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AN AFRICAN SEWING CLASS.
InFiere Town the colony for freed slaves

-set up -on-the east coast of Africa a
few years ago there are gathered over
_eight-hundred men, women and children,

under the care and instruction of the
Church Missionary Society. In this mis-
sion one of the prominent workers was Mrs,
A. Downes Shaw, wife of the Rev. A, D,
Shaw, and niece of Frances Ridley Haver-
gal. One of herfavorite classes in the mis-

sion was her sewing class, of which we give

a portrait and of which her husband wrote

‘the following lively deseription :—

“These girls arc all tho children of our
villagers, except tho big girl in the cen:
tre, who is my wife’s maid and helper.
When wo went to Rabai we found it was
the custom for the women to do all the
hard work, and for tho men to stay at
home and stitch. This, of «course, did not
exnctly suit my. wife’s idea; so'she promised
to teach the women to sew. But, ulas!
the erratic African fair ones were too much
fo. hor, for they either came in such force

astobe uilinmiaéeétﬁlg(xﬁdré than QOO_Béiﬁgﬂ :

present once) or they came nobaf all. * So;

{after trying for months to' get them into |-
| order, she hit on the bright plan of divid-

ing her energies; so now sho gives two
afternoons a week to the biggerschool-girls.
These have proved most apt pupils.
have made n large patchwork ' quilt, sewn
bags, and helped to mak‘e coats fdr their
brothers.” o

- Mrs. Shaw, to the sorrow of all who knew

her, died last April, during a st-a.y ab the'

M-turmus. .
ONLY CIDER.

BY ELLA ROCKWOOD,
*T saw Brother Powelson to-day,
mother ; and ho wants a barrel' of cider
again this fall,”’ said Deacon J oxie'svp‘nél chill
October eveniug; as ho pushed back his
spectacles, folded up his paper, and drew

a little 2loser to the cheerful wood fire that i

was snapping a.nd cracklmfr upon the
hearth.

They:

“He says he'll give ten cents n gallon,”
he added, as his wife did not reply.

Still np remark; and the knitting-
needles  only clicked tho faster, as the heel
of- bhe gray woollen stocking’ _grow apace.
Somehow the deacon seemed to fcel a trifle
une'tsy ‘Hoe ran his fingers through his
1ron-gmy hair ; t;hen ]umpcd up and stirred
the fire vxgorously, gomn' to the wood-box

| for a fresh stick ; then, as he reseated him-

self, his wife, Iookmu over the tops of her
silver-rimmed | spectucles, _asked, ‘‘And
| what' dld you tell him, Jason 7.

¢ Tell him | why, I told him he could
have it, of course.. That's what I call a
fair  price, .'md 4 man musb look out for
busmess. ‘

S Busmess . 1epe').ts lus wxfe, an mdlg-
nant ﬂ'tsh coming into her black eyes.
£8 Wlmt kmd of business do you call it’ to
sell n. man that which is slowly but surely |.
brmumfr ‘his boys to'a drunkard's grave ?”

strmiv ag.that.” . Tom and- Joe like a glass

{ of cxder ‘I’ll allow, .'md pellmps they dunk

‘ Tubl ut ! wife, don’t put it quite so

more than is good for them, but I'm- sure.
their own father ought to know, and he
doesn’t seem to object.”

““Yes,-ho ought to know, I'lladmit, but
it seems he doesn’t. I don’t see how he
canbe so blind. Tiver since they were lit-'
tle boys, and were allowed to drink all
the cider they wanted, just as it was be-
ginning to sparkle, their taste for it has
been growing stronger, until now, sweet”
cider, or that in the earlier stages of fer-
mentation, is insipid to their taste'; and || -
only last winter their mother told me that
of the two barrels of cider put into their
cellar, nota drop was left for vinegar,
¢ The boys wers so fond of it,’ she said, and
her husband drank it to ward off rheuma-
tism, although, his wife smd ‘with a laugh,
she guessed he liked 1(: as well as the boys
did.” _

"#She told me .'Lbout one of bhelr newh- ~
bor's boys,” continued Mrs. Jones after a '
patise in which the Déacon looked fixedly
at the ceiling, but said nevera word, ¢ who
is somewlmb youn"er thd.n Tom .'md Joe,
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but comes in frequently to spend the even-
ing, and ‘when the pitcher of cider is
brought from the cellar,” this boy would
often drink so much of it as to become
quite intoxicated. ‘It was reaily shock-
ing,’ to use her own words, *to see sucha
depraved appetite.’ o

© “¢Then why do yougiveittohim? I
asked. : o -

“ ¢ Why, we could not be soinhospitable
as to refuse him a little cider ! he  vould
be offended ; he is & nice boy otherwise,
and his parents ave among our best friends.’

“fAnd yot,” I.said, ‘youll set before
him that which is surely driving himn -to a
drunkard’s grave.’

“ ¢ How can you talk so ! it'sonly cider!’
was her reply. .

¢ Only cider! yet a truer name .was
never given it than ‘The devil's kindling-
wood,” as one of ourreformed inen calls it ;
and that you, Jason, should sell any onc
cider, even when it is sweet, grieves me
beyond expression.”

**Well, now, mother, there’s no use mak-
ing such a fuss about it ; if T hadn’t sold it
to him some one else would, so where's the
difference.” . .

 That's exactly what the saloon-keepers
say ; and you certainly donot uphold them
n selling liquor.” C

** By no means,” replied the deacon, de-
cidedly, ‘*But Ireckon there’s somne dif-
ference hetween sweet cider and.whiskey.”

“ A difference, yes, I grant it ; bubsweet
cider becomes sour, and then it is an alco-
holic drink, justas much asany liquor, and,
boys who hegin by drinking cider when it
is swect, soon. grow tolike it whenit ‘spar-
kles,” and then to like it whenitis old and

‘hard.” The more I sce the effects of cider
drinking the more strongly I am opposed
toit. I know it is a common drink among
farmers, but more than one farmer’s boy
has been ruined byit ; and how any father
can so blindly allow cider t be kept in his
cellar for his own and the neighbors’ boys
to drink is more than I can understand,”

“Well, now, John Powelson’s drank
cider ever since he was a boy, and ho’s
been a church member these twenty years.
It ain’t made him a drunkard, and it never
will,” ’ .

“No, Jason, Mr. Powelson is not a
drunkard ; but unless I am greatly mis-
taken his boys are nob likely ‘toi-escape so
ensily.” Tl

“If I'd known you was going to take it
so hard, I wouldn’t ’a promised le could
haveit. But I told him I'd bring it to-
morrow, and I suppose I'll have to now.”

The following day Deacon Jones loaded
the barrel of cider, which was already hiss-
ing and foaming, as if a band. of demons
were confined within, and were struggling
with might and main to grasp their victims
before time—into his waggon. Mounting
the seat, he rode away toward the village,
where he left the cider, and pocketing
the money, which someway did not seem
much of a satisfaction to him after all,
drove slowly homeward.

“Idon’t knowbut Mary’s right after all,”
he soliloquized as the horses jogged along,
taking their own gait over the dusty high-
way, where on either side strotched the
richly tinted woodland, or the now barren
meadows and pastures, with now and then
a herd of cows filing slowly homeward.

“If I'd fed them apples to the pigs,”
he continued, as he flecked the off horse
lightly with the whip, ‘‘mebbe I'd ’a got
just as much out of ’em ; they do say as
how apples is powerful good for pigs.”

But let us see what became of that barrel
of cider. It was proposed by onc of the
boys to add to it & half gallon of alcohol,
ashe had been told that would improve
the flavor, and add also to the *‘keeping”
quulitiesof the cider. This wasaccordingly
done, with the added result of making it
much more intoxicating. ’

The neighbor’s boy had to be carried
home on several occasions from the effects
of it, in such a condition as to surprise and
grieve his parents, who had been ignorant
of the fact that their only son had developed
an appetite which had been carefully
guarded against in their own home, on ac-
count of hereditary tendeuncies. Too late
the discovery was made-to save the boy!
The horeditary longing for drink, which
had lain dormant for years, had been
aroused,and like a lighted match to the fuse,
it increased with frightful rapidity. Tom
and Joe were often his companions at the

lsu’loon now ; the alcoholic fluid in their

father's cellar was becoming tame to their |

taste. : .

But now their father begins to demur.
What ! his boys in"a saloon! The com-
panions of tipplers and bar-room loafers !
In vain he protests, and their mother’s
tears are alike unavailing ; every evening
finds them at the saloon, where, with cards
and dice, drink and vile jest, the hours are
filled, .

At last one evening after several drinks
have been disposed of, a quarrel arose over
a game of cards, Words led to blows.
Enraged beyond control, Tom seized. .a
heavy bottle, and with strength born of
frenzy dealt his brother a crushing blow
upon the head. - Asthe blood trickled from
the wound and formed into a little pool
upon the floor where he lay, the door
opened and John Powelson entered as he
often had done lately to try to persuade
the boys to gé home.. _

The awe-stricken crowd parted to give
him admission. Horrified he gazes upon
his son. In another moment ho is kneel-
ing at his side with his head upon his arm.

¢ Go for a doctor, some one, quick !” he
commands, and two men dart out of the
room to do hisbidding. O Joe! my boy!
my boy! to see you come to this!” he
wails. :

Thoe dying boy'seyes unclose, ‘‘Father,”
he murmurs faintly ; “‘cider did ib; that
was the starling point ; if it hadn’t been
for that, I wouldn’t be here now.”

¢ Tom didn’t mean to do it,” he added,
after a moment, as the now thoroughly-
sobered brother, realizing what- he had
done, threw himself upon the floor by the
side of Joe and wept aloud. ‘It wasn’t
him ; it was the diink did it. . Tell mother
I » - Fis words came more faintly, the
heart fluttered feebly, and— he was gone.

One son’s life put outin shame and; dark-
ness, and twenty years in the penitentiary
for the other is theresult of cider-drinking
in John Powelson's family, while the
neighbor's son, a victim to his ill-advised
so-called hospitality, after breaking ‘the
hearts of his parents, eventually filled n
drunkard’s grave.

And shall any call it harmless, even
though ’tis *‘ only cider” ?

““Behold how grent a matter a little fire
kindleth.”—Union Signal. N

-———-—.—— .

MOTHERS, LEND A HAND AT THE
 SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSON."

BY PATSEY PRESTON.

In the corner near me in Sunday-school
is n most fascinating class of keenly inter-
ested little people. The other day I asked
their teacher how she managed to so en-
tirely absorb them. ¢0,” she said, I
think the reason -they like the lesspn is
that each one knows something abont it
beforehand, the Golden Text, if nob more.

That too is the reason that they come solg

regularly, because after the trouble with
the learning they are not easily influenced
to stay at home. Before the mothers
joined in’ this scheme the children often
did not know what I was talking about.
Now they listen for that place to come
which they do know about, so that they
may have a chance to ‘talkk some too.
While waiting they tale in a great deal
that otherwise would have been lost.”

If mothers would only insist that their

“children should learn their Sunday-school

lessons ! The every day lessons cowme five
dnys in the week, and every care is taken
that they are prepared ; but the one day
Sunday lessons are usually, neglected.
What must the children infer from this ?
Could an Apostle Paul entertain and in-
struct a goodly number of children in onc
of our International lessons, in the half
hour generally allotted, when the interven-
ing history, and the story, and the moral,
and the entertainment, must all be taught
in those thirty minutes ?. If hard for him,
I wonder what is the success of some of
our teachers! And yet the mothers com-
plain that Mary and Bobby are unwilling
to go to Sunday-school ; it must, of couse,
be the fault of the teaching. Probably we
grown people have all had the experience
of going to a lecturo which lay over un-
familiar ground, and known how difficult
it was to fix our thoughts upon it, -Just

this, plus wiggling neighbors‘and otherdi- |.

versions, is the case with ‘the childven,

Can wo blame them for voting it -stupid?-

In day-school poor recitations and. bad
behavior -are punished, but in Sunday-

school the poor teacher has no- wenpon of
authority or defence, o

1 sooften think of a little girl whom I
encountered on a Saturday’s morning visit,

'She was, with furrowed brow and intent

look, poringoverabook, I kiew the child
well and expresed my wonder that she was
not enjoying her sunny holiday.” ¢ Oh, I
must learn my Sunday lesson, or mamma
will make me weara calico dress tochurch,
because she says that she does not like to
see little girls dressed up and knowing no
lesson.” My friend was right.
saw that her mother thought the lesson of
more worth than the finery. I wish that
there were more like her, And if after-
ward there could be a chat over the day’s
lesson with them, it would be such a good
way to keep, the facts in . mind. - They
would like to do that ; wenone of us object
to ventilating our ideas when we have any,
and are patiently listened to,—Presbyterian
Observer, -
THE GRADED SYSTEM.

We hear much talk in some quarters
about the graded system in Sabbath-school
instruction. An enthusiast- upon the
subject makes the following suggestions as
to plan and working :—** Take for example
a school of two hundred and fifty strong.
A main room, a pastor’s room and an in-
fant room. Divide, by the carpenter, the
main room into four separate rooms. You
will see.that now we have six diffcrent
apartments. Now we are ready to or-
ganize :—Go | primary (infant) depart-
ment, secondary department, intermediate
department, junior department, senior de-
partment and old folks department—six in
all. Give two teachers to each depart-
ment—two and two. The pastor and an
elder for the old folks department. The
pastor ought neverallow himself to become
superintendent of the school. Heis pastor
of it as well as pastor of the congregation be-
cause the school is one part of his congre-
gation. A scction for each room, one gene-
ral section, an actual superintendent super-
intending the whole school. A superin-
tendent oughtnot to teach. He has no
time.”’—Presbyterian Observer,

.SCHOLAR’S NOTES,
(From TWestmninster Question Book:.)
LESSON VIL—TEBRUARY 15, 1801, -

ELIJAH TAKEN TO HEAVEN.
II Xings 2:1-11. -
COMMIT TO MEMORY Vs, 9-11,
GOLDEN TEXT.

* And Enoch walked with God and he wasnot
for God took him."—Gen, 5:21,
IIOME READINGS, -
2 Kings 2:1-11.—Elijah Taken to Heaven.
T. Gen, 5:21-21; IIcb, 11:1.6.~Enoch Taken to
Heaven, . .
7. Matt. 17 : 1-0.—Elijah on the Mount.
. Acts1:112,—Tho Ascending Lord.
I". 2Thess. 1:1-12.—The Sccond Coming.
3, 1Thess. 4:13-18.—~Mecetingthe Lord in the Air,
. Tit. 2:1-15.—Looking for that blessed Hope.
LESSON PLAN, )
I. The Last Walk, vs. 14, " .
II. "The Last Miraclo. vs. 5-8.
III. The Last Request, vs. 9-11,

TIME.~B.C. 896-8%0. The exact dato is uncertain.

Pr.aces.—Gilgal, Bethel, Jericho, the Jordan,
on the eastern shore of which Xlijah was trans-

lated.
OPENING WORDS,

Two years after the murder of Naboth Ahab
was slain at Ramoth-Gilead, in battle with'the
Syrians, His son Ahaziah succeeded him, To
him Elijah wagsent with a warning of death be-
cause of his idol-worship, and called down fire
from heaven upon thesoldicrs sent to arrest him,
2 Kings 1:3-37. Only onc other act of Elijah of a
nublic character is recorded—viz,, the sending of
o message in writinﬁ‘ to Jchoram, king of Judah.
2 Chron, 2:12, Of the close of hig ministry we
have a record in this lesson,

HELP IN STUDYING THE LESSON.

V. 1. Gilgal—Six miles north of Bethel, the
location of one of thoschools of the prophets,
V. 2, Twill not leave thee-—-no dread of the final
parting could deter Elisha from sceing the last
nonments and hearing the last words of the pro-

liot. - Bethel—twelve miles north of Jerugalem,

. 3. Sons of the proph.cts—foung men in the
schools of the.prophels, V. 4. Jericho—twenty
miles north-east from Jerusalem, and twelve
miles from Bethel, 'V, 8, Ifismantle—the badge
of his prophetic office, FVere divided—compare
Bx, 14:21; Job 3:13. V. 9. 4 double portion—
‘ Lot flrst-born son’s double portion (sce Deut,
21:17) of thy ?rophct‘ic epirit descend upon me.”
V.- 10, 4 hard thing—iho granting of thisrequest
was not in Blijah’s gift, and he knew not yet if
God meant to bestow it. Jfthou sce me—if he

L was able to rotain to tho end the same devoted

persoverance and to keep hiseye sob and stead-
fast on the departing prophet, the gift would be

his, V. 11, Chariot of firc—one of tho multituac
tI))f (gsodl'g )mvisiblo nost, (Sec 2 Ilings 6:17;
s, 63317,

QUESTIONS,

. INTRODUCTORY.—What was the subject of the
Inst lesson ? - Why was Naboth unwilling to sell
hiz vinoyard to Ahab? By what wicked plot did
Ahab get possession of it 2: What judgment did

Thischild |

Elijuh denounce against Ahab? Titloof this,lcs-

son ¥ .Golden Toxt? Lesson Plan? Time? Placo?
Memory versesf - . . . R

X. THE LAST WALK. vs, 1-4.—How did the Lord
purpose: to'take Flijah to.hewven? Who wont:
with him from Gilgai? Whabrequest did Elijah
make ? - What was Elisha’s reply?. Where did
thoy go? What did the sons of the prophets say.
toElisha? -What was hisanswer? Whither did.-
Elijah say, the Lord had sent him? What did
Elisha again say? [ -

I{, THE LasT MIRACLE. vs. 5-8—What took
place at Jericho? Where did Elijah go from
Jaoricho? 'What did some of the sons of the pro-
glmés dg? What miracle did Elijah perform-at

grdan ’ .. ’

III. TAE LAST REQUEST. v8. 8-11.—What did
E](limh.any to Elishaafter crossing Jordan? What
did-Elisha ask? On what condition did Elijah
say his request should bo granted? "What took
place as they went on and tallked 2 What be-
came of Elijah? .

WHAT HAVE I LEARNED ¢

1. That it is the Lord who takes our friends
from us,

2, That God confors signal honor on signal Sor-+

vices. : : S
3. That spiritunl gifts are more to be desired
than anything clse, -
4. That dying Christians are taken into heaven:

_to bo forever with the Lord.

4. That a life of trouble may have & glorious
h_ereu.ftcr.

QUESTIONS FOR REVIEW,

1. ' What places did Elijah and Elisha visit to-
gether? Ans, Gilgal, Bethel, and Jericho, .

2., What parting request did Elisha make of
Elijah? Ans, Ipray thee,let a double portion of
thy spirit rest upon me, .

3. What was Llijnh'sansgsver? Ans, If thousce
me taken from thee, it shall be so unto thee.

4. How were they separated? Ans. A chariot
and horses of fire parted then, and Elijah went
up by a whirlwind into heaven. .

LESSON VIII-FEBRUARY 22, 1501,
ELITAH'S SUCCESSOR.—2 Kings 2: 12.22,
COMMIT TO MEMORY Vs, 12-14,

GOLDEN TEXT.

“ 'Not by might, nor by power, hul by my Spirit.
saith the Lord of hosts.,"—Zcch, 4 :6,

HOME READINGS.
M. 2Xings2:12-22,—Elijah’s Successor,
T, Zech, 4:1-14,—*By My Spirit.”
W. Acts 2:1-21,—The Spirit on the Apostles,
Th. 1 Cor. 12:1-13,—The Gifls of the Spirit.
¥, 1 John 2:20-20,—The Unction of the Spirit.
S. Rom. 8: 1.11.—Tho Spirit is Life,
8. Gal, 5:16-26,—Walk in tho Spirit,
LESSON PLAN.,
J. The Mantle of Ilijah, vs, 12-14,"
IX. The Spirit of Elijah, vs. 15-18,
I1I, The Power of Elijah. vs. 19-22,
TIME—B.C, 896-890, The exactdatois uncertain,
PrLaAcES,—Jordan, Jericho,

OPENING WORDS,

The Lord had chosen Elisha to be the successor
of Blijuh, and by divine command he had been
anointed to that oflice, 1 Kings 19:16, 19-21,
From that time he had been Eljjah's constant
companion until his master had been taken from
him, . By the miracles of this lesson Elisha was

“| aceredited before the prophets and the people as
" | the divinely-appointed successor of Elﬁgh. P

HELP IN STUDYING THE LESSON.

" V. 12, Blisha saw—and was thus assured that
his request (vs. 9, 10) was granted. My father—
these words express what Elijah was for Elisha.
The chariot of Isracl—what Elijah was for the
whole nation., V. 13. Z'sok up the mantle—the
same that Blijah had cast upon him as a symboli-
cal call to the prophet’s oflico (1 Kings 1916, 19),
and which he now leaves to him asa sign that
his prayoer is fulfilled and thathe must undertake
the leadership of the prophets.. V. 14, They
parted—a proof that he inherited his master’s
power, V, 15, Cameio mect him—as now their
spiritual father and leader, V., 19, Naught—
harmful. V. 2L Cust the salt —a symbolical act,
in which salt is not the henling agent, but &n em-
blem of the divine agency by which the spring
was made pure,

QUESTIONS,

INTRODUCTORY.—W hat was the subject of the
Iast lesson? How was Elijah taken from the
carth? Title of thislesson?.- Golden Text? Les-
son Plan? Time? Place? Memory verses?

I THE MANTLE OF Ernirarm. vs. 12-14.—What
did Elisha sce? Of what was this a token to
Hlisha § v, 10. What did Elisha say? Where
did he go? What did he take with him? What
miracle did he perform?

ILI Tup SeiriT OF ELITATL vs, 15-18,—~What
did the sons of the prophets say? How -did his
possing over the Jordan prove this? What
reverence did they show him? Why did they
thushonor him?_What did the sons of the pro-
phets roxt)]o_so to Ehlsl?mh \Vlinb rc:isi:gntgid they
give for this scarch? Xow long ey con-
tinue it ? With what rosull:2 & )

JII. Tug POWER oF ELITATL ¥s, 2,19-2—-What
did the men of Jericho say to Elishn? Why did
they say this? What did he tell them to bring
him? What did hcdot Why did he cast_salt
into the fountnin? What was the result] Who
healed tho walers? Of what was this miracle a

proof?
V"HAT HAVE I LEARNED ?

1, That God's servants are tho true strength
and defence of nations, . :
2. That God prepares his chosen servants for
tl’sm'rr?v%rﬁ' h i dst
. Thatihcone whopraysfor grace and strength
todothe Lord’swork willnot find his prayer wf:in.
4, That our hearts, like the waters of Joricho,
need to bo purified. ; '

QUESTIONS FOR REVIE\V.
_1 Who saw the translation of Elijah. Ans,

Elisha, N

2. What did Elisha cry out as hosaw it? Ans.
My father, my father, the chariot of Israel, and
the horsemen thereof !

3. What miracle did Elisha perform at Jordan ?
Ans, Ho smote_the waters-of Jordan with the
mantle of Elijah, and they were parted,

4, What did tho sons of the prophets sny when
they saw him? Ans. The spirit of Elijah doth
rest on Elisha, - Rl

5. Whatisccond miracle was wrought by Elisha?
Ans, Theimpure water of Jericho was healed,

F
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THE HOUSEHOLD.
THE TONE OF THE HOUSEHOLD.

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.,
" “T am so glad,” said a boy to his mother
one day not long ago, *‘that you brought
me up, and that I did not happen to grow
into the ways théy have at Aunt. Nancy’s.
You never seem critical of your neighbors ;
you don’t" put unkind constructions on
what they say nor wonder about what
docsn’t concern you, It is just a liberal
cducation, mother dear, to live in your
house.” . And the manly fellow, with the
fiint moustache outlining his upper lip,
and the carnest look deepening in his fine
faco, bent to kiss the little woman who
looked proudly up to her son.

Toften wonder whether we women real-
ize how truly we give the household its tone,
setting it to truest harmony, or suffering
jars and discord, false notes and a falso
pitch to steal upon and mar the music,
'fhe mother has the advantage above all
others of beginning with the little ones in
the happy, happy day of small things.
Theve is a time when she represents:the
highest authority in the universe to the
child’s mind, when her influence is unques-
tioned and well-nigh absolute, and when,
if she choose, she may mold the young life
as she will, The misfortune of many
mothers is that they fail to recognize liow
early in the child's life they beain to im-
press themselves upon the susceptible and
plastic nature, *‘wax toreeeive and marble
to retain,” while yet the little feet have
not essayed their first timid and uncertain
steps, and long before the little lips have
learned to add word to word in coherent
sentences. A mother who appreciates her
opportunities and values her privileges,
will reflect from the first hour of herbaby’s
existence, that this immortal soul is acted
upon by hers, that she is giving it impulses
which shall continue to exist themselves,
and modify the character of her child to
all eternity. : ‘ ‘

Nay, the Christian mother cannot escape
the responsibility of the-velation, from the
hour that she knows of the invisible life
enbwined subtly with her own, and groy-
ing in mystic union with her own life:

“forces beneath her throbbing heart.

How shall we set the tone of our house-
holds high above shams and shallows ; how
shall we lift our homes up towards a lofty
ideal ; how render them worthy of the tra-
ditions of our ancestry ? In the first place,
by living worthily andnobly. It has heen
repented so often, and is so familiar in our
cars, that there is a certain triteness in the

-expression that what we areis more impor-

tant than what we say ; nevertheless, in
hiome ethics it is a truth always worth re-
peating that character tells, In the daily
life, she who is sincere, who islarge-hearted
and generons, enthusiastic for the right,

.disdainful of the petty motive, and the

mean act, she who canresist prejudice and
fairly weigh both sides, she who holds her-
self accountable to ‘God, can but elevate
those around her ; husband, kindred, chil-
dren, the maids- who kindle the fires and
wash the Hnen, the occasional visitor, and
overy one-who is.brought into contact or
communication with the rich, pure, sweet
life of the good woman and true mother.

Next, and not less noteworthy, conies the
protest against narrowness, which is made
most effectually where the home is not

sufficient to itself, in the sense of being’
satisfied with itself.

The man with the
one talent in: the parable, burying it in the
earth, and hiding his Lord’s money, met
with the severest reprobation, and equally
should wo beware of the home with one
talent, A home should be receptive,
genial, consecrated to all bounties and
charities.  Distrust the wisdom of the
woman who.says that she has no mission
beyond ler own household ; no time for
meetings, clubs, commissions, efforts for
the help of humanity. The mnost womanly
women of our day are those who find, make,
take time, from other and thronging occu-
pations, to send relief to the ends of .the
earth, or to the sufferer in the next street.
. To raise the toneof the household, fur-
nish it with .good reading. Only an im-
becile in these days, underrates ‘the im-
mense magic of printer’s ink. Nevermind
whether thecarpets are threadbare, or the

chairs old-fashioned. That is of little im-
portance, compared to having the children’s,

minds in touch with the best thought of
the world.” And while you are about it,
be sure that the Bible isin its proper place
in the house, and that it is read by every-
body -there, at. least once a day, at the
simple family prayer, which does more than
any other si~gle thing, to impart purity
and secure L;¢...0 in household life.—Union
Signal. S
BABY’S PLAYTHINGS.

Carelessness in the selection of play-

things for the baby is a source of much
trouble in the nursery, In the earlier
yemrs of life, and especially during that
troublesome period when children are
‘“toething,” there is a . disposition to put
everything irito tho mouth, and so rattles,
rings, marbles, doll-heads, coins, sticksand
stones all find their way to the common re-
ceptacle. A good nurse is always watchful
of her charge, knowing that it should not
be allowed to have anything in its hands
that would be dangerous in its mouth.
When the child has grown a little older,
its chief concern seems to be to slip things
into its nostrils and ears, :
One of my father’s patients, a child now
grown to womanhood, had an irresistible
desive to swallow coins, and bolted every
small piece of money that came to her
hands with all possible haste. A penny, or
old-fashioned threc-cent piece, would as
certainly start on a journey through her
alimentary canal as it came into her pos-
session. :

Growing tired of being called in hot
haste to see her so often, my father decided
upon & radical cure of the habit, and in-
formed her she had grown too old to be
treatedlike a baby any longer, and he pro-
posed to give her a severe whipping every
timo he was called on that mission in fu-
turc. His manner was sufficiently impres-
sive to malke children believe that he meant
what he said, and that corporal punish-
ment at his hands meant something seri-
ous, The threat was all that was needed
to breal tho habit ; if sho continued the
practice, she did not let any one know it.

The fashion of covering babies’ fingers
with set xings, which sprang into sudden
favor a short time aro, has been attended
by so many accidents that it has fallen into

and -the manufacturing jewellers who
mounted diamond chips and bits of tur-
quois, and garnet in little gold bands for
the baby trade,-find less sale for them than
formerly, because physicians kave called
the attention of mothers to the danger
attending their use, and some of the
leading metropolitan ' retail dealers de-
cline to handle -them longer. The claws
scratch tho tender skin of the babes, and
the rings or sets are sure to be stufled into
the mouth with the owner's chubby little
fists, and many of them lave been swal-
lowed. Alarming spasms and even death
have been reported as following these ac-
cidents. Thoughtful mothers will not per-
mit bright rings and pins on young chil-
dren, to be pulled off and swallowed.

—————

GOWNS FOR GIRLS IN BUSINESS.

A busy girl, one who is out in the work-
a-day world, writing and writing to keep
the accounts of a great firm straight, wrote
and asked me what I should advise for a
business dress, First of all, I should say
let it be quiet, let it be well-fitting, and let
it be of the kind that will attract attention
only by its absolute neatness. I know the
temptation is very great to put the money
in a pretty plaid frock trimmed with velvet,
perhaps in a silk, and to wear it for a little
while for very best, and then to tale it for
the office. This is tho last thing in the
world you ought to do.

We can learn some lessons from men,
and did you ever hear of a man taking a
shabby dress suit for office wear? Put
your money ina frock suitable for business,.
and keep 1t exclusively for that. Leave
the frillsand frivolities for the other hours,
and make your own gown partake of the
exquisite simplicity of that worn by a
Quakeress, and it will never offend,. even
when it grows a little shabby. Probably
the most useful business gown is a dark-
blue serge.. It does not show the stains’or
dust as quickly-as black, the sleéves will
not rub out as would black cashmere, and
the materinl itself, being rather rough,

doesn’t grow glossy. Fashion the skirt

disfavor among the more intelligent classes, |-

after the manner of to-day, plain at the
front and sides and with a double box-
plaiting at the back., Then ‘wear with this
a fitted blouse of the saine material, belted
in and not having the loose look usually
giventoa blouse. I recommend the blouse
‘because while it is whaleboned, it is not to
the extent of the basque, and, sitting for
hours in a basque having bones extending
to the edge of its skirt means getting it
shapeless in a very short time. Have a
black ribbon stock at the neck, and then
neither collar, or, indeed, a white finish of
any kind, is necessary. In buying your
material get enough for a mew pair of
sleeves, for your sleeves will certainly be
'shabby and worn out before your gown be-
gins to go. Now, just remember this, a
well-dressed girl, which means a girl suit-
ably dressed for her position, is certain to
have more respect shown her than one who
is untidy and overdressed. There always
comes a time when the bright colors, the
gay ribbons and the pretty lace can be
worn, but it is certainly not in the count-
ing-room, in the oflices, or wherever your
work may be.—Ruth Ashmore, in Ladies’
Home Journal, - .
[

DOSING THE BABIES.

In recounting some of the accidents that
befall the babies through the ignorance or
carelessness of parents and nurses, men-
tion ‘must be made of a class of cases
that are met with in the practice of almost
every physician of wide experience, about
which he will talk to you freely enoughina
general way, but will not give names except
in’ the strictest professional secrecy, and
not then unless there is good reason for so
doing.

I refer to the murderous practice of dos-
ing the innocents with powerful patent
nostrums, the composition, effects and an-
tidotes for which are unknown to the per-
sons who administer them, My one-time
neighbor, Dr. Z., is a bluff, plain, spoken
German practitioner, who tells the truth
whether it be welcome or not.

“Will my darling get well, doctor?
please say yes,” cried a young mother to
the old physician as they stood beside her
child’s cracle watching its life fade out,

M No ; she will not.”

“““Oh { what can be the matter with her,
doctor ? She was so well this morning and
now she is dying. Is there no God of
mercy ? . Why is he robbing me of my
child ?” ,

- ““God has nothing to do with it; you
have killed her yourself. I told you not
to use that-abominable cough syrup (men-
tioning one of the most widely advertised
mixtures on the market); it owes all its
efliciency to the opium it contains, and you
have simply drugged her to death with it.”

Plain words, but true. It was the third
case he had been called to treat and he had
grown tired of remonstrating against the
use of such things. She had poured the
medicine down the child’s throat because
some one had told her it was excellent to
quiet fretful children and put them to
sleep. Children do not bear opium well,

them by any one but a well-informed phy-
sician who can watch its action.

The soothing syrups are another fruitful
source of infantile mortality, and many
fatal cases of poisoning following their use
might be cited.

" The records of the health offices contam
many certificates of deaths that are false,
and the physicians who made them knew
they were when they made them, for there
are few men who speak as plainly as Dr. Z.
They. do not care to put it on record that
the children in the families they serve have
been killed by criminal carelessness and
ignorance. Pain killers, cough medicines
and soothing syrups do not appear as the
cause’ of death nearly as often as they
should.—Babyhood.

: — .-

RECIPIS.
CmickEN CroOQUETTES.—~Chop cold chicken
Jfine, moisten well with melted bulter and ndd a
littlo salt. Malke into small croquoettes, dip in
cge and then in cracker crumbs and fry in hot
butteror lard. C ]

JonNNY CAKE.—Nino tablespoonfuls-of mo-
lasses or soft sugar, two cups of buttermilk, onc
teaspoonful of soda, and one-half teaspoonful -of
snlt, and corn meal enough to make it so it will
runout of the spoon, but not too thin, and not
thick enough to drop from the spoon,

SARATOGA PoTATOES.—Peel and slice very thin
sixlargo potatoes, lay them inico waterone hour,

and it should never be administered to|.

and thoroughly dry with a clean towel. Drop|.

each slice separatoly.in a kettle of boiling lard,
fry until crispand brown. Tuke out with wire
spoon, drain and sprinkle withsalt while hot,
HAMBURG - STEARS.~One pound lean veal
chopped fine, two teaspoonfuls onion juice, salt
and epper to taste, Mix well, form with the
hands Into flattened eakes, and broil over aclcan
flre. Lay oneach a bit of butter_the size of a
hickory nut, first squeezing a few drops of lemon
Jujce on the meat, Let them stand covered a
minute before serving, but keep them very hot.

BuckwHEAT CAtES,—One quart of buckwheat
flour, one teaspoonful of salt, one-half cupful of
home-made ycast or one half cake of compressed
yeast; mix with warm water to make a thin bat-
ter, Mixover night and set in a warm place.
In the morning add' one-half teaspoonful sodn
dissolved in a Jittle warm water, andalittlesificd
meal or wheat flour may be added if preferred,
and bake on griddle,

EscALLoPED PoraToES.—Butter a large pud-
ding dish and place g layer of thinly sliced pota-
tocsin it, season with salt and little picces of
butter, then another layer of potatoes, and so on
until the dish is full, then Eour plenty of fresh
milk over the potatoes, so they will not be dry,
and cover tightly and bake in'a good oven three-
quartersof an hour. Take the cover off ten min-
utes before they are to be served and allow them
to brown on top,

EscaLLorep OQvSTERS.—Butter a tpudding-
dish and place in the bottom a Iayer of eracker
crumbs, then & layer of oysters well seasoned
with bits of butter and salt, another layer of
eraclkers, and so onuntil the dish is full, Pour
plenty of fresh milk over each lnyer to moisten
well, and for the top beat up an egg with a little
milk, cover well until nearly done, and then
brown, Bake three quarkers of an hour, or until
done. Serve at once,

JELLIED ToNGUE.—Boil until tender a_pickled
beef's tongue, Whendone throw into cold water
for o few minutes, then peel. Save a pint of the
liquid which tho tongue was cooked in. When
the tongueis perfectly cold, slice thin ag for the
table. Dissolvo two ounces of gelatine in cold
water.. Plan to cook a })icce of vealthe same dny
or theday before, so to havethegravy. Talke one
teacup of thegravys brown two tablespoonfuls
oflight brown sugar (stirring over tho fire in a
basin), and add to the gravy with threespoonfuls
of vinegar, the pint of liquor the tonguc was
cookedin, the dissolved gelatine and a pintof
boiling water. Strain through a jelly-bag and
seb away to cool a few minutes. Takea jelly
mould or deep dish and pour in o little jelly, then
alayer of tongue, then more jelly until all is used,
Sct on ice to get solid. When you are ready to
use it, garnish & platter with parsley or carrot
Ieaves, dip the mould into hot, water for a mo-
ment and turn out on platter. This makes a
handsome dish for ten or Junch,

et s
PUZZLES—No. 2.
SCRIPTURE ENIGMA. .

1, A man ofa wild roving nature, who preferred
the lite of a hunter to the peaceful ono of a shep-
herd. He was impaticnt and uncontrolled, and
meditated .mkm%l back by crime_and violence
that of which he had been deprived by craft. e
was one of two brothers, and becamethe founder.
of a._warlike nation,-sternly denounced by the
prophets in later times, =~ ° : ;

2. A. commander-in-chief in the army of Ben-
hadad, King of Syria, and in constantaitendance
upon him. ' He had riches and honor, but he suf-
fered from an incurable discase until, by the use
of the simple means recommended by & prophet
of the Lord, he was miraculously restored to
health, Ic¢ had ahasty but not an unreasonable
temper, and after his deliverance he showed his
gratitudo by actions ag well as words.

3. His mother was & Moabitish woman, and his
father was -of Bethlchem, His birth brought
greut rejoicing, and was the source of special
gladness to hisJewish grandmother. He became
the grandfather of a great king and poet, and the
ancestor of the promised Messiah,

4. Yo was ono of two brothers, and was a hus-
bandman. Hewasamanof asullen and revenge-
ful temper, and while pbgyxn{; the Jeiter of God's
command, disobeyed it in the spirit, Ilc com-
mitted a great crimeand was amarked man from
that time forward, MHis descendants were nu-
merous,

5. A woman who, though a slave, was evidently
of o proud nature. Her aflection for her son was
strong, and the promise was given to her that of
him God would make a greatnation, It is twice
recorded in her history that she was met by an
angel,  She is spoken of by St, Paul as a type of
the Old Covenant, .

The characters here described aro drawn from
tho 01d Testament, but are all referved to in the
New. Their initials form the name of ono whose
faith is specially recorded in Hebrows xi, His
history is uneventful, but the testimony is given

of him, that *‘ he pleased God.”
CHARADE,
A sailor leaving homo once said,—
“TRemenmber me I pray,
By this my whole, when I'am far
Yrom home and friends awny ¢
Oh first it for my last and pray for me
‘When I am far away upon the sen.”
ANDREW A, ScCotrT,
SQUARE WORD,

To engage.
;ﬁ thought.
'o raisc,
To gain by labor. Joux 8. Lrwis.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES,.—NUMBER 1.
CrossworDp,—Napoleon,

- METAGRAM. — Bold — cold—fold —gold —hold—
mold—sold—told—wold—old.

HISTORICAL ACROSTIC,—

H astings.
O mmiudes,
S ardinia.
P oiticrs. .
I sabella. .. °
T emplars,
- A merican,
L ollards.
E scurinl.
R oumania.
S cotland.

SQUARE WORD.—

%o
Mz

ZoRa
HRE

e

o —

L

inp e




NORTI—IERN.:MESSENG.E'R.

=

TWILIGHT.

BY MARY F. ROBINSON.
When I was young the twilight seemed too long,.

How often on the western window seat

Tleaned my book against the misty windowpane
And spelled the last enchanting lines again

The while my mother hummed an aneient song
Or sighed « liftlo and said, *'Tho hour is sweet,”
When |, rebellious, clamored for the light,

But now I love the soft approach of night,
And now with folded hands I sit and drcam
‘When all too ficet the hours of twilight seens
And thusI know that I amgrowing old.

O granarics of Age! O manifold

And royal harvest of thio common years ¢

There arc in all thy treasure house no ways

But lead by soft deseent and gradual slope

To memories more exquisite than hope,

Thine is the Iris born of olden tears,

And thrice more happy are the happy days
That live divinely in thy lingering rays,

So Autumn roses bear o lovelier flower ;

So, in the emerald after sunset how,*”

The ovchard wall and trembling aspen trees:
Appcar an infinite Iesperides,

Ay, as at duslk wo sit with folded hands

‘Who knows, who cares in what enchanted lands
We wander while the undying niemories throng!

‘When I was young the twilight seemed too loig,
—The Athancum,
—_——

SOME AMERICAN DATUGHTERS.

A Deautiful young lady asked me re-
cently if I liked her new hat as well as
one she had been wearing previously.

Truth compelled me tosay that I did not.

‘* Neither do I, and it is all mamma’s
fault,” she exclaimed, while an irritated
expression dashed .all the beauty from
her face, as a whirlwind of dust covers the
beauty of the rose tree, e

“You never saw stich o’ woindn as'mam-
ma is to shop with,” . she continuéd. **The
very first thing I try om, she exclaims,
¢Oh, that looks lovely on you !’ and she
never can diseriminate and choose § so 1
buy the first one I look-at, and after I get
home I find I do not like it at all, I told
‘mamma to-day how I despised this bat,
and that it was all her fault ! .

* What did she reply 7”7 I asked.

¢ Oh, she said she was always in fault
for my misfortunes, according to my
way of looking at it ; and then she had an
injured air, and, of coursz, it was no use
talking about it, so X came away.”

“Has it ever occurred to you,” I in-
quired,” *‘to stop and analyzeyour mother’s
feclings and motives toward you? You
are her only daughter, and she has al-
ways worshipped you. You are always
beautiful in her sight. She can only wish
to please you, and to save you trouble.
She can have no desire to annoy or disap-
point you. From your cradle to the pre-
sent day sho has had no wish but for your
happiness and success. Night: after night
she has been broken off-her sleep to watch
and care for you. It was the proudest
hour of her life when she saw you develop-.
ing into a beautiful young woman. What
do you suppose can be her feeling now
when she hears you speak such sharp, sar-
castic or sellish words as you have just re-
lated to me ?  How poorly repaid must she
find her life of devotion, how inexpressible
must be her sense of disappointment !

¢ I never thought of that before,” said
the young lady soberly.

I begin to think that the average Ameri-
can daughter ‘‘never thought of that.”

Last summer a friend of mine occupied
a room, at a fashionable seashore resort,
next to one used as a parlor by one of the
belles of the season, and her mother.

My friend had first, observed the two
ladies in the dining-réom, and on tho ver-
andas, where tho mother’s devotion to her
beautiful daughter was marked and notice-
able. An indifference to this devotion
and an oceasional expression of petulunce
marred the beauty of the daughter's face
in the eyes of my friend. Had this beauty
become absolute ugliness when:she heard

*ﬁhe young lady’s manner of speech to her

parent through the thin walls which separ-
ated the two rooms ? : ’

- ¢ T have Deen so. worried about you,
dear,” said the loving mother one day
.when the danghter returned from an un-

¢ {usually long equestrian excursions ¢ I

was so afraid something had happened‘to
ou.” :

“T wish you would not make such'a
fool of yourself,” was tho bateful daughter's
reply. ‘I guess I know enough to take
care of myself if I amn out of your sight.”
. Go take this shawl, dear; it is so
damp on the veranda,” urged the mother
as the daughter went out of the room later
in the day. :

“You attend to your business and I
will attend to mine,” was the reply of
the belle as she slammed the door behind
her. '

A few moments later she was dispensing
smiles to a circle of butterfly adorers, not

Jone of whom would havesacrificed an hour

of comfort or pleasure for her sake, while
the mother, who would have died for her,
was left with the memory of her cruel, un-
feeling words to keep her company, = .- :
A remarkably handsoino and gifted
young lady sought my acquaintance some
two ycars ago, to consult me in regard to
the professional.use of her talents.’
Young, beautiful and gifted, she "at-
tracted me strongly, and the acquaintance
continued, at my request. Her mother
called upon me, and, with tears in hex
eyes, thanked meformy interestinher beau-
tiful darling, who was an only child, But
before the acquaintance was many . weéks
old, its deathblow was struck for me ; and
my interest and admiration merged-into
amazement and disgust at tlie daughter's
disrespectfultreatment of her doting parent.

She contradieted her mother’s state-
ments on almost every subject ; inter-
rupted her in conversation without any
apology, and showed such ill:humor, oyer
trifles, that I felt called upon to rebuke
her. Whereupon the .mother begged me
to overlook the ‘‘dear-child’s petulance,
as she was not well " o

A foreign lady of good birth- and breed-
ing, who has for a year-:past been -in our
country, expressed herself to me recently
upon this subject. CLa et i

“The disrespect whicl _childi'ex‘f o all’],
ages show their parents in : Aieried
(=3 : . by

shocks a foreigner miore " than any one
other thing in ‘your- land, ‘unless it is
tho way men spit upon stairways and in
public conveyances,”. she said. ‘I never
could have believed it true if I had not

-{seen and heard .these things. myself; - I

have met scores-of your best-families inti-

mately ; I have travelled extensively,and

I have passed two' summer - seasons at”the
best resorts, and everywhero it is the
same! American children are impudent
and bad-mannered, ‘and tho way: your
American daughters treat their mothers,
is especially shocking to a foreigner. I
have fornd the gentle, respectful, devoted
daughter to be tho exception, not the
rule, in America.” ,

I could not dispute the lady’s statement,
for T had been too frequently pained by
this same observation myself.

I have seen mothers who have sacrificed
youth, appearance, health and comfort in
the effort to save money to educate their
daughters, - brow beaten, crushed and
virtually ignored by their daughters in re-
turn forit all.

The American girl is taught that she is|p

n young princess from her cradle to the
altar. Itisa great misfortune when she
forgets that the mother of a princess must
be a queen, or qiwen regent, and should
be so treated. : :

I am always sorry when I see a young
mother trying to save lher little daughter
trouble by anticipating every wish, and
waiting upon her. Asa rule, such daugh-
ters grow up to think it their right to be
waited on, and to regard their mothers as
upper servants. They scldom appeciate
what is done for them, but are quick to
resent any neglect. .

On the contrary, children who are
taught to wait wupon their parents, and
who are brought up to regard their par-
ents as their superiors; are almost invari-
ably respectful and grateful in the home
civcle. T

Let a mother ask a child to do all: sorts
of errands for her, and no matter how
busy the child is kept, if the mother ex-
presses gratitudo- and appreciation, the

child feels repaid, and finds a delight in
the: thought of relieving the parent’s
cares ; while a child that is courteously
waited on almost invariably becomes a
petty tyrant and exactor. They take it
as their right, and have no comprehen-
sion of the sacrifices made for them.

If every one of us devoted a life of
fifty years’ duration to a mother, we
could searcely ‘more than repay for the
soul, brain and body strain we caused
her the first.ten years of our lives. Of
course I am speaking of the true, good
mother, Iknow there are exceptions to
the rule—there are cruel, heartless and
unnatural mothers, Ihaveknown mothers
who were jealous of their own daughters,
I know a mother who lives in luxury and
uses all her income in frivolous dressing
and pleasures, while her fair, fragile
daughter works in a dusty office all day
long. But as a rule, the American mother
is loving, devoted and self-sacrificing and
self-effacing, and she needs to assert her-
self, and to command more respect from
her too unappreciative and thoughtless
daughter, who must herself Lecome a
mother in order. to comprehend the great
wrong she has committed to her own.—
Ella Wheeler Tilcox, in the Ladies” Home
Jowrnal. .

—_—————

“THY WAY, NOT MINE.”
BY ANNIE PATTERSON GRAHAM,

John Farnham was disappointed. The
drawn lines about his face, the pain written
in his eyes seemed to say there was in the
disappointment something more than a
mere relinquishing of personal hopes or
ambitions ; there was the bitterness of re-
nuneiation in it

Jolm Farnham could not remember
when, as a child, the first vagueidea of be-
ing a missionary had come tohim. Whether
it was when poring over the lives of some
‘of those memorable men of whom the
world was not worthy, or in the circle of
family praycr, when his father’s voice went
up in éarnest petitions for the *‘ heralds of
the cross” he did not know, but he remem-
bered his childish ambition was to ‘“buckle
on_his sword and go forth to fight the
powers of darkness.” Later, when the
glamour -had. faded -with the knowledge:
that came with study, the desire was in-
tensified .to go forth, if need be, to the
utterinost ends of the earth to seek and
save the lost. )

Now ho was nearly ready for the work,
the chosen, beloved work of his heavt.
Personal ambitions, home, friends, life, all,
he believed, he had laid upon’ the altar a
willing sacrifice, and with devout enthu-t
sinsm hé prayerfully. waited his appoint-
ment, when the edict of his physician came
liko'a crash to his hopes.

“With your peculiar constitution, a
change of climate means nothing short of
suicide, and thatnot a lingering one.  You
may, with care, live to a good old age full
of usefulness here, but I cannot deceive
you ; you will not hold your life as of any
worth if you disregard my advice.” And
the physician who had known him from
childhood shook his head gravely, and the
Board of Foreign Missions, accepting the
situation, reluctantly refused to commis-
sion him. '

, To the young eager soul, fired with high
and holy zeal, life seemed for a time to
streteh out bare and desolate, void of pur-
ose. But John Farnham.was no mere
enthusiast, else he had not risen, as he did,
to a reconsideration of his life-work. He
had prayed that he might plant the stand-
ard of the cross in the ‘‘ regions beyond;”
should he fail to carry it wheresoever the
Master led? IIe had besought the Lord to
lead him; should he falter now because
the way was not the one he had chosen.

“ Nobt my way, dear Master, but thine,”
he cried from the depth of his soul, and
the prayer was answered. .

He alveady held three calls in his hand,
and before he had had timo to consider
them he received another.” Two, from
largechurches in flourishing Westerntowns,
he laid aside. The third he paused long
over. Yes, here he might doa grand work ;
it was a’splendid opening for a man, young,

talented, gifted with such superior oratori- |-

cal powers as himself; a church in an
Eastern city, a largo and wealthy chureh,
Yes, it was a grand opening for grander
work, and as he sat musing over it he al-
most made up his mind he would accept it

| terian Observer.

when almost aechanically he took up the
fourth call, which lad just been officially
placed in s hands. .

“The church of Humblederry;” he
startedat the name, Humblederry! What
a picture the name brought up ! o had |
preached there as supply twice during onoe,
vacation., He never forgot his first im-.
pression of-it, A plain, tumbledown
wooden church ; it had been painted white
once, but time had worn every vestige off.
The crows, hie remembered, made- the bel-
fry a favorite roosting place. How lono-
some ‘it was, too! Rough, hilly country
merging into the shadowy mountains,
which stretched away on all sides, some-
thing véry beautiful about it, too, but so
far away—ten miles from the railway, A
humdrum congregation, which slept all
through the sermon and gossipped after-
wards, quarrelling somctimes, too. They
had been without a pastor for seven years,
depending on supplies or doing without.
‘¢ As sheep - geattered upon the mountains,
having no shepherd’—the words rang in
John Farnham’s ears and the picture of
Humblederry church on its lonely hillside,
stood out in bold relief before his eyes,

I.will not say it cost no struggle, or that
the victory was easily won. John IFan-
ham felt humbled to find how strong were
the ambitions he thought firmly set aside.
Temptation does not always come in such
form, but it is none the less hard to resist.

At would take too long to tell of difiicul-
ties encountered, nor is there need. Such
is not the purpose of this sketch. There
were those ‘‘even among the eleet” who
thought it was *¢ throwing away of brilliant
powers” ¢ hiding light under a bushel”
and *‘ neglecting opportunity ;” there were
some who scoffed at such quixotic notions
of devotion to duty ; and there were a few
who understood and said, God bless you.

The years passed, John I'arnham, the
*most brilliant member of —-— class of
—— Seminary,” was known only to a few
as the pastor of a country charge. e and
his consecrated wife were among the ob-
scure workers of this waste place in the
Master's vineyard. -

But Humblederry began to show a hetter
report to the Presbytery. Cold indiffer-
enco gave place to fervid zesl. The little
:church overflowed its bounds iuto a new
.and: conifortable structure, in the momn-,
tains two chapels were organized, souls
were gathered into the fold in numbers,
not astonishingly great, but sure, and the
little mountain church became a fruitful
spot. The wilderness blossomed, and.
from out its new life went forth four minis-
ters, two of whom entered tho forcign
service. Three daughters, likewise, took
up the tidings and carried them to desolate
places of our own land, while two more
crossed the sea bearing the same song of
redemption.

And when, having lived to sec this fruit
of his planting increased under the bless-
ing of God, the pastor laid down his life ab
yet an early age, there were those who,
remembering his youthful promise, sighed
ab such going oub in obscurity, but I think
-there were many Shining Ones who waited
for him on the other side, saying, ¢ Well
done, good and faithful servant, enter
thou into the joy of thy Lord.”—Preshy-

——————
SECURE A LETTER.

We beg to urge upon all young people
leaving our rural congregations to secure
from their ministers letters of introduction
to ministers elsewhere, and then to cail on
the minister of the place wheve ¢ their lot
iscast.” It is impossible for ministersto
find out the coming and the going of peo
ple, young or old, unless’those specially in-
terested will take the trouble to make their
movements known, '

——————
ARE YOU SHINING ?
Are you shining for Jesus, dear ono?
Not for yourself at all?
Not beeause dear ones, watching,
Would grieve if your lamp should fall}
- Shining because you arc walking
In the sun's unclouded rays,
And you cannot help reflecting
The light on which you gaze?
Shining becauso it shineth)
So warm and bright above -
That you must let out the gladness,
And you must shew forth the love?

[

—F. R Huvergal, . :
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HENRY M. DEXTER, D.D,

The news that Henvy M., Dexter was
dead came suddenly, suys a writer in Har-
per's Weelly, oven to his intimate friends.
Save from the gout, from which he had suf-
fored for several years, his health had been
good, and theday before his death hespent
some time at work in his garden, On the
morning of November 13th last, his wife
entered his room at his home in New Bed-
ford, to find him lying dead upon his bed.
.. With one exception, and this Dr, Storrs,
‘there was probably no Congregationalist
better known in this country than Dr.
Dexter. His published works, of which
there isa long list, his labor as editor of
the Congregationalist, and the prominent
part he has taken in Church controversies,
all contributed to give him foremost rank.
As an authority in matters aftecting Con-
gregationalism, and especially in regard to
the Puritan colony of Plymouth, he had a
place apart. His important workis ¢ The
Congregationalism of the Last Three Hun-
dred Yeurs as seenin its Literaturc ; with
Special Reference to certain Recondite,
Neglected or Disputed Passages,” A com-
petent eritie has said of the book, * What
1t does not tell about Congregationalisim is
not worth knowing. It is'w monument to
the zeal, industry, and critical acumen of
the author. The lectures which are its
basis are enriched by a deep embroidery of
notes and a bibliographical index which is
a marvel of completeness.” It has been
accepted as an authority of the first rank.
At the time of his death Dr. Dexter was
engaged on a history of the Pilgrims, It
had occupied him many ycars, during
which he had collected a vast store of
material, both here and in England. Ile
had made seventeen visits to England,
largely for the purpose of enlarging his
knowledge of the subject. The work is
said to have been nearly completed. -

Dr. Dexter was born in Plympton, Mas-
sachusetts, on August 13, 1821, and was a
graduate of Yale (1840), and Andover Theo-
logical Seminary (1844). Iowa College, in
1865, gave him the Degree of D.D., and
Yale, in 1880, that of S.T.D. After leaving
Andover, in 1844, he became pastor of a
church in Manchester, New Hampshire ;
andin1849, he went to whasisnowthe Berke-
ley Street Church in Boston,vwhere.:he
remained until1867. In the Boston church
he was the successor of Dr. Austin Phelps.’
For the past twenty years his home has
been in Now Bedford, where he occupied
an old-fashioned house, and had for his
out-door amusement the cultivation of a
garden,

In 1851 he became connected with the
Congregationalist, which paper was to retain
his sevices during the remainder of hislife.
Since 1867 thepaperhasabsorbed thegreater
part of his time, and it is as its editor that
he has become most widely known. Dr.
Dexter was a born controversialist, and
among other cases with which he has been
connccted is the Andover one of late years.
His personality was an extremely interest-
ing one, and, in spite of his positive na-
ture, it had many real chayms. One of his
virtues was generosity to the weak and
poor, and this is said to have been exces-
sive,

Besides his worl on Congregationalism
already mentioned, he had published,
among other works, *‘As to Roger Williams
and his Banishment,” *‘The True Story
of John Smith,” ‘“Common-Sense as to
Woman Suffrage,” and a ‘ Biography of the
Church Struggle in England during the
Sixteenth Century” comprising 1,800 titles.

—_———

A WOMAN STRONG IN FAITH.

When I was staying in tho Highlands
some years ago, there was brought to my
knowledge an instance of simple trust in
God’s goodness and its reward, which I
shall not soon forget.

About a couple of miles from the house
where I was residing, in a lonely upland
valley, beautiful in summer-time but bleak
and desolate in winter, lived a poor man and
his wife, who, harassed all their lives by
sore poverty, had reared; with great difti-
culty, a family of five children. Theirlow,
heather-thatched cottage was & veéry hum-
ble abode ; but it was alivays kept scrupu-
lously clenn, and on one of the shelves

formed by the opem: rafters might be seen |.

o small but well-selected stock of books,
showing that though the dwellers in that
home were poor, they were not ignorant,

At the time of which T write there was
trouble in that home. The eldest lad, a
young follow of good abilities, and a char-
acter: of great promise, was.seriously ill,
and though he rallied somewhat with the
warm weather, there seemed cause to fear
that he would fall a vietim to the dire
malady which cuts short so many young
lives in the Highlands. ’

One bright autumn day I took the wild
romantic walk up the wvalley, and called at
the cottage to enquire for the sick son.

As T knocked, Mrs, Michie came to the
door, and I wondered to see the cheerful
look on her honest, healthy face.

* How do you do, ma’am ¥’ she asked.
“I'm right glad to see you. Come away
in and sit down,”

“How is your son, Mrs. Michie?’ I
asked, as I obeyed the invitation.

¢ Oh, ma’am, he’s doing fine.  The wea-
ther just suits him, yousee. I thank the
Lord for it with all my heart. My son’s
away up on the moor, now, ma’am. He'll
be real sorry to miss you.” -

‘¢ And what does the doctor say of him

‘‘ He says there cannot be a doubt that
he is much stronger than he was, and he,
may make a man yet with care ; but Dr.
Keith says he must not pass the winter
here. His only chance lies in his moving
to awarm climate before the winter sets in,”

I could well imagine that it was so, for
even in summer the.air of that valley

¢ many’s the time that I've provedit. I
shall never forget one occasion, . It was at
the time when my husband was paralyzed.
I am sure that I never thought then that
he would be able to do a stroke of work
again. There was I with a helpless hus-
-band and five little children depending on
me, and how I was to feed .them I did not
know. .
“The week before my husband was
taken ill, I had asked the miller to bring
me a bag of meal when next he passed our
way ; but when the day came, I had no
money to pay for it, and the meal was left
atthe post-oftice till I could send the money.
How I was to raiso the eight shillings for
it I could not think ; and meanwhile I had
hardly any food to give the children.
““Well, I could but pray and wait ; and
for a while faith in the goodness of God
sustained me, but my faith was beginning
to fail, when one day one of the bairns
brought me a message fror the minister’s
wife, telling me there was a parcel waiting
for me at the manse from my late mistress,
in whose service I had lived abt Aberdeen
before I was married. She would often
send me some of her children’s left-off
clothes, which I could make over for my
own little ones. I was thankful to hear of
this, for, though my bairns needed food
more than clothes just then, the things
would be very useful ; and I took it as a
sign that God had not forgotten me.

scemed to me very keen., I pondered the;

“ As soon. as I could, I went. up to the
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situation gravely for a few minutes, and as
I did so I wondered more than before at
Mrs. Michie’s cheerful face.

‘What will you do?’ I asked presently.
“You cannot afford to send him away.”

‘“No, indeed, that's truc enough,” she
roturned, brightly ; *but we are not let-
ting ourselves be anxious about that. We
are laying the matter before the Lord in
prayer, and we can trust to him to pro-
vide a way, if it’s his will to save the lad’s
life,”

Then I perceived the secret of Mus,
Michie’s serene, happy look., She was a
woman whose faith in God was simple and
strong, one who lived in constant obedience
to the apostolic injunction—*‘In nothing
be anxious, but in everything, by prayer
and supplication with thanksgiving, lot
your requests be made known unto God.”

““You have great faith in God,” I said
rather wistfully, for my own faith was often
wavering.

¢ Andhow could Ino’have faith in him?”
sheasked,quickly. *‘Whomshould wetrust,
if not our Fatherin heaven—he who spared
not his own Son, but delivered him up for
us all? How shall he not with him also
freely give us all things?”’ . .

I was silent, but not because I-did not
feel the truth of her words,

¢ Qur God is the hearerand answerer of

manse to get the parcel It is, as you
know, a walk of some miles to the manse.
I shall never forget that walk. I was
sorely distressed, and all the way I .was
praying to God to help me, for we had no-
thing in the house that day, and I had left
the children crying for food.

‘‘The hope was in my heart that the
minister’s lady would ask me about our cir-
cumstances, and be moved to give me help.
I knew that I could never bring myself to
ask for it,

¢ But when, faint and weary from my
long walk, I reached the manse, I found
that the minister's lady was from home,
and would not be back for several days.
My heart sank very low when I heard that.
I rested for a few minutes, and the servant-
Iass gave me some milk and onteake. 1
drank the milk, but I managed to slip the
ontcake into my pocket to give to the
bairns when T got home. Then I took the
parcel, and set off on my homeward walk.

X still kept praying to God, for I knew
that he could help me without the aid of
the minister’s wife. But I could not see
how help was to come, and my heart grew
heavier and heavier as I drew near to my
home. .

I had passed the post-office, thinking
with heart-sicl longing of the hag of meal
that was waiting for me there, and had just

prayer,” she continued, sfter a minute;

reached the foot of the brae that leads up

to this valley, when something moved me
to open the parcel I was carrying, and look
at the things my good mistress had sént
me. . And what should I find amongst the
clothes but a little note from her with a
bright half-sovereign wrapped inside it}
She thought that I might be needing such
help after the long winter, she suid. So
you see there was the answer to my prayer.
I had been cairying it under my arm all
the while without knowing it.”

“Dear me! how wonderful {* I said,
thoughtlessly. ‘

¢ Nay, nay, you must not say that,” re-
turned Mrs. Michie, quickly. “‘It canna
be wonderful that the Lord should answer
prayer ; the wonder is that we have so
little faith, X amsure Ifeltrebuked when
I saw that half-sovereign. I was ashamed
that I had ever doubted, as, with my heart
full of thankfainess, I hurried back to the
post-office to get the bag of meal. Oh!
how the bairnies shouted when they saw meo
bearing it up thebrae! We'llnever forget
that day, any of us, It taught me a lesson
which has mado life easier.. Ihavelearned
to cast all my cure upon the Lord, and
trust to his love, whatever happens.”

After a little further talk I took my de-
parture, and asI went down the brae I was
wondering how Mrs. Michie's prayers for
her son would be answered ; for she had
inspired me with her cheerful hope, and I
felt confident that a way would be opened
for the lad by which he might escape the
rigors of a Highland winter.

A few days later I was visiting some
English friends who were staying for a few
days at a hotel in the neighborhood, and
as we were talking together the conversa-
tion tock a turn which led me to tell them
about Mrs. Michie and her strong faith in
God. There was a lady present who lis-
tened with much interest to all T said about
Mrs. Michie’s son, and questioned me
rather closely concerning his state of
health, and the hope held out of his re-
covery. .. .

¢“YIthink I can help him,” she said,
quietly, when she had learned the facts of
the case  ** There is a convalescent home
in the south of England in which T am in-
terested, and I can procure him admission
there ag g free patient, if his friends would
like him to go. The place is beautifully
sheltered, and the air consideved very good
for consumptive patients. What do you
think of it?”

‘Tt is the very thing !’ I cried, eagerly.
‘¢ His parents will be delighted to accept
your kindness, I am sure.” I was about
to add—** How wonderful I”

Mus. Michie received with guiet thank-
fulness the news I carried her the next day.
It was no wonder to her, but only a fresh
proof of the lovingkindness of the Lord.
Cheerfully the mother set to work to pre-
pare his simple outfit; and a fortnight
later, ere the winter chills commenced,
herson departed for the south.

The change of climate proved very bene-
ficial to him. He passed the winter with-
out harm. When he quitted the convales-
cent home in the spring, he seemed thor-
oughly restored to health ; but he would
never be a robust man, and his friends
still dreaded for him the rough life of the
Highlands,

Again his mother's faith was rewarded,
and the good hand of the Lord directed his
way. A gentleman who became interested
in him offered him a free passage to Austra-
lia, and promised to find work for him
when he arrived there. The young fellow
gladly accepted the offer ; and when, on
my next visit to the Highlands, I found my
way- again to Mrs. Michie’s cottage, she
showed me, with delight, a letter she had
had from her son, in which he gave a
glowing account of his health and well-
being,. .

He had always been fond of books, and
by giving all his leisure to study he had
managed to fit himself to ofticiate as school-
master in one of the remote districts of the
new country. He seemed very happy in
his new occupation, relieved, as it was, by
the care of the slip of land which  he was
cultivating for his own advantage.’

But what pleased me most in the letter
was the simple manly trust in God which
it evinced, showing that he shared his
mother’s faith and was worthy of her un-
selfish love, - Truly, those are happy who
trust in the Lord. - ** O taste and see that

the Lord is good ; blessed is the man that’

trusteth in him,”—Friendly Greetings.
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+ TO A SAD LITTLE GIRL.

You say you are ugly, and you are afraid
That nobody loves you, sad little maid ;
For people whisper, with lip a-curl, . -

- Asyou pass by, *What an ugly girl!”

Ah, well, my dear, if you mope and fret,
Your ugly faco will be uglier yel.

Letmo tell you tho sceret without delay
-Of growing beautiful day by day.

'"Tis a secret old as the world is old,

But worth in itsclf o mine of gold:

Beauty ofsoul is beauty of face,

Tor inward sweetness makes outward grace.

There is a seoret, simple and trues
Now prove what its wisdom can do for you.
~ Fillup your heart with thoughts mest sweet,
Bidding all others at once retreat, '
And tlhese sweeb thoughts will grow like seeds,
Aud bloom into beautiful words and dceds,
And soon, very soon, they will leave their trace
Ot loveliness on your ugly face;
- The lines will bo softer on check and brow,
Bright smiles will shine whero tears are now;
Your cycs will sparkle, and somo blest power
1Will make you lovelier every hour,
Just try it, my dear ; begin to-day
To do kind thingsin the kindest way—
To kindly thinlcand to kindly speak,
:To bo sweet-tempered, gentle, and meek.
““Then never again shali you need be afraid
That »obody loves you, sad littlo maid,
Opinion will change, with a pleasant whir],
And all will think, *What a charming girl!”
—Emma ¢ Dowd, in. Harper's Young People.

N

THE SPARROWS' CHOICE.

THE SPARROWS AND THE FLOWER-
POT.

A lady who lives in a pretty country
town where the English sparrows ' liave
driven almost all the. other birds awuy,
said an English sparrow was a great deal
better than no bird aball ; and she thought,
“Though I don’t like them as well as I do
our own little sparrows, and yellow birds,
and robins, yet I will build them a houge
that will suit them.” —

When the house was_finished,- the spax-
rows cocked their heads to one side ‘and
looked atb it, but would not go into_it.”

At the very time the new house was put
up on its pole for the sparrows, a big flower-
pot was broken by one of the servants, who
‘t)lu'lew it into a corner with some other rub-

ish. : :

" By and by, as the summer advanced, a
crecping vine found its wny to the broken
pot, and clung lovingly around it.

Ono day, however, the lady. espied the
heap of rubbish, and washurrying away to
tell the gardener that she could not have it
there, when she noticed her sparrows eir-
clinig around it and playing a sort of hide-
and-seek in it. -

. She thought what a pretty thing it was,
a8 it lny there with the dainty vine twined
about it, and while she was looking, there
came up & shower, and sheran undera tree
near by for shelter, - -
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Thenshe saw the
sparrows run into
the vine-covered
pot and stay there
during theshower,
and - she . thought
she had-neverseen
anything prettier
in her life than the
picture they made,

What she did
after that was to
lift the pot, with-
out disturbing the
vine, and put’it so
that the cats could
not get atit, think-
ing that-when the
next spring caine,
_ the sparrows might
-take it for a hoine,

they. did.,

As 'for the gor-
geous  bird-house,
it remained with-
out atenant until
it was a ruin, when
the little sparrows
decided that it was
pretty enough.to
use, so they used it.

[ A —

A LITTLE WAY
DOWN STREET.

ROBERT J. BUR-
DETTE. . .
My boy, you

came in rather late
last night, and this
morning, when
your mother asked
where you were,
you said, - “* Down
street.” Thenwhen
shewanted toknow
whereabouts down
thestreet, you said,
“Oh, just a little
ways.”

Now, I don't
think you intended
to lie to your
mother. Asarule,
you are a truthful
boy, and your
mother can believe
yon. But I won-
der if you know
“howfardown street
youwere lastnight?
You were right
when you said you'
were “down
. street;”” whenever
a boy comes home
Iate st night, and
isafraid orashamed
to tell just. where

"he has been and

what he has been

: doing, I know as

well as he does, and his .mother knows,

and everybody who knows anything about

boys knows, that he has been *‘down
street.” -

And more than that, my boy; I know
that he has been a long way down street.
A long, long way. Have you a map of
your route last evening? No? Woll,
never mind; we know you were down
street, and we can make amap in a minute
or two. Sit down here,.and we'll see how
far o boy travels when he leaves homoafter
supper, and goes *‘ down streeta little way”
and doesn’t get back until ten or later.

Here is your home, this bright little spot
like a star on the map. Thosweetest, pur-
est, safest place this side of heaven; the
Lowme where, from father to baby, they
love you better than all the rest of the
people in all the big, wide world. Now,
you start from here andgo *‘ down street” ;
gomehow the street always has a down
grade from home when you sneak out after
night, . See how far you get from respecta-
bility and self-respect, when you reached
this corner, **just a littlo ways down,”
where you loafed—ch? Well, Tl say
s Joitered,” if you prefer - it—where you
« Joitered” last night. Here are the fel-
lows with whom you loitered. ~Youhad to
meet them here, because you can never
meet them in your home, for two reasons;
in the first place, your father wouldn’t per-
mit one of them to come into his house,

-and _ sure enough|.

and in the second place, you would be-
ashamed to invite them there, whetheryour
father forbade it or not. Sweet *‘ gang”
for ‘your father’s son to ¢ loitér” with, isn’t
i6?  If's along way from your respectable
home, from your mother’s friends and your
father's guests, tothis corner **downstreet,”
isn'tit? . C . .

Thien—Ilook on the map, myboy—see how
far it.is from manliness and decency. ~ T'¥o
ladies hurried past this corner, friends. of
your mothers; possibly they had been-
spending the eveningatyour home. = Thank:
heaven they could not see you as you slunk
back into the dark doorway, fecling like the.
sneak that you were ; and, as they passed
by, one of the loafers with whom you were
loitering shoufed an insulting remark after
them. Your cheeksburned in thedark, at
that. Didn't your home and your sisters
seem to be a thousand miles away just then?

See, too, how far you were from purity.
Sowme of the boys told some storics ; doyou
think you can repeat them to your sisters ?
Don’t you wish this morning that you could
forget thém forever? Don’t you wish you
had never heard them ¢ Don’t you know
your mind will never again be as pure and
innocent as it was before you went *‘ just a
little way down street” last night? While
you were listening to these stories, punetu-
ated with profanity, the dear ones at home
gathered in the sitting room, your father
opened the book, and read ; they knelt ab
the family altar and commended them-
selves to the keeping of the Heavenly
TFather, and tenderly remembered the boy
who was “just a little way down. street.”
Then the lights went out one by one, the
house was still, and only the loving mother
waited anxiously and sleeplessly for the
boy who was ‘‘downstreet.” It was more
than ten million miles away from the sweet,
old chapter that your father read, down to
the stories that you heard, my boy. And
what a steep grade, all the way down !

And it was a long, long way from the
truth. When you evaded your -mother’s
question, and said.you were only ‘‘a little
way.down street” the lie in your false heart
looked guiltily.out of your eyes as it ruse to
your-cowardly lips. Just see where 'you
weré; you, -ordinarily a brave, manly,
truthful boy, turned into a liar and a cow-
ard! You would fight, Tknow, if any boy
-called you such names, but just tell your-.
gelf the truth; don’t lie to yourself.'
Weren't you ashamed to tell your mother
where youwere? Yes. ‘Well, doesn’t that
make you a sneak? And weren’t you
afraid to tell your father? Yes. Well,
what does that make you? And did you
tell the honest truth «when your mother
asked where you were? No. Well, what
are you then? . Andlet me tell you that
the ** half truth” and *“half lie” you told
your mother islike all half-breeds ; it has
all the worst traits of the vilest race ‘and
none of the virtues of the best.

“But,” you say, “‘a boy doesn’s have to
go with toughs and riff-raff when he goes
@ down street” ; there are some mighty
nice boysgo down street at night.” My
boy, I know it ; there are ‘some “‘mighty
nice bays” go out of nights, but they are
not so nice when they come back. You
can’t select your company on the street.
The corner is free to everybody. There is
no exclusivencss instreetcompany. There
is no safe ** corner” for you after night ex-
cept the chimney corner. - And when you
leave that, and spend the evening on the
street, and can give no account of your do-
ings on your return beyond the bald state-
menh that you were *‘just down street a
little ways,” we know, with pain and sor-
row, that our boy has locked up in his mind
and heart, shameful, guilty things that he
dare not tell in his home. Keep off- the
street after night, my boy. Other people
will think better of you, and, what isa far
more important thing, you will think much
better of yourself.—Ladies’ Home Journal.

A MAP TO COPY.

If you were asked for the first time to
draw a map of South -America, you would
not sit down, with just a slate and penecil,
and draw a map of the way you thought
South America ought to look. "So with
trying .to lead a, godly life. The life of
the Lord Jesus is like a map that we
may copy. When we are puzzled to know
whether a thing is right or wrong, let us
ask, Would Jesus do it ? and if our hearts
tells us, no, then that is not the thing for
us to do,—-Frank Foxcroft., '
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SUCH A MISTAKE:

I onco knew a young dog, most aristocratic,
On qucstlons of pcdlgco quite a fanatic;
_ HMewould hold up one paw,
And tell you, “Why, law!
He's the most ill-bred creature that cver Isaw;
He doesn’t know what his great grandparents
were 3
Ho hasn’t the spirit of an average cat
Ho is nothing at allin the world but & cur,
And the wretchedest kind of a cur at that!” ¢

Onoday in the drawing-room ln-ngmdlv strolling,
His cyesround in search of ncqumnmnccs rollingy
Pray, what should he sco
But a dog, whose degree’
Was clearly as vulgar and low as could be:
His coat was of dirty white, mottled with yollow
So rough and unkempt, so unlike his own;
Ho was fat and bow-legged, a most ill-looking fcl-
low,
Of the sort that would quarrel for half a bare
bone.

Ho had, too, a wenazened, ill-natured expreéssion,
As though hoe was suffering acute indigestion.
Said the young dog, “Oh! dear;
How did he get in here ?
The footinan's neglected his duty, that's clear.”
And he growled as he walked away stately and
slow:
‘“Oh! socicty’s come to a terrible pass !
For how in the world was tho young dog to know
'Twas himself he had seen in o long looking
glass?
—~Wide dwake:

-———’.——
TIP'S LETTER.

A TRUE STORY BY MARY J. SAFFORD.

Tip wns o pretty little yellow dog, with
bright black eyes, black-tipped ears, and &
tail that curled in a tight ring, accordmg
to the most elegant purr £ashion.

Helived in Wnshmqton and was brought
to his first home by a little colored girl,
whose kinky black hair curled as tight as
Tip's tail. She wanted to sell him, she

said, because there were four more puppies |

at home, and her mammy couldn't alford
to keep so many dogs, So the bargain was
soon made, and the fat little fellow was
put in a clothes-hamper for the night.
How he did cry ! Ho missed his four
brothers and sisters. But he soon grew
contented, and learned all sorts of cunning
tricks.

‘When summer came it was very hot in
tho éity, and poor Tip had only a small

yard to play in, so his master thought it
would bo better to send him into the coun-
try, and somo ladies who kept a school
offered to take him.

One fine morning off he went in his ham-
per, with a letter, which somebody had
written for him, tied around his neck.

When he reached the house the children
were delighted with their new playfellow,
and after they had had a fine romp together,
the boys and girls crowded around the
teacher to hear her read the letter. She
opened it,'and began :

“To ary NEw MisrrEsses,—As I am a
little dog only three months old, and can’t
talk much, I thought I would get somebody
to write for me,

“I'm just as good as I know how to be
always. . But sometimes, when I feel very
full of fun, I dolike to play bite, and then
sometimes my teeth pinch a little, orifyou
pull away your hands very quick, before I
have n chance to open my mouth wide, they
seratch. %mebxmes, too, when T've been
keeping quict a long time, I like to race up
and down or round and round the room
just as fast as Icango  People who didn’t
know mo might think X had a fit, But it
isn'tso. I'm justas healthy & little dogas
ever lived.

** I've brought my switch with me and if
Ido :mybhmnr you. don’t like, if you just
show it to mé, up I jump on the frst chair
or box I can find, and keep as still as a
mouse. - I've never been whipped with it
but once, but I don’t like the looks of it

t@ @"@ wanhermg,sea.rcﬂeb o.ﬂoul’

very well, because when people show it to
me, I know they think I have been a bad
little dog.

“Tve brought my hamper too. - I've
slept in it every night since I came to Ar-
lington street. Ify you'll just let me stay
in it two or threo nights - in “ono- of your
chambers, I don't think T shall cry ab all;
but I'm sueh a very little. dog, and have

at first, while things were strange; I should
feel horaesick and Leep you awake by my
ciying. '

- {¢ T never get out of it ab night, ‘and in
the morning I stand up, with my paws on
tl}e edge, wmtmn‘ till somebody takes me.

I“And now, ladies, if you'll kindly have
pitienco with me a fow days, until I learn
liow you want me to behave, I'm sure you
will grow fond of me, and think I'ma good
little dog, and I shall always be

Your faithful Tre.”
—-ch per’s Ymmq People.
— s

TO 1. NEVERSTOLE, ESQ.

My DEAR Sir:—I am well awarve that
you arc an lonest man ; for that matter,
al your other friends are aware of that
fact. No one could be in your presence
for ten minutes without hearing you pro-
claim yourintegrity, To besure, I do not
know that you are any ‘more honest than
the average of men who never brag of it ;
Db then T will give you credit for this
virtue. You.mnever told a wilful lie, and
yoit never tapped  till, and you never ex-
changed & cotton umbre]la for a silk .onc
when coming away from a party ; and yet,
my. dear. Mr. ‘Neverstole,” allow me to
whisper in your ear, as & friend, .that' not
allithe ten commandments are: summed up
in the eighth, . ;.

: . There are'nine others, remember each
oné of enough nnportance for God to write
it with his finger upon a tablet of stone.

I your neighbors are to be belicved, you
are hasty and irascible, and a very pr 1c1\]y

| uncomfortable sort of & fellow., - Your wife

fears you, and your children are ruled with
arod of iron, and your servants nover re-
main in yout employ morethan a few weeks;
and yet yoware honest ! O, yes, you are
honest ; if no other virtue were required
to unlock the pearly gates, you would un-
doubtcdlyh'r.ve a wide entrance ; but, my
dear sir, honesty is not by any means the
password at which they will fly open.

There is many a bank-robber that can
pride himself on his kindness of heart, and
many a burglar behind - prison bars who
nevei drank a drap of liquor, and many a
gambler that loves his children. Now
supposing that the bank-robber should say
that though, to be sure, he did break the

bank, yet he didn’t deserye to go to prison,
because he gave a turkey to a poor widow
last Christmas ; and supposing that the
burglar should plead that, though it must
be admitted that he did break into'a house
and steal the silver, yet he never was drunk
in his life, and therefore he should. not be
sentenced for burglary ; and supposing that
a gambler should plead in extenuation of
his crimes that he never beat his children,
I scarcely think you would justify them ;
and_yet- their virtues are just as good a
cloak for their crimes, as your much

vaunted honesty is for your rancor and
ugliness of disposition. -

“Remember that the same good book that
tells you to ©* plO\’ldO things honest in the
sight of all men” also says, ‘‘Add to your
faith virtue ; and to virtue knowledge;
and to knowledne temperance ; and “to
temperance pn.tzence ; and to patience
godliness; and to godliness brotherly
Lmdness ; and to brotherly kindness char-
ity IIonesty, ‘being alone, is dead, asfar
ag respects winning esteem in this world or
honor in the next. Kxcuse these plain
words from your old and faithful friend.—
A. Mossback, in Golden Rule,
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POEM FOR RECITATION.

THE WAY THAT.HARRISON DOES.

I'm Hafrigon’s sister, nino years old, my name
is Katy Shaw, . L

And I've got the nicest brother that any one'ever
HRW, - o Co

His hair, I ks:9v, is a little red, and his' nose
turns up some too, . '

But then his teeth are white as snow, and his
eyes arc just as blue,

He was cleven years old last birthday, but two
years older than I, o

Though he was born the last of June, whilel
came Fourth of July. o

Ho always minds father and mother, and he
never has seen the day R

He was cever too busy, or crossor tired,
our baby May.

to amuse

-And thon, the things ho does for me, I couldn't
begin to tell; - . o .

I don’t think any onc’s brother ever treated them
half aswell ; ' - .

But I want to tell of some splendid things I've
Iatoly seen him do— s

Of course he does a great many, but

T'll only tell
of a few, :

Qur teacher offered a lovely prize—and Harrison
wanted it so— .
For the boy who had the whole of the term not
o tardy mark to show, ] )
And Harry he hadn'tasingle mark, and the term
had ncarly closed, )
Till one morning he overslept himself, and
" littlo too late he dozed. :

But he knew that if he hurried to school, he'd
get there just in time,

Though the bell was ringing slowly—almost at
itslatest chime,

Now just on the corner below our house, is nn
apple and peanut stand; 7

Tho boys all know where to find it—they thin
it is perfectly grand. )

And the man who always tends it is clumsy,
{eeble and old, )

And somchow this morning 'twas all upset, and
the things had everywhero rolled. L

Thepeanuts lay in great big heaps right there in
the dusty street,

And the beautiful red-cheeked apples wero 'most
to the horses' feet. .

Now what do you think that Harry does, whon
the wholo of tho trouble he sees,

But just gets lown and helps the man, right
thero upon his knces ! ,

And when the bell stopped-ringing the tears
camo into hisoyes, . Ttk

For ho knew that very minute, he had lost the
lovely prize.

Then little Robbic Wilson—he's the smallest boy
in the school, '

And he isn't a strong boy, cither—one day he
broke a rule. .

The teacher had got out of pationce. said if any
one whispercd that day ’

He'd ferule him most severely, and keep him in
from his play. :

And Robbio he forgot it, and whispered right out
ghrill, .

.And so did Tommy Bronson, just when overy-

-~ thing was still’; )

Then when the teacher called them out, Tommy
was bold and brave. .

Ho acted asif he didn't care, and didn't mean to
behnve.

But Robbie trembled and shivered, and almost
lost his breath,

He was 8o torribly frightcned his face was as
whico as death.

Just tiien my brother Harrison rose right up in
the aisle, . .

And walked right down to Robbie's seat—'twa
just as still the while—

Then he spoke out plain to the teacher: *Whip
me, Oh'! please, whip me.

He'sguch a little fellow, Ican stand it better than
he.” ’

Andthe teacher did whip Harry, and let littlo
Robbic go, :

And kept my brother in at recess, and there was
such o lovely snow.

Then, one day theboys together were all going off
to skato,
And were hurrying as if 'twas dinner-time and
. theyfeared they would be too late,
Wheon they’d just reached tho iciest crossing, an
old, old lady stood there,
_Poor, and .dirty, and feeble, but she had the
’ whitest hair. S

She stood, afraid togo over, and Harrison left the
’ crowd, ‘
And went right up close to her, and lifted his cap
. and bowed. ’ .
And then he offered his arm to heras it she hud
.been a queen,
Had been a queen, or mother—I wish that mother
had seen, .

And he helped her over the crossing, walking
Just as slow, . ST
And when he turned toleave her, he bowed again
ever so.low, I
Then somo boys laughéd a little, the rest of 'em
Jjust kept still. . .
She said, ‘‘God-bless you, Sonny
think ho will, o
Novw these are only a few-of the things heis do:
ing every day. ’ oo .
Folks call him * Gentleman Harry,” I would if
° Iwere they. R
Isay again, he's the nicest boy that any ong ever
Dosaw!

" I'm sure I

AndI'm just as proud as Ican be, of my-brother

. Harrison Shaw. HE ]

—Emily Baker Smalle, in Pansy, .« .

' MY MITE-BOX.. ..
WRITTEN FOR A THANK-OFFERING MEETING,

Some years since, I read in the *‘Life
and Light,” that the Woman's -Board had
mite-boxes, which had been wsed in some of
the Auxiliaries with great success, I had
read Mrs. Pickett's strugglés with hérs, and
what a means of graceit afterwards becamo
to her, and I-sent for one. At first it did
not please me ; it was of a homely blue
color and would not, asThoped, bean orna-
ment to any -room. But I set.it up'on
my table in my dressing-room, before which
I often sit'and read. .

Tor some timeo it remained empty, It
did not attract my spenial notice or associ-
ate itself in my mind with any benevolence
or thankfulness, but one day there fell into
my hands a little story of a lady who tiied
to introduce & mite-box into her family,
first by placing it upon the eating-table,
with the suggestion that every time any
member of the family spilled anything on

the table-cloth he should put a- penny .in|

the mite-box. Butit gathered little in this
way, and the pennies dropped in were by
no means cheerfully given, and the sight of
this blue box always suggested something
disagreeable. So it was soon removed to
the mantel and she decided if any one for-
got a duty he orshe was to contribute to
the funds of the mite-box. But after a
fair trial this, too, proved not a blessing.
It thus seemed quite a failure, until one
day her son, a rollicking boy of twelve
years, came rushing in the house and, go-
ing straight to the mantel, his mother. saw
him drop in the mite-box a bright silier
dollar, O

“ Why, my son, what does that mean?’
she asked.

Horeplied :

“ Just now, papa was standing with
Dick Preston’s father at the side of the new
house he is building. They finished their
talk and in less than three minutes after
they separated a large timber fell from the
staging and killed Mr. Preston, I+was so
thankful that papa escaped, I felt asif I
must give something to somebody and so
put my whole dollar into the mite-box, I
wish it had been a hundred instead of one,
but it was all I had.” .

From that time on the little blue box be-
came a reminder of oft-repeated mercies or
trials averted, and so a blessing to the
whole family.

After sceing this story I read with new
interest the mottoes on the ends and top of
my hox. ** What shall I render to the Lord
for all his benefits towards me?”’ scemed a
question directed to me personally, and
“I'reely ye have received, freely give,” had
a new meaning. ¢ The field is the world,”
and ‘* Go teach all nations,” seemed spoken
tome. So I, too, became quite reconciled
to the little blue box, and the openingin
the top seemed, every time I looked at it,
to be asking if some blessing had not come
tome. Thus I began to recount my daily
morcies and they multiply so fast that I am
in danger of becoming bankrupt.

I heard of a friend to whom a great sor-
row came. QOught I nob to be thankful it
was not my lot so tosuffer? The blue box
shall receive a token of my thankfuluess.

Another friend was prostrated by dis-
case, so that she could do nothing for her-
self and the trial was oh, so hard to bear.
How thankful I was that health is spared
to me, o

Walking in' the street one day I meta
young man staggering on the sidewalk from
the effect of strong drink. Why was itnot
my boy? --How can I be thankful enough.
My little blue box shall grow fuller for this
blessing given to me and denied the mother
of this misguided youth. '

‘;%‘rie Sz{l;hz{t'il',fjas my. pastor “was urging
t;hg clains’of the Gospel upon his audience,
my heart went out in such fervent prayer

| that his words might reach the heart of

some one who had not yet. yielded: to -its

| claims, that I felt sure the seed sown that

day would spring up and bear fruit to, the
glory of God, and so it did—that very week
tokens for good eameo to me from an unex-
peeted source, perhaps notin answerto my

‘prayer, but by the blessing' of God on the’
word spoken, and again the mite-box re-

ceived its token of another mercy, )

. The increasedadvantagesthat have come
into the lives of the young people of our
town, and the cheerful readiness with

{ which the girls and boys-are falling into

line at the will of their teachers; warms my

heart, and has led me more than.once with'

a tone of thankfulness and
blue box on the table. ) R

A new face at the prayer-meeting and a
new voice in prayer avd praise gave joy to
my heart and an added gift went into the
mite-box. : cd

And thusI find my mercies are ““new
every morning, fresh every evening, and
repented every moment.” ¢ What'shall I
render to the Lord for all his Dbenefits to-
ward me ?° ~ s :
- I cannot pay him, but I can show m
love for him and recognition of his favors
by these simple tokens—and who knows?
—the contents of my little blue box may
buy one copy of the Gospel story of Christ's
love for sinners, aid pay its way across the
sca to a dweller in heathen lands, Its
teachings may bring life and light to one
darkened soul for whom Christ died, and
is there not ¢¢ joy in heaven even over one
sinner that repenteth 2’
“ Master,] have not strength to serve thee much

- _"PisbutalittleIcando; . .

0, 1et thy mighty, multiplying touch

. Even to me, the miracle renew,
Let this, my thank-offering, by thy power

. A blessing be, from this glad hour.”
—Illustrated Christian Teekly. .

—+-
KEEP A CLEAN RECORD.:.
BY BELLE V. CHISHOLM. '

a prayer to the

Had it been in the power of.John B.
Gough, the prince of temperance orators,
to choose his parting message to the world,
nothing more beautiful or fitting could
have been selected than the thrilling sen-
tence ho uttered as he sank unconscious on
the platform,.‘‘ Young men, keep your re-
cord clean.”

The importance of living up to this ad-
vice was strikingly illustrated by an inci-
dent that recently occurred in one of our
great cities. Robert Fulton, a student in
the Theological Seminary, was arrested on
the gravecharge of bank-robbery. Thangh
no one had scen him commit the deed,

‘many had noticed him enter the bank, and

as it wasat the noon-hour no other visitors
had been observedin the vicinity. When
the bank oflicials returned they found the
cashier lying on his face in an unconscious
condition, the safe door open and a large
amount of moncy gone. Young Fulton
admitted that he had goneinto the bank on
an errand, bub declared. that he had re-
mained only long cnough to transact his
business, and that the cashier had walked
with him to the door when he left. On
the other hand, tho.cashier insisted that
after waiting on the young man some one
from behind dealt him a blow which felled
him to the floor and for a time rendered
him unconscious.

There were but three persons in the city
who had been acquainted with young Ful-
ton previous to the time e entered the
Seminary, and without knowing how they
could serve him ho asked to have them
summoned on the day of trial.

Tho firstone, a respectable shoemaker,
testified that he had known the prisoner
when a boy, and that he had been regarded
as an honest, upright boy. Said he, “No
one in the little town of Camden would
have ever thought of doubting Robbie
Fulton’s word, for he was alwiys regarded
as a lad who told the truth.”

_The next witness was a minister, who
had taught in the academy where the
young man had reccived part of his early
education. e had known him as a youth
of unblemislied character. - During his
acndemical course ho had kept a clean re-
cord, and among old and youhg had. been
considered: perfectly reliable.- =~ . i

The last of the three old - acquaintances
was & college friend—one who had known

him intimately in his strong. young man-
hood, and his testimony was that in all his
college career he had kept himsélf unsputted
from the world, : R
"The Faculty-of the Séminary . and the
students with whom he mingled daily, as
with one voice, bore witness of his faithful-
ness to duty, and singular pureness of life.
After reviewing the evidence briefly,
the judge pronounced him * Not guilty.”
In concluding his remarks, the man of the
Inw. paid this delicate compliment to young
Trultoh : P
‘* My young friend, you may thank your
clean yecord for this decision., ‘The cir-
cumstantial evidenceis all against you, but
no one who has borne such a spotléss repu-
tation throushout his boyhood, youth, and
manhood could be 8o transformed in a few:
minutes of time as to commit such a grave
crime. Would that all young men could
boast of such an irreproachable character.”.
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NEW CLUB RATES,

_ The following are the NEW Crun RaTES for
the MESSENGER, whichare considerably reduced:

B A 1o) ) N
10 copics to one address.
20 o o " .
50 {3 " [0
00 ¢ 00© B e

Sample package supplied {ree on application.
JonnN DOUGALL & SoN,
Publisheis Montreal,
———nn

- THE ATTENTION OF SUBSCRIBERS s earnestly
called to the instructions given in every paper
that all business letters for the Aessenger should
be addressed ¢ John Dougall & Sen,” and not to

‘any personal address. - Attention to this will save

much trouble and will reduce the chances of de-
lay or irregularity.

“ Coughs and Colds are often overlooked.
A continuance for any length of time causes irri-
tation of the Lungs or some chronic Throat Dis-
case, .Brown’sBronchialTrochesare offeredavith
the fullest confidence in their efficicy. giving al-

-most invariably surc and immediaws relief, 25

cts. o box,

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

EPPS'S GOCOA.

BREAKFAST,

** By n thorough knowledgo of tho natura]l laws which
govern the operations of digestion snd nutrition. and by a
careful application of the fine properties vr we "-zelected
Cocoa, Mr, Epps has provided our brenkfast tal.cs with a
delicately flavored beverage which may save us many he: vy
doctors’ bills, It is by the judicious uge of sue! orticle. of
diet that o constitution may be gradually b: it up until
strong enough to resist every tendency to discase. Hun-
dreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready to
attack wherever there is a weak point. Weo may escape
many o fatel shaft by keeping ourselves wall"fortilied with
ppro&)loo&l and & properly nourished frame."—* Cfvil Ser-
vice Gazette. :

Made simply with holling water or milk, 80old only in
peckets, by Grogers, labelled thus ¢ v
JAMESEPPS & €O, Homaopathic Chemists,

¥ ondon. England.

ST
D. M, Frnkv & Co's_
Illustrated, Descriptive and Priced

For 1891 will be mailed FREE K&
Bto all applicants, and to lastseason’s &8
Bl customers. It is better than ever. i

(4 Every person using Garden, J

Flower or Field Seeds,

should send for it. Address
D. M. FERRY & CO.
. WINDSOR, ONT. .

Largest Seedsmen in the world

ton

lovely Scl‘ul)-book'Pic(m'cs. with packago

of benutiful Samplo.Cards ; list of 100 jl-

lustratcd premiums and recipes for mak-

ing 100 kinds of Ink, Z'ree. Senda threo

cent stamp for mail, or tencents for the above and

your name on twenty new stylo Embossed Gold,

agged Edge, ecte, Coards. ddress HALL

BROS, & CO., Bolton Centre, P.Q.

~ e s

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and. pube

lished overy fortnight »f Nos. 321and 323 St. James

st., Montreal, hy J qlm Rc(}pn@h Dougn,llq of Montreal

Al business communications should bo addressed ** Jchn

Dougnll & Son,” and all letters to the Editor should be
addressed “'{Editor of the* Northern Messenger *
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