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CLIMBING,
. 1
IMY boy, are you fond of
climbing ?

Would you scale the lofty
hill
Those on the far-off summit
Were men of steadfast will.
Often their feet grew weary
And worn in the toilsome way,
ut they never got discouragad
And stand at the top to-day.

You have read what a poet tells
us—
That we gain not at a bound
The heights ; but life is like a
ladder—
We must climb up round by
. round.
8o the hill that is steep before

you,
It may take you long to climb,
ut one step after another
Will leal to the top in time.

He who would reach the summit
Must turn not left or right ;
e must keep up heart and
courage,
_And keep the heights in sight.
Little by little the summit
Grows bright in his steadfast

eye,
And at last he stands with the
victors
As you may, if you try.
—Eben Rexford.

.-

BRAZIL.

R RAZILis one of the
B largestcountries in
’ the world, being
2,600 miles in length by
2500 in breadth, larger
thaun the whole of Europe.

Yet this great empire is

but sparsely peopled, having g3

only about ten mi lions of
Inhabitants, including
Wwhites and negroes. Its
Principal characteristics are
ts vast forests and ity im-
lenge river system. The
Amaz)n is the largest river
In the world, being two
hundred miles wide at its
outh, Under the equa-
torial sun the fertile soil
Produces the greatest pro-
tusion of fruits, flowers and
Useful plants. Sagar, coffee,
Cotton, tobacco, spices, drugs
80d horns from the cattle
on its vast pampas or plains
8re its chief exports. Tts
diamond mines are the rich-

st in the world. The cen- ——~

tral part of the large picture
thows the process ot wash-

I refer took place out on
my front veranda. The
verandas here are not built
of wood, like most of those
in America, bt of hard
pakhaw (pucca) work, &
sort of stone softened with
water and then beaten down

firmly and smoothly. I
had just risen from my
breakfast, and had gone out
on the veranda, when I
espied these little creatures.
Now, it is a very common
sight to see ants. One can
go out at any time of the
day and see myriads of
them of different species,
marching to and fro, gener-
ally in a straight line and
in the most perfect order,
from their houses to their
fields of labour, But at
this time, these particular
little black ants attracted
my especial attention. I
do not know whether their
wee mnoses had smelled
breakfast or mnot; at any
rate, I found them hard at
work moving a dead wasp,
three times larger than any
one of them, across the
puccx floor of the veranda.
It was a very interesting
sight. I was anxious to
know what they would do
with the lifeless animal with
a stinger. On and on they
went, tugging and pulling
away a8 if they really were
hungry. No mateer if
there did chance to be a
little unevenness in the
floor, still somehow the

{ wasp would move. There

were thousands of ants run-
ning about, but only about
a doz>n were at work at
one time, six on one side
pulling, and six on the other
side pushing. The wasp’s
whiskers and legs seemed
to be their favourite hold,
because their minutepincers
could clasp them more easily
! than the body. There was
the wildest excitement all

about. Multitudes seemed
to show their military tac-
tics in reconnoitring the
surrounding country to keep
off any enemy that might
be around. In ten minutos

ing the diamond-bearing earth, for thess' TRICKS OF A LITTLE PEOPLE 'of some ants I saw a fow days ago lthey had their trophy across the ver-
! "1 do not propose to weary you, chil- | anda, and wera soon edging their way

glittering stones. The lower part show

the rich vegstation of an island planta.- '
‘Qn,_ l}nd above is seen one of the:
Primitive villages of the interjor, with

the ry le ox cart in the foreground.

from India, says:

| at your leisure you can find out about  large veranda pillars, They soon ac-

H N Eng'ish preacher, writing ' dren, with a long article all about ants; . around to the outside of one of the

# Qur youthful readers will | their strang> ways in some encycio- | complished this, and 1 immediately

bo glad to hear about a little feat pedia. The little ant incident to which | saw

that they actually meant to carry
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that t big wasp up that veranda
pillar, fifteen feet high! ¢ Whew!’
said I to myself, ¢this is intensely
interesting, and I must remain and
see the end of it.” The ascent began,
the ants having not once relinquished
their hungry grasp on his deadness.
Father and mother, 1ads and lasses,
uncles, aunts, cousins, and baby ants
now came to aid in raising 8ir Waep
heavenward. Instead of there being
& dozen, there must bave been three
times that number engaged in the tug
of war, Up and up they went, and
in another ten minutes had resched
the top of the pillar. I had espied a
large lizard watching their opera-
tions, and I thonght that just here
he might seize their prey, and then
all their labour would amount to
nothing. But no ; evidently his lizard-
ship did not relish wasps, or very
likely he had been stung by ome of
them some time. And so the ants
went cn their way unmolested, and in
two or three minutes more were safely
housed with their booty in their lofty
hcme, there to enjoy a grand fesst
upon the fruits of their labour, or to
store it away for some cooler weather.
The whole feat was performed ioside
half an hour, and gave me a greater
relish for my work. 8o I went to my
books moralizing on the power and
wisdom of little things, thanking the
_Allfather for the lesson afforded me
by the little inhabitants of antdom.”

GIVING.

% EB, I always give for
* missions and every-
thing elre,” raid Phil,
“Igives: m¢ thingevery
Bunday, don’t you1”
“ Why, no—I give
five or ten cents when
1 think I can spars it,
when I have a good deal of money and
don’t want it all for anything,” said
Tom,

“1 give whatever papa or mamma
give me for it,” said James. ¢ Some-
times it’s more and sometimes it’s
lees.”

% Oh, I always give my own mceney,”
said Phil. “I don’t think it’s any
giving at all unless you do that.”

‘“ Yours is the best way, I'm sure,”
said Tom, soberly. ¢ They say it’s the
regular giving that counts. And then,
of course, what you give is just so
much out of what you'd like to spend
on yourself.”

“Yes,” said Phil, feeling very self-
denying and virtuous.

“T am going to try your way,” said
Tom. “And I'm going to kesp an
account and see what it will amount
to.”

. The three boys were on their way
home from Sunday-school, where they
had heard, from a missionary, some
very interesting accoints of the great
work which is going on in Africa. He
had treated his subject with all the
power which comes of & hesrt glowing
with seal in the grand work to which
he had devoted bis life, and love for
the poor creatures whose eyes had
learned to look to him in earnest seek-
‘ing for the kncwledge of the way of
life.

And as heart always awakens heart
he had suoceeded in deeply stirring the

pathies of his young hearers as he
told of lives wretched and degraded in

this world and hopeless g8 regards any
other ; of down-trodden women nndl

neglected children who are cryirg out
to those in our favoured land : “ Come
over and help us,”

So that many of them went away
with the solemn feeling that they
should, in some sense, be held answer-
able if they did not strive to hold out
a helping hand to those in such sore
need. For the present it was plain
that missionary interest was to be
centred in the Dark Continent, and
little societies were formed among
Bunday-school children, they believing
it would be pleasanter to put their
gifts together than to offer them
separat«ly.

Several boys came to Phil's house
on the next afternoon to talk it over,
and Phil brcught his account-book to
put down their names as the first
members of their society, with a pre-
smble in which occurred many high-
sounding words setting forth their
resolves and intentions.

“ What's this, Phil?” asked his
uncle, picking up the book on the same
evening efter tea,

O, that's my sccount-book, uncle.
I brought it down to take names and
dr: w up resolutions for our missionary
society.”

“May I read it, or is it a secret
organ'zation 1”

“Certainly you can. I am simply,
you know, trying to work up the idea
of liberal giving among the boys.”

“A most excellent idea,” said his
uncle, concealing his amvsement at
Phil’s rather pempous tome. « Let
me see—bananas, twenty-five cents ;
soda water ten cents ; peanute, twenty-
five ocents; bat, thirty-five oents;
candy, fifteen oents ; base-ball cap,
seventy-five cents; Sunday-school, six
oents—"

“ O stop, Uncle George, that isn’t
it. That's when I was visiting at
cousin Tom’s, and I promised mamma
I'd put down every cent I spent.”

But Uncle George seemed not to
hear and went on.

“ Peanuts, fifteen cents; bananas,
twenty-five cents ; getting shoe mend-
ed, forty cents ; soda water, ten cents;
missionaries, five cents; getting bat
mended, fifteen cents; lemonade for
the boys, fifty cents ; bananas, twenty-
five cents; collection .in church, two
ocents.” A

“ Please give me the book, uncle,”

“I'm glad you don't forget your
charitable duties, Phil,” said his uncle,
giving up the book with rather a mis-
chievous smile.

Phil took it in some confusion, He
had heretofore thought but little more
of his spending’ than to remember his
mother’s wish that he should keep an
acoount of the money with which she
kept him so liberally supplied. Now,
in looking over his hasty entries, he
was astoniched,

“ Well, well 1” he exclaimed, as he
added up one page, “two dollars and
pinety cents for eating and play, and
seventeen cents for giving. And I
bragging to the boys what a
thing it is to give regularly !”

He was a conscientious boy, and his
heart swote him as he ran over the
long list and thought with his newly-
a/wakened feelings of the bread of life
which that much money might have
carried to starving wsouls. If his
mother had simed to teach him a lesson
through his account bosk she had not
failed.

He got up at last and stood before
the glass. :

“ New, my young man,” he said,

shaking his head very threateningly
at the boyish face he saw there, “you
know very well that a quarter for
peanuts doeen’t look any larger to you
than a pin’s head, and that a quarter
for giving looks as big as a cart wheel
—but that’s got to stop sir! This
book isn’t going to hold any more
accounts of dollars for trash and cents
for SBunday-school.”—AN. Y. Observer.

THE *“THANK YOU” PRAYER.

@NCE upon a time I listened,
Listencd while the quick tears glis-
tened
"Neath the drooping lids that hid them, as a
little prattler said,
While a father’s arms caressing,
Round the precious form were pressing,
And against his pillowing bosom ll)ay a dainty
curl.ringed head.

‘‘Papa,” spoke the little trembler,
‘‘ Papa, dear, do you remember
When that gentleman was here to tea, his
sober, solemn air?
How he bent his head down lowly,
And his words came soft and slowly,
As he prayed to God in heaven such a pretty
‘thank-you’ prayer?

‘“ And I wondered all about it ;
For, of course, I couldn’t doubt it
Was a funny way that made us be so kind to
one another,
To say ‘thank you’ for each present,
In a way so very pleasant,
And forget that God might like it: so I asked
my darling mother.

‘“But she looked at me so queerly,
And her eyes were very nearly
Full of crying, and I left her, but I want to
know real bad "—
Here the shy eyes lifted brightly—
‘“Is it treating God politely,
When he gives us things, to never mind, nor
tell Him we are glad ?

‘¢ And since then I've been thinking—
Papa, dear, why are you winking{’
For a slow sob shook the strcng man, as each
keen, unconscious word
Pierced him, all the past unveiling,
All the cold neglect and failing,
All the thoughtless, dumb re¢ceival—how the
heedless heart was stirred !

‘“God is good, and Jesus blessed them,
And bis sacred arm caressed them,”
Murmuring thus he touched the child-brow
with a passiovate, swift kiss
Of the little one beside him,
Of the angel sent to chide him,
And a ‘““thapk-you prayer,” ah, never more
his living lips shall miss !
— Woman at Work.

SPRINGTIME,

RE you not glad that spring is
coming, boys and girls? beanti-
ful spring, with blue skies and
mild breezes, and fresh, sweet

odors of leaf and flower

I krow you are, Spring has been a
delight to hosts and bosts of people in
all generations, and thousands of pcets
have sung her praises. I am going to
print for you to-day one of these poems
—one of the smallest of them all, It
was written by an Eng'ish poet who is
still living; his name is Robert Brown-
ing. Although an Englishman, he has
lived for many a long year in Itsly,
and it was there that he wrote this fer-
vent little bit of poetry. He called it
¢ Home Thoughts from Abroad,” and
I fancy he was a little bit homesick
under the bright Italian sky, when he
tried to think how it wou'd seem to
wake up in bis dear old English hcme
that April morning, and to find every-
thing as he describes it in the first
stapza of the little porm. Spring is
later in our Northern States than in
England, but it is no less lovely when
it comes. Keep your eyes and ears
wide open this year, and notice all the

buds,and blossoms, and insects and
birds, and see if you do not think this

the most wonderful spring you have
ever known,

HOME THOUGHTS FROM ABROAD,

0, to be in England, now that April's there!
When whoever wakes in England sees som?
morning, unaware,

That hﬂmf lowest boughs and the bushwood
sneal
'Bound the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf ;
Whi{)ao th; che finch sings on the orchard
ug
In England—now !

And after April, when May follows,
And the wgite-throat builds and all the
swallows,
Hark! how my blossomed pear-tree in th?
hedge
Leans to the field, and scatters on th¢
clover

Bloss%ms and dew-drops from the bent spray’
edge !
That’s the wise thrush ! he sings each son§

twice over,

Lest you should think he never could re
capture

The first fine careless rapture !

And all the fields are white with hoary dew

Which will be gay when noontide waket
anew

The buttercup, the little children’s dower,
Far brighter than this gaudy passion flower!

KNOWING HOW TO DO IT.

HEN an accident occurrs in’
advertently, or through care
lessnees, it is useless to freé

and cry about it, If it is possible, sef
to work at once and remedy the mi#
chief. There were both good sen#®
and phbilosophy in the way gladnest
was brought out of grief in the cas
described below. '

Frank was playing about the well
carb with his new penknife in his hand,
when, to his great sorrow, he dropped
the knife into the depths below. H®
heard it ringing and saw it glancing
down the old mossy stones, and was
almost tempted to sprirg down after it
in his distress and vexation. As it
weas he could only go into the hous?
and tell his grief to his mother, who
sympathized with him, and very likelf
took occasion to tell him what a good
thing it was to be careful, and all that

Uncle John sat by the window, and
when he had heard about the accident
he asked, “ Was the knife open 1”

“Yes, sir; I was making a fiddle
out of a ghingle,”

“ Well, don't give up until we sef
what can be done,”

-8o0 he took a small looking-glass t0
the well, and directed a bright sunbea
to search diligently in the bottom fof
the missing knife. '

“ There it is, Uncle; O there it is!’
shouted Fravk, in great excitement
*“I see the pearl handle. Now if the
sunbesm could only fish it up,” he
added more sorrowfully.

Uncle said rotbing, but walked intd
the house, and pretty soon came ou?
with a large hoiseshoe magnet attached
to & stout string. Very carefully he
lowered the magnet, keeping the sun’ |
beam fixed on the knife, and present!y [
the magnet touched the kright steel |§
It clung fast to the bar, and waé§
literally fished up by it, to the grest}
joy of Frank and the admiration of !} [§
beholders. '

You ses what a good thing a little B
scienoe is !

®-

“1 CHALLENGE any man who under |}
stands the nature of spirits, and yet [§
for the sake of gain continues to be it §
the traffic, to show that he is not in- [}
volved in the guilt of murder.”—

Lyman Bsscher.

o
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BABY'S SHOE.
BY MISS8 JENNIE K. CROSS,
(Late of Ottawa, Ond.)

NLY & baby's shoe,
w A tiny thing and small,
1th the print of each little toe
4 baby’s shoe—that's all.

Tosgeq aside in a basket, h
P Almnst hidden from sight,

or the thing is of little value,

4Anq the broker is busy to-night.

«
Where is the mother whose needle
B Should sew on these buttons again ! ”
4t the pawnbroker hurried away with a
frown,
424 I waited an answer in vain.

Yot aye from his motley treasures,
E Oid timepiece or diamond ring,

ver backward my eyes kept wandering
0 gazo on that tiny thing.

Ang gyer my heart kept questioning

..%f the baby that wore the lost shoe,
hat foot was enshrined in this casket !
hose little pink toes hid in you #”

whep methought from the faded morocco
4 ith the ansle straps torn at the heel,

Ove all the din of the pawnbroker's shop,
strange plaintive voice seemed to steal:

1
‘Far away by the shore of & murmuring lake,
Anwhero the breezes blew gently at night,

d the elders dipped down to the water's

™  brink,
eir branches all laden with white,

[
There nestled upon the greén hill-side
AnA neat little cottage brown,
d the wild rose clambered its lowly eaves,
ar away from the dust of the town,

€
*And there ere ever the morning broke,
Ay T ever the robin sang,
d-dearer than dawn to the glad mother's

heart,
The glad baby’s laughter rang,

oy
TW&:} there to that home 'mid the whisper-
ing pines,
Ankolled up in a parcel tight,
d stowed in the deepest of pockets
Was borne as 8 present one night.

‘%
Methinks I cau still feel the pressure
o f those soft infant feet as they pranced
HL0ver the carpet, and down through the hall
here the flickering sunbeams danced.

%
But the winter came with his chilling
breath,
ThAnd deep 'neath the frozen clay
%y dug for their darling a baby’s grave,
ud laid his wee slipper away.

(]
‘Yet oft as the twilight gathered
Th:a curtain of gray o’er the lake,
t mother lorn clasped her dead child’s

Awny,

shoe
To her heart for fear it should break.

Ly
Thus the years stole on though the child’s
voice came
B No more with the bird's sweet song,
Ut the silver threads streaked the mother’s
brow,
4nd ] felt there was something wrong.

L
‘1 fel;-—la.h, you laugh that a shoe should
eel !
I,B“t I was a treasured thing,
dearer, I ween, to that mother's heart,
n her golden wedding ring,

e
And at last when they left the old home
‘mid the hills,
1.2nd came to the hot dusty town,
“as the last treasure packed away,
e they moved from the cottage brown.

]
' Butll' ween you would ask why neglected I
ie
wAll alone on a pawnbroker’s shelf ;
oll, I'm sorry to say, being only a shoe,
don't guite understand it myself.

%
But I know that a sad woman's face grew

i&le,
wﬁnd er locks as the snowdrift were white,
en the husband tore me away from her

grasp, )
4And pawned me for gin Christmas night.”
"
0, Wl\e.r;i is that mother bereft!” them, I
L] c“ ’
“I. And where is that father untrue 1"
3an tell you no more,” baby’s slipper

replied,
“ Rfemembex', I'm only a shoe.”

SEVEN STREET ARABS,

N icy winter storm drove them
into our Sabbath-school last
Sabbath. The superintendent
asked me to give my class into

the hands of a friend, and take charge
of them. Ths chances were their stay
would be temporsry, but it surely
would not be permauent unless an
effort was made for them. They were
unpromising-looking little fellows ; but
then Jesus said : ¢ They that are whole
need not a physician ; but they that
are sick.” I saw at a glance they were
the very kind of boys whose sweetest
pleasure is to make people trouble by
breaking windows, ringing door-bells
and running away, and countless pther
forms of mischief.

I began by asking their names.
Some of these names sounded like those
often heard in Roman Catholic Church-

records, and one or two told me they |

were of that Church. I said: *All
right ; I expect to find many good
Catholics in heaven when I go there.”
By this time I was on the right side of
the Catholic boys,

Then I said : ¢ Boys, when you see
a man with a fine business and a nice
home, don’t you wish that when you
grow to be men you could be doing as
well 17

“ Yes, sir,” they all said at once.

Then I told them that the way to
get such things is by having some
knowledge in the head and some good-
ness in the heart, together with neat-
ness of person and good habits. ¢ You
can make a start in the same way by
having clean hands and faces, and
combing your hair and keeping your
clothes as clesn a8 you can. You can
go to night or day-school, and by hard
study get s mething in your heads,

« By coming regularly and promptly
to Sabbath-school, and being attentive
while here, you may get that in your
hearts and minds which will kelp you
to do well in this life,. Better still,
this school will help you find the way
at last to a home in a world where
people are never cold or tired, sad or
sick or hungry.”

That seemed to be just the kind of
a place they wanted to hear about on
a cold, wet day, when most of them
were in the street because they had no
homes and very little food, and still
less of loving care.

By this time, there not being room
for all of them to keep their seats and
yet get their heads close to mine, one
of the boys was kneeling on the floor
at my feet, with his face upturned t>
mine and looking eagerly into my eyes.
All were drinking in every word.

“To have the best things in this
world,” I ocontinued, “you must be
just the kind of gentlemen the Bible
will incline you to be, if you study it.
Now let us pick the word gentleman
to pieces, What is the first part of
the word 1"

¢ Gontle,” said one,

“ What the lagt part?”

¢: Man,” said another,

Then I said: “ If some boy calls one
of you & hard name, is it gentle for
you to call him a hard omne back, or to
go on silently 1"

«To go on silently,” said one boy.

«]f, then, there is sometimes a
temptation to lie or to cheat, and one
boy does s0 and another does not,
which is the man 1”

“The one who don't lie or cheat,”
said several of the boys at once.

“]If you gee a boy who smokes or

swears and breaks the Sabbath, and
another who does not do so, which do
you think has the habits that will help
him grow up iato the man to have the
happy home and the good business?”

Thus I tried to lead them along till
they seemed to have a little gleam at
least of the light from the happy land
both for this world and that which is
not ¢ far away.” Several of them had
the peculiarly bright, active turn of
mind which makes them not only
troublesome but very expensive mem-
‘bers of society if ‘ the better soul that
slumbers ” is not awakened and kept
awake in them. Which is cheapest
as a question of business, not to speak
of rig .t and wrong? Who of the boys
and girls reading this will try to get
‘-gtreet Arvabs” into the Sunday-
gchool, and also help to keep them
there — World.

PROCRASTINATION.,

S)) ROCRASTINATION is a long

4 *2 word, but it is one most of us

know something about. It

has, you kmow, a connection
with the Latin word cras, which means
to-mcrrow ; and the boy or girl who
is fond of procrastination is the boy or
girl who thinks that to-morrow, or
presently, is the proper time for every-
thing. Hapless mistake! There is
danger in it.

A noble ship had sprung a leak, and
lay upon the ocean with a signal of
distress fl,ing. To the joy of all, a
ship drew near, and at last came
within hail.

“ What's amiss 1” called the strange
captain through his speaking-trumpet.

““We are in bad repair, and are
going down. Lie by till morning,”
was the answer from the sinking ship.

“ Let me take your passengers on
board now,” called back the ready
helper.

¢ Lie by till morning,” was the only
answer.

Morning came at last, but the
‘“ Central Awerica” went down within
an hour and a half of the refusal ; and
passengers, crew, and proorastinating
captain, went down with her.

“I'm going to tarn out at six to-
morrow,” says Tom, with an air of
most thorough determination. Ay
half-past five the next morning Tom
awoke with a feeling of having some-
thing on his mind,

¢ Halloo ! it's time to get up ! Stay
a m'nute, though ; I can dress in lcss
than half an hour.”

Tom accordingly lies wpon his back
and follows the movement of an early
fly, which now and then makes a dash
at his face. This pasition not being
satisfactory for long, he turns upon
his side, and, while experiencing a
sensation of relief, his eyes show a
tendency to close.

“This will not do!” cries Tom,
arousing himeelf with a jerk. * But
they say it is bad to jump out of bed
in a hurry.”

Acting upon this caution, Tom’s
head once more returns to the pillow ;
and we are hardly surprised that the
next time he thinks of turning out it
is because there is a loud knocking at
the door, and somebcdy calling out :
¢ It's half-past eight, Master Tom, and
breakfast is begun !”

80 Master Tom's procrastination
ends in his coming down to breakfast
an hour late, with a sleepy face and in
a bad temper for the rest of the day.
If Master Tom goes on through his life

like this in every matter, we know
well enough there i3 but little sucoess
awaiting him. This is a busy world,
and while one is thinking of doing
something ¢ presently,” another comes
up and does it at once.—Chatterbox.

WORTH WINNING.

HERE was a boy who “lived
out,” named John. Every
week he wrote home to bis
mother, who lived on a small

farm away up among the hills, One
day John picked up an old envelope
from the kitchen wood-box, and saw
that it was not touched by the post-
master’s stamp, to show that it had
done its duty and henceforth was use-
less. .

“The postmaster missed his aim
then,” said John, “and left the stamp
a8 good as new, I'll use it myself.

He moistened it at the nose of the
teakettle, and very carefully pulled the
stamp off

“ No6,” said John’s conscience, * for
that would be cheating. The stamp
has been on one letter ; it ought not
to carry another.”

“It can carry another,” said John,
“ because, you see, there is no mark to
prove it worthless. The post-office
will not know.”

¢“Bit you know,” said conscience,
“ and that is enough. It is not honest
to use it a second time, It is a little
matter, to be sure, but it is cheating.
God looks for principle. It is the
quality of every action that he judges
b .”

y“ But no ome will know it,” said
Jobn faintly.

“Noone?” cried conscienca. “God
will know it, and that is enough ; and
he you know desires truth in the in-
ward parta.”

“Yes;” oried all the best parts of
John’s character; “yes, it is cheating
to use the postage-stamp the second
time, and I will not do it.”

Jha tore it in two and gave it to
the winds. Aund so John won a
victory. Wasn't it worth winning 31—
Good Words

ONLY ONCE.

BRIGHT and once promising
& young man under sentence for
murder, was brought forth
from his cell to die on the scaffold.
The Sheriff said : “ You have but five
minutes to live. If you have anything
to say, speak now.” The young man,
bursting into tears, said : ¢ I have to
die. I had a little brother with beau-
tiful brown eyee and flax n hair ; and
Iloved him. But one day I got drunk
for the first time in my life, and com-
ing home I found him getiing berries
in the garden, and I bccame angry
with him without a cause and killed
him with one blow of a rake. 1 was
g0 drunk I knew nothing about it
until next morning when I awoke and
found myself bouad and guarded, and
was told that my little brother was
found, his hair clotted with blood and
brains, and he was dead. Whiskey
had done it. It has ruined me, I
never was drunk but omce, I have
oaly one more word to say, and then
I am going to my Judge. I say to
young persons, never | never ! never !
touch anything that can intoxicate ! ”
The next moment the poor wretch was
swung into eternity. He was diunk
oaly oace, but it was enough | —Jerry
McAuley's Newspaper.
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PLEABANT HOURS.

A SBONG FOR SPRING,
BY META E. . THORNR,

oh
S HE is comivg, coning, coming,
=SS Soon the wild bees will be humnnng
Duwn ating the Jduver blessvins swinging
in the sunny madows,
And amnpg the young leaves sprivging
Blithe lirds galy will be singing,
W lule above cloud shatlops fawy-like will
vaat thet doating shadows,

Down among the reeds and sedges
Sct alung the brooklet’s edyes,
Whose sweet tougue by chains of erystal
fine nnd strong so late was holden,
To and fro with litfnhlashing
Tiny gpeckled trout aro dashing ;
All things fee! with joy her presence—'tis
a story sweet aud olden,

There are Llossoms in the wildwood ;
Lalting songs of happy uldhoud
Groet the ear from valo and coppice, and
the breczy hallade yonder,
Just to breathe the breath of heaven
Is lelight to mortals given,
Why doth rapture thrill cho bearts of those
who in tho springtide wander?

Whet. o this joy witlun us spninging,
That, orforeg, we juin the stuging ¢
Whence this sweetly strange, mysterious
senso of birdlike winge a-growing t
Is tho spirit spring-tide neater
Aye! Its sunhghtshineth clearer;
. While within the suul unfamhing founts of
soug are overtlowing.
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LITTLE THINGS.

WI'I‘TLE things aro utually ac-
“BR>  counted of no importance, yet,

after all, life is made up of

little things, Indeed, every
thing in the world, and even the great
earth itself, i3 made up of atoms so
small that one needs a microscope to
find them.

A grain cf sand is a small thipg,
yet when many of these graics are
driven together by the tides of the
ocean they make a bar over which the
ships cannot get. A flake of snow i
a small thing. Tt would melt on the
tiny hand of a babe. But, in our
northern ovuntry how often wo have
known heavy lccomotives and trains
of cars compelled to stop because of
tho snow! Oge flake could not do
it, nor & hundred, nor a thousand, but
when the single flakes fall all day
long, until all together they number
many millions, then the power of the

. SNOW 18 seen.

- _ . (S | L
It ignot only in tho com-
bination of little things that
their power is scen, but it
may also bo geen in somo
things which seem by their
smalluess to Le very insig-
nificant, but which become
of very great cens¢quenco
under sotme chicumstances,
Thue, & spark of fire is
small, but let it fall into
a maguiine of gunpowder,
and seo the results. A
speck of steel dust issmall,
but let it get into your
eye, and what intense psin
you suffer. A drop of oil
is small, but put it into the
wheels of & watch ard it
makes them run regularly, |
and belps tho watch keep |
correct time, 'k
A cent given to the |-
missionsry cause, or to any 4.
other good cause, 13 small, |77 -
but got enough cents to- —
gether and the world can
havo the Gospcl.  Ono
word i8 very small, but if it bo a’
word of unkindness it will hurt the'’
roul a8 a speck of steel hurts the eye.
If, on the other hand, it be a word of
love, it may sootho and comfort some other insects, on the same
poor heart that is longing for just the: plan as a common rat trap.
help which that one little word can  The end of the leaf divides in two
give. folding halves, on each of which are
Romember, thercfore, tho power of , threo or four sensitive hairs. The,
littlo things. ymoment one of these hairs is touched
, by a fly, the two halves come together,
enclosing the luckless insect between
them. As if to complete the resem-
blance to a rat trap, tho edges of the
leaf are formed of prickly ragged teeth
which fit into each other and prevent
the fly’s escape. The plant then sucks
the juices of the insect till it has fully
digested it, when it opens the lesf and
sets the trap for another victim. In
the upper part of the picture, wo see a
large fly struggling to escape, and just
to the right we see the locked toeth of
the fly trap.

VENUS FLY TRAP.

HIS curious marsh-plant sets
a regular trap for flies and |

“A LITTLE CHILD SHALL
LEAD THEM.”

HE statutes of Now York now
require instruction in its
public  schools concerning
alcohol and its effects upon |

the human body. In tome schoola this
instruction is given eflectively by
teachers who have a real interest in
tho cubject. That great good is thus!
being accomplished there is no room !
for doubt. |

A woll-to-do wifo and mother, who | CHILDREN OF THE CHINESE.
presides over a beautiful home wherein

are soveral lovely childrep, said to a
friend recently: ¢ We have made a !
change in our hcusetold. We have | seo many little children play-
always been accustomed to have wines i ing about the streets or in the
and other liquors upon our side-board, i ghops, or at the dcors of their homes,
and wo havo not thought it wrong. ! with bowl and chop-sticks, eating their
Our littlo Bessie, who attends the . rico. You will ofton seo the mother
public school, came home awbile ago ; bending over her little babe, not kiss-

——

S you travel through Obhina, in
all the towns and villages, you

greatly interested, and said her teacher / ing it as we would do, but smelling its
bad been tellig them about alcohol ( little face, and whispering in loving
and how much suffering comes from: tones, “It is very fragrant.” The!
uging it, and how much better it is to - birth of a little boy is a time of great |
let it alone.” “Aund, mamms,” she - rejoicing. His parents send presents
said, “I felt so ashamed when I:and red-painted cggs to their relations, |
thought that we have it here on our: who in return send cakes and fruit to |
side-board, and that popa takes it at.the mother. Relations and friends |
his dinner and scmctimes gives it to come with congratulations at the birth

his friends whocallt”  Tholadyadded | of a eon ; but at the birth of a daugh-

that Bessio had been 80 exercised ; ter they are sad and come with long

azbout it, and bad pleaded with them | faces, and say, “ We are very sorry |
€0 carneatly, that they had decided to | for you.” The Chinese prefer sons for |
mako the change and have no more jsoveral rossons. Ono is that when |
liquors in the house. The fatter, an,the daughters marry they go into |
active New York business man, “a,anothor family and their parcnts lose |
hail fellow well met,” genial and | their services, and thus have no return |

Vexus Frny Trav.

to say, little girls ate sometimes put

to death by drowning, are smothercd, E
or are cast out by the wayside soong
afier they are born, generally becauso§
their parents are 80 poor that they fear B
they cannot find focd for their little

ones.—J, W. Lambuth, D.D.

o

SKIPPING.

0YS, I want to ask you how @
you think & conqueror would
make out who went throughlg
a country he was trying (o

subdue, and whenever he found a fort

hard to take, left it alcne. Don’t you}

think the cnemy would buzz wild A

there, like bees in 2 hive; and when
he was well into the Leart of a coun-

try, don’t you fancy they would swarm§

ont and harrass him terribly ¢

Just 80, 1 want ycu to remember,
will it be with you if you skip over
the hard places in your lessops, and
leave them unlearned. You have left
an enemy in the rear that will nct
fail to harrass you and mcrtify you
times without number.,

“There was just a little bit of my
Latin I hadn't resd,” said a vexed
student to me, “and it was just there
the professor had to call upon- me at
oxamination. There were just two or
thieo examwples I had passed over, and

one of theso I was asked to do on the

blackbeard.”
The student who is not thorough is
never well at his ease ; ho never can

forget the skipped problems, and the §

conscioueness of his deficiencies makes
him nervous and anxious.

Never laugh at the slow, plodding
student ; the time will surely come
when the laugh will be returned, It
takes timo to bo thorough, but it more
than pays. Resolvo when you take
up & study that you will go through with
it like a successful conqueror, taking
every strong point.

If the inaccurate scholar's difticul-
ties closed with his school life, it might
not be 80 great a matter for his future
career., But ho bas chained to himself

popular among his companions and | for the expenso of briuging them up ;| a babit that will be like an iron ball
friendr, had never beforo given the,but when sons eottle in life theiriat his heels all the rest of his life.
subject serious tpought. Now, how-, mothers have daughters-in-law to wait | Whatever he does, he will be lacking
ever, moved by ]ng lovely little daugh. y on them, and & very important person | somewhere. Ko has loarned to shirk
ter's earnest pleadings, ho bas signed a ; she always is, though not an enviablo | what is hard, and the habit will grow
temperance pledge and enrolled him., one. Again, sons only can perform | with years,
self in the ranks of total abstainers.for their paremts the funeral cere-‘ o

And sho received her impulse from tho | monies, on which they set & very high{ Wik has drowned more than the
faithful teacher in the public schools. | value. In many parts of China, sad | sea.
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"Tae FartaruL SHEPEERD Bov.

THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERD
BOY.

©ERHARDT was a German
shepherd boy; and a noble fl-
low he was, too, although he
was very, very poor. One day
3 he wag watching his flock, which was
p ing in a valley on the borders of a
Orest, a-hunter came out of the weods
8nd agked ;

. How far is it to the nearest
mlagﬁg"
wr Bix miles, sir,” replied the bcy,
but the road is only a sheep-track,
and very easily missed.”

The hunter glanced at the crooked
ck, and then said :
" “My lad, I am hungry, tired, and
huﬂty. I have lost my companion,
:}:‘ misged my way. Leave your
%ep, and show me the road. I will
Y you well,”

“I cannot leave my sheep, sir,’
ﬁphed the boy, “ Thgy would stray
wm the forest, and be eaterr by the

‘il‘ves or stolen by the robbers.”

b Well, what of that?” queried the
tntel'- “ They are not your sheep,

o ® loss of one or more wouldn’t be

m‘mh to your master, and I'll give you

w°’° money than you ever earned in a
holg ygqy,

€«

I cannot 0, 8ir,” rejoined Gerhardt
;:”'5’ firmly ; g“ my master pays me for
lhy time, and he trusts me with his
wgp‘ If I were to sell you my time,

ch does not belong to me, and the
should get lost, it would be just
oo as if [ stole them,”

ell,” said the hunter, “ will you

your sheep with me while you go
and 4. "ilsge and get me some food
200 k and a guide? I will take
Thene of them for you.”
thep » %Y, Shook his head. The
VOiog’ ﬂﬁld”he, ‘“do not know your
ing, and—" Gerhardt stopped speak-

Ehee
the &

“And what? Can't you trust me?

Do I Jock like a dishonest man?}” asked
the hunter, in an angry voice.

“Sir,” said the boy slowly, “you
tried to make me false to my trust,
ard wanted me to break my trust to
my master. How do I know you
would keep your word to me?”

The hunter laughed, for he felt that
the boy had fairly ccrnered him, He

‘said, “ [ see, my lad, that you are a

good faithful boy. I will not forget
you.” Honesty, truth, and fidelity are
precious jewels in the character of a
child. When they spring from piety
they are pure diamords, and make
their possessor very beautiful, very
happy, very honourable, and very
useful. May you, my readerr, wear
them as Gerbhardt did! Then a greater
than a duke will befriend you, for the
great King will adopt you as his
children, and you will become princes
and princesses royal in the kingdom of
God.

@t

The Canadian Methodist Magazine
for April, 1885, price $2 a year; $1
for six monthg; 20 per number,
Torento: William Briggs. For sale
by all booksellers.

This number has four well-illustrated
articles :—Wanderings in Spain—On
the Rhine—The Cruise of the Challen-
ger, and A Visit to the Grave of
Barbara Heck. The numerous en-
gravings of the first two articles are of
gpecial interest. Many perscns are
not aware that the foundress of Metho-
dism, both in the United States and
Canada, spent her closing years near
Preccott. The Editor gives an account,
of much interest to every Methodist, of
his visit to.her grave, and of an inter-
view with her three surviving grand-
children, with numerous incidents
about the Heck family, An article of
unique interest is that by George G.
8tevenson, M.A. of London, tracing
the ancestry of the Wesley family back
through Knights and Barons for over

900 yeare. “Sugar Bags” is a quaint
and graphic story of London Li‘e.
The study of Wesley’s Hymns and the
story of “Skipper George Netman, of
Caplin Bight,” increases in interert.
An Easter flavour is given to the
number by an article by jhe late Dr.
Punshon, and by several East¢r Poems
and other Easter picces. Back num-
bers of the Magazine can still be
supplied.
A BATTLE THAT ALL MUST
FIGHT.

ERKE is one passage in
Hugh Miller's Autobio-
grapby, “ My Schools and
my Schoolmaster,” where,
with all his manliness, he
gives way to a little pity
) tor himself His echool-
boy days had been days of some work
but much play—stirring, roving days,
full of fun and frolic, and interspersed
with grand expediticns, and hair-
breadth escapes by sea avd land, with
like-minded comrades, But the com-
rades dispersed, and the school-boy era
came to an end, and a very different
era—the era ot hard work for a bare
livelihcod—hove in sight; and the
poor boy was sorry for himself, I
‘ound myeelf 1 tanding face to face with
a life of hard labour and restraint.
The pro:pect appeared dreary in the
extreme, The necessity of ever toil-
ing from morning to night, and frcm
one week’s end to another, and all for
a little coarse food and homely raiment
seemed to be a dire ome, and fain
would I have avoided it. But there
was no escape, and so I determined on
being & mason.”

And yet Miller could afterwards
look back on this dire necessity as a
great boon and give his benediction to
honest, homely labour, with her horny
hands and hard conditions, for in her
school he had learned some of the most
useful lessons of his life.

It was the same with David Living-
stone. The woods of Blantyre were
charming scenes for a young explorer,
and every plant and every animal,
great and small, bad an interest for a
born tcientist. The pools of Clyde
had their treasures, which it was fine
sport to throw out with the rod on the
grass—all the more if the catch of
trout should be varied by an occasional
salmon. But there came a Monday
morning (and he was but a child of
ter) when he must turn out at six
o'clock to the spinning mill and toil
there till eight o'clock at night, amid
deafening noise and monotonous sights,
with but short intervals for breakfast
and dinner. But, however hard it
was felt at the time, this necessity was
welcomed and blersed by Livingstone,
too, in future life. Speaking to the
people of Blantyre, after he had be-

come famous, he told them that if he | 8

had the choice of s way of beginning
life, he would choose the same hard
lot through which he had actually
passed. It had furniched a most valu-
able training both for mind and body,
and prepared him for his work in
Africa ; for he would not have shown
the same power of enduring hardship,
the same patience and perseverance in
conquering the irksome, if he had not
gone through that long, hard ap-
prenticeship in the mill at Blantyre.
These are not solitary cases; but
they are valuable as showing how
nobly the battle with what is irksome
may be fought in youth, and what

precious fruits ccme of the victory.
Unfortunately, instances of the con-
trary are but too common. Of all the
causes that give rise to useless trifling,
snd even pernicious lives, the most
common is impatience of irksome
labour in youthful days. No greater
curse could well fall on a young person
than the disposition to turn up his
nose at all regular protrectcd lbour,
as if the only good thing in life were
sell-indulgence. What a fatal defect
in many a young person’s education
lies here !

A MOTHER’S GIFT.

The following lines were written by a
mother inside a Bible which she gave her boy
when he left home :

EMEMBER, love, who gave you this,
When other days shall come ;
‘When she who had thy earliest kiss
Sleeps in her narrow home,
Remember, 'twas a mother gave
‘The gift to one she'd die to :ave.

That mother sought a pledge of love,
The holiest, for her son ;

And from the gifts of God above
She chose a goodly one :

She chose for her beloved boy,

The guide to light, and life, and joy ;

And bade him keep the gift—that when
The parting hour should come,
They might have hope to meet again
In the eternal home,
She said his faith in‘this would be
Sweet incense to her memory.

And should the scoffer, in his pride,
Laugh that fond gift to tcorn,
And bid him cast that gift aside,
That he from youth had borne—
She bade him pause, and ask his breast
If he or she had loved him best ?

A parent’s b]essirg' on her son
Goes with this holy thing ;

The love that would retain the one
Must to the other cling.

Remember, 'tis no idle toy ;

A mother’s gift. Remember, boy !

AN INDIAN’S HONESTY.

R N old Indian once asked a white
8 man to give him some tobacco
for his pipe. The man gave
him a loose handful from his
pocket. The next day he came tack
and asked for the white man, * For,”
said he, “I fourd a guarter of a dollar
among the tobacco.”

“ Why don’t ycu keep it 9" askcd a
bystander.

“I've got a good man and a bad
man here, taid the Indian, pointing to
his breast, ‘‘and the good man say,
¢ It is not mine ; give it back to the
owner’ The bad man say, ¢ Never
mind, you got it, and it is your own
now.” The good man say, ¢No, no!
you must not keep it.’ So I don’t
know what to do, and I think to go to
sleep, but the good and bad men keep
talking all night, and trouble me ; and
now T bring the money back I feel
ood.i,

Like the old Indian, we have all a
good man and a bad man within, The
bad man is Temptation, the good man
is Oonscience, and they keep talking
for and against many things that we
do every day. Who wins

4

SEaLL the manhood and woman-
hood of our country sink to the stand-
ard of the divine novel, or rite to that
of the choicest literature of the Eng-
lish language? Why should any waste
their spare hours over third-rate books
when they might spend them with the
greatest and best thinkers of the
world ¢
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LITTLE LEAVES,

L)

EE I'TTLE leaves are in a hurry,

W Covertigg up the naked tovees :

‘They have slept all through the winter
In ther lnlnL upun the trees

Now, awake, they look arsund them,
Sl to oo the trees so bare :

And thev aay, 1t wast not be so;
W wali work with will und care.”

All the day so very busy

In th= sunsline warm and bright,
Resting, sleep ng only litrle

I the dernness of the night,

O the leaves s green and tauder,
Huow they flutter in the bicezo;

Op - can almost hear them swging,
Paatlery, soft, upon the trees.

Lattle birds are getting ready
For their nests upon the trees
And they say, **Be guick aud burcrey
With vour cover, little leaves.™

~on they prow the larger, stronger,
All tho vay and through the mght,
Very thick and «lose together,
‘L1 the tests ase out of sight.

Now they thnge thar geateful shadows
O thes warm aud dusty steeet,
Antanong them min-drops patter,
C ling out their breath so sweet,

Andaf you will only listen.
Y ent will hiear the birdies there—
Soft and low their gentle twitter,
From the branches in the air.

Chil lren s'aud and look with wonder
Up smony the clustering leases,

Saying, ** Listen ! hear the birdies
As they sy up in the trees ™

&

THE BOY AND THE MINISTER,

P ANY yeara az0 a certain

> minister was going one Sun-
oYXy sy moining from his house
to bis schco-room. He
walked through & number of streets,
and, as he turped « corner, he saw
agsembled around a pump 8 party of
little boys, wlo wero playing at
mublis. Un seeing him approsch,
they began to pick up their marbles
and run away ui fust a8 they could.
Oue little fellow, not having seen him
a8 soonh as the rest, could not accom-
plish this 8o roon, and before he bad
s.eerded in gathering up his marbles,
the minister bad clused upon him, and
placed his hand upon bis shoulder.
The.¢ they were fuce to face, the mia-
ister of Gud aud the poor httle ragged
boy who had been caught 1o the act ot
playi.g marbles on Sunday: morning.
An) how did the minister deal with
the boy 1 for that is what I want you
to cbeerve. Ho might bave sad w
the buy, * What are you doing herel
Y.u are break.ng the Sabbath; don't
you deserve to bo punished for break.
ing the commaid of God1” But he
du ncthing of the kind. Ho simply
gaid,

I ave you found all your marbles ?"

“ No, sir,” gaid tho little boy, «1
have not.”

« Then,"” said the minister, * I will
holp you to find them.” Whereupon
he koelt down and helped look for
the marbles, and as he did 8o he re-
marked, “ 1 liked to play at marbles
when a little boy very much, and I
think T can beat you ; but,” added he,
I never played marbius on Sunday.”

The little boy's attention was
arreated. Ho liked his friend's face,
and began to wonder who he was.
Then the minister said,

“I am going to a place where I
think you would like to be; will you
come with mel”

8aid the boy, “ Where do you live "

3

“ Why, in such and such a place,”
was tho reply.

“ Why, that is the ministot's houso I"
exclaimod the boy, as if he did not
suppoeo that a kind man and the min.
istor of tho Goapel could bo the same
person. .

“ Why,” said the man, “I am the
minister mysclf, and if you will coma
with me, 1 think J can do you some

or d.”

Siid the boy, My hinds are dirty,
I cannot go.”

Said the minister, ¢ Here is 8 pump
why not wash §"

Said the boy, 1 am so little that I
ean’t wash and pump at the sumo
time,"

Said the minister, *I{ you'll wash,
I'It prmp.”  Heo at once set to work,
and pumpel, and pumped, and pump 4,
and u3 ho pumped the little boy washed
his hands and his face till they wero
quite clean.

Suid the boy, ¢ My hands are wring-
ing wet, and 1 don't know how to dry
them.”

Tne minister pulled out, of his pocket
a clean packet-handkerchief, and off:red
it to the boy.

Said the little boy, ** But it is clean.”

“ Yes,” was the rep'y, ‘“ but it was
made to be dirtied.”

The little boy driel bis handiand
face with the handkerchief, aud then
accompanied the minister to the door
of the Sunday-school.

Twenty years after the minister was
walking in the strects of a large city,
when a tall gentleman tapped him on
the shoulder, and, looking into bis
face, 8aid, “ You dou't remember mef”

¢ No," said the minister, “I don't.”

“ Do you remember, twenty yeirs
ago, finding a little boy playing mar-
bles rouad a pump? Do you remem-
ber thas boy being too dirty to go to
¢c} 00!, and your pumpicg for hin, and
yotur speaking kindly to him, and
taking him to echool §”

“ Oh,"” said the minister, “I do
remembor.”

« Sir,” gaid the gentleman, * I was
that boy. I rose in business, and be-
came a leading man. I have attsined
a good position in society, and on see-
ing you to-day in the street, I felt
b-und to come to you, and tell that it
is to your kindness and wisdcm and
Christiun discretion—to your having
dealt with me lovingly, gently, and
kindly, at the same time that you d -alt
with me aggrossively—that I owe,
under God, all that I have attained,
and all that I am at the present day.”"—
J C. Ryle.

TIRED BIRDS.

ANY of our birds fly several
thousand miles every au-
tumnu, passing not only over
Florida, where they ' might

find perpatual summer, but over the

Gulf and far beyond into the great

summer-land of the Amazon; after a

short atay, returning again to the

North, some penetrating to the oxtremo

shoro of the Arctic seas. How the

amall birds fly eo great distances is
almost incomprehensible, but I have
seen many of our small feathered
friends on the little Key of Tortugas,
two hundred miles or more from Cape

Fliorida, the jumping-off place of the

United S:ates. Great flocks of them

would alight upon the walls of the

fort, especially during atorms, evidently
thoroughly tired; but the next day
they were up and away oft over the

great strotch of the Gulf and the
Caribbean S,

Numbers of the Eaglish birda and
many from Northern Europe make
their yesrly voyages down into the
African Coatinent, and ca-eful ob-
sorvors state that thoy have seen the
great storks so common in Germany
moving along high in the air, bearing
on their broad backe numbers of small
birds thit had taken free passage, or
wero porhaps stealing arids  In those
winderful migrations many birds are
blown out to sen and lost, while others
hecome so fatigued and worn-out that
thoy will alight upon boats. A New
Eugland fisherman, who in the autnmn
follows his calling fourteen or fifteen
miles out from the shore, informed me
that nearly every day he had four or
five small birds as companions. They
had wandered oft from shore, or were
Bying across the great bay om the
lower coast of Maine, and had dropped
down to rest. Oueday the same fisher-
man foll asleep while holding bis liae,
and upon suddenly opening his eyes
there sat a little bixd on his hand,
demurely cocking its head this wdy
and that, as if wondering whether he
was an old wreck or a piece of drift-
wood,—NSt Nicholas.

THE VERY SAME CHAP.

NOX R. PAXSON relates tho fol-

| * N
O, ¥ lowing : *In a log school-
7 house on the banks of the

Grand Chsriton, in Missouri,
after I had tinished a speech in favour
of a Sunday-school a plainly-dressed
farmer aroso and szid he would like to
make a fow remarks. I said, *Speak
on, sir.’

¢« He said to tha audience, pointing
acroes the room at me,

“¢1've geen that chap before. 1
used to live in Macoupia County, Iil.,
and that man came there to start a
echool. I told my wife that when
Sunday-schools came round gsme got
scarce, and that 1 would not go to his
school or let any of my folks go. It
was not long before a railioad came
along, 8o I seld out my farm for a good
price and came to Pike County. 1
badn’t been there more than six months
before that same chup came to start a
S 1nday achool.” I suid to my wife:
tThat Sunday-school fellow is about,
so 1 guesi we'd better move to Miss-
ouri’ Laund was cheaper in Misiour,
so 1 came and byught a farm and went
back for my family. I told them
Missouri was a fino State; game plenty,
and, better thaa all, no Sunday-school
there.

#¢Day before ycsterday I hoard
that there was to be a Sunday-school
lecture at the school-hiuse by some
stranger.” Says I to my wifa: [ won-
der if it can be poseible that it is that
Illincisan ¢’ I came here myself on
purp 'se to gee; aud, neighbours, it's
the very same chap,

“¢Now, if what he aays about
Sunday-schools is true, it's a better
thing than I thought. If he has learned
80 wuch in Sunday-school, I can learn
a littl-, so I've just concluded to come
to Sunday-school and to bring my
scven boys !’

¢« Patting his hand in his pocket he
pulled out a dollar, and comiog to the
stand ,whero I was he laid it down
saying : * That'll help to buy a library.
For, neighbours,’ he added, ¢if I should
go to Qalifornia or Oregon, I'd expect
to see that cbap there in lees than &
yoar.'

“S)mo one in the audience spoke
up: ‘You are tre d.’

¢ ¢« Yes, ho said, ¢I am treed at last,
Now, I'n going to cee this thing
through, for if there is any good in it,
[ am going to have it "

READERS AND READING.

#F&® VERY sago produces work that
Y, is destined to lagt ; and if we
read nothing of centemporary
literature we shall not keep
up to tho times in which we live. We
would not, therefore, confine anybody
to the classics. In books, as in other
things, what plcases one does not an-
other—nay, what nourishes one does
not nourish another; and so the reud.
iog question must, in a great measute,
regulato itself. If we read uuder
proper guidance when we aro young
we shall kno~ what books to choose
when we have arrived at man'’s estate ;
that ig, if wo have any capabilities to
start with, It is only the blind that
need to bo led. The true reader, the
initiated one, g0 to speak, has a guide
within his own bresst which is far
more certsin than any ouside expari-
enco. Givo a person the whole range
of English litotature, sco what books
he selec 8 and you can 8soon determine
the character of his mind. It is easily
classified. People choose their books
very much as they do their friends.
Some are plsased with any book they
chance to take up, and with any per-
son they happen to meet. O:ihers are
moro discriminating a2l more exclu-
give, Readurs are, indeed, numerous,
but they may be divided into numer-
ous classes ; and those who take un-
affected delight in the great masters of
literature, but who cannot read every-
thing that is printed, may congratulate
themselves on belonging to an aris-
tocracy more exclusive than that of
wealth and more distinguisbed than
that of family.— Literary World.

WHAT BOYS SHOULD BE.

Z) E true, be genuine. No educa-

X , tion is worth anything that
NSy does not include this, A man
had better not know how to

read, he had better never learn a letter
of the alphabet, and be true and gan-
uine, in intentiun and ac.ion, rather
than, bring learned in all scieaces and
in all languages, to be at the same
time false in heart and counterfeit in
life. Be pure in thought and lan-
gusge, puro in mind and body. An
impurs man, young or old, poisoning
the society where be moves with
smutty stories and impure examples,
is a moral ulcer, a plague spot, a leper
who ought to be treated as wore the
lepers of old. Be uuselfish. To care
for the comforts and feelir.gs of others.
To be polite. To be just in all deal-
ings with otbers. To be gecerous,
noble, manly and mannerly, Be self-
reliant and eelf helpful even from early
childhood. To be industrious always,
and self-supporting at the earliest
proper age. Teach them that all hon-
eat work is honourable, and that an
idle, usecless life of depindence on
others is dis fal. When a boy
has learned thege four things—when
he has made these ides' a part of his
being, howsver young he may be, how-
ever poor, or however rich, he has
learned some of the most important
things he ought to know when he be-
oomes & man.
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JUST AS T AM.
A VERRION FOR TIIR YOUNG.

ggUST as I am, without a care,

) Finding the world so fresh and fair,
And louging still itr gifta to share,

O Lamb of God, I como!

Just as I am, a wilful child,

With sclfish aimes and faneies wild ;
To learn of Thee obedionce mild,

O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am: my heart will beat

To music mado by dancing feet,

And yet for joys Thou holdest micet,
O Lamb of God, I como!

Just as I am : [ will not wait

T1ll years have made me moro sednte,
E'en now I grieve, because xo late,

O Lamb of God, I come!

Just a8 Tam : the cross a pain,
Afraid to lay it down again ;

Because so tinful, weak, and vain,

O Lawb of God, [ comel!

Just as | am : Thy grace withstood,

And a-king who wil? show me good,—
Now to be auswercd, through Thy blood,
O Lamb of God, 1 comet

Just as Lam : wilt Thou renew,

And lot Thy grace dirtil like dew ;

And mako e good, and kind aud true?
O Lawb of Ged, I come!

Just a8 T am : wilt Thou restrain,
Keep me from grieving Theo again,
Aud aear me be 1 joy aud paiu t

O Laub of God, | come!

Just as I am—no more to stray,

From Ged and Heaven and Homo away ;

To give Thee all lite's little day,

O Lamb of God, I come!
—38. C. J. Ingham,

—oo—

THE BROKEN-HEARTED
MOTHER.

HAT can we do forher,
Olarissa 1" eaid the min
ister's wife, who bad
ccme to Mrs, R'chards

the moment she hud heard of her son’s

disgrace. Her heart rched for the
poor woman, who lay weeping and
groanivg upon the lounge.

41 don't know ¢f anything we can
do but to let her griof have its way.
But, O dear! I do wish that boya
koew how they hurt their mothers
when they are so bad '"

Mrs. Richards bad just bven in-

formed that hér Frank tad been

arrested for stealing. “ To think of
my Frank ! ” she sobbed. And cthers
said the same: “To think of Frark

Richards!”

His mother had faken great pains

to teach him the right way. She

always had him go to church and

Sunday-gchool. “ Why,” said ste,

“he knew all the Commandments, and

could say the whole of the Westminster

Oatechism from beginning to end,

questious and answers, without trip-

ping.” .

Yes; be knew well enough what

was right. He knew God's law and

man’s law, but ho was a perverse,
wilful boy. He wanted to “do as he
pleased,” and he would * run all rigks.”

He used to steal for fun, just to see

how nicely he could do it withont being

caught, He said tc his mother one
dsy: “I'm an amatetr thief; that's
all. Ilike to do it just to show my

&kill.” And so, when he wanted an

apple, a bunch of grapes, or a melon,

he ¢ helped himsclfi” Why sbould
not he?

41t is wicked, Frank. You are

breeking God's law, ¢Thou shalt not

his mother instiucted and warned ; he
only grow bolder and bolder, and to-
day ho hes been caught in the act and
brought to open disgrace, and his
mother liea solbing on the lounge,

O if boys only knew (as Clariaen
said) how they burt their mothors
when thoy do wrong! They think
too often only of having their own
way, of pleasing themsclves, and for-
get how much mother loves them, and
how their wicked conduct aftects bor.
Many & mother has goune to the grave
broken-hearted thrcugh the misconduct
of her children.

But good btoys carry their mother’s
imago about with them. “ T wouldn’t
do that for the world,” said & lad 1
knew, “for my mother's sake, if for
nathing olge.” * What would mother
think 1" arked another, when tempted
to do wrong. “Mother don't want
me to ; that's enough,” esid & third,

How precious tuch boys are to
mother!  What a comfort! And
with such Qod is well pleaged.—
Morning Star,

VISITING BY A MISSIONARY
IN CHINA.
}“&:‘),'f 1SS CUSHMAN, a mission-
3‘k /A ary of the Methodist Epis-
Yo copal Church in Obioa,
writes of & visit she made
to the home of Wen Shan and Wen
Yi, two of her school-gitls. She says:
Their honso stands alone in a field, avd
long before we reached it, in the far
distance we saw a denkey approaching
us that looked at first sight as if it
were encircled in an immense garland
of bright flowers; but on nearer in-
spection it proved 1o be decorated with
the mother of our pupils and their
little sister in gorgeous apparel, They
were sitling astride, while another
bright-looking girl, ten or more years
old, was driving the heavily laden
animal. They were a little late in
starting,

We stopped and talked with them
awhile, and then said we must go on;
but they insisted that we wait for the
old grandmother, who wished mruch to
seo us. As ususl, our stepping was a
signsl for a crowd to collec , and while
we were deliberating whether to wait
or not, there was a general cry, “ The
old lady is coming! The old lady is
coming !” 8ure enough, there she
wag, leaning on her staff, under the
burden of ninety years, which has
whitened her hair and wrinkled ber
face, Slowly she came, hobbling along
on the little feet that had suffered the
cruel bondage (f eighty long years
The sight moved my heart, and I
climbed down out of the cart and went
back to meet her. 8he seemed 80
pleased when I took her hand and led
her along; indeed, the simple act
seemed to make quite an impree:ion
on the crowd around us. I suppose
it wag a pleasant surprise to them to
soe somcething that looked as though I
had a heart, and that ¢ barbarian"”
though I was, I had some veneration
for old age.

On our way home we called at a
little tomple. The cld priest received
us very kindly, Mr, Yang told us he
is a ““believer,” and that though it is
his business to burn the incense before
the idols, he never makes the ¢ pros-
trations.” “I trust to the temple to
provide for my tody, and to God to
save my soul,” said Mr. Yang, with a
fanny amile tugging at the corners of

A LESSON IN OBEDIENCE.

« @@ACK | Jack ! here, sir ! hio

Ci onl” cried Charlie, flinging

')/ his stick far into the pond.
Jack didn't want to go. It
wasn't p'essant swimming in among
the great lily leaves, that would flap
against his rore and eyer, and got in
the way of his feet. So he looked nt
the stick and then at his master, and
sat down, waggiug his tail, as much as
to say, * You aro a very nice little
boy ; but there was no need of throw-
ivg tho stick into the water, and I
don’t think 1'll oblige you by going
aftlr it.”

But Charlie was determined, He
found sncther switch, and, by tcold-
ing and whipping, forced Jack into
the wa'er, and made bim fetch the
stick. However, he dr-pped it on the
bank, instead «f brirging it to his
master ; o he had to go over the per-
formance aguin and sgain, until he had
learned that when Chailie told him to
go for the stick he was to oley at
once. Charlio wss satisfied at length,
and with Jack at his Leels went home
to tell his mother about tbe afterncon’s
work, He memed quite proud of it
“It was pretty hard work, mother,”
ho said. ¢ Juck wouldn’t mind at all
until [ made him, but now he knows
that be has to do it, and there will be
no wore trouble with him, you see.”

“ What right have you to expect
him to mind you?” asked his mother
quietly.

¢ Right, mother? Why, he is my
dog! Uncle Jchn gave him to me,
and I do everything for him.  Didn't
I make his kennel my own self, and
put pice hay in it? And don't 1 feed
him three times every day ¥ And I'm
slwaye kind to him. [ call him ¢ nice
«1d Juck,’ and pat him, and let him
lay his head on my knee. Indeed, I
think I have the best 1ight in the
world to have him mind me!”

His mother was cutting out a jacket.
She did not look up when Charles had
finisted ; but going on steadily with
her work, +he said slowly : “ I have a
litt'e boy. He is my own. He was
given to me by my Heavenly Fa her.
f do every thing for him. I make his
clothes, and prepare the food he eats.
I teuch bim his lessons and nurse him
tenderly when he is sick. Many -a
night Lave I sat up to watch by his
side when fever was buining him, and
daily I pray to Qod for every blessing
upon him, I love him., I call him
‘my dear little son.’ He sits on my
lap, and goes to sleep with his head on
my arm, I think I have the °best
right in the world’ to expect this little
toy to obey me ; and yet he does not,
unless [ make him a8 I would meko a
dog ”
¢ O mother " ciied Charlie, tears
starting to his eyes, I knew it was
wrong to disobey you; but I never
thought before how mean it was. In-
deed, I do love you, end I'll try—I
really will try—to mind you as well
a8 Jack minds me.”
¢ Dear Oharlie,” ssid his mother,
‘ there is a great difference between
you and Jack. You have a soul
You kncw what i8 right, because you
bave been taught trom the word of
God ; and you know, too, that the
devil and your wicked heart will be
always persueding you to do wrong.
That i8 & trouble which Jack cannot
have; but neither has he the com-
fort you have; for you can pray to

teach yon to turn away from Satan,
and to love and obey him alone, When
you Jearn to do this, vou will not find
it diflicult to be obedient to me ; and
when we truly love, it is eany to obey.”
— Ladies' Itepositery.

T'THE LABOUR OF AUTHORSHIP.

i‘[ AVID LIVINGSTONE taid:

| “Thoeo who have never car-

3 ried a book through the press

can form noidea of tho amount

of toil it involves. The procets has

increased my respect for authovs a

thousand-fold. I think I would rather

cross the African continent again than
undertake to write another book.”

“For the statistics of the negro
populaticn of Ssuth America alone,”
gays Robert Dale Owen, “1 examino
more than a hundr. d and fifty volumes.”

Another author tells us that he
wrete paragraphe and whole pages of
his book a8 many as fil'y times.

It is said of cne or Longfellow's
poems that it was wiitten in four
weeks, but thut he epent six months
in coirecting and cutting it down.
Bulwer declared that he had written
some of his briefer productior.s as many
as eight or nine times before their
publication. One of Tennyson's pieces
was rewritten fifty times. John Owen
was twenty years on his ¢ Crmmentary
on the Epistle to the iiebrews;"
Gibbon on his * Deocline and Fall,”
twenty years; and Adem C'ark on
his “ Commentary,” twenty-six years,
Carlyle spent fifteen years ou hisg
“ Frederick the Great.”

A great deal of time is consumed in
reading before eome hooks sro pre-
pered. George Eliot read one thonsand
books bafore she wrote ¢ Daniel De-
ronda.””  Alison resd two thousand
befcre bhe completed his listory., [t
is said of another that he 1ead twenty
thousand and wrote only two books.

WHY MEN FAIL.

NEPEW men come up to their
SKRY» highest mearure of success.
Yo Some fail through timidity, or
lack cf nerve. They a0 un-
willing to take the risks incident to
life, and fall through fear of venturing
on ordinary duties, They lack pluck.
Others fail throngh imprudernce, lack
of discretion, care, or gound judgraent.
They overestimate the futuro, build
aircastles, and venture beyond their
depth and fail and fall.

Others, agsin, fail through lack of
application and perseverance. They
begin with good resolves, Lut soon got
tired of that and want a change,
thirking they can do much bet'er at
something else. Thus they fiitter lite
away, and succred avtnothing. Others
waste time and money, and fail for want
of economy. Many fail through ruin-
ous habits—tobacco, whiskey, and be:r
spoil them for business, drive their
beat customers from them, and scatter
their prospects of success, Some fail
for want of brains, education and fitness
for their calling,. They lack a know-
ledge of human nature, and of the
motives that sctuate men, They have
not qualified themselves for their ocen-
pation by a practical education.

A vuitTLE girl said to her mother
one day: ° Mother, ¥ feel nervious.”
¢ Nexrvious?” said the mother, « wkat
is nervious 1" ¢« Why, it's being iaa

his mouth.

our desr Saviour for help, and he will

hurry all over.”
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THE FIVE LOAVES.

/P HAT it the little J ewish lad,
That summer day had failed to go
Down to the lake, because he had
So small a store of loaves to show ?

¢ The press is great,” he might have said ;
“ For food the thronging people call :

I only have five loaves of bread,
And what are they among them a'l?”

And back the mother's words might come,
Her coaxing hand upon his hair :

““ Yet go, for they might comfort some
Among the hungry children there.”

Lo, to the lakeside forth he went,
Bearing the scant supply he had :

And Jesus, with an eye intent,
Through all the crowds, beheld the lad,

And saw the loaves and blessed them. Then
Beneath his hand the marvel grew ;

He brake, and blessed, and brake again ;
The loaves were neither small nor few ;

For, as we know, it came to pass
That hungry thousands there were fed,
While sitting on the freshr green grass,
From that one basketful of bread.

If from his home the lad that day
His five small loaves had failed to take,
Would Christ have wrought—can any say—
That miracle beside the lake

— e ————

HELP YOURSELF.

EOPLE who have been bolstered
up and levered all their lives
are seldom gond for anything
in a ¢ isis. When misfortune

comes they look around for something
to cling to or lean upon.  If the prop
is not the-e down they go.

Once down they are as helpless as
capsized turtles or unhorsed men in
armour, and cannot find .their feet
again without assistauce.

Such silken fel.ows no more resemble
self made men, who have fought their
way to position, making difficulties
their stepping-stones, and deriving de-
termination frcm defeat, than vines
resemble oaks, or sputerin y rush-lights
the stars of heaven.  Efforts persisted
into achievemsznts train a man to self-
raliance, and when he has proven to
the world that he can trus; himself, the
world will trust him,

It is unwise to deprive young men
the advantages which result from their
own energetic action by ¢ boosting”
them over obstacles which they ought
to surmount alone.

HOW A RAT SAVED $20,000.

1FHE telegraph wires in London
: are not all above ground, as
in the case here, but many
balong to the underground sy:tem.
The main wires are laid through big
tunnels, in which are the gas aad
sewer pipes.

The tunnels are big enough for a
man to walk fhrough easily. The
branch pipes, containing the side wires,
running off from the main line for
several miles, are much smaller, of
course, and the workman must be
carsful not to lose the connections be-
tween the larger and smaller wires,

Not long ago, however, some men,
who were repairing one of these laterial
wires, failed to attach to it a leading
line, by which the wire could be drawn
back into its place. The blunder
seemed to involve great loss, for ib
looked as if the whole side pipe would
have to be dug up to replace the wire.

In this dilemma a remarkable step
was taken. A rat was caught, and
around him was tied one end of a very
| tine steel wire. He was placed in the

’

pipe ; but after running a few yards
he stopped.

Then came another curious step.

A ferret was pubt in after the rat,
As soon as the rat heard the ferret
coming behind it, the fine wire began
to play out, It was feared that the
rat would show fight, but it did not
and the complete circuit was made by
both rat and ferret.

When the rat came out at the other
end of the pips, it was caught, and by
means of the tine wire the telegraph
wire was drawn through. So the rat
saved the telegraph company thousands
of dollars.

FOR THE BOYS.
HE Wide Awake gives the

following story, which is all

the better for being true: Two
men stood at the same table in a large
factory in Philadelphia, working at
the same trade. Having an hour tor
their nooning every day, each under-
took to use it in accomplishing a
definite purpose ; each persevered for
about the same number of months, and
each won success at lasl, One of
these two mechanics used his daily
leisure hour in working out the inven-
tion of a machine for sawing a block
of wood into almost any desired saape.
‘When his invention was complete, he
sold the patent for a fortune, changed
his workman’s apron for a broadcloth
suit, and moved out of a tencment
houge into a brown-stone mansion.
The other man—what did he dot
Well, he spent an hour each day
during most of a year in the very
difficult undertaking of teaching a
little dog to stand on his hind feet and
dance a jig, while he played the tune.
At last accounts he was working ten
hours a day at the same trade and at
his old wages, and fiading fault with
the fate that made his fellow-workman
rich while leaving him poor.  Leisure
minutes may bring golden grain to
mind as well a8 purse, if one harves:s
waeat instead of chaff,

-

¢ PROF£8SOR,” gaid a student in pur-
suit of knowledge concerning the
habits of animals, ¢ why does a cut
while eating turn its head first one
way then another#” ¢ For the reason,”
replied the Piofessor, ¢ that she can-
not turn it both ways at once.”

OBSERVE a tree how it first tends
downward, that it may shoot forth
upward. Is it not from yumility that
it endeavours torise? There are those
who grow up into the air, without at
first growing at the root. This is not
growth, but downfall.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER."

A.D. 61-63.] LESSON V. [April 26,
PAUL AT ROME.
Acts 28. 16-81. Commit to memory vs. 28-31.

GoLpEN TEXT.

The salvation of God is sent unto the Gen-
tiles. Acts 28. 28.

OUTLINB,

1. Paul to the Jews, v. 16-27.
2. Paul to the Gentiles, v. 28-31.

TiMe.—From A.D. 61-63.

PLACE.—Rome in Ttaly.

EXPLANATIONS, — By himself—This favour
was due probably to the report of Festus,
which pointed to no crime, and partly to the
inflaence of the centurion. Jews together—
To explain to them his position and the reason

of his arrest.  This cause—'*From the fact
of his being a true brother Jew in undeserved
boads.” 8uying—(ver. 26) —In thus quoting
the apostle places those rejecting on the same
footing with the fathers who rejected Isaiah
and other prophets.  Therefore—(ver, 28)—
Because the Jews were so obdurate and
irrecoverable.  Departed —Making a formal
separation between them and the apostle,
Own hired house—To procure the means aul
was, doubtless, aided by brethren a® Rome
and a distance, (Phil. 4. 10. sq.) Forbiduing
him—The Romans having no wish, and the
Jews not having the courage tointerferc.

TEAOHINGS OF THE LESSON,

‘Where in this lesson are we taught-—

1. That opportunities may be found by
those who seek them ?

2. That an unwilling heart makes an un-
willing ear ?

3. That God has a work somewhere for all
his servants ?

THE LessoN CATECHISM.

1. Whom did Paul call to speak with
concerning his imprisonment ? The chief men
of the Jews. 2. What did they say: We
have heard no harm of thee. 3. What did
they desire? To hear him concerning Je:us,
4. What was the resnlt of Paul's preaching
to them ? Some believed, and some believed
not. 5. Unto whom, besides the Jews is the
salvation of God sent? Unto the Gentiles.

DoCTRINAL SUGGESTION. —Personal respon-
sibility.

CATECHISM QUESTION,

4. How does He explain the Ten Command-
ments

By teaching us that they forbid sin, not
only in outward actions, but also in the
thoughts and purposes of the mind.

Matthew v. 21, 22.

A.D. 62] LESSON V. [May 3.
OBEDIENCE.
Eph. 6 1-18. Commit to memory vs. /-4

GoLpeN TexT.

Children, obey your parents in the Lord:
for this is right. Kph. 6. 1.

OCUTLINE.

1. The Christian Home, v. 1-G.
2. The Cbristian Warrior, v. 10-15.

TimMe. —A.D. 62, about the mildle o
Paul’s imprisonment.

Prack«. — Written from Rome
Church at Ephesus, in Asia Minor.

EXPLANATIONS.—In the Lord —Qualifving
ob:y, and implying that obedience ix an
clement of Christian character. Is right—
To obey parents is in a:cordance with nature
aud is also sanctioned by divine law.  II7ith
promise—This command is the only one
having a promise to those obeying it. ANur-
ture and admonition—Discipline and counsel,
training by act, and training by word.  Eve-
service—Service done simply because one i3
under his employer’s eye.  Whole arinour—
Offensive and defensive weapons,  (f (F.d —
Which God gives. Wrestle—Used in the
general sense of struggling  Prencipalitics—
Kvil angels and spirits. Sptritual wickedness—
Literally, the spiritual hosts of wickedness in
the heavenly regions, (that is, in the air.)
Staend—As opposed to falling,, running, being
captured.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssON,

Where in this lesson are we tiught—

1. That the spirit of the home should be
the spirit of Christ ?

2. That the Christian life is a warfare !

3 That spiritual armour is essential to
victory ?

to the

TaE LEssoN CATECHISM,

1. What i: the first commandment with
promise? ‘‘Honcur thy father and mother,”
2. Against what service are we cautinned?
Against eye-service. 3. How should we do
service 7 ‘“ As to the Lord, and not to men.”
4. What is said concerning God ? He is no
respacter of persons. 5. What are we finally
exhorted to be ¥ *“Strong in the Lord.”

DoctrinaL Svccestioy.—Evil spiritual
personalities.

CATECHISM QUESTION,

5. Who is our neighbour, whom we are
commanded to love as we love ourselves ?

Our Lord has taught us by the parable of
the good Samaritan that every man, of every
nation, is our neighbour ; and that it any b in
distress we are bound to help snd relieve
them
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