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| have & lady passenger he went in to!
empty and rinse his mouth out,” was |
the answer. l
He came, out at the elbows, patched
at the knees, with vest and linen spot-

~ ted with tobacco juice, I turned my

Bteering for Home,

Brow, thou hitter northern gale;
1leave, thou rolling, foaming sea;
Bend the mast and fill the sail,
Let the gallant ship go free!
Steady, lad! Be firm and steady !
On the compnss fix your oye;
Ever watehful, ever ready,
Let the rain and spray go by!
We're steering for home.

driver proved to be an express messen-
ger, and universal errand boy of the1
farmers along the route. I hesitated.
My trunk was on, and the morning air
| fragrant, So, with belp, I climbed on
| the wheel, and pitched into the waggon,

and took possession of the one seat, and

planted my feet upon what seemed an
' empty bag, but which proved to have

head away, us sitting down beside me,
he took up the reins and said :
“ ('lang, g'lang, g'lang

1 ” 1
Let the waves with angry thud
Shake the ship irom stem to stern
We can biave the flying scud,
It may go, it may teturn:
In the wind are cheerful voices,
In the waves a pleasant song,
Al the sailor's heart rejorces
As the good ship honnds along.
We'te stecang for home.

Standing on the briny deck,
Beaten hy the hlinding sprav,
Peanug neither storm nor wreck,
Let us keep our onwarnd way.
Loving heatts for us are yearning,
Now 1n hope, and now 1m doubt,
Looking tor owr swift returning,
How they try to make us out!
We're steering for howme.

Fainter blows the bitter gale,

Aund more peaceful grows the sea ;
Now, hoys, trim again the sail ;

Laud 1s looming on the lee !
See ! the beacon-light is flushing,

Hark ! those shouts are from the shore ;
To the whart home triends are dashing ;

Now out hardest work is o'er.

Three cheers for our home !

-~ —o @

My Ride on a Btar Route.
A TRUE SKETCH.

1 wisHED to go fourteen miles north- |
ward, By cars T must go three sides
of a square. The trip, and waiting at
depots, would take from 11 o'clock A M.
to 4:20 o’clock r.M.

“For the accommodation of two
small post-offices, a stage, a poor affair,
rung direct,” said mine host.

The freshness of a summer morning,
the hilly road, the changing views, the
tices, wild flowers and singing birds |
were a dzlight, even in thought, and 1
said at once *

“The stage.”

_ While breukfasting, the next morn-
ing, the clerk came in zd said in & low
voice :
_ “The stage is here, and your trunk
is on, bnt finish your breakfast, the
driver will wait.”

1 weni out soon, hut no stage was to
be seen, und I asked it it had gone for
other paspengers,

* This is it.” said my more laughing
than smiling host. '

Such another nondeseript vehicle
may I never see. One poor, old, white
horse, an express waggon, the back
soat of which had been taken out to
make room for my trunk, and the pack-
ages of all forms and sises, for the

StrEriNG For HoME.—See Poem.

This oft-repeated word alone broke
our silence, until out of the village he
stopped at s stons trough, benesth
some trees, to water his horse. Ons
bough & robin was swaying, and war-
bling his sweetest notes, euding in a
long twitter. The driver who was
standing at his horse's head, took some

the honour of being the U. 8. Mail,
and to oontain two packages (one of
which, as I got out to rest while the
mail was changed, I saw oontained
exactely two postal cards and four
newspapers).

« Where is the driver1” T asked.

« When he found out he was to

crumbs from his pocket and held them
out. The robin flew down and ate
them from his hand. With a clear
smooth voice the driver quoted Words-
worth’s

«Thou art the bird that man loves best,
The pious bird with scarlet breast,
The bird, who by some name or other,
All men who know thee call thee¢ brother.”

He scattered more crumbs on the stone,
buckled the check rein, and mounted
the seat with :

% Good-by, my little friend, be here
to-morrow, g'lang, g'lang!”

The delicste act, the cultured voice,
made me look at him. His face was
clean and clean shaven ; his feptures
regular and refined ; his eyes large,
clear and very deep blue; his hair a
brown gray ; his bands small aud, had
the nails been clean, would have been
handsome.

“«Who can he bet”
myself ; to him 1 said :

« That bird seems to know you.”

« He is always waiting for the mail,”
he said.

«“ And always gets something, I
fancy.”

« Always. I rarely have a pessenger
and so talk to the birds and squirrels,
glang, glang. I regret I haven't a
better horse—g'lang—as my constant
urging must annoy you, g'lang, glang.”

“ You do not whip him.”

«Never. But I often think Don
Quixote’s Rosinante, like the wander-

I said to

ing Jew, is still on earth.”

« And this is het”
«'L'his is he without & doubt {”

Just then we drove through a bit of

l woodlsnd full of music. He said :

« How truly Mary Howitt voices
one's feelings 1 her poem :

¢ Come ye into the summer woods' But ro
mortal pen can
Tell half the sights of beauty you may
see.’”

I loved to hear him talk. His
language was pure, his anecdotes refiued,
his quotations from standard authors
were frequent, but brief and to the
point.

« Who can he be!” I asked my-
self again and again, At farm houses
he stopped to give packages, from &
mended soythe snath to a gold bracelet.
And whenever a good wuman ran out
and oalled, he took her wishes in a note
book, with all the courtesy and bearing
of a thoroughbred gentleman.

1 took che liberty to glance at the
book. The writing and spelling showed
him to be a man of ednostion.

4 Will not so many stops preveni
your making time1” I asked.
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“Ohno! I am notobliged to beat
—-- until 12 noon, and I start two
hours earlier than the old driver did.”
“In order to oblige the farmers
along the route!” T asked.

“ ln part; but Pope says, ¢ Self-love
and social are the same.’ I love the
morning air, I love to speak & word to
the good people, to break the monotony
of their work day lives by a bit of stir-
ring news.  Truly these hours on the
road are the pleasantest’of my life.”
“You are never lonely 1”

“Never! With God and nature
can one be lonely 3"

A gentleman with a fine pair of blood
horses, passed us, and they exchanged
cordial greetings. The driver said :

“ A woman, who had worked in the
family of that gentleman's father for
many years, he tock care of the last
ten. She had become helpless and
nearly blind, so when she died last
month, she was past mourning for.
After she was made ready for burial
and laid in the parlour, a well-dreesed
stranger called to see her. He was
told she was dead. He said be bad
pot been East for thirty years, and
would like to see her. He stood for a
few minutes looking upon her, and then
bent down and kissed that cold, brown,
wrinkled forehead, and left two great
tear drops on it, and with & choking
voioe said :

“ My mother’s dearent friend ”

After a moment the driver turned
to me and said :

“ Do you suppose those friends
knew each other when they met?”

“] am sure they did,” I said.

“It is a question I often ponder.
My wife died when she had just passed
into full and beautiful womanhood.
She had touched her tbirtieth year, and
I was but a little older, in the vigor of
my manhood. She is now in the fresh-
news of her womanhood with the eternal
freshness of heaven. 1f, as Milton has
it, ‘ From the lowest deep a lower deep
still opens,’ 8o, from the highest height
a higher height raust rise ; and she,
who was purity itself here, must be
purer now. And we grow like those
with whom we mingle, she, so lovely
here, has been for twenty-seven yeans
the compapion of angels! How
glorious she must be! Will she—can
she know me there!”

Almost my first question on reach-
ing my friend was:

“ Who is that driver1”

“I have not the honour of his
acquaintance 1" she laughingly said.

“1 have!” I said.

S0 soon as the post-waggon drove on,
I started for the post-office.

“ Will vou please tell me who that
driver is1”

The postmaster gave his name and
said he was once an editor of ,
naming one of the best papers in one
of our largest cities.

“ He is a man of elegant culture,” I
said,

*“He in that. I don't know of any-
body that can touch a match to him.
He has been through college, and been
to Euarope, and has been acquainted
with & good many distinguished men.”

“ What has brought bim to this3”

“DRINK."—Mrs, Lucy E. Sanford
n N. Y. Observer.

-

“Way didn’t the missionaries come
before 1” said an old Armenian woman,
“If they had only come when I was
young, I too might have worked for
Christ.”

Canada’s Invitation.

Lis1 N to my invitation,
Borne afar o’er land and sea
Unto cach and ev 1y nation;
Come, T ack you, ive with me'
T will give you homes and homesteads,
Fertile farms and freedom too,
Come then with the coming thousands,
Come and you will never rue®

* have room, aye, room for plenty,
Room for millions—come along !

For the free air of the pranne
Leave the struggling, stifling throng.

Leap from out the ruts around you,
I\}en and women, up, awake!

Burst the bonuds, that lonf

have bound you,
For your own, your ¢l

dren's sake,

Will you tamely bear the burthen
Of long years of hopeless toil,
When I willingly will make you,
Lotds and masters of the soil?
Who is there would rather struggle
All his life on hunger’s b,
Thau accept the bounteous offer,
That | now hold out to him?

Youth's ambitious, upward pathway
Here's not barred by customs old,
Here you may by honest labour
Wia both honour, lands, and gold.
Fiery youth, with hot-biood throbbiug
Iu each young impulsive breast,
Ev ry noble aspiration
You may work out in the West,

Over Manitoba's prairies,
And the North-West, wide and far,
Pour the teeming m{n‘ads finding
Homes no despot hand can mar.
Come, and help them build a nation,
Free and glorious, grand and great!
Come, for life i swiftly passing,
And it will not pay to wait!

~C. E. Jakcway, M. D.

A Mistaken Idea.

As soon a8 a boy leaves school and
looks about to see what he shall do
next, he is very likely to be told by
some unwise person, “ The world owes
you a living.” This probably strikes
him a8 being a very.wise remark, and
the boy says to himself, * If it is true
that the world owes me a living, then
I'm all right.” He finds a place, and
goes to work manfully ; but after'a
time he concludes that there is no fun
in it, and he stops to consider: *If
the world owes me a living, why should
I trouble myselft Let the world pay
its debt to me.” Suddenly he loses
his place and has nothing to do. He
is surprised, and wonders why the
world does not give him is due, “A
pice bed, warm clothes, and regular
dinners are good things, and I ought
to have them. The world owes them
to me, and if T do not get them I've
been cheated out of my rights.”

At one time this country was a
wilderness, whers no man could live,
sve by fighting the wild beasts. Some
one chased away the bears and wolves,
cut down the forests, laid out roads,
built towns, and dug canals. Some-
body spent vast sums of money in con-
structing railrouds, steam-boats, docks,
light-houses, schools, libraries, and ail
the fine things you enjoy so freely.
More than this, somebody pays the
policeman, the fireman, the soldier,
the sailor, the light-house keeper, and
school-master. From the day you
were born your father and mother
have’ fed, clothed, and sheltered you.
It has cost you nothing. None of these
great public works, rouds, canals, towns,
navies, and armies cost you anything.
How can you say the world owes you
s living? Is it not you who are in
debt ! What has a boy done to
deserve all this? Not s thing It is
you who must pay—not the world.

Ab ! boys, he was a foolish creaturs
who first said, * The world owes me a

The world owes no man a living till he
lins done some worthy decd, some good
work to make the world better and a
fairer place to live in.  Thoese old
fellows who dug canals, and laid out
towns, who bult cities and invented
all these splendid things,—these tele-
graphs, these ships, thene mugnificent
engines,—had the right idex. They
worked manfully, and tho world at last
did owe them a living, and paid it many
times over. If you meusn to get out of
the great debt you owe the world, do
romething, go to work and show you
are a man. Then, when you have
shown the world you can work, it will

) gladly pay you a living, and the finer

and more noble your work the gregter
will be your reward,.—From “ 4 Fable
for Boys,” by Charles Burnard, in, Sr.
Nicuoras for May.

— e - - -
The Rum Traflic.

THERE was & large audience present
in Shafteshury Hall to listen to &
lecture by Rev. Dr. Searle, Chaplain of
the Auburn State Prison. He related
a number of striking incidents—
illustrating the evils of intemperance
which came to his notice during the
eleven years he has been connected
with the Auburn Prison. He described
in pathetic language all the misfortunes,
disgrace, and ruin which had befallen
thousands of unfortunate victims of
that great evil, which was the curse of

,| thousands of homes and society, and

remarked how singular it was that at
this advanced period of civilization
comparatively nothing was enacted to
destroy this greatest foe of domestic
and national happiness.  Nineteen-
twentiaths of all crimes were the direct
result of intemperanoce, and millions of
lives with bright prospects and promis-
ing futures were blasted through its
evil effects. He paid a tribute to
Toronto for the manner in which the
Sabbath day was observed, the liquor
traffic being suspended for nearly sixty
days in the year, and claimed that com-
plete prohibition was possible if it was
desired, and clearly demonstrated that
it was desirable,
— e~
‘Which is the Fool P
PROF. GEORGE E. FOBTER.

THE beer or spirit drinker is wont
to look with ill-concealed contempt
upon the simple water drinker, and as
he tosses off the glass he has just paid
his money for, he imagines that he has
swallowed something far better, and
performed an act far more sensible.
‘Yet if he would stop a moment to ask
what he has just taken, he might think
quite differently. Let us mee. A
barrel of beer contains about five
hundred glasses. The seller gives about
eight dollars for it, and sells it for five
cents per glass, or twenty-five dollars
His profit is two bundred and fifteen
per cent. The drinker drops in ten
times per day and takes his glass of
beer ; in fifty days he has consumed the
five hundred glasses, and paid twenty-
five dollars therefor. bat has he
swallowed? Scientific men say that in
the five hundred glassen of beer there
were four hundred and sixty glasses of
mere water, twenty-five glasses of pure
alcohol, fifteen glasses of extracts and
gums. 8o the beer drinker has paid
twenty-three dollars for four hundred
and sixty glusses of water, and impure

at that, whioh he could have had at the
nearsst spring for nothing, and pure as

living.” 1le told a very silly fable,

nature made it. He has had in addityy
twenty-five  glasses of  pure et
which is a poison,—at fimity “m;
every function of the system, ng fo]
not heat producer.  And besiley
this, ho has taken fifteen glassos of
extruct of malt, sugary matter, ing
gestible guma, ete,

Nurely there is no abaurdity so abwiyg
To puy twenty-three dollars for fu
hundred and sixty glaeses of i
water, when he could have it pure fy
nothing, and two dollars for forty gl
of poison and mostly indigestible dregy
But it pays the brewer and salogy
keeper to sell water at two huudred and
fifteen per cent. udvance on all their
trouble for barreling and bottling it, -

e - ——eE— -
A Word to Young Men,

We love young men, and would
commend to their notice some goof
advice which we clip from an exchange
Read and ponder it : »

Don't be mean, my boy; don't d
mean things and say mean thing
Cultivate a feeling of kindness, a spunt]
of charity broad and pure for men and,
things. Believe the best of everyhodly, !
bave faith in humanity, and as yu|
think better of other prople, you wil]
be better yourself. Yol can with:
AOME ACCUTACY, MERSNTe & man’s char |
acter by the esteem in which he holds
other men. When I hear & man
repeatedly declure that all other wen|
are knaves, [ want u strong endorsenient
on that man's paper hefore 1'll lend,
hitn money. When a man assures ms’
that all the temperance men m the
town take their drink on the sly, |
wouldn’t leave that man and my private
demijohn—if I had one—together s
room five minutes. When & man tell
me he don’t know one preacher who
isn’t & hypocrite, [ have all the evidence
I want that that man is a liar, Nuwe
times in ten, and frequently oftener,
you will find that men endeavenr to
distigure all other men with their own
weaknesses, failings, and vices %
do you, my boy, think well aund chant
ably of people, for the world is full of
good people,

DY ——
Confucius and the Deep Pit.
A LITTLE SERMON BY A CHINAMAN

A MaN bad fallen into a deep pit,.
and lay groaning in the miry bottom,!
utterly unable to move. Confucius’
passed that way, and looking over ik,
the pit, said, '

“Poor fellow! T am very sorry for.
you. Why were you such a fool a8 to
get in there? Let me give you a prece
of advice : If you ever get out, he care:
ful you don’t get in again.” And thai,
was all he could do for him. “

Next came a Buddhist priest, und |
looking down at him, said, l

“ Poor fellow! T am pained to find-
you in such a condition, I thmk if|
you could scramble up two-thirds of the,
way, or even half, I might reach down
and help you out.” But the man Wi
utterly unable to move. |

Last of all the Suviour cams by, and,
hearing his cries, went to the edge of
the pit, and reached entirely down %0
the bottom, and lifted him up, and set
him on his feet, and said, * Go, and sip
no more.”

—to-
Ir we read without inclination, balf

the mind is employed in fixing the
atten:ion, so there is but one half t0

be employed on what we read.
——4“&
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Cowper’'s Grave.
HY ELIZABETH B, BROWNING, *

11 13 a place where poets, crowned,
Alay teel the heart's decaying !

11 19 a place where happy saints
May weep amid their praying.
vet It the grief and humbleness
A low an silence languish ;

Farth surely now can give her ealm
T'o whom she gave her anguish,

0 poots ! from a maniac’s tongue
k\'n.\ poured the deathless singing ¥
O Chirtstians ! at your croas of hope
A hopeless hand was clinging !
@ wen ! this man in brotherhood
Your weary paths beguiling,
Groan'd mly while he taught you pence,
And died while you wer - iling.

E And now what time ye all may read
Through -hmming tears his story,

How discord on the music fell
And darkness on the glory, —

And how when, one by oue, sweet sounds
And wandering lights departed,

He wore no less & loving face
Because so broken hearted.

* - - . »

With sadness that is calin not gleom
I learn to think upon him ;
With meekness that is gratefulness,
On God whose heaven has wou lum ;
Who suffered once the madness-cloud
Toward His love to blinl him,
But gently led the blind alou
Where breath and bird coufd find him;

And wrought within his shatter'd brain
Such qLuu-k roetic senses
As hills have language for, and stars
- Hnml\ouit;u: iuﬂnencm;' !
1e pulse of dew upon the grass
His own did clll}ﬂy number,
Aud silent shadow fromn the trees
Fell o'er him like a sluber.

- L ] * - *

Butv while in blindness he remained
Uneonsvious of his guiding,

And things provided came without
The sweet sense of providing,

He testified this solemin truth,

_Though frenzy desolated —

Nor man nor nature satisf’
Whom only God created !

‘“What More do I Want?P?
BY FANNIE ROPER FEUDGE,

_ A FEW yoars since, as I was return-
ing weuried from a long walk, I saw,

dwelling, » very aged woman. Her
paper ; and the attitude of the owner
one sees constantly in large cities that,

sufferer without even a second glance.

ot to one of the least of thess my

fHiction, It was * partial paralysis,

| city where I met her.
but for the com

of ea

good that I never can thank him
snough,”

seated on the marble steps of an elegant

dress was old and faded, though neither
torn nor moiled ; by her side was &
small basket, the sontents covered by a

was 80 like that of the street mendicants
tired us I was, I hurried past the poor

Mentally I excused myself on the
ground that probably the woman was
an impoater ; but conscience whispered
reprovingly, ¢ Inasmuch as ye did it

| brethren, ye did it not unto me.” 8o
1 retraced my steps, placed my mite in
: the poor woman's hands, and meeing
| now what I had before failed to obeerve,
that she was unable to walk without

§ the aid of a crutch that lay at her side,
I enquired the nature of the sufferer's
"
Lo said, in rather broken English, * of
more than thirty years' standing,” and
{ the lived “ut the Point,” some three
miles or more from the section of the
She dwelt alons,
panionship of a lame
son, who eonld do but little in the way
¢ rning & support for either of them,
‘ But the dear Lord be wo good to
me,” ghe said in tremulous tones, *“ w0

“Then you know Jesus, and love
bim!" I aaid in surprise; “and osn

you trust him always, even though the
path be dark and thorny 1"

“Know Jesus !|” was the eager
response, as the faded eyes lighted up,
and the whole countenanoe seemed
aglow ; *“know my Lord and Master,
who hus walked by my side for forty
years, and never once has suffered me
to come to want!| He be with me all
the time, and make my heart glad with
His presence, no matter how dark the
clouds. If I don't see the way, He
nee, und He hold my hand and suffer

own dear words, that none shall ever
be able to pluck me out of His hand.
Is this not enough—safety now and
glory hereafter t What more do 1
want "

“ But how do you manage to live
from day to day1” I asked.

“ My dear Lord is so good to me,”
she muid ; * He alwuys gives me some-
thing ; never beforehand, not much at
s time ; but always something, just as
we need it ; and not often do I ask un
but Him. My eyesare yet good onongi
to 8o coarse sewing; and of nights we
knit. When Jamie is strong enough,
he carries ‘round papers, an
the market en his way back, while I
stay home and do our housework. I
was not begging, as, perhaps, you
thought I was when youngltop:d and
spoke to me just now. A German
man, & butcher that my husband used
to deal with, has always some pieces
for us when we can go for them. Asl
told you, my son does this when he can
walk ; but now his rheumutism is very
 bad, and 80 be stays in and does our
housework, while I go for the meat the
dear Lord sends us through our good
countryman. He filled my basket this
morning, snd I sat down on the steps
just to rest & while before starting again
on my long walk, 1 felt 50 glad and
grateful as I thought of s little stock
of wood and coal my boy brought in
the last day he was able to be out, and
of the food in our basket—enough to
last until more comes—that 1 wanted
to fall on my knees and thank the
Father right here, when you stopped and
spoke to me ; and with your kind gift
1 shall buy some little milk ; that was
all wo lacked. I know the dear Lord
sent you; and so, you see, w~ have
always something. ~What more do I
want here§ Up there is the hcme, and
the blesded Saviour waits to welcome
even me, It is ovening already; my
duy is nearly done ; and by-;nd-b%the
Master will say, ¢ Come home.”! What
more do I want! ¢Surely goodness
and mercy shall follow me all the days
of my life, and I will dwell in the
House of the Lord for ever.' Good-by,
dear lady, I must get along now.
Jamie will be wanting his dinner, and
you see I can’t walk 8o fust as 1 umed
todo. Good-by ; we'll meet up yonder
and talk over all His goodness, and not
be in a hurry then.”

She shook my hand, aud was gome,
while I stood gondoring her words,
« What more do I want! always some-
thing, here and up there, home and
happiness, Josus and His glory, for
ever and for ever | "—American Mes-

senger.

-

A SOHOOL TEACHER osserts that
acholars who have scoess $0 newspapers

papers, becoming
better readers and spellers, writing the
bost compositions, becides learning
goography sad bistory quicker.

not my feet to slip, and I trust His | 8®

calls at {4

at home outetrip those in their studies | tiokets,
half. | who do not wes the

My First Sunday-School.
BY W. ORMISTON, D,D., LL.D.

I sPENT several years of a healthy,
happy, morry, and mischievous boy-
hood amid the enchanting, beautiful
soenery of Habbies Howe, a locality
colebrated in the dramatic pastoral
—4“The Gentle 8hepherd,” by Allan
Ramuay.

The nearest church was at West
Linton, s distance of three miles, and
few of the villagers attended it. The
neval character of the population in
that rural district was the reverse of
devout. Drunkenness and Sabbath
desecration prevailed to a lamentable
extent; and the religious training of
the children was, with few exceptions,
almost entirely neglected. The shoe-
maker of the hamlet, or, as he was
called, the “souter,” and frequently,
b{ way of ridicule, the *‘oantin’ oog-
bler,” was & Methodist,—the only
person of that persuasion I had thea
ever seen, and, so far as I know, the
only 6ne nearer than Edin He
was an ecarnest, sealous C and,

‘maraedly illiterate, well ac-
usinted with the Soriptures and the
way of life. He resclved to attempt
something in behalf of the neglected
children who were growing up utterly
regardiess of religion and religaous
ordinances. Aided by my mother, the
only willing to work with him,
he opened a Sunday-school in his small
workshop, which he had cleaned and
fitted up as well as he ocould every
Satarday night for the purpose. The
entire scene is indelibly engraved on
my memory. 1 was at that time in
my eleventh year, and I can still recall
with vivid, distinot exactness the place,
the teachers, and the pupils. The
flavour of leather filled the entire room
then, sud it seems to fill my nostrils
now as I write; and I see, with closed
eyes, the bright brass-headed nails
which surrounded the ciroular piece of
leather on which the shoemaker sut at
work during the week, and on which I
had sometimen the honour of sitting on
Sabbath; and I remember my mother
onoce kindly rebuked me for counting
the nafls while the good man's eyes
were closed in prayer. At first the
number of acholars was very small, but
woon rose to thirty or forty; as many
as the small room could hold, or the
two faithful, oonacientious teachors
could instruct. I was one of the oldest
of the schoiars, and was frequently
employed to hear tho others recite
their catechism, and verses of Soripture,
and hymns, Thus early did my training
for my life’s work begin. :

The u:mim.h of the ”hO?IScmri the
reading of a short passsge o ture,
and prayer oﬁ‘em gmdpmm,
or by my mother ; sometimes by both.
I remember with dom unfecigned
gratitude to God and with feelings of
reverent tenderness for the memory of
those dear servants of God, sainied and
rewarded now, ho‘:h :i:mut. fervent,
and yearning were pleadings for
the souls of the children, Not un-

me,

man would take | here,

commit whole chapters, smounting to
two hundred verses or more. On one
occasion 1 rapeated the whole of Paalm
119. Before dismiming the school our
teacher gave us s brief, asimple, affec-
tionate address, telling us about the
love of Jesus, and the way of salvation
through Him, The seed thus sown
and watered did not, oould not, fail of
producing fruit; to what extent the
day will reveal when that reviled and
taunted follower of the Lamb shall
stand before Him, surrounded by those
whom his untiring, unwearied, and un-
appreciated labours led to the Baviour.

@

A Touching Incident,

Waex Mrs. Mary A. Livermore
lectured in Albion, Michigan, nu::rl{.
at the close of the lecture, an elderly
white-haired woman ap ber
with the following inquiry :—

“Do you remember wri

o lotter

Overton hospital, st Memphis, during
the sp of 1863, and completing the
lotter to his wife and mother after be
had diedt” Mrs, Livermore
that she wrote so maay letters during
::e war, under similar dircumstances,
at she could not recall any particular
case. The woman drew a letter from
her that had been torn into
piminthofoldaofd\onmudm
then stitched togother with fine sewing
cotton. “Do you remember this
lettert” she asked.

Mrs. Livermore recognised her pen-
mauship and admitted her suthorship
of the letter. The first four pages
were written to his mother, at the
dictation of a young soldier who had
been shot throngh the lungs, and wus
dying of the wound. Then she had
completed the letter by the addition of
threa written by herself, beside
the dead husband end sou, in which
she sought to comfort the lonely and
béreaved relatives:

«1 think my dsughter-in-law and I
would have died when we heard that
John wus dead, but for this lette'r,"
said the worn and weary-looking
woman., “It comforted us both, and
by-snd-by, when we heard of other
women similarly afflicted, we sent
them the letter to read, till it was
worn to piecen, Then we sewed the
pieces together and made ocopies of the
letter, which we sent to those of our
acquaintance whom the war bereft.

v But Annie, my son's wife, never
got over John's death. She kept about,
and worked and went o church, but

years 3go
One day. & little before her death, she
sald, ¢ Mother, if you ever find Mrs.
Livermore, or hear of her, I wish you
would give her ding-

which has never been off my finger since
John put it there, snd which will not
be takea off till I am doad. ]
to wear it for John's sake and mice,

£
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In the Last Pew.

SHE sits, bent o'er with wrinkled face,

Poor and forleruly old ; no grace

S8moothes the slmrp anglea of her form,

Long buffeted by life’s slow atorm.

All else around ie fine and fair :

The stained light falls, a golden glare,
In seeming mockery on her loose grey hair.

The preacher, faultlessly arrayed,

Tells how our hearts afar have strayed,

And how all souls should be content

With these good blessings God has sent.

And oue of all that self-poised throng

Haugs on his words nor deems them long,
And humbly thinks only her heart is wrong.

She meekly mumbles o’er the hymn,

Her eyes with age and tear-drops dim :

What can their gay world hold for her—

This worn and weary worshipper!

Now, rustling down the aisles in pride,

They toss bright smiles on every side,
Nor does she know the hurts such fair looks

hide.

And still she sits, with tear-wet face,

As loth to leave that sacred placs ;

The organ, with quick thun‘l‘eu riven,

Lifts her sad, trembling soul to Heaven ;

She feels a sense of Ilissful rest,

Her bouy hands across her breast )
She clasps, and slowly sighs : —*‘God knoweth

bust 1"

One day, within some grander gate
Where {in and ministers must wait,
While shefo s humbly for low place
Far from the dear Lord's shining face,
Ahove the chant of heavenly choir
These words may sound, with gracious

re
‘“ Well done, good, faithful servant, come up
higher !
—Good Company.
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Sundey-8chool Work.

WiLL you allow me to say a word or
two in your Sunday-school column, of
s matter that has given our achool some

tering chains, locketsa and dainty kid
boots, etc , make guite a flutter in the
olass and echool, and the little girls
themselves seem 10 feel the notoricty,
and act quite vain of their fine pluwmuge.
The effect on the rest of the cluss is
discouraging. The other little girls
who yet wear the old shabby shoes, and
well worn hats and dresses, feel morti-
fied and chagrined and mutually resolve
they will not come again until they can
shine as well. While the contrast
makes one sullen and mortified, the
other vain and proud, the poor teacher
is trying to impress the lesson, but has
& hard time of it. How she wishes
mother would learn to dress the little
ones plainly and clean’y, and if they
must show off, choose some other place
than the S8unday-school room.

Mothers, take & note of this and help
us toa better practice in this direction.
~—Teacher, in Woodstock Press.

—o-gio-

Don'r leave the singing in a Sunday-
school to take care of iteelf. Let the
superintendent consult with the singers;
if need be some practioe should be had.
Belect the songs before coming to the
school, and sing them with & will ; have
all join who can, and remember it is
s part of the worship. Have good
order when you sing, ac when you pray.

How would it look for the superin-
tendent to say, “ Now the secretary
will distribute the books while brother
Smith engages in prayer,” or the execu-
tive committee hold & whispering
consultation during the same time.

e

Let Them Go.

Wk have referred above to a class
of teachers—unfortunately large—who
grind out classer, as & mill grinds grist ;
tomchers whose scholars are continually
dropping out; whose ranks have con-
slantly to be recruited lest they have
no classes left at all ; and so they and
their influence would be lost to the
school. We desire to say, with utmost
emphasis: “Let these classes alone;
don’t replenish them ; let them replen-
ish themselves ; and if they cannot, or
will not, let them go.” You can afford
to do without them ; in fact, you can-
not afford to keep them. They are too
expensive. They are like a good deal
of the land in a State we wot of, of
which it has been said, that the more
You own of it, the poorer you are,

No school can afford to keep a
teacher that cannot keep a class.—
Baptist Teacher.

It is a great mistake to gauge the
merits of a leason system, or of lesson
helps, by their “cheapness.” Loyalty
to the particular Church of which a
Sunday-school is a part, fidelity to the
dootrinal truths which that Church and
school ure pledged to teach, demand the
use of the prescribed helps which such

hope the mothers of the | Church has seen proper through her

officials to provide,

Of course, if the publishing honse
appointed by the Church to do such
work is exorbitant in its charges, the
8unday-school has a right to make
inquiry and to enter solemn
that tho policy of the publishers may
be ified, and other m s Ap-

ted. Bat while the lerson helps

ve Church authority, and are not

exorbitant in their prices, thers is only

ome thing for the achools of that par-

ticular Church to do, namely, to use
their own helps.— 8. . Journal,

¢« Good-Bye.”

Wio knows to-day that our ** goad-hye’
At first was not a wish but 1‘nrayur ;

A thought of help forever mgh,
And ¢ God be with you " everywhere!

*

**Not as the world doth give,” said He,
Who of all men on eatth was true,
To His disciples tendetly,
**Give 1 my parting word to you.”

Theu said He, ** Peace with you I leave,
My peace, O friends, to you | give;

Lot not your hearts be sad—believe!
They that believe in Me shall live.”

Oh, that upon our hearts might He
Breathe evermore that self-same word !

And oh, that our ‘* gocd-bye " might be
Prayer for the presence of our Lord'

Could clearer, surer pledge be given !
Could even He a hetter send

Than that with which He went to heaven—
‘Lo I am with you to the end 1"

What need we but with trustful heart
Cling to His word of hope aud cheer,

And say, ** With me thou always art,
Therefore Lo evil will I fear '™

Then as along thess earthly ways
With weary fest, we go and come,
Long winter nights, long sumnmer days,
But every footfall nearer home,—

** Not as the world,” our lips shnll say
Peace and gool-bye whene'er we yart,
Until we reach some coming day,
The mansion of the pure in heart.

—dlex. . Thompson, D.D.

Bishop Peck.

AxorsER honoured Bishop is added
to the long roll of the ssinted Metho-
dist . Bishop Peck was born in
Miﬁﬁdeld, N. Y., April ¢, 1811,
His parents were of Puritan stock,
and Jesse was their eleventh child.
His father was a blacksmith by trade,
and for forty years a Methodist clams
leader. Jesse received a sound Wee-
leyan training. Concerning his early
religious life he onoe said: My con-
version occurred at home, five days
before I was sixteen years old, at a time
when there was no revival, It wasthe
result of the teachings of my mother,
snd of & sense of duty pressed upon
me by the Holy Spirit that it was time
to begin & holy life.” That faithful
mother had her reward. One expres-
sion of hers, oft used in prayer, was:
“O Lord, convert my five sons and
take them all for the niinistry.” Her
prayer was answered, Jesso being the
youngeat, and hence the last to enter
the field. He gave all his property
sometime before hizs death to Syracuse
University, for which he had done much
in many ways. His ambition, unlike
that of most men, was to die poor, not
rich in this world's goods.

HIS LAST MOMENTS.

Notwithstanding his sufferings, Loth-
ing that could be called compluint es-
caped his lips, while, on the other hand,
the sunshine of Christian peace and
hope illuminated his soul and sweet-
enad his limited conversation. To
son: members of the family who mani-
fented considerable emotion in his room
over his increasing helplesaness, he
said, “ You are becowing alarmed.” 1
said, “You are not alarmsad, uncle$”
“No,” mid he. “I have with me the
Prince of Peace; I'm the child of a
King.” On Sunday lest, in the midst
of physical suffericg and bodily wanta,
which we were trying our best to re-
lieve, he mid very deliberately, “ My
soul bas no lack.” On overhearing us
oxpress some concern lest his paing and
afflictions should become insupportable,
be looked up with surprise and asked,
“Where are my affliotions!” Brave

and beloved Bishop! His trust in (14
is wo cornplete that be finds no wflic.
tions in the piercing shafts of the ‘ grim
mouster,” death. He finds that thess
“light aflictions” are as nothing com.
pared with the *eternal weight of
glory.”

Bunday-8chool Notes.

Lurner said: “If 1 were not &
preacher, I certainly would be & teacher
of boys."”

TaE Morning Star says: Whereves
duty calls, wherever the providence of
God may place a man for the doing of
good, he can never reach lower down
téan our Saviour reached, nor be more
misunderstood than he,

ReuMEMBER that & stream don’t rise
higher than itg fountain, and teachers
often take pattern from the superinten-
dent, and seholars imitate teichers, so
the superintendent must look sharp.
Be on time! A half an hour before
the time is better thun & half & minute
behind.

ORE of our éxchanges devotes nearly
the entire editorial page to the inquiry,
“ Why are not more of the scholars of
our Sunday-schools convertedt” We
sre of the apinion that the Sunday-
school is proving a very effective agency
in suving souls. It will be found out,
we suspect, if the matter is looked
into, that the greater number of our con-
verts come from the Sunday-school.
—Clentral ddvocate.

Tuere lives to-day, in & part of the
country where books are comparatively
scarce, & dear invalid whose library
contains several thousand volumes.
There is not an idle one among them!
By mdil, und by express, and by private
messenger, they go forth ; and if they
come back the worse for wear, she
submits cheerfully, because of what
they have accomplished. Let us search
our homes and our unused hours, and
our several aptitudes for this or that
kind of work, and call forth to glad
service those idle Joachims.

A BUPERINTENDENT said to me the
other day, the way to superintend a
school is to keep at it all the week,
speak kindly to every bo* nd girl you
meot, and if they hav. not been to
Bunday-school ask them to come. Bring
the subject up when in conversation
with the parents, Tnvite the o'der
people to meet with you, and when
they come greet them heartily. Don't
pounce on them and put them in to
teach a clase when they don't want o
do #o, for if they do take it to-day, it
may be with & mutual promise not to
be caught that way aguin, so you will
lose them altogether,

SuNpaY FRro8TAND WEEK-DAY FEVER
~The rain on Sunday, which thins the
preacher’s congregation, makes no im-
pression on the business thermometer
during the week. There were Jess than
three-sooreat church ona recent Sunday.
On Monday the men who could not go
to the place of prayer beomuse *the
weather was bad,” were in counting-
room, office and shop, and if their em-
ployees had offered the weather as an
oxcuse for abeence from their posts,
they would have met with a prompt
diacharge. Ugly weather did not keep
them from their earthly pursuits, but it
kept them from their house of worship.
They “mean business” on Monday.
What do they mean on Sunday when
they allow the slightest excuse to keep

them from the house of God {
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HOME AND SCHOOL.

«The Impatient Mother.

UNLoAD the chair; caps, one, two, three,
Mittens and searts sccordingly !

A pile of coats all thrown about,

Their pocket treasures all emptied out.

Marbles and tope, and tangled string,
Pencils and pebbles and a sling ;

Slate 1 No, hankerchiefs! Behold,
The tricks of boys are manifold.

Six muddy boots across the floor
Their tracks I even now deplore;
Yet as I sot them up again

My heart goes toward my little men.

All day these boots on tireless foet

Have tracked along the muddy street,

Or paced the school-room’s closer bounds,
Or tramped, for me, some tiresome round.

The caps and coats upon the chair

Take on an almost life-like air,

1 hang them up full patiently,

While softening thoughts cuine over me.

Upstairs those weary, childish heads
Rest softly on their cosy beds,

And now [ think, remorsefully,
How welcome nightfall is to me.

How often through the busy day

1 chide my children at their play—
How often, weary and oppressed,
Impatiently I loug for reat !

And now I ponder, tearfully,

How sad that time may be for me —
For death might bring it, and at best
There hastens on this time of rest.

The time will come when nevermore
Shall children play about my door,
Or’noisy voices at their play
Disturb me as they have to day.

~adio—
Grandmother is Come.

Tax very nice cut on the preceding
pege will remind many of our ybung
friends of some happy days in their

history.

Grandmother, yes,dear grandmother;
what in comprised in that one word,
grandmother? There was joy of an-
ticipation, and as the time drew near
for arrival, how eagerly they watched
for her coming,—almost flew to the
door, neerly pulling her in, and just as
soon s she was seated, how many
covered her dear cheeks with kisses,
and how 31&1 they were to be kissed
sgain, and yet again. How the big
boys half envied their sisters, because
that tyrant oustom did not allow them
to help take off grandmother’s cloak.

Now turn to the picture. Grand-
mother has just taken her seat in the
arm-chair, and her little grand-daughter
is in the aot of removing her bonnet.
Jud, from the position of grand-
mother's hand, she is not altogether
free from doubt on the success of the
performance ; but she need not fear, for
older eyen are watohing the proceed-
ings. Little John stands waiting for
a chance to do something, while down
at grandmother's side, little Curioxity
has the box, and amnong other
;ﬁf.upiu s big doll already dressed.
how artful the effort to catch the

cannot come to us, but we can go to
her., Lot the children so live, that
when they die, whether in youth or old
age, they may go to help grundmother
sing the song of Moses und the Lanub,
where they shall never more suffor the
pain of parting.

#“ Grandmother ix come” will ring
out fiom many thousand little throats
before this month is out. What jump-
ing, and running, und shouting, * Ma,
pa, grandma is come.” Let all the
little folks, and for that miatter, iarge
folks too, be kind to grandmother, and
pray God to bless grandmother.

**Speak gentle to the aged one,
Grieve not the care-worn heart,
The sands of life are nearly run,
Let such in peace depart.”

ol
Destroy the Drink Trafilo.

A CENTURY and a-quarter ago, in the
celebrated debate on the Gin Act, when
the distillers flooded London with their
poisonous liquors, drunkards lay in
heaps on the streets, and the Govern-
ment was defied by the mob, the Bishop
of Oxford thus addressed the House of
Lords: * Paisons, my lords, of all kinds
vught to be confined to the apothecary's
sbop, when the master’s character, and
even his bread, depends upon his nut
administering too great & dose to any
person whatever. Will you then com-
mit the care of dispensing this poison
toevery ale-house keeper in thekingdom
—1 may sy, to every man in the
kingdom who is willing to pay half-a:
crown 10 the justice and twenty shillings
& year to the Government for a license?
Will you enable them to dispense this

ison at so cheap a rate that a poor
thoughtless creature may get drunk for
threepence, and may purchase immedi-
ate death for a shilling 1 . The
increase of the sale of distilled spirits,”
he continued, “and the propagation
of all kinds of wickedness are the
same, . It has been found hy
experience that nothing can restrain the
peopls from buying these liquors but
such laws ag hinder them from being
sold.”

On the same occasion, Lord Ches.er-
field truthfully remarked: ¢ Luxury,
my lords, is to be taxed, bLut vice
prohibited, let the difficulty of the law
be what it will. None, my lords, ever
heard, in any nation, of a tax upon
theft or adultery, because & tax implies
a license for the use of that which is
taxed to all who are willing to pay for
it. Would not such a tax be wicked
and ncandalous! .« It appears
to me that the number of distillers
should be no argument in their favour,
for I never heard that & tax against
theft was repealed or delayed hecause
thieves were numerous, It appears to
me, my lords, that really if wo formid-
able a body are confederate against the
virtueof thelives of their fellow-citizens,
it is time to put an end and to interpose
while it is yet in our power to stop the
destruction, Jf their liquors are mo
delicious that the people are tempted
to their own destruction, let us at least,
my lords, secure them from their fatal
draught by bwreting the vials that
contain them. ILet us crush at onoce
thowe artists in Auman slaughter, who
have reconciled their countrymen to
it of debmuchecy such & bt 1

i 0 s bait as
WFW“ be resisted.”

In more recens times, that distin-
guished justice, Lord Brougham, hss
thus his opinion on the con-
stitutionality of prohibition: * Intem-

perance,” he says, *‘is the common
enemy. The philanthropist has no
more sacred duty than to mitigate, if
he cannot remove this enormous evil.
The lawgiver is imperatively bound to
lend his aid, when it appears manifest
that no palliatives can avail. Cer-
tainly we have the examplo of the
United States to prove that repression
is practicable, and their experience to
guide us toward it.” Mr. Gladstone
himself, in the debate on the Sunday
Closing Bill, stigmatized the drinking
habits of Great Britain as “one of the
greatest scandals, disgraces, snd mis-
fortunes of the country.”— Withrow's
Temperance Tracts.

The Brewer'’s Dog.

THE brewet's dog is about, boys,
Be careful where you stray ;
His teeth are coatw.{ with poison,

And he's on the watch for prey.
The brewery is the kennel,

But he lurks on every hand,
And he seeka for easier victims—

‘The children of the land.

His eyes gleam through the windows
Of the gay saloon at night,
And in many a grocer's window
He crouches full in sight.
Be careful where you enter
And, 1f you smell his breath,
Flee as you would from a viper,
For his fumnes are the fumes of death,

O boys! would you kill the bleodhound ?
Would you slay the snarling whelp?
1 kuow that you can do it
If every one will help.
You must make a solemn promise
To drink no ale or beer,
And soon the teeble death-wail
Ot the brewer's dog we'll hear.
For if all keep the promise
You can starve him out, I know ;
But if boys and men keep drinking
"The dog will thrive and grow.

—ZElla Wheeler,

Table-Talk.

BrigHT, healthful table-talk is spice
to the dinner, choice sauce to the supper,
and happy is the fumily whose head
and master knows how to encoursage it.

1 is not easy to give fixed rules for
drawing forth appropriate conversation
avound the family board, no easier
than to arrange a manual of courtshi
for the use of Lashful lovers. Table-tal
must be fresh and voluntary, or it will
lose its charm. But this necessity
does not preclude the adoption of gen-
eral principles, nor’does it exclude
previous thought and provision ; indeed
1t is desirable that some member of
each family bear the responsibility of
preparation in order to secure the best
interchange of opinion and information
at the tabie.

All subjects which may irritate
should be carefully avoided, for a
ruffled apirit is always hypercrit cul
Discussion may well be encournged, but
one of the participants—-preferably the
father or mother—should sufficiently
oontrol the expression of opinion to
prevent the possible issue of & quarrel.

Nor should the tulk be contined to
onvor two., {nmany American families
one of two evils prevail ; the little folks
either sit in their places silent and

repressed, while their elders discuss | Use.

themes of which they have no under
standing, or the children absorb all the
oonversation. In some homes the boys
and girls talk loudly to each other
soroms the table s,bout their childish
sports or teachers’ fuilings; they ox-
press their opinions openly upon the

| at Southgate with his sister and other

profit to any one, It is pomsible that
“a golden mien” ocan be found b
tween these extremes by the adoption
of five simple methods: A matup
mind to guide the table-talk, previous
preparation on the part of one o
more, the selection of popular theme,
a general participation, and constunt
good humour. — JUustratad Christiv: |
Weekly.

IN the fascinaling biography of the
hervic Lord Lawrenoe there is among
many anecdotes one eminently charic
teristio of the man, who was as strong
in his affection as in his will. He was
one evening sitting in his drawing-room

members of the fumily: all were en-

aged in reading. Looking up from
his book in which he had beenengrossed,
he discovened that his wife had left the
room. * Where's mother?” aaid he to |
one of his daughters. *“She’s upstairs,”
replied the girl. He returned to his
book, and looking up agsin a fow min-
utes later put the same question to his
daughter snd received the same answer.
Once more he 1eturned to his reading
and once more he lovked up with the
same question on his lips, His sister
broke in: “ Why, really, John, it would
seem as if you could noc get on five
minutes without your wife.,” ¢ Thut's
why I married her,” he replied.

A Worp FirrLy SPoKEN.—A ﬁnel
example of a word fitly spoken is found
in Dr. Bushnell's biography. An in-
telligent but not religious young ludy,
after spending a social eveniny with the |
good doctor’s family, was escorted home ‘
by her courteous host. On their way
the bnilliant starlight led them to talk |
of ustronomy. The doctor spoke of the l
law of harmony which held each little i
star in its appointed place, and then1
|

turning to the bright-minded girl, with
a winning smile, he said, *Sarab, I
want to see you in your place.” This|
was all he said that was parsonal, but
the thought thrilled her young soul as |
if it had dropped on her from the skiex |
Ita effect wan to win her to discipleship. |
“A word spoken in due season, ho¥
good it in!”—Zion’s Herald.

Advice to Reporters. ;
At the first meeting of the Harward
Temperance League the Rev. Edward |
Everett Hale anid :  * I well remember |
the severest duy of my experience. |
when, us a reporter of & daily paper, 1
reported the dedication of the Bunker
Hill monument. There were ten
reporters at work, and we had to take |
down in shorthand the oration of Web- !
ster, the speeches in Faneuil hall and‘
the address of President Taylor. We
went to work at ten a.m., und the one
beat off got done at four the mnext
morning.  Of those who had bottles of
beer to stimulate them not one is alive
now, and not one died an honourable
death. The men who have lived were
those who stuck to cold water, which

O wnAT & blessing is Sunday, inter-
posed bLetween the waves of vorldl‘\."

of the
P‘;w is

various dishes set before them, demand
the first attention, and ise the
valusble hour without real re or

.

is the ouly thing fuulnbmym“\
i




A Lost Pearl
1 1o not kuow where J Jost it,
For it slipped trom a broken string,
Aud far sl away from my sight to day
it Yirs, o neglected thing,

B (h worse, sinee it may he snother
s wenting my poearl of puiee,
And the gem that was mitne, with ats Jucent
shine,
May be act in some strange device,

1 da not know when {lost it
1t was just nr the dawning burst
Thiough the erystalline bars of the Hngering
winrs
That with sorrow | missed it first.

Perhaps in an opuline twilight,
Perhaps when the maoonbeams lay,

With their delicate quiver o'er field and river,
And mght was fairer than day.

| never dreamed half how precious
Was my heautitul pearl to me,

Till the grief of its loss, n heavy erows,
! bote over Jand and sea,

You muivel? You do not divine 1t?
{ have lost what I could not lend,
What I'll mourn while 1 live; fur no art can
sive
To my heart the lost heart of my friend.
—Margarel Sangaler,
e AV
Keep Close to the Colours.

Tue Colonr-Sergeant of a Highland
regiment, engaged in action during the
Crimeun War, carried the colours far
in andvance of his regiment, to d height
oceupied by the foe. *Bring back the
colours,” was the call to bim., His
ringing answer was this: * Bring up
your men to the colours.”

We are not to refuse to take & posi-
tion of peril and davger when the path
of duty leads there. If our colours are
unfurled in the very camp of the
enemy, it is all right, He is not
mach of a soldier who knows nothing
ahout long marches and fatigues, and
was never lost in the smoke of battle.

“1t is » sad day,” says Mr. Moody,
“when a convert goes into the church,
and that is the last you hear from him.”
Some professing Christians engage so
earnestly in worldly schemea and
amusements that they cannot be dis-
tinguished from those who make no
profession,

Positive conviction as to what we
ought to be, after making a profession,
14 very important. Too many of us
hold our beliefs loogsly ; because of this
we are found sometimes where we are
not expected to be seen, where profes-
sing Christians ought not to be seen.
We b)ld fast many things that bolong
to worldly lives—tha® hinder us from
reaching high places in Canadian expe-
rience—until sorrows fall upon us, as
sorrows will, when, withthe quickness
of thought, prayer flashes upward.

Jesus of Nuzareth is indeed onr glory
and our strength ; let us see to it that
we do not serve him afar off,

.
AP

A Highlander's Honour.

Two centuries ago, in the Highlands
of Scotland, to ask for a receipt or &
Promissory note was thonght an insult.
If parties had busineas matters to
transuct, they stepped into the air,
fixed their eyes upon the heavons, and
ench repeated therr obligations without
4 mortal witness. A wark was then
carved upon some rock or tree near hy
%8 a remembrancs of the compmot.
Such & thing as breach of contract
wan rarely met with, so highly did the
People regard their honour. When the
march of improvement brought the new
mode of doing business, they were
often pained by thees innovations, An
anecdote is handed down of a farmer

e et i g e
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who bad been to the Lowlands and
learned worldly wisdom, On return-
ing to his native parish he had need
of  stunll sum of micney, and he mads
bold to ask u Joun from a gentleman of
means named Stuart. This was kindly
granted, and Mr, Btuart counted out
the gold. This done, the farmer wrote
s receipt und handed it to Mr, Staart,

“What is this, mant” cried Mr,
Stuart, eying the slip of paper.

“It is & receipt, sir, binding me to
give you back the gold at the right
timo,” replied Sandy.

“ Binding ye! Weal, man, if ye
canna trust yourself, I'm surs I'll no
trust ye, Ye canna huve my gold.”

And gathering it up he put it back
in his desk and turned the key in it.

“ But, air, I might die,” replied the
canny Scotchman, bringing up an argu-
ment in favour of his new wisdom,
“and perhaps my sons might refuse it
to ye; but the bit of paper would
compel them.”

“ Compel them to sustain their dead
father’s honour! They'll need com-
pelling to do right if this is the road
yo're leading them. I neither trust ve
nor them. Ye can gang elsewhere for
money; but you'll find nane in the
parish that'll put more faith in a bit of
{:aper than in a neighbour’s word o'

ouour and his fear o' God.”

Victory Over Self.

Avx ill-temprr is not only a torment
to one who yields to it, but to every
one who comes into oontsct with the
person under its control. To those
seeking to lead a true Christian life, it
is one of the hardest faults to bring
into subjection, particularly when it has
been allowed to hold unlimited sway
over its unhappy victim from early
childhood.

A young girl who was subject toa
passiona.e disposition was anxious to
lead an obedient Christian life, Her
temper had caused herself and thowe
around her much unhappiness. A trifle
was sufficient to throw her into a vio-
lent rage. She strove, to overcome it,
but such a hold did it have upon her,
that it seemed impossible to guin the
mastery.

One day her brother, having by some
trifling act thrown her into a passion,
exclaimed with some scorn to his
mother:—

«“ 1 thought she was trying to be a
Christian! A noble Christian, she!”

Then did she fully realize for the tirst
time how dangerous this evil had be-
come to her influence, She saw that
to those who were watching her, her
conduct would bring discrcdit upon her
fuith,

From that time she tried in earnest
to master her emotivns, not in her own
strength wlone, but with the belp of
her faith in One whose follower in every
way she was striving to be.

Her brother saw the struggle going
on. It made him thoughtful, and
turned his sttention to the concerns of
his soul.

Some time nfter both she and the
brother were united to the church ou
the rame day.

It was a happy day for them both.
Truly noble in lifs are they who are
able to conquer themselves. The world
marks such & struggle, and the influ-
enoe is + power for good in other lives.

Taose to whou; the earth is not
consecrated will find their heaven
profane.— Martinca.

A Living Evidence in Japen.

Fok several years students from the
Kiote Trawing School have been going,
accasionaily, to the viliage of Guwata,
about fifteer miles south of the eity.
A few have hecome helievers, but the
interest hus alvuys heen quite limited,
A few days ago, however, we learned
of a largely increased number of hear-
erd, and a much greater interest in
Bible study, with the explanation that
the 1eformed life of a recent believer
was the cause of this more general in-
terest,

About five miles north of Kioto
lives an humble peasant, woman, a
widow, who hus for some time been a
member of the First Church in our
city. She laat year geve of her poverty
sixty yen (dollars), for the church
building, and lent thirty yen more,
without interest, for the same purpose.
As would be expected from this, she is
suxious to have the goapel preached in
ber village, and a student from the
school bas gone there occasionslly on
Friday nighta for a year or two past.
Here, too, the interest has been limited
to a very few. One’of these few, a
woman, died lagt month, and the whole
village were astonished that she died
without aalling upon an idol, and that
her death wa. 80 strangely peaceful and
bappy. The excitument over the affair
reached the ears of the village priest
(Buddhiat), and he protested against
the introduction of this “new way”
The head man of the village, in whose
house the woman lived and died, told
the priest that he himself was not a
Christian, but that a religion which
purified the life and gave such & bope
at death couldn't be very bad. The
priest then threatened to confront the
students, The latter were somewhat
anxious, and the next trip took with
them & student from our theological
class who was formerly a Buddhist
priest, The villagc priest, however,
did not show himself ; and the atudents,
after spending a good part of the night
talking to the people and answering
their questions, returned much encour-
aged. —Outlook.

Not Unselesa.

TrEerE died lately in a western state,
s blind brush-maker, whose story is
worth telling for the truth it illustrates
a .d the practical lesson it conveys,

At the age of sixteen, John B. was
a bright, ambitious student in an Ohio
college. Hia parenta being poor, he
worked on the farm in summer to pay
for bis schooling. He was an earnest
follower of Christ; and it was his
intention to become a missionary, and
he hoped to go into the field in Africa,
his attention having been drawn to
that field of Christian libour, A violent
attack of fever destroyed his health,
and left him with a disease of the eyes
which, in & year's time, rendered him
stone blind. Whatever the boy suffered
in this destruction of all his earthly
hopes, he kept to himself. He was
outwardly the same cheerful, light-
hesrted fellow. As soon as he had
strength he began to learn the art of
brush-making, and supported himself
by that trade.

A year after he was established at it,
he began to gather into his little shop
on Sundays the boys whom he found
on the river wharves, to teach and talk
to them. This work he continued for
thirty years, until the time of his death.
He had a peculiar aptitude for interest-
ing lads, and the experience of hiy own

life gave a force and pungenoy to his

appeals which they would have lacked
coming from happier men. But he
was in the habit of regarding hin life's
work ss utterly desiroyed by his mis-
fortune,

*“God,” he would say, “ pehaps will
allow me to be of some use hereaftar,”

When he died, a letter came from
one of the most influential statesmen
of our country—a man whose strength
has urged many a reform which has
helped to civilize the nation.

“Whatever I am,” he said, “and
whatever I bave done, I owe, under
God, to John B. It was he who took
me out of the slough and made s man
of me,”

Let no man who reads this be dis-
couraged by any circumstances, how-
ever hard, If God forbids you to
plant an oak, plant an herb. It in He
who will give the increass, and only
the future can tell how great the hur-
vest will be.

Do thy work--it shall succerd
In thine or in another's day;
And if denied the victor's meed,
Thou shalt not miss the toiler’s pay.

— Youtlk's Companion.

.
-

Puszzledom.

Answers to Puz:les in Last Number,

43.—Met-hod-ism,

44,—Pennsylvania,

45— BarT
AirA
LonG
SolD
AlbA
MudD

REceNsioN
gerrULoex
rvMoRr
. REp
R
LIno
*aC1r
NXoMADIC
tiseLLura

416.—

—

NEW PUZZLES.

47.—~Di1anoND.

A consonant ; pale; agirl'sname; a
nickname ; & consonant.

48.~—8quare Worb,
A liguor , a permit; a nickname,
49, —DECAPITATION,

Behead a fish, and leave healthy:
again, and leave & drink.

50.—CHARADES.

To agitate; a mug. One habitually
given to strong drink :

A fruit; a weight. A distinguished
publisher,

Mg. C. was in the habit of asking
his children to repeat the text, om
their return from church, to prove that
they gave attention. One Sabbath the
text was, * Why atand ye here all the
day idle? Go into my vineyard and
work, and whatsoever is right I will
pay thee.” Charlis came home, and
was asked to repeat the text. He
heaitated s moment, and then, as if it
just came to him after much thought,
he said, “ What are you loaing around
here for, doing nothing? Go into my
harnyard and go to work sud I'll make

it sll right with you!”
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LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.

B.C. 1451.1] LESSON IIL
THE PLAINS OF JERICNO.
Joh & 10-25; 6. 1-4. Commit 0 mamory
. 13.16

[July 15.

Gorpxx Text,

By faith the walls of Jericho fell down
alter they wers compassed about seven days.
—Heb. i1, 30,

Carerzat Tavra,

Christ is our victory.

Tratn —B.C. 1451, April.

PLAcs. —Gi and Jericho. Gilgal (a
drdde or & away) b shout fivs miles
west of the It lay o the eastern

of & besatilxl forest of palm troes, 8
long and 3 miles wide, while Jericha
wea abowt & nils and & half distant in the

westorn adge. Juinhwudulu‘,u:
fu thess parts, aud was the key to aluﬁcf;’
ANCRS. ~—~ The Istaelites, siter

Cracunsr.
cromsing the Jordsn om the 10th of Nisn,

outest of their new

Praces, —10. TAe
Bxod. 12 1.27. 11, Katof the
ot of the oo ot predute of the Tond,
corn oF uce .
Lhmt.

Har

sad the fields could
18 When Joshua was
probubly out to recon-
to sae and Jearn what to do to take
With a drawn

gi

2, T CAPTAIN OF oUR SALVATION (vs
13-15). - Where did Joshua goto reconnuitre.
Who met him theret What did the drwn
aword siguify?  Whow did Joshua think
him to be? What question dild he ask
Whom did the strauger announce himself to
be! What is the host of the Lord? Who
waa this? (ch, 6. 2) What was the ohjedt
of this appearance?  What was his firat com-
mand to Joshua! The meaning of this cere-
moay! Why should we express out rover-
ence by outward acts? Who is the captain
of our salvation? (Heb. 2 10). Why is he
30 calledt Give some description of him.
(Rev. 10, 11.16). Where is the rest of this
account of Joshua's interview recorded?

8. Tus Fikst VieTorY {(va 1.5).—What
can you tell about Jeriche at this tiie! Why
was it importaut to take this cityt Givean
account of the plan of its capture, Why did
they sround the city so many times!?
Give the order of the procesmsion. Why waa
the ark curried around{ What part had the

ple in this victory? How was it by faith?
{gl:e the Golden Text.) In what respects is
Jericho & type of the sinful heart! Of the

world opposed to Christ! In what respects
were the meaus of thia vie like thoee for
bringing the world to tt (1 Cor. 1.

17-24.) Who only wans saved alive} (6. 17.)
What was done with all the rest of the people?
(6 21.) What with the city? (6.24.) What
with the silver and gold? (6. 24.) Can you
sxpla;in ho:iglt:hi. dmml!’m&'h of :iohml.xﬁ
people was t ust at right
the Inrsslites to Xa Lad of the Canaanites 1
Pracricat SvacestioNns,

1. Begin every great work with re

2, Oar ﬂdlﬂlﬂ‘rb?ﬂdhp are as traly from
God, and as truly blessed as the extranrdinary.

3. God cotunes to our help when we are do-.
ing all we can.

4. The reverent and loving spirit will ex.
press iteslf in uatural forms.

8. Jericho, walled in and shat up, is atype
of the sinful heact, aud of the world.

L 8 Godgy the simplest means,—His spirit,
the word of the Gospel, the crucified Jesus,—

the world.

7. God gives us the Promised Land, but

there sre many battles to be fought befors we

on.

- | gain full possession,

Ravizw Exzscisx.  (For the whole School
in Concert).

11. What was the first city the Iaruelites

1 Axs. The eity of Jori-ho, 12

was their first act of preparstiont
A“ul They renewed thei!r eo{vez:nt withh God
in religions exercisne. 13, peared to
Joshua! Axs, Jesus, the Capeﬁu of the
Lord’s bosts. 14. How did they capture
Jericho ¥ Axs, By marching stound the
city for seven days. 15, What was done on
the seventh day! Axs marched seven
times around the city, aud their trum-
pets and shouted s great shout. 16. What
m& effect? Axa. The walls of the city
@,

B.O, 1481} LEASON 1V,
IRRAEL DEFBATED AT Al
Josh, 7, 10-88, Cwmmil to memc:y ve. 10-18.
Goroey Taxr.

“Be sure sin will fiud you out.—Num.
2 38 your 7

CerraaL TRUTE,
Sin one source of trouble and defeet,
Tinn—B.C. 1451, Bpiing. Soon alfte

the 1sst leason.
PLACE ~—Al, & city of 12,000 inhabitanta,

{July 22.

{ch, 8.25,) 15 or 20 miles north-west of Jericho,
sad & short distsnce esst of It i

do so through the ceremonial of purifieation,
aud purily your hearts from sin, as the cere.
momal taught, 14, Tiibe whick tha Lord
taketh— Probably hy lot.  Femdy—Equive-
lent to clan. 19. My son—8howing grest
teuderness, and not anger, 21, Babylonish
girment—Such as kings wear, very rich in
material and brilliant i color, embroidered,
for which the Babylonians were calebrated.
200 shekcls—abous 100, 50 shekels in weight
—18,%6% gralus of gold, worth $500. 24
The silver ....and gold—Destroyed because
God would not have dishonest, sccurwed
treasures used in bis work, Sons. .. daughlers
~—Probably they knew Achan's siv, aud con-
nived at it. 26, Fiercenens of his anger—Not
passioy, but indignation snd displeasure at
«in, which led to its punishment. 8everity
was necessary in this case, in order to save
the whole nation from ruin.

8vmiecrs ror Srrciat RerorTs.—Al—
The defeat before Ail.—Why no prosperity
\;‘il:’h sit} in;h the nuion.—-lio;vitarm w]u

ilty of Achan's sin. -Sanctifying the people.
—Casting lots.— Achau's cgnfusion.-—g'lix
temptation and sin.—Bahylonish garment.

QuEsTiONs,
Svesxer: FarLune Tunovan BiN,

1. Taz Dxrear. — What city did the
Israclites sttack next after Jericho!? e
was Ai! How u city was it! (Josh. 8.
25.) What was the report of thoss seat to
investigate? How mauy soldiers marched

{ust the c&&t What was the result of
the attack ¥ at was the effect of the de-
feat on the people T Why was it a grest evil
at the begivning of the conquest ¥ (va. 7:9.)

2. TRE CAUsE oF THE DEreat (va. 10-13).
—Whiat did Joshua do in view of the defeat!
(v. 6) Wh{enhonld wo ilways tske our
troubles to the Lord! In what place did
Joshna pray? What did the Lord say to
Joshus ? at was the canse of the defeat,
How could 1srael be safd to have sinned in
the sin of orie man? How Jar are we guilty
of the prevailing sins and crimes of our
nation { ~ What one man dose? How
many of the ten commandments were broken
in this sct? What {s meant by *‘the accursed
thing’! Why could not give them
:gcem unlmti }s l:vil m remm'redé“

« samne principle now one
may in nhureh*m-r its ty !
Can onic man now ruin s community ¢ What
kind of sins aro like this of Ackan? What
is {t necessary for us to doin the case of
scandalons sins in the church or commuuity?
How did the people ¢ suuctify themaelves ™ 1

8, Thax Sixnsr Fouxp Our,—rHx Cursk
REMOVED (v, 14-28).—]z what way was the
gnut}m discovered? Who was he! Why

id Joshus enll him *nry son"? What
confession did Achan make! Was this true
repentance | Give the story of his tempta-
tion. Is this the history of many ]
What was & Babylonish garment! What
was the value of the silver and the goldt
What was done with Achan! Why were

the stolen things also destroyed? Wh
were Achan’s fumily punished witk him? 1x
tithe partaker as a3 the thief”t Can

any one do wrong and his friends not saffer
frotn {t! Why was the punishment vo severe?
In the Golden Text always true in this litet
How ‘does sin find us out? Where fs the
valley of Achor referred to ! (Hos,
2.16.) How did it become & door of hope ?
What valleys of Achor to uws may become
doors of hoje ?

PRACTIOAY SuuaRsTIONS.
trouble to God in prayer,
') sin of onie man is » trouble to all
with whom he is connected, in fauaily, chureh,
“ﬂ?mtf’i eommunity sre in s degree
$ Whole ¢Lmmun are
melbl fr the imes of mlml:u;m
. Note way to erime ¢ e saw; (2
coveted ; (3) he took them; (i))h umsul(uz
them; (5) he deceived; (8) he wan discovered ;

7) remotee; (8 t.
O are i e e sonfeseicn, and

3 | remoree are too late,

8. Thoss who partake in the sis, pertake

. slso in the punishment,

7. God eannot us 80
hrbowdnhhugr:mnhum

Revizw Exxaciss.  (For the wholc 8chool
in Concert),
17. What city was next atiacked! Axe,

M we

and | AL, 16 or 20 miles uorth.west of Joricho, 18,

With what result? Axa. The Isrnslites were

defentad. What did Joshua do! Aws. He

carried his trouble to the Lord in prayer,

20. What was the cxuse of the defest ? 1:.

8oms of the bad disobeyed

God. 21, was dowe with them ! &Axs,
wiemnly and utterly

UL

REVIOUR numbers of this Library we,
‘known by the name BTANDARD Ny,
A list of these 79 hooks can be had on aypyi
eation. It is proposed to lssue ‘

26 BOOKS IN THE YEAR,

or one every fortuight. The regular sl
price of the 28 books {n this country woul
aggregate from §560 to $100, Our prives will

be from 15 cents to 26 cents each; th
ave will be about 20 cents; in all aboy |8
$5.20. Any book in the list mailed post
free on reveipt of price.

12. Nature Studies.

Procron, Price 25 ceuts.

11. Sucocesaful Men of To-Day,
and What they 8ay of Suc-|
Bused on tucts aud opiniony

gathered by lettera and personal inter.!
views from 500 prominent men, and on
many published sketches, By Wimsy,

F. Crarts, A M. Pnoce 25 cents. t

10. Sam Hobart. By Jusmx D!
Furron. Price 26 conta. A bogiaphy ¢

of & Locosmotive Engineer as fascinatng |
&4 & romance,

9. An Hour with Obharlotte
Bronte ; or, Flowers from a
Yorkshire Moor. B: Laus!
€. HoLroway, Price 15 centa !

8. The Essaya of Eliot. |
Cumplete. Collected by NATHAX Sttir-!
rPARD, DPrice 26 centa, oBeRYs BTt !
now colleeted for the first time, thev!
never having been published in bouk '
form i eithier England or America.

7. Oolin Qlout’s Oalendar. The
Becord of Summer. By GRant ALy~
Price 25 cents, The Leed's Mercary
declares them to be ** the best specimens
of popular sclontific expositions that we

. have ever had the good fortune to full
in 'i s i

6. The Highways of Liter-|
ature; or, WK:t to Read!
and Kow éo Read. By D.uuai
Puype, M.A., LL.D. Price 18 cents..
The London and Scotch prees spesk niost |
flatteringly of his writings, and describe |
his style sa *‘clear, elogant, and tere.’ [
We remember & time when the wok
would have been a boon to us of unspeak
able value, as we doubt not it will prove
to be to thousends of younge: students
abid readors now.

5. Flotsam and Jetsan:. By

Troxas Gimeox Bowsse Price 26 cts

4. Lives of Illuatrious Shoe-
makera. By Mr, Epwanp Wixks.
Prios 35 cents,

3. American Humourists. By
H. R Hawiis, Price 15 oents.

2. 8cience in Short Chapters.
By W. Marriev Wilniams, F.R.S.
F.C.8. Prics 35 cents.

1. Oliver Oromwell. His Life,
Times, Battle - Ficlds, and Conten-
poraries. By Paxrox Hoop, 1w
sige—268 botund in keavy papen

and lettared 0B ., Prios 85 ceuts.

By R A

e e e e e

Wa canset give Lists of farthooming lssues

S ——————

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 0 Kixe Srasaz Basy, Toponto.

G W. COATES, Mawraaat, Qon,




