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THE HELPING
HAND FOR MEN.

To those in danger
or trouble nothing is so
welcome as a helping
hand. Our churches
are helping hands to
lead men to Christ; the
temperance 80 cieties
are helping hands to
lead them tothe church.
But individuals as well
as societies have work
to do in this respect,and
the romantic history of
Mr. Jere McCauley
shows how seed sown
broadcast may fall into
good ground, germin-
ate, and many days af-
ter bring forth fruita
hundred fold.

He was born in Ire-
land of Roman Cathe-
lic parents. His father
was a counterfeiter, and
thus his surrounding
were not of the highest
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and gave me a square
meal. Now, how are
you getting on your-
self P’

“Tip-top. I work
hard every day, and
don’t touch tobacco er
liguor. Haven’t
smoked my first cigar
vet. Wear teetotal
xhoes, you know, and a
fellow isn't likely to go.
far wrong with them
on his feet.”

“WishI'd been wear-
ing such the last five
years. I'd kept out of a
good many scrapes if I
had. I t'sall luck and
chance Ididn’t get in
deeper than ever to-
night. There’'s mis-
chief brewing,andif I'd
got on a drunk, I might
have had a hand in
is.”’

“I'm thankfol I saw

you, Dick. Now, if

you'll talk out plain

to me, I'll try and help
ou.”’

The clock struck one
before these two young
men separated, and
when day dawned, the
visitor wondered where

class. ‘When but thir- f
teen yearsold he came to New York and
there soon determined to ¢ live by his wits,”
which means of obtaining a livelihood
soon degenerated into that of river-thief. In
the latter occupation he spent his nights in
stealing from ships in the docks, and his days
in disposing of his plunder and carousing.
‘When nineteen he was accused of highway
robbery ; although innocent of this particu-
lar crime, being unable to defend himself,
he was sentenced to sixteen years at Sing
Sing. His department of prison work was
carpet weaving, which was performed in a
discontented, sullen and revengeful spirit.
His spare time was occupied in reading
trashy novels. Orville Gardner, a converted
associate in crime, one day visited him, and
he was so affected by the kindly words and
earnest advice of his former companion
that he began to pay attention te the Bible
which had long lain untouched in his cell. He
found it more fascinating than the novels he
had been reading, and read it from beginning
to end. There were many things in it which
did not agree with what he had been teught
to believe ; he compared them with the Donay
version, and, the sense in both being the same,
he concluded that his old religion was a delu-
sion and a snare, and after much mental con-
flict became converted. He could not then
confine his good news to himself,and as a con-
sequence of his efforts many of his fellow con-
victs were saved. About this time his inno-
cence Was made known and he was released.
His story for some time after was a sad one.
There was no welcome for him in the Protest-

" ant/churches he visited ; temptations surround-
ed him on every side ; he yiclded to them and
‘as he himself says became * two-fold worse
the child of the .devil than hewas.” Once

during this time, while stealing a rope fender |

from a’vessel, the captain fired several shots

at him, the bullets whistling past his head. |
On angther oocagion, when on. theriver, the |

boat he was in upset ; while sinking the third
time the great question of life presented itself
to him and he cried to God for mercy ; he rose
at once to the surface and his boat, which had
been drifting from him, was at his hand to

- our Jarge cities. His clothing, which had

&
grasp, and he was saved. Although he con-
sidered this a miracle he would have continued
his nefarious business had not Providencein
various ways interposed ; at one time he
was fully determined to follow it, when his
companion in crime was disabled.

His life is now devoted to mission labor
amongst the denizens of the Fourth Ward in
New York,and beirg prosecuted with all the en-
ergy and spirit of one who feels that all his labor
in hisMaster's service can never be an adequate
expression of gratitude to Him, it is eminently
successful. His ¢ Helping Hand for Men”
in Water street has been the means of doing
much good. It knows no other means of sup-
port than an abiding faith in God’s ability to
provide, and it has never yet wanted.

Mrs. McCauley, who like her husband is
from the ranks of Fourth Ward life, is also
proving a blessing to the locality. From her

sex she is able to obtain access to places |

whero men on the same mission could not en-
ter, and by this' means has accomplished a
vast amount of good, and is in this and all his
enterprises a worthy helpmeet for her hus-
band.

TEETOTAL SHOES.

BY MARY DWINELL CHBLLIS.

A young man leaned over the railing of a
bridge, looking down' into the water, which
flowed with a strong: steady current onward
to thesea. You might have passed without
giving him & moment's thought, so like was
he to thousands of others seen everywhere in

once been flashy, was now dingy and;worn,and
the hat, still set jauntily upon his head, was
stained and battered. He was alone. Hig
boon companions, more fortunate than him.
self in regard to funds, were preparing fora
grand carouse im which he had refused to
join because of his poverty. For an hour he
stood ' there, nearly motionless,  as one and
another hurried by. 1
At length a familiar voice exclaimed :
2 -“‘How are you, Dick "
#*Bad enough,” was the muttered reply.
Hope you're not having a fit of the blues.
I never have them.” : y 3
-“Shouldu’t think you would ; T shouldn’t if
I was in your shoes.” ¥ :

| I didn’t know w.

“ulk along with me. 'Wedon't meet very
often lately, I've been on the look-out for

.’

“You mneedn’t trouble yourself about me.
You and I ain’t going the same way.”

“I don’t know about that. Which way are
you going ?”’ g

“An’t going any. way. Chris Palmer, why
don’t you go along and let me alone 7’

“Because that isn’t my way. Perhaps I can
help you.” And the tone of the speaker had
not varied from that of the hearty good-nature
which characterized his first greeting. There's
a4 storm coming. What are you going to do P”

“Don’t know but I shall jump into the
river.”

“And so give me the trouble of jumping in
after you. I should rather not do it this
cold evening ; but if that's the best way to
help you, I won’t be too particular.”

At this, Dick Redfield turned and gazed
full into the face of his friend, who asked

lau%iugly: ;
“Want my shoes now ?"’
“Suppose I do P”

to go barefoot, and I ean again. But, you
must remember that mine are teetotal shoes,
that won't walk in the way of the toper.
They’re too well trained for émt. It they'll
suit you, you shall have them and welcome ;
and, Dick, I'd give you a/dozen new ones with
‘them if you'd only go my way. Come now,
‘at any rate. Come home with me and pee my
‘mother.”

. “What made you stop to speak to me
Ohris ?” ; £y
| “Because I wanted to. I don’t forget old
times s quick as some people do. Come !
And the teetotal shces wsfk lked on kegping
step with a pair of slonched boots, whose
owner was bitterly ashamed of the contrast.

' Mrs. Palmer welcomed Dick in a motherly
 way, and judging rightly that a thorough
‘ablution would be a luxury, provided him
with warm water, soap, and towels ; so that
when he entered the pleasant kitchen where
 supper was spread, he was so changed in ap-
pearance he would hardly = have been recog-
nized. He felt very much as though he had
‘already started in & new way.

Later when the good
his friend asked abraptly:

“How are you getting on, Dick ¢’ £ 4
. “As bad a8 bad can be,” he replied quickly.
| “T was near desperate when you spoke to me,
er to jumpinto the river
‘or take to stealing. If I'd any show of
money, I'd be carousing with the rest. I'm
a hard fellow, Chris, but it shan't be any the

Bhme, so I can afford" to divide with you. |

“You shall have them on the spot. T used

mother had retired,

‘he could be, until he saw sOM® Yell-poliahqd
shoes by his bed. Then he remémbered his
pledge. ~ He had acoepted the gift with con=
ditions. 7

Teetotal shoes for the remainder of his life.
Sometimes they seemed too tightly fitting,
and sometimes they dragged heavily, yet he
would not resign them. They proved his
salvation.

Months after, they who had urged him to
join them in a night’s carouse were sentenced
to the State-prison for the crime of burglary.
They had not thought thus to end the lives
they fancied so free and independent ; but,
while spurning wholesome restraints, they
were slaves to a master whose wages is death.
— Temperance Banner.

— The tobacco nuisance has become so uni-
versal that it is very gratifying to note any
successful effort in any quarter to place it
under restraint. The American Institute of
this city has a fine library and reading.room
which latterly has been infested by smokers,
 regardless of the right of ocher members re-
sorting to it ‘“not to smoke.” At a recent
meeting of the Iustitute a resolution was of-
fered to prohibit smoking in the library. A
vigorous fight ensued, numerous amendments
were offered, the resolution was called for and
read no less than four times, when it was final-
ly adopted, and copies were ordered to be post-
ed inthelibrary. We are glad also to see in the
catalogue of Swarthmore Oollege, located near
Philadelphia, and founded by the Society of
Friends, the following notice to prosyeotive

| students : “The use of tobacco being striotly

prohibited, those addicted to its use, unless
prepared to renounce it entirely, should not
apply for admission.” It would be greatly
to the advantage of young men if every college
and educational institution in the land would
adopt a kindred regulation. Next to that of
strong drink, the tobacco scourge is the most
anuoying, wasteful, and destructive.—National
Temperance Advocate, New York.

— An effort waslately made before the Su-
preme Court in San Francisco to obtain a new
trial for a person convicted of a State-prison
offence on the ground, among other ressons,
that the jury who convieted were permitted to
have intoxicating liquor in the jury-room
during their deliberations. The point was
well taken. Any conviction under such ecir-
cumstancesis ag likely to be wrong asright, or
rather more likely to. be wrong. In connec-
tion with the court-raom, as with the legisla.

| tive chamber, intoxicating liquors are not un.

frequently the source of flagrant corruption
and cruel injustice.—National Temperance Ad-

“T’ll give youmy shoes this minute if tﬂey’l‘li
do you any good. I've got another pair at

worse for you because you took me home

vocate.
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THE A B C OF THE OPIUM TRADE.

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN MR. ANDREW ALWORTHY,
OF ALBANY, NEW YORK ; CAPTAIN BENJAMIN
BROAPFOOT, OF BRISTOL, ENGLAND ; AND MR.
CHONG CHING CHEW, OF CANTON, CHINA.,

(From the Family Friend, English.)

(Concluded.)

Mr. Alworthy had caught a Tartar. He
knew something about the history of the
opium trade, and he wished particularly to gain
information about its present state. Only the
day before, his misgionary friend in taking
him round Bingapore had shown him an
opium-smoking den. The close atmosphere,
the wretched aspect of the victims, had nearly
gickened him ; and now when this was cast in
his teeth by a Chinege, as the work of Chris-
tians, he was fairly non-plussed. The discus-
gion seemed to have broken down, and the
two regarded each other in silence, when an
unexpected ally appeared on the scene, and a
bluff voice called out—

“Hallo ! John. What's that you are say-
ing about my cargo ? I daresay you own a
few chests yourself now ; like a pipe besides.”

The disputants turned their heads, and
there stood the tall, broad-shouldered, genial
Captain Broadfoot, who, having come out of
his cabin to have a look at the weather and
the ship’s course, had been quietly listening to
the latter ‘part of their conversation. Now
Captain Broadfoot had in his time carried
many thousands of opium chests to China.
The opium trade was a familiar topic of con-
versation among his passengers—Indian of-.
ficials, Oaleutta and China merchants, and
others—as they sat over their wine in the
saloon, or smoked their cigars on deck. Cap-
tain Broadfoot knew all the ins and outs of
the subject, and in his inmost heart had a
secret conviction that it was a bad business
altogether ; but he was not going to confess

that to a Chinaman, and he thought the best |

plan-would be to * cha#” him a little and
then change the subject. But John OChina-
man was too much for him.

“ I do nothing in opium myself, captain,”
hereplied. * Nor am I & smoker ; though I
won’t say I have never taken a whiff with a
friend out of politencss. But what I do, one
way or the other, has no bearing on our
asrgument. 7 am not a Christian. We were
speaking about the excellent effects of Chris-
tianity upon nations; and one of these ig, I
suppose, that you English are so philanthropic
a8 to make and send opium to us; although
you do not use it yourselyes.”

“Pooh! pooh!” gaid the captain bluntly,
¢ you know that’s all nonsense. "It ig purely a
matter of commerce. India can produce it
cheaply, and you fny a high pricegor it. It
is the law of supply and demand. You can’t
alter that by your preaching.”

“ Just what I say,” said the imperturbable
Chinese; ‘‘ we agree perfectly. I say Chris-
tian people and heathen people are all after
- money. Take care of Number One—that’s
the first command. Buy in the cheapest mar-
ket -and sell in the dearest—that’s the first
law of nature. Everybody wants to get rich,
and nobody can throw stones at another. But
still T thini you can hardly call it Christian
to go to war with us because our emperor
would not let you smuggle contraband opium
into my country.”

“That's an old tale; let bygones be by-
gones,” said the captain, trying the identical
parry which Mr. Alworthy had used. ¢ Be-
sides, you know we didn’t go to war omly
about opium ; there were lots of things be-
sides. You Chinese were such a conceited,
pig-headed set, we were obliged to knock some
common-gense into you. You thonght your-
+ selves too good to be looked at, too clever to be
spoken to. If your peacocky mandarins, who
are all a pack of liars and rascals, had only
consented to admit Lord Napier to an audi-
enge, depend upon it there would have been no
war at all. But they worried the poor fellow
to death, and never would listen to his suc-
cessors : 80 the two nations drifted into war
for want of a little explanation—that's about
the long and the short of it.”’

It was now Chong’s turn to be embarrass-
ed. He knew there was a measure of truth
in the captain’s vehement denunciation of the
mandaring ; but Mr. Alworthy came to the
rescue by saying—

“ Ah! captain, 1 see you are a true John | said th

Bull. Great Britain of course is never in the
wrong. Bubt a word with you about these
irresistible laws wf supply and demand you
spoke of. We can’t interfers, you say, to

alter the course of the natural laws of demand
and supply But what do you call it when
the British Government absolutely prohibits
the growth of the poppy throughont nine-
tenths of her Indian territory? Is not that
interference with the laws of supply and de-
mand. What do you call it when the British
Government usurps for itself the entire manu-
facture and sale of opium in Bengal 7 What
do you call it when the Indian Treasury deals
out scores of lacs of rupees to témpt the poor
peasants to the cultivation ? Is not thatjinter-
ference with the laws of supply and demand ?
I must pay I have always thought the argu-
ments in favor of your opium trade more in-
genious than honest.”

Captain B. winced at this. If there was
anything he prided himself upon, it was upon
a fearless, straightforward sincerity. He knew
that at bottom he had more than a misgiving
that the opium monopoly was a bad thing :
only he did not like to confess it before an
American and a Chinese. So he shifted his
ground, and suggested—

‘“ After all I suppose opium suits the Chi-
nese constitution, or they would not buy it.
The universality of the use of stimulants
shows it to be natural. Oune nation likes one,
another another. I enjoy a glass of bitter ale
myself, though I'm almost a teetotaler, and
never touch a drop of epirits while I'm at sea.
I don’t suppose that opium does any more harm
to the Chinese than gin does in England.”

‘ That is an excellent argument for closing
your ginshops,” retorted Alworthy, “ but I
can’t see it is any excuse for forcing opium
upon China.”

“Forcing it indeed! Where's the forcing 2
They are only too glad to getit. You should
have seen how they crowded round the opium

receiving ships in the old days before the
last war.”

“ I daresay,” returned the other, * that the
opium-dealers were eager emough for their
profits, as the opium-sots were for their quan-
tum of the drug. But the trade was illegal.
You smuggled the drug iuto the country
against the decree of the emperor, and the
wishes of all but the worst classes of the peo-
ple. And you are forcing it still; for your
boasted Tlgin Treaty is simply upheld by your
gunboats and ironclads.”

“I grant you that. They hate us like
poison,” said the captain ; they would cut all
our throats to-morrow and fling us into
gea if they could. Wouldn’t they, John ?”

Chong, thus appagled to, waa com:
speak, and he tri
notion of the hostility of his countrym
‘ The people in the interior are very ignor-
ant,” he said, “and hardly know whether
foreigners are men or demons. The trading
olasses have no wish to lose such good ous-
tomers. But I grant you that the mandarins
and literati hute all foreigners, and would
gladly exclude them if they could. And
really I do not see they are much to be blam-
ed. China has been sinking lower and lower,
until now she has been obliged to Zowtow to
Japan. And it is opium which in no small
degree helps to drag her down.”

Captain Broadfoot felt that the day was
going against him, and so called upon his re-
serve to make the last charge. ¢ Look here,
John'!” he exclaimed. “1It's all very well
for your hypocritical mandarins to pretend to
be so virtuous, when three-fourths of them are
ilty themselves of the very vice they con-
g;umn. Besides, every one knows that you
are now growing the poppy all over a.
You manufacture at home almost or quite as
much as you get from abroad. The only dif-
ference is that you make a bad article and we
sell you & good one.”
~ ¢ I don’t know what you mean by bad and
good,” anawered Chong; “but if you mean
that Indian opium is about twice as poisonous
as our inferior Chinese article, I grant you are
right. But I confess with sorrow that the
cultivation of the poppy has spread alarming-
ly during the last ten years. If there should
come & famine in China, such as you recently
had in Bengal, the poor will die by millions.
But there is this excuse for our Government.
‘While they are compelled to admit it from
abroad, they cannot consistently chap off peo-
ple’s heads for growing it at home."”

“Yes,” struck in Mr. Alworthy—""you read
the letter which Prince Kung and Wenseang
sent to Sir Rutherford Alcock. 'Captain! if
that does not make the blood come into your
face, Englishmen are colder-hearted “and
thicker-skinned than I take them to be. But
I know you better. I know you are not sin-
cere in defending this odious traffic. It's
only that you don’t like to lower your flag be-
fore a Yankee and a Chinaman. Come, now,
be honest.”

Oaptain Broadfoot pished and pshawed—
fidgeted about—shouted to the man at the
wheel, “ How’s her head ?”’ < “ East by half
Nor.,” replied the steersman. - ** Keep her so,”
o captain. He then took & turn or two
upon the deck, felt for the wind, and gave or-
ders that the jib should be set. At last he

came back, made an effort—swallowed the

! bitter pill—and said in afrank tone, * I tell

you what; I don’t like this opium trade one
whit more than you do. But the fact is we
can’t do without the money. I have discussed
the matter with lots of Indian officers in my
time. Bless you, I once was yard-arm to yard-
arm with the Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal
himself. I fired into him every one of the
arguments you have been pelting me with.
And what do you think was his final reply ?
Every pound weight of opium introduced into
China represents a pound sterling to the In-
dian Treasury. BSix millions a year ! Think
of that. Why, we hold India with those six
millions. Just suppose our fifty millions of
revenue cut down to near forty, how could we
maintain our fifty thousand bayonets in India ?
It was the money he contended for—nothing
else. ‘Show me,’ said he, ¢ any feasible way
of raising six millions without opium, and
Indian officials with all be as glad as you to
get rid of it.” For my own part I cannot
stomach that argument. 1 say if we cannot
hold India without degrading ourselves to be
panderers to Chinese vice, the sooner we pack
up and take ourselves out of India the better.
But I don’t believe a word of it. India can
well afford to pay for her own government, if
only it be economically administered.”

“ True,” replied Alworthy. * Govern In-
dia wisely and righteously, and you can easily
manage to do without some of those fifty
thousand bayonets you spoke of. I have just
been spending several months in India. Itis
a splendid empire, and England may well be
proud of it. The Englishmen I met there,
oivilians and military officers, are a noble set
of fellows, with some exceptions of course.
But you must do your work cheaper there,
captain. You must employ natives at 50
rupees & month where you now employ
Englishmen at 500. You must accustom
yousgelf to the inevitable displacement of
English officials by native, until all but
the very highest grade are men of the
land. Trust the Hindoos, and they will
trust you. No fear of that. And as for this
lamentable opium business, remember we
bave the highest authority for saying
“ Righteousness exalteth a nation, but sin
is a reproach to” Clang, clang, clang,
clang——the vociferous dinner-bell here in-
terrupted Mr. Alworthy’'s oration. Oaptain
Broadfoot was glad of the excuse for hurry-
ing into his cabin to touch up his hair be-
fore descending to the saloon. Alworthy and
his Chinese friend made taeir way downstairs
together—and every turn of the screw ocarried
the eleven hundred and thirty chests of opium
which lay in the dark hold below their feet
some yards nearer to China, ¥. 8T,

WHAT TO DO WITH THE HABITUAL
: DRUNKARD.

It is surely more than time thatthe humane
agitation on behalf of the dipsomaniac, so pre-
maturely interrupted b{ political changes,
and especially by the lamented death of its
greatest promoter, Dr. Dalrymple, were ener-
getically resumed. The article in the last
Quarterly is at once an occasion and a favor-
able omen for resuming the problem. :
It is well knoewn that Dr. Dalrymple, at his
own expense, paid a visit to America, and per-
sonally visited nine institutions of the kind
still dis'domted on this side of the water. By
a happy thought he secured the consent of two
of the foremost medical heads of these sana-
taria to cross the Atlantic and give their evi-
dence to the Select Committee he had obtained,
and which eat shortly after his return. That
entire body of evidence is of the most varied
and valuable character. It sweeps the entire
field, and converges, as we shall directly see,
to a plain practical point.
Meanwhile let us recall the present state of
the question, considered as a public move-
ment. - Dr. Dalrymple’s bill had been read a
first time, and was put down for a second
reading early in 1873, when the resignation of
Mr. Gladstone for the time led to an adjourn-
ment of the House of Commons. The result
was the postponement of the measure till next
vear. In the interim Dr. Dalrymple died ;
then followed the political changes which led
to a “‘publican’s parliament,” and brought the
movement for a time to a condition of col-
lapse. ' But its suspension could not be long.
Last summer, in the month of J uly, a depu-
tation, headed by Sir Thomas ‘Watson, and
congisting of the most. eminent physicians of
London, Edinburgh, and Dublin, waited on
the Home Secretary with a memorial, urging
the great need for legal control over habitual
drunkards, both for their own protection and
that of their families, and reoa.ﬁing the terms
in which Parliament had already committed
themselves to the principle. Mr. Cross could,
of course, but hear, and say, in the ciroum.
stances, as little as he could.” This, however
could only be a staving-off of the evil day ;
for the facts are now too well established, and
set forth in too clear a light, to admit of much
temporizing.
That article,
Lady Eastlake,
Quarterly,

said to be from the pen of
in the last number of the
devotes large space to this question,

y | down off the fence.”

and is of a very exhaustive and earnest pur-
port. Indeed, outside the Report itself to the
Select Committee on Habitual Drunkards
with its able, awful, and thrilling details of
evidence, we cannot reczll any presentation of
the case and of the argument that is more com-
plete, and put -with more power and pathos,
than it is in this article. Is it an indication
to its Conservative readers that the time has
arrived when something wmust be done? Is
the Master of Phrases, and the Schoolmaster
of his party, about to educate his followers
up to“the height of this great argument,”
and introduce & measure of the kind desired ?
TheSphinx himself best knows. One thing
we venture to predict, if he hasnot yet thought
of the matter, it is time he were educating
himself ; forat no distant date the waves of
agitation will be laving his feet.
The whole matter has now shaped itself to
a clear and practical issue. The philosophy
both of comparative failure here and of ‘en-
couraging success in Amerioa lies in the uni-
versally admitted principle that prolonged and,
therefore,compulsory detention at the sanataria,
is absolutely indispensable in order to cure.
This precisely is what America has, and what
we still want. The rationale of the, case is
clear as the sun at noon. A morbid effect has
been produced upon the brain which only
time can remedy. A long continued physi-
ological process of renewal and repair must
take place before that demoniac craving for
alcoholic stimulants which constitutes the
ggouliurity of dipsomania can be eradicated.
long as that vitiated condition of the
cerebral substance remains, no  influence
whether of morality, fear, hope, or natural
affection is of theleast avail, All is dominated
and tyrannized over by the one sovereign and
imperious craving for strong drink. The deli-
cate, well-born, well-educated, well-bred lady,
who in her healthful intervals will be found
as answerable to considerations of propriety
and self-respect as her neighbors, will lie like
a heathen when possessed by the dipsomaniac
demon. “I have had the most solemn assur-
ances,” says Dr. Peddie, ¢ that not a drop of
liquor had crossed their lips, when they could
not have walked across the floor—that not &
drop was in their houses, when I could find
bottles of liquor wrapped up in stockings, and
in other articles of clothing; concealed in
trunks and wardrobes; put up the chimneys,
and under beds, and between mattresses : and
on a late oocasion, in the case of a lady,. d
all means tmd failed in FINg the cause
of the continued intoxication, on making a
striot personal investigation a bottle of brandy
was found concealed in the arm-pit, hung
round the neck with an elastic cord, so that
she might help her:self when she pleased.”
Need more be said in proof of the absolute
necessity of legal powers to secure, under pro-
per safeguards, the control of the helpless
dipsomaniac, and to seours prolonged deten-
tion till there be time to effect a cure ¢
It is by virtue of these powers that the
American institutions have achieved many
and important cures. It is for the want of
these that the drink maniac. is sent, or volun-
tarily goes, to our Dritish asylums, to leave
them atter a brief interval, and relapse into
their old ways; so that the best intentions and
ablest methods of the benevolent heads of
these establishments are hopelessly baffled,
and the still enthroned demon in the brajn
“gring horribly a ghastly smile,” and con.
descends to play with his subject a. game at
hide and seek |— League Journal.

“Tae Devit's CHAIN.”—A lady writing in
the Christian World_abont“'l‘he Devil’s Chain,”
says :—Almost any otherabuse or social delin-
quency needs only to be demonstrated to re-
ceive universal execration, even if the idler
portion of the community end their exertions
with their talk and are not actively useful in
reformatory movement. Intemperance stands
alone in being a vice that is_not unfrequently
winked at and fostered by foolish arguments
that no one really believes to be valid. The
work of an M. P. will naturally attract atten-
tion ; and from this point of view we rejoice
to find a man of public position boldly step-
ping forward to raise a warning voice against
an overt evil. 'The power such a writer may
exercise is immense either for good or evil, and
the people of this country may be thankful as
they see one after another of its chosen leaders
standing up manfully for the right, and de-
nouncing the sin that is sheltered and abet-
ted by all the influence and power. of selfish

interests vested in a traffic which becomesjtov

often immoral and disastrous.

A Durrrovur Propuesm.—The Church at
Work, Rev. Dr. Talmage, editor, in a recent
rallying temperance article, declares : = *“It is
high time  that non-committal Christians get
It also says: “What
todo with the advocates of the liquor-traffic

‘we_know. Woe shall fight them to the bitter

end. Bat what to do with those men who sit
astraddle the fence on this subject we know
not.” What shallbe done with the *“astrad-
dle”’ obstructionist? “Would thou wert cold

or hot.”

$
4
1
2
:

8
4

ot AL B Bl ot




%

B o e Sl o 2 e Y
N

S and only some of the meadows received stable

‘“od.” The

. The greatest dismay prevailed. Everybody
- ble—undertaking got into discredit,and it was

phosphoric acid, &, taken by a ¢
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SCTENTIFIC EXPLORATION OF FU.
> TURE SETTLEMENTS.

(The following article is contributed to the Cana-
dian News by Herr Von Klenze, of Munich,
Editor of the Ackerbau-Zeiting.)

In unknown countries a geographical ex-
ploration mostly precedes the culture pushed
forward from its boundaries. This kind of ex-
ploration occupier itself with climate, geology,
and topography, but leaves the important
question of ability for culture untouched. If
such a district ought to be settled and cultivat-
ed with the greatest possible speed a geogra-
phical exploration is not enough; one must
be able to give the would-be gettlers a certain
amount of advice based upon actnal experience
to ensure them against loss. This experience
cannot be collected by practice fast enough,
soience must be called to help, even if some
may emile at this who have not much respect
for science, because they do not understand
anything about it. It cannot be repeated
often enough that there can never&le a differ-
ence of opinion between practice a®d science ;
it only so seems sometimes, but then invaria-
bly wrong deductions or inconsideration of
eircumstances have been used on one side.

An example of the facility and rapidity with
which the productiveness of a soil can be de-
termined by science occurred to me last year,
and I must write it here. In Upper Bavaria
lies a lake fifteen miles long, and, on the
average, one broad, whose surface was sunk
seven feet deeper in 1869 by digging a canal.
The object was to lay dry about 1,000 acres of
gwampy meadows, and to reclaim over 400
acres heretofore covered by the lake. The
whole work had cost £7,400, which is rathera
large sum for the peasants who undertook this

d imgrovement, as these people in Upper
avaria have very little ready money, and
havelived for generations from hand to mouth.
‘Well, the lake was drained, and everybody was
expecting astounding results. The new land
‘was tilled and sown, and—nothing grew, not
one ear ripened; the drained meadows which
bad, when wet, given a liberal yield of coarse
grass, used for litter, brought nothing at all!

acoused the other, the whole—in itself lauda-

a goresubject in the whole district. This state

of affairs lasted until spring, 1875, when a

friend told me about it, whereupon I resolved
to have a look at it. I found that the cultiva-
‘tion of eclaimed land had entirely ceased,
manure and well repaid it. The affair began

:‘o&tmw setﬂm;ttu‘go - wer:: ona ttcimr roumhe
o ical formation. I found

the lake to lie in a b‘:gl'l of minerals (uiola::e)
consisting almost entirely of carbonate of lime.
I took samples of the in two places where
larger tracts of land had been left uncovered
by the receding lake,and analyzed them. No,
3 being much the same with No. 2, consisted

Sand onnr 559

NA: bib il isionw roent.
. Slicates. ............. L7s
“Oxide of iron......... (1 7 SR

Carbonate of lime....84.25
Jarbonate of Magnesia 4.01 2
Alkalies Vs . "

Hera was the solution of ‘the whole mystery :
hosphoric acid and kali missing almost entire-
¥, besides only 7.97 per cent. of organie matter,
therefore very little nitrogen. TUnder such
circumstances no plant can grow fully or bear
seed. This fact, which practice took months
to prove, was proved by science in a few days,
and then practice had not said why, while
science showed clearly that it could not be
othetwise; and, last, practice had not told me
-what I could do to make the soil available for
- culture, while the analysis showed me the
contents of the soil and science knows exactly
what the plants want, so it was possible to
a profitable way, bring these
1 into the soil, then I can ex-
pect: it to bear crops, otherwise it is worthless;
now, with artificial manures this is
enough: I know the average amount of
off one
i e
‘tained in the différent artificial manures, so I
can tell M&_how much I ought to use
eories. I marked

Jand and planted thirty separate squares wi
six kinds of erops and” 'tj;%q.og::;h
ures, leaving one gquare of eulg CrOp unmanur-

tounding, and the crops shown at the agricul- |
tural exglr:ibiﬁion» of Munich in October, 1875,

what petcentage of it is con- |

manured crops did not yield ons |

so much struck with them that it ordered a
continuation of the experiments, which says a
good deal—in Bavaria. The meadows, which
had been soaked with water before, did not
yield, as I have said, any grass after they
were laid dry. Science could also have said,
beforehand, this must come 80, because the
grasses which grow with their roots continu-
ally in water cannot exist without it, and for
better grasses the humic acids in the soil,
formed by the decompesition of the roots of
the first, is destructive. Therefore the humid
acids must be neutralized before cultivation,
and this is easily done by carting on these
meadows the lime of the reclaimed land. The
losses in the years from 1869 to 1874, occasion-
ed by not consulting science, and thereby los-
ing the produce of the reclaimed land and the
meadows, may be caloulated by any one! I
will not farther dwell upon this experiment,
but I hope it satisfactorily proves that science
did in one season what would have been in
such cheapness and perfection impossible to
obtain by practice alone.

It is the same thing with a district which is
to be settled and whose roil and capabilities
are not known. Is the poor immigrant to
spend his few shillings for this experience
necessary for his thriving, or ought the Go-
vernment to provide for it, as it is of impor-
tance to ensure prosperity to a settlement ?
The answer is, according to our views, not
difficult. By an expedition to a newly opened
district a scientific man well versed in agricul-
tural chemistry can find whether a settlement
there promises the necessary conditions for a
thriving future and advise the best way of
cultivation, and so found a basis from which
the work may be pushed with security.

POWERFUL EXPLOSIVES.

The recent disaster at Bremerhaven, Ger-
many, in which 8o many persons lost their
lives, calls public attention to the great dan-
ger attending all explosive preparations in
which nitro-glycerine is the active ingredient.

Dynamite, called giant powder (infusorial

and nitro-glycerine), dualin (sawdust
saturated with nitro-glycerine and saltpetre),
litho-fracteur (dynamite with coal, soda, ealt-
petre, and sulphur), vulean powder (a product
similar to litho-fracteur), rend-rock, and many
other compounds before the public under vari-
ous names, which derive their explogive force
from nitro-glycerine, are especially dangerous.
and should not be allowed to be stored or
transported, except under special conditions;
for although, when freshly made, they arenot
80 liable to explode by friction or slight con-
cussion as the terrible liguid to which they
owe their potency,they are all of them exceed-
ingly sensitive to decomposition, excited by
change in temperature which is followed by
generation of heat, and is the forerunner of
spontaneous combustion.

Professor Draper, in ona of his works on
popular science, states that Nobel was led to
the ex ts from which resulted dynamite
by the fearful explosions of nitro-glycerine at
Aspinwall, San Francisco, Sydney, North
Wales, and elsewhere; and he adds that
M. Guyot, a French chemist, has shown that
the nitro-glycerine may exude from its ab-
sorbent, and saturating the paper of the
oartridges and boxes, reassums the state in
which it is readily exploded by a slight blow.

Nitro-glycerine hasa sweet, pungent, aroma-
tio taste, but produces a violent headache
placed upon the tongue or even allowed to
touch the skin atany point; thus those worlk.
ing with it orits compounds suffer excruciat.
ing pain. It also freezes at a very high tem.
perature (39° t040° Fah.): and b orebeing
used in winter, it has to be thawed out in
order to explode it. This operation, on all
the compounds alluded to, causes the nitro.
glycerine to exude, and if they are not quickly
used, decomposition is liable to set in. Angd
if once the absorbent yields up its mnitro-
glycerine, and the compound becomes moist, it
will explode by & slight jar or shock. (See
‘W. N. Hill, “On Certain Explosives.”’). .

At this time, when engineering operations
of vast extent are in progress and in contem-
plation, it is useless to expeot that the employ-
ment of such materials, dangerous as they are,
will ever be discontinued ; and it becomes the
duty of scientific men to look for some more
controllable explosive. Such a “preparation is
found in ,pnlg-oo pressed cotton, whose
density is 62 1bs

Vast strides have been made in improving
this material by Professor Abel, of England,
in the last few years; and his patent process
enables him, it is stated, to manufacture it with

erfect safety, and to transport and explode
t in a wet state, and even store it under water
without deterioration.. g osbiaas

The English War Department recently ap-

ted a special commigsion, composed of nine

‘the manured wereas heavy as ‘well known officers and gentlemen, to enquire
m:: in that district. The resu lf?m 'z‘ 3nto the whole system o ey ﬂ‘n%‘gﬂﬁnk,%ﬁor-
ing; and using the different known explosives.
In arranging the substances in the order of

earned the genersl admiration and a prize
medal. The Bavarian Government was also

relative danger, they gave them thus: - Nitro-
glycerine, gunpowder, dynamitelitho-fraoteur,
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m| gun
, per cubic foot, and it is consi-
1dere’dsi::t.imesuut.mngmg\mpovm.]w_ ] b

%

and, lastly, compressed gun cotton. ¢ Fhe in-

vestigation,” writes a member of this special

commisgion to the London Zinies, in April of

this year, *“ was entered upon with & certain

amount of prejudice against gun cotton, aris-

ing from the catastrophe which occurred at
Stowmarket in the year 1871. A ocareful en-

quiry into the circumstances, however, con-
clusively showed that it was not tha result of
accident, but that it was caused by the wilful
and malicious act of sgome person, pessibly not
aware of the grave consequences of this ori-
minal proceeding.” I feel,” the writer con-
tinues, “that any one will read the able and
exhaustive report of Major Majendie, R.A ,
on this subject, must arrive at this conclu-
sion;” and he further adds that “ theimyproved
gun cotton is manufactured by an entirely
wet process throughout, the last stage being
the formation of disks or short cylinders of
various diameters by hydraulié pressure, in
which state they contain 18 per cent. of mois-
ture, which is increased by the addition of
water to 25 per cent. for the purpose of secur-
ing uniformity and a larger margin of gafety,
and because the gun cotton in this state can
still be exploded, but only under special con-
ditions applied by an expert. This fact was
not known till some time after the date of the
explosion referred to, it then being the prac-
tice to dry the disks and to store and trans-
port them 'in that condition. In that state
gun cotton cannot be exploded by any colli-
sion, however violent, even by a rifle bullet
fired into it; nor even inflamed, unless it is
enclosed in strong. hermetically sealed csses,
so that it mighf be transported by railway
if some simple precautions were taken. In
the damp ‘state, as exclusively offered for
transport, and. without the appliances al.
luded to above, it cannot even be ignited,
much less -exploded, - either by a spark, by
heat, by friction, or by a cellision, even if it
repulted in the extreme case of the contents
of a locomotive fire box being emptied npon
a truck full of gun cotton; while, if exploded
surr:})t-itiousl Y it must be the act of a skilled
malefactor, provided with the necessary ap-
pliances of dry gun ocotton, waterproof ma-
terials, special detonators, patent fuse, or
electrical apparatus, and thoroughly acquaint-
ed with the modus operandi.”’

The result of the English investigation
caused England, Germany, and Framce fo
adopt the use of gun cotton for torpedoes, sub-
marine mining, and in the water shell, the
two former governments manufactaring their
own, while France has made a large contract
with a company (manufacturing under Abel's
process in Fuogland) to supply it. Walter N,
Hill, chemist to the U. 8. Torpedo Station,
Newport, R. I.,in his “Noteson Certain ¥x-
plosive Agents,” in speaking of gun cotton,
pys: “ By the method of Abel, a perfect
ashing is obtained; and in addition, the
ial is prepared in sa form eonvenient to
a.nd yoet perfectly safe. For blasting,
emolitions, torpedoes, etc., the pulp-com-
prested gun cotton is an admirable agent.

explosive agents; it is not liable to be fired by
a gpark or a flame, nor affected by blows,
friction, or other rough handling. The trans-
rtation of gun cotton presents no rpecial

oculties, since there is no danger of leak-
age, neither is it sensitive to blows. In Eng-
land, many  of the railroads transport it as
readily as other freight.” i

In selecting * an. explosive, and considering

its advantages and disadvantages, too often
the health of the employees is taken least into
consideration. ' The smoke from gunpowder
ie deleterious in the air of mines, and the head-
ache caused bythe fumes of nitro-zlycerine, or
even by touching it or any of its oom&ounda,
must be mest inj urioues to the health. Dr.
Angus Smith, F. R. 8., in his report’to the.
English Parliament, says, in reference to gun
cotton, that, owing to its freedom from smoke :
“In every trial in which the effect on the
senses, or the breathing, and, as far as we can
judge, on Lealth, was considered, gun cotton
has come off with the highest character. 1
feel much confidence in speaking thushighly
in its favor.” I cis I B X
_ The value of life and health should be con-
’side'r& by all those who have it more orless
intrusted” to their power, as in the case of
mining operations, where the owners or man-
agers decide upon what ‘explosive shall be
used on their works ; and 'in' this' age of pro-
regeion and. enlightes t, we feel justified

calling attention to Professor Abel's much.
needed invention, which has been ’f;agted and
vouched for by &0 many high authorities.

~ Onicix or mus Spicgs,—Nutmeg is the ker-
nél of asmall, smooth pear-shaped fruit that
grows on a tree in Molucca Islands, and other
‘parts of the East. The trees commence bear-
ing in their seventh year, and continue fruit-
ful until they are seventy or eighty years old.
Around the nutmeg, or keruel, iz & bright
brown shell. This shell has a soft soarlet
covering, which, when flattened out and dried,
is kuown as mace. The best nutmegs are

®olid, and emit oil when pricked with & pin.
‘Ginger is the root of & sbrub first known in

Wet compressed gun cotton is the safest of all

 and directors of the people.

Asia, and now cultivated in the West Indies
and Bierra Leone. The stem grows three or
four feet high, and dies every year. Thers
are two varieties of ginger, the white and
black—caused by taking more or less care in
selecting and preparing the roots, which are
always dug in winter, when the stems are
withered. The white is the best. Cinnamon
is the inner bark of a beautiful tree, a native
of Oeylon, that grows from twenty to thirt

feet in height, and lives to be centuries old.
Cloves—native to the Molucea Islands, and so
called from resemblance to a nail. The East
Indians call them ¢“ehangkek,” from the
Chinege “ Techengkia,” (fragrant nails). They
grow on a straight smooth-barked tree about
forty feet high. Cloves are not fruits, but
blosgoms gathered before they are quite un-
folded. Allspice—a berry so called because it
combines the odor of swveral spices—grows
abundantly on the beautiful allspice or bay-
berrytree, native of South America and the
‘West Indies. A single tree has been known
to produce one hundred and fifty pounds of
berries, They are purple when ripe. Black
pepper is made by grinding the dried berries
of a climbing vine native to the East Indies.
‘White pepper is obtained from the same
berries, freed from their husk or rind. Red or
cayenne pepper is obtained by grinding the
scarlet pod or seed-vessel of a tropical plant
that is now. cultivated in all parts of the
world.

Rusvscrrarion,—Midwinter and midsummer

are alike favorable to drowning accidents, and

in view of the present skating season we print

the following very plain directions from the

Massachusetts Humane Society: 1. Lose no

time. - Carry out these directions on the spot.

2. Remove the froth and mucus from the

mouth and nostrile. 3. Hold the body, for a

few seconds only, with the head hanging down,

8o that the water may run out of the lungs

and windpipe. 4. Loosen all tight articles of

clothing about the neck and chest. 5. See
that the tongue is pulled forward if it falls
back into the throat. By taking hold of it
with a handkerchief, it will not glip. 6. If
the breathing has ceased, or nearly so, it must
be stimulated by pressure of the chest with
the hands, in imitation of the natural breath-
ing, forcibly expelling the air from the lnngs,
and allowing it to re-enter and expand them
to the full capacity of the chest.  Remember
that this is the most important step of all.
To do it readily, lay the person on hig back,
with & cushion, pillow, or some firm substance,
under his ghoulders; then press with the flat
of the hands over the lower part of the breast-
bone and the upper part of the abdomen,
keeping up a regular repetition and relaxation
of pressure twenty or thirty times a minute.
A pressute of thirty pounds may be applied
with gafety to a grown person. Rub the
limba with the hands or with dry cloths eon-
stantly, to uid the ecirculation and keep the
body warm. 8. As soon as the n ean
swallow, give some warm coffes or ten. 9.
Work deliberately. Do not give upfco quick-
ly. Success has rewarded the eff sris of hours.

—Christian Union.

Parer Quirrs.—Just ene wm;li1 on thc; ::3
of paper quilts. They obviate the use o
l&rg‘epﬁ v(vleight of ‘blankets and bed-clothes,
which in iteelf often banishes sleep. T do not
know whether they are gold anywhere, but

| they ought to be. ~ They would indeed be &

boon to-the poor. They ought to be made of
any sort of thickish tough paper, and sewn on
to & common bed-quilt, or, better still, use
them 48 we did in Greenland. We always
sewed them between two blankets, and found
them invaluable. “Deed, indeed, your 'anar,”
said an Trish shipmate of mine, who had been
round Spitzbergen way, in the “Perseverance”
(of Peterhead), “cowld wasn't any name for it.
If it hadn’t been for apaper blanket, 1 believe,
sur, I'd have died iviry blissed night av my
life.”" —Cassells Family Magazine for January.§

InsaniTY IN Masgsacnvserrs.—Dr. Walker
of the Insane Asylum in South Boston, is not
very cheering in his statements about the in-
crease of insanity. He says that, notwith-
standing the large additional accommodations
which will be' afforded by the completion of
the new State asylum at Danvers, two years
hence, there will be by that time enough pa-
tients to fill that, and erowd to their utmost
capacity all the other asylums of the State.
11 this statement is, as we suppose it is, based
upon facts, it indicates such a rapid increage
of insanity as ghould alarm the community,
‘especially those who are the leaders, teachers
) Our modern pace
is terrible, and we need a great revival of
religion to moderate it.— Congregationalist.

— A case is reported from Chisago of a
little girl who was seriously poisoned by wear-
ing colored stockings. It appears by the re.
port of the analytical chemist by whom the
stockings were afterward examined that their
seal brown color was produced by the use of
piorie acid, which is poisonous; and soluble in
water. It is probable thatthe poisonous effect
:gaa increased by warmth, causing perepira-
ion. ‘
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JANET MASON'S
BLES.

TROU-

(From the Sunday Magazine.)

“Then go to the pump and
get it out again, ” answered his
mother, sharply. “What were
you doing to make him throw
the ink-bottle at you? If your
brother was in the wrong, do you
think that makes you right?”
And, loving to be impartial in
the justice that she distributed,
Mrs. Mason advanced to her
youngest son, and cuffed him on
both sides of his head

Jack had received his punish-
ment in silence, but Bill when
he was boxed roared, and went
roaring from the room ; and then
Mrs. Mason, with her spirit up
~and her hand well in, turned
round to Janyet.

¢ And what are you doing?
You're at the bottom of it all,
I’ve no doubt, ”’ she said. “What
—you haven’t mended any?
You've just been idling and
quarrelling ? Take that, then,
for your idling. 7 And if Mrs.
Mason boxed Janet’s ears less
sharply than she had boxed Jack’s
and Bill’s, at any rate the child
got a blow that made her cheeks
tingle for half an hour afterwards.

You see Mrs. Mason’s system
of education was a very simple
one. She was a woman with
much work and many cares up-
on her shoulders ; was it not
natural that she should not be
fond of wasting time when her
children tock to quarrelling in
tryino to find out which amongst
them wa: most in the wrong?
Was it not so much easier to
punish them alike all round?

“ Why, if I was to try to getto
the bottom of it every time they
took to fighting with one another,
I'd be worn to a thread-paper, ”
she would often say; and I am
afraid there is little doubt that
she would, for three boys who
did more in the way of quarrel-
-ling with one another than Dick
and Jack and Bill you scarcely
could have found in a long
summer’s day. No two of them
were ever together for ten minutes
but they began to spar, or to tease
one another, or to fight.

“I should think you must get
tired of it,” Janet said one day
hesitatingly to Jack, having
considered the matter a great
deal in her grave little mind,
without having reached any
satisfactory conclusion concern-
ing the advantages of it.

“Get tired of it?” repeated
Jack, opening his eyes, and not
in the least knowing what she
meant.

“Yes —don’t you?”

|
i
R

«“]1 don’t know what in the[hadn’t liked it, > said Janet.

world you're talkin’ of,” said
,’J ack.

‘T mean, you—you're alwy s
fighting together.”

“Well?”” enquired Jack, not
seeing how any rational person
could object to such a natural
occupation.

“ But it seems so odd. ”

“0dd to fight? I think it
would seem much odder not to
fight. You can’t know, of
course,”’ said Jack, in a tone of
supreme contempt : “ you're only
a girl ; but they'd be rum boys,
I think, who didn’t do it.”

“But you do it so much,”
Janet ventured to suggest.

“We don’t do it a bit more
than we mneed,” said Jack.
“You should see the boys at
school. Then you might talk !
But you’re such a baby. If any-
body looks at you you're ready
to cry out. I wouldn’t be a girl
for something ! ” cried Jack with
unction, and with a beautiful
frankness, and he gave Janet
such a look of scorn that she felt
quite abashed and hung her
head,

After that day when Jack
threw the ink-bottle at Bill’s
head, Janet sometimes in her
troubles, when the others were
rough to her, or were teasing
her, would turn to Jack; she
would feel a certain faint sense
of protecticn in being near him.
She was very affectionate, apd
she-had so-hittie-here to care for
that there were moments when
she almost felt as if she liked
him. She said to him one day—

“I wish you had come to see
us once, Jack, while papa was
alive. I think it would have
been so nice. I do think you
would have liked it.”

She was sitting when she
made this speech looking at Jack
as he cut out a boat from a bit
of wood.

“ 'm—I don’t know. Per-
haps I should,” replied Jack,
condescendingly.

“ It was so pretty. And you
would have liked papa. ”

“ Oh, well, I'm not so sure of
that. Parsons are queer coves
They’re not much in my line,”
said Jack, cautiously.

«“ Oh, but he was so kind.
Ncbody could have helped liking
him. ”

“It’s best to be on the safe
side,”” said Jack, with a knowing
wink. ‘I daresay he was all
right, but it's a chance if we’d
have pulled together. Besides,
there would have been such a
lot of church-going, you know. ”

“ You needn’t have gone to

church more than ence if you

meekly. ¢ But of course it’s no
use talking of it all now. Only
nobody knows how nice it was, ”’
and then the poor little voice
shook, and the tears rose up to
the child’s eyes.

*Well, I daresay it did seem
queer at first when it was all up,
and you had to come here. 1
don’t know that I should have
liked it myself,” said Jack;
“that’s to say, not for a bit.
But I shouldn’t think you’d like
to go back to the country
now.” ;
“What! notlike to go back ?
cried Janet, with her face flush-
ing and her grey eyes opening
wide.

“No; you'd find it ever so
stupid. ”’

“Oh, Jack | -

“ Why, what would you do if
you were there this minute ?”
“ What should Ido?” She
paused to think for a moment or
two. It was the afternoon of a
September day—a warm day with
a deep blue sky. “PerhapsI
wight be in a wood gathering
nuts, or I might have gone to see
them milk the cows at the
Rectory, or perhaps Mrs. Jessop
might have lent me her little
pony, as she sometimes did, and
I should be having a ride—oh,
Jack, such a lovely ride across
the fields. I know exactly where
I would go. I would go past
the church and over the meadows,
on and on till ¥ came to the
great pine wood. And then I
would let my pony loose a little
(he was so quiet he never used
to run away), and perhaps I
would go blackberry gathering
over the common Perhaps 1
should have taken a basket with
me, and I would bring it back
all full of blackberries. ”

“ Well, T shouldn’t wonder
that it might be rather jolly,”
said Jack thoughtfully, with a
mind open to conviction. “1'd
like the riding, and the black-
berry getting, and all that. I'd
like to go bird-nesting too ; that's
fun. ” il

«“Y—es, I suppose it is, ’’ said
Janet, faintly.

“] went bird-nesting out at
Hendon one day last year, ” said
Jack; and then he proceeded
with much unction to give Janet
a minute and lively account of
this expedition ; and poor little
Janet listened, and had not the
courage to speak out the thoughts
about it that were in her mind.
For, of course, to her—loving,
as she did, every little feathered
creature that sang—this amuse-
ment of Jack’s seemed a sorrow-
|ful and cruel th'ng.

‘1 never took any birds out
of their nests ; I—I never cared
to do it, ” she just said timidly
once. “I like so much better
to have them in the trees.”

“Oh, Dbother the trees,”
exclaimed Jack, contemptuously.

“What I'd like to do best
would be to snare them. I
shouldn’t mind being a bird-
catcher for abit. I could make
such a lot of money that way.
Think of coming in with a whole
sackful of birds!”

“ But surely nobody puts birds
in a sack?” cried Janet in a
tone of horror.

“ Don’t they though! What
else could you do with them
when you catch such a lot?
They stuff them in one after
anothér, ”

¢ Oh Jack 1”

“It’sa fact. Youask anybody.
Why, that’s the fun of the
thing.”

“ But they must get suffocat-
ed?”

“So they do—some of them.
You've got to take your chance
of that. There’s sure to be more
alive than dead. What you do
is to catch a bag full of them,
and then the man at the shop
gives you so much for the lot,
and you tumble them all out into
a cage.”

“ Oh, poor little things !

“ Well, I must say it’s pretty
hard lines for them, but that's
their look-out.. There’s an awfyl
scrimmage sometimes when they
get into the cage. You can
fancy it— can’t you? Just think
—two or three score of birds
put into a cage not that size,
And then—when they get their
food——! Why, they fight so,
and they're jammed so close that
sometimes—sometimes after a
night ofit—there's nine-tenths
of them dead. But that's bad
management,’” said Jack, severe.
ly. “Isay, if it’s worth your
while to buy birds, it's worth
your while to keep them alive,

“But, Jack, ” said Janet, with
the saddest face,” I think you're
trying to deceive me. Do you
really mean that people are so
dreadfully cruel to the poor little
birds? ”

“Oh—cruel ?>—that’s all stuff.
They can’t help it—at least, not
most of it. 1 think, for their
own sake, ” said Jack, with an
air of wisdom, *“that they ought
to give them a little more
room.” :

“ But it seems so dreadful. ”

“It ain’t a bit more dreadful
than other things. It all’siepends
on what you're used to.

¢« But the birds never can be

used to being packed in bags.”

.




¢QOh, 1 ain’t thinking of
birds. I mean it don’t seem
dreadful to the people who do it.
It’s right enough for them to
do it, if it's got to be done,”
said Jack, with an off-hand
philosophy that was, I am afraid,
too much for Janet’s understand.-
ing.

And, in truth, I fear in this
new life of hers there were many
things too much for Janet’s un-
derstanding. There was so much
that seemed strange to her—so
much that jarred with the teach-
ing of her early years. She did
not indeed argue about it. She
came by degrees to accept it all
patiently, as children so often
do ; but, nnconsciously to herself,
as she grew used to it, every
spark of brightness, every touch
of warmth, died out of her little
life. She had not much spirit,
you see, this poor, little, lonely
Janet.

CHAPTER VII,

I/} T was ahot
' Y| September
, day, and
the close-
ness of the
weather

‘the morn-
“ing she had
been more
than usual-
ly hard to
please, and Janet had had a hard
time with her,and had been cuffed,
snubbed and rated till her poor
little head had got all in a daze,
and till sbe was in such fright
that she broke two dinner plates,
and upset a can of water, and let
the potatoes boil over into the
fire, all in the course of the last
hour before dinner. :

She had come to her seat at the
dinner table after these exploits
with her eyes red with crying,
and Dick and Bill, who sat oppo-
site to her at the banquet, had
wiled away the moments before
their plates were set before them
by making faces at her across
the table-cloth, and pointing the
fingers of scorn ather—a plavful
attention which had so little 'he
effect of raising her spirits that
she began to eat her boiled mut-
ton with the big tears rolling
slowly down her cheeks. s

There are some days, you
know, on which everything seems

‘to go wrong with us, and I am

afraid this was a day of that sort

the
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V;;{}h :Iangt Dd >what' she would,

she could not keep out of trouble,
and as the hours passed on mat-
ters got only worse, for she had
begun by breaking plates and
upsetting water-jugs, but before
the afternoon was over she had
ended by doing about the most
serious and dreadful thing that
she had ever doue in all her
life. This was how it came
about:—

Her aunt wanted to pay a bill,
and sent her out to get some
change. She had been sent tor
change on other days before this
one. Sometimes Mrs. Mason
had given her a sovereign, some-
times half-a-sovereign, to run out
with to oneof the shops at hand,
and get silver for, and she had
always brought back the silver
correctly, without ever losing a
sixpence of it ; but on this par-
ticular afternoon it was not
change only for a sovereign that
Mrs. Mason wanted. She haa
no small money in the house at
all, and she sent Janet out to
get change for a five-pound note.
She gave the note into the child’s
hand, and told her to hold it fast,
for if she lost it it would be the
worstday’s work sheever did ; and
as she said this she took Juanet
by the shoulders and shook her,
and then gave her a little shove
out into the street; and Jauet,
clutching the note with all her
might, ran without stopping to the
shop where she had been told to
go,and stretched her small hand
out across the counter, with
bardly breath enough left to
speak her errand.

“If you please, sir —Mrs.
Mason says—would you give her
change—for a five-pound note? ”
she said.

“Why, you've run yourself out
of breath, little woman,” said
the man behind the counter,
good-naturedly. “Oh yes, I'll give
youchange. Here’s your money
—one, two, three, four, five.
Now hold it all tight, and trot
away home again.”

So Janet said, “Thank you,
sir,” and picked up her five golden
pieces, and turned to go home
again, grasping them fast.

But, at the shop door, as the
shopman handed the change to
her, there had been an ill-looking

man standing, whom Janet had|

not noticed, and as she went fast
down the street again she never
knew that he was following her.
He followed her along the main
busy thoroughfare, and watched
her as she turned into the not-
much-frequented street in which
her aunt’s house stood, and then,

suddenly quickening his step, he

walked past her, and in an in-
stant, before she could either
struggle or cry out, she found
the hand that had grasped the
‘money so tight wrenched open,
and the whole five sovereigns
gone.

It was done so rapidly that it
took her breath away; for two or
three moments she stood gasping :
the man had rushed past her
and had almost turned a corner
before, bewildered as she was, she
moved or screamed, or tried to
get any help. She screamed
loudly enough then, poor little
soul, and began to run too with
allher might; but there was
scarcely anybody near her, and
long before the few passers-by
(there was no policeman in sight)
had succeeded in finding out
from her what had happened, the
man who had got her money had
had time enough to escape
securely—three times over, if he
had pleased.

Poor little Janet ! She stood
with half ‘a dozen people round
her, wildly sobbing as if her heart
would break. One eager young
man had gone flying down the
street shouting “ Stop thief!” at
the top of his voice, but as he had
not waited long enough to hear
the direction that the thief had
taken, and his instinct had led
him in a direction at right angles
with it, the chances of his captur-.
ing him were not great.

he others stood about her,
questioning her.

“ Took your money, did he ?”
said onme. “ Why, that’s a bad
jOb &S

“A man with a light coat, did
yousay ? *’ asked another. * Are
you sure he had on a light coat ?
because I saw a man just as I
turmed the corner——"

“ What, all the change of a
five-pound note? Well, well that
is too bad! Five sovereigns!
Dear! dear!” cried a kindly-
looking old gentleman, standing
over Janet, and holding up bis
hands. ¢ You'll never see them
again; I'mafraid you may make
up your mind to that, my dear. No,
1.0, no, — there’s nothing forit but
to go home now, and tell your
mother. She can speak to the
police, of course, but you'll never
set eyes oO.
Where do you live ? What, here
in this street?  Well, run away
in, run away in and ask your
mother not to scold you. There’s
a shilling for you to buy lollypops
with, and 1 wish 1t was another
five-pound note, my dear.”

The little crowd opened, and
sobbing with despair, Janet
dassed out from it, and went

slowly down the street. What
should she do? What should
she do? Should she turn round
and run away at once, and never
face her aunt again? She
stopped and looked back once
after a minute or two, but three
or four of the people who had
gathered round her were still
standing together in a knot,
talking and watching her, and in
face of them she had not courage
to run away. It she tried to do
it, would they not come after her,
and bring her back? With their
eyes upon her, it seemed to the
child as if she had not power to
do anything but go straight on ;
and yet how was she to go on
and stand before her aunt ?

I suppose the sound of her
sobs went down the street ahead
of her, for before she had reached
her aunt’s house Mrs. Mason
came to the open door.

“ Why, Janet!” she called
out when she saw the child.
“ What are you going therefor ? ”
she exclaimed sharply, and seiz-
ing her as she came up by the
shoulder. She looked over her
from head to foot; seeing the
convulsed face and the empuy
hand. “ What have you done
with the money?” she cried
suddenly, in a voice that might
have made one bolder than Janet
quake.

The poor child shuddered at
this and almost burst into a
scream of terror, Before she
could speak her aunt pulled her
into the house. How she spoke
or what she said even then she
did not know" some few despair-
ing words did come somehow
from her lips, confused and half
intelligible,—a desperate, heart-
broken confession of the thing
that had happened to her—-and
then they ended suddenly in
another short, sharp cry as Mrs.
Mason struck her.

I will not tell you how often
the angry woman struck her; I
don’t care to describe to you
all she said and did, She was
in a passion, and hardly knew
what she was about. She struck
Janet as she was accustomed to
strike her own boys, and she
tarned her out of doors in her
fury when she had beaten her,

) the fellow again.|just as she was accustomed to

turn them out. You need not
try to imagine the scene, for it
was a bad and an ugly one. Let
us pass over it, and get to the
end of it,—to the moment when
poor little Janet found herself
pushed out into the street again,
and the door slammed in her
face.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)



The Family Circle.

A FARMER I WILL BE.

I am a hale and hearty boy,
As one would wish to eee,
And often, though a little chap,
I think, what shall I be
Mechanio, merchant, sailor,
Ah, none of these for me,

CroRruS :
If ever I should be a man. If ever I
Bhould be & man. A farmer, a farmer,
A farmer, I will be. A farmev a farmer,

A farmer, T will be.

All scenes of nature I admire,
None else so smiling seem,

Theshady nook, the flewery grove
And little silver stream ;

But those who lead a city life,
These beauties seldom see.

I love to look at pleasant fields,
I love the balmy breeze,
I love to hear the little birds,
All warbling in the trees, :
And those who live a country life, -
Such things as these may see.

I'love to furrow up the ground,
. And cultivate the soil,
I love to see it springing forth,
The good and lusciouns epoil
For fields of wheat and corn, indeed,
I dearly love to see.

‘T would not be a doctor,
. The sick to cure or kill ; -
I would not be a lawyer, no!
To talk against my will ;
I may not be & preacher,
Tho' I like him of the three.

WILD ROSE OF CAPE COD.
BY SARAH J. PRICHARD.

Nearly all the roses in Massacliusetts are
born in Jane, but Wild, the little daughter of
Captain John Rose, was born in December,
ang on Cape Cod, too.

Ah, what a struggle it is to live at all on
Cape COod in December. You have only a
narrow strip-of eand to oling to, and the At-
tantic Ocean (even when it is not in a great
rage) clutches away with one single wave of
ite watery hand an aore or two of sand, while
the cold waters of Cape Cod Bay sweep right
in on the other side, within sight, toe ; the
arm of sand is so thin and worn and wasted
away. Look-on your map at the State of
Massachusetts, and see if I am not right about
it.

Well, on Cape Cod, as I said, Wild Rose
was born; but that was twelve years ago, and
go this last December was celebrated her
twelfth birthday. It wasn’t much of a celebra-
tion, to be sure, for there weren’t many per-
sons to celebrate it—only Mrs. Rose and
Jobhnny and Wild herself, for Captain Rose
was away on a fishing trip.

At tea that night there was upon the table
a big loaf of ginger-cake— frosted,” too—
and around about it—mnof on it, mind you—
twelve small tallow candles. ‘ Twelve dips,”
Johnny said, “ that made most as much light
as the Highland itself.’”' And Johnny ought
to know, for the keeper of Capo Cod light is a
great friend of Johnny's, and often in summer

;

[iner might crawl and possibly save himself

from freezing to death until help should ar-
rive. Wood and matches and straw are sup-
posed to be kept in every Charity House along
the coast.

Jobnny Rose wag two years younger than
his only sister Wild, but a ten-yearsold lad on
Cape Cod knows more of the sea and ships and
fishing than the wisest grown up in the world
who lives inland.

The * Little Katie’” was Captain Rose's
fishing-schooner, and the ¢ Little Katie” was
frozen fast in the ice more than six weeks ago,
right in sight from the land up the bank above
the cabin. Two weeks passed by, and still
theice held the fishing-boats and would not
let them go. Stout little steam-tugs went
ragping away with firm bows and good intent
at the ice day after day in order to break it up
and tow the boats out of danger, but the cold
came down stronger than ever and knit the
ice cakes firmer and firmer. Every day,
Johnny bundled up until he looked like, I don’t
know what, made the toilsome journey over to
the Highland to look through the  glass” at
his father's schooner, and every night for two
weeks, with a face on fire from the friction of
the wind, he came back with the good news,
“ No signal up yet.”

No signal up yet meant that there was still
something left to eat and wood to burn on the
“ Little Katie,” aud hope also of getting free
from the ice without siking.

Now and then a neighbor came down into
the hollow and walked right in without knock-
ing at the cabin door, to enquire how Mrs.

| Rose was getting on, and to say, yet again,

Cape Cod has seen harder times than this,

| Mrs. Rose. Keep wup a stout heart, and ‘we'll

have the fleet safe into Providence harbor be-
fore many days.” And then Mrs. Rose would
put out a bright look and say, in a cheery
voice, “ Oh, I hope ro,” but in her heart she
feared all things, for did she not know that
every dwelling on Cape Cod had its widow,
sooner or later ?

At last there came a day when Mrs. Rose
said that Wild might go to the Light with
Johnny to learn the news.

The two children set off in high glee, The
sky was clear, and the wind was blowing from
the west. The }iiglhlmd Light House was
not more than a mile away, and what cowld
happen to the children? Nevertheless Mrs.

to retirn assoon as they found out what news
from the ¢ Little Katie,” and if it should
snow, they were to'go back or forward, which«
ever way should be the nearer, and if near the
coast, they were to go to the Charity House in
the bank and wait there for rescue.

The wind helped them on their way, and, to
write the exact truth, tlew so hard so fast
Light House over the high bank fato the
ocean. }

“ It's a tough day, a tough day, even for the
Cape,” eaid the light keeper when they reach-
ed the Light House, “:and the boats have
drifted, Johnny. For the life of me, I can’t
make out the ¢ Little Katie’ ;’ but Johnny
made her out without the slightest difficulty.
Of course he did ! Does not every Cape Cod
boy know his fathér's boat ? ‘More than all,
there hung the signal of distress. The light-
keeper saw it; and Wild looked at it, and
Johnnylooked again, and declared that, ¢ Come
what wounld, he’d get out there and find out
what the matter was.”

Then the  glass was put away, and they
all went down, 'and the children, thoroughly
warmed, started for homae. ;

A little cloud over Cape Cod Bay grew and
came nearer and spread. out n.ore and more,
and at last began to drop downrwhite like snow
on the sand. & et

“ Come | pitch into it as fast as you can
while we can see,” gaid Johnny, seizing Wild’s
hand and bowing to the wind. “ We're
three;qua.rters home, and we'll make it in no

lets the lad go up with him to see him “light | time

up.

This Highland Light stands ont on the
bleak cape, and is oftentimes the first light
that greets the sight of seamen when approach=
ing the coast of New England from over the
Atlantic Ocean. : :

ven in summer the wind blows so hard at |

the Highland that it blows the wings of young
turkeys over their heads, and in winter it
blows nobody knows %ow hard. ’

T’m quite certain that you have never .geen
A home like Wild Rose’s home. It is hidden
away in the very bottom of & big hollow in
the sand, and is protected on all sides by a
high fence to keep the sand from covering it

up. In the first place the house had been |.

built upon piles driven into the sand, but the
fence was afterwards added, and outside of the
fence was a barricade of seaweed. Over the
stilts, fence, seaweed, and all was the fisher-
~ man’s cabin, as snug and warm and comifort-
able as an; - ‘on Cape Cod could be. Not,
far away, on the Atlantic cost, was a Charity
House, not a “ poorhouse,” whers poor folks
210;;1:0 gio a.u%n I:va when they ha}gn’t anywhere
ve, but 8 rude reom inclosed by a rude’
outside, into whish a poor shi‘pwreekyod mar-

" It wasnot dark, and Johnny knew the sand-
‘marks ‘well.. Here a bunch of poverty-grass
and there a forlorn little clump of bayberry,
whose outlines he knew just as he knew the
outlines of the boats and sails, served to guide
him when the air'was thick with snow.

« We're logt!” said Wild, pulling back and

ing- to stop, Johnny; but the sturdy little
fellow declared that they weren’t lost at all;
didn’t he know all about it? ‘hadn’t he
“ fogged” it many a time to the light and
back f Why, there, right ahead, waa a pole
that, he knew. Of courgeit was, right on top
of home; and there. was mother calling this
minute, not fifty feet away. “
All of which statements were quite truse ;
and in fiveminutes they were safe in the cabin
and had told their news from the ice-bound
boats:. . e : i
“Nothing to eat, maybe, and cold, aps.
Not sick, I hope,” said Mrs. Wild; fxf;hth%n
in rather a dismal way, she set forth the little
table for their evening meal.

" T ghould think you'd feel gladder aboub

our gefting home safe, mother,” said Wild ;
“ for just ses how it snows.”
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Rose gave them many commands. They were |

that it came very near blowing them gast the

“I am,” said Mre. Wild ; ¢ but I was think
ing about pome way to help your father.”

“ Do you think there is a way P asked Wild.
“ You know the boats can’t get there and the
ice isn’t safe.”

“If I was God,” said Johnny, ¢ I'd fetch a
big wind along that 'ud cracker that ice up
small as fish.scales in no time.”

“Yes, and sink every boat in no time!” sug-
gested Wild, with scorn,

¢ Oh, dear!” said Johnny. “I guess I was
in too much of a hurry ; but something’s got
to be done !”

The wind had been blowing two hours after
dark, and the snow and sand were whirling
about in a long, long round dance, after the
fashion of Cape Cod sand and snow, when
Wild called out of the darkness to Johnny,

“ Are you asleep P’

Johnny guessed he wagn't asleep, although
he had been fast asleep when Wild's voice
reached him, and wanted to know what was
the matter.

“T've thought of a way, I guess, we can
reach the ¢ Little Katie,’ Johnny.”
“ How ¢”

Johnny was up in the bed, leaning on his
hands, interested, in & moment.

“ You know that big hank of net-twine of
father’s ?”

“What of it ?" with disappointment.

“ Don’t you believe ’twould reach ?”
““Whose goin’ to reach it, I should like to
know ?”

“ 'When the wind blows right——"’

“What then, Wild Rose? Are you talking
in your sleep 7’ ¢

“8end a kite over!” suggested Wild, not
heeding the interruption. - ;

“Whew !” exclaimed Johnny, sinking down
into his warm bed again.

He didn’t speak, and poor Wild thought he
held her scheme in' extreme derision ; never-
theless, Johnny was thinking about it, even
after his sister was sleeping.

e next day it snowed all day. There was
no chance to hear ene word from the fishing-
fleet. J ohnn{odeolnred that he must go to the
nearest neighbor’s house. e knew the way
well enough ; but it was after nine of the
| clock before he set forth.

Presently he returned with his friend, Peter
Petit, and the two lads spent the morning,with
barred door, in Captain ?Rose‘s net-room.

‘Wild into the place when the boys
were out of it eating their dinner, and beheld,
tkgt her amazement, the skeleton of a huge

. : s

“ Oh, Johnny.! are you going to try it P
she cried, runm?;g out{o higzl . i

At first Johnny was vexed that she had
found out, but in & minute or two he was all
over the pet, and was in high gles when Wild
and her mother also_joined in the wovk. An
hour before the sun went down across the
Bay, the kite was done and the snow ceased to
f&l{ It was too late to go to the Highland
Light to see the signal on the ¢ Little Katie;"
it was too late to de anything with the kite,
even had the wind been right.

The next morning the wind blew just right,
and almost at break of day the boys set forth,
accompanied by five or six men, for idlers are
always to be found on Cape Cod in winter.

The kite was made of good stout an’ and
it was covered with messages to t i
of the “ Little Katie,” or any other o:ﬁtam
over whose boat it might chance to fall, or
got entangled. The wind was off shore, and
away.went the kite, the men paying out the
goine twine, but alas! the kite went high
above the boats and did not reach them. It
was aold work flying kite on the awful, ice
bound shore, but the novelty of it brought a
crowd of men to thespot. To their own sur-
prise they entered into the work with spirit,
but every attempt that morning failed. The
kite fell short, or flew too high,or went off in
the wrong direction. ; :

“ Run home, laddies, and get your dinner,
and get warm clear through to your bones,”
said one of the men to Johnny and Peter about
eleven of the clock, “ and we'll see what can
be done with the kite this afternoon.”

‘When Johnny reached home he declared
that he wasn't cold the least mite, nor hungry
an atom, but he sat in front of a blazing drift-
wood fire and ate like a giant, and got up to
go to the coast again.

‘Wild didn’t see why she couldn't go too.
It was her father just as much as Johnny’s,
and she guessed she cared as much about the
¢« Little Katie'’ as any of them did. Aund so
Wild, bundled up until all resemblance to a
twelve-year-old girl was lost. set forth toiling
through the snow and sand tothecoast. At a
short distance in the rear Mrs. Rose followed
on. Itseemed to her, as she drew near the
shore, that half the inhabitants of the next
l\gllage were gathered to see the flying of a

ite. ¢

1

It was just ready to starton its over ice
journey when Wild came upon the scene.

“Don’t you see, there won't be anything to
catch bold of P she said to Johnny.

“ Oatch hold of P’ repeated J ohnny, who
felt that he could not, in justics, despise Wild's
suggestions any more. .

e captain |

“T'll show you,” she gaid, “ if you'll hold
on a minute. Tie some long strings, now and
then, near the kite, that will hang down.”
The strings were tied on half a dozen of
them at intervals, and away went the Kkite,
with more *string to it” than any other kite
ever flow.

“'Twon't reach ! It flies too high! Nogo !
Let out! Give it string! Hurrah !” 88 the
kite seeming to meet wind in another current
began to flutter, turn, and actuslly did fall
on the ice within reaching distance of the
“ Little Katie’s” crew.

Then such a ehout as went up from Cape
Cod shore, for was there not a line fast from
one of the ice-bound boats to the firm old
mainland, and did it not mean that bread at
least could be drawn across the frozen sea to
the famighing P

The men on the ¢ Little Katie” were pull-
ing in the kite, which looked a good deal worn,
but still they gathsred around it, and read in
Johnny's boy-hand the words: “ If you get
the kite, don’t pull in the string, for we'll put
something to eat on it if you are hungry, and
you can_pull it over. . Everybody's well over
here. = 'Wild and Johany.”’

Captain Rose read the words, and then he
and his crew tried to shout back, but the wind
carried their voices across the Bay.

Within the next twenty-four hours the cord
had been doubled, and food in small packages
went along the novel road-way from hour to
hour, until miles of seine twine lay on the
deck of the ¢ Little Katie” and many loaves
of bread with small packages of  salt meat,”
sugar, tea and coffee, had been secured from
the sea. i

The next morning the wind blew again on
Oape Cod. The inhabitants were on the watch
for the kite, and, lo ! it was seen rising on the
air. On, on, it came. It sailed over the
beads of the group on the shore, it went right
across the  Wrist’’ of Cape Cod. It would
have gone out upon the ocean, but for the
Highland Lighthouse that caught and held
the great fluttering bird of man.

‘Wild and Johnny were the first to reach
the Light, and cry out, “ What news ?”” {0 the
keeper, who had just succeeded in recovering
the poor battered kite.

“Come and ses with your young eyes.”
Wild and Johnny found the words: “ We had

| had nothing to eat for two days. Now, we'll

weather the ice, God willing, and get in all
n;ght. ‘We've supplied ¢ The Mary' from our
store.””

And there, right at the door, the firat
comers, who had followed the kite, were Mrs.
RoseM , and the friends of the fen of “The

a .77

“ Whose idee was the kite !’ asked an old
fisherman. »
« Wild’s,” sh ¥

“ Johnuy made it, though. I couldn’t make
akite”’ said Wild ; but not a soul, save J ohnny,
heard her, for the wild air about the Light
was ringing with the shout of  Long live
'Wild Rose, of Cape Cod !"—Christian Union,

e JiN

A COMMONPLACE TRIAL.

Witlidwhat :h sighbof relief T sank into the
worn old armchair the nursery
that cold November d{y { Hisflow,

I had just started thechildren off to school :
found five lost hats and books innumerable .
prepared five small lunch baskets; settled
t.hreed fierce * disputes, and kissed them all
round. :

Now, as Isaw the five sturdy lictle figur
disappearing down the hill, I' sighed a{;iis
with a Bense of peace and quietude not to bé
described. I was oppressed, however, with p
guilty sort of feeling at the same time, that it
should be such a_ pleasure to me to shut the
hall door upon  the little ones and spend the
morning with no companion but my own
thoughts, which ‘were always tinged with g
shade of sadness and bitterness when I was
left alone. I knew the charm of solitude lay
in my ability tolive over in’ imagination the
life of my childhood, taking a dreary soct of
pleasure in comparing the luxuries of thoge
days with the bare necessities of these.

That bleak Noyember day, as I gazed with
a rueful countenance at the big basket of un-
mended stockings, torn trowsers and ragged
pinafores waiting mi unwilling fingers to re-
medy defects, my thoughts were busy with
the game old subject.

“l was never intended for a household
drudge,” I thought bitterly, as I took up a
stocking of Teddy’s and put my hand com-
pletely through the heel, “and yet my life is
one series of endless duties that make it al-
most unbearable. = Still, if I made ¥ap& oom-
fortable and the children happy 1 could be
content. It is this horrible sense of defeat,
and just enduring from day to (]i;'{’ that is
wearing out my youth and slowly killing me.”

«It js your own fault,” said Comenced,
“you are interested in your own affairs ;?u
Slight your real g\:l?*’tlm“zmq it ke

one and yourseli dissaGlSHOR, three h

Tears rose to my eyes (and Itl:aa:; was h:,}f;

v's stocking where th )
f::e:;‘?g{; ; 'thdu?ht‘ ‘of the uncomfortabls
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breakfast that papa left untasted that morn-
ing, of the ceaseless chatter of the children,
the soiled tablecloth, half washed dishee, and
muddy coffee; all excused on the plea that
Bridget had more than she could do.

“Then why not do it yourself 7’ said Con-
science ; and I had no answer to make.

Then I saw again papa’s indignant face and
heard his tired voice : “Christie, are you never
going to learn how to take your mother's
place, or am I always to find my home un-
comfortable and the children uncared for 7

And what was my reply ¢ “Am I always
to be a slave, papa, and waste my youth wash-
ing dishes and minding children ? Pray what
is to become of my singing and Italian ?” He
said nothing and left the- room ;and I with a
guilty feeling tugging at my heart, tricd to
make myself believe I had only spoken the
truth and was entitled to do so. But my un-
dutiful, sinful speech rang in my ears, and my
better nature rose up against it.

“ Poor papa!” Ithought. “How hard he
works and how little comfort he has! How
grey and careworn he has become since mother
died, and though he gave me money fora new
quarter of singing and Italian he says the
household exlpenses must still be reduced.”
For an hour I fought with myself, and at last
my eyes seemed opened and I longed to begin
upon the new line of conduct I sketched out
for myself. My first act of self-denial was to
start immediately for town, and, putting the
money for the new quarters that papa had
given me that morning in my purse, 1 called
upon gay teachers and informed them I must
discontinue my lessons. Then feeling as
though my last pleasure in life had gone, I
stopped and (?urolmsed a hat for Teddy, books
for Robbie, dish towels for Bridget, and many
other useful articles which I knew we had
been in need of for a long time, but had no
means of proouring.

How I worked the rest of the day! And
how wonderfully the old house brightened up
auder a little judicious »are and management !
Bridget and I washed the curtains in the
sitting-room which had hung soiled and
yellow so long that poor papa had asked if
they were intended to be ornamental or striet-
ly useful. I brought down the plants and
bird-cage which had decorated my own room,
and made many other changes, which, though
slight in themselves, made a wonderful differ-
ence in the looks of what had always been so

“forlorn a room for a family to congregate in

on & winter’s night.

en all was done, I stood amazed, and
contemplated the change a few hours’ work
and a little ingenuity had accomplished in the
looks and comfort of the old house.

Bat there was a slight drawback to my
pleasure, for Conscience kept whispering in
my ear, “ Why didn’t this ocour to you be-
fore? Instead of being wrapped 3 your
own affairs, why haven’t you tried to make
tll1e #ouse cheerful and your father comforta-
ble P’ ot

Neither did my efforts in. this new line of
conduct stop here, but, having prepared for
the comfort of the outer, I took into consider-
ation the inner man. After making a nice
pudding, T set the table neatly and ipntﬁ:{‘,
‘and told the astonished Bridget that it wo
be my duty hereafter to attend to it while she
might devote the whole of her time and talent
to the cooking.

‘When the children came home from school
I combed and scrubbed them to such an ex-
tent that they asked if the minister or Walter
Kingsley was coming to tea. I laughed and
sighed in the same breath, for the innocent
enquiry stung me more than any reproach.

“ No, Janie,” I said, ¢ but sister is going to
be good now and keep yeu always neat little
E)i;la. Papa don’t like to see such untidy-

king children around him, and you must all
help me and be good, too, and keep yourselves
clean, and not all talk at once when papa
comes home tired.” e

The promise was readily given, for children
see a8 clearly as older people where there is
trouble, and can be easily reasoned with.
Finally, with bright faces, smooth hair and
clean aprons, we descended to the transformed
sitting-room, and I found, to my intense de-
light, their manner had improved to meet the
occasion,

Never shall T forget the surprised look up
Eupn’a face when he entered the c
ome-like room. The fire burned

drudge now, I look upon the duties I perform
for my loved ones from day to day as among
my greatest privileges. And when papa puats
his arm around me and calls me * Little Mo-
ther,” I look back upon that dreary time and
thank God for opening my eyes and giving
me strength to bear the burden wuntil it be-
came light.—Christian Union.

' BURNT FINGERS.

BY MRS. AMELIA E. BARR.

There is an old proverb which says that
“ Burnt children dread the fire.”” The maker
of the proverb wisely limited it to -children,
for it is certainly not applicable to adults.
Everybody knows men and women who have
burnt their fingers to the bone, and yet who
will at the very first opportunity burn them
again. There for instance is an impulsive,
generous man, Whose fingers have been burnt
by false friends using them over and over
again to pull their own roasted chestnuts out
of the fire. He has bought worthless serip of
one, loaned money to another, become security
for a third ; he has been burnt each time, and
yet heis just as ready as ever to become the
prey of the cunning and the unprincipled.

Is the speculator ever warned by his losses ?

As one project fails, another, with ‘‘millions
in it,” tax;(es the place. Isthe gambler warned
though the cards and the dice-box burn into
his very heart ? To the last stake he is quite
sure that by some kind of legerdemain he is to
be delivered from the consequence of his
crime, and two and two made te count five in
his behalf. Does not the drunkard fly to the
wine cup though one bitter lesson after another
has taught him that death is in it.  The busy-
body is forever putting his hands into fires
that do not concern him, and which by no
possible effort he can control. Every one of
us must indeed plead “ guilty” in a greater or
less degree to not sufficiently dreading the fire
at which we have once burnt.

If the caunse of this persistence in evil was
ignorance we might expeot that experience
would correct it ; as it undoubtedly does errors
in mental and mechanical labor. But the
fault lies deeper, it is not ignorance as much
as temperament. We are all apt to think
that if we ceuld only live our lives over again
we should avoid the sins and mistakes into
which we have fallen. But unless our organi-
zation was changed, this is very doubtful, for
the gravitation of character is always natural-
ly to its weakest points. There is certainly

no dotbt, but that, under favorable circum- i

stances, experience teaches men, but the con-
ditions of these lessons have no fixed rules,
and the study of character never can be a
written and positive science. To think that
others will profit by our experience is almost
a8 hopeless as to expect them to be nourished
by what we have eaten.—&8. 8. ZTimes.

FRED. DOUGLASS’ ESCAPE.

In his lecture on “Reminiscences of Slavery
andjAnti-slavery,” Mr. Douglass gives the
following rehearsal of his own escape :* While
:l:nvifgythm:::d’ % e f bofi“’"mt

e story of my escape from dage
and now that the great ﬁ'infeis over, I do not
know any good reason why I should not tell
it. People generall, ed that it was a
marvellous recital, but it is one of the most
simple and common- stories that could be
given. I wasowned in Talbot county, on the
eastern shore of Maryland, in 1835, and a few

ears after that time made my escape. I had |gush

sent up to Baltimore by my master
to a brother of his for safe-keeping, but it was
a strange movement to send me sixty miles
nearer my liberty. When I determined on
escaping, I looked about for a proper means
to accomplish my purpose. At that time
great vigilance was exercised by the author-
ities. Everybody was strictly watched, and if
a slave were found outside ' the limits of his
master’s plantation, he would be liable to
show by what right he was out of place. I
was put to work in & shipyard, and commenc-
ed to learn the ness of ship-carpetering
and caulking. - Here 1 had frequent inter-
course wita sailors, and in them I thought I
discovered a feeling of sympathy and kindness.
Although the difficulties and obstacles against
esoape were apparently insurmountable, I con-
oceived an idea thav I could secure my release
by dressing in othing and making a

sailor’s cl
surroptitious retreat. But 1 had no papers

brightly, | by which I could pass from place to place.
the snowy ourtains were drawn ‘and the | Fortunately, I met with a man named Stanley,
birds and plants added such & pretty freshness | who lived in Baltimore, and who was free.
to the scene. The ewnmgpam slippers | He resembled me in stature, and from him I
and dressing-gown took away any “com.- | obtained & suit of sailor’s clothes, and his pro-
pany look” it might have to his eyes, and |tection papers, and in this apparel, provided
when he found himself surrounded with his | with u\éndeaudr_ﬁ artioles, I, in September,
children looking happy and cared for, I saw | 1838, secured my liberty. I got Isaac Rhodes
his eyes fill with tears and his lips tremble. | to take my bundle, and, by arrangement, aiter

N?:;I say I felt fully repaid for the sacri-
fices I had made? My trial proved such a
success that I was never willing to go back to
the old shiftless way of living. 8till I fought
before I could
give up entirely old habits, and the burden
at first was a heavy one to

carry.
Far from thinking myself & household

'the train started he threw it in,and I ran

after and jumped on the car. If compelled to
buy a ticket, it would have been necessary to
undergo the most rigid examination, and all
description in the papers must correspond ex-
actly with the markson my n. Accord-
iugly, the scheme was carried on, and I soon
arrived at Wilmington. .

“Here I met Frederick Skein, for whom I had
worked, but I wasso perfectly disguised that
he did not know me. In a few moments the
train from Philadelphia, bound south, arrived,
and on this was Capt. McGowan, of the Rev-
enue Cutter,of Baltimore,whom I had known in-
timately,and who had also been acquainted with
me, but he, too, hed failed to recognize me.
When the conductor came through the train
heiudely called on all the passengers for tickets,
but when he came to me, instead of speaking
in an arrogant manner, told me kindly that he
supposed 1 had my free papers. I responded
in the negative, but his surprise was great, ﬂ_nd
his indignation not apparent, when I told him
that my only pass was an American Eagle.
Looking upon it, he stated that I was all
right, and with this assurance I came through
to Philadelphia, and proceeded to New York.
I got there at two o'clock, and strayed about
and slept in the streets until morning. Idid not
know that I had a friend there, but onthe next
morning I met Isaac Dixon, at whose house I
had lived in Baltimore, and he ‘referred me to
David Ruggles, a philantkropist and gener-
ous-minded citizen. “While in the city, where
I remained several days, I visited the Tombs,
and there I saw Isaac Hopper, who, for the
great offence of assisting ‘Tom,’ a well known
character, in making his escape, was under-
going trial.” ; .

Mr_Douglass kept this story secret a long
time, because the conducter who allowed him
to pass from Baltimore to Philadelphia would
have been responsible to his master for the
pecuniary extent of the loss sustayllned, .and
because he did not want to expose his friend
Stanley, and because he did not want slave-
holders to know that slaves had any methods of
escape. His freedom, he said, was hpnorably
purchased by British gold, $7560 having been
paid for him by a friend of hisin England,
and the negotiations having been conducted
by the Hon. Wm. Meredith,of FPhiladel-
phia.— Christian Patriot.

DISCIPLINE IN SCHOOLS.

One teacher rules by a law as inflexible as
those of the Medes and Persians. He makes
no allowance for difference of age or sex or
temperament or home training. The single
article of his creed is that discipline must be
maintained, He has no smiles, no relaxation,
no cordial greetings for his pupils, lest his
authotity may suffer. In his eyes a mistake
inginal, a laugh is flat treason. No sound
the solemnity of that awful place.
ool ig orderly ; but so is the penitenti-
ary. Everything is silent, but itis the si-
lence of the grave. It is all, as Mr. Man-
talini ' would say, * one demd horrid grind.”
His pupils may fear him, but they hate him.
He has no art or device by which to cateh
their sympathy, aronse their enthusiasm, in-
8 em with grand and noble purposes.

e fails entirely of the highest prerogative of
the true teacher—that of stamping his own
impress and seal upon his pupils for all time.
He sends them forth at last abject, spiritless
creatures, or, if they have any rebound, dis-
posed to transgress and defy any law, human
or divine, except wher'restrained by fear.

g’ll.‘sxia kiﬁd gi- sfohool l:lli:eipllne, ‘too, like the
ri, method of teaching, is passing away.
With the more modern teacher all is love. = He
loves all his pupils, from the frowzy six-year-
old boy to the big girls on the back seats.. He

8, he runs over with love. He sets up
no standard ef right, in any oase, to which the
ill-disposed or unruly must come. He coaxes
and flatters his pupils, and is inclined to toady
parents and the school board. He desires to
succeed, and his effort is to govern, provided
he can do it by love; if he cannot, he ovpgly
submits to have the school govern him.' Out
upon such sickly, wisy-washy, sentimental
nonsense. That teacher is weak who desires
any love from pupils not founded wpon sin-
cere for him as a man and 8 scholar,
and g fearless executive of just and needful
regulations. No true boy of spirit will feel
anything but pity and contempt for such an in-
vertebrate teacher as I have described.
There is no need of either of these extremes
in government. The teacher can be just,

‘without being morose; fearless in doing his

dut, d vet kind and genial ; strict in requir-
i: ’L?:aig:oe, and yet swift to do pleasant
thi for those under his charge.—Mickigan
Teather.” =~ 3 e
THE EXASPERATING SCHOLAR.

¢ very few teachers who have not
ha'gh tir:kmsﬁe:{io tried by what may be de-
nominated “the. erating scholar.” The
oxi ting scholar is certainly very trying,

em are alike. Some of them exas-
;:ﬁggma restlessness or their stolidity,
or their inattention, or their predilection for
tricks, malicious or otherwise, or by their in-
sensibility to all appeals to their feelings or
rinciples—in fine, in a multitude of ways.
ow it is & great mistake to get out of pa-
tience with the exasperating scholar, at least

to let him see that such is the case. As the

and the worst of it is, that the methods of no’

boys would say, “That would be nuts to him.”
It is a still greater mistake to give him up as
incorrigible. No teacher has a right to do
this. He has a special duty to perform to the
scholar—namely, to strive to make him better.
If all children were cherubs there would be no
need of Sunday-schools, and the teachers
would have no occupation. It isjust because
children are the reverse of cherubs that we
have Sunday-schools and ‘need teachers. Mo
there must be no such thing as givingup a
scholar because he is bad, or intractable, or
exasperating—for that is the very sort we
most need to reach. The true way is to find
out the tender spot in the child’s disposition,
and by wisely touching it to reach his better
feelings. This may require much time and
close observation and discreet manipulation,
but it will pay for the trouble. It may be
set down as a universal truth, that every-
body has a4 soft or tender =spot somewhers.
Now the- duty of the physician—for the
teacher is a physician in a sense—is to find
this tender spot. This found, the victory is
half won already.

Once, when talking of “exasperating
scholarg’ to an experienced teacher, he said :
I have been much tried with such in the
course of my life. Sometimes the exasperating
qualites of a lad are exhibited in one way and
sometimes in another. Indeed, I never knew
them to be twice alike. But one thing—or
perhaps I ghould say two. things—I have
found to be invariably true, namely, that no-
thing could be accomplished by complaining,
or scolding, or trying to drive the offender :
and that there was always some way to reach
him and effect' a cure, if it only be found out.
My plan has ever been to find out this way as
soon as poksible, and thus save both time and
worry.—From the Christian Intelligencer.

SELECTIONS,

- -~ The following is a true copy of a letter received
by a village schoolmaster : * Sur, as you are & wan
of noledge, I intend to inter my son in yourskull.”

~ A little fellow who was at a neighbor'shouse
about noon the other day watehed the preparationg
for dinner with & great deal of interest, but when
asked to stay and eat sowmething he promptly refused.
‘' Why, yes, Johuny, you'd better stay,” said the
lady ; “'whycan’t you ?”’ **“Well,’oause,” said the liftle
fellow, " ma said I musn't unless you agkme three
times.” They invited him twice more right off.

— 4 French woney-lender, complainiag to the
late Baron Rothschild that be had lent a nobleman
ten thousand francs who had gone off to Constanti-
wople without Jeaving any acknowledgment of the
debt, the Baron said, ** Well, write to bim and ask
himto send you the seventy thousand francs he owes
you.” “But he only owes wme ten,” said the money-
lender. “Precisely,” rejoined the Baron ; “‘and he
will write and tell you so, and you will thus get bis
acknowledgment.”

~ A gentleman who was seated ina crowded horge

car on the Sixth avenue resigned his place iu favor of
a pale, slender, woman who carried & large child in her
arms,and was belng jostiedthis way and that with the
motion of the car. Tothegentleman's surprise,a burly
individ ual took the seat before the lady could reach it.
“I moant this lady to have my seat,”said the gentleman,
angrily. “Vell," replied the other, settling comfort
‘ably back in his seat, ‘*dat lady ish my vife!"”
| '— A novel clock has recently been placed in the
tower of the Albany (N. Y.) Savings Bank. Byan
iagenious arrangement the dial is illuminated by a
igas burner, lighted automatically at early evening
‘twilight, and extinguished at daylight. Thisis ac-
complished by means of the mechanism itself without
the attention of any person; and what 1s still more
wonderful, although the time of daylight varies very
greatly from month to month, the clock lights the gas
at precisely the proper time from day to day.

~ Formerly, in Sweden, the penalty for various de-
grees of murder was death, and the law was rigor-
ously enforced. Of late the king has been accustom-
ed to commute death sentence to Imprispnment for
life, but homicides have increased so alarmingly, that
he has recently refused to exercise this clemency and
is allowing the murderers to meet their doom. To all
pleas for the abolition of capital punishment we may
continue to give the old response: ‘“Yes, but let the
mu :derers begin.”

A PuriLous FEAT~"Atlas,” in his note in the
London World, says: ** A friend who was on board
the ‘ Poongh ’ on her last outward voyage informs me
that Blondin, who was among the passengers on his
way to Melbourne, created immeuse excitément by
performing a feat hitherto unattempted even by him.
The ‘Hero of Niagara’ walked along & rope strstehed
from the main to the mizzen mast 120 foet long, at &
Leight of sixty feet. The motion of the engine and
the swaying of the vessel made thisa diffienlt opera-
tion, especially as the rolling at the great height was
much more perceptible than on deck. When Blondin
descended to receive the congratulations of those who
8aw him perform this unique feat he was quiverlng
and perspiring from sheer excitement, and his fage
was deadly pale. He exclaimed, ‘Well, I've done it
=1 knew it was to be dome, but I have never at-
tempted enything like it before !’
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SCHOLAR'S NOTES.

(From the International Lessons for 1876 by Edwin
W. Rice, as issued by Awmerican Sunday-School
Union.)

CoxnecreDp History.—David flees. from Jerusalem be
cause of Absalom’s rebelllon ; is .cursed by Shimet, of
Spul’s honse; crosges over Jordan; Hushai, David’s
friend, defeats the plans of Ahithophel, and delays Ab-
salom’s attack on David ; David organizes his forces for
baitle, and Absalom is defeated and slain.

LESSON XIL
Marou 19.] .

ABSALOM’S DEATH, [About 1021 B. C.]
Reap 1 Sam. xviii. 24-33. Recire v, 33.

1

|  GOLDEN TEXT.—Ifc thac pursueth
evil, pursueth it to his own death.—Prov.
XN 0%

CENTRAL TRUTH.—Disgrace follows

{

|

J

|  disobedience:
b

DAILY READINGS.—IL.—2 Sam, xviil.1-38. Z.—Ps.
xxxv. 1-28. W.— 2 Sam.xvii 1-24, Th—1 Sam.iv-
1-18. E.—Judgz. v.2-81. Sa.—2 Sam. xv.24 37. S—
Ps. exliy. 1-15.

To mHE SCHOLAR.~The events in this lesson took place
nesr Mahanaim, east of the Jordan, and where Jacob met
the angels. Gon. xxxii. 2. Se¢ how terribly and gwittly
Absalom is punished for his pride and rebellion,and what
grief it brings to his father.

NOTES.—Two gates, of the city of Mahanaim. At the
gateway of walled cities the walls were made unusu-
ally strong, and often there was a double wall, an outer
and an inwer wall, and to each wall a gate, Inthercom
thus mude David probably ** sat between the two gates.”
Porter. The duty of the porter was to opin and close the
cates. See 2 Kinge vii, 10, Joab, oldest son of David’s
;;. ter Zm-uinub,uud one of David’s greatest warriors. Cushi,
« mian of Cush, or Ethiepin, u switt runner. These run.
ners then filled the place of mails and telegraphs.  Cham-
ber ovér the gute, w xroom over the place where David first
sat(v. 24). It was a retired place.

EXPLANATIONS AND QUESTIONS.

T.css0n Mopics.(I.) Tae NgEws FROM THE BATTLE.
(B.) DAVID'S LAMENT.

I THE NEWS FROM THE BATTLE. (24)
snt,anxiousty waliag for news; two gates (see Notes);
(25.) ridings, news ; apace, with haste, quick, (27.)
porter (see Notes): running alone, a8 a messenger.
(27.) Methinketh, or (Heb.) “ I see thee running,” ete.
(28.) Allis well, or (Heb.) “ Peace be unto thee ;* fell
down, alterthe Wastern custom of showing respect to
men of rank ; king’s servant,perhaps Cushi,but the bet-
ter reading 18, ¢ When Joab, the king’s servant, sent me,
thy servant” (Speaker’sCom ); tummlt, & noisy crowd,
(32.) beas that young man, which meant {hat Absa-
dom was dead.

1. Queslions.-—[nto how many parts did David divide
s forces for battle ? v, 2. State the namas of his three
generals, Why did David not go into battle? v. 3.
What charge did he give about Absalom?v. 5. Which
army gained the vietory ¢ How was Absalom caught ?
By whom slain ¢ “Where was Dayid during the battle ?
v. 94, Name the two messengers bringing news to him,
What did the first say 7 What did the king ask about Ab-
salom ¢ What reply did Ahimasz make? Whatnews
@41 Coshi bring ¢ What did he say about Absalom ?

1. DAYVID’S LAMENT. (33.) much moved,
very sortowful; chamber over the gate (see Notes) ;
wept,over his erring son; died for thee, sogreat
was his grief and his love for his son.

IL: Questions.—How did David receive the news of
Absalom’s death ? With what feelings ? Where did he
2o to mourn for him? Recite verse 33. How do Chris-
tian pavents now teal wien vheir sons go into wicked
ways 1 How would they feel if sueh sons were to die in
their gins ¢

LESSON XIII.
Mar. 26.]

-

REVIEW.

|~ GOLDEN TEXT,—Walt on the Lord,
and keep his way, and Le shall ezalt
thee to inherit the land; when the
wicked are eut off, thou shalt ses it.—
Py, xxzvii, 34, 3

|* 7 CENTRAL TRUTH.~God i3 with us
oy we are with hi?a.

!
|

i

DAILY - READRNGS.—M.~1 . Sam, xv. 1.85, Z.—1
Sam. xvi, 113 ; xvii. 82-51. W.—1 Sam. xviil, 1.16; xx.
35-42.  Th.—1 Fam. xxiv. 1-16: xxvl. 5-22. #.—1
Sam. xxxi. 1-13.  8a.—2 Sam, vi. 1-15; vil. 18-29. 8,—
2 faw..xy, 1-14 ; xvhi. 24-33.

To rue ScuonAr.~The twelve lepsons which we are
now toreview all centre about David ; for even Saulis
rejected, and finally slain, to make way for David as king
over Israel. They cover a period of about forty-five to
forty-eight years,

1t will g've a clearer view of this portion of the history
to look back over the whole history of lsrael from the
time of leaving Bgypt, and notice that Moses and Joshua
wers appointed us rulers by the Lord, anl gmided the na-

“ we he taught them to do; when the nation sinned by

~o God at Joshua’s death,their rulers were judges,
‘ged up from time to time, to deliver the
“reatest oppressions ; but these rulers

"o tribes atonc time, 8o that af-

"'y umted together a3 ana-
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tion until the days of Samuel. As these leaders and
Jjudges were raised up and delivered the people under the
special direction of God, the government was called a the-
ocracy—that iy, “God-governed.” When Saul was chos-
en king and God rejected, the government was changed
to a monarchy (rule by one man), similarto the heathen
nations. 1 Sam. viii. 5.

REVIEW QUESTIONS AND TOPICS.
The lessons may be well re-examined in three groups.

Plan of review,—(I.) A KiNe¢ WITHOUT A KINGDOM
(Lessons I.-V,] (1L) A Kinae GAINING BIS KINGDOM
[ Lessons VI.-IX.|. (1IL.) A KING¢ MAINTAINING HIS KING-
pox [Lessons X.-XIL], .

About whose life do the past twelve lessons centre ¢
State the event with which they begin. The one with
with which they end. The probable length of time they
cover, How many years before Christ did these events
take place ? How was Israel ruled in the wilderness ?
How governed on entering Canaan ¢ How after Joshua’s
death ! Who wasg the last judge ? Why was the form of
government changed ? Who was the first king? How
ohosen ! Who was grieved at the people because they
desired a king ? Whae was Samuel to tell the people
about the king'srule ? 1 sam. viii. 10-18. Why did they

| still desire a king ? 1 Sam. vi1i.20.

I. Questions.—Giye the title of the first of the past
twelve lessons. Why was Saul 1ejected ¢ How had he
sinned ? How did he seek to escape punishment ? 1 Sam.
xv.12-21, How was he detested in hislie ? How re-
proved.

¥From what family had God selected anew king ¢ Who
was commanded to anoint him king ? What excuse did
Samuel make ! What order did he then receive ¥ Which
of the sons of Josse did he think God had chosen ? How
did he find out lus mistake ? Upon what did God look in
m;xki_ug a cholee ? Where was the new king found ? Wha,
came upon David at that time ?

What champion defied the armies of Israel? Ior how
many cays ! 1 *am. xvii, 16, Who offered to meet him ?
How did the king arm bavid? Why did he put Sanl’s
armor off ! How did he arm himsel? ? Tn whose strength

did he go ! With what result ?

Why was Duvid wanted ut Saul’s court 2 How did Saul
first honor him? Why afterward hate him ? Why did
Saul not kitl David ?

How did Jonathan warn David? Where? How did

they show their love of each other ?

II. Where did David hide from Saul ¢ 1 Sam. sxiv. 3.
Why did Dayid spare Sanl? How did Saul know that
David had spared his life 2 State his reproof of Saul.
Against whom did Israel fight in Gilboa ! Which gained
the vietory ? Who were slain in battle? How did S8aul
die ! Why did he kill himself ?

Where did David first rule as king ? Over what portion
of Israel? Iow long ? 2 Sam. v. 5. How was he made
king over all Israel # Where 7 Where and how long did
ke reign over all Tsrael ? -

Give titles of Lessons IX. and X, Where was tﬂl) ark 7
How long had it beon there? How did they attempt to
bring it to Zion? Who was struck dead on the way ?
What for ¢ How had God commanded the ark to be oar-
ried? Num, vii. 9. Tn whose house waus it then left ?
How finally brought to Zion ?

IXX. What did David propose to build for Ged ? See 2
Baw. vii, 2. Who forbade him? Why ? Upon whom
did Davidrely to establish his kingdom ? What did he
plead with God to do for him ?

Whieh of David’s sons planned a rebellion ¢ State how
he began 17 Where 1 What did hetirst long for 7 2 Sam.
xv. 4. Whero did he ask to go ¥ Who went out with him ?
Who joined him from Giloh ? Whither did David flee ?
Why ¢

Whepedid Absalom’s and Duvid’s armies meet? How
was Absalom slain? How did David get the news?
What effect had it upon him ? How did he mouyn for Ab
salom T o

Whieh of these lessons teach us :

(L.) The danger ot disobeying God ¢

(2.) The blessings of serving and trusting God ?

(3.) The value of true triendship ¢

(4.) The true way to show kindness to an enemy ¢

(5.) The importance of supporting the worship of
God ?

(6.) The danger of being envious of others ?

(7.) The end of a disobedient son ?

Hiustration.—End of Ambition. Notice the end ot
four of earth’s most ambitious and perbaps greatest rul-
ers: (L) Alexander, weeping because there were no more
worlds to conquer, died in a dranken debaunch. (Z.) Han-
nibal, having filled three bushels with gold rings of con-
quered princes,died unknown in & foreign land by taking
poison. (8.) Ceesar conquered eight hundred cities, and
having slain amillion of his foes died by the dagzer of
his Lest friend. (4.) Napoleon, the seourge of Europe.
dled a captive on the rocky Island of St. Helena.
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THE PRIZES.

Our prize campaign for {his season has been
ended. At fiest it appeared as if the prizes
would cost more than the total amounts re-
ceived in competition, and in one instance
there were not competitors enough to claim
all the premiums. But the competition end-
ing January 7th hus entirely exceedel cur ¢x.

pectations. There were three hundred and
peventy competitors, and the total amouut

sent in was $5,749.40. Doubtless a very lurge
proportion of this would have been remitted
without the inducement of the prizes, lu*
still it represents a very large increase of new
subscribers. We are glad to recognize the
motive of most of the competitors as ex-
pressed in their letters. It is almost invari-
ably, “I want to see everybody take the
Wirness, New Dominion MontaLY or MEs-
SENGER.” The prize has been gnerally
ragarded as a sort of excuse for working.
No such excuse, however, is needed. We
depend almost entirely upon our friends
for the increase of the circulation of
our publications. At present, after all the
names of those who have not renewed their
subscriptions have been cut off, we bave on
our lists 27,150 names for the Wrrrry Wir-
NESS against 17,300 last year. The list is also
increasing daily The circulation of the
MEesseNGER is 45,000 against 19,000 this time
last year. This gives us very great encourage-
ment, and we hope that the same proportion
of increase will be continued. The following
is the list of successful competitors for the

last competition : — 5
Prize. Awm’t rec’d.

1. H. W. Hunt,  :Ont. $50. . §155.62
2. J. Crichton, Que. 40 142 80
3. R. Phillips, Ont. 30 114.50
4. Mrs. A. MecDougall, ¢ 20 100.00
5. G. McFarlane, “ & 84.95
6::7 5 Liealia Nigresi i 7940
7. W. F. Newcombe,N. 8. = 10 79.25
8. J. A. Murtin, Gantiala0 72.16
9. P. Ewing, witos b 70.35

10. L. Reynolds, N. 8. 5 62.36

11. 8.'T. Draper,  Ont. 5 61.45

12, D McDonald, N.S. 5 60.00

'I"he prizes were muiled to su:cessful com-
petitors on the 28th February.

—We print 50,000 copies of the MESSENGER
this issue. This but two thousand more than
last number, but we think that, as was expeot-
ed, the subscription list will be 60,000 before
the beginning of the fall campaign.,

— Any readers of this paper who livein a
neighborhood where the MrssENGER is not
taken in their Sunday-school can greatly
oblige us by sending us the name of the super-
intendent and minister, or whoever is most
likely to take an interest in the supply of lit-
erature. Sample copies for examination and
distribution will then be sent.

Epps’s CoCOA—GRATEFUL AND COMFORTING
— By a thorough knowledge of the natural
laws which govern the operations of digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful agpllcauon of
the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr.
Epps has provided our breakfast tables with a
delicately flavoured beverage which may save us
many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by the judicicus
1se of such artieles of diet that a constitution
may be gradually built up until strong evough
to resist every tendency to diseace. Hundreds
of subtle maladies are floating around us ready
to attack wherever there s » weak point. We
may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping our-
selves we?l-!orl; ed with pure blood and a pro-
parly nourished frame.”— Civil Service Gazette.

ADVERTISEMENTS,
A GENTS WANTED,

to sell “ Dress and Health” and the “History ot
ihe Guibord Case” Good commissions. Apply for
terms, &e., to JouN DoueArL & SoN, Montreal,

A GOOD HOUSEHOLD
MAGAZINE
may be obta’ned by subseribing for the New DomixNiox
MonraLy. Price, $1.60 a year; single copy, ibc.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal, P.Q.

COMPRESSIN G AND

DEPRERSING |
Is the title of a chapter of the little book entirled * Dress
and Health.” It treats of the great injury to the physical
organism, ot to gpeak of the discomfort, of the present
style of ladies’ dress. Ladies enveloped in fold after fold
of garments, nearly all hanging from the hips complain
of being cold, and of being troubled with palpitation ot
the heart, why should not they ? How can anything else
beexpected ! The clothing does not harmonize, the up-
perportion of the body being ingufiiciently covered, and
the walst and lower portions as if in a furnace, and the
heart and organs are forced from thelr normal position.
This chapter not only distinguishes the cause of the
disease, but ponts out the remedy. Ladies who think
they are suffering from many incurable diseases should
purchage * Dress and Healih," and see if the remedy 18
not in their own hands.

Price, 30 Ccuts Past Free.

JORN DOUGALL & SON,

Publiskers, Montreal, P.Q.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

“7 ITNESS EXTRA.

THE FIRS1 WEEK
OF
MOODY AND SANKEY
In New York,
Containing reports of the meetings of Monday to Ratur~
day, mclusive, tilling jourteen columns. There will be
a sories of at least ten of these Lxtras, and parties who

wish them for distribution (x most admiarble way of
preaching the Gospel) might order the ten at once.

TERMS :
1 cent each, or 75 cents per 100, at the office.
2 cents each, or $1.50 per 100, post-paid, by mail.

N.B-—Parties ordering 100 of each of the ten Rxtras,
taken at the office or to be sant by express, will get them
for $6—remitted in advance—a price which scarcely
covers cost.

Please send orders as speedily ¢s possible, that we mway
know how wany to print.

Orders will be received at Montreal Witagss Office,
JOHAN DOUGALL & SON.

SOL»FA !

Ttds cluimed that the Sol-Fa System of Music iz the
proper one to teach children. It is so simple that little
children who can searcely read take hold of the Sol-Fa
syllables, and soon acquire a cerrect notionm of simple
melodies. The little work entitled ** Sol-Fa Lessons,”
which is edited by Mr. J, McLsrew, certiflcated Teacher
ot the fystem, 15 & compendium by whose aid any one
with & reagonable knowledge of music can both learn and
teach this method of mnging at sight. It issent posttree
to any address for 15¢, on application to the publishers,

JOHN DOUGAL), & SON,
Montreal, P.Q.

A LADY WRITES FROM

g FRANUCE s37Le]
acknowledging the reccipt of a copy of 1he * History of
the Guibord Cuse,” from a friend. This book wherever
known is acknowledged to bea valuable addition o the
literatore on one of the most generally discussed topies
before the world, the Ecclesiastical and Civil Claims,
The Pastorals of Bishop Bourget are most interesting
reading. Price, in paper covers, 50¢; neatly bound 1n
cloth, $1.

_DOUGALL. & SON,
Publishers, Montreal, P Q.
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100,000.

This is about the number of Temperance Tracts and
Apples of Gold forsale at the Wirygss Office. They are
each nearly a quarter the size of the MEssENGER, and each
has two or more good stories er articles.

THE CONTENTS
of No. 47 are a8 follows :

Total Abstinence ; Singular Reagoning; Only for Medi-
cine; How Shall T Drop Tobacco?; Which Will You
Have 7; Drink Like a Gentlemaun ; The Bride's Anchor.

No. 84 : Thé Tragedy Acted Every Night; Lost; Nam-
my Hieks and His Pipe.

No. 49 : Teetotalers in Exeter Hall ; The Medical Pro-
fession and Intemperance; What Men of Science Say
About Tobacco ; Opposite Sides of the Counter; The Song
of the Bcreaved (poetry).

These are simply samples. Every selection is gound,
polnted and stirring. 3

The contenis of i

APPLES OF GOLD
are of u different miture, containing selections of the
most interesting evangelical readiag.

No. 18 contains :=Persevering Prayer; Giving Like a
Liftle Oldld ; Put a Ring on His Hand; Hillel and Mai-
mon; Tell Iim All: Diligent in Business; The Beautiful
Gate (poetry) ; Not Enough; Use Your Own Talent.

No,'8: A Quesiion to Infidels ; Shine as Lights; Falth
and Light; Alfred Hastings; The Doomed Man (postry).

‘ THE COST
of these tracts is véey litile. A parcel of 300 copies
(1,200 pages) is sent post frec to any address for $1.
Those desiring it can have 150 of .each for the same

e G0OD IS DONE
by the distribution of such publications is undeniable.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal.

'SUBSCRIPTIONS
for the MESSENGER ares

price.

ar

F GODM Gl covdsvusiidans ipmpind % 0.30
10 copies.. 2.50
25 copies.. 6.00
30 copies -~ 11.50
190 copies.. .. 22,00
1,000 copies . .........c.oco.o..an 200.00
J. BOUGALL & SON,
Publishers,
Montreal.

JOBN DOUGALL,
2 Spruce streety
New York.
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The NORTHERN MESSENGER iy pumted and ublished

e on the 1stand 15th of every month, 8t Nof., 218 and

2920 8t. James: stroet, Montreal, by Joux DougaLL

% Sox, composed of John Doueall, of New York.

and John Redpath Dougali nud J D. Dougall, ot
Montreal.




