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Nazareth. ’
BY CANON FARRAR,

Tur hills which form
the northern limit of the
plain of Jezreel run almost
due east and west from
the Jordan valley to the
Meditervancan, and theie
sautliern slopes were in the
distriet assigned to  the
tribe of Zebulun,  Alimost
in the centre of this cliuin
of liills there is a singular
rloft i the litmestone, form-
g the entrance to a little
lley.  As the travel er
leaves the plain le will ride
ap o steep und narrow
pathway, broidered with
211w and Howers, through
senery  which s neither
colossal nor overwhelming,
but mfinitely beautiful and
preturesque. Geadually
the sudley  opens mto a
Hide natwal muphithentio

it hullsy supposed by some
nobe the erater of an ea-
et volawmo, and there,
nngng to the lollows of
thully, which rises to the
wght of some tive hun-
dred test above it, lie,
“hke a handful of peatls
m u goblet of emerald,”
the flat roofs and natrvow
streety of n little Bastern
town,  There is a small
elimeh ; the massive build-
mus of a convent; the
ol minaret of n mosque ;
+ clear, abundant fountain;
houses built of white stone,
aud gardens scattered
inong  them, umbrageous
with figs and olives, nund
tich with the white and
searlet blossoms of orango
aud pomegranate,  And
that little town is En \ fratl
Niziral (Nuzareth), where NAZARETH,
the Son of Gud, the Savi-

our of mankind, spent nearly thirty ‘ then ignominious nume to the scorn- | And alon

vears of his mortnl life. Tt was, in ful title written upon his cross; the | which T have desoribed, his feet must | s
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reached the home of his
infancy, youth, and man-
hood.

Here the boy Jesus pre-
pared himself, amid a hal-
lowed obscurity, for his
mighty work on earth.
His outward life was the
life of all those-of his age,
and station, und place of
birth, Ie lived as lived
the other children of peas-
ant parents in that quiet
town, and in great meas-
ure as they live now, He
who has seen the children
of Nazareth in their red
caftans, and bright tunics
of silk or cloth, girded with
a wany-coloured sash, and
sometimes covered with a
loose outer jacket of white
or blue—he who has
watched their noisy and
merry games, and heard
their ringing laughter as
they wander about the
hills of their little native
vale, or play in bands on
the hill-side beside their
sweet and abundant foun-
tain—may, perhaps, form
some conception of how
Jesus Jooked and played
when he too was a child.
And the traveller who has
followed any of those chil-
dren—as I have done—to
th.. simple homes, and
seen the scanty furniture,
the plain but sweet and
wholesome food, the un-
eventful, happy patriarchal
life, may forwn a vivid con-
ception of the manner in
which Jesus lived. Noth-
ing can be plainer than
those houses, with the
doves sunning themselves
on the white roofs, and
the vines wreathing about
them. The mats, ot car-

¢ the narrow mountain-puth | pets, are laid loose along the walls;
hoes and sandals are taken off at the

fact, his home  his native village for villuge from which he did not disdnin | have often trod, for it is the only ap- | threshold ;. froin the centrellmngs a

all but three or four years of his life to dvaw his appellation when he spake { pronch by which, in returning north- ; lamp, which forms. the only orna.

on earth ; the village which lent its in vision to the persecuting Saul. | wards from Jerusalemn, he could have ment of the room; in some recess in
¢ )
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HOME AND SCHOOL.

the wall is placed the woudon chest,
painted with bright colours, which
containg the bonks or other posces
sious of the family ; on o ledge that
runs round the wall, within easy
reach, are neatly rolled up the gay-
colonred quilts, which serve as beds,
and on the sume ledge are ranged the
carthern vessels for duily use; near
the door stand the large, common
waterjars of red clay, with o few
twigs and green leaves — often of
avomatic shrubs — thrust into their
orifices to keep the water cool. At
meal-time a painted wooden stool is
placed in the centre of the apartment,
a large tray is put upon it, and in the
middle of the tray stands the dish of
rice and meat, or lbbdn, or stewed
fruits, from which all help themselves
in common, Both before and after
the meal the servant, or the youngest
member of the family, pours water
over the hands from s brazen ewer
into a brazen bowl. So quiet, so sim-
ple, so humble, so uneventful was
the outward life of the family at
Nazaveth.—Farrar’s * Life of Christ.”

<

“'Twas the Kind Word You
Spoke that Saved Me.”

“Rosa! look at that horrid, drunken
man sitting on the curbstone. Do
come across the street, for I wouldn’t
pass him for anything” And Mary
ran away as fast as her feet could
carry her,

Now Rosa was afraid, too, but the
song she had been learning that day
was still fresh in her memory. “Speak
a kind word when you can,” she had
been singing ; and the man before her,
with his head bent on his hands,
looked forlorn and wretched—so sadly
in need of a kind word— that she
went a little nearer, and said, timidly,
“Poor man! Iam sorry for you, Can
I do anything to help you $” :

He raised his head, looked at her
in surprise, and his haggard face and
despairing eyes almost caused her to
ory for pity.

% Little girl, your kind words have
helped me already. I never expected
to hear any again, for I am  without a
friend on earth,”

“But God will be your friend if
you will ask him,” said Rosa softly,
going nearer still, while Mary beck-
oned anxiously for her to come away.
“Did you ever ask him?” continued
Rosa.

“No; I have been sinning against
all my life,” groaned the man,
“Poor man! Let God be your
friend. He can do everything for
you. I am your friend; but I can’t
do anything but, speak a kind word.”

“Darling little girl, that kind word
has saved me. Good-bye!” and he
beld out his shaking hand. Rosa was
not afraid now, and she placed her
plump little hand in his, and as he
bent down and kissed it, two hot tears
fe upon it. Then he went away, and
Rosa rejoined her companion.

“Oh, you queer creature!

hi

How

could you let that awfullooking man j is to increase the number of strokes;

tako bold of your hand? I thought
he was going to eat you up when he
bent down his head,” was Mary's
greeting,

“ I was afraid at first, Mary ; but I
am so glad I spoke to him. Only
think! he says my kind words have
saved him,”

“Well, he never would be saved if
it depended on my kind words, for I
always run away from such folks,”
repliod Mary,

Years after, a stranger—a noble,
silver-haired old man—was addressing
@ Sunday-school, and telling the scho-
lars always to be kind to the friend-
less and distressed ones, especially
the drunkard. “Tor when I was
friendless, and sinful, and wretched,”
said he, “God sent a dear child to
speak a kind word that saved me.”

When the school closed, a young
lady held out her hand to him, and,
with tears in her eyes, asked: “Sir,
do you not know me?” He looked at
her long aund earnestly, and then
taking Loth her hands in his, he said,
solemnly and slowly: ¢Yes, dear
madam, ’'twas the kind words you
spoke that saved me!” And Rosa
wept for gladness,

Dear friends, * Speak a kind word”
when you can.—Selected,

The Effect of Stimulants.

Dr. B. W. Ricuarpsoy, of London,
the noted physicidn, says he was
recently able to convey a considerable
amount of conviction to an intelligent
scholar by a’simple experiment. The
scholar was singing the praises of the
“puddy bumper,” and saying he could
not get through the day without it,
when Dr, Richardson said to him,
“Will you be good enough to feel my
pulse as I stand heret” He did so,

“I said: ¢ Count it carefully, What
does it say?’ ‘Your pulse says sev
enty-four.’ I then sat down in a chair
and asked him to count it again. He
did so, and said, ¢ Your pulse has gone
down to seventy.’ I then lay down on
the lounge, and said, ¢ Will you take
it again?’ He replied : *Why, it is
only sixty-four., What an extraor-
dinary thing!’

#1 then said: ¢ When you lie down
at night, that is the way nature gives
your heart rest. You know nothing
about it, but that beating organ is
resting to that extent; and, if you
reckon it up, it is a great deal of rest,
because, in lying down, the heart is
doing ten strokes less a minute. Mul-
tiply that by sixty, and it is six hun-
dred. Multiply it by eight hours, and
within a fraction it is five thousand
strokes different ; and, as the heart is
throwing six ounces of blood at every
stroke, it makes a difference of thirty
thousand ounces of lifting during the
night. When I lie down at night
without any alcohol, that is the rest
my heart gets. But when you take
your wine or grog you do not aliow
that rest ; for the influence of alcohol

and, instend of getting this rest, you
put on something like fifteen thousand
oxtra strokes, and the 1esult is that
you rise up very seedy and unfit for
the next day’s work till you huve
taken a litile more of the *“ruddy
bumper,” which you say is the soul of
man below,'”

There is no Death.

Turrr is no death | The stars go down
To rise upon some fairer shoro;

And bright in heaven’s jewelled crown
They shine forever more,

There fa no death | The dust we tread
Shall change beneath the summer showers
To golden gtain or mellow fruit,
Or rainbow-tinted flowers,

‘The granite rocks disorganize

T'o feed the bungry moss they bear,
The leaves diink daily life

From out the viewleas aiv,

There is no death ! The leaves may fall,
The Qowers may tail and pass away ;

They only wait through wintry hours
The coming of the May.

There is no death! An angel form
Walk’s o'er the earth with silent tread ;

He bears our best-loved things away,
And then we call them * dead.”

He leaves our hearts all desolate ;

He plucks our fairest, sweetest flowers ;
Transported into bliss they now

Adorn immortal bowers,

And where he secs o smilo too bright
Or heart too pure for taint or vice,

He bears it to that world of light,
To dwell in paradise ;

Born unto that undying life,
They leave us but to come again ;
With joy we welcome them—the same,
Except in sin and pain.

And ever near us, though unscen,
The dear immortal spirits tread ;
Tor all ths boundless universe
In life-—there are no dead.

. &

Rain from Heaven.

Oxoe a little girl came to her
clergyman with three dollars and fifty
cents for missions,

¢ How did you collect so much9 Is
it all your own?” asked tho clergy-
man,

“Yes, sir. I earned it.”

“But how Mary ? You are so poor.”

“Plense, sir,” auswered the child,
“when I thought how Jesus had died
for me, I wanted to do so uething for
him, and I heard how money was
wanted to send the good news out to
the heathen ; and as I had no money
of my own, I earuned this by collecting
rain-water, and selling it to washer-
women at & penny a bucketful. That
is how I got the money, sir,”

“My dear child,” said the clergy-
man, “I am very thankful that your
love to your Saviour has led you to
work so long and pationtly fgr him.
Now I shall put down ysur name as a
misgionary subscriber.”

“Oh, no, sir | Please not my nawme,”

“Why not, Muary §” .

“Plense, sir, I would rather no one
knew but IIm. T should like it to be
put down as ‘Rain from heaven.’”

Prince Harry's Thread ang
Needle,

Maxy customs handed down from
olden times, are still observed nt the
ancient seats of learning in Euyland
~~Oxford and Cambridge,

At Queen's College, Oxford, a buu's
head is served up on Christmas-day, a9
was done three hundred years awo
and on New Year'sdav, every gue
at the dinner-table 1 college-hull 1
presented with a needle and thread,
the latter being in three colowrs—red,
black, and blue—emblen s of medicine,
divinity, and law,

Clever men have long §  led thew-
selves to find out the origin of this
very ancient custom. une solution
given is, that the name of tho founder
of Queen’s College was supposed to be
taken from the French words which
mean “needlo” and “thread;” bLut
another historian tells low King
Henry V., when he was Princo of
Wales, presented himself before his
father in o blue satin cont, which was
full of eyelet-holes, and in every eyelet
the needle und sillke used to work it
was left hanging; and it is supposed
that Prince Henry was a student of
Queen’s, whence arose this curious ob-
servance every New Year's-day. King
Henry IV, his father, was very much
afraid his son would tuke the crown
from him, and was therefore glad to
see him habited as a scholar,

# The Porter's Mistake.

ALexANDER, the late Emperor of
Russia, was remarkable for his affuble
disposition. His attachment to his
tutor, La ITarpe, was rather that of a
son than of u pupil. One day he went
to visit La Harpe, as was his custom,
alone; the porter was a new servant,
and did not know him; he asked his
name, and was answered, * Alexander.”
The porter then led him into the ser-
vants’ hall, told him his master was
at his studies, and could not be dis-
turbed for an hour. 'The servants'
homely meal was prepared, and the
prince was invited to partake of it,
which he did, without aflectation,

When the hour was expired, the
porter informed La Huarpe that a
young man of the name of Alexander
had been waiting some time, and
wanted to see him. ¢ Show him in.”
But what was La Harpo's surprise to
see his pupil! e wished to apolo-
gise; but Alexander, placing his tinger
on his lips, said, “My dear tutor, do
not mention it; an hour to you is
worth o day to me; and, besides,
have had a hearty breakfast with your
servants, which I should have lost had
I been nduitted to you when I first
came,”

The poor parter’s feclings may bo
better imagined than described ; but
Alexander, laughing, said, “I liko you
the better for it. You are an honest
servant, and thete ave o hundred rou-
bles to convince you that I think
s0.”

s




By S - ——— =
- HOME AND SCHOOIL, 128
#“Take My Yoke Upon You,” |evil, cannot fail of & good degree of |  While singing the elosing hywn, A Clean Heart.
1xpER the shade of a walnut treo suceess,  There are not all hera who | Mr. Swanton entered the room as £b- | Lrrriy Bannarp was a boy, only
1 leaned on the fence one sammer day, should be, Same we in the saloons;{ruptly as he had loft it, and, going | gaven years old. o felt tue nend of
uil Wat-hing the butterfly ard the hes, sowe, too, for whom mothers are pray- | forward to the phiform, stood with | gvarcoming the sinful temper which
e Sicathing the fragrance of new-made hay. | ing,  God pity those mothers, and for- | bowed head until the singing ecased. } 114 found i"n him, and his pastor had
nd 'Il)‘:'lkl““v);’t;“t::;’:;lp;’l":)f"}:“l'z'l’l‘zl‘;‘v‘;:: give us, who are i_n a large measure | Then, i.n ¢ hugky voies, he said : told him to ask f’ﬂr a clean heart. On

‘md the farmer tradxed around his fiold, responsible for their sorrow | “Friends, I havo come to ask for | gapiath he prayed for a clean heart.
'y l And laughed to think of the lusvious yicld. “. Weo have allowed the sale of in-|your forgivencss and your piayers. | oy Monday he coue down from his
r::q ’ Within the bars was an empty wain - :.0;:‘: d';"]‘f Ill?:ms llln Ou_: 3‘3'1%‘1 %:Si ]I had f‘)"g"t‘t_:"“u""‘ T was ’L’Ol‘;“d tz room with his face wreathed in smiles.
g 1ts skeleton rack outspreading high, r ) WO v,(' alowea tis sale, and | love n}y neighbour a8 raysell. “ 0 mother, I am so haPI’,V. 1 do not
b Jat toughly wrought for the heavy strain | WO &T0 Very guilty.” revelation has been made to me this | yow what to do!” He wanted to

N Of the load heaped on it by-and-by. Mach-more than this said the leader | evening. A sorrow has come to mo}yyp and jump, and shout. He asked
ul, Heavy enough, thought I, and the pull, ~—cach uttevance s personal accusa-|such as I would not have believed | g mother not to give Lim any more
o, What will it bo when they fill b full,— tion, of which he accepted his full | could ever fall to my lot, and my eyes | Jessons to learn unless they had Jesus
ety Sl::{::_ttl;;tx:';m zl;':g lctfi(:;{)tsyulgat;: road | pare. He then offered an ocarnest | have been opened. I say mow that|in them. *His name is so sweet!”

prayer that all might be made to see | the saloons in our midst must “e| «Qupminister said our hearts might

e Anon thoy brought to the waggon'sside | their duty, and have strength to per- | closed. They must be closed ; and | ho made ¢whiter than smow.” Ain't
i %t?l?vz::t::::i‘:laciim:x(xldf::ii;fzm;di::;r;xi'ﬁh’ form it. you can count on me for all my in- | nine white now? Will I have to
on A sight to scc in his hoi ght and length, ! .:&fter snrnging a hymx} there was an fluence s worth, and for generous |y any more for a clean heart? Or
lor They pnt on his neck the heavy yoke ominous silence, in which the ticking | pecuniary aid.” will I have to pray to have it kept
be With hand as light as & baby's stroke; of the clock could be distinetly heard. | Before those who listoned had re- | clean ¢” -
ch Moveless ho stood with & placid fuce, At length this silence was broken by | covered from their surprise, Mr. Swan- 1 He told his sister that, the morning
ut As if thoy had put on him bands of Iace. 4, pastor, who acknowledged Ins re- | ton was gone. e had not dreamed | 1o was blest, Lo prayeci and prayez
ng Then to yoke in with this giant mild, missness, and pledged himself to|of danger to his only son ; but others | for a white heart, but it scemed as if
of They hrought a young bullock, slight and | greater fidelity. knew that Harold Swanton was an|pe never could have onc; but then,
tis ., Blim; Tho next voice heard was that of & | occasional visitor in the saloons, and | aj] at onc~ it seemed as if his heart
g His I":ﬂ.’ls dwe" trombling, his eyes wero poor woman who sat in an obscure | that during the last fow months his | was made white, and he was so happy,
et And :llm; tried to get the yoke on him, | corner of the room, as though wishing | visits had become more frequent. The | he didn’t know what to do. :
it With snort of torror, and plunge and strain, | to escape observation. “There will [ pride of his father and the idsl of his | TLittle Ballard was a scholar in the
ed Ho tugged and pulled with his might and [ be hope for my boy if the saloons are | mother, there was, notwithstanding | infant class in the Sablath-school, and
of main ; closed. Tt has seemed to me sowe- | his brilliant talents, something of | was such a good boy that his teacher
b- Olert l:lmd o;f‘rlafr;il‘:::'ai llnlti‘nl:l:;:? ke times that God had forgotten us, and | recklessness in his character, which | never had to reprove him. He showed
ng wre ey contt ¢ yoke. I came in here this evening to see if | made any excitement peculiarly fasci- | by his spirit and conduct that he had
oh 3t under the yolo went he at length 3 1 could get any help or comfort, I|nating, a clean heart.

‘n The \t\'ain. was piled with tho fragrant | 00 ¢hankful T came. I shall have How it happencd was never really What & beautiful sight! A child
to They 111’;2& and pressed it with all their faith now to keep on pray ing, and | known outside of th? 3"]‘)?“3 but in & | 50 young showing forth the power of
Atrength, may God bless Deacon White for what | trial of strength, either in angry or | grace so fuliy, that all who had know-

Till the creaking ribs would hold no more. | he has said to us!” good-natured contest, the young man | Jedge of him could sce that he followed

Then out of the field, alonyg thc.x‘o\\d, Others oxpressed themselves glad | wag so severly injured, that for a time Jesus, and bore his image.

.-tn-a:y tllwy w.ont. v;itl; Sw S\Y-l);lng ltz:\d.m that so important a matter had been | he was thought to be dead. Happily, | Dear children! You need to have
of fl'lln.o iiatllz::;iﬁitolﬂ?er llx‘;illfl‘;c&):l:nrgo.nw 80 .forcibly presen.ted., and declared however,.h.e soon rallied ; “_“d .when your sins forgiven, and Jesus will for-
le their readiness to aid in any way pos- | the physician proncunced him in no | give them it you truly repent and ask
is Al:dvt,h.cre was something that sairltome:” sible the work of reform. immediato danger, Mr. Swanton re-}him to forgive, Then he will give
a Oh: t:::;st;?o:ll:;?fdh?wt?; i?;?:ﬁ:,mou; .Tlfen arose Mr. Swanton, & tall, [ turned to the chapel to‘ac.know]edgc you all the same blessing that little
b Who to thy burden was fain to bow, dignified gentloman, whose uttorances | his newly-awakened convictions. Ballard received, if you will come to
n, lending his nock to the dreadful strain, | were always measured, and whose | Ag the door closed behind him for | im, and ask him for it as Dallard
t, Yoked by his Father to human pain, opinions were always positive. He|the second time, a low murmur ran | did; and you too will be so happy if,
is Thon to thee snying, “ Yoke in with me, | was sorry to disagreo with what | round the room, the change in his | jike him, you feel ¢hat your hearts are
'-” Aud I will carry thy load and thee, scomed to be the prevailing sentiment | feelings was fully appreciated. made clean—if, D. J.

- T”“S' S. Times. of the evening, but he could not be-| He had said the saloons must be .
18 . lieve himself in any way responsible | closed. It was voted unanimously by Engaging Manners.
s- Deacon White's Prayer-Meeting. for the sale of intoxicating liquor, | the fifty who had met for prayer, that TaERR fmg“ Snousand pretty, on-
s Deacon Witk was to lead the | neither was he prepared to go all| they “shall be closed.” gaging little ways which every I:"’“‘”“
o weekly prayer-meeting, und, contrary | lengths for its suppression. There| Absent members of the church were may put on without running the risk
t, to custom, he P"efe"ed not to an-|ghould be caution and discretion, lest | induced to join in the crusade. This of being deemed affected orafoppish—
nounce the topic the evening in ad-|ga mistaken zeal should bring upon | one church moved two other churches the sweet smile; the quiet, cordial
o vance, Curiosity, perhaps, as well as | them some greater evil. to a prayerful consideration of duty, [y o0, the em-ner:t. movement in ad-
a interest, drew a largor number than | At this point in his remarks, a|and it was not long before their pur- dress,ing a friend, or, more especially,
" usual to the place of prayer. young man came hurriedly into the pose was accomplished. There was a stranger, whom onoe may recommend
d The singing was inspiring, the Scrip- chapel, and, after speaking to him for | not even the necessity of a recourse to our regards; the inquiring glance;
» turo read was eminently practical, and | 4 moment, went as hurriedly out.|to law., The combined influence of the gra c.ef al attention, which is so
o the subject proposed for consideration | Stopping for no apology, 3Mr. Swanton | the members of theso churches created captivating when united with self-
- one which appealed to every man, |geized his hat, and, while a strange|a public sentiment which could not be possession—that will insure us the
r woman, and child present. pallor overspread his face, left the | resisted. good regards of even a churl.
0 “ Ag professing Christians, what is | room. Deacon White's prayer-meeting | = Ayqye all, there is & certain softness
3 our duty in regard to the sale of in- This, however, proved but & mo-| marked an epoch in the history of the | o oo v:'hich should be cultivated,
I toxicating liquors in our midst” mentary interruption to the meeting, | town, Since then there has been | . 4 Crich —in either man or woman
r %It is timo this question was seri- | which was prolonged beyond the usual greater activity in all departments of | __ adds & charm that almost entirely
1 ously asked and as seriously answer- | time. Lesolutions were passed, and legitimate business. ‘There has been compensates for Jnck of beauty. The
£ ed,” said the good deacon. “On my | pledges given, so that Deacon White | 5 higher standard of morality, more | . 0" n be modulated so to intonate
way here I passed two saloons where | felt sure of support in any course of | consistent Christian living, and more that it will speak directly to the heart,
o beer and cider are sold openly, and |action he might undertake. entire consecration to the service of and from that elicit an answer—and
b where, I have no doubt, stronger| Enthusiasm had been sroused, and | the Tord. politeness may be made_essential to
1 liquors are sold more secretly. And, | attention called to an evil the magni-| OQh| for a Doacon White in every | gur nature. ~Neither is the time
& nmy friends, we are respousible for | tude of which, although but half| ;hurch to convinco its members of the | thrown away in attending to such
- thix. There are fifty men and women comprohended, scemed well-nigh over | ¢arrible fact that they are verily.guilty things, insignificant as they may seow
¢ here this evening, and £fty working | whelming to those who almost for the | in tpis matter of liquor seilingl— |to those who engage in weightier
with might and main against any local | first time gave it & serious thought. National Temperance Advocale. matters. .
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The Prohibition Demand.

L1sTEN to me, ye rulers, an answer I do.
mand—

Here's & dram.shop, thers's a dram-shop—
wiy, there’s hell on every hand ;

You plant them at the workshop, you plant
thom at tho door,

You regulate the traflic till the atream of
bleod runs o'er,

And like a wofnl river gathering ruin as it
£00S~—

Cursing men and women, children—to anni.
hilation flows,

You regulate the traffic 7—why, the thing’s
a monstrous lio !

Will ye not veform it wholly till an angel
from the sky,

With a sound of flame and vengeance, scorch
your soul and burn your oyes?

Abolish, crush the cursed thing. Arise!
arise ! arise !
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Our Father Invites Us to Come.

‘Whay Lhould people be shy of God ¢
He is doing everything to woo and
win them, and to secure their confi-
dence. So much has he done, that he
aske—and I cannot answer—what he
could have done more. He waits on
his throne of grace to be gracious to
them, but they come not near to him.
He even calls to-them to come to him,
usirg, too, the language of most affec.
tionate address: “Son, my son ;7 but
they respond not, “ Abba, Father.”

It is strange they should treat this
Father so. They treat no other father
80. What child does not, in the morn-
ing, salute his father?! And what
father does not expect the salutation
of each child, as he comes into his
presence? Ob, yes, we love our father
who is on earth, and we remember
with gratitude the favours he does as,
And does the Father of our spirits—
the giver of every good gift—deserve
no daily notice from us—no affection-
ate salutation, no grateful recognition
of indebtedness to him? Iam certain he
expects it, for he says, “A son honour-
eth his father; if then I be a father,
where is mine honour $”

He clnims to be a father; and oh!
how well he has established that
elaim! Truly be is n father, and
*“like as n father pitieth his children,
50 the Lord pitieth” his, And to the
compassion of the father, ho adds the
tender care and untiring mindfulness
of the mother, “Can a woman,” he
asks, “forget hor sucking child$” She
may, he says, but Le will not forget
his people. How strange it is thag
men will not go to the closot to meet
and to pray to such a Father|—
Nevins,

A Resolve to be Converted.

Tae Rev. Mr. McLaughlan ob-
served: “I was preaching in May-
bole, Scotland, on one oceasion, and
there came to the meeting, among
others, a Indy deeply anxious about
her soul. As she herself afterwards
said, ‘T came to the meeting that
night, having made up my mind that
I weuld be converted.’

“When she went home she prayed
that God would open her eyes, and,
taking down the old family Bible, in
the presence of her father and mother,
she opened it with a prayer that the
Holy Spirit would guide her hand and
her heart. The first pnssage on which
her eyes fell was John 3:16, ‘God so
loved the world,” ete. The next was,
‘The wages of sin is death, but the
gift of God is eternal life.” She ac-
cepted God’s gift then and there.
And then, from her full beart, she
cried, ¢Thanks be unto God, for his
unspeakabie gift’ She felt, indeed,
as if that was the most appropriate
thanks she could give—thanks for his
unspeakably heavenly gift. That lady
is now one of the foremost Christian
workers in Maybole, and she always
says, ‘I just took Christ at his word,
When he offered me himself, the heav-
enly gift, I at once accepted him.’”

If Only Cared Forl

PacoED and rough and unsightly
with weeds, prickly with thistles, bur-
dened with burdock and plantain and
the dead undergrowth of previous
years—what & poor crep of grass such
a field promises to yield! If it could
only be cared for, the weeds clenred
up and cleared out, the soil enriched
and nourished, wh-t results might be
gathered from thut patch | Long
neglected and much abused, still what
choice possibilities are in that field !
In this world, where hunger is cer-
tain and bread dear, the sight of this
neglect is not agreeable,

“If only cared for!” How many
souls there are which now are like the
neglected field! Thyre is the uncouth,
hardened gamin in the street. There
is the girl in some house neglectful of
God. TIf these souls were only cared

for! If those natures were weeded,
and the sceds of prayer and right
living planted, what harvestings of
virtues, dear to God and conscerated
to humanity, would follow ! «Jf only
cared for!” Let us shorten that la.
ment to the good record, “Cared for.”

THE LEANING TOWFR O) PISA.

The Leaning Tower of Pisa.

Pisa is a quiet town in Ttaly, about
six miles from the sea. The chief
boast of the people of Pisa, who num-
ber about twenty-five thousand, is the
Piazza del Duomo; and to this place
overy visitor directs his steps. The
Cathedral, the Leaning Tower, the
Baptistery, and the Campo Santo are
situated at this place.

The Campanile, or Leaning Tower,
is & most remarkable structure. It
was begun in 1174, by Bonannus of
Pisa, and William of Innsbruck; and
finished by Tomaso Pisano, in 1350,
It rises in eight stories, each of which
is surrounded by half columns, Tt
has six colonnades. Its height is
one hundred and seventy-nine fect
(nearly as high as the monument in
London), and it overhangs thirteen
feet. Whether being so much out of
the perpendicular was intended or
simply accidental is not known.

The view from the top, which is
reached by two hundred and ninety-
four steps, is beavtiful, and includes
the town, the sea, and the mountains
to the north-east.

Why Mr. 8. C. Hall Became a
Teetotaler,

Wmisr upon an excursion in the
county Wicklow, Mr. Hall visited the
far-famed Glendalough, or Seven
Churches. On his entrance to the
glen he was mot by an Irish lad of
sixteen or seventeen years of age, who
offered to act as his guide. The offer
was accepted, and he proved to be an
exceedingly intelligent companion,

While rambling about, Mr. Hall
produced a flask of whiskey, and of-
fered his companion a “dram ;" but
the boy rofused it, and said he was a

tectotaler.  Mr., Hall appeared in-
credulous, and, in order to test his
sincerity, he offered him money to
violate his pledge. Tive shillings wete
offered to him, but without efieet.
The bribe was increased by degrees to f
a sovereign—the boy's frame, the
while, trebling, and his eyes flashing
with indignation. At length he stood
forward in an attitude of manly firm-
ness, and, with much dignity, ex
claimed :

“8ir, you know not what mischief
you are tempting me to do. Young
as I am, I have bheen a drunkard.
Many are the half-ccowns I have
carned as a guide in this place, and
then spent it on whiskey. The gentle-
men used to give me a dram out of
their bottles, just as you have offered
one to e now, and I was then but
too willing to accept it. After getting
the taste of it, I would go to a public-
house and spend on drink all I hud
carned during +he day. But, sir, that
was not the worst of it. I am the
only support of my mother, and while
L was drinking she was left to starve.
Think of her misery and my selfish-
ness! But the times are changed
with us. I have been for sometime a
tectotaler. I took the pledge from
Father Mathew, and, with the help of
God, Il keep it while I live. Al
though I am not ill.dressed now, !
have much better clothes for Sundays
and holidays, none of which I was in
possession of while I was in the habit
of going to the public-house. And,
beside this, mother has every comfort
that she can desive. All this happi-
Ness you are endeavouring to destroy.
You tempt me to break my pledge~—
to become false to my vow made before
God and man. O, sir, you do not
kuow what you are doing! I would
not break my pledge for all you are
worth in the world,”—Brit. Workman.
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Chautaugqua Hymn.
(Written for the Opening of the Canaan
Chautanqua, Niagara-on-the-lLake,)

BY JANET CARNOCIHAN,
O Faruer, patient, loving, kind,
As thou art merciful and wise,

Comfort and aid we come to find,
Above, boyond ourselves vo yisc.

In this our meoting, Lord, we pray

Fer grace and halp from thee alone,
That we, in all wo do and say,

And think, way be in truth thine own,

Our intellects we bring to thee,

To gquicken, strengthen and vefine
White Nature’s solemn mystery,

Slowly, from height to height, we climb.

Our hearts to cleanse, our wills subdue,
Our lives direct, Master divine s
Qurselves to theo we bring avew,
Our bodies, Saviour, all are thine,

\While these, thy glorious works we trace,
T'his broad biue lake, this sunset sky,
Through leafy arches gee thy face,
And ¢ Father, Father,” humbly cry.

Or gaze at midnight's solemn hour
On planct pale or brillinnt star,

In each, aund all, we see thy power
Alike to us or worlds afar.

And now, dear Y.ord, we may not go
Unless with us thou wilt abide;

1In joy or ygrief, in weal or woe,
In life, in death, be thou our guide.

Litile Folks Among the Zulus.

Arrica has a warm clitnate—-so
warm, that the little babies do not
need any clothes. But it is too cold
sometimes for the little tender babe to
be without a blanket. There is oc-
casionally a white frost down in the
decp valleys in the winter, but it
never comss up the hills to the houses
on the coast. Away back—sixty miles
from the coast—there is a little ice;
and beyond that, on the mouutains,
there is some snow. My children had
naver seon snow when they came to
America. One morning, as they came
down from their sleep:ng-rooms, they
saw, for the first time, the ground all
white. They weve very much excited,
and rushed out to pick up the snow to
see what it was like. But they threw
it down quickly, for, they said, it

L.

burned their tingers.  They did not
know that snow wouid burn,

The Zulu mo*her buys a cotton
blanket that costs her a good deal of
money-—seventy-five cants—to wrap
up the babe on these cunl mornings.
She has no bed or crib to p1t the little
one in, so she lays it on a 1t on the
ground, and there it sleeps sweetly.
‘The mother has not mneh work to do
in her hut. She has no clothes to
make, or wash, or mend. She does
not even wash her bignket often, for,
she says, io will wear it out to wash it
—and 1 think it would wear holes in
it if she should wash it clean. She
has only one dish of food to cook at a
meal ; she sets that out in the middie
of the floor, and the men gather
avound it, sitting on the ground, and
eat with wooden spoons until they are
satisfied. Then the women and chil-
dren comec and eat what they want,
and if there is anv left the dogs lap it
out of the dish. So the woman has
only one dish and a few spoons to
wash, and only one room in her hut to
sweep out, and no furniture to dust.

But she does not expect to live in
idleness, since her husband bas paid
ten bead of cattle for her. She takes
great pride in having a nice garden—
as much so as your mothers in having
a nice house. When the mother goes
out into the garden to work, she ties
the babe on her back with the blanket
I have spoken of, and marches out
with a great hoe on her shoulder, a
dish of sour milk on her head to feed
the babe with, and her hands full of
ears of corn. Arriving, she scatters
the corn broadcast, and commences
her digging, swinging back and forth,
with her little one on her“back, thus
rocking her babe to sleep. She then
lays it on the soft grass, in the shade
of a tree, and, although there are so
many snakes all about there, we have
never heard of their biting the little
ones. There is one very large snake
there—large enough to swallow a
babe. I have caught them as larye as
a stove-pipe, and sixteen feet long.
But they do not swallow the children.

When thelittle one wakes
up it eries just as white
childiven do, and the mother
throws down her hoe, and
rmng to it just as fast as
any of your mothers ron for
you when they hear yon
erying.  Sheloves her ¢luld
just asmuch as white moth-
ers do theirs, Tt is hangry,
and the mother feeds it
with that sour milk she has
brought on her head. They
never drink sweet milk —
neither the children nor the
grown people ; and it is
more convenient to have it
sour, for their dishes ave
always sour.  The mother
has u nice way of feeding
her little one without cup
or spoon. She puts her
hand just under the babe’s
mouth and makes a tunnel,
and, pouring in the milk, it runs right
down the child’s throat,

When the little fellow is big enough
to run all about the hut, and he sees
his father has some food ready to eat
—it may be thick milk, with boiled
corn-menl—he comes, and holds out
his two hands put together, and says,
“Gt pe babe whudlla hwako okwmw
wandi” (*Give me, papy, some food
of yours, which is nice.”) The father
fills his hands heaping full, and he
laps it all out, without spilling & drop
on the ground.

The children are contented with
plain food, and have but one kind of
food at a meal. They never complain
of a hard bed, though they sleep on a
mat ou the ground, often withont
even a little blanket to cover them.
If you should go into their hut you
would find “ the little darkeys in bed,
with nothing over them.”

They ave just os happy as the goats
they sleep with at night, or as the
monkeys that come down from the
tops of the trees to steal the corn as
soon as it is ripe. They are as cheer-
ful as the baboons that come out from
among the rocks to seratch up the
corn the mother plants, if she does
not remain in the garden all day and
keep them out.

They are very fond of play. One
of their amusements consists in
making oxen, and cows, and other
animals, of clay. They skip and jump
about as happy and joyful as the
animals nbout them. But there is a
kind of happiness which you have
and whieh they have not, and they do
not know how to get it until missicn.
aries come and tell thew.— William
Mellen.

Tur law of the harvest is to reap
more than you sow. Sow an act and
you reap a habit; sowa habit and you
reap a charucter; sow a character and
you reap a destiny.

SOMETIMES n noble failure serves the
world as faithfully as a distinguished
suecess.

The Beggar.

“ A BEGGAR! a hegaar!” shouted
hat-n-dozen boys, 28 the bent form of
aa obl man tottered toward them. He
was a sad sight.  His clothes were in
tatters, his bat had lost its crown, and
his poor feet were bare.  * Pleaso give
me o few peimnies to Luy my diuner
with,” said he, holding out his trem-
bling hand.

Dick Jones, whe sat on the fence
putfing a cigar, answered: “It’s a
shatye to see a men begging. T never
give to such. Tt's money thrown
away. What brought you down so
low, old wan?”

Ah! Dick had asked the right
question—a question that carried the
beggar back te boyhood ; and, gather-
ing courage and strength from the
remembrance of his young life, he
told & simple but true story.

“What brought me here? Yes,
what did? T'll tell you. Just what
will bring you, young wman, where I
am—idleness, and the stump of a
cigar picked up after some great man.
Ihese made a beggar of an innocent
boy. You don’t believe me. None
of the boys do. My parents were
vich  They loved me, and said their
boy should never work as lis father
had. They let me run in the streets;
they waited on me; they gave me a
hor¢e, and a dog, and money. I saw
ministers and congressmen smoking
and chewing. I thought if these great
men did it, su.cly boys might; and
once, when I was sick, the doctor said,
‘Tobaceo won’t hurt him.” I learned
to love tobacco. That called for some-
thing stronger. [ took wine and beer
because smart men did. T got little
jobs here and there—about theatres,
saloons, and taverns. Then 1 learned
r¢ driuk whiskey—and you know the
vest, D’'m old, and ponr, and despised
novi, 'What bLrought me here, did
you ask? Idleness, tobacco, whiskey.
Throw away that cigar, boy—throw
it away. I’ve Leen over the road, and
I know.”

Dick didn’t believe the old man,
and so he losfed, and pufled, and
drank, and went over the same road
at Jast. Poor Dick!

Don't Jest with the Bible.

A GENTLEMAN of keen wit used
often to print his remaiks with some
apt quotation from the Bible. A
friend, who greatly admired him, was
present in his last hours, and asked—
with deep sympathy—what was the
future outlook.

“ Very gloomy, indeed,” was his re-
sponse. Surprised and decply pained,
his friend hasteved to quote some
precious promises suited to the solemn
hour.

“X have spoiled them all for my-
self,” was his answer. There is not
one but is associated with some jest.”

His light went out in darkness,
though his name was gn the church-
roll. What a lesson is heve for all
who are willing to be taught by it!
Lay it to heart.
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The Pioneers.
BY W. D. LiGHTHALL.

Avi yon whe, in vonr oo s broad,
Know nature o< cinvns,

Waith pretrred sbide and fiuicul god
Ard herdy on vordayt g0~

Remetnber thoe who fuucht tae tiees
And enly hardships broed,

And g0 for us of all degroes
All trom the forest saved,

And you who stroll fu leisure { enzs
Along vour aty squares,

Thank those who there have fought the trees,
And dared the welves and Leara,

They met the great woods in the fice,
Those gloomy shades and stern

Withetond and conguaered, and your race
Supplants the pine and fern.

Where'er we look, their work is there;
Now land and man are free:

On overy side the view grows fair
Anid Eden yet shall be,

The credit’s theirs who all day fought
‘The stubborn giunt hosts,

We hiave but built on what they wrought ;
Theirs were the honour-posts.

Though plain their lives and rude their dress,
No common men were they :

Some came for scorn of slavishness
That ruled lands far away ;

And some came here for conscience’ sake,
For Empire and the King;

And some for Love a home to make,
Their dear ones here to bring,

First staunch men left, for Britain’s name,
The South’s prosperity ;

And Highland clans from Scotland came—
Their sires had aye been free ;

And England oft her legions gave
To found a race of pluck ;

And ever came the poor and brave
And took the axe and struck,

Each hewed, and saw a dream-like home ! —
Hewed cn—a scttlement |
Struck hard : through mists the spire and
done
The distance rim indent !
So Lonoured be they midst your easo
And give them well their due:
Honour to those who fought the trces,
And made a land for you |

A BOY'S FRIENDSHIP.

A Story of Boy Life in England.

CHAPTER VI
OLD BE!" PRAISES THE LORD,

YEAR passed av.ay. People
said that the Squire had
greatly aged; his eyes had
a worn, far-away look; and
the iron-grey of his locks
was turning to wbite,

He used to walk about the fields,
his gun under his arm, but never
watching for a bird or firing a shot;
more frequently spending an hour
sitting on a bank within sight of the
Church Meatdows, Here he would
talle to himself, or to his dog Griffs,
and to no one else,

The folks in the village grew
alarmed at his manner, he was so
strange at times. Nobody dared to
speek to him about his missing son—
not even his disconsolate wife; and
yet, again and again, he had been
heard calling, “ George, George ; come
back, 1sd |” along the lonely lane at
nightfall. )

,
Ku o

One day, Dr. Anderson —~driving
from seeing a patient at Tattering
Frrs—met hun, and vag struek by his
woe-hegone appearance,

* Goad woening, Mr, Christie,”

“Eh! there's no good morning for
me.”

“Nay, my dear sir, don't say that.
Cheer up! It doesn’t do to give way,
you know.”

“Give way? Give way! Doctor,
I shiall never look up again.”

Dr. Anderson swiled good hamonr-
»dly, and put his hand upon the
Squire’s shoulder.

“Come, come! I shall have to
preseribo for you, if you take such a
mourrful view of things. Bless my
heart, man, things are not half so bad
as yon imagine.”

The poor old man looked up into
the doctor’s face with an ecarnest,
yearning gaze, which made even him
feel unnerved; and then, in a deep
whisper, said :

“ Doctor, listen, and I'll tell you a
secret. My heart’s just broken over
that lost lad of mine; and wherever
I go—in the woods, about the farm,
or in his bedroom—I hear voices say-
ing, ‘Youw'll never see him again, never
again”

And having said this, evidently
with much difliculty, he covered his
face with his hands, and sobbed aloud.
The doctor got down, fastened the
reins to the fence, and put his arms
round the poor fellow, and let him
“have his cry out,” with his head
leaning on his breast, like that of a
child.

Dr. Anderson was like Luke, a
physician beloved of the Lord, and
when the Squire felt able to listen
and talk a little, he tried to pour into
that wounded spirit the balm which,
in the mercy of God, is for every suf-
fering heart. e told him, too, that
his boy was in sight of Christ, who
loved him better even than his father
and mother, and they must pray that,
if it were his gracious will, the dear
lad might come back again. And
aunder the elms there they stood, and
uncovered their heads, while the prayer
ascended from the doctor, echoed in
the heart of the old Squire, that
George might be restored.

Although hitherto inaccessibly to
the father, our young friend, Frank,
had found a ready way to George's
mother, and was never weary of urg-
ing her to have faith to believe that
the boy would meet her again, She
blessed him a thousand times for his
comforting and encouraging words,
and promised to hope on—hope ever,
One bright autumn Sunday morn-
ing, Frank was preparing for what
was to him an exceptional treat-—that
was to walk with old Ben to one of
his preaching appointments in a dis-
tant village.. The old blacksmith had
just finished his breakfast as Frank
entered. Having no good wife to look
after him, Ben had several little house-
hold affairs to settle bofore he was

had to be washed and put in the cup-
board ready for the worrow, and the
place loft straight and tidy, nc he.
comes tha cottuge of an old mwl re-
spectable bachelor like Ben. Then
the top-hat was fetched from ont of
the bandbox under the bed—a head
covering of somewhat old-fashioned
pattern, and which sat most uncom-
fortably on the furrowed brows of the
old man. But, like the well brushed
black frock-coat, it was indispensable
to the worthy brother, almost as much
50 as the thick volume of Wesley's
Hymns which he thrust into one of
the pockets.

“Now, Master Frank, I'm ready,
my boy, and have been praying ear-
nestly that the Lord may give us a
good time,” .

They sallicd forth—the youth and
the aged man—talking, as they crossed
the fields and trudged along the high-
road, about many things.

Nothing pleased Ben better than to
talk of his earlier days, and how the
Lord called him from darkness to his
marvellous light, when he was a fool-
ish, wayward young man, thinking
little about his soul. And Frank lis-
tened with full appreciation, not the
less that Ben had told him some of
these stories several times before. And
so talking, they reached the village.

The chapel was a little, square
building, up a by-lane, and the wor-
shippers had gjready begun to as-
semble,

An old lady, in a plaid shaw], nod-
ded pleasantly as Ben walked up the
aisle to the pulpit; and the young
men and maidens, who formed the
choir, looked to their music and found
their places. The instruments present
consisted of an accordion, with most
of the pearl off the notes, a bass-viol,
and two rather Ligh-pitched violins,
While Ben was finding the lesson in
the big Bible on his knee, these sweet
singers and sircere players of the sanc-
tuary opened the service by giving
%I will arise,” on their own account,

Frank had found a comfortable
place in a corner seat, and joined
heartily in the hymn, which was pre.
sently sung. Quite as fervently his
yourig heart went out with the prayer
which Ben uttered—a not very cor-
rect one in point of grammar, and
with many references to local and per-
sonal matters not generally heard in
such petitions, but full of grace, sim-
plicity, and truth, The Lord was &
very real Lord to Ben. He had met
him once like as ke met Saul on the
way to Damascus, and the light which
shone arpund had never faded from
Ben’s heart.

His text was from the Psalms, read
slowly, and with solemn emphasis :—

“When the Lord turned agnin the
captivity of Zion, we were like them
that dream,

“Then was our mouth filled with
laughter, and our tongue with sing-
ing: then said they among the heathen,
The Lord hath done great things for

ready. The cup and sauoer and plate.

them,

———

“The Lord hath donoe great thine
for us, whereof wo are gind,” '

“Prai<e the Lord I” s4id a litthe v, -,
at the back, laying down hic Bpreta
cles, ng soon as ever the words bad
beon read.

“Yes,” said Den, “wo il projen
the Lord, brother, Dow't you thnk
the Jews there in Babylon pracd
him!  Why, when they saw the -
clamation of Cyrus stuck about ihe
walls they were glad indeed. I faney
I con see them running through e
streets, and, taking each other by the
hand, say, ‘Have you heard the new.’

back again/’ *Nonsense, man; yon'e
dreaming!” ‘No, I'm not; and [.fecl
80 happy, I've been laughing all the
way along!’ ‘But are you really
sure?’
yourself I’  And then he drags his
friend to the spot where the decree is
posted up, and they read it together;
and then kiss each other, and shout
for joy. Then a crowd of the prople
gather round to look at the strange
ways of the Jewish captives, and,
seeing their gladness, they say, ‘The
Lord hath done great things for them.”
And they turn round and say, with
sparkling eyes, *Yes, he has; the
Lord hath done great things for us,
whereof we are glad.’

“And it’s just for the same reason
Brother Twitts here cried out, ¢ Praise
the Lord” He has done great things
for him and for us too, hasn’t he? If
there’s a man or a woman hero for
whom the Lord hasn’t done great
things perhaps they may hold their
peace ; but us for us, dear friends, we
will praise the Lord.”

And nearly all of them did, with
many a hearty Amen and Hallelujah.

It mattered very little to old Fen

that he had, somehow, begun: with Ins
“thirdly,” and that his bit of paper,
with a brisf note or two, had already
got lost between the leaves of the Bible
in his frequent reference, his heart
was full of his theme, and the mouth
never for a moment Jacked utterance.
He looked the man with the imj aived
accordion full in the face, and told him,
for his comnfort, that David, when he
was happy, played on the harp, which
pleased the Lord. Ie begged tho row
of little Loys and girls, with a loving
tenderness, to “sing praises unwo the
Lord, sing praises,” in the lanes, in
their cottages —everywhere to bless
the good Lord.
Then, when drawing to a close, ho
told them of what ‘“the Lord had
done for his soul;” how, like a poor,
wretched alave, he was fast bound
with the chains of sin, when the Lord
sent a proclamation to him, and out
of Babylon he leaped to Zion, and he
had never tired of telling, again and
again, of the goodness of the Lord.

“ I'll praise him while he lends me breath,
And when my voice is lost in death,
Praise shall employ my nobler powers.

* My days of praise shall ne'er be past,
While life, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.”

‘Noj what is it]" ‘Why, we'ro going

‘Well, come and see it for
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Again in the ovening, Ben was at
Iis post in the pulpit, wighty in an
sitack on the strongholds of sin and
Satan, in the name of the Lord ; and
at the prayer-meeting which followed,
more than one poor soul found its
way into the light and liberty of the
Saviour’s love.

It was dark, save for the glitter of
the stars, when Ben and Frank turned
their faces homewmd, Their two
hearts were both equally aglow with
happiness ; Ben, lifting up his in
praise for the blessing which had at-
tended the sorvices—Frank, that God
was so good to him, and that he might
be made useful to others.

Their way presently lay by the side
of a dense wocd, and Ben was just
reminding Frank of tho passage:
“Yea, though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, I will
fear no evil: for thou art with we;
thy rod and thy staff thoy comfort
me,” when suddenly a man sprang
from the bushes in front of thoem, and
told them, in o determined voice, to
stop. Frank clasped the arm of his
friend more closely, but Ben was not
in the least disconcerted. He could
see that the tall figure was that of a
gipsy, and that he held no stick-or
weapon in his hand.

«Well, friend, if you want my
purse, T can only say, with the apostle,
‘Silver and gold have I none,’ for I
am only a poor blacksmith, with a
light pocket, but n happy heart.”

] don’t want none of your money,”
was the grufl’ reply; “it's other help
as I'm seeking.”

“What is that? We will do any-
thing we can for you.”

« Well, there’s s young chap lying
in our wigwam in the wood yonder.
He came to us some three wmonths
agoue, well-nigh stavved, and I guess
he’s about dying now, and is asking for
his father.”

"« What's his name $”

“Christie, T think.”

0ld Ben whispered into the ear of
Frank + ¢ It's the poor lost one, Master
Frank, und, like the prodigal, he has
come back.”

The gipsy was evidently imputient,
and, at o sign frons Ben, plunged into
the darkness of the wood, bidding the
others to follow.

(To be continued. )}

The Motto.

It is & very hot morning, and a
little girl, scated in the corner of a
large school-room, tries in vain to fix
her attention on the sum before her.
Tor the last half-hour sho has been
trying, but somehow or other the
figures will not come right. Prescutly,
on looking up, she sees on the corner
of the desk a book. Yes, it is the
very one from which her sum was
taken. Just one glance, and she
would be saved all the trouble of
working it out. Rising hastily, she
put out her hand to take it, when she

would Jesus do?” and back she goes
to hor corner, to try--try—try again,
Almost at the snme moment the bell
is rang for the closing of the school,
and the girls troop out, leaving Ada
alune,

By-and-by the sum is finished, and
off Ada runs, her own merry self
again,  “Oh, Lucy,” she says, to a
gentle, fair girl, who is leaning against
the gate, “ how good of you to wait.”

“T should not have waited,” said
Lucy, “had it not been for our
motto.”

“ And it was through the motto I
remmmned in school,” said Ada. And
then she told Luey of her temptation.

“So, Ada, you did not think of
asking Jesus to help you with this
sumn $” said Lucy.

“Well, no. You see, I’ -« not hwii
50 good as you are, Lucy”~—and she
gave hor friend’s arm a gentle squeeze.
“Sometimes I think I don’t love the
Lord at all.”

“I don't think that can be the case,
Ada; for if you did not love him,
why should our motto, *What would
Jesus do?’ have any influence over
yout You see, dear, it is his love to
us poor sinners wo ought to think of,
not ours to him; for the moment we
look away from Jesus to ourselves,
then comes the doubting.”

The two girls had reached their
homes, and their talk for the present
was ended.

Years have passed on. The school-
girls have grown up, and have gone
out into the world. Ada has long
been parted from her friend, and
gentle Lucy often wonders how it is
with her,

After a long interval a letter came,
telling Lucy how that—in the midst
of sorrow, temptation, and sin—Ada
iz still kept in the narrow way, and
that the: motto of their school days,
“« What would Jesus do?” guides her
still,

Dear boys and girls, I do not know
you, but the Lord does, and he loves
you, and asks you to give him your
hearts. May you each one be truly
his, and then this motto, *What
would Jesus do?” can be yours,

If | Were a Boy.

Ir I wero a boy again T would look
on the cheerfal side of everything, for
almost everything has u cheerful side.
Lifa is very much like a mivror; if
you smile upon it, it smiles back again
on you, but if you frown and look
doubtful upon it, you will be sure to
get o similar look in return. I once
heard it said of a grumbling, un-
thankful person: “He would have
wade an uncommonly fine sour apple
if he had happened to be born in that
station of life!”

Inner sunshine warms not only the
heart of the owner, but all who come
in coutact with it. Indifference be-
gets indifference.  “ Who shuts out
Jove, in turn shall be shut out from

love.”

If I were & boy again T would
school myself to say “No” oftener,
I might write pages on the importanee
of lenrning very early in life to gain
that point where s man can stand
erect and decline doing an unworthy
thing because it is unworthy,

If I were a boy again 1 would de-
mand of myself more courtesy toward
my companions and friends, Indeed,
I would rigorously exact it of myself
toward strangers as well,  The small
est courtesies, interspersed along the
rough roads of life, are like the little
English sparrows now singing to us
all winter long, and making that sea-
son of ice and snow more endurable
to everybody.

But [ have talked long enough, and
this shall be my parting paragraph.
Instead of trying so hard as some of
us do to be happy, as if that were the
sole purpose of life, I would, if T were
a boy again, try still harder to deserve
happiness.

A Lesson on Beer-Drinking.

A. DARK-HAIRED, slender young girl,
with larze brown eyes and a pleasant
face, stood in the prisoner’s dock of
the Jefferson Market police court, She
was neatly dressed, though her attire
was well worn; and she stood with
howed head, while an occasiona® sob
shook her slender form. Two other
female prisoners stood in the dock with
her. The one on her right was a bold-
faced wuman of the town, dressed in
cheap but gaudy finery, bedecked with
tawdry jewelry, and evidently familiar
with her surroundings. The other
was an old woman in dirty rags, which
she scarcely held upon her shoulders
with one thin and grimy hand. Her
eyes were bleared, and her face bruised
and bloated.

The judge looked at the strangely
assorted trio. Then he said to the
weeping girl : ;

«How is it that so young s girl as
you have come to this ?”

“Y did not intend to get drunk,
judge,” said the girl. “I went to a
woman's house and we drank some
beer together, and somehow I dou’t
remember what happened afted that
until I found myself in the cell.”

“«How old are you?”

«T am going on sixteen, sir.”

“Sixteen! How do you like your
neighbours? Look to your right ; that
is your next step. 1t won’t take very
long to reach thav state if you con-
tinue as you have begun. Look to
your loft ; that is nearly the end, but
it is the sure end of the downward
path.”

The young girl sobbed, but said
nothing.

«You are young,” resumed his honor.
“This is your first offence; I hope it
will be your last. You can go.”

Tho girl left the court-room with
hanging head, but tae woman on the
right laughed, and the woman on the
left; teerd, as they waited for their

This girl had a bitter lesson; but
how many there are who will never
learn except in a bitter <chool,  The
world is fall of wrecks which have
gone down through drink.  Others are
following who little imagine where
their course will end.  Oh, that youny
and old would be warned by the ruin
into which others have plunged, and
escape for their lives before escupe
shall be impossible.

The Queen.

S lives not in a palace ;
She sits not on a throne ;
She holds no golden sceptre ;
She wears no precious stone ;

And yet her home is regai
No prince ¢’er lived in such

Her subjects feel with gladness,
Their queen’s soft, thrilling touch,

Her word is jewelled sceptre;
Her eyes are shining gems—

No royal barge e’er carried
Such on the royal Thames.

Her subjects are her children;
Her queendom is her life ;

Those who obey her mandates
Call her their—mother—wife.

Jerusalem

In the Middle Ages it was a com-
mon belief that Jerusalem was ex-
actly in the middle of the earth ; and
there are old maps now in existence
in which the Holy Luand is put in the
centre of the old world, just as the
Chinese, in their maps of the world,
now put China in the middle.

In Hereford Cathedral is preserved
s map of the world, supposed to have
been made in the thirteenth century,
in which Jerusalem is placed in the
middle; and at Jerusalem itself, in
the Church of the Holy Sepulehre, is
a round stone, which superstitious pil-
grims of the Eastern Church kiss when
they visit it, so fimly does the old
belief retain its hold on them.

Perhaps it orviginated in the Jews
understanding the texts which speak
of Jerusalem being in the “midst of
the earth” and the “joy of the whole
earth,” in the most literal sense; and
the thought is fancifully expressed in
one of their vld sayings: “The world
is like an eye: the white of the eye is
the ocean surrounding the world ; the
black is the world itself ; the pupil of
the eye is Jerusalem ; and the image
in the pupil is the temple.”

To us, Jerusalemn must ever be a
cer.tral attraction, since it was there,
among those sacred stcnes—now, alas !
in ruins—that the holy Saviourlived,
and preached, and died. It was there
that his sacred feet last trod the earth;
there that his disciples beheld his as-
cension through the clouds ; and still,
as we lock toward Jerusalem—-defiled,
laid waste, and made a heap of stones
—she points to Jerusalem above—
Jerusalem the golden, the sweet and
blessed country, the home and land of
rest. —Flfrida.

(I RACEFUL manners from a bad heart

turn,

stops, saying, half aloud, “What

are witcheraft's astonishment.




Heaven,

Tirrnn wea an sonowing hearts hut heaven
| enfolds thom,
: Aud Chast Can give them gest
F He takes our <onds, ali torn wath sind, wnd
hshds them
Close ta his lovimg hreast.

l Was this feast kept in the spirit in wieh
! tiod comuunded through all their een-
s cee Neh, 8,17, \
Whet wos the cevon given by Mo .es for
i this sumt of oy which should charae-

! ter'z - thas teast 2 Dent, 16, 15,
bOWhot vreat purposs was beneath this joy-
!

Soof vay alway - For forty yemas it was o
constunt reminder of Jehovab's pre ence,
Clowd was takon wp —"That 1, yove mto ’Il‘lld
aiv m the aaht of Wll the poople. They
petehed- That is, they patehed then tonts
and encamped,  Phe commaundment wr th
ford— Not s commmuniment in word, but
they eane scon to cadl this guiduinyg doud the
comm urloint of the Loxd,
GUrstions ror Howr S1em,

1. The Cloud,

What was the cloud to which reference

iz made in ver, 157
When did that eloud th<t appear ¥
What strange peculiatty alway ~ marked
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FOR THE HOLIDAYS,

I order to reduee var stoek, ns well ar,
give the readmg public sn opportungy 1,
pl\wlll‘b‘ gum! blml;x at gvcatl_\ 1edue ed ll[ FENEN
we propuse from tine to thne to jsue b o
of booki, stating to whom most suptatile .t
prices less than ever olfeved before

ful . delaatien
3. The Gratpul poople,

When this teast wascelebrated whut mem
ories wonld would naturaliy come to
their wminds ¥ .

Whut was there in their past history for
which to he gratcful? . ,

What wonderful fact voncerning God’s

U weary heut, presson ! there yet remameth
This rest for thee;

U weary soul, tol on ! his love vestraineth
And blesseth me,

The following Looks, suitable for home
circle and  Sunday-school reading, bangd
in Yimp cloth, avernging forty eight to myy
five pages cuch, only ’

He blesseth all things wand-ring and erring,
And far astray
A voiee still comes, lifo's durkened pathways
cheeriny,
“1am the way 1”

I am the truth, the life, the resurrcetion ;"
Though dead in sin,

Flee but to me, thy only sure protection,
And enter in,

In, past the gates which guard the land
inunortal,
‘The vest above,
No stern-browed warder keeps the golden
portal,
Its God is love,

Earth’s vessels may be shatteved, broken,
riven,
And life a loss ;
There yet remains this
heaven ;
Tay down thy cross,

rest, the rest of

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.

STUDIES IN TIE NEW TESTAMENT,
B.C. 14%0])  LESSON VIIL.  [Ave. 19
THE FEAST OF TABEKNACLES,

Lev. 23, 33-44,
GoLoey “I'enT,

The voice of rejoicing und salvation is in

the tabernacles of the righteous,  Psa, 118,

13,

Metory verser, 41-43

OUTLINE,

1. ‘The Solemn Assembly,
2. The Joyful Service,
3. Ilie Gratetul People,

TraEAND Pk, —The suneas in previous
tesson.,

Conseering Lisgs, -There i3 no separa.
tion between the lnst lesson and the present,
The chupters between are sunply the scveral
laws given by God and wiitten by Moses for
the guidance of his people,

EXPLANATIONS, -=Seventh month—Ethanin,
carresporling to our Otober or part of it.
labernucles—"Tents, Feaxt of Tabernucles —
A feust commemorative of the tent life of the
Exodus,  Holy conrocation—A duy observed
by ussembling for worship, as on the Sabbath,
Vo servile work—No daily usual work, Of.

Sering by nre- ~An otfering to he burned upon

the great ultar.  Nolemn assembly—Sume
us **holy convocation.”  7he fruit of the
land—All kRinds of produce of the earti.
Ineell in booths—Or huts inade of branches to
resemble the rough life of the wilderness.
Your generationn—Your children and their
children for all time,

Questions vor HoMx Sropy.

1. The Solemn Assembly.

What was the name of the institution of
which the beginning is recorded in our
lesson ?

What special peculiarity of this celebra-
tion gave it its name?

To what days of modern times do these
Jewish tensts have some resemblance?
How did the Jewigh method of holiday

observance differ from ours

What is the real meaning and  design of
the word * holiday 7

Whas was the value of the oft-recurring
‘“ soleinn assembly 27

Why did this eople need to be kept in
constant memory of God's past dealings
with them?

2. The Joyul Sercice.

Hoew many days was this feast ¢o last ?

tHow wag this feast to be begun and ended ?

\Whut was the first act on this fitst day to
be?

ways commemorate ¥

How large & part diil Sabbath observance
have under the Mosaic law ¢

Is there any reason why under the law of
Christ we should value the Sabbath
less?

What day of national observance have we
which is designed as a day of gratitude
to God ?

Do you always keep it ?

Pracricar Tracuisas,

Memorial days are of divine origin, We

ought to keep ours as Sabbaths,
ow do you keep Christmas Day? It

marks Christ’s birth. . New-yeur’s Day ? It
marks God’s wonderful caro over our years,
Easter Dayt It is the day of the resurrce-
tion,

We ought to worship God more in our
holidays.

Remember that joyful service is aot
revelry.

Remember God’s word is ** rejoice.”

Good fellowship, warm-heartedness, pure
mirth, veal joy are Christian dutics, yea,
Cliristian graces, Be joyful.

Hixrs ror Houn Stopby.

L. Tind surely the time of the year when
this feast was to oceur, whether in the dry
or rainy season, and in what condition the
crops would be,

2. Find what the great yearly feasts were
at this time in their history, In later times
there were seven, how many at this thme ?

3. Study well_the twenty-ninth chapter
of the book of Numbers, beginning at ver,
12, and continuing through the chupter.

4. You will have ditliculty in understand.
ing it all : muke n mwemorandum of every
hard thing and take it to your teacher,

Tur LessoN CaTeciisy,

1. What feast is here described ¥ T'he feast
of tabernacles, 2. When was it to be kept?
Ine the seventh month of the year, 3. What
was to be remembered in this feast? "Thejr
tent life after the Exodus, 4 ilow weto
they to ouxervoit?  With feasting and re-
joicing. 3. How does onr Goroes Trxr de-
scribe one of these feusts?  *The vuice of
rejoieing,” ete

Doctrisar Svaarstios, —Christiun joy,

CATECHISM QUESTION,

8. In what clse is your soul different from
your body? My soul is that within e
which thinks and’ knows, desires and wills,
rlejoices and is sorry, which my body cannot
do.

B.C. 1490) LESSON IX. [Ava. 26
TIHE PILLAR OF CLCUD AND OF FIRE,

Num. 9.15-23. Memory verses, 15, 16.

Gorpey Texr.

O send out thy hght and thy teuth; let
theur lead me, Psa. 43, 3,

OurLINg,

1. The Cloud.
2. The Camp,

TIME AND PLack.—Same ay in the pre-
vious lesson.

Coxnxerive  Links.—Our lessons having
completed a survey of the several laws and
observances given to the peorle, and the
rules which were to govern all their cere.
monial action, return to an incident whiclt
marks the progress of the history, and whicl,
is one of the most wonderful of all the things
which oceurred in this very wonderful his.
tory : the appee.sance and netion of the pil-
lar of cloud and of fire.

EXPLANATIONS.~Onthe duay . . . thecloud
covered the tabernacle—"That was tho first
dayof the first month of thesecond year, 7%e
clond—Not a ** cloud 3 it was n peculiarly
shaped cloud, a dark pillar, not like uny
other clowd, 7'hetent of the textimony—Thnt
i, the inner sanctuary or holy of holies, where
God typically dwelt over the merey-seat,

truth and power would this feast al- it?

Wiere had it remained before the erestion
of tho tubeinacle? o
For how muny yeax did it remain with
them ¢

How was it tegarded by the people?

By what name does it seem to have been
called ?

Of what was ita symbol? 1 Cor. 10. 1.4,

2, The Camp.

By what law was the movement of the
people in the wilderness directed ?

What position in the camp did the taber-
nacle occupy ?

What must ]mvc been the feeling of cach
Israslite concerning the cloud

Hos much certainty did they have of the
sermanence of their encampment?

What lesson concerning the movements of
life might they have gathered ?

What was the prineiple upon which they
selected and abandoned their camps ?
In what respeets is human life the same

to-day ?

Pracrican TracuinNgs.

‘The cloud taught that no encampment was
to be permanent;  thorr life was only o pil-
grimuge,
| Gio’s providence teaches us the same to-
day,

Visible day and night for forty years,
God was very near them. e is us near us
to-day.

The 1svaelite watched the cloud 3 his first
sizht in the morning, his last vision at night.

Do we thus wateh God'’s prescut manifes
tations ¥

The Israclite moved when it moved ; rested
when itrested.  Are we always as obedient ?

The pillar was their guiding light., Said
Christ, I am the ligit." Do wo follow
him as our light and guide ?

Hixrts ror Hose Stupy.

L, The aim of home study is, to become so
familine with the subject-mntter of the lus-
son that it can be studied without buok or
puper in the class,

2. To do this with this lesson read it care-
fully three times through: then try to zay
it all in correet order without help; then
compure with the book to see if you did it
correctly. .

3. Write all the thmgs said about this
cloud in our lesson ¢ then find all the things
said elsewhere ubout the clond. Seco refer-
enecy in Psalms nud Exodus and First Corin-
thians,

4. Write two gond practical teachings of
this lesson, different }rom any in the éues-
tion Book.

T Lissox Carnciisa,

L. How did God show his presence among
his people? By a pillar of clond and five,
2. Where could this ulways be seen? Over
the ark in the tabernuele, ~ 8. How did they
regard the movements of this pitlar of eloud
and fire?  As the commanduient of the Lord.
4. For how long did God give them this sign
of his presence? For forty yenrs. 6. What
prayer of David draws its idea from the
cloudy pillar? O send out thy light,” ete.

DocrriNaL SteckstioN—"he guidance of
God.

CATECHISM QUESTION.

9. Is not your soul then of great valuo?
Yes; because it is myself,

Luke ix. 25, What is a man profited, if
he gain the whele world, and lose or forfeit
his own soul ?

Our Duties,

Gon’s angels drop, like graius of gold,

Our duties 'midst life’s shining sands,
Aud from them, one by one, we mould

Ourown bright crowns with patient hands,
From dust and dross we gather them,

We toil und stoop for love’s sweot sake,
To find euch worthy act u gem
In glory’s kingly dindem

Which we may daily ticher make.

Christopher Thorpe's Victory. A
Dicl;: and His Donkey; or, How te

Ernest Clarke'’s Fall; or, Lead Us Not

How Sam Adams' Pipe Became a

How Tom Tomgkins Made His
Joseph Selden, the Cripple; or, an

John Worth ; ¢r, The Drunkard’s Death.

Kitchen Temperance Society, and

Little Sermons

Nettie Leigh's Birthday. By A. E. R,
Philip Markham's Two Lessons

Procrastinating Mary.
Rig‘é‘lﬁ Opposite, A Tale by Luctus M,

Rosa May's Christmas Dream, and

Secrub; or, The Workhouse

Story of Two
The Best Master; or, Can Conchmen

The Bible the Book for All
The Victim ; or, An Lvening’s Amuse-

Tottie’'s Christmas Shoes,

THE BRITISH WORKMAN SERIES.

C. W. COATES, Montceal, Que.

Fifteen Cents Net, Post-paid,

Tale for the Upper Classes, By Nrwsn,
Broox,

Pay the Rent. By ‘the author of
“ Philip Markhan'’s "T'wo Lessons,”

into Temptation. By NeLsik Broox.

Pig. By J. W. Kirrox, author of
**Buy Xxour Own Cherrics.”
Fortune. By Mgs, L. E. Rks.
Angel in our Home. By the author of
**The Dalrymples,”

By Mgs. Barroun.
How it was Formed. By Nersi

Broox,
for Little People,
By WiLLiay Looke,

By the author of “ Dick and His
Donkey.”

A Story for
Young Girls,

ARGENT,

hat

Came of It.
Brook.

By Newug
Boy's First
By Mrs. Bavrour,
7 Acfprentices: The
Dishounest and the Successful.
By the Riv. J. T Banrk, Cloth.

Start in Life,

the author

Have Their Sundays? By
&e.

of ¢ Household Proverbs,’
By
Jacos PosT.

ment at the “ Vulture.” Cloth.

By Nevs
SIE BRrook.

The series will uverage thirty-two pages
each, Ilustrated. Paper covers.
Price, per dozen, 45 cents
net, post-paid.

Tre Home-Cosixg or Darsy BriLL.

Tie CARPENTER's Srrrcm.

Tir SWEARING PARROT.

Tox Canrer’s Way or Dorxa Goob.
Tue Last CusToMER.

Joux HawbiNas Lockyr,

‘“Riont Avour Fack!”

Goixe ALorT,

‘“ Hr Drixks!”

Dorxs Bis Dery.

Goon TFrurr.

Tur BENT Suinning,

Tur DruMMER Bov,

THE INCH AUGER,

Tue SrLiT Navvy,

““Pur oN THE BrAK, Jis 1"

Tk TAL1NG UP oF BARNEY O’ROURKE.
Tue House tuiar Joux Buinr.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PuBLisuek,
78 & 80 Kix¢ St. Fasr, "foroxTo.

S, F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N. S.




