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The Tobacco Vice.

ONE of the incidental evils of tobacco using is
its tendency to deaden the finer moral sense, and
to mako one oblivious to the rights and to the
preferences of others. The more attractive aroma
of the best tobaeco is sccured by the smoker him-
self at the time of his smoking. The more offen-
sive odours from it are puffed out from his mouth ;
and nostrils after he has absorbed the better por-;
tions ; and vilest of all is the stench of the residuum '

smoke while doing business at those desks. So,
also, there are similar notices posted in other places
of business frequented by gentlemen. Yet these
notices arve often disregarded, not wilfully, but
through the sodden indifference to the feelings of
others which comes of the semi-stupor of the finer
senses in tobacco using.

And there is never a day when in the lines of
passengers at the ticket-windows, or at the gate-
ways of our principal railway stations, there are

not to be denied ; but it is a sore tax on a man—a
tax which most smokers are unwilling to submit to,
Live for Something.

THousANDS of men breathe, move, and live—
pass off the stage of life, and are heard of no more.
Why? None were bleased by them ; none could
point to them as the means of their redemption ;
not a line they wrote, not a word they spoke, could
be recalled, and so they perished ; their light went

THREE MEMBERS OF THE TEMPERANCE SOCIETY.

which clings to his beard and clothing, or which is
left in the hangings of the room where he has been
enjoying his tobacco-smoking. Ladies are con-
tinually making protests of the disregard of their
comfort by smokers on the decks of ocean steamers.
Many a steamboat state-room, or a room in a first-
class hotel, is found to be almost unbearable for a
person whose sense of smell is undefiled, because
of the stench of stale tobacco remaining in it.

It hos actually become necessary for some of the
larger city banks to post a notice at the desks of
the paying or receiving tellers, requesting gentle-
men to abstain from puffing out their tobacco-

not to be seen those who would resent the idea that
they are not gentlemen, puffing tobacco-smoke in
the faces of ladies and gentlemen who are unsble
to protect themselves from this annoyance.

A termagant woman was recently arrested in
Philadelphia for throwing dirty water from her
window upon some of her inoffensive neighbours.
Yet her misdemeanour was less objectionable than
that of the man who puffs his offensive tobacco-
gmoke in the face of an inoffensive neighbour at a
railway station, or in a place of business.

That it is possible to retain the habits of a
gentleman while in the habit of tobacco using is

out in darkness, and they were not remembered
more than the insects of yesterday, Will you thus
live and die? O, man immortal, live for something.
Do good, and leave behind you & monument of
virtue that the storms of time can nev'r destroy.

Write your name by kindness, love and merey
on the hearts of thousands you come in contact
with year by year, and you will never be forgotten.
No ; your name, your deeds, will be as legible on
the hearts you leave behind as the stars on the
brew of evening.

Good deeds will shine as brightly on the earth
as the stars in heaven.—Dr. Chalmers

—
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Witnesses,

1 ax working alone, and nc one beeds ™

Who saye s does not know

There are clear eyes watching on evervy side,
And wherever cur feet may go.

We are ** compansed about with so great a cloud,”
That if we could only see.

We could never think that our Life is small,
Or that we may unnoticed be !

We seem to sutfer and bear alone
Life’s burdens and all its care:

And the sighs and prayers of the heavy heart
Vanish into the air.

But we do not suffer, or work alone,
And after a victory won,

Who knows how happy the hoats may be
Who whisper a soft *“ Well done”

O do not deem that it matters not
How you live wour life Lelow;

It matters much to the heedless crowd
That you see go to and fro;

For all that is noble and high and good
Has an influence on the rest,

And the world is better for every one
Who is living at his best

But even if human eyes see not,
No one is unobserved,
There are censurers deep and piaudits high
As each may be deserved ;
We cannot live in a secret place,
There are watchers always by,
For heaven and carth are full of life,
And God is ever nigh.

O for a life without reproach,
For a heart of earnestness |
For self forgotten, for meannees slain,
For hands well used to bless !
God, raise us far from the little things,
And make us meet to be
Skilled workers here in the pisce we fil,
And servants unto thes,
~Marianne Farningham,

N

A Prison Incident.

Mes. Exua MorLoy relates the following inci-
dent in one of her speeches referring to the rela-
tion of intemperance to crime :—

In a recent visit to the Leavenworth, Kansas,
prison, during my address on Sabbath morning,
I observed a boy, not more than seventeen or
eighteen years of age, on the front seat, intently
eyeing me. The look he gave me was so full of
earneat longing it spoke volumes to me. At the
close of the service I asked the warden for an in-
terview with him, which was readily granted. As
he approached me, his face grew deathly pale As
I grasped his hand, he could not restrain the fast-
falling tears. Choking with emotion, he said :—

“1 have been in this prison two years, and you
are the first person that has called for me—the first
woman that has spoken to me.”

# How is this, my child1” I asked. * Have you
no friends that love you! Where is your mother §”

The great brown eyes, swimming with tears,
were slowly lifted to mine as he replied, *My
friends are all in Texas, My mother is an invalid ;
and fearing that the knowledge of my terrible fall
would kill her, I have kept my whereabouts a pro-
found secret. For two years I have borne my
awful home-sickness in silence, for her sake.” And
he buried his face in his hands, and heart-sick sobs
burst from his trembling frame. It seemed to me
I could ses a panorama of the days and nights, the
long weeks of homesick longing that had dragged
their weary length out over two years.

80 I ventured to ssk, *“How much longer have
you to stay 1

“ Three years,” was the reply, as the fair young
head dropped lower, and the frail little hand trem-
bled with suppressed emotion.

!

* Five years, at your age!” I exclain':ed, “ How
did this happeni”

# Well.” he repiied, “it's a long story, bu* I'l
raake it short. [ started from home to try to do
something for mywlf. Coming to Leavenworth,
I found a cheap boarding-house, and one night ac-

i cepted an invitation from one of the young men

to go into a drinking-saloon.  For the first time in
my life T drank a glass of liquer. Tt fired my
brain. There was a contused remembrauce of a
quarrel  Somebody was atabbed. The bloody knise
was found «n my hand. 1 was indicted for assault
with intent to kill.”

Five years for the thoughtless acceptance of a
glass of liquor is surely illustrating the Scripture
truth, that *“the way of the transgressor is hard.”

I was holding the cold, trembling hand that had
crept into mine. He earnestly rightened his grasp,
and imploringly he said, *Oh, Mrs. Molloy, I want
to ask a favour of you.”

At once I thought he was going to ask e to
help obtain a pardon, and in an instant I measured
the weight of public reproach that rests upon the
victims of its legalized drink trattic. Tt is all right
to legalize a man to craze the brains of our boys,
but not by any means wise to ask that the state
pardon its victim. Interpreting my thoughts, he
said :

“1 am not goiog t. ask you to get me a pardon,
but I want you to write to my mother, and get a
letter from her and send it to me. Don’t for the
world tell her where I am. Better not tell her
anything about me. Just get a line from her, so
I can look upon it. Oh, I am so home-sick for my
mother !”

The head of the boy dropped into my lap with a
wailing sob, I laid my hand upon his head. I
thought of my own boy, and for a few moments
yas silent, and let the outburst of sorrow have
vent,

Presently I said, “Murray, if I were your
mother, and the odour of a thousand prisons was
upon you, still you would be my boy. Is it right
to keep that mother in suspense?! Do you suppose
there has ever been a day or night that she has not
prayed for her wandering boy! No, Murray, I
will only consent to write to your mother on con-
sideration that you will permit me to write the
whole truth, just as one mother can write it to
another.”

After some argument, his consent was finally
obtained, and a letter was hastily penned and sent
on its way, A week or so elapsed, when the fol-
lowing letter was received from Texas :

% Dear Sister in Christ,—Your letter was this
day received, and I hasten to thank you for your
words of tender sympathy, and for tidings of my
boy—the first word we have had in %two years,
When Murray left home, wa thought it would not
be for long. The months have rolled on—the family
have given him up for dead; but I felt sure God
would give me back my boy. As I write from the
couch of an invalid, my husband is in W,
nursing another son, who is lying at the gates of
death with typhoid fever. I could not wait his
return to write to Murray. I wrote and told him,
if T could, how quickly I would go and pillow his
biead upon my breast, just as I did when he was a
little child. My poor dear boy—so generous, so
kind, and loving! What can he have done to
deserve this punishment! You do not mention
his crime, but say it was committed while under
the influence of drink,

“I did not know he even tasted liquor. We
bave raised six boys, and I have never known one
of them to be under the influence of drink, Oh |
is there no place in this nation that is safe when
our boys have left the homefold! O God! my

sorrow i greater than I can bear. I cannot g0 to
him ; but, sister, I pray you talk to him, and cop,.
fort him, as you would have some mother talk ¢,
your boy were he in his place. Tell him that,
when he is released, his place in the old home ne.s,
ard ir. mother’s heart, is waiting for hin ”

Then foliowed loving mother words for Murray,
in addition to those written. As I wept bLitter
tears over the words so full of heart-break, T asked
myself the question, “ How long will this nation
continue this covenant with death, and league with
hell, to rob us of our boys t"-—ZInter-Ocean

&

Bad Habits Have Strong Roots.

AX old monk was once taking a walk through a
forest, with a scholar by his side. The old man
suddenly stopped, and pointed to four plants that
were close at hand. The first was just beginning
to peep above the ground, the second had rooted
itself pretty well into the earth, the third was a
small shrub, while the fourth and last was a full
sized tree. Then the monk said to his young
companion :

“Pull up the first.”

The boy easily pulled it up with his fingers,

“ Now pull up the second.”

The youth obeyed, but not so easily.

* And now the third,”

The boy had to put forth all his strength, and use
both arms before he succeeded in uprooting it.

“And now,” said the monk, “try your hand
upon the fourth.”

But, lo! the trunk of the tall tree, grasped in
the arms of the youth, scarcely shook its leaves,
and the little fellow found it impossible to tear its
roots from the earth. Then the wise old man ex-
plained to his scholar the meaning of the four trials.

“This, my son, is just what happens with our
bad habits and passions. When they are young
and weak, one may, by a little watchfulness over
self, easily tear them up; but if we let them cast |
their roots deep down into our souls, then no human
power can uproot them—the almighty hand of the
Creator alone can pluck them out. For this reason,
my child, watch your first impulses.”

His Recipe.

Tue old adage, *“ Hunger makes the best sauce,” |
was amusingly illustrated, some years ago, at a
dinner-party in Philadelphia, given by Commodore
Bainbridge. Among the guests was Silas Dins-
moor, who had been United States Agent among
the Cherokee Indians. ‘

The conversation drifted upon the merits of the
different brand® of ham, and Mr. Dinsmoor
remarked, “I do not think the quality of a ham
depends 8o much on the brand as on the cooking.”

* Well, sir, be good enough to give us a recipe
for cooking a ham,” said Mrs. Bainbridge, a lady
famous for her culinary skill,

“Take & ham of any of the approved brands,”
said the guest, bowing to the hostess, *wash it
clean, put it in a pot and cover with cold water,
place it over the fire, and bring it nearly to the
boiling-point : keep it there until thoroughly tender,
and let it boil rapidly a few minutes. Then take
it off the fire, wrap it in & coarse cloth, place it in
a knapsack, bind the knapsack upon your shoulder,
then march twenty-five miles through the woods,
taking a bee line over logs and brush-piles, and you
will find the hain possessed of a most exquisite
flavour.”

There was silence for a moment after the guest
had given his recips. Then there was a burst of
laughter, as all saw what it was that gave the ham
its appetizing flavour,
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Moses on Pisgah.

By the Rev. TioyMas McCurnovsn, ¥ President of the
Wegloyan Conference, 1583 4.

Wi bold and tireless footstep, by precipice and sear,

Mo climbed the steeps of Abrnim and Nebo's vone afar;

Till the gray ctest of ek the grand old prophet bore,

1hs heart as warm, s stiong his wm, 83« bundred years
beforo.

H1s eagle eyo as piercing as when, i youthful days,

Oer the strange old lore of Jyypt it burned with ardent
blaze;

And to that eyo of lightning God showed the prowised land

fn ol its worth, from north to south, from east to utmost
strand.

Lebanon, goodly mountain, the old mau joyed to view,

And Bashau, too, with its oak-wreathed crown, and Car-
mel’s fading blue,

nd Gilead and Tabor, and Olivet in green,

And Zton’s hill with rapture’s thrill and Calvary were seen,

All pleasant were tho valleys o’er which his vision rolled—

Achor, with all its lowing hevrds, and Shavon’s verdant fold ;

Jezreol showed its vineyards, Jehoshaphat its stream,

And Eschol’s vale and Shavel's dale looked like a prophet’s
dream.

The land of brooks and fountains lay under the scer's
glance;

Ho saw the Arnon gambol, he saw the Jabbok dance;

Tho ancient river Kishon swept on in wrathful force,

And the Kedron wild, like s playing child, laughed in its
flowery course,

The Dead Sca and Gonnesareth, like gems on a stately
queen,

Woere joined on Canaan’s royal robe by Jordan’s pearly
stream;

And the mantle groen of the beauteous queen with many a
jewel beamed,

And the distant rills amongst the hills like throads of silver
seemed.

Oh'! who can tell the rapture that fired the prophet’s breast,

As ofar he saw whero the oath was sworn that his fore-
fathers blest;

01d Mamre's plain and Sychem Bethel, by angels trod,

And Gerar, too, whoro the promiso truo was ratified by
God!

But, olas! the princely quarry which Death pursued so
long,

Upon the brow of Nebo is struck by the avcher strong;

Tho cagle oye grows strangely dim, the beauteouns land.
scapes fade,

And n funeral band of angels stand avound the kingly dead.

He might not cross the Jordan, nor sleep In the goodly

land,
But tho ' botter country” welcomes him to its glorious
prophet band;
Not cedar trees, but trees of life forover flourish there;
Not Jordan’s rush, but rivers gush with living water clear.

Thus oft the God of Moses with sorrow bows the head,
Tor which ho goms a crown of life to give the faithful

dead;
Thus oft refuses carthly bliss while higher bliss is given,
Donies us health, donies us wealth, but bids us enter

heaven.

The Little High-Chair.

Tuerk was an auction at one of the salerooms
recently. A pale, sad-faced woman, in a plain,
calico gown, stood in the crowd. The loud-voiced
auctioneer finally came to a lot of plain and some-
what worn furniture. It had belonged to the pale
woman, and was being sold to satisfy the pledge
on it

One by one the articles were sold —the old
bureau to one, the easy rocker to another, and the
bedstead to a third. TFinally, the auctioncer hauled
out & child’s high-chair. It was old and rickety,
and as the auctioneer hold it up evorybody laughed
—overybody excepting the palefaced woman. A
tear trickled down her cheek.

The auctioncer saw it, and somehow a lump
seemed to come up in his throat, and his gruff voice

1o reme.nbered n Jitdo high chair at home, and
how it hrd oneo filled his life with sunshine. It
wa> cimpty now. The baby laugh, the two little
honds that were onece held out to greet *“papa”
from thnt high-chair were goue forever,

He saw the palefaced woman’s piteous looks,
and knew what it meant—knew that in her cye
the littie rickety high-chair was more precious than
it it had beeu wade of gold and studded with
diamonds.

In imagination he could ses the little dimpled
clhierub which it once held ; could see the chubby
little fist g asping the tin rattle-box, and pounding
the chair full of nicks; could see the little feet
which had rubbed the paint off the legs ; could hear
the crowing and laughing in glee, and now—the
little high-chair was empty! He knew there was
an aching void in the pale-faced woman’s heait—
there was in his own.

“Don’t laugh!” said the auctioncer softly, as
somebody facetiously offered sixpence, “many of
you have little empty high-chairs at home which
money would not tempt you to part with.”

Then he handed the cletk some silver out of his
own pocket, and remarked, “Sold to the lady over
there ;” and as the pale-faced woman walked out,
with the little high-chair clasped in her arms, and
tears streaming down her checks, the crowd stood
back respectfully, and there was a suspicious nois-
ture in the eyes of the mun who had bid sixpence.
—Detroit Free Press.

An iIndian Funeral,
BY W. P. M'HAFFIE.

Ox Saturday, while busy with my preparations
for the coming Sabbath, I was aroused by a tap at
the door. On answering, I was met by an Indian,
who informed nie that an Indian woman, who lived
across the river, wanted me to go and baptize her
dying child. A few minutes later I wended my
way toward the humble dwelling, and found an
infant, a week old, which seemed and proved to be
in the last fow hours of its life. The little lamb
was duly dedicated to God, and given the name of
“Henghie.” A little late the Lord accepted the
gift, und carried the lamb to his bosom.

On Sunday morning I was informed that the
parents wished to have their chill buried that day.
Accordingly, at the close of the afternoon service,
the funeral took place. A large number of the
congregation went over in boats to the house, the
others remaining at the church. After a short
service of prayer, praise, and a few words of com-
fort to the pavents, a woman approached the little
coffin, which was wmade of lumber, neatly plened,
covered with white cotton and trimmed with black,
a neat black cross occupying the place of a coffin-
plate. Taking it in her strong arms, she carried it
to tho bedside of the mother. The poor mother
moaned, and kissed her child again and again.
fler devoted husband, with her hand in his~-the
tears streaming down his face—did his best to
comfort her.

The coffin was carried back to its place by the
same hands, and a kiss impressed upon the little
sleeper as she laid it down. This was the sign for
all; and one after another—women, strong men,
maidens, young men, and children—came silently
forward, kissed the little icy face, and just as
silontly returned to their places. It was a most
affecting scene, and my heart was melted within
mo as I gazed upon it. The lid was now fastened
down, & strong man took it in his arms, and we
moved silently down to the river.

As the boats started out for the other shore,
the words of Wesley’s hymn came vividly to my

“One army of tho living ¢,
To hir commonds we bow g
Part of hi1s host have ceosdd the flood,

And port are cros 1ig now.”
The church bel' which commenced tolling as wo
jeft the house, tolled on untal we entered the church-
yard , aud there, amid the solemn words, “dust to
dust, ashes to ash <7 we laid the bitde forw away,
to await the general resurrection ot the lat day,
when the great Judg: Bternd sl not ask the
question: Who slept i the fo-hicnable aty ceme-
tery, or who in the burying ground of an Indinn
reserve,

®

# Ask, and Ye Shall Receive.”

H. E. G

Tuis is a plomise just suited to a child’s needs.
This I took to my Heavenly Father; and having
asked forgiveness, trusting on that word, I said :
“1 believe he does paidon all my sins.” At once
my mind felt relief at this little step of faith. But
I kept on secking to Anrow his love.
One evening, as I was watching by the cradle,
and thinking of these things, I was tempted, Pro-
crastination said to me, “You are too young : wait
till you ave older and wiser” But soon after,
something led me to go up stairs, and on the way
I met my brother, who was older than I, und had
been converted a year before. He asked if I had
been blessed yet? I soon told him all my fears.
“ Come, and T will pray for you,” said he.
We came down, went into o room, and, kneeling
by a little box, he prayed. But my heart felt hard.
«Don’t you love Jesus?” he now asked. T could
only answer, *No,”
¢ Supposing,” he said, “you owed a large sum of
money that you could never pay; but a ric" friend
camo and offered to pay all your debt, how would
you think of that friend? Would you not love
him?” All at once the light of Jesus’ love filled
my soul. I knew my sins were forgiven. To my
brother I said, “I see it now.” And leaving him,
ran up to my room to be alone with him whom I
had just found. ’
As I tried to thank him for his love, he put into
wy mouth this new song: “O Lord, I will praise
thee: though thou wast angry with me, thine
anger is turned away, and thou comfortest me.”
Isa. xii. 1.

Dear young friends, be in earnest.
Saviour until you find him.

Now, with a full trust, I find not only peace,
but rest in Jesus.

Seek the

Py
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An Ocean Masquerade.

ALTOGErHER, you can hardly help faneying that
the sea-slug has dressed himself up in the sea-weed’s
clothes, and is playing a sort of masquerade.

But the seasslug has been disguised as a plant
for n good reason, For tho sea is full of bungry
tishes, always roving about on the lookout for just
such o tidbit as o senslug.  Tho sea siug, therefore,
has been coloured and shaped like the sea weed it
lives on, in order that, when some sharp-eyed fish
comes swimming along, he may never dream so
tempting a morsel to be near. I suppose he looks
at it and turns up his nose, saying to himself,
«Pooh, that's nothing but an old sea-weed !” and
off he goes, while our sea-slug, no doubt, laughs in
in its sleove, and says, ¢ Sea-weed, indeed 1”

This wonderful resemblance is an vxample of
what naturalists call ¢ Protectivo Resemblance,”
which in this case is so perfect as to merit the
name of Mimicry,” because, you see, the animal
mimics the plant, and is thus protected from its
enemies,.—S¢, Nicholas.

grew soft.

mind :
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In the Heart of the Woods.

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

S00n oeautiful things in the hemt of the woods )
Flowers and ferns, and the soft green mosa ;
Such love of the birds, in the solitudes,
Where the swift wings glance, and tho treo-tops toss ;
Spaces of silence, swept with song,
Which nobody hears but the God above ;
Spaces where myriad ereatures throng,
Sunning themselves in his guarding love,

Such safety and peace in the heart of the wools,
Far from the city’s dust and din,
Where passion nor hate of man intrudes,
Nor fashion nor folly has entered in.
Deeper than hunter’s trail hath gone,
Glimmers the tarn where the wild deer drink ;
And fearless and free comes the gentle fawn,
To peep at herself o’er the grassy brink.

Such pledge of love in the heart of the weods |
For the Maker of all things keeps the least,
And over the tiny floweret broods,
With care that for ages has never ceased,
If he cars for this, will he not for thee,—
Thee, wherever thou art to-day?
Child of an infinite Father, see;
And safe in such gentlest keeping stay,
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Christ Alive.

Tag first Sunday I ever spent in England was at
Walthamstow, a few miles north of London. The
good minister in whose house I was to pass the
Sabbath was called out of the rocm on the Satur-
day evening, to see some one, und left me to amuse
myself with books and magazines for half an hour
When he returnied he excused himself for leaving
me so long, saying I would forgive him when he
told me all about it, It seemed a gentleman in the
neighbourhood had been in Italy a few years
before, and brought back with him an Italian
body-servant. This man had duties to attend to
on Sunday mornings, but was always present at
public worship in the afternoons. * You will have
him in your congregation to-morrow afternoon,”
said my friend ; for I was to take his place in the
afternoon, while he should go out to preach under
one of the few trcer now remaining in Epping
Forest to the throngs of Sabbath-idlers who came
down from London.

The Italian had been thoughtful, and had finally
begun to indulge a hope in Christ Jesus. He had
come to the minister on that Saturday night, and
in his broken English told him his tale.

“In wmy countree,” said he, “in my
Italie, the priests always show us Jesus
dying ; Jesus on the cross; Jesus in the
grave, You show me Jesus alive, Jesus
love mo; Jesus think of me; Jesus in
heaven, And I love Jesus, and I thought I
would come and tell you I love that Jesus
who is alive.”

It is even so. While our sins are atoned
for by his sulferings and death, let us re-
member that Christ’s death is always con-
nected with his resurrection; the pledge
of our rising from ths grave; the evidenco
of the Father’s acceptance of his substitu-
tion. He lives that he may love us, and
we need, as the Italian did, a living Christ,
to love us and think of us and reign over
us.—W. Wye Smith.

Methodist Missions.

Tue annual report of the Missionary
Society of the Methodist church just issued
shows that the total income for the year
amounts to $219,480, being an increase of
$19,278 06 over the previous year. There has
been an aggregate gain of 10,000 in the member-
ship of the Church curing the year, In the last
fifteen years the income of the society has risen
from $108,000 to $220,000. The report says that
in Victoria, B.C., dificulties of various kinds have
been encounterca, but most of these have been
overcome, and it is believed the mission is on the
highway of snccess, There is “a warked improve-
ment in the moral tone of Chinatown,”

The Angler,

Tais extraordinary-looking fish muakes his living
by lying at the bottom of the water and angling for
his prey. He has something that looks very like
an artificial bait dangling just above his mouth, and
when some curious but unwary creature procceds
to investigate what it is, he very suddenly finds out,
but not quite to his satisfaction, Thus Satan
angles for souls with tempting baits of pleasurable
gin; but the sinful indulgence brings with it a
terrible retribution,

Having Christ.

I HAVE read a very beautiful story about a poor
heathen woman out in India, who was converted,
and became a Christian. I do not know for how
long she served the Lord Jssus, but at last the call
came for har to go.

As she lay on her death-bed a friend came to see
her. 1fe asked her how she felt, and she answered,
in a faint voice, “ Happy ! ¥appy |”

Stretching out her thin hand, she laid it first
upon the Bible lying next to her, saying, “I have
Christ here,” then touching her heart, *“And I
have Christ here,” and lastly, pointing upwards,
“T have Christ there |”

Dear children, what a happy death !
woman had Churist.
yout”

It is in the first instance, for you have Christ in
the Bible, as she had. But have you got him in
your heart? Oh! stop and think before you
answer this question, because, if you have not, you
cannot have him in heaven.

Is there any real love to the Lord Jesus in your
heart? Are you trying every day to please him in
all you say and in all you do? Are you trusting
in him as your own Saviour?

If you feel you cannot say “Yes” to these ques-
tions now, do not rest until you can, Then you,
too, will be able to point up, and say, “I have
Christ there,"—Selected.

This poor
Let me ask, *Ts this true of

THE ANGLER.

How to Read the Bible.
REYV. C. H. SPURGKON.

You cannot be hcly, my young friends, unless
you in secret live upon the blessed Word of (od,
and you will not live on it unless it comes to you
as the sacred word of his mouth, It is very sweet
to get a letter from home when you are far away.
It is like & bunch of fresh flowers in winter-time,
A letter from the dear one at home is as music
I urd over the water; but half-a-dozen words
from that dear mouth are better than o score of
pages of manuscript, for there is a sweetness about
the look and tone which paper cannot carry.

Now, T want you to get the Bible .o be not a
book only, but a speaking trumpet, through which
God speaks from afar to you, so that you may catch
the very tones of hiz voice. You must read the
Word of God to this end; for it is while reading,
meditating, and studying, and seeking to dip your-
gelf into its spirit, thak it scems suddenly to change
from a written book into a talking book or phono-
graph. It whispers to you or thunders at you as
though God had hidden himsel{ among its leaves,
and spoke to your condition—as though Jesus, who
feedeth among the lilies, had made tho chapter to
be lily-beds, and had come to feed there. Ask
Jesus to cause his word to come fresh from his own
mouth to your soul ; and if it be so, and you thus
live in daily communion with a personal Christ,
you will make good speed in your pilgrim way to
the ctornal city,

Ways of Working,

Tor Metropolitan Sunday-school, Toronto, dis-
tributes a nicely printed card, like the following,
with the order of service printed on the back. It
works well :—

METROPOLITAN BIBLE CLASSES.

OQur Motto—1I expect to pass through this world
but once. Any good thing thereforo that I can do,
or any kindness that I can show, or any word that
I can speak for the good of others, let me do it
now; let me not neglect nor defer it, for I shall
not pass this way again,

The fields are ripe unto harvest,
help us in the reapingt

Our Aém—God’s Glory.

Our King—Christ the Lord.

Owr Hope—Eternal life,

Will you not

Gob denies & Christian nothing but with a design
to give him somothing better.

et bd M = DO TPy e
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glowing fervour which en.
thused the entire audience, As
the hour was late, the Rev.
James Woodsworth, Superin-
tendent of Missions in Mani-
toba and the North-West, spoke
but a few words, The last
speaker of the evening was the
General Secretary, Dr. Suther-
land, who in a masterly man.
ner reviewed the entire field
of inissionary operations in
charge of tho Society. He
pointed out the good work
done by Domestic Missions in
ovory province, and the obliga-
tions the State was under to
the pioneer missionaries among
the Indians who had done a
worle for the country which
the politicians could never do.
He emphasized the necessity
for greater attention to the
TFrench Work, by strengthening
our present positions and open-
ing up new lines of operation.
Ile pictured the heathenism,
poverty, ignorance, superstition
and cruelty which once pre-
vailed among the Indians, of
which, on many missions, not

;

LOST IN THE SNOYW.

Lost in the Snow.

Tnis picture tells its own story.
herd laddie, such a8 they have to watch the flocks in
Scotland, has becomo benumbed and lost in a sudden
snowstorm.  So he huddles with the shecp in the
snow, and, let us hope, wiil be found safe when the
morning comes, though he seems ill-prepared to
endure & night's exposure on the blcak hill-side.
May he who tempers the wind to the shora laab
protect this poor boy.

&
&

Anniversary of the General Conference
Missionary Society at Winnipeg.

Tnr Rev. Dr. Williams occupied the chair.
After an anthem by the choir, J. J. Maclaren,
LL.D., QC., of Toronto, in a spivited manner
addressed the audience in reference to the necessity
of a more vigorous gospel and educational work
being done among the French-Canadians,  The
Rev. J. G. Bond, B.A., President of the Newfound-
land Conference, gave n lucid account of the gec-
graphy, scenery and physical formation of the
Island of Newfoundland., Passing from this, he
stated that the Island was the first mission ground
of Methodism ; and the first subscription to the
Methodist Missionary Society outside of England
and Wales was from the city of St. John’s. The
fishermen were liberal for their means, but they
were very poor, and needed additional help from
the Missionary Society. Dr. Ailison, LL.D., Super-
intendent of Education in Nova Scotia, was de-
lighted to visit Manitoba, where he saw vast
opportunities for usefulness. In his own province
Methodism under God had accomplished a glorious
work ; but o far greater work would be done when
the Church was fully alive to its blessed oppor-
tunities and great responsibilities.

The Pev. W. Briggs, D.D., was introduced by
the Chairman as the silver-tongued orator ? from
Toronto, and hie speech fully justified the announce-
ment. It was full of facts, enlivened and enforced
by striking illustrations, and delivered <with &

a vestige was now left, The
Church needed many things to
aid her in an onward movement

i for Christ. Apathy and worldliness must bs con-

The little shep- | quered at home, and then, instead of the income of

the Society being $220,000, we could reach up to
the cent a day from each member of the Church,
and a cent per week from each Sunday-school
scholar, which would creato a missionary revenue
of more than three-quarters of a million of dollars,
Tor this an advance should be made all along the
line, and the forces of the Church centered upon
the sond domain of beathenism. The collection
was then taken up, and one of the best missionary
meetings weo werv ever privileged to attend was
brought to a close by the Rev. Principal King pro-
nouncing the benediction.

Py

Three Things to Avoid.

There are three things which boys, and givls,
too, who wish to grow up good and noble men and
women, must always avoid—but especially the
boys, as these are nov the sins which usuelly beset
the paths of girls. Sometimes, indeed, we hear of
women who are so lost to all good that they are
guilty of all three ; but, thank God ! not often.

The first thing and worst thing you may easily
guess. It is whisky.

O boys, I want you all to make a resolution now,
while you are so young, never to use, buy, seil,
make, give, or take that terrible thing cajled strong
drink! Include the whole class—wine, cider, beer,
whisky, brandy, rum, gin, alcohol—anything and
everything which can intoxicate. They never
bring good. but always do harm. The best phy-
gicians say that even where they are used in sick-
ness, the patient would be better off without them,
and that no life has ever been prolonged by their
use.

The next thing to avoid is that nasty, filthy
thing called tobacco. Oh, how » uch money, time,
health, honesty, morality and L.ppiness have been
gacrificed to that terrible old tobacco worm !

O boys | as you hope to be men, don’t chew it!
Noeither chew it, nor snuff it, nor smoke it in pipes,
cigars, or those little evil things called cigarettes,

which lead ag surely to the greater wrong, 28 a
shadow follows u substance. Don’t use tobacco in
any form, at any time, in any place, and you will
be better and happier for it.

Tho third thing to aveid is profanity. Oh, if
God should take swearers at their word, when they
call upon him so impiously, what a fearful fate
would bo theirs|  Dear boys, don’t open your lips
to curse and swear. There is nothing manly or
good about it. Kecp your lips and your lives
pure, and the world will be better because of you.

Home Calls,

WieN the work-day hours are closing,
And the evening twilight falls,

How the homes throughout the city
Send forth their loving calls !

Calls so low, you may not hear them,
But how many hear and smile !

And tired hand and heads so weary
Aro forgotten for the while,

The dear home sounds ring sweetly
In the ears of toiling men,

And, for love of wife and children,
They scck their homes again.

So I sit in a brooding twilight,
And watch as they homeward go,
With glad steps hurrying onward
Lo the hearths that love them so,

And I long to cry out to them:
0, guard the home-love well §

Be tender and true to your dear ones—
How long yours, none can tell !”

For I know thero is one among them
Whose heart in sadness roams,

Who hears no call in the twilight,
Save the call to the Home of homes.

Plucky College Girls.

A RECENT writer on college girls tells an in-
teresting story of the trials and difliculties of five
plucky young women, who had little money, but
plenty of pluck and determination to get an educa-
tion.

“ A large-eyed branette,” says the writer, *‘not
sturdy, but fragile-locking, graduated from Boston
University, a few years ago, by finding a situation
as waitress in a restaurant, wearing the white
apron during the rush-hours at morning and night,
and in vacation season the day through. »

One group of four girls—two from Boston
University and two at the Harvard annex—en-
gaged two adjoining rooms in a quiet house n
Boston, and boardcd themselves on an average of
83.70 per week. Their rcoms cost §5, or £1.25
eoch. They took breakfast at a small restaurant,
whero oatmeal and steak cost 20 cents. They ate
an apple and u slice of bread for lunch; and at
night they pooled resources, spreading napkins on
the top of a trunk, and feasting on bread and wilk,
or bread and a taste of canned meats. Once a
neighbour surreptitiously inserted six glasses of
jelly in the bureau drawer, which served as com-
missary department, and then they dined royally
for days. The food cost them each 35 cents per day,
and not one of them suffered in health by the ex-
periment. Their expenses for clothing were no
greater in proportion. One member of the quar.
tette possessed a single gown—a well-worn black
cashimere. Being invited te a professor’s r- ception
one evening, she remained away from a day’s reci-
tations, while she sat in a cloak and petticoat,
cleaning and pressing and freshening with rithons
her only apparel. At night she enjoyed herself
quite as thoroughly as the rest of the company.”

1
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QGirls Who Are in Demand.
BY SOLOMON SLY,

Tur givls that are wanted are ygood yirls—
Gioud from the heart to the hps;

Purc as the lily Is whate and pure,
From jts heart to its sweet leat tips.

The girds that are wanted are home girls-—
Girls that ate mother’s right hand,

That fathers and brothers can trust to,
And the hittle ones understand,

GUirls that are farr on the hearthstons,
And pleasant when nobody sves;

Kind and sweet to their own folks,
Keady and anxious to please.

The girls that are wanted are wise givls,
‘That know what to do and to say;

That drive with a smile and a soft word
The wrath of the household away,

The girls that are wanted are girls of sense,
Whom fashion can never deceive ;

Who can follow whatever is pietty,
Aud dare what is silly to leave.

The girls that are wanted are careful girls,
Who count what a thing will cost,

Who use with a prudent, generous hand,
But see that nothing is lost.

The girls that are wanted are girls with hearts;
They are wanted for mothers and wives;
Wanted to cradle in loving arms
The strongest and frailest lives,
The claver, the witty, the brilliant girl,
There are few who can understand ;
But oh ! for the wise, loving home girls,
There’s a constant, steady demand.

e

Towed by a Whale.
BY LEDMUND COLLINS.

Tur story which I am going to relate is true,
and it has often been told to me by one of the lads
with whom the recital deals,

Some years ago the whale was hunted by dwellers
on the Newfoundland coast, and the weapons taken
against the wighty beast was the harpoon, or the
“slow match.,” Upon the western part of New-
foundland, several fishermen had banded together,
and provided themselves with a pair of sturdy
whale-boats, and all the necessary hunting gear,

Each boat carried twelve rowers, a helmsman,
and n harpooner. When there was a favouring
wind the broad sails were hoisted,

One Sunday morning, while the whaler fisher-
men lay sleeping in their tilts, two lads—aged
seventeen and eighteen—got into one of the whale-
boats, hoisted sail, and steered toward a cape that
loomed vaguely six miles distant. Having passed
the cape, and while “lying” alongside the shore,
they eospied three grampuses, or rorqual whales,
spouting in a bight about a half-mile distant in
their course. As they drew near, they observed
that the whales were fishing in the bight, for each
beast rose within fifty or sixty fathoms of where he
had gone down,

The bont was very close to the monster trio, and
the opportunity was one that would have made the
heart of a whaler thrill,

“Why, there would be no trouble in getting a
throw at one of them,” the eldest lad remarked,
“Here, I'll have a trial, anyway. Steer for that
piece of plank—the big fellow will rise not far
from that.”

“ But suppose you strike him. What then $”

“Why, if he runs before the wind, I do not see
why we can’t hang on. If he doesn’t, there is no
harm done, for we can let him go.”

Fixing himself in the bow, he seized his harpoon.
To this weapon was fastened about three hundred
fathoms of light rope, and this was so arranged
that it might be let out or drawn in as the
maneuvring of the grampus might require,

Ho was barely settled when tha whale arose, not

more than twenty feet distant, his great jaws wide
apen.  The boys instantly saw that he was an old
veteran, for his sides were patched with harnacles
like the bottom of a sogey Slup  As the Ioast
balanced himself to deseend again, the harpoon left
Martin’s hand with a whisthng sound, aud lodged
with a fuint gquiver in the side of the whale

Martin's shot surprised himself, and he held hs
hands out for muny seconds in the posture which
they had assumed when the harpoon left them.

“Where will he rise?” anxiously inquired the
other boy.

“It is hard to say.
movements irregular.”

Meanwhile the cord went out so rapidly the cog
sang, and the boys began to look anxiously at the
diminishing coil. The whale soon arose, and not
far from the boat; then, turning his head before
the wind, he launched himself with a desperate
lunge under the water. The line now began to
move out more slowly, and while plenty of spare
line remained, there was a chance of the monster's
drowning. What, they both thought, if they should
actually capture a whale!

For three weeks all the fishermen had caught
but two. Then the whale arose, some distance
shead, ard plunged again under water. But in
going down this time he headed across the wind.
This troubled the boys; for about three-quarters of
a mile beyond lay an icefloe, which had drifted
hither with the southern tides. Once again the
line, in its outward going, began to sing; and be.
fore the rorqual rose again not more than a dozen
fathoms remained.

“Woe shall have to cut it,” the elder one said.

Then the whale arose, showing no sign of ex-
haustion, Tho sun was now disappearing below
the sky-and-water line in the west, and ugly clouds
brooded low. Night would speedily wrap the sea,
and they were many a league from home in this
open boat. Again the prey dived, and this time
directly for thoe ice, which was now not a quarter
of a mile distant.

There was only one course for the boys, and that
to cut the rope. But there was no knive, or axe,
or thing capable of severing it* and when Martin
sought to untie i he found—as indeed he had
known—that the end was fastened through an
auger-hole in the keel threo fect under water! The
cord was now tight, and the whale was still head-
ing vigorously toward the ice. To add to the
terror of the situation, the wind began to rise, and
the adventurers saw that the cubes and pans of ico
began to toss wildly with the rising sca,

¢« Merciful heaven, what is to become of us!”

These were the words that could be seen upon
the mute, bleached lips. The suddenness of night-

fall on this coast might be described by Coleridge’s
lines :

The pain will make his

“Ths sun dropped down, the stars rushed out—
At one stride came tho dark,”

And before the whale rose again the hapless boys
could only see the foaming water and the ghastly
face of the ice-field spread before them. 'They did
not speak, but sat there, unheeding tiller or sail,
waiting for whatever must huppen.

Presently they were in the midst of roaring
water and rumbling ice, expecting cach instaut
that the ribs and planks of their boat would be
crushed; but she withstood the pounding—how
they could not sny—and each minute was forced
farther into the ice. Martin caught the line with
a gaff, and found that it suddenly grow slack ; nay,
in a little, he drew fifty fathoms of it on board,
Thereafter it sometimes bocame slack, and was
again drawn out; and while the fish was so

moving, the boys were working with all their

unght to got the bout farther into the floe, ey, .
hiere was httle or no commotion,  The wind 1o, i
the veean thundered against the jve, and the Spray
drove over them m o continuous shower,

But they were safe trom the tempest, and Spreoasd
ing scveral skins that they had brought AWy 1y
the hottom ot the boat, they coiled themselves np
and went to sleep as if they were moored i the
afest haven on the continent.  When they awok,
the sun was rising and the sea was calm,  What
was that which they saw floating, “long and large,”
at the edge of the floe? It was tho whale, dead,
with the harpvon elingng remorselessly in his side!

The wind freshened from an opposite point, (e
ico opened, and the wanderers sailed home, wing
and wing with their magnificent prize in tow,
Judge the wonder and the joy of the fishermen, of
their mothers and sisters, as they rounded Shell
Drake Point, and luffod up at the tilts!—Qur Youth.

The Pint of Ale.

A Maxcnrster (England) calico printer was, on
his wedding-day, asked by his wife to allow her
two half-pints of ale a day, as her share of extra
comforts. IHe made the bargain, but not cheer-
fully ; for though a drinker himself—fancying, no
doubt, that he could not well do without—he
would have preferred o perfectly sober wife. They
both worked hard. John loved his wife, but he
could not break away from his old associations at
the ale-house ; and when not in the factory or at
his meals, he was with his boon companions, His
wife made the small allowance meet her house-
keeping oxpenses, keeping her cottage neat and
tidy. 1Ie could not complain that she insisted
upon her daily pint of ale, while he, very likely,
drank two or three quarts.

They bad been married a year, and the morning
of thewr wedding anniversary John looked with
real pride upon the neat and comely person of his
wife ; and, with a touch of remorse in his look and
tone, ho said :

“Mary, wo've had no holiday since we were wed,
and only that I haven’t a penny in the world, we'd
take a jaunt to the village, and see the mother.”

“Would thee like to go, John?” she asked.

There was a tear with her smile, for it touched
her heart to hear him speak tenderly, as in the
old times,

“1f thee'd like to go, John, I'll stand treat.”

“Thou stand treat, Mary! Has got a fortin’
left thee ?”

“Nuy, but I've got the pint of ale,” said she.

“Got what, wife?”

“The pint of ale,” she repeated.

Thereupon she went to the hearth, and from be-
neath one of the stone flags drow forth a stocking,
from which sha poured upon the table the sum of
three hundred and sixty-five threepences ($22.81),
exclaiming :

“See, John, thee can have the holiday.”

“What is this?” he asked, in nmaze.

“1t is my daily pint of ale, John.”

He was conscience-stricken, as well as amazed
and charmed.

“Mary, hasn’t thee had thy share? Then T'll
have no more from this day.”

And he was as good as his word. They had
their holiday with the old mother; and Mary's
dttle capital, saved from the “pint of ale,” was the
seed from which, as the years rolled on, grew shop,
factory, warehouse, country-seat and carringe, with
health, happiness, peace and honour.— Presbyterian.

Moruxr (reading): ¢ France uses peat for fuel.’”
Bobby (interrupting): “What did they burn him
for, mamma” “Burnwhom§” « Why, Pete.”
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Pansy-Lore.
BY MARGARET F. SANGSTER.

WiLL you list to the seurct tho pansies told,
As T peored to-day in their fuces swoot?
Freckled and flecked with the sunbeams’ gold,
"I"hoy trooped in their lustro the morn to greot,

And semo woroe rich in a gals dress

Of volvot that nover n loom could weave,
And some in their delicato loveliness

Had borrowed the *ints of o summer eve.

They nodded and laughed like enptive elves
Canght in the toils of a mugio flower,

For nothing one-half so droll as themselves
Had donned o mask in the garden's bower.

Yot this is the sccrot they told to meo,
Shedding their dainty fragrance round,

Till, I give you my word, I scemed to be
Kneeling to worship on holy ground :

«'Take all you wont, and gather and choose,”
"The generous pansy people said ;

“ Loving and giving, we gain to lose,
By loving and giving our life is fed.

“The moro to-day that your fingers pick,
The more to-morrow will meet your gazo;
Loving and giving, wo'll cluster thick
To the crystal rim of the autumn days.”

I think the secrct too sweet to keep,

1 toll it to you, dear little heart !
Into the pansy faces peop,

Aud beg o share in their blissful art,”

e

Manitoba Methodism,

TweNTy years ago, the Rev. Dr. George Young
first planted the standerd of Methodism in the Red
River Valley. Dr. Young gives interesting remin-
iscencos of his arrival at Winnipeg, July 4, 1868,
after & month’s driving across the prairies; of the
difliculty of securing nccommodation ; of storms
and mud; of locusts, that had devoured gavdens
and destroyed all the crops; of the room which he
obtained on the following December, and the erec-
tion of a parsonage and church in the two or three
years that followed.

When Dr. Young began his work, there wero
only two Methodist families in all that vast country
—one in the vicinity of Winnipeg and the other
at High Bluff. But the intrepid pioncer of Mani-
tobs missions ztood at his post through the dark
days of rebellion and the Riel reign of terror, of
which the lamented Scott was a vietim.

Tn view of the growth of the place, from a rude
fort and settlement to a magnificent and metro-
politan city, tho twenty years of expansion has not
been surpassed in the annals of the world’s civiliza-
tion—the history of which forms a chapter as ro-
mantic and splendid as almost to rival the marvels
of the Arabian Nights.

Wo have seen that this mission was represented
by two families in 1868, 'The Manitoba Confer-
onco has now one hundred ministers and mission-
aries, and a membership-roll of over scven thou-
sand. Of the ninety-five stations or circuits, one-
fifth are already self-supporting ; and the financiol
outlook for the whole field is full of encouragoment.
Splendid possibilities of expansion have always to
be kept in mind. $87,530 were raised last year
for all purposes, within the bounds of the Confer-
ence territory—an incresse of $22,000 over the
previous year. This amount did not include the
fund roised for Wesley College. Never it is be-
lieved, were the prospects of Methodism in Mani-
toba brighter then ab the present timc. Bub the
mission demands for the present a policy of gener-
ous sustentation. Every interest of the Church
should be strengthened in that araplo domain. No
investment or expenditure can be made to better

advantage. .
Scanning the comparative statements and statis-

tics of the Central Board disbursements for home
and foreign work, no ono regarding the future weal
of the Dowminion, looking to the interests of our
own Church, or hopeful that this Canada of ours
may be won for himn whose dominion is an over-
lasting dominion, would bo likely to say that ex-
penditure has been too lavish for the expansion of
Methodism in Manitoba.

Twenty years ago it looked as if the astute
schemes of Roman Catholie eccleciastics, some of
whom, nt least, give us occasion to believe that
they would rather have this country governed from
Rome than from Ottawa or London, would suc-
ceed in moking Manitoba a second Quebec. But
Winnipeg is pre-eminently a Protestant and a
Subbath-vbserving community.

Delegates to the Central Board of Missions seem
to have been surprised that the quiet and order of
the Sabbath in Winnipeg rivalled that of Ontario.
It is of vital moment that the moral influence
emanating from this great commerdial city should
have an eclevating effect upon western life. Just in
proportion as Methodism and kindred evangelieal
forces thall mould the religious and social and
politicas life of the Manitoba people, may it be ex-
pected to contribute to the satisfuctory settlement
of our vexed eastern questions. Instead of hold-
ing the balance of power in favour of Quebec,
thero is every prospect now that the Province of
Manitobn, religiously and politically, will be devel-
oped in Ontario lines. Protestantism is favourable
tc mental and religious freedom, and therefore a
mighty factor in national progress.— T'he Wesleyan.
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Not Hidden.

Ix tho rapid advance of science, medical experts
can now detect—Dby countless almost imperceptible
signs in each part of a man's body —decay at the
seat of his life.

By o few marks in the finger nails and teeth,
specialists in diseases of the nose and throat can
note the progress of catarrh.

A peculinr inceftitude of gait denotes the be-
ginning of a disease in the brain that will inevit-
ably end in madness and death.

The wife of a well-known Western lawyer was, a
fow years ago, troubled with an unaccountable
dimness of vision, and came to an Eastern city to
concult a famous oculist, He placed her in front
of a strong light, and, by the aid of a tiny mirror,
tarned its raye into her eye. He found certain
characters on the gray tissue which told him that
she was the vietim of an unsuspected and incurable
disease. She had but two months more to live.

The colour of the skin, the bieathing, the shape
of the fingers, the glance of the eye, all hetray to
the scientific observer tho condition and probable
duration of that mysterious power within us which
wo call life, and which, once gone, can never be
recalled,

Boys or gitls who read these lines, no doubt
fancy that whilst physicians may thus detect the
socrets of their bodies, those of the soul i.re within
their own keeping.

«T can make my words and motions express
what character I choose,” the young man boasts,
vain of his strength; *but my soul is known only
o myself and God.” Yet long befove he passes out
of childhood, the conditior of his soul before God
is written on his face and in his every actior.

«When I heard Serena give orders to her ser-
vant,” says the Swedish Lnuké, “I knew that her
soul was at peace with her Maker.”

His laugh, the tone of his voice, his furtive
glance, betray the pretender among men. Criminals
havo their misdoings written on their faces. Cain

was not the only brauded man.

For our secret sins, God brings us to judzment
before our fellows, long before death; while the
hurable Christion, who secks his Master alone in
his closet, comes out among men with the blersing
given him shimng through lus every uct and word.
~=Youtl's Companion.
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The Triumph of Peace.

WHEN great armies meet in conflict, and leave
Lehind them only smoking ruins of cities, towns
and hamlets, and splendid fields of grain trampled
by combatants aud ploughed by shot and shell for
their harvest of dead and wounded, great note is
taken of it, and it is said 1evolutions are being
wrought out to a conclusion, and history is being
made. It is not so commonly noted, but is equally
true and important, that revolutions are progress-
ing and history making in these piping tiwmes of
peace as in times of war.

The latest of these victortes of peace has been
achieved in far-off Brazil, and by a woman, too, the
Princess Isabelln — Princess Regent. It was she
that brought about the dismissal of the anti-
abolition ministry, and formed another pledged‘ to
abolition,

The new Government introduced its Emancipa-
tion Bill only recently to the Chambers of Depu-
ties, which promptly passed it, as subsequently,
with like celerity, did the Senate. It is law now;
and the vererable and Democratic Emperor, Don
Pedra, the hope of whose life was to see the eman-
cipation of the slaves in his empire, has had the
good news sent to him at Milan, while he lay il
and suffering, by the:Princess Regent, that his
desire has been accomplished.

Tt required four years of war to make freedmen
of the 4,000,000 chattels in this country. In 1861,
Alexander II. of Russia abolished serfdom—thus
making free men of 48,000,000 serfs. Now Brazil
adds 2,000,000 to the ranks of Freedmen.

In less than thirty years, war has freed 4,000,000
slaves, and peace 50,000,000 In the working out
of revolutions, and making of history in that time,
peace has much the better of it.— Philadelphia
Ledger.

Mrs. Cyril Flower's Story.

Mrs. Ovrin FrLowgn, speaking at a ‘emperance
meeting in England, told a story about & lad she
knew, ten yeus of age, the son of one of her
grooms. The groom had an old man for a neigh-
bour, who came nightly home the worse of liquor,
and swearing to himself,

« Mother, we ought to ask that old man in to
supper,” said the boy ; he would see how comfort-
able we can be without beer. Do, mother, ask
him in.”

But his parents could not see their way to do this,

«Well, mother, will you give me leave to go in
and talk to the poor old man in luis own home!?
You might give me leave.”

And reluctantly the mother gave permission.
The boy went in and talked wiin the neighbour,
and was invited back, and he persuaded the old
man to give up drinking. But that was not all.
One night Mus. Flower sav: this lad of ten leading
a man of sixty-five into her temperance meeting.

«Well,” said she, “what can I do for you two?”

«Oh, please ma’am, my friend wishes to take the
pledge and blue ribbon, like me.”

And he did take it ; and she had the pleasure of
giving the old man & medal for being true to his
pledge for a year.

«“ Now,” said Mrs. Flower, “if that one boy did

it, why could not other boys do the same thing”
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192 HOME AND SCHOOL.
' The Land of Little Paople |2 71 thor i o When ho v into it relation |Pie TREE OF

Far away and yer so near ws, lies o fand
wheta all have been,

Played beside its sparkling waters, danced
alony its meadow x grecn,

Where the busy world do dwell i and s
noises only seen,

Like the echo of 4 tempest or the shadow of
a dicam;

And it grows not old forever, sweet and
Youny it is to-day - -

Tis the Land of Lattlo People, where the
happy childien play.

And the things they know aud see there are
so wonderiul and grand,

Things that wiser folks and older cannot
krow nor understand :

In the woods thoy meet tho fairies, find the
giants in their caves,

Seo the palaces of cloudland and the mermen
in the waves,

Know what all the birdies sing of, hear the
secrets of the flowers—

For the Land of Little Peoplo is another
world than ours,

Once 'twas ours; ’tis ours no longer, for
when nursery time is o’er

Through the Land of Little People wo may
wander nevermoro,

But wo hear the merry voices and we sco
them at their play,

And our own dark world grows brighter and
we scem as young as they,

Roaming over shore and meadow, tatking to
the birds and flowers—

For the Land of Little People is a fairer
world than ours,

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER.

STUDIXS IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.
B.C. 1249} LESSON X. [Dee. 9
GIDFON'S ARMY.

Judg. 7. 1-8. Memory verses, 2, 3,
GoLpeNy Texr.

Not by might nor by power,
Spirit, saith the Lord of hosts,

OurLiNg,
1. The Host of Midian,
2. The Host of God.

Trae - 1240 B.C.

Prack.—Near Mounts Gilboa rnd Little
Hermon, west of the sea of Galilee,

Coxxrerig Lisks. —After the general
description of the life of the people under
the judges, given in the last lesson, tho his-
tory taﬁes up the muin events under the
respective rulers, the narrative growing more
and more graphic and detailed ag we come
$sward the begiuning of the new dispensa
tion to be ushered n by Sumuel.  There have
been already four judges, and Gideon, who
is the fifth, is one of the ablest of the list,
The lesson is a story from his life,

EXpPLANATIONS, — Beside the well=That is,
above, on the mountain side. 7%he peaple
are loo many—The army is too large: it
numbered thirty-two thousand, which num-
ber was greatly inferior to the Midianites.
1 will try them -Put them through some
form of test: what the form was is at onco
described.  Down unto the water—That is,
down the side of $ount Gilboa, to the well
of Marod, or fountain, or spring.  7'he peo-
ple took victuals—~Tho people who took sup-
plies were the three hundred who took from
the rest of the ten thousand soldiers, so that
cach had a pitcher and a lamp, as afterward
described,

Quxstions ror HoME STUDY.

1. The Host of Midian.

Who was Jerubbaal, or Gideon?
Why was ho called Jerubbaal? chap. 6.
32

but by my
Zech, 4, 6.

What caused the invasion of the Midian-
itea?

Whose descendants wero these Midianites?
Gen, 25. 2,4,

Where did they dwell? Exod, 2,15; 3.
1; Num. 22, 1, 4.

In what part of the land was this invasion
made?

How great was the army of invasion?
ver. 12, .

What was the general feeling throughou'
the army? ver. 3,

By what name 15 God often valled . Isa,
1.9; Rom 4 24

What was the number of the ho 4 of God
that made Gideon's army 7

How was the ¢hoice made

How were they equipped tor the battle ¥

How bl Gideon gathered his army ¥

W hat lewson ought Israel to have learned
from this method of the Lord? Zech
4 G

To whom did they aseribe the whole glory?
chap. 8. 22,

How completo was the victory which God
gavethem? chap. 8, 28,

Practivarn TEcnINGs,

God and ono are a majority, some one has
said,  Will you be that on¢? Gideon was
ready for any task.  Are you ?

There were fearful ones in this army.
There are moral cowards every where. Are
you one?

The hosts of Midian, like tho hosts of sin,
were a vast multitude. God was greater
than they, God is greater than are the
forces of sin.

Ouly one out of every one hundred and
seven was accepted for this army,

When the Son of man comes with fan in
hand to purge his floor, will he divide as
closely 2~ Will you bo chosen or loft ?

Hixts ror Home Srupr,
1. Learn all you can of Gideon in chaps,

s 3y Os

2. Write tho story of his lifo as fully as
you can,

8. Locate these two armices so as to under-
stand all that happened.

4. Mark the places that are difficult to
nnderstand, aml ask some one about them.

5. Giive the great characteristic of (ideon
&s & man,

Tie LrssoN CATEcHIsM.

1. What great danger was threatening
Isracl during the days of Gideon? Destrue.
tion by the Midianites. 2. To what tribo
did Gideon belong ? Tho tribe of Manassel,
3. What made Gideon the leader of the
army of Israel? **The Spirit of the Lord
came upon him.” 4. How lavge an army
did e vaise? Thirty-two thousaud men,
5. How many did Go choosoe to averthrow
Midian? Three hundied picked men. €,
What lesson did he mean thus to teach
them?® *Not by might,” ete.

Doctrival SugeesTioN, —The Lord of
hosts.

CaTrcnisy QuistioN,

12. By what means were our first pavents
led to commit so great o sin against God ?

By ti.o subtilty of the devil, who made
use of the serpent to beguile Lve,

Genesis iii. 13, And the woman said,
The serpent beguiled me, and I did eat.

2 Corinthians xi. 3. As the serpent be-

DY

guiled Eve in his craftiness,

B.C. 1120} LIESSON XI.
DEATH OF 3AMSON.
Judg. 16. 21-31, Memoty verses, 29, 30
GoLpex 'P'rxr,
reat men are not always wise, Job 32.

[Dec 16

9.

UUTLINE,
. Blind,

. Mocl:ed.
3. Avenged.

Tryx.—1120 B.C,

PLack.—Gaza, in south-western Palestine,

CoNNKOTING LINKS.—We have come
far along in the story of the Judges; we
are almost at the end of the list. Samson is
the thirteenth of the fifteen who were raised
up to work deliverance for Israel. The
years have been years of distress, with
occasional gleams of prosperity. Some of
the romantic incidents of Scripture have
oceurred, Samson himself has contributed to
these incidents, and has been the terror and
scourge of the Philistine nation. But now
he i3 near his end. Samson sins, and sin al-
ways brings penalty; not always in this
world, but always somewhere. Samson suf-
fered here.  Read the story.

EXPLANATIONS.—Put out his eyes—A
common Oriental way of effectually destroy-
ing the power of nn cnemy.  Fetters of brass
—Double fetters of some composite metal ;
double, as they were perhaps on both his
hands and feet. He did grind-—That is, he
was reduced to the condition of a common
slave. Hair began to grow—His strength
was not in his hair, but in his consecrat%on
to Jehovah, of which the Nazarite’s hair wa

D —

to God onee meoro God blessed lhung with
stren th  Hewrewere momy Flited with
wine.  Miole sport — Entertained  tham by
featsof strength 3 or pochaps he danced and
W, v the word moay mean, or by hisawh-
woirdioss in lrs blindness aroused  thow
micth, 2o the pllars He teroned weant-
1o, and whed to be allowad to 108t wpols
or aganst the pllavs which supported the
hause,
QuistioNs rok HoMk StUny,
L. Blind
Who was made blind by the Philistines,
Who was hes what had he dones why
was he made blind ¢
How had he come inte the power of the
Philistines ?
How was he regarded by the Philistines ?
Under what vow had he been born ?
Had bis long hair anything to do with his
strength ?
What was the seeret of his gigantic might ?
2. Mocked.
Where had Samson been confined ¢
What occasion gave them opportunity to
mock and deride him ?
What was tho character of the gathoring ¥
vers, 25, 27.
What inferenco do you draw as to the
size of the town of Gaza at this time ?
How could peoplo be on the roof of a house
and seo what went on inside ?
How could Snmson *‘mako sport” when
blind ?
What can you find explaining this sceno?
3. Arvenged.

How severe was the
Samsgon ?

Wit was Samson's prayer ?

Does this teach that Gled approves of

punishmont put upon

human vengeanco taking ?

What do the Scriptuzes teach about self-
avenging® Duet. 32, 35; Pea. 04, 1; Tsa.
33. 4, ete.

How was he avenged upon his encmies ?

What was the character of Samson ?

Was his life a suceess or o failure?

Pracricst. 1'eacnizes,

The old story is told over; temptation,
parley with evil, a mowment of weakness,
asleep in sin, hound hand and foot by the
devil. Life is daily wituessing, the same
seene.  Are you acting in sueb  one?

Men come to a_spivitual crisis as Samnson
came to a physical one,  If they yicld, spiri.
tual blindness comes and who will restore
sight to those blind cyes? Is there a hint
that it Wil ever come?  Samson died blind.

Hixts vor Homk Srtupy.

1. Study first the history from Gideon to
Samson,
l'fg' Study, second, tho history of Samson’s
ife,

3. Study the effect of his life on history,

4. Sce if you can find any references to
him in other parts of the Bible,

5. What wero the olemeats of success
and failure in his life?

Tie Lessox CATECHISM.

1. When tho Philistines had overpowered
Samson what did they do to him? Pat out
his eyes. 2. What did they then compel
him to do* To grind in tho prison-house,
3. To whom did the Philistines aseribe their
victory over Samson? To their god Dagon,
4. What do we know was the cause of lug
misery and death? His wicked forgetfulness
of God. 5. What scrious warning from
this great man’slife comes to usall® “ Great
men are not always wise.” 6. Wherem
only lies true wisdom? In loving God.

DocrrivaL SvaarstioN.—The fear of God,
CATECHISM QUESTION,

13. Who is the devil or Satan ?

The chief of the fallen angels, who be.
fore man’s fall, sinned against God, and
was cast out of heaven,

1 Peterv. 8. Resober, bewatehful : oaur
adversary the devil, as a roaring lion,
walketh about, secking whom he may de-.
vour.

Jude 6. Angels which kept not their
own principality, but left their proper
habitation. © Ho hath kept in over asting
bonds under datkness unto the judgment of
the great day,

EvEry virtue has been reckoned more
rare in proportion as it has been in-
teriorly dissevered from all relations of
interest, has been practised becauss

right in itself,

METHODIS:,
A LARGE CHART.

Unider the farm of & treo is ropresented g,
avteinal Mcthodism of Rev, John W, Iy,
with all its branches,  On the braeh s .
Levels, gvive dutes of olgamzation and
preseut statisties,  Other impot tant fast 0
“tated in tables.  Thoeate pictwesof My,
Swannah - Wesley, John Wesley, Chaliy
Wealey, Bishop Cole, Bishop Asbry, M-,
Babara Heel, Buhop Simpson, Brhop
Pietce, and Rev, Wi, Arthur.  The <), wt
i+ a reminder of amultitude of Methaont
facts and figures, and would bo omamnt )
and valuable in the hbrary, the study,
and the Sunday-school,

REV. B. P, DIMMICK, Pastor of Chrlstie

Chapel, Cincinnati, 0.

It will givo those who do not know, and
have not time to study our history, a good
idea of our Chuveh, I consider it n capital
thing,

REV. €. C. McCABE, D.D., Corresponding Seo-
rotary of Mlsslonary Boclety,

An object lesson of Methodist history,
May 25, 1885
DR. BROWN, President of Oincinnat! “Wes.

leyan College, Cincinnati, 0.

““The I'reo of Methodism” will intereut
and cnli{;htcn wherever it is introduced, It
is & good thought faithfully presented,

SI12E 30-34. VARNISHED AND MOUNTED,
PRICE, #1.50.

SundayQSchonl Music Book,

BY ASA HULL,

Author of “GeyM or GrMs,” * JEWELS or
PrAISg,” ete,

HAPPY GREETINGS :

A Collection of Choice, Original Hymns and
Tunes suitable for Sunday school,
Bible Classes, and the
Home Circle,

Price 35¢, cach. €3 ¢n per dozen,

JusT ISSUEDI!

Aims and Objects of the
Toronto Humane Society,

Edited by J. GEO. HODGINS, LL.D.

Royal octavo, 231 pages, 112 illustrations.

Paper covers, 25 cents cach, five for
$1.00. Cloth, bevelled boards, gilt side and
back, 50 cents,

This book contains a large number of
anecdotes and stories in prose and poetry,
showing that the objects of the soclety are
to prevent eruelty to dumb animals, and to
aid in the resene of homeless waifs and neg-
lected children.

With these objects in view the boole is
seut forth by the socioty on its mission of
kindness and merey,

AUTHORIZED EDITIONS.

Newest Book by

"PANSY."

JUST ISSUED!
Canadian Copyright Edition, from
Original Plates,

JUDGE BURNHAM'S
DAUGHTERS.

A Sequei to “RUTH ERSKINE'S OROSSES *
12ini0, cloth, 320 pp., post free,
PRICE, $1.00.

This book is Pansy’s latest, and is well,
strongly, and tastefull({ bound in oxtra
cloth, gilt, bevelle boards, ete.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 KING STREET EasT, TORONTO.

C. W, 00ATES, Montral, 8, ¥, BUE3TIS, Hallfaz,
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