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THE TEMPERANCE GOAT.
Tie picture shows low these wicked
nen were trying to 1mposo on tho goud
naturo of a goat. Tho pet followed them
it o ssloun, and thinhwg they would
have some fun, offered tho goat some
“bock beer.” Ho got o tasto of it, and to
thar surprise, ho truko for the dour as
" fast as he could run, nut thanking them
forsuch stuffas that. They tried tqg cox
. him back, but his dignity was so
. ghocked at the bitter stuff they want-

is to a farmer to seo poppioa. The farmer
says  * You po{)pies think something of
;nmnclvcs. but I wish you know how httle
I think of you.” Burns ouco said he
wished we had the gift to 8o curselves as
others seo us Weo should then leavo off
playing nt being pappies.

A curivug puppy vnce grew in Euglad.
It was abloto Utﬂk aud change its o thes,
Tt lived at the beginning of this century,

is auother boy with Macuulay's History in
his hand. Tzat buok cuntains svmio pup-
pics, but curn as well a, poppies. Don't
read buoks that are all poppies.

In the samo way loarn to disiko a charac-
ter that 18 all poppies. Smart, showy
peoplo aro very pleasant, but these who
ars always tahang puupio of! ur talking -
Rense FB yuu, just as red tites yuur eyus,
Thoy are liko sume tumblers 1 saw iu a

people making a display of what thoy gave
away. He tuld us to be eiple, and to
remember that God swves us, and not to
think «  much of others sesing us. That
is what Lady Jano Groy thought of whon
sho sard . ** O God, mzXe others great, but
mako mo good | That is what Charles
Kingaloy thought of when he wrote : ‘* Be
guwd, sweet maid, and let who will be
cloever!"

1I.—Poreizs »o nor Lasy Loxa.

. edto give him, that he tutued way
" .in disgust. Doos nut this goat show
good sense, and does ho not teach a
good lesun for buys and 3oung
men Wwhen thoy aro tempted to
< drnk ?  All can afford to be goat-
Uko in this respect, and a boy had
better bo a guat than a drunkard.
 Indecd, 1f I knoew one cf my buys
-~ would bo & drunkard, I would prefer
- tesee lnm a goat.
You kuow theroe aro many temp-
- tations for boys tu becume smokers,
_ chowers and drunkards in one day.
: . Let theso boys make up their minds
: that they will have as muach senso as
: the goat, anyhow. Turn your back
to the **bock beer” and keepitin
: your Tear, and never let it got to
: -gour mouth.

At

POPPIES AND CORN.
BY SAMUEL GREGORY.

- ULt thistles grow instead of wheat,
wl cockle instead of barley.” —Jos
axxi. 40.

. ONE day I was walking with a

* Comish farmer.  There was a field

¢ ona hillside in front of us, and yel-

: lowcorn stood there in the sunshine.

- Great _red.spots dotted the field. In
-one place the red sputs wero so

*_many and sv cluse together that they

: made an unbruken patch of scarlet.

. Tsaaid. *“ How lovely that patch

.-ofred is!” ¢ Lovely?" said the

farmer, ‘I don't hike to ses tho

* feld sored !”

- What were tho red spots?  Pop-

- pies] The farmer did pot want
‘them. It would have been very

_-spiteful if any onc had said of his

" fields = ““Let poppics grow instead
of corn!"” That would have been

much the same asto say. *‘Let

" thistles gruw instead of wheat, and

> oockle instead of barley.”

. _This world which we livo in 1s

."like ‘a field whero cotn and puj-

“pies grow together. Some peuple

--sfe attracted by tho pupjues, and

/".” £ . ‘/—g't.,»-—_’:‘i/j///"/"
=

peee
=

. wmo prefer tho corn. It is like
. Roing through the world,—that walk
‘smong Cornish cornfields.
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How long is it before a poppy
begins to droop ! Burnssays - ** Plea-
surcs are like poppies sp ; you
se1ze tho flower, ita bloom s shed ™

In our National Gallery there 188
picture ~alled ** Youth at the prow
and plea~ure at the helm'" It is
tho picture of a boatful of people wh-
care for nothing but pleasure. But
that xort of boat lasts but luntle
lunger than one of tho paper boata
you make and put on tho sea

You cannot mako the voyage of
lfe in a pleasure hoat. Tho storm
will soon smash and sink it. Of
courso we like ploasure, but wo mnust
not bo so fond of it as to care for
nothing else. Pleasure islikeabath,
it refreshes yon, but you cannot
livo 1n wator like a fish. Pleasuro
is a poppy that soon fades.

Some kinds of ambition are popr
pies too. Napoleon Benaparte's lifo
was full of poppy-gathering. Hoe
called his poppies * glory.” Freuch
people were fond of ‘‘glory.” As
you enter the Palace of Verssilles
there is an inscription which tells
you that the rooms are a museum
of tho glories of France. What do
N} you think the glories of France sre 1

M Woll, the muscum is full of battle
pictures  War is what they cailed
glory. Napoleon wasn hunter
of glory of tbat sort. ut ho died
at last on a lonely rock in the sca.
His poppies withered away. Tho
truo ambition is to be good and
useful.

Thore are many other things of
the world that are perishablo things.
The Book of Ecclesiastes is about a
man who loved the world too much,
2nd he said: ¢ All is vanity and
vexation of spirit.” His poppies
withered.

In tho life of Jesus, who went
about doing good, snd in tne life of
Panl, who said, “I have fought a
good fight,” we see what tho lastin
things are,—a good conscience an
the good we can do while we live.
The world passeth awsy, but he that
doeth the will of God abideth for

ever.

1L —~Porrizs axz Porsoxous.

. - THe poppyisvery pretty. Its usu.i
tlour 18 not tho favourite colour in
ature. Naturo likes yellow things.

- There is moro yellow in the ficlds than any
.- other colour. Green i bat yellow with
- blug init. But red colour is very shuwy.,
P I¢ ¢ strikes tho eye,” we say. Lamps at
“the fircengine station are red, and
- danger signals on  the railway are red
- becouse theso ““hit” the cyo like a
"#tone. A red fliag shows a long way
of. .Soldiers’ coats are red, becauso
7ed 1s imposing and grand. If a painter
-wants people to fix their eyes on ono spot
. I'his - picture, he contrives to put a red
: thing there. You are forced to look at tho
rod. The ficld poppy is red. It will bo
" med. It makes you look at it.

-~ Now thore aro poppies that talk and
. walk about. There are pooplo who always
-vill make you look at them. They are
“vays “showing off,"—acting. It is as

Wplotaint to 200 “‘affected people as it

TIE TEMPERANCE GOAR.

and was naned George Drunnnedi. Ths
nan puppy had plenty of woney and nuvih
ing to dv, and he detcrmuand to mahe
overybudy talk about his clothes. Beau
Brumnell thoy called him, and no peacoea
ever spread out his tail W bo seen as this
man walked about in Londva. I thunk
Brummmeil is uno of the most pitdul of ail
characters of histury.@.do du,w'i in Frauce
as puur a8 a beggar. I havo a buuk wlich
tells the stury of lus life, and at the eud
there is alittlo picture of a burning candle,
and beside it on tho table is a protty spote
ted muth lying on its sside.  No duubt you
could guess what tho picture means.
Sumo of yuu like buuks with poppics in
them. So do 1. Buta buok fuil of pop-
ics is & poor thing. Hero s a buy with a
k full of poppies. It is & bouk of won-
derful adventares of comic cuts. But hare

jrout strect in the *East-cnd ** of Paria.
They had & carpst laid duwn, and wore
wonderful sputted and spangled clothes,
and a cruwd gathered and gazed.  But
when tho shuw ®as uver wo walked away
and furgot the tumliers and their spanilzg
cluthes. Showy things tire you.
puppnos tire your ey . It would bo awfal
tv livo in a world full of goppies. The
planet Mars is red, as if its vegetation were
poppy -cwlour , but Gud has made a green
world for us to luwk at, because green is
quiet and rostfal.

Poppres | Josus ®arncd us against act-
ing and making a show. You know what
he s3id a'out people taking so much
thuught about raiment. You know what
ho said about pcople saying ther sery
prayers to bo looked at while thoy wore
ptaging. on know what he aaid about

The pretty is poisonous.
Opium ?n hkenpog{n the head of
that flower. One nation—the Chi-
nose—is 80 fond of opium that it is
a great curse to that people. Chinsse
men who drug themselves with opiom are
worse than Englishmen who drink strong
drink. Solomon s2id : “‘Look not on the
wine when it is sed, for it biteth like 2 ser-
Eent. and stingoth like an adder.”

eop away from thing that bite liko ser-
pents. I took eome boys and girls to look
at an animal and Sird shop, and the man
opened a cago and took out 8 snake. He
had somes monkeys, and he held the tail of
tho snako, and lot tho monkeys pull it. Ho
seid. “Tou weed not be afraid of this
snake]” But I kopt away. Don't touch
even the tail of a snake—let the monkoys
do that if they like.

Poppics are cmblems of idleness. A
poppy is tho drowsy flowar. Poppy-juice
makes peoplo slecp, and if much of it j&
taken, peoplo who take it never wake

again. wty. lazy people ars in & bad
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Bo alise' Wark herd'  Play
bard ' Some ane oo wad of sdivnons that
i the bt of lnang man”  In one
of thote proserbs our grawdmothers used
to todl of ndog tht was so lazy that it
et o Jean agianst & wall to bark."
When vou are lazy at your lessons or your
woth thunk of that * lazy dug.

Peoples who are left to themaclves and
fall intes catoless wayn go onthink n e
ot the poppres an the tield tha of the corn,
it thy wike who cate st fur the corn,

that w, for u<eful, endunng, wholesome,
and uoble things Iho pappres an the
tisld of Lifo are shat wo «all tomptations.
Wo need the goco of God to gusnd ns
ngins dovang theso, 1t s much ax at s
with Chinosy opium smokers.  When onco
the habut of taking the opram is formed 1t
1 ot enmngh to take away the oplum.
The craving for it stitll remmns.  What s
noodoed 14 that the eraving should be de
wtrved.  Inour sinful heats thore ar
bt cravings and desives, and thio Spint of
Christ ean cure those, and fill us with
daosire for and love of sll that 1 pure and
trao an Ulovely and of good roport,

way
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HOME, SWEET HOME.
BY E. 8. GCRDON.

T was a cold, raw evening 1n mid-winter.
The wind which had been blowing all day
s fitful gusts had by this time increased to
ngnlo. Tt rowred and howled in the clnm.
neys, wattled at the doox and windaw-
shuttors, whistled through the key-holes
and shricked and mnaned among tho leafs
less branches of the trves; and not content
with wreakingits fury oninanunate ubjects,
it sont tho «leot with stinging furco mto the
faces of those unlucky pedestrians whose
daty or bLasness enlled them abroad on
that anight. But while the storm raged
vutaudo 1 ali ts fury, thero was ono houss
i the vidage of Belmont where' warinth
and comfort reigned supreme, that was the
**bar” of the “Green Man " A bright fire
burned i the polished grato, tho gas-light
gloamed from the pendant chandeliors,
which shono and sparkled, whilo heavy
crimson curtains hung before the window,
shutting out the sight and svund of the
pitdess sturm and helping to give an mir of
wartuwn and home-likoness to tho place.
Outside, by the door of the ** Greon Man™
siood a hittio boy of about twelve, evidently
watchiug for sume one.  Crowds of people
woro pasnmng into the bar-room ; there were
the thriving tradesmen and the well-to do
mechanies who unly went in to have a glass
with afrend, “*.Juer nthe way of business,
you know.” or to talk mer the times uof
*‘Auld Lang Synr'  Side by mdo wah
them passod the drunkand and the de-
tuchos, yoang men and women on pleas-
arc bont, muthors with bibies in their arms,
and ovean littls children, sont perhaps to
fotch father's beer or m thor'= gin.

Sull, no one nppoared to gladdon the
oyon of the weary watcher outsmide.  Ono,
two, threo, four, tive, si1x, seven, eight,
mng, penled out from the belfry of a neigh-
bornng church

** Nmo oelock,” naid the lad, ** and stll
no Bigns ot fither commyg home, and poor
mothor doos ko want i to come home ™
Noinolessly pushing open tho spring door,
ho minde v way to where s father snt
with his pupee w his haud and lus pot of
beer an the 1able before hia, ¢ Father”
ho snid, m a weak, trembling voics,
* mother sent e to ask you to cone home.
She is dying, and she wishes to seo you be-
fore she dies.  Please, father, do cemo
hanne

** Dying 18 she P’ said tho man.  ** Woll,
shie hay beon a precious long tuge about it
three months ago she ashed e to stay at
howe with hier for she was dynge, and she
1onot dead yet. Be off howe with you and
tell her that 'l come when P ready and
not aanoment soon v And taho that for
disebeytayg your father’s ordors,” and xo
saying ho dealt the Lttle buy n stinging
blow m the face, which sent hin staggoring
egamst the boor,

Billy hurried home an fast as his legs
could carry him, longing, yet fearmg, to
appear before hin dying mother without his
father. A< he mmfo his way cautiously up
the ricketty stairs he paused and llntcncd‘.
Was that someono spoaking ! Then mother
is nov alone ; perhaps the good mimster is
with hir.  She must be better, s:ud he to
himnself, fur she is speahing meo and loud.
Hark * she s singing.

** In tire Christian’s home of glory,

There remnins o land of rest,

Where e Suvionr's gene Leforo mo
To fultil iy soul’s 1egucst.

On the other sido of Joidan,

In the sweet ticlidn of Edon,

Wiere the tiee of life 18 blooming

There is 1est tor you.

There in rest for the weary,
There is vest for yon.”

**Yos, mother is getting hetter,” said
Billy, ¢ she will svon be well aguin.  Bug
what was his astonishment to find on
apen.ng tho door that lus mothor was
alews in the darh.  ““ Why, another, I
thought you had some one with you,” he
anud, going up to the straw pallet on which
Iny s wmather, * 1 heard you speaking and
staing as I eame upstars.™

** Yus, Bully,” said his mother, 1 was
talking to my mother  Sho came inand 1
faid my hymm to her before I went tosleep,
but then it grew dark and X could not seo
hor, but 1 know sho is not far away ; she
suid she way come to tuke me home agam
tu the bunibie hume far avay 1 the country
where the roses and the honeysuckle climb
ovor the roof and the binds sing all day 1n
the old clin tree.  Oh, that wit} be nice to
be at home again !"

‘¢ Mother, wother, don't go away and
leave your Billy,” sobbed the lad, as he
threw his arms round his mother's wasted
framo and luid his cold check to hers.
*Oh, mother, takeme with you. I cannot
stay behind you.” The sobs of her bov
sooined to rouso tho poor woman; sho
uponed her oyes and looked round the
miserablo attic sho ealled home und saw her
boy kneohing besde her.

**Oh, Billy, my boy, 1s that you?” she
sad, **you have been gmie a long timo ;
have you brought yow fathor?”

** No, mother.” saiw. the boy, **he would
not come.”

“Did you toll him I was dying and
wished to sce hsm once more 2" asked the
dying wife.

** Yes, mothoer, but he would not come.”

**Oh, Jack,” she murmared, **once you
wore A laving husband and fither, but
drink hns closed your heart agsinst your
wife 2ud son hut 1 pray Godthat bemaygive
you & now hoart and that when I am gono
you may leara to lovo my Jesus And 1
want yeu te promise me hefore T go that
you will never touch a drop of drink.
Will you promiso me this, my boy 7"

*Yes, mother, 1 will ” )

‘“And I want you, for your mother's
sake, to be gnod and ‘mticnt with your
poor father, for oh, mv boy, he anco loved
us dearly ; look atter iin: and da not leave
tum axiong as he s ahve  Will you do
this, Billy 2"

** Yoq, mothor. T will.”

** Aud now, my darling, Tam gning; 1
shall never seo fixhcr ngglin, butg:ollgi;im
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that I forgave huu with my dying beeath,
Kiss e, Billy, and bo a good boy and
meot me in heaven,”

* But, mother, 1 do not kuow the way,”
aaid Illy. .

*Gou furgive mo for my negleet,” raid
the dymyg woman.  ** 1 thought you wero
too yaung to understand these things, and
now 1t 1 too late. 1 am going to leave
you. Ol Lord, teach my Buly the wayt”
And with thas proyer on her hips sho passed
awny to her lome on lugh to receive a
wolcome,

Give we the wings of fath to rise
Wit the veb anl gee
The ssints above, how groat their joys,
How hiright thetr glorivs be.
Citones,
They Il sung their welcome home to me,
They 1 s ng me a * welcome home,”
The ungs Is that stand on the hallefujah strand,
Aund sing me a welcome home,

XCno,

Welcome, welcome home,
Welcome, welcome hor-

FULL CHONURA,

The angels shall stand on the hallolujah strand
And sing me a welcome home.

The shades of ovening were softly falling,
and night was covering the earth with her
mantle of darkness, when a’ong one of the
busy thoroughfires of a busy senport town
camo Billy Lowis, foot-sore and weary, the
dust of the waysido chinging to his tuttered

arments.  Poor boy ! gince we saw him
ﬁtst. ten months ago. the world had gone
hardly with him. True, his father had
managed to kecp sober for i whole weck
after his wife's funeral, but, alas, alas]
ufter this he only went faster and fuster
down the road that leads to death and de-
struction. Billy triod his best to keep him
straight, but his efforts were unavailing.
Eight months after his wife’s dexth he fell
down a chalk pit and was tuken up dead.
He died as he had lived, without a hope

-and without a God in the world.

JACK'S OPINiON,

Ax earnest Jack Tar was onco called
upon to address an audience composed of
gatlors und soldiers, when ho used the fol-
lowing itlustration:

“ My fricuds, the drinker is, as it were,
on the Niagara river. 7The river is bright
andattractive Down the stream he glides,
all in full trim. But hark! a voice is
heard from the shore. What ig it?
*Young man, ahoy! Beware, the rapids
aro below youl!’ ‘What care I for the
rapids? Time enough yet to steer ashore '
*Young man, shuy! ahoy! ahoy! You
are nearing the rapids !’ ‘I'm not sucha
fool as to got there—time enough yet. I'll
steer out of danger when danger comes.
I cannot give up my pleasure.' Sce now,
he persists in his so-called pleasure ; he
has passed the point—his bark is now on
the current of danger—he cannot escape.
Seo how fast he goes now! Up with the
helm! Now turn! Pull bard! Quick!
quick ! Set Jhiv mast in the socket! Howst
sails! Ah! ahl ivis toolate! He would
have it 8o !

** Now, my {riends, thousands of drunk-.
ards go over the rapids. Hoist your sail in
timo, boys! Catch the broezo while it is
high. Steer for Temperance Port. Give
your hearts to Christ.  Out of danger, out
of trouble. Soldiers and brother sailors,
prevention is botter than cure 1"

A wisx and holy rule for our noigh-
bour’s faults 18 this: To apeak of thom to
God, and forget them before mon.

Tur womon do well to watch legislation,
and they can watch nothing moro profitably
than liquor legislation. Fifty women were
present when tho Delawars house of repro-
sentatives voted to repeal the act allowing
saloonkeopers to soll liquor by tho glass ;
and we do not wonder, even if it was un-
parliamentary, that thoy started up the
doxnlngy, led Ly the wife of Chancellor
Walentt  Nar is it sirange that the legi.s-
lators were so taken by surprise that they
did not robuke the violation of the rules.
Let the women keop up this crusade and
sharno tho men into jolning it.

En Voyage.
BY O A. M,

Wiaicnrver wu{ tho wind doth blow,
Some heart is glad to huve itwo;
Thon blow it aust or blow it west,

The wind that blows, that wind is boat.

My lttle craft salls not alone;

A thousand fleets from overy zone

Aro out upon a thousand seas;

And what for me were favouring breeze
Might dash another with tho shock

Uf doom, upon some hidden rock.

And 80 1 do not dare to pray

For winds to waft me ou my way,

But leave it to o Higher Will

To stay ur speed me,  trusting still
That all is well, and suro that He

Who launched my barque will sail with me
Theo' storm and calm, aud will not fsil,
Whatever breezes muy prevail,

To lund me, every peril past,

Within His sheltering haven at last.

Then whatsoever wind doth blow,
Some heart 18 glad to huve it so;

And blow it cast, or blow it west,

The wind that blows, that wind is best.

N
Epworth E{(s))| League.
O

BN
JUNIOR LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEKTING TOPIC.

Septemnber 22, 1885,

Srrve Hiy Aronx.—Ezxodus 20. 3.

There seems to be an idea in man wherever
found that he must perform worship to some
God. Nonation has beendiscovered, no matter
how barbarous and degraded, but had some
form of worship. Altars, uomatter how rude,
are found among all nations, whether civilirzd
or pagan. [Lhe Israeiites, iike the nations
by which they were surrounded, were much
addicted to the worsh.p of 1dola. It seems
amuzing how prevalent idolatry hes become
and how shocking are some of the practices
which exist in ccrtun uations where there
are thonsands af strange gods. india, Africa,
and China may be mentioned in stlustration.

Gol here commands his people not to have
any other god but himself. A good reason s
nssigned in the preceding verse. I am the
Lok thy God,” ete. The word Lorp youw il
Kcrcenvc 18 1n small capitals, winch means

ehiovah, the most august word by which the
Maker of the universe 1s kuown. The people,
too, were under obligation to him. He brought
them out of the house of bondnge.’ Verss 2.

We have not been born in pagan lands, but
wo had our birth in a land or religious privi-
leges and Gospel ordinances, where the true
Gosuel light shinea. No nation has been sv
kighly favoured, henco surely we should serve
bim who bas done such great things for us,
and should serve him alone, not serve our-
3elvea, but him to whom our rmore than all is

ue.

THE JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.

Tre Junior League should be mor-
generally introduced into our churche-
After organizing three Junior Leagues in
as many different churches successively.
wo have reason to velieve that the society
is adapted to all our churches, large an.
small, in city or country.

Muny Junior Leagues have nui pros
Pered becaurs thoy have run out of work
Ii: meetings once a month for missions
temperance tho whole League can be in
structed together, but in literary work theie
should boa division-of the League accordiny
to ago ; the divisions containing boys an.
girls from eight to ten, ten to twelve, .u.
twelvo to fourteon or sixteen, nccurding ..
tho decision of the cabinet concerning a-
of gradustion into the Scnior Leagu:.
These divisions aro numbered **one,
*‘two,” ‘‘thres,” beginning with the
youngest. Work in the catechism and
Bible can then be graded, and interest will
not be Iacking. A Junior League that
holds ouly a prayer-meeting for children . {
all ages for a short hour once a weck h.s
made n _good beginning toward a re.l
Juniur Jeague, but only a beginnia,.
Boys and girls from twelve to sixteen cau

{vund to tako charge of tho lower
divisions; tho pastor ot _superintondent
sbould take the advanced division.
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Comfort One Anothaer,
BY MRS, MAROCGARET K. RANGNTKR.

CoxroRrr one anothor;
For the way is growing dreary,
The foet are often weary,
And the heart is very sad .
Theroe is heavy burden hearing,
Whon it seeins that none uro caring,
And wo half forget that ever we were glad.

Comfort one another
With the hand-clasp closo and tender,
\ th the sweotness love can reuder,
And the loohks of friendly eyes.
Do not wait with grace unspoken;
While hfo's daily grcad is broken,
t,entle speech is oft ike muuna from the skiea

Comfort ono another
‘I'here aro words of music ringing
LDown the ages, sweot as singing -
Of the happy choirs above.
Ransormzd eaint and mighty ungel,
Lift the grand, deep-voiced ovangsl,
Where forever they are praising the Eternal

Comfors one another;
By the hope of Him who sought us
In our peril—Him who bought us,
Paying with his precious blood :
By the faith that will not alter,
Trusting atrength that shall not falter,
Leaning on the One divinely good.

Comfort ono another;
Let the grave.gloom lie behind yon,
Whils the Spirit's words remind you

Of the homo beyond the tomb,
\Where no more is pain or jarting,
Fover's flush or tear-drops starting,

But the presence of tho Lord, and for all his
people reom, —lInde,

PROSPEROUS, RIGHTEOUS,
UPRIGHT & (0.
By E. Don_;c—l- MecGregor.

——

CHAPTER IV.

OwWNING a coffceestall was by no means

laying at work, at lcast so thought three

y8, named Jinks, Tom, and Pete, when
their first day's work was over and they began
to pack up for the night.

¢ Evetything has sone upside down," Jinks
said dejectedly. **The firs: coffeo wasn't hot,
an’ the noxt was too weak, an’ { don't reckon
we'll have any one for breakfast to-morrow.”

**Indeed, an’ we will,” Tom answered
heartily. ¢ Folks knows as we're now at it,
an' they'll give us another chanco, you see if
they don't: but,” he added seriously, ‘‘we
must get thiogs right to-morrow, or we will
lose customers.”

** \Whero do you buy them buns, Jinks?”
Pete asked, as he packed a lot of cupsinto a
basket.

¢ Jinks looked up from the tiny charcoal
stove he was cleaving.

*“You're a snart X"““g"‘rz” ho said ap-
provingly. ‘¢ I couldn’t have fixed them cups
no better myself—the buns? Oh, Mr. Spence
got ’em from Mra, Andrews, as lives round
tie Square. Sho's kepta big coffec-house there
fer as long as I can mind, an” she's rich, too;
she was awful kind to Mr. Spence, S e lot
him wheel the stall inter her placs every
night, an’ then sho sold him the buans fer just
what sho got ’emn fer in bif lots.”

** Vil she Ao the samo fer us?* Tom asked
anxiously.

* Oh, I gness so0,” Jinks answered with
confidency, ¢ She knows me, an’ she's always
good to them as has just ses up.

“My tbut’'mtired U * Petesaid, stretchin
out lus logs and leaning hard agamnstacano
collee.

** An' my head's sore, just with worriting,”
Jinks added meurafully.

s An' I feel like as though 1'd never donea
day’s work afore, I'm that done out,” Tom
. eoncluded.  *“Still,” he added, **it's ‘cause

we was scart we wonldn't do thinga right.
To-inorrow we'il bo all chirk.”

** Rendy 1 Jinks announced, locking the
little stall sliding window, and then the threo
boys leaoed hard against tho stall aud its
wheols turnod slowly over the hard pavement.

Mrs. Andrews received them in a kindly,
‘hearly way.

* So you'ro goin® to sst up,” shu said, *‘an’
poor Joo has qone. Woll, that's tho way
we'll alf have o get out of the way some day.
Help you? Of ctourse I will. \What's tho

oos of living if we can't help other folks?"”

be 1aid hor hand on Jinks' shoulder. 1
o'poso _you're head; mind you como every

*dav for the buns, an’ I'll ‘give you your coffeo
By WaY; too 1*"

e -

The boys couldn't thank her, for she re
fused to be thanked, so thay lett ther stadlin
the httle back vard and set out o1 Mr,
Bluck's,  Junks carrted the money bag ander
one snlo of Ins jucket, and Scrups under the
othet, whils Tom had, as usual, charge of the
Chart.  Mr, Black had clearsd a smali table
in his back room, und everything was in
roadiness for the Loys when they arrived at
erght o'clock.

“ Do you mean to work?” he asked, Jook.
ing rather hard at each boy.

** W hy, yes, sir!’ lom answered in sur.
prise; ** wa want to lowsn to read the Chart,
an’ wo're in an awful hurry,”

* Very well,” Mr, Biuck naid quiotly, ** to
work then at ounce.”

;l.‘|\\‘0 hours later threo tired Lut eager boys
said :

**Good night, Mr. Black, can we como to-
morrow night?*"

*“Yes, you mav come to-morrow night,”
Mr. Bluck answered, and the three lads went
out into the chilly might.

They slept in o corner of a porch, not far
off, and awakened stiff and cvold for their
day’s work.

*Shake yourselves an’ muke beliove it's
roastin’," Toin said laughingly.

¢ [t's hot "nough to smother afeller,” Jinks
added, fanning his checks whilo he spoke,

“ We anight runt” Pete suggested, and
right away quick the boys set ott una wild
scamper down the strect.  Ar, Spenco had
chosen a warn, sheltered corner of a hridge
for his atand, and the two little coal-ail fires
over which the coffee was heated, served to
warm people as woll.  Then his coffee was
royal, and he waa never known to sell a atale
bun, so that, everything counted up, it was
no wonder hLis atall becaine a favonrite one.
He had £2.38 in his sinall print bag when he
died, zo the ncw firm started with both capi-
tal and customers. Their second days work
was much more successful, and more than one
rough workingman said, as he turned away
from tho stall :

1 hopo they'll get on—they're plucky
little fcllows.”

‘f'om was, by general consent, soon made
treasurer of <he firm; ia fact, beforo long, he
becams the real head of aflaire.  Jinks had
had experience in the business, but he lacked
Tom's energy and push, so with the best of
Food nature he gradually stepped aside, and
Tom became head mansger. Jinks, howover,
filled a place that was ueither sina!l nor un
fmportact.  His plodding, cautious self
scrved as a holdback upon Towm s rushing,
impulsive way of doing things, and inore than
once he verily saved the firm from disaster.

Peto’s place was never questloned : he was
errand boy, dish washer, and genera! help,
and the men who patronized the atall uften
patted him on the head, and seid kindly :

‘“He's a knowing little chap; it wounldn't
«2em right, hero, without him,”

Sometimes, too, they tried to smooth Scrape’
shaguy little head, but he had hair that
wouldn’t be smoothed, and so they only suc-
ceeded in making bhis littlo terrier lordship
wiggle with delight.

Thus gradually the new firm becume estab
lished, and the Loys found that by hard work
and energy they were able to squeczointoa
tiny spot in this rushing, crushiog, old busi-
ness world.

Thkey slept where they could, an‘ii one
night Mr. Black said briefly; * You can
crcey in under the counter if ycu like.”

Aftar that they had o watm, dry spot that
was theira, and even whan the nights becamo
warm, it was right good to fcef that thoy
wera no longer wails of thostreot. One ~vew-
ing, five months after they first beeame Mr.
Black’s pupils, » very exciting matter came
up for discresion. Jinks grew so interested
in it that be pushed his fingers through his
mop of kair, and actually talked fast, while
as };r Tom, he rosc to his fect, and worked
his arms as ho spoke, thereby rousing Scrupa
inte a stato of furious barking, Pete didn’t
say much, but ho was as intercsted as any one
in tha acttiement of the question.

e

CHAPTER V.,

MR. Brack had absolutely rofused to have
tho Chart opened until every boy cuuld read
fluently.  * You will only get incorrect ideas,
and I will not boresponsible for that,” he had
said with decision, sad so0 right inanfully the
lade worked, ard rather impatiently they
waited, until ~well—until the eveniog 1 am

oing to tell you about.

68 At lant the Chart had beendeclared open,
and the point for discussion was, where
should they begin to read? Tom said ** of
coursc at the irst.™  Jinke objccted, declare
ing that thore were too many hard names
thero, and that they ought to begin at an
easier placo.

Pete put in & plea for Matthew’s Gospel.

¢ 1 juet peeped now,” he said, *‘an’ Jesus’
same 1s in big letters right on the &rt page.”

**Let's open the book and see whers 1t
hapjrens,” suggested Jinks.

**No,” said Tom, ‘that wouldn't bs
square.”

*\Wall," Jinks asked in hismeditative way,
‘* what's you gon' to do?"’

AWl take 1t to Mr. Hisek,” Tom an.
swered impatiently, 1 can't wait another
moment,” he added, p cking up the Chart,
which all these monthe hie had nover atlowed
out of his sight.

Ve, Black was wceated at s table reading,
Andwhen he was nakod to open the Chart ho
hositated  thou with a sudilen movement ho
took the beok, and carciessly opened 1t wide.

lom carofully carned 1t over to the sde
table whero he aud his companions studied,
and amd great vxoitewent announced to e
eager followers:

** We aro to begin at the Gospel acconding
to Luke."

“It don’t make no difference 'bout Mr,
Black heatin’, does it*”* Jinks whispered.

“0b no,” Tom roplicd, **he nover hears
nothin’ when he's mm‘in' anyhow."”

That was at eight o'clovk, and all through
the ovening Mr. Black heard 1om's sturdy
littlo voice, and when he luoked up ne saw
Jinks and Pete listening as though they dured
not miss one zsiitary word. 1o tried to read,
but ke could not. Someway or other the
sight of theso boya listening for the first time
to tho Christ message, worried him. They
were 80 cager and interested. Pete'’s blue
eyes filled with tears, as he heard how the
Lord Jesus was shamefully treated by the
soldiers. **How could thoy?” hesaid. *It
wus renl mean,” Jinks deelared, while Tom's
little fist was clenched as ho muttered—

“] wish I'd been there, an’ 1’d have knocked
bim down, s0 I would.™ **But there's worso
than that a.comin’,” he added, glancing over
tho page, and then with his voico very queer
and shiky, he read the old sad story o(} the
Cruditixion.

“They aren't really goin’ to kill him?”
Pete whispered.

Tom didn't answer—he read on, his vcice
growing lower and lower. Jinks picked
Scraps up from the floor, and almust crossly
told him to * be still,"” and then after a
moment Tom put the Chart down, and looked
straight at Jinks aad Peto.

‘“He's dead,” ho whispered.

“‘I'hen ho aint gono to prepare a Place,”
Jinks said slowly.

“ Anud thero aren’t any Place,” Pete added.
The world had grown suddenly very dark for
theso Loys—thera wae no Lord Jusus, and
no Place.

“Read on.” It was Mr. Black who spoke.

*¢It nint no ure, Mr, Black it's a dreadful
thing to have the Lord Jesus dead.”

His eyes lit upon a fresh thought. Ho
vead a fetr verses, and lol the clouds began
to lift.

** He's a-goin’ to come to life agan,” Jinks
exclaimed.

Petc sapped up beside Tom, and in a
momunt, his little voice souudn? shrill and
clear- ** Heo is alive.”

*.\n’ he's gone up ‘o heaven,” Tom added,
as a few momests later he closcd the Look.

*“Thut inust be the nawe of the Place.”
 Yza,” said ‘Tom thoughtfully, ¢ ] s’pose it’s
jast like the big lords in En {Iﬂld haa places,
only this must be a very rich, fine Place. 1
shouldn’t wondor if he keeps a hundred
scrvants.” ¢ An’ if his dishes are solid gold,"”
Pete added.

** But we aint found out how to get there,”
Tom said 10 & troubied fashion.

* And if [ goand prepare a placs for you,

I wdicome rgain, and receivs you unto myself,
that whore 1 am, there ye may be aivo

It waa Mr. Elack's voice 1he.buys turned
suddenly and Jooked at him. He was stilt
sitting at his tatle, but he was not reading.
His haads were tightly clasped, and las hips
were pressed close together.

“Why, Mr. Biack!™ Tom snid in great
surprise, ‘*do you hunow 'hout thie Place ?”

**Yes,” Mr. Black answered slowly, 1
know about the Place.”

* Then why don’t you go thero?™

Alr. Black made no answer. Ho pat hia
head down on tho tablo 1:: front of him, and
the boys saw that he was subling like a child.

“*Come with us to the Place,” Peto sad,
puttiag hisarms rvoad Mr. Biack and luvingly
trying to offer the best comfort he knew.

“Wo could all go togeiher,” Tom rad in s
business-like way, *‘an’ maybe they'd lot us
in easicr, 'causs you was with us,—anyhow
we do want you to come.”

Mr. Black scenied to crush back his feelings.
He sat vp, and said in a low. straioed voics:
* Boys, I'va got sometinng to tell yon, I must
tell you, no mmtter what it costs me, for

rhaps 1t may save you, but not to-might.

o to bed now, asd when you go atart off in
the moin.ng, rcriember 1 don't want you to
retarn for a montb. Ono month Jrom te-night
you ray come back. I want to be alone for
A scason.”

*Good-night, sir,” the thiee boys sald, in

.
.

low, subdued tones. They folt thay wero
comIng very hear somo great sottow, and
they trod an it wees on bp toes

(7' be continued.)
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DON'T TOUCH 1T.

CWiaTa thae ]’ asked Johony, pomt-
ing to n queer loohing thing ho had noser
seen before.

“That's a rat-trap,” said his mother.
* Don't touch it.”

* What's 1* for 1" inquiret Johnny.

*To entch rts,” roplied his mothor,

“ How ¢ asked Johuny,

1 put the chivese in for o bLait, amd
when Muster Rat comes prying aveat m
the celiar he smulls 12, and ways to himsclf,
¢ Well, what's all this sutmobody has boen
getung rendy for me?  Very kind of ome-
body '’ So he puta his nose i this htile
Lolo, aud rays, *Ahl that wesils god.
Ho puts his noxs i a httlo farther, and
takes o guod nibble. But, just s poor
Master Rat i making up his mind that 1t
tastes as good as it smells, pop goes the
spring 1"

* And then what 7" asked Johnny.

““Thon ho nover finds his way into the
collar agamn to gnaw thebread and pies,’

His mother carried tho trap into the
collar and sot 1t down, agnin sayng,
**Don't touch it."”

Johnny stood and watched it for 4 while,
hoping that Master Rat would como and
try the cheese, so that he could seo the
trap pop. But, as Mastor Rat scemed in
no hurry, Johnny began to wonder what
wade it pop.

. He put hw finger 2 little way into the
hole. Yes, there was the cheose all ready
for Mastor Rat. low tiresome of him not
to come ! Johany wondered more and more
where the was. Perhaps ho could
feel it. A littls farther tn hus fingor went.

“Snap ! " went the tmy,

¢ Ohl—och ! Let go!" went Johnny

Heo had found the pop.

If mat-traps had any sense that trap
would have known that it was a little suft
finger, and not a rat, that it had hold of.
But weall knuw traps have no senno , so
that une held Juhnny's finger with a crucl
grip of its sharp weeth.

*“QOw! oh ! maminal” screamed Johnny.
If he had kept stiil ho would not have been
badly hurt.  But he tried todmg hisfinger
out, and it was sadly cut and seratcbed
before his mother ran and 3¢ out tho poor
littlo rat.

I dor’ like mat-traps,” said Johnny,
with sobs and whimpers as mnmma caro-
fully bound up the poor finger.

““Rat-traps nover hurt Litilo boys," sa:d
mamma.

* That vne hurt me,"” said Johnny.

¢ Not until you turned it into a httle
boy-trap,” said mamma.

WENT TO REVENGE A ".» RONG.

Frw tales from the oriental countries
are without their moral. The following
from Arabia is no exception -

A haughty favourite of an Oriental mon-
arch, who was passing aleng tho highway—
so runs the story—throw a stono at a poor
dervish or priest. The dervish did not
daro to throw it back at the wwan who
had assaulted him, for he knew tho
facounto was very powerful. So he picked
up tho stone and put it carefully in hia
pocket, saying to himself : ¢ The time for
rovenzo will come hy-and.byo, and than 1
will repay him for it.” Not long after.
ward this same dervish, in walking through
the city, saw a great crowd coming towsrd
him. Ho hastencd to sec what was the
matter, and found, to his astonishmont,
that his cnewny, the faveunie, who had
fallen into dingrace with tho king was boing
paraded through the principal streots on a
camel, expused to the jests and wralts of
che populace.  Tho dorvish, secing all
this, hiasuly grasped at the stono which he
catried n hin pocket. saying to hunself ;
“ Tho time for revenge has now come. snd
I will repay him for his insulting conduce.”
But, after considering a moment, he throw
tho ntone away, saying: * Tho time for
revenge nossr cumos, for if our enomy ia
puworful, revenge is dangerous as well as
foolish , and if bo 18 weah and wrelched,
then rovengo is wors. than {colish, it 1s
mean and cruel.  And in all ceses 12 is fog~
bidden and wicked.”
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The Workman's 8ong.

‘1 aM poor, I know, I am very poor,

As pour ns a man need bo;

But my Saviour was poorer atill than I,
I amn nover so poor as he.

I totl for iny bread, 1 toil for my wifo,
1 toil for my children three ;

But hard a5 1toll, ho toiled as hard
In the valleys of Gahiee,

** My raimont is coarse, and I'm rude ot
spoech

Of learninge £20) littio bave 15

sut I think that he loves mono less for that,
Amd I'll tell you the roason why

His carpenter » tunic waa coarse as aine,
Hin band with the twol an yuugh ;

Fur of leisuro, away 1n his N azareth hone,
1 guess bo had hittle enough

** But soon an he taught on the mounta aslope,
With the grass for a pulpit fluor,
He hitod on high his tuil worn han-ls,
Saying, * Blessed ahall tho poor,
And bleasod wo are, for he cares for us.
Btoops low to be one with us all ;
So I love him, and trust hum, and go my

way,
Unul 1 shall hoar him call.

** Then P’ll climb the ladder of gold, I weew,

While the angols are looking down ;

And my God, my Saviour—* the carpenter’s

n'—

Shall give to me mansion and crown.

Como much, then, como little, to spend or

to spare,

1 tell you it mattors not which,

For Jesus, in love to mo, made himself poor,
That I in his love may be rich 1™

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN JEWISK JISTORY.

BC. 1427.) LESSON XI1L iSept. 22,
JUSHUA RENKWING THE COVENANT.
Josh. 24. 14-25. 22 24,

Gorpen Trxe.

The Lord our God will we serve, and his
voico will wo okey. —Josh. 24. 24,

OvurLINE,

1. The Appeal, v, 14, 15,
2. The Pronuse, v. 16-21.
3. The Testimony, v. 22-25.

Time.—B.C. 1427.

Praoz.—Shechem, between Mounts Ebal
and Gerizim. ’
HoMr Reavinas.
M. Joshua reuowing the covenant.—Josh.
24, 14.25.
Pu. The stono of witness. —Josh. 24, 26-31.
V. Occasion of the covenaut.—Josh. 24.
1.13
Th, Joshua's exhortation.—Josh. 23. 1-10.
F. Warmningagainst disobedienco.—Josh. 23.
11.16.
S.  Persuasion to faithfulness.—1 Sam. 12,
20-25.

Memory verscs,

Su. The bet-.u'.r covenant.—Heb. 8 7-13.
QuxsTioxns Yor Home Stony.

1. The Appeal, v. 14, 15,

\Whore did Joshua gather the Israclites?
Verse 1.

What history did he recite to them?
Verees 2-13.

\Who made this appeal and to whowmn was it
made?

To whose service were the people called ?

What were they asked to put away ?

What were thoy called upon to decido?

Between whom must the choice be made?

What was Joshua's dectsion ?

\What patriarch had won prase for doing
tha? Seo Exod. 18. 19.
2. The Promise, v. 16.21.

What promuse of fidehty d.d the peoplo
mako?

What four groat things had God dono for
them?

To what servico did they pledge them-
solves?

What servico did Joshua sav was impos-
siblo?

\Vhat reason did he givo?

What ponalty would fall on such as for-
200k God ?

What reply did the pecple mako?

How many times did they mako this
promise?
3. The Testimony, v. 22-25.

Whom did Joshua call as witnesscs ?

\What two demanids did ho inake?

What rcaewed promiss did the people
make?

. 4

4
How did Joshua bind them to this promise?
(Golden Text.)
W iers way the covenant made ?
\\ here did Joshua record the covenant?
Verse 26.
\\ hat memorial did ho set up?

Teaciixes or THr LxssoN.

\Whero in this lesson are we taught—
1. That we must choose unen- acrvico?
2 That we ought to choose God’s servica?
3 That we should be faithful in his
servico?
Tur Lrssox CaTrcnisst.

1. What did Joshua call upan the gcnplv to
do? ‘Tofear and scrve the Lord. 2. What
did tho peoplo suy of the Lord? ‘Hois our
God." 3. \What did Joshua then command
them to do? To put away the strange gods.
4. What did Joshua and the people make in
Shechem? A covepant to scrve tho Lord.
6. \What resolution did the people make?
Golden Toxt: ** Tho Lord our Gud,” ete.

DocrrinaL Sucerstion.—The holiness of
God.
Carrcuisy QuesTioN.

To what are you bound by y ur Laptism?

My baptism into the name of the Father
and of the Son and of the H: ly Ghast, abliges
me first to renounce the dovil and all his
works, the pomps and vanity of this wicked
world, and all the sinful lusts of the flesh;
sccondly, to believo all the articles of the
Christian faith ; and, thirdly, to heep God's
holy will and commandments, and walk in the
same all tho days of my life.

EDWARD VI AND THE BIBLE.

Kixg Evwarp VI has been called *“the
Josiah of Englwd.” When ho camo to
the throne, at the ago of ten, the pevpio
wero glad, as they knew ho had been taught
to luve the Holy Bible.

A fow weeks after tho death of his
father, Henry VIII., tho coronation of
Edward took placo; and when the three

swords of state, which are borne beforo

tho sovercign on_ that occasion, were
brought to him, Edward asked for the
fourth, Tho noblemen, in wonder, in-
quired what he meant, and he replied,
‘*The Bible; that is the Sword of the
Spirit, and is better than theso swords.
That book ought to govern kiags, for with-
out it thoy are nothing and can do nothing.
All wo have of grace and salvation aud
divine strength comes from the Bible.”
The wiso words were ropeated everywhero,
und the peoplo in England who loved the
truth lovhed nuw to see the kingdom of
God soon set up on carth, sinco the Kking,
although so young, know so well the worth
and the power of tho Word of God.

1t is also related of young Edward that
on ono occasion ho ordered an attendant to
get & book from a shelf in tho library.

ho page was not tall enough to reach it,
and took & large Biblo which was by his
side to stand upon, when the youthful
king ste forward snod cried, ‘‘Not
tluaboog that ia God's book,”
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WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH 11m?

But the carly prumise of his reign was
soon bhghted. Ho was seized with dis-
ease, and died after a short 1eign of abuat
six years.

WHAT SHALL WE DC WilH HIM?

{r 18 an ugly brute, isn'tit? But not a
bit uglter than the Indeovus whiskey tuaflic
1t ropresonts. Tho picture remunds us of
Bunyans description of Giant’s Pope aud
Pagan sitting at the mouth of their cavo
among the %mnw of their victims, and
growhng with rage that they canuot get at
tho pigrims in the king's highway, as they
used to. ‘The best thing that cin be done
with tho vicious beast in the picture, which
has destroyed so muny hives, and ravaged
80 many homes, would bo to cut its ugly
head off. This wo hopo that total prohibi-
tion of tho liquor traflic will shortly do.

Soed

TOBACCO EXAMPLES.

Ir tobacco be injurious, leading not only
to the almshouse, but to the hospital,
death and hell, how great the sin of smok-
ing, chewing, snufling and raising tobacco.

** What should 1t profit a manaf he gain
the whole world and lose his own soul #”
Friend, parent, Christian, what is the
worth of a soul? Ask heaven! Ask Cal-
vary! FEstimato eternity! If you cannot
find the answer, beware how you lead men
down to death!

‘The sums paid for tobacco are the prico
of blood ; the pieces of silver which you
pay for the sbominable privileges of offend-
ing the Church, betraying the Lord Jesus,
committing physical and spiritual suicide,
and erimsoning your hands with the blood
of souls. These are the talents which you
have worse than wasted,—talents which
you havo prostituted while in possession of
the highest moral power in the universe,
viz. : cxample. By this you lead men and
women, yea, innocent children and youth
into abominable slavery and idolatry, into
the living death of carnalappetite, perilling
their souls’ eternal interest, and making
them, like yourself. agents of the deil, to
multiply the seed you are sowing. The
h.gher your position in society, the grester
your intluence ; the more ¢vil you are pro-
ducing.  Are you a professing Christian,
climing to be a living epistle, the light of
the world, to do all things, whether you
cat or drink, to tho glory of God? Are
you a winister of Christ, an example to tho
flock of God? How i. Snitely harmful is
your example! In the great dsy of God
you shall reap the fruits of your doings.
What a harvest of loss and corruption
must spriug from the seed which bas boen
increasing since you commencod this filthy

ractice, and shall increase with the mani-
old productiveness of sin, unto the end of
time. Oh, repent! ¢ Cleanse youmelvea
from all filthiness of the flesh.” Clcanse
the temple of the Holy Glisst, O thom
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slothful and wicked servant! What good °
you could have done witk this tobaceo
money ! How much hunger, nakedness,
mental and spiritual want, sorrow and.-;
guilt you might have preronted and re- ',
hioved, picached the Gospel through tracts,.
Bibles, ctc., and thus have saved many
souls from tho eternal buruing, and glad-.’
den earth and hoaven ! From these little
fountains of benevolence, wlat streams of
lifc and blessing might have flowed on,”
deepening and widening into mighty rivers-
down to the shores of time, bearing opn:
their shining bosoms out into tlie broad: :
ocean of cternity, rich treasures of joy to-:
crown the Giver, aud honour him wha-;
hath promised to roward him who * gives:
a cup of wator only,” and who hath said,:;
‘“Jvis more blessed to give than to re-
ceive.” <
May God help each intelligent readerin. -
to whoso hands these lines may fall, to:.
make a wise use of time, talents and pro
erty, that the final reckoning may bo with-:
joy and not with grief.
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THINK OF IT1 11

A New Story fromn the Author of
¢ Matthew Meliowdew,” *“ Nestle-
ton Magna,” *Simon Holmes,

Carpenter,” ete.

The e, Red Wine.

A TEMPERANCE STORY
BY
J. Jackson W/ray.

With_Fine Photogravure Portrait of-

the Author, and six Full-paze

Tllustrations. 4

CIoth. ® o o $|°0Q0

We bave just issued in a handsome Can: *
adian edition this fine temperance story of’;
the late J. Jackson Wray. E'(l:lo Joyful News *
thus refers to it:

s This, as its namo implies, isa temperance-’
story, snd is told in the Iamented authors .
most graphic style. We have never.read any- -
thing so powerful since ** Danesbury House,”"
and this book in stera and pathetio earnest- .,
ness even excels that widely-known book., It
is worthy a place in overy Sunday-schoo! and::
villago library ; and, as the lastest utterancodt. .
one whoso writings are so deservedly popular,”
it is surc of a welcome, lt should give d
cision tosome whose views about Optiom™
arc hazy.” . o

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Pablishing Houss,
Toronto.

C. W. COATES, MoxTRERAL. T d
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