doctor, sir1 Don't it
souud strange? They don't speak agin’
him more than they can ’elp; but Ican
make out that their father was a bad
sort, though he were u doctor. He'd
ave lot 'em run wild, if it ‘adn’t 'a’
beon for the mother, an’ she diod afore
tho fathor, 'an when /e died, there was
nobody to take care of 'em.

¢ Ag well as [ can make out, thoy was
loft ulono in tho house after his buryin’
without anythin’ to eat, an'got skeared,
a0’ como out to aco what they could do
for theirselves. I o'pose it was thought
as they’d frionds to look after em by
them ag seed to the buryin’—I can
muko oat there was no friends at the
buryin’, an’ I guess the doctor chap had
tired out his friends, axin’ 'em for money
a0’ sich like. I know a son o’ mine
tired out me, or I shouldn’t ba' been
where I am now, an’ I don't expoct
that doctors an’ stch is much difterent
from sich as us when the devil gits a
‘old on '‘in. Any'ow them two poor
children tuzned out in the streote —it
must bo pretty nigh two year sge—
chey’ve been where thoy are goin’ on for

a year and more—an’ in the streets
, they've got their livin' ever gince. The
» mother must hy’ been a good un, what-
ever tho father were, It's wonderful
the little wickedness they know, but
ihen, ye see, they keeps theirsolves to
theirselves —thai's why they come to the
harch—an' Gud koows / would nos
1ead 'em wrong. It seems 'ard, though,
that nothin’ ¢an be done for ‘em—that
1t do. Both on 'em can read very
pretty. Whenover I s00 a scrap o’ print
I pick it up to keop 'em in practioe.
Their way ‘o talk is prefty, too. In
course they’ve picked up some o' the
words they'vo hesrd, but they don’teay
'em 80 sarcy a8 the other children. 1
Jdon’t mind ¢kesr callin’ on me Qinger,
though who it was fust give mo that
asme, or what reason they 'ad, J can't
make out. There ain't much o’ ginger
about me, ag | ses. But, law bless ye,
sir, | don'c mind it from them , an'l
calls them Fred an’ Em’ly, an’ wo gite
on a8 if we'd knowed one another all
our lives” *That's our harch, sir,”
the old man said pregently, pointing to
one that was sscluded, although with
houses almost touching it. There wa:
no thoroughfare past it, and no near
window looked upon it. The old man
vpened a door cut out in stable gates,
and mationea to me to enter. In the
four corners of one of the stalis lay four
attle heaps—of dark rags, of compara
uively light rags, of bones, and of metal
(the last subdivided into rasty iron and
more precious wetallic waifs). “ I deo.
my sortin’ down ’ere,” Gingor explained,
4 | ought to ha’ got rid o’ them by rights
yeaterday —there ain't 80 much on 'em
—but [ was too tired to stir out when
I got back, an’ I never does business
a-Sundays. I don’t call this businees”
—pointing to the broom—¢ what I'vo
took at the church is for the children.
Manners is manners,” he added apolo-
gotically, as he pushed before me, when
I was about to mount the ladder that
led to the loft; “ but they might be

skeared if they ses you fust” When
he had reached the top of the ladder, 1
heard the jingling splash of coppera

80 has tho children. Puiesently, unys | « There, I hain't done 8o bad,” oried

Ginger; ‘*an’, what d'yo think? 'eve's
your parson come to sce you, Uome
up, sir, DMind how yo cowme, theugh,
Strotch your foot over them two rungs
—they'ro rotton,”
A littlo mouldy hay and straw had
beon left in the loft by the former ten.
nant, nod two or threo tattered sacks,
Ivis no exnggeration to say that thess
wero its chiof furniture. The ard le:
which the incoming tonants had brought
in with them, or subsequently acquired,
might all have been putinto a not very
largo carpot-bag. On a hay-and-atraw.
and-sacking bad lay Fred, with Ewily
squatted on the floor beside him—
arrested by my coming in the glecful
counting of the vicariously earned cup-
pers which she had commenced. Both
the children were rather shy at firat, but
they soon—Emily especially—got at
homo witle me, What they told me, in
reply to my questions, tallied with what
1 had heard from the old man They
both, however, gave old Ginger more
credit than he had given to Limeelf;
and though they had plainly no awe of
the old tellow, and Emily mado open
fun of him before me, they seemed to
look upon him as a kind of protection,
1t was touching to seo how fond the
childron were of each other. KEanly
wanted to make out that Fred did ali |
the work, and Fred, rousing hims-if {
from his sickly languor, startled me uy |
shouting, * That's a lie. Em’'s worth |
two of me.,” I had a Testament, aud |§
twsted Emily's roadiog powers with it. |
“Qh, that i3 nice! 1 remember all ||
about that,” she cried, when she had
finished, very creditsbly, the dozen (§
verses I had pointed out. Ginge.s |§
very kind—he always brings uas home |3
someihing to read, when he can. There
wus half a Lloyd’s Newspaper ho brougnt |
home last night, and there's a pretiy |}
bit in it about a little girl and a canary ||
and a scarlet goranium ; and the cansy |}
dies, you know, and the little girl buries |§
him under the scarlet geranium, be.
cause he liked to perch on it. Ma used |
to have a canary, don't you remember, |§
Fred? I read some of that to Fred, |§
but he thought it waen't Sunday-read-
ing, so I picked out this, because it
gounded like a sermon ; but he didn't
liko it, and I didn't like it. Perhajs
wo could have made it out better if
there had been a head and tail to it.”
She handed mo a crumpled, charred
tract, which kad evidently been twisted
up for a pipelight. Great was Emily's
delight when I told her she might keep
the Testament. * We can goover them
all now, can’t we, Fred $” she oxultiogly
exclaimed, ¢ The little children, and
the good Samaritan and his donkey, and
evorything. 'We ueed to read them to
mamma of a Sunday evening, when
papa wasout,” sho added in explanation.
Whilst we were talking, a train
rumbled over head. The reverberations
which it cauced were new to me; I
could not help giving a little start, and
Enily could not help giviog a little
taugh, “ You behave yourself, Em'ly,”
growled Ginger, who felt that he had
somehow dropped out of the leading
position duoto hisage. “It's & queer
sound to them as atn't used to it, an’
to them as is. You young uns arc
snorin’ like anything when they goes
over at nights, but sometimes ¥'m’ a-
layin’ awake, an’ sometimes they wakes
me, an' any'ow it ain't pleagant to havo
that rumble-tumble right over ye—ss
if the Last Day ’ad come, an’ the skies
was a-droppin™in. If a train was to

sido o' yer mouth, Emily.”

.

e/

come down on ye, ye'd larf on the other [g
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The children, when asked whether
tbov would not like to make their liv-
{og 10 some other way than by crossing-
gR0ePING—HOMO WAY mOTO CODGruous
with the opportunitles which their
father seomod to have thrown away for
them—wore not half so aunxious as
Ginger was they should be, to avail
themeelves of tho chance of ¢ bettering
thenisrlves ” which my words held out.
«Wu don'c do bad,” 8aid Emily, ¢ when
Fred's up, and he'll soon be up again,
sad wo shouldn’t like to be parted,
sud we're used to Ginger. He isn't
sach a bad old chap, though ho does
growl somotimes a8 it ho'd snap your
bead oft.” *.J don't want to git rid on
ye," rotorted Ginger,  but if ye won't
give up crossin"sweepia’, when yo've

i| got the hofler,ye'resillior than I thought
| yo was, Em'ly.”

Thore was food in the loft I saw, and
money to buy more—such aa it -was
Frod, moreovery did not seem to be
what is called * dangerously ill.” But
those two children getting in love with
the hard streat life and a railway-arch
sheltor they shared with the old man,
who was 8o fond of them in his grampy
way, clung to my memory long after
the little door in the stable-gates had
been closed bebind me. It might be
impossible to belptheoldman—however
much cne might wish to give him a
helping hand—but surely something
might be done for his young fellow-
lodgers,

The next day I went to thearch with

the clergyman to whom 1 was giving

|
|
|

temparary partial assistance. He re-
membered the name of the children's
father. The ‘doctor” I found had
been one of those medical men, numer-
ons in poor neighbourhoeds, who also
keep druggists’ shops. My friend also
remembsred and respected the character
of the doctor's wife, and was startled to
find that her children had for months

B becn crossing-sweepers in front of his

| own church., When we mounted the

B ladder Emily as well as Fred was in

|
jo;
1

d

.

§| st the parsonage.

! tho loft. She had raced in from her

City crossing to see how he was
gotting on, and was giviog him a drink
of water : looking very scared because
he talked so atrangely, and stared at
! ber as if he did not know her. The
violent cold which he had taken had
ended in fever, and the first thing tobe
done was to get him into the Fever
Hospital, I cannot remember now
whether it was the old building or the
present;, ono in the Liverpool Road, but
I do romember that Ginger uged to find
time once or twice a week to trudge
northward and eit with his young friend
Whilst her brother was in the hoapital
v friend took Emily into his own
house. He had children of his own,
and was, therefore, naturally unwilling
that sho should visit Fred; but she
fretted so that, fearing she woald other-
wiso break away, my friend went with
her to tho hospital long before he
thought it was prudent for her to
visit it. No harm came of the visit,
but it was not until montbs had passel
that ho ventured to tell his wife of it.
Admission to the Orphan Asylum at
Clapton was eventually obtained for
both the children. The night before
they started for their school my friend
iavited Ginger to take tes with them
Ita pill-box parlour
was no gilded saloon, but Ginger
looked so aghast at the idea of sitting
down on a carp't and in company with
two pareons and a parson's wife, that
. the latter object of his dread consider-
stely propased that he arnd bis young
¥

friends should havo their tea alone to-
gother in her husband’s uncarpeted
atudy, Tho books it held wero not
many, but they impressed Gingor with
awo. “ Ab," he half sighed, * you won't
want me to pick up bits o’ print now,
4fiss Em'ly an’ Master Feed.” When
they wore biddiag their old friend
good-bye the children said he must
often como and gen thom at the Asylum.
“No” answered Ginger. *They
wouldn't lot me if I wanted, an’' I
shouldn't want if they would. You've
got your rights, thank God, an’ are
a-goin’ to bo brought up respectable, an’
I ain't a respectablo sort, I ehall miss
yo both—wo got on uncommon well
when we was much of a muchnese—
but, law bless ye, yo'll soon be ashamed
to think yo ever lived with such as me.
I o’pose there ain’t no lor, though, agin’
my takin’ your crossin’ of a Sunday if
I can git it, an’ the gen'lemen ‘ers 'ave
10 objections. I shall be lonesome of a
Sunday now with nothin’ to do, an' I
can go to church all the samo, an’ it'l]
seom, some'ow, a8 if ye ‘ad’nt quite gone
up in a balloon like.”

TEMI’'ERANCE.

Dringixe baflies us, confounds us,
shames uy, and mocks us at overy
point. Every other institution flound
ers in hopeless difliculcies, but the
public house (grogshop) holds its
triumphant courée. Under the accu-
mulating influence of alcohol, the
bonest man turns knave, the respect.
able man suddenly loses principle and
ge:f-respect, the wise man is utterly
foolish, the rigidly moral man takes a
plunge into libertiniam. Lat us do
something toward staying the huge
mischief which, one way or another,
confounds us all, and may—for we
canunot be sure—crush and ruin us all,
—London Z'imes.

Men dread the cholers, the yellow
fever, and the smallpox, and take ex.
pensive precaution against it, while
tne ravages of all of them in a year'do
not produce the mischief that intem-
perance does in & month. It is worse
than a plague, worse than fire or inun.
dation, or war. Nothing but sickness,
death, immorality, crime, pauperism,
and a frightful waste of resources comes
of it. Nothing noble is born of it.

All the crimes on earth do not
destroy so many of the human race,
nor alienate g0 much property as in.
temperance.—Lord Bacor

The consequences of the vics of in
toxication are so many and so fearful
that it is diffizult to enumerate aven
the outlines of them ; and to pursue
them in all their melancholy details
would require a volume. . . . The
mero pecuniary loss to the nation may
be fairly estimated at little short of
fitty miilions of pounds sterling per
annum,—Report of a select committes
appointed by the House of Commons,

What does drink cost the glory of
England io the execration of her name
over whols continents, and the ruin of
her efforts among whole populstions$
If Mshommedans eee one of their

rimber drunk, they have bsen known

‘to eay, ‘“ He has left Mabomet and

gone to Jesus.” The Hindoo3s have
said by the lips of their eloguent
representative Keshub Chuoder Sen,
that all the benefits of our English
rale in India have been nullified and
counterbalanced by our tesching them
the use of beer and brandy ; that the
walling of widows rends the air of

India with curses against the Rritish
Government for having introduodd this
thing.— Canon Farrar.

HOW THE LILTLES GROW.

Tur wifo of a Presbyterian minister
canvassed a part of tho parish to
obtain pledges from the people to give
a specified amount for tho conversion
of the world. Among other places sho
entered s shoemsker’s shop and in-
quired of tho old man on the bench if
he would bo willing to pledge £18.25
a year in weekly instalments lor the
salvation of tho world.

Ho replied, * Eighteen dollais and
twenty-five cents! No, indeed! 1
geldomn havo such an amount of monoy.
I would not promiee onoe half so much ™

“ Would you bo willing to give five
oonts a day, or thirty-five cents cach
Bunday, for the cause of Christ3”

“Yes ; and my wifo give as much
more.”

“I do not wish to play any tricks
nor spring any trap on you. If you
will multiply five cents by three
hundred and sixty-five days it will
make just $18 75.”

¢ Dnn't gay any more to me about
the $18.25. Xam good for five centsa
day. Let me take your memorandum,”

He pledged himself for thirty fivo
cens a Sunday. He took the biok to
his wile, for she took in washing and
ironing, and 80 bad an income.  She
cheerfully gave her name for fivo cents
a day. Toeir daughter was a seam
atress; and she wrote her name for
four cents a day. Weeks camo and
months passed, and the shoomaker
said, “I onjoy this, fur I can give
thirty five conta a weok and not feel it.
It goes like current expenzes. And
then it amounte to 80 much more than
I ever gave befora. It gives me a
manly feeling. I feel that I am doing
my daty."”

——— - ——————

THE BOY WHO GREW TO BE A
GENTLEMAN,

“You gece I am a gentleman!” sgaid
Will Thompson, ** I will not take an
insult.,” And the little tellow strutted
up and down in s rage. He had
been throwing stones at Poter Jones,
and he thought that his anger proved
him to be a gentleman,

“Jf you want t> be a gentleman, I
should think you would be & gentle boy
first,” said his teacher, who was passing
ut the time.  Gentlemen do not throw
stones at their neighbours. Peter Jones
did not throw stones at you; and I
think he is8 much the more likely to
prove a gentleman.”

 Bat he's got patches on his knecs,”
said Will. ** He dresses so shabbily;
and his father is the worst drunkard
in town.”

¢ Bad clothes don't keep a boy from
being & gentleman,” eaid the teacher;
but a bad temper does, Neither can
he belp the faults or &in of his father
Ho is to be pitied. Now, William, if
you want to bs a gentleman, you must
be a gentle boy.”

A tew yarda farther on, the teacher
met little Peter Jones, Somo stones
had hit him, and he wag hurt by them.
On ssking Peter why he had not tbrowan
stones back again, the teacher gathered
that the lad was endeavoring to canry
out the leszons he had loarned in the
Sunday-school ef pot returning evil for
evil, Remember Pater Jones, young
readers, and that it takes a gentle boy
to make a gentleman, Peter grow up
a true, Chris:ian gentleman,

TOWTER'S BEST HYMN.

HERR is a fo:intain fillel wath blood
Drawn lrom Kinmanuel s vetns,
And ginners, plange.d boneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains,

The dying thief rejoiced to sew
That fountain in his day ;

And there have I, as niie as he,
Washed all my sins away,

Dear dving Lamt: ! Thy proctous blowt
Shall never lose 1ta power,

Tui alf the ransomed Church of Gnd
Bo saved, to ain no more,

E'er since, Ly faith, [ raw the stream
Thy floming wounds aupply,

Redeeming lpve bas been iy thems,
And sbail be tall 1 dte.

Then, {u & nobler, swootor song,
I'll sing thy powor to save,

When this poor usping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave,

Lord, [ belisve thou hast prepated,
Unworthy though 1 be,

Por me a blood-bought free reward,
A golden harp for e ;

*Tis strung and tuned for eudless years,
And formed by power divine,

To sound 1o (ol the Father s cars
No other nawe hut Thrce,

THE EMPEROR AND THE
RABBI,

Tar great difficalty to tho mind of
the Ewmperor Trajan was that God
sbould be everywhere, und yet not bo
soen by mortal eye.

“You teach me,” said the Emperor
to his Rabbi Joshua, ' that your God
is everywhero, and yuu boast that ho
hives with you and your nntion. I
ghould hike to eeo hiw.

“ God's presence is indeod every
where,” saia the Rabtbl, * Lut ho can
not be seen. No murtal eyo can bo.
bold his glory.”

Trajan semained ansatisfied.

“ Well, ' «n,” said the Rabbi, *let
us go and luok first at one of his am
bagsadors.”

They went out into tho noonday,
into thoopenair. Tho sun was blasing
in its splendour. ¢ Look up, there
he is,” said tha Rabbi.

“] cannot soo ; tho light daxzles
mo,” 8aid the Emperor,

“Whatt thon art unable to bear
the light of one cf his creaturea t How,
then, couldst thou look upon God him
solf and live! Bocontent and beliave.”
—The Youth's Instructor.

o
“{TATE EVIL”

Dr. AnvoLp, of Rugby, that great
and good lover of boys, used to say,
« 0 mmend mo to boys who love Gud
and hate the devil.”

The devil is tho boys’ worst enemy.
He keeps a sharp lookout for tho boya.
Ho k.oows that if he can get them he
shall have the men. And so he lics
1n wait for them. There is nothing
wo mean for him to do that ho may
wia thom. And then, when ho gets
them into troubls, he always mneaks
away and leaves them! Not a bit of
help or comfort does he give them.

“ What did you do it for!"” ho
whispere. “ You might have known
better !

Now, the boy who has found out
who and what the devil is onght to
hate him, It's his duty. He cant
afiyrd not to hsto this wnemy of all
that is good and truo with bis whole
heart.

Hato the devil and fight him, boys ;
but be sare and ueo the Lord's

weapans +—Sunday School Advocate. E E
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PLEASANT HOURS.

BRAVE YOUNG DAVID.

HEN David kept his father's flock
v Around his native rot,
Ho met a licn 1o hia walk
And slew lum on the apot :
God helped bim in the time of need,
And nerved his arm with might -
Thus all from danger will Lo freod
Whe un hus caose {5 tgh”

When David saw the Holy tUne
Insulted by a foo

The stnpling took a sling and stone
And laid the monster low.

Another monster he would fight,
Inteinperanco *« 1ts nsmo-—

A fre most odicus to our sight,
Qur country's curse and shame

\\ hat buys have doue boys yet .an 4.,
Aud. though, weo'rs weak and amall,

Wo'll tight the deadly battle through
And kill bass Alcohol.

Stern, lirave temperance youtha are we,
Cuwardn e we will not show ;

But our dread fos we 1l never fles
But work 118 overthrow.

‘Though foes of temperance atart around
Lako lions from their den,
Wo I fight the foo on ¢qual gronud
And makeo them temperanco wmen,
And when the victory shall be won,
When temperance shall abouud,
From the rising to tho settiog sun
Our hymns of praise shall sour.

ORIGIN OF HOLIDAYS FOR
SCHOOL-BOYS,

Tneae lived a philosopher in ancient
times who laid a solid foundation for
the lasting thankfulness of sshool-boys.
Ho used to say that he would rather
have a grain of wisdom than a cartfal
of gold, and who, heathen as he was,
had strong perceptions of the doctrine
of tho immortality of the soul. That
man was Anaxagoras- not the princely
gentloman of Argos, but the fur-seeing,
yet often wild and fanciful, philcsopher
of C'azymene  Just before his death at
Lampsacus, three years subsequent to
the commencement of the gieat and
protracted struggle of the Atheniars
and Lacedwmonisns for predominance
in Greece, 428 B C, Anaxagoras was
asked if he bad any particular wish, as
it should be fulfilled if he would only
give it expression,

“Cortainly I have,” said the kind
hearted old man. * 1 wish to be re-
membered with pleasant feelings by all
school-bcys; and I only ask that, in
memory of me, they may always have
a whole holiday on the sanniversary of
my death; and this was decreed
accordingly. And this fine, unselfish
old fellow was not the m2re recom-
mender, but the founder, of holidays
for school-boys—which holidays, in
further commemoration of his nams,
were long known by the name 'of
¢ Anaxagoreis.”

LESSON NOTES,

FIRST QUARTKER.
B.O, 635.] LESSON VII, [Feb, 14,
THX HANDWRITING ON TRE WALL.
Dan, 5.1-12, £ 25-28, Committomem, v, 3-6,
GorLvzax TrxT.

Thon art weighed in the balances, and art
found wanting. Dan, 5, 7.

OUTLIREK.

1. A King’s Feast, v. 1-4.
2, A King's Fear, v. 5 v,
8. A Qacen's Counsel, v, 210-12,
4, A Prophet’s Warning, v. 25-25,
Tiux.--538 B.C. In Greeco, the t0th
Olympiad. Year of Rome, 215
Prace.—Same a3 in Lesson V.
EXPLANATIONS.—Praised the gods of gold,
etc.—These wore tho 1dol gods of the Chal.
Josus, Jusnis of A lnns were wouscd—He

folt his knoes sinking with fear.  Astrologers,
ha.dians, and the so.wlh.saym-soo 1ote on
Lesson \ Third ro'er in the Lingdome—
Belshaszar's father was first ‘he was awsy
with the aymy,) he himself was soccnd, 80
the man who read the handaritipg would be
third.  AMene, wmene, tlel, uplaran —
' Numbered, nambere L, weighed, divided.”
The wonds are in the Hebrew language

TracHINGS OF THR LXS30N.

Where, in this lesson, do we find—

1. That detauchery makes men buld iu
sin ¢

9, That wicked boldntss makes gmlty

foart
3. That detiance of God bring~ tuin ¢
Tux Lrssox CATECHIsML

1, Who way Belshszzart The last king
of P-tvlon. 2 \Who appeared white ho was
f-astg! A hand which wrote on the wall.
3. Who alone could read the » +iting aud ita
mearing? Daniel. 4. What did the w iting
mean s+ atated 1 the Gorvex Txxr! Thou
art, otc. 5, What took place on that night?
King Belshazzar wasslain, 6. By whom was
his kingdom taken? By the Persians.

DocTsINaL SrauestioN,.-The omniprosent

God.
CATRCHISM QUESTION,

9 Havoe belisvera an interns] evidence that
Christ came from God1 They have, accord.
ing 10 their faith, the witnoss and the fruit
of the Holy Spirit in their hearts.

{John xiv. 20, 1 Jobun iv.13; Gal. v. 22, 23.]

LESSON VIII.
THE SBECOND TEMPLE,
Ezral.14,482 818 Conmiltarviem, 5. 2 4
GoLpxx Txxr,

They prased the Lord, because the foun-
dation of the honse of the Lord was laul
Ezra 8. 11,

B.O. 534.] (Feb, 21.

OUTLINR,

1. A Charge to Cyrus, v. 1, 2.
2, A Call to Israel, v. 8, 4.
3. A Thanksgiving to God, v. 8-13,

Tiux.—536 B.C. The firat year of Cyrus
alons, 70 yearssiuce506. OCaptivity ended.
61st Olympiad. Year of Rome, 217,

Pracks,—Jetusalem, Babyion,
Susa.

EXPLANATIONS, —Slirred wp the spirit—
Inspired biu with the thought. Trum pels
. « « cymtals—Instruments of mume such
as werv uscd in the service of the first temple,
Ordununce of Lavid—David had eelocted
cerain persons to have charge of the stavice
of song ; descendants of the tame people were
chosen for the servico, Sang fog.ther by
course—They, perhaps, sang responsive.y the
one hundred and wnirty-mixtn Psslm, one
part giving tho recital, and the other part the
phrase of response, ** For his mercy endureth
torever.”

TxAcHINGS OF THX LxssoN,

Where, in this lesson, do we learn—

1, That God moves men’s hearts to do his
willt

2, That God remembers his people 1 their
trouble?

3. That the Ymsperity of God's houte isa
joy to his people t

TEE Lxssun Carecism,

1. Who permitted the Jews to return from
captivityt Cyrue, the king of Persia. 2
Who led tho Jews back to theic own land ¢
Zerabbabel, 3. What did they first build
atter their return to Jerusalem? The altar
of the Lord. 4. What foundation did they
lay in the second year? The second temple.
5. What is said of them in the GorLpex
Tzxr? They praised, ete.

DooTrINAL 8UGorsTION,~~Ths callof the

Gospel.

possibly

OCATEORIBM QUESTION,

10, What does our Lord say of those who
rejoct him? He declares that they ought to
believe in him , and that they wonld believe
1n hum if they humbly and patiently listened
to his wonds.

{Johu vui. 46, 47 , John x. 25.27; 1 John
ifi, 19.)

« Pa,” gaid a little boy, “a horge is
worth a t desl more, isn't it, after
it's broke?” ¢ Yes, myson, Why do
you ask guch a question?” ¢ Becauso
Y broke the new rocking-hoise you
gave me this morning.”

METHODIST MAGAZINE

FOR 1886.

Volumea XXIII and XXIV ; 1,162 Pages,
with nearly 2560 Fine Engravings.

$2.00 a Year; 81.00 for Six Months.
“gusrdian® or “ Wealeyan " & “ Magasine ™
together, §3.50.
W. M. WITHROW, D.D,, F.R8.0., - EDITOR.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

' I'ix Urxar NORTH-VEST,” its History
and Resources — Indian Races--the Fur
Trade and Fur Companies—Trapping and
Hunting—Farming and Ranching— Missions
and Missionaries—and the Two Rebellious
in the North-West, This will run through
most of the year.
“*WONDERS 0F THE YELLOWSTONK AND
THE Pactrio Coast,” with over 40 superb
engravings, by J. T. Moore, Esq.
*“*To T Rocky Moustains” by H,
E. Clark, M.P.P.
“ Prcronesqur Cavava,” with new and
beautiful cuts of Toronto and Montreal, ete.
Wit STANLEY oN THE CoNao.”
“ FoorpRINTS oF ST, PavL.”
“THE SKVEN C. “CHRY IN AsiA.”
¢ PICTURESQUEK SCOTLANDI "
4 SAUNTERINGS IN ENotaxnp, =1L
‘* AMUNG THE ZUNL"
“Q0Our INpIAN EMPIRE: 13 CITied, 179
Paraces, 18 PeopLe.”

4 WANDERINGS IN SoUTH AMERICA.”

“ Amoxg THE * tino,” by the Rev, W.
8. Blacks.ock.

' CAUTAUQUA WITH PEN AND Prxcin”

* I HROUGII THE BosSPHURUS.

“ NOoRWAY AND ITs Prorre.”

“A VisiT To ST. HerENa”

“IN THE GERMAN FATHERLAND.”

“Swiss PicTores.”

“CuiNa AXD ITS Missions.”

“In THE CAROLINAS," by Dr. Eggleston.

“ AMoxa THE CATSRILLS."

0N A GraviTY RAILWAY."

“IN THE ADIRONDACKS,”

“Tag Prcroresque ST, LawreNoe*

*“In Bisuk Lanvs,”—Third Series.

“Ox THE CoLoLano,"

“ JAMALICA AND ITS PROPLE.”

s FATHER MATTHEW AND HIS WoRk,' by

the Kev. Williamn McDonagh.

“Jona MiLToN,” by the Rev. F, H.

Wallace, B.D.

< Tirg MopERN SaIiNT Enizasetn,” by

the Rev. S. I’. Rose.

“Havewouk adt uis Henoks, ™

A MirsiuNaks Bisnor.”

OTHER ARTICLES.

Awoug the numetvus other articles will
be the following -

* Less Khow s Pokrs or MeTHobiy, ™ by
Dr. John A. Williams.

“Tir FinaL Qurcomk or Si1y,” by Dr.
Sutherland,

'Tue Lost EMPIRE oF THE INTTITES," by
Thos. Nichol, M.D., LL.D, D.C. L.

* PROGRESS IN THEoLoaY,” by Principal
Sheraton, Wy cliffe College, Toronto

s HALY HoURrs 1¥ A LUNATIC AsYLOM,” b
Dr. Daniel Clark, Superintendent
of Asylum for Insane, Toronto.

¢ RISTER AND SAINT,” Rev. W, Hall, M. A.

¢ MEsmoRrIALS oF Dk, Rice ano Dr, Cak-
ROLL.” -

¢ Lorp Ca1RNs,"” by W, Galbraith, D.C. L.

*THE KELATIONS uF THE ENGLISH AND
Frexcn 17 Caxapa,” by Rev, L.
N. Beaudry.

¢ WiLLIAM WILBER¥ORCE,” by Rev F.

. Bland.
“TRE Scorr Act,” by Rev. D. L. Brethour
" LOVE AND SACRIFICE,” by Rev, W. W,
Carson.
¢ BRICKS AND TOE BiBLE,” Dr. Burwash.

Contributions may also be expected from
Revs. Dr. Carman, President Nelles, Dr.
Stowart, J. C. Antliff, T. W, Jolliffe, J. C.
Seymour, E. A. Stafford, Dr. Burwash,
Prof. Shaw, J S. Ross, M.A, Dr Burns,
Principal Austin, Geo. VWebber, Hagh John
ston, B.D., Dr. Lain%. James Awde, B.A.,
A. C. Courtice, S. B,
others.

LAY CONTRIBUTORS:

John Macdonald, Esq., the Hon. G. W
Ross, Minister of Education; Prof. Haanel,
F.R.S.C., Prof. Coleman, Ph.D., His Hoaut
Judge Dean, Prof. Robins, LL.D., J. J.
MoLaren, Q.C., D. Allison, Esq., LL.D,
J »hn Cameron, ., of the Toronto Globe ,
John Reade, Ezq., F.R.5.C,, of the Montreai

G wette, and aumercus uther writera.

Dunn, and many

OUR S8ERIAL STORY,

¢ Jax Veopra's Wirs," will be one of sy 308

interest, Of this book Mra. H. B

towe says: ‘' I have read and ro-read wig §

deap Interest tho ato I rejolce in a book I8
whoso moral is so noble and so nobly and §

strongly expressed.” 2

REPRINT ARTICLES.
**The Four Gospels,” by Canon Farree,§

D.D., F.R.8. Four Papers.

** The English Princes at the Antipodes™ §
from the Journals of Princo Edward and §
Princo George of Walea. 3

¢ Chivalry,” by Rose Elizabeth Clevelans I
g-Stl::er of the President of tho United]}
tatos.

“The Origin of the Universs,” by tha]
Rev, W. H. Dallinger, LL.D., F.R.8,

*Tho Mediterranean of Canada,” by
J. Macdonald Oxley.

¢ Famous Men and Women Series,"” )
brief studiea of the most eminent persons
of recent or remote times, 4

Papers on Science, by Prof. Drummond,
Sir John Lubbock, Grunt Allan, and others,

“ Higher Life.”

¢ City Mission Sketches,” ete.

Our Premiumn for 1886

1s tho best ever offered. It i Dr. Normaa §§
McLeod’s famous Story, ¢ Tag OLp Lixv. §

TENANT AND HIS SoN,” a book of 401 pages,
illustrated. A tale of fascinating interes
which will be read with avidity by both old §
and young, Only 35 cents. than one

fourth the regular price.

Some sachools have taken ten oopies t) N
oirculate inatead of libraries, as being fresher §
and more attractive. Send fur special terma,

Address—WiLLiay Briuas, 78 & 80 King B
Street East, Toronto; or, C. W. Coars,
Montreal ; S. F. Hozsris, Halifax, N.S. 5

JUVENILE BOOKS.§

35 conts each,
Royal 18mwo, cluth beards,

All but Liost. By Mrs C. L. Ballow,
Author of ** Bond of Kindness,” &c. Large 3
type, woll illustrated. -

Ancient Nineveh : A Story for the &
Young. Illustrated. N

Archie's Old Desk. By Sarah Doud- B
ney, Author of ** Faith Harromby,” “Wan |§
upon Wave,” &c. Ullustrated, large type. g8

The Beautiful Island, and other§
Stories. By Harah Doudney. -

The Bond of Kindness: A House &
hold Record for the Young. By §
Olara L. Balfour.

Branches Running over the Wall; i
or, Incidents Illustrative of the i
Collateral Benefits of Suunday-§
School Operations. ByR &. Crao-
field.

Dick Robins;
Days. L

Fde May; or, The Twin Roses §
By A. D. Binfield. -

Hthel's Strange Liodger. A Story §
in Four Chapters. By Mrs C. L. |
Balfour.

Lioserand Gainer. By Samah Doudney, §

Margaret Ford; or, What cans @
Girl Do? By Mis. H. B. Paull §
Author of ¢ Breaking the Rules,” &¢. &

Marion's Three Orowns. By Sink g
Doudney. ¥

The Orphan Sisters. :

The Poacher's Sons: The Story j
of Ritchie and Robert By H.§
aill, -

Tom Perry's Venture.
Leslie.

Treasure on the Beach and What ;
it Did for Gilbert West. By M. |
AP :

or, After Many : -‘

By Emm :

WILLIAM BRIGGS.
78 & 40 Kixa S1. East, Toxcxro,

s w+ W.QUATES, Monwes.. , 4. F. HUESTIS, Haiits.

-




