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THROUGH
WITZERLAND
AFOOT.

BY THE EDITOR.

_I LEFT Lucerne
In a pouring rain
{ for a trip through
the Bernese Ober-
l‘nd, mostof which
I made afoot. The
elouds hung low on
Moynt Pilatus,
and threatened &
"el‘y dismal day.
The lovely land-
Scape loomed dim
&nd blurred
through a thick
Vel of rain. I
Went by boat and
.f“l'igmce to Meir-
lgen., I could
bardly find a dry
Pot for myself or
‘Napsack on the
little steamer. At
Alpnach the boat-
of dripping
tourists pattered
8bout in the rain
and mud, till as-
;‘igned their places
In the diligences.
e local guides
around, un-
l.iex- the overhang-
Ing eaves of the
?“Ses, in a very
8consolate man-
Rer, each pulling
&Way at a big pipe,
€ an overgrown
b&by at a sucking-
bottle.
A pleasant-faced
Wiss fraulein
¢limbed on the
8tep of the dili-
gence a3 we rode
along, and offered
SWeet wild straw-
Iries,goat’smilk,
cheeso, and cakes
forsale. Her gar-
Tous chatter wheedled each of the
Party into the purchase of her simple
Tefreshments. I was charmed with
e affable manners of the Swiss.
Even the little children by the wayside
:'o‘lld respectfully salute one with
’ Cue Morgen,” or “Gut Abend, Herr,”

SWISS VILLAGE.

“Good morning,” or “Good evening, | to take a glass of wine or cognac, and
sir.” If I made a trifling purchase?when I dedlined, bade me a kind

they would say with a frank famili- ; ¢ goot-bye.” They all tried to speak ;
arity, “ Dank you, goot-bye, or “ Merci, . English, however imperﬂ:ctly. “T

Monsieur ; au- revoir.” A pleasant-: dinks it will be wetter,” said one in a
voiced landlady came out in the rain . pouring rain which seemed to make
while we changed horses to invite me | the prognostic impossible.

The rain soon
ceased, however,
and .the ride
through the Unter-

- wald and Briinig

Pass was very
grand. We rat-
tled throughquaint
villages with old
churches crowned
by bulbous spires,
the houses covered
with scale-work of
carved shingles,
often with a pious
inscription or
Scripture text en-
graved upon -the
timbers. Thefarm-
houses looked com-
fortable, with
broad eaves, out-

side stairs and gal-

leries, but with
very small lattice
windows, 'and fre-
quently with great
stones on the roof
to prevent the
wind from blow-
ing the shinglesoff.
But, especially in
the higher Alps,
not unfrequently
the lower story was
occupied by the
cows and goats,
and the garret by
the fowls.

. The women wore
short skirts of
home-woven stuff,
which made them
look like girls, and
the girls often had
ald-fashioned long
dresses, which
made them look
like little women.
The men wore
jackets or short
bob-tailed coats of
coarse frieze.

The road winds

higher and higher till we reach the
summit of the pass. Then it sweeps
down in long curves, through sublime
scenery, to the charming village of
! Meiringen. This quaint old village is
the most picturesque that I have seen.
The engraving shows very well its
general character, .
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PLEASANT HQURS

That Isl a.nd—Long Ago.

OCT on the steamer ¢ i‘!emory,

And sailing doewn the river Time ;

Come visit that en 'mted clime,
Whose shores we wsed o know ; H

Where we as childeen ence did roam

On the hills beside our father’s home,
In happy long a.éo.

Light and glad wefe odr,young hcarts then,
Smooth and calm xa'(;wonduful stream,
We walked its shares in happy dream

Of joyous daystoscoe ;
And oft while playing in the sand
We tried to scan the distant land,

Whose shores we longed to roam.

Now far and wide the dear ones rove,

Who used to love that island home ;

They left it all time’s sea to roam—
To scatter and divide.

Someé we loved have gone forever,

Some upon that rolling river

.- 3till wrestle with the tide, *

What thronging memories fill our hearts,
. While efanding on that native shore ;
That child we loved in days of yore,
And lost amid our tears,
We see her footprints’in the sand,
Though they trod the heavenly land
"These many weary years.

That mother, whose unselfish love

Our every wish in childhood blest,

Has long since found the perfect rest,
Across the other side;

While we apon time’s changeful sea,

Where storias blow up so suddenly,
Still toss upon the tide.

{ For on this treacherous river Time,

1 No-pilot ever yet hath found

The rocks that, hidden ail around,
Would strike our bark so frail ;

But at the helm an unseen hand

Steers where we cannot understand,
Nor do we wish to sail.

{ But God is standing at the helm, -
1 And trusting in his mighty hand,
Through storms he guidcs us to the land
That lies beyond the sky.
No matter what the wind may. be, -
{ That land ahead, ** Lternity,”
lel greet us by and bye,
E. K.

IT PAYS—A MISSION-SCHOOL
STORY. ‘

BY M. E. WINSLOW,

“ WHAT'LL yer gimme ef I go there?”
| “Give you? I'll teach you how to
| be happy and good.”

“Oh, I'm happy enough, an’ T don’t
| want ter be good. It don’t pay, bein’
good- don’t. There’s Gabe Whistler,
he tried bein’ good, an’ he stuck to it
ever so long, but peanuts was too much
for Him, an’ he giv’ in; and there’s
Tim Simpson, he got a place with a
pious chap—giv’ him a old suit o’
clothes and promised him half-a-dollar

a-week. Tim wasawful good, went to |

the boss’ Sunday-school, said he liked
it. One day the bosssaid : ¢Tim, why
did you tell that customer that the
stigar was second quality

* “<Cos it was, sir.’

“¢But you might ha’said it wasn’t.’

¢ My Sunday-school teacher said I
musn’t tell lies, sir)” said Tim as pat as
anything. -

“*I won't hive inipertinent Loys in
my sevvice, says the pious boss, and
tuxuod luu ofl’ mght away, v.md never
i pavid Now no wages neither, though he'd
v hoen with him six webks. So Tim

| satisfy.

found goodness dxdn t pay, and he’s
giv’ it up.”

“The Bible says, ‘ Godliness is great
gam LIEZ

“1 never seed no Blble, but that—
what do.you call it ?—some kind of
goodness—ain’t gain for us boys. It
won't let a feller ook a,nything, an’ it
won’t let him tell a f£ib, an’ how else is
he goin’ to get his dinner half the
time1” -

The speakers were a district visitor
for Jericho Mission School, and a street
gaminof undecided age, who apparently
feeling that he had wasted too much
of his valuable time and attention
already upon his interlocutor, vanished
with little show of courtesy round the
corner.

Three weeks had passed. Sunday
came, bitterly cold. A driving storm
of snow and sleet kept most people
who were blest with such luxuries close
by their firesides. “ A thin school to-
day,” soliloquised the visitor, “at least
atfar as the teachers are concerned,”
and he opened the door and -vent into
the plain but attractive Missicn build-
ing. - Within all was warm, bright,
cheerful, and, to his glad surprise,
every teacher was in his or her place,
surrounded by little groups which, if
they lacked the innocent beauty of
ideal childhood, possessed bright, in-
teresting faces, betokening a curiosity
which might tax a good teacher to
Near the door stood a group
of new scholars which it was his duty
to classify, and approaching them he
was somewhat surprised to recognise
his street companion of three weeks
before. . “So you thought better of it,
and came,” said he pleasantly.

The boy looked confused for a
moment, and then looking up he said,,
boldly: “I didn’t come for what you
said, but it’s confounded cold in <the
street to-day. --I got locked out o’ the
lodgin’ house last night, and I dunno
where to go.”

“You are welcome for any reason,”
was the answer: “let me put you inte
a class.”

«T won't go unless its with» that
pretty teacher over there,” and without

‘a word he wasled across the room and

given into the charge of a fair, young
girl, who might have graced a ball-
room, but who preferred to give to her
Redeemer’s service the kindness of
her youth.”

Johnnie Balfour—for so he ha.d
ngen his name—was 50 much absorbed
in looking at the. young lady’s droop-
ing eyelashes and golden curls, and in
studying the delicate hues of her dress
and the thinness of her wonderful ‘kid
gloves, that he kept quite still for fully
five minutes, not even listening to the
lesson, which had already commenced,
till he heard a boy who was reading
stop and say,

“ What’s fasting, Miss Amy 1”

“Going without food,” said she,

~“And didn’t he (Jesus) have no

dinner, nor no supper, nor no break-
fast, for forty days? I don’t sec how
he stoud it! -1 couldn’t.”

The reading continued.

. “Why didn't he tcll the stones to be
bread, if he could do it#” said another
boy. _

“Because it would have been
wrong ; and not to save his life, nor
for all the world, would Jesus have done
one thing or suid one word that was
not right.”

“He was a great fool then,” said
Johnnie. ¢ I'd like to see myself going
forty days, or four days, or one day
either without bread, when it was lying
beside me. That man, teacher, must
have been a regular spooney.”

“Hush, hush,” said the young
teacher, it’s the Lord Jesus Christ we
are talking about. You musn't say
such things about him.”

“Who was he?” said Johnnie.
“What did he go without his dinner
for? Tell us about him.”

But the superintendent’s bell rung,
and Miss Amy had only just time to
whisper “ Come again,” when she was
forced to stop.

Johnnie did nof come again for a
long, long time. The Sundays were
pleasant, and his old pursuits alluring ;
but he never forgot the man who went

‘without his dinner forty days rather

than do wrong, and somehow the
thought made his hand tremble - so
that he was not half so adroit in
“hooking” apples and cakes as had
been his wont. )

At last there came a rainy, windy
March day, when Johnnie appeared
again before the teacher, who had
almost forgotten him.

“I've come to hear the rest of that
story,” said he abruptly, ‘about the
an who went without his dinner cos
he wouldn’t be bad.

Very lovingly the story was told: the
wonderful old story of self-sacrifice
and death. It was told again and
again, for Johnnie came every Sunday
now, and the gentle young voice made
very plain the way by which the most
ignorant and sinful may come to Jesus.
One day he startled his teacher by
saying,

“Miss Amy, would you be a Chms—
tian if there wasn’t that place—where
——.where—they sell- overcoats cheap 1”

“Yes,” said she, answering his
thought, and taking no notice of the
grotesqueness of the words expressing
it.  “Yes, it pays to be a Christian
even in this life, because the ILord
Jesus is so good, and makes his chil-
dren so happy.”

“Well, I'd like ter be one. Do you
think he'll listen to a feller what don’t
know nothin’ ‘cept to lie, and steal,
and sich, if he’s sorry? cos I'm that
feller.”

It was a boys’ prayer-meeting. The
Holy Spirit had been poured upon
Jericho Mission, and many stood up
to testify for Christ.

“Boys,” said Johnnie Balfour, it
pays to be a Christian. I didn’t use
to be able to pass a- store where there
was candies or nuts or- apples ’thout
slippin’ some o’ them inter my pockets ;
but now I ean puss by andnot even think

of ’em. Jesus ain't ‘goin’ ter let me
steal and disgrace him.. You may get
a beatin’ sumetimes ef yer won’t tell a
lie, but it pays not to feel inside an’
outside, too. The Luord forgave all my
sins, an’ they was a: godd many, an’ I
wasn’t goin’ to gwe ‘hita the trouble of
forgivin’ any mors I could help, so
I just asked him hot to let me lie
an’ steal au’ swear, an’ he don't. I
had a hard time =t first. Sometimes
I didn’t have nowhe.re,t»er sleep, an’
sometimes I didn’t have'no ‘dinner, nor
supper, but I remembered Jesus, an’
thought ef he can stand it for forty
days I could for one, an’ he never let
me starve. Now I've got a place with
a man what wanted a honest boy.
Miss Amy got it fur me.. 1 guess the
Lord telled herto, an’ he trusts me an’
I trust Jesus, an’ I'm happy now, an’
T’'m goin’ to, be hwppy in heaven. Boys,
it pays ; let’s sing ¢ Hallelujah, Thine
the Glory.””

Does it not pay to spend- time and
strength in searching out the Lord’s
hidden jewels among the slums and
offals of our cities, to place them in the
great lapidary that one day they may
sparkle and glow in his crown? Will
it not pay for all toil and anxiety when
we stand among the white angels whose
wings we have helped to unfold !

A LITTLE BOY'S SERMON.

Two little boys were playing to-
gether.

“Eddy,” says Harry, “I'll be s
minister, and preach you a sermon.”

¢ A1l right,” said Eddy 5 “I'll be the
people.” .

Harry began: My text is a short
and easy one—*‘Be kind.’ There are 1
some texts in the Bible on purpose for
children, and this is one of them. §
There are a great many heads to my
sermon.

“ First. Be kind to papa, and don’t §
make a noise when he has a headache: §
I don’t believe, Eddie, you know what §
a headache is; but I do. T had one [
once, and did not want to hear any one
speak a word, and if I heard a noise
the pain was dreadful ! ‘;

~“Second. Be kind to mamma, and
don’t let her tell you to do-a thing
more than once. Think how tired she §
must get saying, ‘ It is time for you to §
go to bed,” half a dozen times over., '

“Third. Be kind to baly, and
lend her your red soldier when she J
wants it.”

- “PFourth. Be kind to Jane, and
don’t kick and scream when she washes
you.”

Here Eddy looked a little ashamed,
and said, “But she pulls my hair with
the comb.”

“People musn’t talk in meeting,”
said Harry. :

“Iifth. Be kind to kitty. Do
what will make her purr, not what
will make her cry.” |

“0 Harry,” cried Eddy with tears
in his eyes, “don’t preach any more;
‘cause I will always be kmd now ioed
Selected,
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}{ The clever, the witty, the brilliaut girls,
?
§ i

PLEASANT

HOURS.

Qirls that are Wanted.

'lnl.guls that are wanted ure good givls. -
Good from the heart to the lips,

Pure as the lily is white and pure,
From ats heart to its sweat lea tips.

The girls that are wanted are home gicls
Gitls that are mother’s right hand,

That fathers and brotiiers can trust to,
And thu little ones understand.

Girly thut aro fair on the heavthstone,
And pleasant whan noliody sces;

2R 1Kind and aweot to their own folk,
{

TR
}

Ready aud anxious to please.

b 1'he ginds that are wanted ave wiso girls—
That knuw what to do and to say 5

i 'I'hat drive with u smilo or & soft word

The wrath of the houschold away,

f'The girls that aro wanted are girls of sense,
W hum fashion can never deceive;

[ \Who can follow whatover is pretty,

B And dare, what is silly, toleave,

: Zlhc girls-that are wanted are careful girls,
Who count what n thing will cost ;
Wko use with o pro lent, sencrous hand,
But sce that nothing is lost,

‘\
%'
§ The gitls that are wanted are girls with
' hearts ;

g ‘I'hey are wanted for mothers and wives:
EE Wanted to cradle in loving arms,

)

¥

Tho strougest and frailest of lives.

They are very few, understand ;
But oh ¢ for the wise, loving home girls
There's @ constant and heavy dun wnd.

-

THE TWO ROADS.
“Sue is growing very bold and
[ impudent ; in fuct T never saw a girl

¥ of her wgo more s0.”

i

K

H

2

This rewark was addiessed to me
no* long since by an acquaintance. in
reference to a younyg gird I knew, At
the sune tinme he fecounted an ineident
to prove his statement, and it abun-
dantly did.

T felt sad. I had not expeeted this
3 from what I had seen of her, but the
example set her was not a good one,
and the hand that guided her steps
was weak on the side of right.

No doubt this girl thought these

i ..
g voung men adinived her forward ways,

but she was mistaken. Yet they

would laugh at her slangy speeches,
f and thus encournge her to go on the
¥ devil's road siill further.

Slang in a man’s mouth is bad
cnotizh, but in « girl’s it is disgusting.
Girls, dou’t pollute your lips with it;
avoid using it as you would avoid
poison. If you begin to malie use of
it you are sapping the foundation of
madesty and taking your first steps on
thie path of ovil.

A modest girl is liked Ly everyone
whose friendship is worth having, and
even the depraved will respect her:
hut who eares for tho bold, impudent
girl? Not cven those who laugh at

¥ hier slangy talk!

Boys and girls, beware of the temp-
ter. e will como to you in innumer-
able disguises.  Jearn to.suy “No,
andl to say it cmp]ntlc:ﬂly, when nskcd
g0 do what you know is wrong. Thus
you will fortify. yoursclves against
tanmpéation.

Seo the youth starting on the evil
rodd. Mark-the hardened: sinners as

they invite him to take his lirst glass,
to zo to the gambling don, o the
variety thvutn-, The devil is there,
you may be sure, watching anxiously
for the result. A feeble ¢ No™ makes
Lim frown, but his agents try again.
Ridicule, that potent wrapon with
weak minds, I8 tried and succeeds.
How Sman grins thent  Tlow he
dances for joy | One more victim for
the sacrifico!

Think you that his compunions eare
for the boy as they initiate him into
theiv ovil ways, ns they slap him on
the back and call him “a jully good
fellow?” No! a thousaad times no!
They despise him from the depths of
their miscrable hearts.  And when
the end comes, as cowe it will, and he
lies in the gutler n wretched drunkard,
do you think they will feel remorse or
pity? Nol

Boys, gitls! there are two roads
waiting for you. Tollow one, (and
vough you will often find it,) and the
angels of Gud will smile upon you as
you go.  You may fall and brune
your hands and face on the sharp
stones, but they will be newr to
strengthen you wore and more, until
at last you will find unutterable joy in
goingon.  And the end! I need not
tell you of that.

Take the other road, nud who will
your companions be? 1n the flesh,
the lowest and most depraved in the
would ; some of them fair to the eye,
perhaps, but the impress of evil in all
its hidcousness will be there.  In the
spirit, the devil and his angels, liftiryg
the rocks from your path to make the
descent easy, and grinning  with a
hovrible joy as you hurry on.  ‘Then
the end, the terrible end !

Dear boys and girly, the two roads
lie before you ; which, which shall you
take?

James B, Strne.
W, 1.

-

MOTHER AND SON.

“May T see my boy, sirg”

She was thin and wan, her clothes
were poor, but neat, and the trouble
in her eyes showed that her heart was
very heavy.

“You can,” snid the oflicer, kindly.

She went into the corridor and sat
where the shadow covered her face.
The tired head went against the wall,
and the eyes wero closed. But he-
tween the lashes a drop or two forced
their way, as if @ misery was there
that could break tue bonds of pride or
tho cournge of patient sutlering.

The turnkey brought him in, and
for a moment he stood before her
without speaking. He was tall and
fair, with blue cyes, and in age was
full sivteen years. At first there wasa
definnt lovl: in his cyes, but whon he
saw that picture of wounded love and
loving suffering befove him, his lips
quivered, and it vequired all his
strength to hold himself in control.

“ Mother!”

The word- was spoken low, aud as

Ldmonton, N.

she héard: it she sturted as though

called Lack from a drestin that was full
of rest and comfort. She looked up,
and in amomeny mowm her arng were
about his neck, and s head lay on
that heart which hao beat so true for
him through ye us of wayward folly.

Thiee yeurs befors ke had left her,
and in all that vme e had not szen
him; and now, after fifty miles of
hurriod travel, she met him in the
hands of the lnw-—a thief on his own
confession.

The few spectators went out and
left them there alone, she with her
sorrow, and lie, it is hoped, with «
vepentance that will bear fruit of joy
and comfort to her in the years to
come.

ALCOHOL AND THE BLOOD.

Seiever of today joins with Moses
of old in saying “ the Mood is the life.”
It is soin the sense that it feeds all
the tissues; conveys that prime ve-
quisite of all animal life, the oxygen,
frum the lungs to every particle of the
Ladily strecture; veceives the  dead
unitier  perpetuadly being
from the myriads of life-claborating
colls, and transpotts it to the varions
organs which Geet it from the system ;
i the source of all the vital heat,
throngl: the chemical changes .onstant-
ly taking place within it.  So depen-
dent is all Tife on this fluid that, should
the blood fail for an instant to reach
the Lrain, all consciousness would at
once cease, and for w few seconds life
would ccase.

Now all alecohol taken into the
stomuch is absortbed by its veins and
carried straight to the vightside of the
heart, thcnu, through lhe Jungs. and
then back to the lLfL side of tlu. heart,
whence it is borne to every organ
and tissue of the system AAsit reaches
the liver and kidneys somie of it is
climinated, but most of it continues in
the circulating fluid, disturbing the
organic functions and eficeting various
harmful structural changes and be
coming itself chemically changed.

One of the constituents of the blood
is fibrine—that element which causes
blood when drtwn from the body to
coagulate or clot. Alcohol hasan ex-
ceedingly strong aflinity for water;
hence, when in excess it may cither
abstract the water from the fibrine,
and thus cause it to coagulate in the
body, or, on the coutrary, so fix the
water with the fibrine, as to destroy
its power to coagulate. The blood of
those who have died of alcoholic excess
has been in these two opposite but un.
uatural states,

The wmost important part of the
blood is the rad globules. The micro.
scope has actually watchod the disturb-
ing effect of alcohiol on these globules—
rendering their smooth outline rough
and oven starlike, sometimes wholly
changing.theiv.proper shape, and caus-
ing themn to run togetherand adhiere
in rolls. Tho cfieet is to hmpeir their
power toabsorb gases, lso. tlhivir.ability
to pass through the arterics.

throwa ofl’

TRUSTING A FATHER'S HAND,

T uavpesep to come down to my
shop one day, end found my eldest
boy, then about eight years of nge,
busily punching holes in & picce of
leather with the instrumont used for
the purposo by shoomakers. 'The piete
of leather wus of littlé worth; but in
ovder to prevent his trying the oper-
acion on something more valusbly in
future, ho rcccwul n correction ) and
by the way of trying his confi-
dence, he was asked to put out his
little tongue, that it wight, as it were,
undergo a similar operntion.  As tpay
be supposed, the request wus ot
complied with, and the matwer was
likely to end there, when his sister,
two years older than her Lrother, who
had been eagerly watching the pro-
ceedings, suid, “I will do it pa;”
which she did without liesitation when
requested.  Resolved to put her to
the test, the punck was lnid on: but
not showing the least appearnance of
flinching, it was pressed close: yeot
there she stood, even bmiling in lher
father’s face, who, fecling Limself ovey
come, withdrew the instrument.  Judge
of his emotion when she extlaimed, 1
knew you woulll not do it; pa.” Has
the Lord taught thee to trusta Fatler's
hand?

- .

A BINGULAR VILLAGE:

Ix the Cevennes mowitaing, in cen-
tral France, thero is a village naned
La Beage, tho inhabitunts of which
pmctn.dh live ur\dwﬂ‘ou’nd a gheat
part of the year. It, is 4,200 feet
above the sea, and in t]w bottom of a
pass where the snow is hcupcd up by
the winds. As scon as the snow
begins to full -in lnrge-quantitios,-says
a t’(!t.t.llt“\IS\tOl‘, the-tuhabitunts retive

indoors, aind it is not” ]bn'V before<the |

low-roofed cottidgds’.ire bfmcd the
only means by which air ¢an reach the
interior heing down the single ‘chith-
ney, whith in all the cottages is built
very wide and substantial: -

The snow gl.ldllﬂ“} moants <o hixh
that the door will not open, and at
last the windows ave blocked up: 'The
inhabitants lay in o good supply bf
bread, cheese, and salt pork for tliem-
selves, and of hay and straw in the
outhouse for their cow and horse, and,
although the mien -oceasionnlly ga oiit
by way of thie chimney, the women
and children live'in the fotid atmos-
phere all the winter. They spend
their time making cmic chairs andl
baskets, doing a lithé rude wood
ca¥ving; dnd knitting stockings, while,
'if tlie $now does ot melt in ' month
or s0; the prople burrdw tiniels. from
honse to louse, and so get n little’
society. Should a deatlt oceur, the
body is roughly Goffiried; and laid dpon
the rodf until o thaw: wnkes the
cemetefy -wceésnblb —-.Se{ucted. - 1

L Fgv e - e

“Skorers,” s:wsJosh Bnlhugs, “aﬁ;
pbor property, enny how: ;. if yowczmw-
late ithem yow lose diem, and if. yew |
tteop-thiem:rew loso:the mbeneat on £
mvest,mout..’ T

ey
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Trust in God.
YxARS cannot make their strength deeay,
Who lean upon the Lond,
Nor aye fling shadows o'er tho way
That's lighted by his word :
Their path does bright aud brighter shine,
Till perfect in the akics:
Awd life's coft eve is no decline,
For heavenwanl atill they rixe,

When winter s might hath rent the oak,
Or summer blights its shoot,

The streatns of God can hieal the stroke,
And sprout its deathicss root ;

And souls that have the fo intam quatied
Of Christ’s wound-healing side,

Arise immortal from the draught,
And hve through ham that sied.
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REMEMBER THE SABBATH DAY,
TO KEEP IT HOLY.

Ler me talk to you alittle about
Sabbath-keeping. In the first place
Remember! Do not forget the Sab-
bath day when it comes. You are
very busy, 1 suppose, in your studies
or in your sports. That is right.
But when Sunday comes, remember
that it is a day for sport to be laid
aside, a day for Bible study. Your
common duties and pleasures have no
business on the Lord’s day. So 7e-
member the Sabbath day.

It is the Sabbath, that is, it is a
rest day. Young people do not feel
tho need of rest, beyond the ordinary
sweet sleep of the night, so much as
grown people do. But still the Sab-
bath rest is-a blessing to children. It
would not be good for them to go on
| the year round with study and play,
woek after week, with no intermission.
But rest does not mean mere idleness.
Sleep is good in its place, but activity
of body is needed as well as sleep.
Rest is most truly gained through
. change of occupation. Thus if you

have been studying your usual lessons
diligently during tho school days, it
will rest your mind if on the Sabbath
you study tho Bible, 1t will mako
your mind much fresher on Monday
than if you were simply idle all the
Sunday through. 8o if your leisuro
hours during the week huve been full
of sport mud play, it will rest your
hody to gmve over yvour running and
mmping and all thaese various aetivi-
ties vou are so fond of, and take n
more saber and quiet method for ono
day.

Then the great thing is- to keep the
Sabbath holy.  Itis God's day. It is
not a holiday, as so many make it.
It is o holy day. It isn day for ro-
ligious worship.  Wo ought to be
religious, of course, every day. But
tho Sabbath is the specinl day for
religious worship.

WHAT ONE BOY MAY Do.

Ruonr Istaxp provides by law for
scientific temperance instruction in its
public schools. In one of the public
schools of Providence, as a pupil, is
little boy nine years old, whoso father
is a saloon-keeper. Taught at school
concerning the harmful nature and
effects of aleahiolic beverages, by a
teacher evidently interested to do her
duty in that respect, this little boy has
become also much interested in the
subject, and he has tried earnestly,
but hitherto unsuccessfully, to induce
his father to stop liquor-selling, und to
sign the pledgo of total abstinence.
The boy learned of the proposed pro-
hibitory constitutional amendment be-
fore the Iate eclection, and pleaded
carnestly with his father to voto for
it. Finally, about a fortnight before
the election, the father told him that
if he would earn six dollars and pay
him at the end of two weeks he would
vote for the amendment. The boy
promptly took the father at his word,
told some of his neighbours what he
wanted to do, and asked the job of
cleaning their cellars, which he did
thoroughly and satisfactorily, and was
paid therefor. In this way he earned
the six dollars, and paid within the
specified time to his father. The
father, as good as his word, voted jfor
the amendment /' That boy’s future is
assured. Temperance teaching in the
public school will doubtless prove to
him, as to many others, a life-long
blessing.—The Temperance Banner.

Tue Methodist Magazins scems to
improve with each number. A Nove
Scotin subscriber writes :—“I am do-
lighted with the great improvement
you have made in the past few years.
As a Methodist I am proud of
our handsome, able and interesting
monthly. It is more highly valued
in my home than the high-priced
American magazines. The latter are
80 intensely American that it is a
relief to get something Canadian in
sentiment. Y am glad that our Mag-

azine is Canadian as well as AMeth-
odist.”
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CONSTANTINOPLE BUTCHER.

CONSTANTINOPLE BUTCHER.

Tue above picture shows the qucer’
way in which the butchers of Constan.
tinople carry on their business. Many
of the streets are so narrow that there
is no room for carts; 80 most of the
traffic is by means of donkeys. You
see this fillow takes his whole estaby
lishment with hin. His shop and
stock-in-trade are torne by his donkey,
and he carvies his scales in his hands
and shouts his wares as he goes along.
No picture of streot lifo in Constanti-
nople would be complete without one
or more of its hungry curs. So here
wo have some of them prowling round
in hope of getting some scraps of
meat, and another is sleeping in tho
shade oblivious of even this boon.

“BIBLE FIRST, PAPA."

« Apourt forty years ago, a Christinn
man sat at his fireside in Philadelphia,
Near by him, playing on the tloor,
was his only child, & beautiful little
boy. It was early in the morning.
The day’s work had not yet bhegun;
and waiting for his breakfast, it may
be, the father took up the daily paper
to read. The boy at once climbed in-
to his lap, snatched away the paper,
exclaiming: ¢No, no, papa! Bible
first—Bible first, papa !’ That lesson,
taught by a little child, was probably
a turaing pointin the life of that man,
Death soon came and tore away the
sweet little preacher, but his morning
sermon was mnever forgotten. The
busingss man, in his loneliness and
sorrow, wont forth to do his work for
Christ. ¢Bible first, papa,’ was ever
ringing iu his ears. It becamo tho
motto of his life. Ho was exceedingly
prosperous in business. Wealth ac-
cumulated ; business increased ; friends
multiplied. But uppormnost in that
man’s heart was the procious word of
God. He rcad and studied it. As
toacher and superintendeat in the

Sabbath-school, he taught it. Ho did

more than this—he practised its pre
cepts.”

The gentlemnn referred to was the
well-known locomotive engine builder,
Matthins W, Baldwin, of Philadelphia,
Would not tho child’s ecry, * Bible
first 1" be an excellent motto for every
Sunday-school teacher in the land I—§
S. 8. LTimes.

~9-

JOHN BRIGHT ON SUNDAY-
SCHOOLS,

Mr. Jonxy BsiesT, of England,
speaking at a mission fair recently,
said that the Sunday-schools contribute
much toward the development of the
moral feclings, and that tho work per-
formed by them was of more import-
ance at the present moment than it}
had been at any previous period in
English history. The powers of mon.
archs wero lessening, and the influence
of the aristocracy was fading away,
‘The only power that was governing—
a power thnt would henceforth be
limited—was the power of the people.
He claimed, therofore, that the wmost
pressing need at the present time was
political education, by which there
could bo cultivated in the minds of
the peoplo o sense of their moral re
sponsibility. They should be taught
that labour would have its just
reward, and that the wealthy should
be pernitted to enjoy their riches in
sccurity. This is a sentiment worthy
of Mr. Bright, and as suitable for this
country as for Great Britain.

Frevey Wreks' Excursioy 1o
Eurore rorR $450. —In ocompliance
with numerous requests, the Rev. Dr.
Withrow proposes to organize a toutist
party of not less than twenty for a
summer oxcursion to Great Britain,
Holland, Belginm, tho Rhire, Ger
many, Switzerland, and France. It
will occupy cleven weeks, and cost
£450. Yor particulars address him at
the Methedist Book-Room, Toronto.
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CANADIAN BEAVERS.

OANADIAN BEAVERS.
BY THE EDITOR.

Every Canadian boy and girl should
know all about the beaver, the emblem
of their country—and a very good
emblem it is; and u very good motto
is “Busy as Beavers™ for all Can-
adians, old or young. Certainly the
beaver is & very industrious fellow,
and we need not be ashamed of him
upon our country’s crest. For so
small an animal he accomplishes very
remarkable works.

The averago beaver is about two
feet six inches long, and its tail is
about a foot longer. It will weigh
from thirty to sixty pounds. Its fore
legs are small, but the hind lege are
large and strong, and its feet ave web-
bed to the very claws, It is an awk-
ward animal on land, but just let it
dive into the water, and it is as active,
as graceful, and us much at home as a
bird in the air or a fish in the sea.

Tho tuost remarkable part of the
beaver is ita broad, flat, scale-covered
tail. It is used asa paddle in swim-
ming, as a trowel and hammer for
building, as a support when its owner
cita up, and it can strike such a violent
blow as to be heard half a mileoff. In
this way tho old sentinel beaver, who
18 on guard, gives warning of the
approach of an enemy, when splash |
overy tail disappears, and solitude
reigng again. The tail is & groat

favourite with Indians and hunters,
and, when it can be obtained, occupies
an important place in their feasts.

The most remarkable constructions
of the beaver are the dams and lodges
which they build. They are made in
order to secure a suflicient depth of
water to be secure agaiust freezing in
winter. Having selected a spot for
their village, or cluster of houses, thay
procced to cut down the trces with
which to build their dam. They always
cut down those up the stream, so that
they may float down with the current.
They have no cutting instruments-but
their broad, flat, sharp teeth ; but with
these they will bite off great chips,
and in a very short time cut down a
tree, cight or even ten inches through.

They select trees that lean over-the
water, and having felled them, they
trim off the branches, and cut them
into lengths cight or ten feet long.
Theso ave floated to the sita of the
proposed dam, where they are built
into their place with mud and stones,
till a brond and solid wall is made.
Where the current is gentle, the dam
is carried straight across; where-itis
swift, the dam is built with an angle
or convex curve up the stream. The
little architects exhibit as much science
in their construction as could the most
skilful civil enginecr.

The beavers’ houses are built of -the
same material, a chamber being left in

the middd2, the only entrancoe to
which is Iy an opening under the
water. '[he roof is made very thick
to resist the nttacks of the wolver-
ine, or glutton, next to man the
most dead!ly enemy of the beaver.
The tood of these hard-working
mechanies consists of the bark of
the a.pen willow, birch, poplar, and
alder, of which it lnys up in the
sutier a stack nenr its lodges.

The beaver once swarmed all
ovt Cuoada and the northern
Uioted & ates, and the traces of
the beaves dnms and beaver meadows
miay still, in many places, be seen.
3ut the iimplacable war of the trap-
per and fur trader has banished him
to the retwote regions of the north
and north west. For over 300 years
this warfire has been waged, and

the trade in beaver skins was one
of the gre..t inducements to the ex-
ploration of this continent. Ta-
dougae, Quebee, Three Rivers, Mon-
treal, Frcatenac, Fort Rouille (To-
routo), anel Detroit were the great
fur-trading; posts, of which Albany
and New York were for many years
the jealous rivals. Beaver skins
were useG instend of money-—one
skin being an equivalent for a two
dollar bill —rather an inconvenient
sort of crrrency to carry in one's
putse.  S'he pelts, as they were
called-—heuce the word peltries,—
were used for making beaver hats—
those fuzzy-looking things worn by
Uncle Sami in the comic pictures—
which used to be the favourite
head-gear of the dandies of Paris
and Lc.don. With the substitution
of silk for the shiny black hats now
worn, the heaver's occupation was
gone, and he was allowed, for a time,
to live o quiet life. Their fur has, of
late, been in. demand in Europe for
trimming dresses, coats, und gloves,
and forthwita a war is renewed in the
far wilds of Canada against the poor
beaver. So is the world bound to-
gether by tha ties of commerce.

The becvers aro caught by steel
spring traps, like huge rat traps,
chained to ajuarked tree. An Indian
or white trapper will visit fifty or sixty
traps in a circuit of thirty or forty
miles, and will catch one hundred or
one hundred and fifty beavers in a
season. In 1854-1856, the Hudson
Bay Company sold in London 627,655
beaver skins. No wonder the beaver
is getting scurce. Skins have varied
from $1 to $8 apieco. At one time in
the last century they were such a drug
in the market that an immense stock
was burned at Montreal to make the
rest worth exportation. The beaver
once flourishad in Europe, but is now
extinct.

&

A SaBBATH-5CHOOL teacher once
asked her class: “How did the Queen
of Sheba travel when she went to see
Solomon1” A little gir! answered:
¢ She went on the cars, for it says that
she came with a very great train.”

To a Little Boy.

Drar, thoughtful, gentle, iittle boy,

I'd not thy Loyish dreams destroy

By word or act, for wealth or joy
That's not been mine;

To make theo glad and never sad
I'd life resign.

I'd scatter roses, night and day,

Beneath thy feot along tho way

Till thou slcepest in thy bed of clay,
If 80 I could;

I'd bear thy load nlong tho rvad,
And thro' the wood,

And up the hill, and down again,

And far across the lonely plain—

By night, by duy—in sun or rain
Just thee to save

From fortune’s frown. I'd put it down
Beside thy grave.

X'd have thee play a mauly part,

I'd bavo thee wenr a manly heart,

Aud worship beauty, truth, ond art,
Thy whole life long—

And pity all that strive and fall
Amid tho throng,

No Hinding tears should burn thine cycs,
No thy heart harbour weary sighs—
But *air the winds and bright the skies
Would Lbe—ab, me !—
If X could lovo as One above,
Dear child, loves thee.
Joux ErxesT McCANN,

GOVERNING A BOY.
GrThold of the boy’s heart. Youder

locomotive with the thundering train |

comes like a whirlwind down the
track, and a regiment of armed men
might seek to arr st it in vain. It
would crush them and plunge unheed-
ing on. But there is a little lover in
its mechanism that at the pressure of
a man’s hand, will slacken its speed,
and in a moment or two bring it pant-
ing and still, like s whipped spaniel,
at your feet. By the same little lever
the vast steamship is guided hither
and yon on the sea in spite of adverse
winds or current.

That sensitive and soft spot by
which & boy's life is controlled is his
heart. With your grasp gentle and
firm on that helm, you can pilot him
whither you will. Never doubt that
he has a heart. Bad and wilful boys
very often have the tenderest hearts
hidden away somewhere beneath in-
crustations of sin, or behind barracades
of pride. And it is your business to
get at that heart, keep hold of it by
sympathy, confiding in him, manifestly
working only for his good, by little
indirect kindnesses to his mother or
sister, or even pet dog. Seo him at
his home, or invite him into yours,
Provide him some little pleasure, set
him to do some little service of trust
for you; love him; love him practi-
cally. Any way rule him through his
heart.

WORKING FOR JESUS NOW.

“Ir I can’t teach people to be good,
X can get them to come to Sunday-
school, and then somebody else can
teach thom,” said a little boy to him-
self.

Now is the word ; do for Jesus now.
Let every one of us find some work to
do for Jesus now. To-morrow is not
ours; it may never come,

omgg
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FOUNDING OF MONTREAL.

I the spring of 1642, the little
flotilla bearing the founders of the
future city of Montreal glided up the
river—Montmagny, as representing
the Hundred Associates, Maisonneuve,
the Jesuit Vimont, Madawme de la
Peltrie, Mademoiselle Jeanne Mance,

and about forty soldiers, artisgns and |

labourers. As they landed they fell
upon their knees and sanga hymn of
thanksgiving. An m]tm was soon
erected and decked with flowers, and,
in that magnificent amphitheatre of
nature, Father Vimont celebrated mass
and invoked the blessing of heaven on
the new colonists. “You are a grain
of mustard-seed,” he said, *“that sball
rise and grow till its branches over-
shadow the earth. God’s sniile is upon
you, and your children shall fill the
land.”  Thus religiously, in aceordance
with the Roman Catholic ceremonial
of the French settlers, were laid the
foundations of Ville Marie de Mon-
treal, the future commercial metropolis
of Canada.— Withrows “Uistory of
Canada.”

SLowLy sailed the lone flotilla from St.
Michel that spring-day,

Up the fair Canadian river, flowing proudly
on its way ;

Hour by hour, it plowed the current, in its
course unhindered, free,

Bearing souls that were brave- hea.rted to
a noble destiny.

Slowly sailed the lone flotilla, day by day,
until at last

On the glad gaze of the pilgrims rose an
island proud and vast,

Whence should rive a queenly city by th.
airs of heaven kissed,

Whose fair corner-stone, they reasoued,
ouly reasoned, should be Christ.

And along its shores they anchored, lit
their boats and trod the land,

In their breasts a purpose beating that was
lofty, Lold and grand ;

And they knelt that springtime morning
there together on the sod,

And they lifted up their voices in thanks-
giving unto God.

Then they rose up stronger, better, while
one said—* Now let us rear

In this very place an altar unto him we
love and fear ;

Thus they did, and then fair women, fu.u
and saintly, mid those hours

From the million blooms about them decked
it with a wealth of flowers.

Now before the shrine they ga,thered
kneeling there in loving trust,

While the priest clad in his vestments lifted
heavenward the Host ;

Silence 7~ and silence halloweéd filled the
place, and when was done

This swect rite of adoration to the hlgh aad
holy Oue,

The good Father, smiling sweetly, turned
and spake these words—* Ye are

As a grain of mmnitard seed, that’s wafted
hither from afar,

That shall grow until its branches over-
shadow all the carth,

For the work unto you given, loved ones,
is of heavenly birth.”

As he ceased a wondrous chorus sounded
forth ou either hand

From . . throats of feathered- -songsters,
" fairest, loveliest in the land,

While the air grew softer, sweetcr, and like

luien secmed the place,

[ .

Sinoe all life around, and in them, breathed
a fair and loving grace.

Slowly waned the day so grucious, slowly
= came the evening hour,

And on high the stars of splendour shed
their glow with kindly power ;

While, upon the holy altar with the rarest
flowers embossed,

Burned the lights with wondrous brightness
where stil] lay the sacred Host.

Then they pitched their tents—these pil-
grimis—lit their bivouac fires, and sang

Songs of love and fond thanksgiving that
out on the still air rang,

And upon their rude beds laid them down to
blissful sleep and rest, .

Only glad thoughts of the future beating in
each peaceful breast.

Down the ages has thisstory—this fair story
—come to us,

Of the birth-hour—shall we call it %—of &
mighty city ! Thus

We may see how from beginnings, very
feeble though they are,

There may grow in time a glory with the
glory of a star.

They were few in numbers only, they who
wrought so long ago,

Aye ! but they were Knights and Ladies full
of hope and faith, we know,

Each devoted to a calling that was holy in
its aim, .

For they lived but for the Master, not for
riches or for fame.

On the sheres of the St. Lawrence, flowing
to the oeean gray,

Stands a city full of grandeur, full of loveli-
ness to-day ;

And around it linger mem’ries ever glorious
and sublime,

That shall live through all the ages,
perishing with time.

never

Mem’ries speaking every hour, and in
tenderness and love,

'| Of that hero, dear to French hearts, Chome-

dey de Maisouneuve :
While, in return, his brave companions
lovingly they each recall,
Who, with him for guidc and leader, gave
the Northland Montreal.
Gxro. NEweLL Lovrioy.

ONE USE OF BIRTHDAYS.

You know that birthdays are the
days that our friends remember, and
tell us they do by sending us presents.
Now, these presents should always
mean this: “I send you this, to tell
you how glad I am that you were born.
You have made me happier because
you live in this world.” I wonder if
we are «ll trying to make our friends
feel this.

There i. . blue-eyed girl living not a
thousand w.iles from New York who
calls her birthdays “worth days.” She
is so sweet and lovable that every day
she lives is a “worth day ” to those
about her. 'We can 2ll make our days
“worthdays” to our friends, each day
richer and more happy because we live
here, if we try.

There are different ways of celebrat-
ing our birthdays, but these that are
most to be desired are thanksgiving
birthdays. Last winter there was such
a pretty birthday celebration not far
from Boston that I know you will en
Jjoy hearing about it.

The little girl was twelve years old:
She had been receiving presents and
birthday letters ail d‘ty. ‘Whean night

cameand the family wereall at dinner—
a dinner prepared especially to suit this
little girl—she came into the dining-
room carrying a tray, on which were a
number of paper parcels, neatly tied.
Each parcel had on it a white card,
with the name of some member of the
family and contained a gift. These
she gave to each one, to remember her
birthday by, she said, and had been
purchased by saving her own pocket
money. That certainly was a pretty
way of keeping a birthday. Giving,
you will find, makes you just as happy
as receiving, and sometimes more
happy. Ina small S8unday-school room
in New York Btate there is a pretty
money jug standing on the desk. On
the Sunday after each teacher’s and
scholar’s birthday they put into the jug
a penny for each year they have lived.
1 Johnny, who was five years old, brings
five pennies; Johnny's father, who is
thirty-eight years old, brings thirty-
eight pennies—one for each year.

This money goes to the mimsionary
society of the church.

These pennies must be thank offer-
ings. You might try it in your family.
Have a money jug on the dining-room
mantel, and use the pennies to‘buy
Christmas presents for soize one who
would not bave any Christmas if you
did not remember him. Call the jug,
“The birthday jug.”

PLAYING SALOON.

T Pittsburg Dispatch vouches for
the truth of the ﬁdlovmg touching
story :

“I hear that Smith has sold out his
saloon,” said one of a couple of middle-
aged men, who sat sipping their beer
and eating a bit of cheese in a Smith-
tield Street saloon last Friday night.
“Yes,” responded the other rather
slowly.

“ What was the reason? 1 thought
he was just coining money there.”

The other nibbled a cracker ab-
stractedly for a moment, and then said :

“It’s rather a funny story. Smith,
you know, lives on Mount Washington,
right near me, where he has an ex-
cellent wife, a nice home, and three as
pretty children as ever played out
doors. All boys, you know, the oldest
not over nine, and all about the same
size. Smith is a pretty respectable
sort of a citizen, never drinks or
gambles, and thinks the world of his
family.

“ Well, he went home one afternoon
last week, and found his wife out shop-
ping or something of that sort. He
went on through the house into the
backyard; and there, under an apple-
tree, were the little fellows play-
ing. They had a bench and some
hottles and tumblers, and were play-
ing ‘keep saloon.”’ He noticed that

‘they were drinking something out of a

pedl, and that they acted tipsy. The
youngest, who was behind the bar, had
& towel tied around his waist, and was
setting the drinks up pretty free.
Smith walked over, and looked in the
pail. It wasbeer, and two of the boys

were so drunk that they staggered. {
A neighbour’s boy, a couple of years
older, lay aslecp behind the tree.

“‘My God, boys, you. must not
drink that,” he said, as he lifted the six-
year-old from behind the bench.

“¢We's playin’ s'loon, pap:m, an’: 1
was a sellin’ it just like you,’ said the
little fellow. Smith poured out the
beer, carried the drunken boy home,
and then took his own boys in and put
them to bed. When his wife came
back, she found him crying like a
child. He came back down town that
night, and sold out his business, and
says he will never sell or drink another
drop of liquor. His wife told mine
about it, and she broke down crying
while she told it.”

This is a true story, but the name
was not Smith,

FOUR LITTLE CHILDREN.
Four littie children were playing
together near some water, when one:
of them fell in, and would have been
drowned, bad not his brother Jjumped
in after him and pulled him out.
Another brother helped to carry him
home, and their little sister followed
them. A little while after their father,
who had heard what had taken place,
called them to his study, that he might
reward them as they deserved. He
then asked the first: “ What did you

|} do when you saw your brother drown-

ing1?

“T rushed in after him and brought
- him.- out.” - .

“You did well;
ward.”

“ And what did you do?” turning
to the second.

“I helped to carry him home.”

“That was right; here
reward.”

“And what did you do, when you
saw your brother sinking?” speaking
to the last, a little gnl three years old.

«T prayed, papa.”

“You did your part, too, and well ;
here is a book for you, too.”

here is your re-

is your

A LITTLE GIRL'S SERMON.

A vEry little girl whose father.is a
minister had been sorely tempted to
play at the water-pail, which stood
upon a low bench within her rcach.
It was thought best not to remove it,
but to make it “a tree of the know-
ledge of good and evil” More than ]
once her chubby fingers had been
“snapped” by way of correction. At
two years old she went with grandma
to church, where her deportment was
very serious. On returnmg, some one
said, “ Well, so you’ve been to church”

“Yes.” «“And.did you hear pape
preach 1” ¢ Yes” «And what did
he say1” (Thoughtfully) “O—he

peach, an’ he pleach—an’ he tell ‘e |
peoples ’ey mus’ be—good chillens— §
an’—not play in ‘e water-pail.” The

conscientious baby is now a mature
Christian, teaching a great many other
children “not to play in the water-pail.”
-— Watshman. :

a
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.~ Drink Noti
BY LOMAX W. CHILDRESS.

Drixk not the wine that's flowing,
. For the tempter furks within ;
And once the poisoned liquid quaffed,
Your lips may always sin.
.Drink not.

Drink not, for homes are blasted,
And men both strong and brave

Sink down, touched by the fiend’s hand,
Beneath perdition’s wave.

i Drink not.

Derink not, for there is power
Within the flowing bowl
To light the fires that never die
Around a ruined soul.
Drink not.

Drink not, for still in memory clear
I ses & smiling hoy—
The pride of all who knew the lad,
His father’s hope and joy.
- Drink not.

Lsaw him in the spring of life
Ere yet the demon, drink,
ad caused his soul beneath a wave
Of sin and guilt to sink.
Drink not.

And yet again I saw him—
O the horror of that sight !
4 soul forever passing out
Iuto an endless night.
Drink not.

His blye eyes wildly staring
As he called for drink, more drink,
hile life was wavering to and fro
Upon the fitful brink.
Driuk not.

The rum fiend’s hand had done its work ;
A soul forever lost

Passed up unto the judgment-bar
To pay the fearful cost.
. Drink not.

Then, by the hopes you hold most dear,
Touch not the poisoned wine ;

For death eternal lurks beneath
Its tempting ruby shine.

: - Drink not.

And it were better you should lie
With sod upon your breast,
Te you should touch the carsed eup
That steals both peace and rest.
Drink net.

THE LOST BOYS.
A TRUE STORY.
BY ESTELLE MENDRLL.

Harrie and Percy were two little
boys that lived in a large city just
ross the river from New York. Can
Jou tell jts name$

Though only five and three years old,

€Y sometimes did very strange things,
d oncg they gave their mother a
great fright,

After breakfast one morning, they
: f"'ere playing on the wide stone walk
I front of their house, but they kept

8etting a little further off, first to see
| thig sight and then that, until they
Were many blocks away:

Their mother was so busy in the’

%use she did not miss them until
about tep, o’clock, when she looked all
| Over the large house, and called up
and dowp the street, but she could not
ﬁ“'i‘l them., She then went to the
lc)l(:llce station, and told the man in

2rge of her missing boys, their ages,

‘“}d how they were dressed.

\ Bat though many of the men with

brass buttons and elabs were hunting
for the little runaways—eleven, twelve,
one, two, three, four and five o’clock
went by, and they could learn nothing
about them. The father and mother
and brothers and sisters were also
wild with fears. What if some gipsies
had carried them off, or they had been
stolen like little Charlie Ross, or they
had gone to the river and were
drowned ! But I cannot tell you how
very badly they felt, and the many
fears they had during this long, sad
day that seemed like weeks or even
months to them, it was so awful.

About five o'clock, as the mother
stopped walking the floor and went to
look out of the window, who should
she see coming up the steps, whistling
as happy as could be, but little Harfie.

“ But where is dear little brother ?”
asked the mother, as she clasped
Harfie in her arms.

“J don’t know, mamma ; I haven't
seen him this good while ; he wouldn’t
come with me. But I'll find him if
you don’t cry so,” said Hacrfie, for the
first time thinking something very
bad had been done.

The mother and Harfie started at
once, and as he led the way through
street after street and alley after alley,
the mother felt sure she should never
find her baby boy. At last they met
a stout, bustling Irishwoman, who
said, ‘“Indade, ma’m, have you lost a
boy? I met one not long since, cry-
ing like his heart would break, but I
couldn’t git him to come in, the poor
little dear !”

“ Here’s where we played all day,
mamma,” said Harfie stopping in front
of a-long, dingy-looking feed-store,
“and I left him here.” But the
mother learned of the clerk that he
had been gone some two hours, geing
from there towards the river.

“Oh—h!” thought the mother as
she stood looking at the blue river,
“if my baby is drowned!” Just then
a dirty, ragged little boy stepped up
to her, and said, “Pat and Mike has
just gopbe to the station with a boy
they found, it’s right down this street
four blocks, ma’am.

You cannot kncw how happy these
words made the mother feel, and how
good this dirty ragged little boy looked
to her, and after giving him some
pennies, and thanking him, she went
as fast as she could to the station.
But they had just sent him heme in
charge of the boys who found him.

It was quite late and dark when
Harfie and his mother reached homie,
but they could see a crowd around the
steps, and hear them quarrel over the
reward for a half block away.

“ Here’s your boy, ma’am, I found
him!” came from some twenty boys
at once. .

But the first thing the mother did
was to take little Percy in her arms
and kiss him ; then she gave Pat and
Mike' each a dollar, and all the boys
went, off. .

You never saw such tired, dirty

; little fellows in your life as the mother

bathed and put to bed that night, and

as they saw how pale she looked, and |

heard her cry as she held and kissed
them, and told them how ‘sad she had
besr all day, they said, “ Don't cry
80, mamma ; we won’t never do so any
more.”

And T am glad to tell you they
never did.— Christian at Work.

&

HOW IT BEGINS.

“GIivE me a hali-penny, and you
may pitch one of these rings, and it 1t
catches over a nail I'll give you three-
pence.”

That seems fair enough : so the boy
handed him a half-penny and took the
ring. He stepped back to the stake,
tossed the ring, and it caught on one of
the nails.

“ Will you take six rings to pitch
again, or three-pence !”

“Three-pence,” was the answer ; and
the money was put in his hand. He
stepped off, well satisfied with what he
had done, and probably not having an
idea that he had done wrong. A
gentleman standing near him watched
him, and now, before he had time to
look about and rejoin his companions,
laid his hand on his shoulder.

“ My lad, this is your first lesson in
gambling.”

“ Gambling, sir ? »

“You staked your half-penny and
won six half-pence, did you not$”

“Yes I did.”

“You did not earn them, and they
were not given to you ; you won them
just as gamblers win money. You
have taken the first step in the path ;
that man has gone through it, and can
see the end. Now, I advise you to go
and give his three-pence back, and ask
him for your half-penny, and then
stand square with the world, an honest
boy.” A

He had hung his head down, but
raised it very quickly ; and his bright,
open look as he said, “I'll do it,” will
not soon bs forgotten. He ran back,
and soon emerged from the ring look-
ing happier than ever. He touched
his cap and bowed pleasantly as he
ran away to join his companions.
This was an honest boy, and doubtless
made an honorable man.— Morning
Star.

”
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A LITTLE PHILOSOPHER.

“Papa,” said the son of Bishop
Berkeloy, ¢ what is the meaning of the
words cherubim and seraphim, which
we meet in the Holy Scriptures ?”

¢ Cherubim,” replied the father, ‘“is
a Hebrew word signifying knowledge ;
seraphim is another word of the
same language, und signifies flame.
‘Whence # is supposed that the cheru-
bim are angels who excel in knowledge,
and the seraphim are angels likewise
who exocel in loving God.”

“T hope then,” said the little boy,
“when I die I shall be a seraph ; for
1 would rather love God than know all
things.”

What to Do with Idols.

"Twas a little Hindu maiden,

With a dark and flashing eye,
Moved to throw away her idols

By an impulse from on high,

¢ Look ! this wooden image, brother,
Never yet could see or hear !’

How the foolish thing we've mended,
Strange such rubbish we should fear ! ”

BROTHER.
‘“We can no more fear an Idol,
That is cruinbling to decay,—
It shall perish ! See, 'tis burning,—
Into smoke consumes away ! ”

SISTER.
‘“ As {or this great staring monster
Made of stone, with frightful face,
We will chisel off its features
And then roll it from its place.
Surely, as a god 'twill show it,-~
Some way try itself to save ;
If it is no god, then truly
We are fools for it to rave.”

BROTHER.
¢“ Only stone, it has no power,—
Cannot move itself to save,
"Tis not fit for us to worship,
"Tis not fit for us te have.”

SISTER.
‘‘ But, my brother, I am sinful,—
Bitterly with longing cry,
Who is there that can forgive me?
Is the living God on high?”

BROTHER,
“ Yes, my sister, Christ forgiveth,—
Dwells in heavenly mansions fair,
Once came down to dic and save us
From our sins, and lead us there.”

SISTER.
“Good news! good news! little brother,
He forgives | He is the Lord ;
You have heard this from the teachers
Who know all about his Word.”

BROTHER.
““ Yes, they tell me he’s our Saviour,
He van save us from our sin,
We have only just to trust him
And he’ll lead his fold within.
He will shelter, he will save us,
To him always we can pray,
For he is a King forever
And he’ll guide us every day.”

SISTER, (joyfully clapping her hands. )
I am happy ! I will serve him !
How my heart is full of rest,—
Since I know that he forgives me,
Loving, faithful Jesus Llest ! ”
EmiLy H. Pearsox,

NOBLE ANSWER.

“You ask,” said the famous Willinm,
Prince of Orange, to Sonoy, the gover-
nor, “if I have entered into a treaty,
or made a contract for assistance with
any powerful king? I answer that
before I ever took up the cause of the
oppressed Christians in the provinces,
I had entered into a close alliance
with the King of kings; and 1 am
firmly convinced that all who put their
trust in him will be saved by his
Almighty hand.” Afterwards, when
offered every personal and family
favour if he would but give over his
life-long endeavours to secure religious
freedom to the poor Netherlanders, the -
brave prince replied, *“He regarded
the welfare and security of the public
before his own, having already placed
his particular intercsts under his foot,

and was still resolved to, so long as
life should endure.”
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The Gospel Train.

Ttz Gospel train is coming,
I hear it just nt hand |
I hear its echioes waking,
And soundiug through the land !
It's coming 'round the mountain,
By the rivers and tho lakes,
The Savioun is on board it !
Controlling steamn and biakes.

It's nearing now the station,
Say ! shall it come in vain?

O come, sccure your ticket,
In timo to take the train.

The fare is low and ALL may go,
‘The rich and poor aro thero;
No sccond-class aboard the train!

No difference in the < ol

Tho traia is at the platform now,
*Twill soon pass up the lino t
O Now you have a chance to go,
But the train must make her time,
No red tlag ! —not another train
To follow on the line ¢
O sinner, you're forever LOST,
If once you're left behind ¢

This train has ne'er run off the track !
Has passed through every land !
Millions redecemed from sin on board
O come and join the band.
A FREE PAss Jesus offers
Through to the heavenly shoro !
Now all aboard ! —Now Ald, ABGARD !
There's room for millions more.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER,

STCDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.
B.C. 1571.) LESSUN VI, {(May 8.
THE CHILD MOSES,

Ezxod. 2. 1-10.

Goubex TeXT,
The Lord is thy keeper.  Psa, 191, 5,

Cumnut to mem, ve, 7-10.

OUTLINE,
1. The Mother.
2, The Child.
3. The Princess,
Time,—1571 B.C.
Pracr  Egyvpt. Zoan, (%)
LxrraNamioxs.—7he house of Levi—A
descendant of Jacob’s third son.” The first
mention of the growing tribe or clan,  Could
not lonyer hide him—Because he was growing
rapidly, and could not, in the nature of
things, be hidden. An ark of bulrushes. -
The same Hebrew word is used for Noah's
ark. This was & little boat woven of
]»apyrus, a reed threo curnered in shape, as
arge as your finger, and ten fect long,
Slime and with putch—~Perhaps clay, from
which the bricks were made, and bitumen,
His ritter --Miriam  She and Aaron were
Loth older than Moses.  7%he danghter of
Pharaoh came — Showing that the parents of
Moses lived near the court of the king. /e
became her son—This refers to her formal
adoption of the boy.

TeacuiNgs or THE Lrssox.

Where, in this lesson, can you find—
1. Anillustration of faith?
2. An illustration of sympathy ?
3. Anillustration of devotion to duty?

THe Lressoy CATECHISM.

1. What great leader of the Israclites was
born in Egypt? Moses. 2. Where did Ins
mother place hitn while an infant, in order
to save {xia life? In the ark of bulrushes.
3. Who found tho child Moses in the river
and adopted him asher son? The daughter
of King Pharaoh. 4. \Where was Moses
brought up? In the palace. 5. \What does
God's care for Moscs show, as stated in the
Goroey Texr? ““The Lord,” ete.

DoctriNaL SteoesTioN.—The work of
faith,

Catecniis  QUESTION.

22. What is the misery of the stato into
which man fell?  All mankind, Leing born
in sin, and following the desire of their own
hearts, are liable to the miseries of this hife,
to bodily death aud to the pains of hell
bereafter,

{Ephesiansii. 3 ; Galatians iii. 10 ; Romaus

B.C. 1491.,] LESSON VIL
. THUR CALL OF MO3RS.
Ezxod, 3. 1.12,

[May 15.

Commit to mem. vs. 2-5,

GoLDEN TEXT.

I will be with thy mouth, tid teach theo
what thou shalt say. Exod. 4. 12

QuTLINEK.

1. Moses.
2, The Call.

Tinx.~1491, B.C.

Prace.-—Haoreb, or Mouct Sinai, in the
Arabian peninsula,

ExrraNations.—Back sile of the desert—
The part of the desert farthest from the
land of Goslien,  Desert does not here mean
o barren, sandy waste, for it such a place
thero would have been no pasture, but a
wild, deserted place. 7' mountain of
God~—Horeb, not so called thien, but, when
this record was written, it tad becomne so
known, and Moses calls it Ly anticipation
by its woll-known name.  The Angel of the
Lord—=The mamfestation of tiod by fire
the bush, Seo Psa. 104, 4. Jesus Christ,
the eternal Son.  God of thy father—This
means, as ko often, tho God of your fore-
fathers.  Abrahamm was uot his father,
Amram was.  But the Jews called Abraham
their father.  Land flowing with mitk and
honey—"That 13 & laud of imarvellous fertility.
The expreasion i3 & comr wn eno in Oriental
literatures.  flace of° the Canaanites—The
particular place of the nation to bo is thus
again designated,  In Bgypt these nations
were well known, ko am J—An ex-.
pression of humility and feeliog of unworthi.
1tess for 80 great a mission. v, doubtless,
temembered his first failure.

Tracuings oy Tk Lessox,

\Where, in this lesson, are we taught—
1. Fidelity in every calling?
2. Reverence for God’s presence?
3. Confidence in God's promises ?

Tur Lrssox CaTeCiISH.

1. Where did Moses go, to escape from
Ring Pharwoh? Into the wilderncss. 2,
How long did he live there?  Forty years,
3. From what did God spenk to Moses?
From a burning bush, 4. What did he
command Moses to do? To lead the Isracl-
ites out of Egypt. 5. What was God's

promise to Moses inthe GoLors Texr? I
will be,” ete.
DocrrivaL StaorstioN.—Divine com-

passion.
CATECHISM QUESTION,

23. But are all mankind, being born in
sin, born without hope? No; for a Saviour
was provided from the beginning, and ol
that come into the werld receive of his
wince und his Spirit
[Genesis din. 155 John i. 5; John i, 9, 10.)

GOING THE WRONG WAY.

“You are going the wrong way,”
said the conductor of a trmin on the
railrond to a passenger, on receiving
lis ticket. That assertion fell very
uapleasantly upon the ear of him who
had made the mistake. Still, it was
not i very serious ono. It could be
corrected.  He was advised to get out
at the first stopping place, and to take
the opposite train on its arrival,

Going the wrong way ! In another
sense, this is affectingly true of thou.
sands.  Jtis true of the child who goes
not in the way of its parents’ comn-
mands. It is true of the man who,
with hot haste, is in pursuit of the
riches, or honours, or pleasures of
earth. Tt is true of every one whose
course has not been changed —who is
not running the Christini race. Says
the Saviour, “Enter yo in at the
straight gate; for-wide is the gate,
and broad is the way, that leadeth to
destruction, and muny there be which
go in thereat ; because saaight is the
gate, and narrow is the way, which
leadeth unto life, and few there be
that find it.”

Oh, how many are now hurrying on
toward cternal death, while they are
vainly hoping to reach, at the cnd of
their course, the New Jerusalem

above! They are going the wrong
wny. The language of God to them

is: “Turn ye, turn ye, from your evil
ways ; for why will you die?” Turn
to-day. Soon it will be too Into; soon
destruction will become inevitable,

A PATIENT ELEPHANT.

“Trut, wy grandehildren,” writes
the Bishop of Caleutta, “that an
clephant here hada disease in his eyes.
For three days he was completely
blind. His owner, an English officer,
asked my dear Dr. Webb if he could
do anything to reliove the poor nnimal.
The doctor said he would try the
nitrate of silver, which was a remedy
commonly applied to similar diseases in
the human eyes. The Iarge animal was
ordered to lie down, and at first, on the
application of the remedy, raised a inost
extraordinary roar at the acuto pain
which it oceasioned. The eflect, how-
cver, was wonderful. The eye was in
& manner restored, and the animal
could partinly see. The next day,
when he was brought and heard the
doctor’s voice, he Iny down of himself,
placed his enormous head on one side,
curled up his trunk, and drew in his
breath (just like a man about to endure
an operation), gave a sigh of relief
when it was over, and then by trunk
and gesture, evidently wished to ex-
press his gratitude.  What sagacity !
What a lesson of patience!”

A FTAITHFUL DOQ.

A cuiLp playing on Roshe’s Wharf
with a Newfoundland dog belonging
to his father accidentally fell into the
water. The dog immediately sprung
after the child, who was six years old,
and seizing the waist of his little frock,
brought him into the dock, where
thero was a stage by which the child
held on, but which he was unable to
get on the top of. The dog, secing he
was unable to pull the little fellow out
of the water, ran up to the yard
adjoining, where u girl nine years of
age was hanging out clothes. e
seized her by the frock, and, notwith-
standing her exertions to get away,
suceceded in dragging her to the spot
where the child was still hanging by
his hands to the stage. On the girls
taking hold of the c¢hild, the dog
assisted her in rescuing the little
fellow from his perilous situativn.

Doyt Smoxk.—*1t is curious, doc-
tor, that every time I smoke after
dinner I have something dazling in
my eyes. \What canyoudo for that{"
“Eh!” said the doctor with a smile;

“don't smoke.” Tho patient was
nonplussed. He hadn't thought of
chat.

“ Maxya,” said a little boy, * there's

something squenking in my ear. I
hear it every little while. There, it

squoke again |”

SUNDAY-SCHOOL
REWARD -+ GARDS.

Extraordinary!

Wy havo just opence up the most clegant
lino of

Sunday-School Reward Cards

over shown in Canada for the money. The
average size of the card 1s 6 x 6 inches
Each package containg 10 cards, with Scrip-;
ture texts and verses by Miss Havergal.

&&r Please order by numbers,

. Laundscape and Floral designa.
. Floral designs.

249, Landscapo und Floral designs.
. Landseape duesigus.

. Floral designs.

. Floral designs.

. Florul designs.

. Floral desigus,

. Floral and Lundscape designs.
. Floral designs.

Flora, designs.

. Floral designs.

. Iloral designs.

. Floral designs.

. Floral designs.

. Iloral designs.

. Lundscapo designy,

. Lundscape desigus,

. Lundscape and Flovad desigus,
. Landscape aud Floru! desigos.

Send for a sample package and
examine them.

Price per package—30 Cents.

Muiled post free on receipt of price,

NEW ISSUE.
LILY SERIES.

Only 35 Cents Each.
Half Bound, Board Covers, asuitable for
Libraries.

‘e following volumes are now ready:—

Queeehy. By Miss Wetherell,
Ol Helinet, . «
Daisy. (L «

Melbourae House. By Miss Wetherell.
Wide, Wide World, ‘"
Aur:t June's Hevo.
Flower of the Family.,
Without & Home. By E. P, Roe.
His Sombre Rivala, ¢
Near to Nature's Heart. By 1. P. Roe.
Little Women. By Miss Alcott.

GOO(’ \vi\'l!«s. 3 4

Jessamine, By Marion Harland.

By Mra. Preutisa,

&4y Othier voluines will follow.

- —

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Pusrisues,
78 & 80 Kixg 8T. East, ToroXTO,

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Qno: ;
S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.




