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THE STORY OF “PANSY,

%I am going to write a sketch of ¢ Pansy,””
I said to one of the young ladies in our
Public Library, “and I would like to take
gseveral of her books home, to look them
over.”

“There are none in,” she replied,

% None in, when I see by your catalogues
you have several of each of her more than
fifty volumes 7’

“QOh ! there is one in—Mrs, Harry Harper
Awakening, but that will probably be taken
out during the day.”

% What is the reason * Pansy’s’ books are
always in demand 9

“Because they, are bright reading for
young people, and aspure as they are bright,
and we like to specially recommend them,
When hundreds cometo us, and ask -what
they shall read, among those of the few un-
exceptionable writers we can always speak
well of the ‘Pansy books,’ and the boys
and girls always come back pleased, and ask
for others by that author.”

What is true of “the Pansy books,” in
the Public Library of Cleveland, I doubt
not to be true of them in the libraries of
other cities, _

I have just beenreading Mrs, Alden’s “One
Commonplace Day.” Ihavebeen with poor
Kate Hartzell to the picnic, and felt ashamed
of Fannie Copeland, or any other girl who
is too proud to associate with a noble-

“hearted young woman because she helps to

wash dishes and make bread. I have felt a
great liking for Mildred Powers, who,

though her father wasa judge at Wasbington, | -

put on no airs, and was thoroughly kind to
everybody, I have followed Rate to the
home of the drunken father and drunken
college-brother, and have seen how a girl
really can be a ministering angel, I under-
stand, I think, the reasons for the perennial
popularity of the “Pansy books.” They
waken the music of the noble chords of the
soul. In their influence, as compared with
that of the usual Sunday-school book, or
work of light fiction, lies.the difference that
exists between waltz and oratorio,

It was years ago that Iread Ester Ried,and
cried over Ester’s death, as I suppose thou-
sands of others have dome. - After that I
was always wondering how the author of
that most magical book talked and looked
and if I should like her if I ever saw her.

Oneday I heard that  Pansy” was to con-
duct the primary department of the Sunday-
school Assembly at Framingham, Mass. So
I went out from-Boston to hear her.

When I arrived, I found a crowded house
listening to & sweet-faced woman, in early
life, much younger than I had supposed,
with arich, pleasant voice, heard in every
part of the house, and with a most attrac-
tive and womanly manner., She was natu-

ral, interesting and earnest. It is unneces-
sary to add that I liked her. -
And now what has been the history of
this very successful woman ?.
Born in Rochester, N, ¥,, in 1842, sh
had two blessings, perhaps the. greatest
earthly gifts: a father and amother who were
wise, patient, tender, helpful under all cir-
cumstances. The father held wonderfully
pronounced convictions on all. the great
questions of the day ; he wasa atrong tem-
perance man, o strong anti-slavery man, a
leader in every moral reform, and pressing
forward, alone oftentimes, for public opin-
ion was not educated up to his standard,
whereas now he would have hosts of co-
laborers, The noble man standing solitary
upon advanced positions, upon high, lonely

was much disturbed ; but the father moun-
ted his baby in triumph on his shoulders,
snd called her his own little pansy-blossom ;
and from that time the sweet name clung to
ber.. Thus gentle was the man of strong
thought, over & thing that could not be
helped, and which was done in innocency.
A less thoughtful parent might have pun-
ished the child, and then wondered as she
grew older that she did not develop lovelier
traits! How often we spoil the flowers in
our home gardens !

A little incident which I have heard Murs,
Alden relate, shows not only the love with-
in that early home, but the skill of the
father in the character-forming of bis child.
“I recall,” said she, “a certain rainy day,

when I hovered aimlessly from sitting-room

MRS. G. B, 4LDEN {‘PANBY”),

look-outs, lived half a century ahead of his
time, The mother was a sunny-hearted
self-forgetful woman, devoted to all that
was pure and “of good report,”
Their little girl, Isabella, received her now
famousname of * Pansy,” from an incident
in her baby-life, The mother had a choice
bed of great purple and yellow pansy blos.
soms, which she was treasuring for a special
occasion. One morning the wee child, be-
ing in a helpful,” loving mood, sallied out
and picked them every one, and bringing
the treasures in her arms showered them in
her mother’s lap, with the generous state-
ment that they were * every one for her,”
They were to have been used on the
evening following, and the good mother

to kitchen, alternately watching my father
at his writing, and my mother at her cake-
making, She was baking, I remember, a
certain sort known among us as ‘patty-
cakes,” with scalloped edges, and raisins
peeping out all over their puffy sides. I
put in an earnest plea for one of the ¢ pat-
ties? as it came from the oven, gnd was re-
fused, Disconsolately I wandered back to
father’s side. He was busy with his annual
accounts. :Our bomé was in a manufactur-
ing town, where the system of exchange,
known as *due-bills,’ wasin vogue, Some-

thing caught my eye which suggested the|
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amount mentioned in the due.bill, and my
father replied that of course one had the
right to issue a due-bill to a man who had
carned nothing, if for any reason he desired
to favor him, and that ther *he sum wounld
become that man’s due, because of the name
signed,

“I remember the doleful tone in which I
seid, ‘I wish Ibad a due-bill.” My father
laughed, tore a bit of paper from his note-
book, and printed on it in letters which his
six-year-old daughter could read, the words:

DEAR MoTHER:

PLEASE GIVE OUR LITTLE GIRL A PATTY-OAKE
FOR MY BAKE, : FaTHER.

#1 carried my due-bill in some doubt to
my mother, for she was not given to chang-
ing her mind, but I can seem to see the
smile on-her fice as she read the note, and
feel, again the pressure of the plump, warm

"|cake which was promptly placed in my
!4 hand.

“The incident took on special significance
from the fact that I gave it another applica-
tion, as children are so apt to do., AsI
knelt that evening, repeating my usual
prayer: ‘Now Ilay me down to sleep,’
and closed it withthe familiar words : * And
this I ask for Jesus’ sake,’ there flashed over
my mind the conviction that this petition
was like the ‘due-bill’ which my father had
made me—to be claimed because of the
mighty name signed. I do not know that
any teaching of my life gave me a stronger
sense of assurance in prayer than this ap-
parently trivial incident.”

“Pansy” began to write little papers very
early in life, which she called *composi-
tions,” and which were intended for her
parentsonly, From her babyhood shekept
a journal where the various events of the
day were detailed for the benefit of these
same watchful parents. There could have
been little that was exsiting ornovel in this
girlish life, but the child was thus trained
to express her thoughts, and to be observing
—two good aids in her after.life, She was
also encouraged to send long printed letters
each week to her absent sister, tellig her
of the home-life, and describing persons and
places, *Pansy” was very bappy in all
this work, stimulated by gentle appreciation
and criticism,

When “Pansy’’ was perhaps tzn years old,
one morning the old clock, whick she
“really and truly” supposed regulated the
sur - :dlanly stopped. Such an event had
nevei- -Zafore occurred. She considered it
worthy of a special chronicle,and forthwith
wrote the story of its hitherto useful life
and the disasters which might have resulted
from its failure in duty. This clock was
very dear to the father and mother, being
astociated with the beginning of their early

married life. When “ Pansy’s” story was
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read, she was startled, almost frightened,
over this discovery —that it drew tears to
her father’s eyes. He said he would like
to bave the story in print, the better to pre-
serve it, and that she might sign to it the
name of “ Pansy,” both because that was'his
pet name for her, and because the language
of the flower was “tender and pleasant
thoughts,” and these she had given him by
her story,

How pleased the little girl was that she

bad made him happy, and that when a real
story of hers was in black and white where
the world could read it, none would know
the real author except the family. How
her heart beat when the little ten-year-old
author looked upon ker first printed article,
all those know who have ever written for
the press,
. Her first book, “Helen Lester,” was not
published until ten years later. She wrote
it in competition for a prize, and was so
fortunate as to gain it, This greatly en-
couraged her, though her hest encourage-
ment was, a3 she says, ‘the satisfaction
which the little printed volume bearing the
pet name * Pansy,’ gave to my father and
mother,”

Following upon that first little hook,
¢ Pansy’s” literary work has been constant
and most suctessful. She has written be-
tween fifty and sixty volumes, of which
over one hundred thousand copies are sold
annually. They are in every Sunday-
school, and in well nigh every home, Itis
believed that * Ester Ried” has had the
largest sale, and has exerted the most bene-
ficent influence of all her works, Of this
book, Mrs. Alden says : “The closing chap-
ters were written while I was watching the
going out of my blessed father’s life, To
the last he maintained his deep interest in
it, and expressed his strong conviction that
it would do good work. It went out hal.
lowed with his prayers, and is still bearing
fruit which will add to his joy, I believe, in
heaven, The last chapter was written in
the summer of 1870 with the tears dropping
on my father’s new-made grave.”

The titles of. Mrs; Alden’s books are
familiar in all households : # Four Girls at
Chantaugua,” with its charming sequel,
“Chautanqua Girls at Home,"” “Tip Lewis
and his Lamp,” “Three People,” * Links in
Rebecea’s Life,”” * Julia Reid,” “Ruth Ers-.
kine's Crosses,” “The King’s Daughter,”
“The Browning Boys,” * From Different
Standpoints,” “Mrs. Henry 'Harper’s
Awakening,” ‘. The Pocket-Measure,”
“ Spun from Fact,” * Christie’s Christmas,”
ote,—titles familiar in all public libraries,
and to Sunday-school librarians in all de.
nominations. Though she is an adept in
the arts and peculiar fascinations of the
novelist, a master-analyst of the subtler
wotkiugs of the human heart, she has from
the outset dedicated her work to the ad-
vancewent of the Christian religion in the
home-life and in the business life ; to mak-
ing ‘alive and important and binding and
“altogether lovely,” the laws of the Bible,
The glittering prospects of other fields in
literature have not allured her aside,

But Mrs. Alden’s books are only a por-
tion of her life work. Her husband, Rev.
G. R. Alden, is the pastor of a large church,
and she works faithfully at his side, having
a high ideal of the duties and peculiar op-

_portunities of a minister’s wife. She is
president of the missionary socisties, organ-
izer and manager of a young people’s
branch, superintendent of the primary de-
partment of the Sunday-sehool, and the
private counsellor of hundreds of young
people. While she enjoys her literary work,
ghe makes it subservient to her church and
Sunday-school work.

She says, “ My rule has been to write
when I can get & chance, subject to the in-
terruptions which come to & mother, a
housekeeper, and a pastor’s wife,”

Yet for seventeen years Mrs, Alden has
been under contract (never broken) to keep
a serial story running in the Herald and
Presbyter, through the winter; and for ten
years she has given her summers largely to
normal.class work at all the principal Sun-
day-school assemblies, having been several
times at Chautauqua, Framingham and
Florida, and is under engagement to do the
game work in Kansas, Nebraska, Wisconsin
and Tennessee, .

One would suppose that with all this
work, Pansy’s hands would be full to over-
flowing. But she finds time to do more
than this, For twelve years she has pre-
pared the Sunday-school lessons for_ the
primary department of the Westminster

Teacher, the organ of the Presbyterian Board,
and has been for two or more years the
editor of their Primary Quarterly.

And thereis more to tell. For eleven

Years she has edited the Papsy, the well.
known Sunday magazine for boysand girls,
and thereis always in this a serial story
from her pen and a continned Golden Text
story, besides innumerable short stories,
which now, collected, make a complete
Primary Sunday-school library of about
forty volnmes. . o
One of the most interesting things in con.
nection with this magazine, is the * Pansy
Society,” composed of those children who
are subscribers, and who are pledged to try
and overcome some besetting fault, and who
take a whisper-motto : “I will do it for
Jesus’ sake.” All who join, have a badge,
a beautiful pansy painted on white satin,
and fastened at the top by & silver pin,
The members of this society from Maine
to Louisiana, write to “Pansy,”” and, mother-
faghion, she answers them, a hundred or
more & week. Already there are thousands
of members, who are trying to stop fretting,
to obey parents, to be" patient, to say only
kind words of others, to overcome careless-
ness, and to make somebody happy. The
amount of good done by this beautiful sim.
{J_Ie means to form correct habits in early
ife, is simply incalculable,

The letters from the little ones among
the members are full of naiveinterest, many
written with a hand just beginning to do its
first work with the pen.

One older child writes :

Maroma says I ought to tell you at the com-
mencement that I am eleven years old, but o
poor penman, and she is afraid you cannot read
my letter, but I will try and do my best.
have taken the Pansy for. two years and enjoy
it very much, After reading it Isend itin a
mission barrel to the children in Utah. I bad
rather keep them, but mamma thinks X ought
to let some one else enjoy them. I have read
all your books except one or two of the Iast,
From reading ** The Pocket Measure,” I learned
how nice it was togive, Mamma specially likes
‘* Mrs, Solomon Smith Looking on.” I would
like to become & member of the Pansy Suciety.
I have tried for & week to find the fault that I
want most to overcome, but I do not know
which one it is, I have so many ; it seems to me
ag if everyone elge had but one fault, Oueis
my not obeying quickly when mammsa speaks,
I had rather read your books and magazines
than do what I ought, I do like to read very
much, Auncther iz my temper, which is very

uick ; when anything 1s said which irritates me

speak quick even to my dear mamma, I pra§
over 1t and work hard to overcomeit. . .
have a pioture of you which papa isgoing to have
framed and hung up in my chamber, so that I
can look at it and think of you.,

Lotters come, too, from mothers and
teachers, telling of the beautiful work of the
Pansy societies, One mother writes of her
own home club formed of her six children.
She says :

‘We are trying to make its influence for good
extend far and near. At Christmas we got to-
gether & large lot of old toys, picture-books, etc.,
with boxes of cake and bonbons, and sent them
to some poor children in our community who
were not able to buy new ones. We also sent a
box of Christmas goodies to ench of the real old
Iadies and gentlemen living near us, who were
likely to be overlooked in the overflow of young
life surrounding them. Also sent out some
suitable presents and eatables to needy colored
families, .

For St. Valentine's Day some valentines were
prepared and sent to such children as would be
likely to be forgotten on this festive occasion,
The Pansy has been a regular visitor here for the
past four or five years, and we would feel very
much as if one of the family were gone, if we
wera deprived of it.

Mrs, Alden is_still in _the fresh prime of
her strength, She carries her work with
quick step and sunny uplook., She is so
wise and so friendly, 80 good an interpreter
—let us be glad that the eloquent pen is a
swift one and tireless,—Sarah K. Bolton, in
Wide Awake.

——lpe—me
BOYS, HELP US,

Why fs it that some boys are willing to
sit around doing nothing, while their over-
worked mother is struggling against nature
and fate to do about half the work waiting
for their hands? Only the other day we
saw three large, able.bodied boys Iounging
about the house, not knowing what to do
with themselves, while their mother, tired
and pale, was trying to do all the work for
a large family and company alone. Not a
hoy’s work to help about the house? Why
not? Is there anything about washing
dishes that will injure him or which he can-
not learn to do well? or about mak.

ing beds, or sweeping, or setting the

table, or washing or ironing, or cooking a
plain'meal of victuals{ Some have an idea
that this is ¢ girl’s work” and it isn’t manly
and of no practical use. - On the contrary,
there is much to benefit him in such work,
the most important of which is the idea tha
it isn’t wanly to let the weaker vessel carry
all the burdens, when it is possible for atrong
young hands to belp, '

Most boys who are mot overworked in
other directions would gladly help in the
house if they were asked to do so, and were
taught how to do the work properly,
Many & smart boy wants to help this tired
mother, but does not know how beyond
bringing in the wood and the water and
shovelling a path through the snow. That
dong; she tells him to go and play whileshe

shame | It isa positive barm to a boy’s
moral cbaracter to allow him $o think it
right to be idle while his mother is stagger-
ing under her burdens, Let the boys belp,
and those who can’t get help “ for love or
money,” as they often write us, will see
their troubles disappear, )

“But,” says one, “would you have our
boys to lose all their fun? Boys must play
and have a good time sometimes” Yes,
verily, so say we. But we are pleading for
a good time all around. Ng true boy
would play all the time, while his mother
and sisters were slaving themselves to death,
if he knewit, Help your mother, boys!
You will never regret it, you may be sure,
and instead of making you seem less manly,
it will only make you seem as you are,
manly enough to assist the weaker and help
to carry their burdens,—d4 Motker, in Ohris-
tian at Work,

SCHOLARS’ NOTES,

(From International Question Book.)
LESSON IIL—OCTOBER 18.
POWER TO FORGIVE SINS.—MATT, §:1.8,
CoMMIT VERSES 4-T.

GOLUEN TEXT,

The Bon of man hath power on earth to for-
give sing.~Matt, 9: 6,

- CENTRAL TRUTH.

Jesus Christ forgives the sins of all who
come to him in faith.

DAILY READINGS,

M. Matt. 9: 18,
T, Mark 2; 112
W. Luke 5182,
Py, 103:1.22
T, Acts 8:1-11
Pg, 82 :111,
Sn.,  Isa. 66:1-18,
INTRODUCTION.~-In this part of Matthew the
events are not arranged in chronological order,
but are grouped about the city of Caperaaum,

HELPS OVER HARD PLAUES,

1. HE ENTERED A SHIP—to rveturn from the
country of the Gadarenes, This verse belongs
to the last chaper. 2 BROUGHT TO HIM—
through the roof of the house where he was
preaching to crowds (see Mark 2:1.4), PALSY—
paralysis; a type of sin which destroys power
ot right action, and leads to uselessness, torture
and death., SEEING THEIR FAITH--shown by
their great exertious to reach Jesus. THY SINS
BE (&r€) FORGIVEN THEE—Jesus saw that this
was the greatest desire of the man who was
vear deatli, and whose disease may have been
the fruit of his past sins, 8, SORIBES—the
teachers of the Jews, equivalent to clergymen
among us. BLASPHEMETH—by taking upon
himsell powers that belong Lo (3od alone, hence
mukiog himself equal with God, 6. WHETHER
IS EASIER TO SAY—not which is easler tv do,
but to prove the truth of what-yousay. As, for
{ngtance, it is not as easy to speak Chinese as
French, but it is easier for one who is ignorant
to say that he can speak Chinese, for few could
detect Liis pretensions, but maultitudes could de-
tect his pielensions to Freuch. 6. BUT THAT
YE MAY ENOW—by & divine act which they
could see, be proves the reality of the other di-
vine act they could not see.

QUESTIONS.

INTRODUCTORY,—~Where, in the order of
time, <oes this lesson belong i When and
where did this miracle take placef Does verse
1 belong to this lesson or 10 the lasty  Why is
Caperpanm called * his own city”t (Matt.
4:13.)

BJECOT : A PARABLE OF S8IN AND RE-
8U DEMPTION.

1. THE PARALYTIO; A TYPE OF THE SINNER
(vo'2; Mark 2:14),—What was Jesus dolng one
day in hisown city$ What is sald of the num.
bers who came to hear him$ Why did they
come to Jesus in such crowdst Who was
brought to the house during the preachingt
By how many! What is the palsy!
What did they do when they reached the
house? In what way did they make an en-
trancet .

In what respects i§ paralysis a type of the
moral disease of sinf OCan tbe sinner cure him-
selft Are most sinners brought to Christ
by means of friendst , What do the four help-
erg of this sick man teach us about helping
otherst

1I. SALVATION FROM SIN BY FAITH (V. 2),—
What showed the falth of these ment What
did Jesus say to the sick mani Why did he
say thls before he bealed the mani May the
paralytic have desired this most in his heart!
Wasit the greater blessing! What 18 it to have
our sing forgiven! Why 1s faith necessary to

thist

plods wearily on, Notaboyswork? For(®’

III, SALVATION PROVED (vs., B58).—Who
made objeciion to what Jesus didt What'did
they call it1 How did they argue it to be
blasphemy ! (Mark2:7) Would it have been
blasphemy if Jesus were not divinet How did
Jesus angwer them? State his argument In
Four own words. What did he now do for the
gllgzllg ,mani ‘What did the multitude do in view

How can we prove that our sins are for-
givent (2 Cor, 7:11; Acts 2:28) Will God
help our temporal needs alsof Can be do this
more easily if we repent and love him? (Rom.
8:28; Ps. 108217, 18.) :

LESSON IV.—QCTOBER 23,
THREE MIRACLES—~MATT, §: 188,
ComMumIT VERSES 23-26,
GOLDEN TEXT.

.%:cording to your faith be it unto you.--Matt,

: CENTRAL TRUTE
Faith Is the condition of the highest temporal
and spirttual blessings. .
DAILY READINGS.

M. Matt 8:18-8L
T. Mark 5: 21-48,

W. Luke § :40-56.
Th., Heb, 11: 1-10,
P, Luke 18: 1-8,
Ba, John9:1-25.

Su. Jan.es2:14.28,

PARALLEL ACCOUNTS,—Mark 5:21-43: Luke
8 : 40-56. A3; T
INTRODUCTION.—We BOow go back to tbhe
events following Lessoun II. On Jesus' return
from the eountry of the Gadarenes to Caper-
naum, Matthew makes a feast, and invites
Jesus, who comes to the feast, and holds an in-
teresting religious conversation with some
Pharisees and others, 1t was at this feast that
Jalrus came for Jesus,

HELPS OVER HARD PLACES,

18, WUILE HE SPAKE THESE THINGS~$0 the
Pharisees at the feast of Matthew (see previous
verses). RULER—Of the synagogue, probably
the one which tie Roman centurion had buiit
(Lesson J). His name was Jairas. Wor-
SHIPPED—bY falling down before him; an act
of reverence. IS EVEN Now DEAD—al the point
of death, 0 near that he thought that she moust
have died since he left her. 20, ''HE mEMt—or
border of his outer garment reaching abont 10
hiswalst, His story is told more fully in Mark.
23, MINSTRELS—flute-players who bad come
with_the other people to express the mourning
over the dead. 24, NOT DEAD, BUT SLEEPETH—
not to remain dead, but to be raised up as one
from sleep. LAUGHED T0 SCORN—showing
that they knew she was really dead. 27, THoU
SON OF DAVID—the popular title of the Messinh,
80, BTRALTLY—strictly. NO MAN XNOW 1T—(l) .
to avoid tumult, (2) to avold such numbers of

time for preaching.

QUESTIONS.

INTRODUCTORY,—When did the miracles of
this lesson take placey In or near what
city? In what other (Gospels are two of them
recorded t

SUBJEOT: ILLUSTRATIONS OF FAITHM.

L THE FAITH OF JAIRUS (vs. 18, 19, 94.96,)—
In whose house was Jesus? (Matt. §:9, il;
Luke 5:29.) Who were with him? Who found
fault with him forthis? Who came to Jesus
while he was at this feast? (v, 18) What was
his namet? (Mark 6§:23) What did be ask of
Jesug! How did heshow hig fuith{ Fad he
any reasons to believe that Jesus could restore
bis childi What did Jesus dot (v.19) Who
went with him? What message came 'to him
onthe wayi (Mark 5:85) What did Jesus do
when be came inlo the house! What were
the minstrels fort How many persous went
into the inner room with Jesust  (Mark 5 )
wgﬁ; did be say to the dead girl? (Mark
6:

What did Jesus teach us by his ralsing the
dead to life! What qualities do you find in
Jalrug' faitht  What can you learn from it
about the falth we should have in Jesus?

II, THE CAPERNAUM WOMAN'S FAITH (vs,
20.22.)—What happened to Jesuson the way(v Lo
the house of Jairus? Why did she touch him
aund not ask for helpt ow did Jesus know
she touched his garmentt (Mark 5:30.) What
did the woman do when Jesus asked who
touchied him}y (Mark 5:33.) What did Jesus
reply? In what sense had her faith made her
wholef

What are the qualities of this woman's faith 3
What is the faith that will make us spiritually
whole!

1II, THE BLIND MEN'S FAITH,~Who met
Jesus on_his way back from the housp of
Jairust How did they address him? Wag this
a sign that they had faith ¥ How did Jesus test
their faith! What did he promise them{
‘What was the result! la what sense Is Jesus
the light of the worid?

Is it still true that it shall be done to us sc.
cording to our faithf What qualities of faith
do you find in these blind ment Wy ig faith
essential to recelving the best blessingst Why
shall it be done to us &ccording toour faith's
In what respects are death, sickness aund blind.
ness types of the effecta’of einf What do we
learn from this lesson as to the means of thejr
removalt

LESSON OALENDAR,
(Fourth Quarter, 1887.)

2.—~The Centurlon's Faith, Matt. 8 ; 5.13.

9.—The Tempest Stilled. Matt, 8 : 18.27.
16.—Power to Forgive Sina. Matt 9 ; 1.8,
23.-—Three Miracles, Matt, 9 : 18.31, .
5. Oct. 80,—The Harvest and the Laborers,

Matt, 9 : 85-88, and 10: 1.8,

6. Nov. 6.—Confessing Ohrist. Mats, 10 : 32.42,

7. Nov. 13,—Ohrist’s Witness to John. Matt, 11:2-15.
8. Nov. 20.—Judgmentand Mercy, Matt, 11 : 20-30,

8. Nov. 27.—Jesus and the Sabbath, Matt. 12 ;1-14.
10. Dec. _4.—Parable of the Sower, Matt. 18 : 1.9,
11. Deo. 11.—Parable of the Tares, Matt, 18 : 24-80,
12, Deo. 18.—Other Parables, Matt, 18 ; B1-88,
(and £4-52.

1. Oct,
2, Ooh.
8. Oot.
4, Oot.

18. Dec. 26.—Review and Christmas Lesson,

errr—————————
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“THE HOUSEHOLD.

WEEKLY “HOUSEWORK, * '

We will begin now with Monday, wazh-
Ing day.. Our experience teaches that the
meals, regular and well served, should come
firat in importance, every day, and all other
matters be arranged to carry out thia point,
So, after the first meal, the breakfast, is
over, the bed making and all the daily
general work done, then comes the washing,
One cup. of household ammonia and one
spoonful of well-dissolved washing soda in
tge first; washing water, makes washing very
easy, while most of the preparationssold for
the purpose, contain lime and other strong
ingredients, which, while they do whiten,
greatly injure the clothes. Fifteen minutes
scalding in a tub is far easier and quite as
effective as boiling clothes ; but if the latter
is preferred, one spoonful of turpentine to
esch boiler of clothes makes them very
white, For boiled starch, add a little but-
ter, or lard or kerosene oil, to give polish,
and raw starch, if made witha weak suds of
common bar s0ap, will be samooth and give
no trouble in the ironing,

If a heavy counterpane is to be washed,
hang it up dripping wet, and when dry it
will be found as white as snow.

Blankets should have no soap rubbed on
them, but having been well washed in two
strong suds, should be hung up, straight, and
dripping out of a third suds. They will
not shrink ‘but be very soft, like new
blankets, A bright, sunny day should be
chosen for washing blankets and heavy ar-
ticles. Fruit and coffee staing are readily
removed from table linen by hanging them
in the sun very wet, and dipping again, as
often as dry, in clear water. Merinos
should be washed in hot guds, and hung up
at once out of a clean suds ; they shrink if
allowed to be wet too long.

Colored hosiery should be laid in strong
salt water, over night, when new, and they
will in most cases * wash well” thereafter,
Lawns and prints in blue, will not fade if
laid & while in saltpetre water, and then
washed with-little soap. Borax added to
the water will prevent almost any goods
from fading, Delicate laces to be done at
home, should be cleansed by squeezing in
the hand, through several soapy waters, not
rubbed at all, then left & while fo bleach in
a strong suds of fine soap, to which a little
ammonia has been added. If a brown tint,
as of old lace, is desired, rinse in weak
coffee. Pin fine laces carefully into shape
on a flat surface, on a clean cloth, but do not
iron them. '

Family washing should be * dampened

down ? and covered Monday night, prepara-
tory to the following day’s ironing, and not
taken at random, right from the basket, and
ironed, as is sometimes done, “ There is a
right way and a wrong way to do  all these
things, and the right way is, by far, the
easier, .
" Tuesday, ironing day, A reasonable wash-
ing should be all ironed on the regular day.
Of course, there are exceptions, but habit is
powerful here. Must is a powerful word,
too, and when I say, tell a servant she must
bave her ironing through on Tuesday, it
opensa wide field onthe very interesting and
important “ servant question.” However, a
decided but good-natured must to our own
Biddy, has brought our ironing to us, regu.-
larly, Tuesday, for a long time ; when, from
sheer habit, she had, for * three years in her
last place,” been allowed to while away two
whole days on an ironing for three persons,
To Wednesday morning belongs the return
of the basket of clean clothes, neatly folded,
after airing all night, to be examined, re.
paired, and put away by the mistress.

Windows cannot be kept clean in the city,
where dust is constantly arising, save by
weekly attention. Silicon and a chamois
skin ara often used for this purpose, but a
spenge, wetin warm soda water, a soft cloth
and a crushed newspaper are quite as effect-
ive, The window-gill and every nook and
corner of the inside shutters should be-thor-
oughly looked after, for mo dust is to be
raised on sweeping day, by the wet corn-
meal process, as we have shown above,
Clean all the mirrors, in the same way as
the windows, Take off the glass shades,
waeh in good suds, dry, polish and return to
the gas burners. Remove any extra finger-
marks that may have been left on the paint ;
and Wednesday’s duties are then only the
meals,

On Thursday comes silver cleaning. Use
electro-silicon, applied wet, and rubbed off,

regular afternoon for Biddy out.

when dry, with a plate brush, polish with
soft flannel ; and this is" done, leaving thg

Friday, general sweeping day, the day we
have beds and tables moved ou’t, and swept

under, but ‘the buffet and bureaus, and

heavier furniture are moved out only the
firat Friday in each month, for that is often
enough, - .

All mats and rugs in the house should be
brushed, as well as shaken and aired, The
parlor'should be the first room put in order,
1t is ready then for unexpected visitora ; next
the bedrooms, then the dining-room, and
lastly the halls, Wash upall stained floors,
oil such hard wood as requires it, give all
the wash.bowls aud faucets, as well as the
bath-tub a good demonstration of the prop-
erties and power of sapolio ; give another
look for finger-marks on the paint, in the
r(ioms generally, and Friday’s work is com-

ete. ' :

P Saturday, the kitchen. To how many
this word conveys only an idea of confusion,
of labor never ended! A place for every-
thing, and nothing in its place! The state
of things in this department depends great-
ly upon the mistress of the house ; her idea
of order and her tact in enforcing it. The
rest of the house, well kept for five days,
makes Saturday’s work, the care of the
kitchen, light. The weekly marketing of
groceries coming in, should be put away,
each item in its own place. Be liberal in
the uee of soap and washing sods, and look
well after the corners, Make preparations
for the next day’s meals, as far as possible,
that Sunday may be literally a “day of
rest,” Stir up Biddy’s ambition to get
through early, and allow her to *rest upon
her oars,” for her duties are well done, our
house i3 in order, we are content, and it is
Saturday night,
—_———

PRE-EMPT THE GROUND,

My heart has gone out to that child of
five years, described in the Notes on “Open
Letters,” who disobeys, lies, steals, and seeks
bad comsany’. May I offer this suggestion
It is good to note what tools the devil uses,
and take a hint from them, This child, by
his aptitude for strange company and bad
words, shows that he has a taste for what is
odd, surprising, out of the commonplace or
the conventional ; for that which is free, and
which is to him romantic and novel. The
daily playground and the daily playmates
do not content him ; he stealsaway to “hunt
other company” and new places, Now let
his mother take advantage of this before
Satan can, If there is in the city a big
forge, or bellows, a steam derrick, a steam
engine, to be seen ; if there is a factory ac-
cessible ; if there are men at work on high
buildings or bridges—there let the child be
taken, and shown the sights of life, Let
him be shown the fire.engine, the mud-
dredge, the pile.driver, the road-roller—
anything that will be to him great and ro-
mantic, and yet not corrupting ; the boat-
crews on the river, if there are such, or
athletes in the gymnasium. Moreover, let
his parents gratify his taste for the new and
marvellous with tales of daring and adven-
ture, of arctic explorations, of travels on a
bicycle, of war-gtories, of Indian life, any.
thing he will listen to most eagerly, Pre-
empt the ground. I knew a mother who
was disturbed that her boy showed no taste
for books., After some experiment, she
found that the storles of Mayne Reid at-
tracted him, For a year or two, she let him
have all he wanted of those stories, and at
the end of that time he knew that books
had something for him as well as for others,
As a man, he turns often to books for recrea-
tion, though he still loves books of travel
best .., An aptitude for oaths shows that
this child loves what is startling and effective
in langusge, Let the parent, in talking
with him, give him occasionally a good,
sounding word, quite above his comprehen.-
sion, It will instantly prove attractive, A
very good family game is to let each child
bring some big word from the dictionary,
and see which can pronounce it and explain
it best, To me it seems no more possible
for a child’s will to steer the child right,
than for a child’s muscles to win a univer.
sity boat-race, The parent’s will must
stand him in stead. The expression of the
porent’s will is the education of the child’s,
Its prompt expression by punishment is in-
dispensable, By companioning and care, as
little opportunity for disobedience and de-

ceit as Foaaible should be allowed ;but when
the child does lie and disobey, he should be

promptly and unfailingly punished. I can-
not see any place for *entreaty and tears”

“lin dealing with a child of five years, Itis

a virtual humbling of the parent before the
child, most unseemly and injurions.  He
80 little, and you so big !” exclaimed a sim-
ple-minded bachelor to a lady who com-
%lained she could not manage her baby boy.
he whole environment of the child is in
the parent’s hands, The best way to help
thechild to will to obey righteous rule, is
through ea1ly years to see to it that he does
obey it, As well expect a six- months’ baby
to get out of his high.chair alone, as a six.
years’ child to obey righteous rule by virtue
of his will-power only ; unless, indeed, he
be a most exceptional child, He lives by
substituted will-power ; and so he ought to
live and learn,—Cor. 8. . Times,
————— .

SELF-APPOINTED MARTYRS.

So much is wriften about the value of
system, so mathematically are systems de-
monstrated, that some of us are fain to be
tied by our rules band and foot. Do I not
know women who are fluttered and per-
turbed, who lose temper and poise, on the
instant that they are confronted with am
emergency ! Defeated when they encoun-
ter an interruption, utterly routed if inter-
ruptions crowd, simply because they have
left no margin for anything outside their
systew. It is always & pity to exalt the
seaffolding over the house, to care less for
the picture and more for the frame, The
inflexible woman who never has fires lighted
in her house until a certain day, who dons
her furs or lays them off in complete inde-
pendence of the thermometer, who sets
her sofa in one corner and her easy chair
in another, and decrees that there they shall
remain, is not of a lovable type, Her chil-
dren shrink from proposing the most inno-
cent innovation. The boysfind home, sweet
home, the dullest place on earth, and fly
from its precincts as early as possible. As
for bringing a friend unexpectedly to lun.
cheon, her husband would as soon think of
an infraction of the moral law, In the
name of all that is good, let us be queens of
our system, not its slaves.

There are women who have set up clean-
liness as their graven image, and who, con-
sequently, keep their households in a state
of fluctuation between the suds and the
scrubbing-brush,” “I never work hard,”
said a daughter, “and get a clear place
where mother and I can sit down and rest,
that she doesn’t at once think of somethin
else to clean.” “ Wot’s the use,” grumbles
an old Virginia aunty, * of my gettin’ de
ironin’ done, honey? You all o’ sutinly set
me to washin’ de windows.”

A perfectly clean house is & triumph over
city dust and dirt not to be underrated, yet
I pity the housekeeper whose devotion to
neatness and order makes her family
wretched, There are woman who shudder
if you disturb a curtain or set a chair awry,

Woe be to you if you touch profanely a
volume in their exquisitely-appointed
apartments, A dozen times in an evenin
have I seen one of these self-appointe
martyrs rise to straighten the drapery which
a heedless visitor had displaced, or set at
just the predestined angle the book which

an unlucky movement has disturbed from
its particular pile, “I used to be considered
a decent sort of fellow at home,” exclaimed
the young hushand of one of these martinets,
with a clumsy attempt at hiding his con-
fusion, “but Mamie has no end of trouble
with me, I really,” with a laugh which
had asuspicion of pain, * feel afraid to move
about in my wife’s parlor,”

We women are the arbifers of our own
and our children’s lives fo an extent which
should make us willing to decide what in
household life is essential, what is merely
non-essential, For the life is more than
meat, the body is more than raiment.—
Margaret E. Sangster.
el

IN THE LAUNDRY,

There are various ways of washing,
Many soak clothes over night, others think
if the extra time it takes to soak them and
to wring them out be considered, that there
is no gain. I am inclined to agree with
this view, unless the clothes are much soiled,
You will please yourself which method you
adopt, also as to whether you will put a
tablespoonful of borax into the tub, or one
of turpentine, or simply rub soap on the
goiled parts, The thing there is no cholce

about, 1s the proper sorting of clothes ; this

and abundance of water iy the secret of the
pearly clearness that dlstinguishes some
laundry work. After separating flannels
and colored things, put handkerchiefs, col
lars and all the finer articles by themselves,
also tablecloths and napkins, sheets, pil-
low-cases, etc,

About the making of starch thers are so
many opinions that I can but give the me-
thods, andlet each try for berself. Some ex-
perienced women say there is no necessity
for boiling starch, but that itshould be made
like cocon ; that is, & small quantity should
be wetted in as little cold water as will
make a thin, smooth paste, then pour on it,
slowly, actuslly boiling water—stirring all
the time—till there are no white streaks or
any cloudiness in it; it will be thick and
clear, and the absence of white shows that
the boiling water has cooked all the starch.
1 haveseen excellent laundry work in which
the starch has been made thus. The more

usual way fs to make the starch in the same
way, pour boiling wateron it ¢ill it thickens,
and then set it on the range to boil, Some
say it should boil long, others very little, I
only know, that for the most beautiful
ironing I ever saw the starch was always
boiled a very long time, an hour or 80,
sometimes more, tillit fell from the spoon
like clear white syrup ; and, on asking the
woman what caused the beautiful clearness
of her nainsooks and lawns, the peculiar soft
stiffness, which differed so much from the
paper-like texture of anyone’s else work, if
equally stiff,—

“ It’ just the boiling of thestarch, ma’am,
and that causes all the sticking to the iron ;
and when it isn’t half boiled the clothes
muss as soon a8 you get them on.”

I had noticed that her clothes, beside
looking so well, had the guality of not get-
ting tumbled so soon, I, therefore, in my
own house, adopt the method of boiling the
starch very long.—Catherine Qwen, in Good
Houstkeeping, Holyoks, Mass,

—_———

Arpre CHARLOTTE.~One of the best family
desserts can be made either in city or country of
apples and stale bread: peel tem good-sized
apples, core and slice them, and stew them to a
pulp with sugar enough to sweeten them ; mean-

*| time thickly butter the sides and bottom of an

oval earthen baking dish, and press all round
them crumbe from the inside of a loaf of bread,
baving them nearly an inoch thick ; when the
apple is done, mix with it a tablespoonful of
butter und one egg beaten ; put the apple into
the dish without disturbing the crumbs; over
the surface put an inch-thick layer of crumbs
dotted with a few bits of butter, and bake the
puddiang until the crambs at the sides are brown s
turn a platter, just large enough to enclose the
dish within its rim, over the pudding dish,
quickly turn both upside down, so that the
pudding will slip out on the platter, dust it with
powdered sugar, and serve it hot,

’ ————
PUZZLES,

OLD RIDDLE,

* Charge, Chester, charga! On, Stanley, on |”

Were the Iast words of Marmion.

But had I been in Stanley’s stead

When the fierce charge was onward led,

Your piercing ken would soon decry

The cause of tears in many an eye,
QONUNDRUM.

What two letters are like a grist mill 1
ENIGHA.,

My firat ig in blue, but not in red,
My second is in rope, but not in thread,
My third is in brook, but not in river.
My fourth is in quake, but not in quiver,
My fifth is in marble, but not in stone.
My sixth is in marrow, but not in bone,
My seventh is in master, but not in boss,
My eighth is in kind, but not in cross,
My whole is & useful article,

OHARADR,

1 My firat is to study ; my second is s ooin;
-y third is & standaxd ; my whole is to bring
together,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES.

ANAGRAN,—
1st, - line—Richard.
2nd, ¢ — en,
8rd. ¢« —End,
4th, ¢ —Ascend.
6th, ‘¢ _—Richard,
6th, “ —Richard,
. 7th. ¢ —King Richard’s well,
PYRAMID,—
B
DEN
ALLOT
BELLOWS
GRENADIER
SQUABE-WORD,—
S8NOW
NOTRE
OTIB
WEST

OORRECT ANSWERS REORIVED,
Correot answers have been received from
Stanfel Wainwright. )




NORTHERN MESSENGER.

2k

TThe Family Circle.

DAY BY DAY.

Day by day the woodlands brighten
’&eath the glowing sun of June;

Day by day the chords of Nature
Blend to swell a grander tune,

Naught moves backward, allis onward ;
Each morn life begins anew

At the coming of the sunset,
Do we find our hearts more trus?

Day by day how are we gliding?
I%'ke & bark on fairy stream

Float we gently with the current?
Islife but a sunny dream?

"Ah,we trust nat. Life grows grander
For the breakers out at sen ;
Rowing back against the tide wave,
Qft is best for you and me,

Day by day some soul we know not
Shapes his action by our own;

E'en the thought we once have cherished,
Into word and deed bas grown,

One day at a time—thus only
‘We may toil ; but Father knows.
Heo is all our footsteps keeping,

8Nows,

When we stumble, fail, and falter,
'Tis because we from Him stray :
Cling still closer! He will guide thee

In the pure and perfect way.

By and by, in the hereafter,
When our brief day’s toil is o’er,

When the feet so worn and weary
Rest upon that other shore,

Gazing backward through life’s shadows,
‘We may see our prayers and tears, .

Glorious lights along the pathway
Toward the grand, eternal years !

—————

HOW SHE TOLD A LIE.

TLEMAN.”

Place de Ia Pucelle, Rouen.

Through bright sunshine, through bleak

BY TEE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GEN-

The three travellers—kind Cousin Eva,
and her young cbarges, Cherry and Ruth—
were standing on the staircase of the curi-
ous old Hotel de Bourgtheroude, by the
That narrow,
gleomy little square looked still narrower

and gloomier in the drizzle of the dull
November day ; and the ugly pump in the
middle of it, with a still nglier statue on the

Miss Cherry was of an argumentative,
rather than a sentimental turn. She

i) thought & good deal herself, and liked to

make other people think too, 20 as to_en-
able ber to get to the bottom of things.

: | She could never overlook the slighteat break

in a chain of practical reasoning ;and if she

weak person, or a person who told a lie,
This flaw, even in her favorite Mald of Or-
leans, otherwise so strong and brave, was too
much for Cherry to pass over, v

“Dp you not think,” said Cousin Eva,

“ that it would be possible, under stress of
circumstances, to tell a lie—to confess to
something one had never done? Bishop
Cranmer, for instance—have you forgotien
how he signed a recantation, and then
thrust into the flames ‘that unwortby right
hand’] And Galileo, when forced by the
Inguisition to declare the earth stood still,
muttered afterwards, ¢‘Z pur si muove.”
Yes, yes,” continued she, “ one never knows
what one may be driven to do till the time
comes, The force of torture is very strong.
Once upon a time, I remember, I told a lie,”
“You told a lie !” echoed éherry, look-
ing with amazement into the bright, sweet,
honest face—rosy-cheeked, blue.eyed—her
little cousins themselves had not more inno-
cent eyves than Eva’s—as clear and round as
a baby’s, '
- “But nobody ever tortured you #” asked
tender-hearted Ruth, clinging to the kindly
hand, which, indeed,.she never went far
away from, in these alarming . *foreign
parts,”

“No, my little girl; the thumb-screws,
the rack, and the maiden belong, luckily,
to that room in the Tower where we saw
them once; and we are in .the nineteenth
and not the fifteenth century. Still, even
now-a-days, & good deal of moral torture
can be brought to bear upon one occasion-
ally, especially when one is only a child, as
I was then, And I was tried sharply—
enough to make me remember it even now,
and feel quite sure that if I had been Jeanne
d’Arc I should very likely have done exactly
as she did! Also I learnt, what I have
tried to put in practice ever since, that
nothing makes people liarslike disbelieving
them,” : :

Ruth gave a little tender pressure to the
hand she. held, while Cherry said proudly,

need to ! But tell us, Cousin Eva, about
the lie you told. Way it denying some-
thing you had done, or cwning to something
you were quite innocent of, like poor Jeanne
d’Arc? Do tell! You know how we like
a story.”

% What, here, in this pelt of rain?’ an-

awered Cousin Eva, as she proceeded to in-

vestigate from under her umbrella the curi-

H ?
top, marking the place whers Jeanne d/Arc ous bas-reliefs of the Field of the Cloth of

was burnt, had been a sore disappointment
to the children, They had come, enthusias-
tic little pilgrims, to see the spot where their
favorite heroine died ;and Cousin Eva could
hardly get them to believe that it was the
sgot—'-thut the common-looking market-
place, where a few ordinary modern mar-
ket-people were passing and re.passing, had
actually been the scene of that cruel deed—
that from the very identical windows of
those very identical houses, brutal eyes had
watched the maid as she stood, the flames
curling round her, clasping the rude cross
which some charitable soul pushed towards
her hand.

“Do you remember,” Cousin Eva said,
“how, at the last moment, she retracted all
the false confession of heresy and witcheraft

Gold, which still remain in the court of the
Hotel du Bourgtheroude, * No, chbildren ;

you must wait a more desirable oppor-’
tunity,”

Which, however, was not long in coming,

The day brightened—grew into one of those
exquisite days which French people call
“lete de St. Martin”-—and truly
nothing like it, except what it most resem-
bles, a sweet, peaceful, contented old age.
So Cousin Evs, decided to take the children
to a place which she herself had once seen
and never forgotten, the little church on
a hill-top, called Notre Dame de Bon Se-
cours,

know

¢ Is that the same which Alice singsabout

in the opera of ‘Robert de Diable’ 7’ and

which torture had wrung from her, and ex. | Cherry struck up, in her clear young voice—

claimed, * Yes, my voices were of God!’ and

' ¢ Quand je quittais ma Normandie.’

how, when she saw the flames approaching | Rouen is in Normandy, so of course it was
her, she shut her eyes, called out once|the same—

¢ Jegus !’ dropped her head upon her breast,
and that was all ;—till they raked up o
bandful of charred bones outof the embers,

¢ Daigne protéger nos amours,
Notre-Dame de Bon Secours,’”

“Please don’t sing quite o loud, or the

had a contempt in this world, it was for a

“You never disbelieve us, and you never!

and threw theminto the Seine ?”

did realize the whole,

The children looked grave. At last they

hotel people will hear you,” said timid
Ruth, and was quite relieved when they
started off, I need not relatehow extreme-

“I wonder what sort of a day it was,”|ly the children enjoyed the stiff climb up

whispered Cherry ; “dull and gloomy, like
to-day, or with a bright blue sunshiny sky 7
Perhaps she looked up at it before the fire
touched her. And perhaps hestood here
—just where we stand—the English soldier
who cried out, ¢ We have burnt a saint !

%“And so she was,” said Ruth, with a
quiver passing over the eagerlittle face, “a
res] saint,”

“But, Cousin Eva,” added Cherry, “ why
did she ever own to being a witch? And
how could she say her voices were not true
when she believed they were true? One
way or other she must have told a lie.”

the hill, and admired the lovely building, all
eblaze with brilliant but harmonious colox-
ing, and the little side.chapels, filled with
innumerable votive inscriptions: %A
Marie,” “Qraces a Marie,” “Elle a exauce
mes veeux,” &c. Curious, simple, almost
childish, it all was, yet touching to those who
feel, ag Cousin Eva did, that to believe
earnestly in anything is better than believ-
ing in nothing,

Afterwards they all sat and rested in one
of the prettiest resting-places 1 know for
those that live and move, or for * them that
sleep”’—the graveyard on the hill-top, close

behind the church of Notre Dame de Bon
Secours, From this high point they could
see the whole country for .miles and miles,
the Seine winding through it in picturesque
curves, Rouen, with its bridges and atreets,
distinet as in a map, lay al their right hand,
and, rising out of the mass of houses, ethe.
realized by the yellow sunset light, were the
two spires of the Cathedral and the Church
of St. Ouen,

%Can you see the market-place, Cousin

Eva? If so, poor Jeanne d’Arc, when she
was brought out to die, must bave geen this
hill, with the church on the top of it ; that
is, supposing there was a church,” .

“There might have been, though not this
one, which is modern, you see.”

%1 wonder,” continued Cherry, who was
always wondering, * if she looked up at it,
and thought it hard that Notre Dame de
Bon Secours should not kavesuccoured her,
Perhaps, because, to escape from the heretic
English, she had told a lie.”

“And that reminds me,” added Ruth, who
was not given to ethical questions, *that
while we sit and rest, we might hear from
Cousin Eva about the lie she told.” _

“Yes, yes, Please say, Cousin Eva, was
it a big or a little one? . Why did you tell
it? And was it ever found out ?”’

#I don’t quite see the difference between
big and little, my child. A lie is a lie,
though sometimes there are extenuating cir-
cumstances in the reason for telling it, And
once told, the question whether or ot it is
ever found out, does not matter. My lie
never was found out; but it grieved me all
‘the same,”

“Will it grieve you to fell aboutit] I
ghould not like that,” said Ruth softly.

“No, dear ; because I have long since for-
given myself. I was such a small child,
wmuch younger than either of you, and, un-
like yon, I had no parents, only an aunt and
uncle and a lot of rough cousins, who domi-
neered over me and made meafraid. That
was the cause. The sure way to make a
child untruthful is to make it afraid. I re-
member, as if it were yesterday, the shudder
of terror that came over me when my eldest
cousin clutched me by the shoulder saying,
*Did yowdo that #”.. .. - -

-*“And whathad you done'?” asked Cherry.
. % Nothing, but Will thought I had. We
‘were all digging in our gardens, and-he had
jus’t'fbund%x’is favorite jessamine plantlying
uprooted on the ground. It had been my
favorite too, but Will took it from my gar-
den and planted jt in his own, where I
watched it anxiously, for I was ‘afraid it
would die.” )

“Youdid it on purpose,’ Will persisted ;
¢ or if not out of revenge, out of pure silli-
ness. Girls are alwayssosilly. - Didn’t you
propose yesterday to dig it up just to see if
it had got aroot{’ .

% Which was quite true. I was a very
silly little gir], but I meant no harm. I
wouldn’t for the world have harmed either
Will or his jessamine. I told him so, but he
refused to believe me, So did they all

They stood round me, and declared I must

have done it. Nobody else had been in the
garden, except indeed a dog, who wasin the
habit of burying his bones there, But they
never thought of -him as the .sinner, it was
only of me, And when I denied doing the
thing, they were only the more angry.

% ¢You know you are telling a lie. And
where do little-girls go to that tell lies ?’ eried
Will, who sometimes told them himself, but
then he was a boy, and it was a rule in that
family, a terribly mistaken one, that the
boys might do anything, and the girls must
always give in to the boys, So when Will
looked fiercely at me, repeating, ¢ You know
you did it,’ I almost felt as if I really had
done it, Unable to find "another word, I
began to cry. :

“<Look here, you children’—he called all
the rest children—¢ Eva has goneand pulled
up my jessamine, out of spite, or mischief,
or pure silliness—I don’t know which, and
I don’t care, I'd forgive her, if she would
only confess, but she won’t. She keeps on
telling lie after lie, and we won’t stand chil-
dren that tell lies, If we punish her, she’ll
howl, so I propose that until she confesses
weall send her to Coventry.’

“!Jt’s & very nice town, but I don’t want
to go there,” said I, at which I remember
they all burst out laughing, and I cried only
the more,

“1 had no idea what ¢sending to Coven-
try’ meant, unless it was like sending to Si-
beria, which [ had lately been reading of, or
to the quicksilver mines, where condemned
convicty were taken, and where nobody

aver lived more than  two years, Perhaps
‘there were %uickallver mines at Coventry ?
‘A cold shudder of fear ran through me,
‘but I was utterly powerless, I conld but die,

f“Soon I discovered what my punishment
wag; and, though mot death, it 'wag hard
enough, Fancy, children, being treated day
after day, and all day long, just asif you
were a chair or a table—never taken the
least notice of, never answered if you spoke,
never spoken to on any account; never
played with, petted orscolded. Completely
and ‘absolutely ignored. This was being
‘sent ‘to Coventry,’ and it was as cruel a
punishment as could have been inflicted
upon any little girl, especially a sensitive
little girl who liked her playfellows, rough
as they were, and was very fond of one of
them, who wasnever rough, but always kind
and good, - .

“This was a little boy who lived next
door. His parents, like mine, were out in
India ; nor had he any brothers or sisters.
‘He was just my age, and younger than any
of my cousins, So we were the best of
friends—Tommy and I His surname I
Have forgotten, but I know wealways called
him Tommy, and that Iloved him dearly,
The bitterest pang of all this bitter time was
that even Tommy went over to the enemy.

{To be Continued, )

—_———

'WHAT CAN HIS RELIGION BE LIKE 1

I was one day walking by a river in China.
I had g long day’s journey before me, and I
was walking along with two men behind ma
carrying my luggage, some things I had to
eat, and so on, when I presently saw coming
towards me a very fine-locking Chinaman.
When I come near enough I saw that he was
a great opium smoker. His cheeks were
sunken, and his whole appearance was that
of a man who had smoked opium for many
years, --I stopped and talked with him, and
he told me that he belonged to a very good
family, that he had smoked opium, and was
now an’outcast, and that he was on the
verge of smarvation, and his wife also,
through this baneful drug, I felt that as
sn Englishman I was, in some respects, re.
spongible for the terrible harm we are doing
in China by sending the opium to this peo-
ple.. . Though, so far as I can recal], I did
not say a word to him about~the Gospel of
Christ, I did something else, I putmy harnd
in my -pocket and gave him a dollar, and
then I went on my way. I was very much
‘surprised some years afterwards when that
game man came down for admissson to our

College’ at Foochow, recommended by his
native pastor as & man who had been work-
ing most earnestly and faithfully as a Chris.
tian in his particular place, I found out
this, that this simple act of mine, forgotten
almost as soon as it was done, made that
young man think, “ what cen a religion be
 like that would cause.a perfect stranger to
actin such a kind way to w27’ Andso he
went away to one of our smaller churches,
and he had a conversation with the catechist
in charge there, and he was told how Christ
could give bim power to break off this evil
habit of opinm smoking. The power was
given to him. His opium pipe wassmashed
in two, and from that time he took no more,
The consequence is that Christ brought him
to Himself, and he wasa true Christian ever
afterwards, I may tell you that some time
afterwards he incurred a terrible disease,
He had to bear terrible suffering, He came
to our native hospital at Foochow to die,
and it was not long before he died, The
doctor told my fellow-missionary to tell
him he had not long fo live, and so he sat
down by his bedside and said, *Ingso, you
will die, the doctor tells me, before long.”
But the young fellow sald to his teacher,
 Living is death, dying is life.” And now

he has gone in to see the King. The Gospel
of Christ prevailed in his heart, and he is
now with the Master, whom we serve,—

Rev, H, Lloyd, at Mildway.
B

“NBvER BE SORRY for any generous
thing that you ever did, even if it was be-
trayed. Never besorry you were magnani-
mous, if the person was mean afterward,
Never be sorry that you gave, even if you
were imposed upon. You cannot afford to
keep on the safe side and be mean.”

WaEN we are lesst worthy, most tempt-

ed, hardest, unkindest, let us yet commend
our epirits into His hands. Whither else

dare we send them 1—Geo. Macdonald,

o
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THE GREATEST.:: OF .AFRICAN

.- TRAVELLERS.. . . ..

Weé give in this number, in the form of &
picture, what has already appeared..in our
.columns, and. with which not one of: our

readers is unfamiliar, a sketch of the life of

the greatest of Afzican travellers, And yet,
to which of us will the story of David Liv-

ingatone ever grow old—ithe weaver ‘boy,:

snatching odd minutes at his loom for his
beloved book ; the daring hunter, in immi.
nent danger of ending his life work before
it had well begun ; the intrepid explorer,
pressing alone with his black servants over
mountain and plain, over lake and river
where the foot of ‘white man had never trod
before ; the devoted:servant of God pro-
alaiming the good news of ealvation to the
waiting thousands who but for him would
have gone down to their graves knowing
it not ; the grand old hero, worn out with
exposure and disease, being borne by faith-
ful servants to the hut which was

to prove his last resting place upon
earth ; and the last scene of all
when the weary toiler,while kneel-

ing, fainting and alone, in that deso-

Iate land, in the midst of his last
earthly prayer for his beloved
Alrics, is called away to his eternal
rest,~—who does not love to go over

it again and again and as they
close thank God for the great
gpirit he sent among ue ? '

The following quotation from a
biography of him by Robert Smiles
will be read with interest :— -

“ The course of traiuing’ of the
missionary students included the
preparation of sermons, which were
submitted to Mr, Cecil, When
corrected, they were committed to
memory, and, as opportunity pre-
sented itself, preached to some vil-
lage congregation, Livingstone's
prospects as a successful preacher
were somewhat remote; it soonm .
became evident that pulpit oratory:
would not be his strong point.

One Sunday morning the minister
of Stanford Rivers was taken ill,
and a messenger was sent to Mr,
Cecil asgking him, if in his power,
to send a substitute. Livingstone
had got up a sermon, and was sent,
His first public appearance as a -
preacher was a painful disaster.
He gave out the text, but, alas!
the sermon was clean gone oub of
mind, and be could only blurt out,
¢ Friends, I bave forgotten all I had
to say,’ and scuttle out of the pul.
pit and chapel 1"

Also a paragraph showing the
multiplicity of his labors and the
privations he endured. In a letter
he says: :

“T have a very strong desire to
go and reduce the new language to
writing, but I cannot perform im.
possibilities, I don’t think it
quite fair for the churches to ex-
pect their messenger to live, as if
.he were the Prodigal Son, on the
husks that the swine do eat.”

His blographer remarks ;

“Such are the rewards for some
of the world’s bravest and best—
one hundred pounds a year for
such a pair of workers! Pinching pov-
erty, conrse food, and sometimes, not
enongh even of that, tattered clothing,
of care very much, common comforts
small and few, luxuries that are ne-
censaries with many dwellers at home, alto-

ether unknown, What a conjunction of

iguity and drudgery Livingstone’s life dis-
playsi A physician for soul and body ;
bishop of an empire diocese ; medical prac-
titioner with an immense practice, carried
on ‘gratis to the poor ;' the equal and co-
worker with the most eminent scientific
men of their day, each of these with his
specialty, Livingstone making discrimina-
ting, valuable contributions to each;
a practical linguist, making original con.
tributions to the philological stock of
the civilized world; a working forester
and gardener ; a ‘Jack of all trades’
in handicraft ; a lion-hunter; ‘a hewer
of wood and drawer of water,” and
all for £100 a year, ouft of which he
must provide his personal and family ne.
cessaries, and find physic for his immense
practice 1” ]

It was,” says a competent authority on
the subject, “one of the chief glories of

Livingstone that, while our knowledge of
porth-eastern Africa has been gradually ac-
cumulated by the journeys of successive ex-
plorers, aided, to a: considerable extent, by
money and the numerous attendants and
powerful assistance it'could command, Liv.

about £100 & year till 1856, and until then

others, equipped only with his own native
power and character, solved the problem of
the southern continent and disclosed its
main features, mapped the general configu-
ration, watersheds, and approximate levels
of a counfry embracing nearly 3,000,000
square miles. The great Zambesi and its
important tributaries, the central lakes
from Ngami to Tanganyika, the great
platean, with its easternand western ridges,

were all brought to light by the saga.
city, gndurance, and perseverance of one
man, o

MOTHER'S HOUR.
BY NELLIE WATTS M’VEY,

I wag very tired that evening—very tired.
My head and limbs ached with the unacecus-
tomed labor, for I had but just returned
from a long summer’s idling, and there was
much to do. :

The supper was over at last, the dishes
stacked in the pan, the table shoved back
into its place, and the lamp.light lay with a
cheerful glow over all the roomy kitchen,
The autumn moonlight lay like a silver
vision over everything withont, creeping
shyly in at the open door, and flooding the
floor with its mellow beams, Our guest
lingered, chatting with my husband, and I
looked across to where my baby boy sat,
sleepily nodding in bis chair, beside which
my little student bent earnestly over book
and slate,

The silent finger of the clock pointed to
the hour of eight, and I eaid :

“ Come, Birdie, we will go to bed now ;”
and, followed by my thoughtful, sober eldest
son, we went up into the moounlit chambers
above, The lisping prayers were listened
to, the little brown heads were pillowed

.ingstone alone, with an income of only|

unhelped by the. money or influence off

restfully, and then there were questions to
be answered—questions always reserved for
the bed-time hour—and then with good.
night kisses, I left them alone in the soft
radiance of the moonlight, returning wearily
to my work, ]

“You were long away,” smiled my hus-
band..

“Yes,” Teald, “it takes agood deal of
thought to put the little bodies and minds
to bed aright.”

Our guest sat silently regarding the patch
of moonlight lying across theopen doorway,
his hands clasped over the back of - his head,
his chair half tilted back,

“I wonder,” he said, dreamily, #if mo-
thers reslize the importance of this ¢ putting
to bed aright’ business, I remember when
I was a little tot of a boy, like the liftle
fellow up-stairs, how I used to look forward
all day to this hour, It was the one

glimpse of heaven and peace in the tempes-

tuous season of boy life. If I had any
question troubling my mind during the day,
mother would solve it then, If any trials,
any crosses, had darkened my spirit’s sun-
shine, mother would soothe them away
with the gentle touch of her loving hand,_
If any dark shadows of disobedience, un-
kindness or stubbornness lay like a blot on
my memory, haunting the daylight, I knew
the twilight hour would bring peace and
forgiveness and love, .

%S0, through all the storma and griefs of
the day, the anticipation of the eveninp’s
comfort came like astar, struggling through
thegloom of night, and 1 knew that at that
hour, I could go to oné ear ever ready to
listen to my complaints and confessions,
and mother would comfort me.

“One day—I will carry its memory with
me to my grave—mother had been fretful
and impatient, and I had been rebellious
and bad not tried very hard to please, The
baby had been restless and cross, and I had
not been very kind to him, I had per-
formed slowly and reluctantly the little
services asked of me, and Idid not feel very
happy ; still, I thought I would tell her I

she wonld forglve me. When the long,
trying day drew to a cloge, she safd to my
father, wearlly, ¢ Things drag 80 with me,
to-day ; everything - goes wrong, and my
work is not balf done. So ha took the
task from her tired hards and said ten-
derly : o . :

% ¢Well, dear, go' with the little ones to
thg Toom, and don’t do anything more to-
night.

“She put out her hands, and we, tired,
trying little fellows, went gladly away with
her. When our prayers were said, and the
baby sank away into slumber with his
prayer half finished upon his sleepy lips, she
put her arms about me, and, leaning her
forehead—I can feel its hot throbbing yet—
against wmy cheek ; said : -

¢ ¢ Mamma is sorry she was cross with her
hoy to-day ; but she is not well, and you
know she loves you.’

©¢0, mamma !’ I said ; ‘it was I who was
not good to you, It seems Iconld
not be a good bey.? ‘Did you try ¥’
she asked, smoothing the hair
away from my brow with a gentle,
caressing touch. ‘You must al-
ways ask God to help you to bea
good boy.’

“I will never forget the picture
she made, sitting there in the silver
radiance of the full round meon—
her soft brown hair lying like a
cloud over her shoulders ; her fair,
wan face, white and weary, her tired
bands lingering, O so tenderly, on
my brow and hair—my gentle,
fading mother.’

“She bent her face to mine, kiss.
ing me on brow and cheek and
lips, and said: *Mamma does not
mind, dear; she knows her bhoy
loves her ; and some days mamma
herself has a bard struggle to be
patient and kind, Mamma knows
all about how hard it is to be good,
But, remember my son, God always
helps those . who help themselves
Then she straightened the white
covering over our tired limbs, kics-
ing us both, lightly, lovingly, ten-
derly, saying, ‘Good night, my
son ;' and then she drifted, likea
white cloud, out into the darkened
hall beyond, I remember I fell
asleep wondering what the world
would -be without my mother, I
knew, all too soon, I eaw her but
once again alive,

“In the night-time, I was awaken-
ed from a sweet dream, and they
told me my mother was dying.
They took us to her bedside, where,

- one- faultless friend—dying. ~She
ppened her soft, sweet eyes, & wan
smile came to her lips, and she said,
kissing us—'God bless and keep
wy darlings ; then a great change
came to her face, and they told us
she was dead.”

After a pause, he continued, in
a_voice through which ran a quiver
of tears: “That was years and
years ago, and .the flowers have
blossomed and faded many a long,
long day, between her face and
mine, But the vision of a white-

. robed figure, with warm brown
hair drifiing over her white shoulders,
eyes, strangely tender, shining out of a
wan, weary face, and the memory of a
soft, caressing hand upon my upturned
brow ; a low, sweet voice saying to my soul,

* Remember, my son, God always helps those
who help themselves,’ come to me in every
hour of trial, in every hour of bitterness angd

despair, and evermors, between me and
temptation, that memory comes like a spirit
of warning ; and the influence of the twi-
light hour is strong enough to hold me back
from many of the vices and weaknesses of
the world about me,”

There was a long pause, At last our
guest arose quietly and walked away to the
door, and ag he passed out into the darkness,

was sorry, when I kissed her good-night, and

he spoke a husky-voiced *good-night” and
left us in the awed silence which his story
had thrown about us,—Christian Evangelist,
PR

Or Waar A HIDpEOUS PROGENY is debt
the father! What lies, what meanness,
what invasions on self respect, what cares,
what double dealing? How, in due season,
it will carve the frank, open face into
wrinkles! How, like a knife, it will stab
the honest heart,~—Douglas Jerrold.

pale and pinched with pain, lay my |,

g,
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OUR SOVEREIGN LADY."

(By the Author of * English Hearts and
: English Hands.”) .

OHAPTER IV —-'(Oontim'w‘d').y '

At another time we read in Her Majesty’s
journal of a conversation she had with Dr.
MacLeod during hislast illness, “Hedwelt
then, as always,” she writes, “on the love
and goodness of God.... No one ever felt so
convinced,and so anxious to convince others,
that God was a loving Father who wished
all to come to Him, and to preach of a liv-
in%,3 personal Saviour, One who loved us as
a Brother and a Friend to whom all could
come, and should come, with trustand con-
fidence,” .

Of these early years of Her Majesty’s
widowhood an illustrious Statesthan, ihe
Duke of Argyll, haswritten: “Itoughtto
be known to all the people of this country
that during all the years of the Queen’s
afliction, during which she has lived neces-
sarily in comparative retirement, she has
omitted no part of that public duty which
concerns her as Sovereign of this country ;
that on no occasion during her grief has she
struck work, so to speak, in those public
duties which belong to%er exalted position,”
¢ Break not, O woman’s heart, but still endme;

Break not for thou art royal, but endure,”

CHAPTER V.—SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW,

When Parliament met on the 19th of
February, 1863, the Queen’s Message an.
nounced the approaching marriage of the
Prince of Wales with the Princess Alexandra
of Denmark, The news of this event was
received with a warm and loyal response,
both from the Parliament and the country
~-a response that had in it an undercurrent

of yet deeper feeling than would bave been

called forth, under other and unshadowed
circumstances, even by an occasion of such
immense interest to the nation :—for

“ How wedeemof his mother and one gone above,

Can never be said or sung.”

All loyal hearts rejoiced in the expecta-
tion that this new train of.thoughts, and
hopes, might tend to lighten the royal mo-
ther’s load of sorrowful memories. ’

All the land was glad in the coming of
“The Sea-King’s daughter, as happy as fair,

Blissful bride of a blissful heir,”

The Queen’s yacht brought Princess
Alexandraand her royal parents and brother
to England, with an escort of ships of war,
Then followed a triumphal entry inte
London on the way to Windsor, where the
royal marriage took place, with every
circumstance of stately grandeur the widow-
ed Queen looking on at theceremony which,
with all its gladness, must yet have recalled

in fresh vividness to her lonely heart the

vanished happiness which had so long been
her own,

"The birth of her grandson, Prince Albert

Victor, in 1864; the death of her uncle
Leopold King of the Belgians, in 1865 ; and
the marriage of her daughter, Princess
Helena, in 1866, brought their contrasts of
joy and sorrow, and their calls for sym.-
pathy, upon the ever ready heart of our

neen,

Her Majesty bag always taken g deep in-
terest in the various remarkable men who
have risen to celebrity during. her reign,
When the great missionary traveller, Dr.
Livingstone, was for a short time in Eng.
Jand, the Queen sent for him and conversed
.with him, treating him with marked kind-
ness, and showing the warmest Interest in
the great work of bringing light into  the
Dark Continent,” to which he wasdedicating
his life. Long years before, Her Majesty’s
interest in Africa had been awakened by a
present which she had received from a native
prince, of the Youriba tribe, accompanied
by a letter desiring that the Queen would
permit his country to have commerce with
England. The present and the letter were
brought to England by a missionary ; and
they were presented to the Queen by the
late Earl of Chichester, the President, and
the devoted friend of the Church Mission-
ary Society,—as well known for his eminent
and consistent Christian character, as for his
steadfast support of every good work and
benevolent enterprise ~within the reach of
his widespread influence. Her Majesty most
graciouely received the gift, and authorized
Lord Chichester to write an answer, in which,
after exprewing the Queen’s thanks to
Sagbua and his chiefs, and telling them that
commerce of industry is blessed by God, but
that commerce in sglaves will make poor and
miserable both the nation that sells and
the nation that buys them, these remark-

able words < occur: *“But commerce
alone will not make a nation great
and happy, like England. England has
become, great and happy by the know-
ledge of the true God and Jesus Christ,’

“The Queen Is, therefore, very glad to
hear - that -Sagbua and the chiefs bave so
kindly received the missionaries, who carry
with them the Word of God, and that so
many of them are willing to hearit. -
“In order to show bow much the Queen
values God’s Word, she sends with this, as
a present to Sagbua, & copy of this Word in
two languages—one the Arabic—the -other
the Engligh,”

In 1867, following in the steps of the
Prince Consort, the Queen laid the founda-
tion-stone of the Royal Albert Hall of Arts
and Sciences, The effort was great, but the
Queen said that she was “sustained by the
thought that her presence would promote
the accomplishment of one of his great de-
signs ;" and in 1868, Her Majesty performed
the same ceremony for the new St. Thomas’s
Hospital, saying that it was a solace to ber
to promote such beneficial institutions,
Our gracious Queen seems ever to bear in

|

|
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her mind, a verse which she has had inscribed
beneath a statuette of the Prince Consort,
which she gave to Prince Albert Victor, in
memory of his grandfather:

¢ Walk as he walked, in faith and righteousness;

Strive, a8 hastrove, the weak and poor toaid,
Seak not thyself, but other mer to bless;

Go, win, like him, a wreath that will not

) fade,” :
The great event which marked 1870 was
the war between Germany.and France,
England msintained a strict neutrality, but
at the same time she showed her generous
sympathy with the sufferers of both nations,
by sending a supply of comforts of all sorts
for their aid. « . .

The close alliance of the Royal Family of
England with the Royal Families of Ger-
many and Hesse-Darmstadt added to the
anxiety with which the gigantic struggle
was watched ; and intense was the Queen’s
sympathy with her daughters, when their
husbands were encountering all the perils of
campaigning and battle. .

- The winter of 1871 brought a terrible

threatening of fresh bereavement to the sad

heart of our widowed Queen. The Prince
of Wales was stricken down with typhoid
fever, and lay at the point of death. Out-
side the sacred anguish:of that darkened
room, where his devoted wife and lovin
sister kept sorrowful watch, and the roy
mother knelt in her grief beside her uncon-
scious som, on whom' the shadow of death
was falling—a nation waited in breathless
su;gense.
ever, even in time of war, were tele-
grams scanned with more painful anxiety
than were those bringing tidings of a single
sufferer, lying at the gate of death, to mul-
titudes hungering for one word of hope,
The pulses of all England beat together as
in one mighty heart, And with it, all the
true loyalty of Scotland, all of generous
sympathy in Ireland, sprang up like a foun.
tain in prayer for that precious - life.
America remembered her relationship, and
blended her intercessions with ours, .
away on the shores of India, the fire-wor-
shipper arose and called upon bis god ; and
in the Holy Land, as in their synagogues in
England, the Hebrews besought Jehovah to
spare the Christian prince, :
i
!’s
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THE QUEEN IN 1S61.

Still the dread fever consumed the life.
springs of its victim ; and step by step Death
was advancing to claim his prey.

Then flashed along the electric wires, on
the morning of Sunday the 10th of Decem-
ber, a call to gmyer—reaching every church
throughout the land ; and all the Noncom-
formist congregations joined in the fervent
pleading.

Three times that Sunday morning the
Royal - Family were summoned to see their
loved one die! .

Four nights the ringers were kept on duty
at St. Paul’s ready to toll the great bell
which would announce to the city of Lon-
don that * the Hope and Expectancy of thia
fair nation " had passed away. .

The singnlar coincidence that it was the
same fever, at precisely the same time of
year, which had deprived the Queen, the
Royal Family, and the Country, of the
priceless life of the Prince Consort, added
to the deepening apprehension, as the
mournful anniversary of the 14th of Decem-
ber drew nigh.,

Engagements for pleasure, and even at.

Far| -

| liar.
It - wind was filled with

-|asked, ‘ How did you pet it 7’

‘| Christ’s name,

tention to all biat necessary business, seemed
by general consent to be relinquished, The
Nonconformists postponed’ their conven-
tion ; the working men, their meetings, An
address was in process of almost universal
signature amongst the Republicans of Lon.
don, expressive of their deep and respectful
sympathy -with the Queen and the Princess
of ales ; and concluding, with a generous
Inconsistency worthy of the noblest thing
on earth—the heart of an Englishman—
“that whilst they still retained their prefer-
ence for a. Republican form of government,
they warinly wished and prayed that His
Royal Highnegs the Prince of Wales might
long live to fulfil his high destinies,”.
*'Such.was our England’s deeper heart, at one

With sad-crowned mother, and with sweet

. young wile, -
It brooked no crossing current into strife
With the full tide of loyallove to run.”
' (T be continued.)
—_————

TRYING TO GET IN AT THE WRONG
DOOR. :

“When I begsn my ministry in Dundee,”

|says_the Rev, Mr." Riddell, “I had the

privilege of meeting many of those who

(were blessed under the preaching of the

sainted Murray McCheyne. I was told of
one cage of convexsion which is rather pecu-
The person was much troubled, his
gloomy darkness, and
be had no peate nor rest, Onpe day, as
McCheyne wag preaching to Christians, not
to those outside of Christ’s fold, the man got
peace. After the service the man went
round to the vestry to see the minister, who
did not need to inquire if the visitor had
Bot peace, it shone in his face ; so he simply
2 ) He answered

All the time I’ve been trying to enter in
at the saints’ door, but while you were
speaking I saw my mistake, and entered in
at the sinners’ door,?

“It is the only way, Youneednot comé
to God as & saint, or a pretty good sort of
a person, but simply as a sinner, wanting
and needing slvation, If you do so in
you will get it.”
e

How 10 Exsroisg Farra.~Dr, William
Taylor tells, that, in his boyhood, after hav-
ing heard a sermon on which the pastor
dwelt much on “the appropriating act of
faith,” he asked his father what was meant
by that expression, The ¢ld man gave the
same reply which had been given him by
his mother to the same inquiry when he was
alad, viz: “Take your Bible, and under.
score all the ‘my’s,’ the ‘mine’s,” and the
‘ue’s’ you come upon, and you will discover
what appropriation is,” ‘

ProrEssor BUNGE, a distinguished Ger-
man professor of the University of Basle,
characterizes beer as the most mischievous
among alcoholic beverages, becanse no other
is so seductive, This opinion of Professor

. Bunge ought to stop the spigot of many a

barrel of beer.

Q,uesﬁon Corner.—No. 17.

BIBLE QUESTIONS,

—

1 Who was the oldest man that ever lived
and how many years was he contemporary with
Adam?

2. In what yesr was the Deluge?

WHAT 0XTY?

It was a city built by a king of Xsrael &l
920 B.O. It wassituated on a high hill, ch;;l:
the favorite residence of kings, It was highly
adorned with public buildings, A palaca of
ivory was built here, and also a noted temple,
The temple was afterwards destroyed by Jehu.
The city was twice besieged by "the Syriane,
At lengt;h o king of Assyria captured and de.
stroyed the city, After being partly rebuilt,
and again destroyed, it was given to a great
ruler who enlareed and adorned it, He placed
in it & colony of six thousand persons, sur-
rounded it with a strong wall, and built mag-
nificent temple, Harly in the apostolic age it
was favored by the successful labors of Philip
and others, Can you name this city ?

ANSWERS TO BIBLE QUESTIONS,

1, Abraham (Gen. xx, 7),
2. Abel (St. Matt, xxill, 85;

Heb. xi. 4;
11i, 12); Noah (Heb, xi.7); xi. 4; 1 John

Lot (2 Pe R .
mumn B%J)ames V. 16-18), and Zuc{mriagefsg n7lu8t)tl
xxill. 85).
8. From the words, “If I will
il 1 come,” &¢. (St Sohn xx1. 23.“53%? he tarry
& B SVl ST
n 8t, Matt, vi. 15, xviii,
‘“}; " .‘Ixﬁmes ?' 1“’ 2 85, 8t. Mark xi, 26,
.+t How 1s 1t that ye sought me?. Wist ye
not that I must be about m Y y.
ness? (St. Luke L. 49), v Father's bual

7. In2 Kings xiil, 21 St. Ly :
John Xix 41; B, Maie Txvil, Go.ke xxlil. 63; su.

o
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TIE PRINCE OF WALES,

OUR SOVEREIGN LADY.

(By the Author of * English Hearts
English Hands,”

CHAPTER v.—(Continued.)

and

A remarkable impression was produced in
France by this irrepressible outburst of
loyalty and sympathy in England,

La France said—

‘*Political life is suspended in Enﬁland. One
sole anxiety absorbs all minds—the health of the
Prince of Wales. An entire nation, all impressed
with strong convictions, turns to (:‘rod. and par-
takes of the grief of its Sovereign, whose son is
about to die. What a spectacle, and what a
lesson] The Prince of Wales is dying, and no
one laughs; the Queen kneels beside the pro-
bable death-bed of her first-born son, and no one
laughs, The Princess of Wales only quits the
bedside of her husband, not to seck necessary
repose, but to hasten to church to pray, and to
listen to prayers—and no one laughs, The
Cabinet Oouncil calls upon the Archbishop of
Canterbury for a form of prayer to appeal to the
Almighty on behalf of the Prince of Wales ;
and the people, instead of mocking, rush for
copies of it, to repeat them in every place of
worship. This people has the courage, the good
sense, not to disown either its history, its past,
its government, orits God! Aud yet it isa free
people amongat all. Who can dispute that?”

The Gaulois wrote—
“Here we bave the spectacle of a real nation
kneeling to the Almighty. . . . . Every house

is darkened, life is In some degree suspended,
and newspapers have dropped politics, It seems
as if a part of the country itself were about
violently to be snatched away. This England,
which we were told was ready to become a re-
public, which was accused of despising its
princes, and of having got rid of its old-fashioned
loyalty, come and see it to-day, note its grief,
and be instructed.”

But amidst the general despondency there
were many who refueed to despair; and

raying hearts rallied all their forces to take

eaven by storm ; some even ventured to
plead that the very day, which ten years
before, had darkened thelife of our beloved
Queen, should be the day on which the Lord
and Giver of Life migh! say to her, * Go thy
way, thy son liveth,”

A little child in a royal palace* pleads for
his father’s life, *I thought of God,” he
said “all through my prayers, and now the
telegrams will be better.”

And God hearkened and heard, and stretch-
ed forth His hand to save.

Beginning from that very evening, the
14th of December, and on every succeeding
day of the week, the news from -Sandring-
ham told first of revival, then of improve-
ment, and afterwards of steadily increasing
progress. Each succeeding telegram, as if
was posted up in the streets of London, was
seen with shouts of joy by poor and ragged
street boys ; whilst strong men, unused to
tears, read the good news with wet eyes;
and short fervent thanksgivings were

T’Fha eldest son of ths Prince of Wales,

breathed, as they turned away to their daily
work.

The 27th of February, 1872, was set apart
as a day of national thanksgiving for there.
covery of the Prince of Wales; and from
the first streak of dawn a countless and ever
increasing multitude thronged the streets of
London. Such was their irrepressible good
humor and bappiness, that no amount of
gray In the cold sky could shadow their
faces, and no chilly showers could damp
their cheerfulngss, Loyal love bad Ybe-
decked the houses with an endless variety
of decorations, and had linked house to
house and street to street all along the line
of route with garlands‘of red and white
roses, the handiwork of innumerable poor
girls and children ; whilst smiles, cheers,
and blessings greeted the Queen and the
Prince and Princess of Wales on every side,
from the numbers who filled windows, plat-
forms, balconies, and roof.tops, or crowded
the streets up to the very line of - carriages,
for the seven miles along which the Royal
Family were to pass, Doubtless the great
sight of that great day was the people of
England :—from early in the morning until
late in the afternoon, and sgain at night to
see the illuminatigns; sometimes in rain,
always in blasts, bul never losing temper,
heart, or spirits; yielding readily to the
directions of the police ; gentle to fainting
women, tender to little children ;—such is
the grand material of an English crowd !

Thirteen thousand people assembled in
St.\Paul’s Cathedral—no class was left un-
represented. None who were there can
forget the moment when the great west door
was flung open, the organ rolled forth the
first bars of the National Anthem, and the

mighty sea, told of the royal arrival, The
vast congregation sprang to their feet, as
the Queen of our heartsand of ourland en-
tered the Cathedral. Tenderly supported
by her princely son and the lovely and be-
loved Princess of Wales, and, followed by
the other members of the Royal Family,
Her Majesty moved towards the dome, and
the Service of Thanksgiving commenced,

The heart of all England, and the heart of
the royal mother, met in the words—

S“HIB, MY SON WAS DEAD, AND IS ALIVE AGAIN.”
¢ Bless, Father, him thou gavest

Back to the loyal land ;

Oh 1 Saviour, him Thou savest
Still cover with Thine hand.

Oh ! Spirit, the Defender,
Be his to guard and guide,

Now in life's midday splendor,
On to the eventide,”

For some littla time after the Prince of
Wales’ iliness, Her Majesty’s reign was un-
disturbed by any especially disquieting
event, .

In April, 1873, the Queen, to the great
delight of the people in the Edst of London,
visited their park, named after herself ;and

in June of the same year she received, with

sound without, as from the waves of a|

rea; state, the Shah of Persia at Windsor
afle,

The first event in 1874 was the marriage
of Prince Alfred, the Duke of Edinburgh,
with the only daughter of the Czar of Ruesia,

In March,the Queen reviewed in the Park
at Windsor, the troops who had just return-
ed from the Ashantee war,in which Sir Gar-
net Wolseley’s name first became famous ;
and with her own hand Her Majesty fasten-
ed the Victoria Cross upon the breast of a
young officer who had won the highly prized
distinction. :

The Queen’s kindness of heart extends to
dumb creatures, We read of her sending
£100 to the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals, expressing her warm
interest in their efforts to diminish the suf-
ferings of animals, and telling of the horror
with which she heard and rend of the cruelties
practised. upon them,

Another instance of Her Majesty’s
generosity to her people might be mentioned
here, ' Out of the money which belonged to
her as Duchess of Lancaster, she set apart
£10,000 for a people’ park in Heywood.

As the year 1878 drew fo its close, a great
trouble began to threaten the heart of our
beloved Queen ; the dread disease diphtheria
had broken out in the Royal Family at
Hesse-Darmstadt,

The married life of the Princess Alice,
Grand Duchess of Hesse-Darmstadt, had
been but the development of her sweet,
unselfish girlhood. Her capacity of loving,
and of living for others, had grown but the
greater, as she had the more to live for and
to love. . .

When the Franco-German war was rag-
ing, the Princess Alice had risen to the great
emergency, and with the Crown Princess of
Germeny, our own Princess Royal, she met
the long trains of wounded soldiers, and,
undeterred by the ghastly sights before
them, they set an example of herolc devo-
tion in'nursing avd tending the sufferers,

Nor was it only under the enthusiasm of
humanity in time of war, that the Grand
Duchess had devoted herself to the benefit
of her husband’s people. In time of peace
they had shared her thoughts and her labors
with the first and dearest occupation of her
life~the~ wise, careful, tender ‘ireining of
her children. -

But from this fountain of her greatest
bappiness was to be drawn her. bitterest
draught of sorrow, Her youngest son,
Prince” Frederick, was playing beside his
mother in the joy and beauty of his healthy

TRE DUKE ot

childhood, Running gally into an adjoin-
ing room, in & momenthe had fallen through
an open window, and only survived the
dreadful accident a few hours, . ,
‘When that tender mother rose up from
the first depths of her anguish after this
atunniniblow, it was to live the saintly life
on earth of one whose heart is in Heaven.
“Through much tribulation,” said the
Princess, some time afterwards, “I have been
led fo trust wholly in the Divine Redeemer.”

(To be Continued,)

———— —
A RAT STORY.

Even rate ar> not without their good
quelities, Miss Frances Power Cobbe tells
us a story of a French conviet who was re-
formcl by a rat—a man who was long the
terror of the prison authorities, Time after
time he had broken out and made savage
assaulls on his gaolers, Stripes and chains
had been multiplied year after year, and he
was habitnally confined in an underground
cell, whence he was only taken to work
with his fellow. conviets in the prison-yard ;
but bis ferocity long remsined untamed,
At Jast it was observed that he grew rather
more calm and docile, without apparent
cause for the change, till one day, when be
was working with his comrades, a large rat
suddenly leaped fromthe breast of his coat
and ran across the vard. Natwrally thecry
was raised to kill the rat, and the men were
prepared to throwstones atit when the con-
vict, hitherto so ferocious, with a sudden
outburst of feeling implored them to desist
and allow him to recover his favorite. The

rison officials for once were guided by

appy compassion, and suffered bim to call
back his xat, which came to his voice and
nestled back in his dress,. The convict’s
gratitude was as strong as his rebellious di -
position had hitherto proved, and from that
day he proved submissive and orderly.
After some years he became the trus'ed
assistant of the gaolers, and finally was kiil.d
in defeadipg thew against 2 mutiny of other
convicts, Thulove of that humble creature
finding & place in his rough heart bhad
changed his whole character. Who shall
limit the miracles to be wrought y affve-
tion when the love of & rat could transform
& wan? o N
[P, V—

Ir WE Have Not the spirit of forgiveness
towards our neighbor, how can we ask God
to ¢ forgive us our treapasscs, as we forgive

those that trespass against us 27

EDINBURGH.
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- GOLDING'S DUNCE. -
BY FLORENCE B, HALLOWELL.

It was only the last of June, but the
weather was as warm as if it had been mid-
summer, and the sun poured down hotly
upon everything, scorching and withering
the grass, and drying up the little streams
in the pastures, The six cows in Farmer
Golding’s big clover field had gathered
under a large oak tree, and chewing the cud
contentedly, their large, soft eyes half closed,
seemed wholly indifferent to the movements
of a small, but sturdy boy, who, despite the
intense heat, was busily engaged with some
very inferior tools, in making a groove in a
board, He whistled while he worked, oc-
casionally pausing to talk to himself,

“T wish I had a better saw,” he muttered,
“I'd show ’em all work they wouldn’s
laugh at, if I &m adunce. And sister would
be willing to usesome of my inventions, I
believe she’ll like this churn arrangement if
she’ll only try it—" ’

He stopped short, and raising his head,
listened intently, Faintly from over the
fields came the sound of a bell, It was the
bell of the district schoolhouse half a mile
away. A worried, balf-frightened look
crossed the boy’s face ; he sprang to his feet,
brushed the sawdust and shavings from his
clothes, and gathering up his tools, turned
with a reluctant air toward the large house
which stood, surrounded by trees, a short
distance away.

" Within the kitchen his sister, a tall, gaunt
woman, many years older than .himself,
moved rapidly from the kitchen table to the.
kitchen fire, for there were many to cock
for, and no hands but her own to do it all.
Her expression was hard and bitter ; her
every movement bespoke a spirit of rebel-
lion and discontent. The only creature on
earth for whom she seemed to care at all
was her brother Steve, & bright, handsome
boy, who, however, made small returns for
the affection lavished upon him, preferring
the society of any one else to that of the
sister who idolized him.

Mahala was not proud of Nathan, and had
been the first to nickname him “Golding’s
Dunce,” a name by which he was known
everywhere now. She had ro patience

with bim or his many labor.saving inven-.

tions, She laughed at his sausage chopper
worked by dog power, at his dish washer,
warranted to wash every dish in the house
in ten minutes, and sneered at his peculiar
mop, which wrang itself when a crank was
turned, She would have worked her fingers
to the bone sooner than use anything he
made to save her in any way, -

His chief fault in .Mahala’s eyes was his
lack of book knowledge, While Steve
every year passed a creditable examination

a dozen different studies, Nathan proved
wofully behind in everything save philoso-
Ehy and mathematics, For thesetwostudies

o had a positive love, but others which his
'll;gother Jearned so glibly, only distressed

im, :
It seemed to Nathan sometimes that his
sister grieved that he had been born, for do
what he would, he could never please her,
And yet, strange a3 it may seem, he loved
her dearly, and suffered acutely under her
taunts and sneers,

He entered the kitchen now shrinkingly,
in the full expectation of a ecolding, for
which he had not long to wait.

“ Not gone to echool yet ! cried Mahala,
looking up from.the stove, “At your
everlasting tinkering again, I suppose,
Another day ‘wasted |

“I forgot,” answered Nathan,  but the
bell has only just rung, sister.”

“Just rung! Yes, for recess; it%s bhalf
past ten. I declare, you’re enough to
aggravate a saint, N athan, You'll neverbe
anything but a discredit to us all, You'll
be ‘Golding’s Dunce’ to the end of the

- chapter. There! don’t stand there like a

dumb thing. You make me nervons,
Take that bucket and fetch some water.”
His father appreciated Nathan as no one
else did, and prophesied a bright future for
him, encouraging bim to fresh efforts by
every means in his power. He had no
education, this kind-hearted old man, save
that derived from experience in his narrow
sphere, but his judgment was sound, and he
was not blind to his younger son’s talent,
“You may not think it, but I tell you
the boy’s got stuff in him,” he said to his
daughter one day, as he picked up Nathan’s
self-wringing mop. -
 Mighty poor staff it is, too !” was the

answer, given with a jerk of the head that
spoke volumes, ; o

“ He'll show you some' time that it ain’t
as_poor as you think,” said the farmer.
“ He’s got a master head for contrivin’ has

Nathan, You'll live to see him come out
miles ahead o’ Steve.” ' .

“Will he?” laughed Mahala, bitterly.
“You'll live to see him miles behind Steve,

in my opinion. He’ll tinker his whole life
away on little wheels and spouts.”’

But in spite of his sister’s unbelief in his
ability to accomplish anything of value.
Nathan’s love for machinery was so strong
that he continued to devote himself to the
study of it whenever he had a chance, and
many were the ingenious contrivances he
made to lighten his father’s labors, feeling
amply repaid if he received nothing more
than a smile or a kindly word in return.
But his greatest ambition was to do some-
thing that would win for him his sister’s
praise, He really hungered for a part of
the love she lavished so generously on the
unappreciative Steve,

Time passed, and Nathan began to spend
every spare hour in the large printing es-
tablishment of Boone Brothers, situated in
the country town two miles away, Steam
power had astrange fascination for him, and
he hovered tenderly about the big enginein
the press room, learning to love it at last as
if it had been a living thing. And he was
never weary of studying its complicated
machinery;soon understanding it so well that
Boone Brothers asked him to take charge of
it, offering him two dollars a week.

To Nathan, who had never earned a cent
in his life, this sum seemed very large, par-
ticularly as, in his opinjon, the work wasso
light, He hastened home to tell the good
news, and was congiderably taken aback by
Mahala’s reception of it.

“Two dollars !* ghe exclaimed. Is that
all? Why, they pay their errand boy three,
and he’s only eleven years old! Two dol-
lars won’t pay me for the bread you eat.”

Nathan looked at her a moment in si-
lence. Then he turned and walked out off
the house. Going to the barn, he climbed
up into the loft, and lying down on the hay,
burst into & perfect torrent of tears, He
did not hear a step on the stairs, If he had,
he might have looked up and seen his sister,
who, troubled by the look on his face as he
turned from her, had followed him, and
stood looking at him several moments,
wondering at his display of grief, A sense-
tion which was almost pity, rosein her heart
as she stood there. :

Nathan, with his father’s consent, took
the place which Boone Brothers offered
him, and soon made himself almost indis-
pensable, His wages were raised to three
dollars, and this sum he handed to his sister
regularly every Saturday night. Shenever
made any remark &s she took the money,
but once Natban thought he saw her lip
quiver.

“I wish you’d buy youself a new dress,
sister,” he said one day. :

“Qut of your three dolars?’ she agked.
“You must think dresses come cheap.
But perhaps yon want me to buy acalico 7"

“No,” answered Nathan, “I’d like to
see you with a dress on, such as Mrs. Boone
wears t0 church. It’s black,and shiny, and
soft-looking.”

% Satin,” said Mahala, “and cost three
dollars a yard, if it cost a cent. Don’t be

silly.”

“[ mean to get you one some day,” said
Nathan, “You just wait and see.”

“I’11 have to wait till the world turns
into cheese, and money grows on bushes, I
expect,” said Mahala, I ghall not put off
getting an alpaca, because of your promise,
that’s sure,” :

Ope day the establishment of Boone
Brothers was closed, owing to & funeral in
the family, Nathan, having nothing to do
of any importance, and having long wanted
to investigate the {)ig engine in the woollen
factory, seized this opportunity for a visit
to the engineer, with whom he had a slight
acquaintance. '

efound some commotion at the factory,
The engineer was lying drunk in a waggon
near the office door, and Mr, Sprague, the
proprietor of the milly, was giving orders
for his removal to his home,

“Drunken, worthless creaturs 1’ he said,
“1d discharge him this instant, if I could
only get another engineer as good. And a
really reliable oné is out of the question, of
course—not to be'even dreamed of, Schaler
is about the best I've ever had, I believe.

They’re a bad lot, in my opinion. And now

I supgose I’ll have to see to the engine my-
self the rest of the day, though I don’tknow
a thing about it, Peters,” to a man who
was engaged in clearing the office counter of
sundry rubbish, “go in and turn some
water into the boiler, it must be kept fall.”
With these words he seated himself at his
desk, and began to look over some woollen
samples which lay waiting his inspection.
Peters dropped the brush he was using, and
assed into the engine room. After alittle
esitation, Nathan followed him, wondering
if he understood engine work, )
As he pushed open the door of the room
asound struck on his ear that chilled his
blood, and for a moment almost paralyzed
him with horror—the sound of a hoarse,
angry rumbling from the great boiler, the
hiss of escaping steam. He knew at once
that the water was entirely out, the boiler
perfectly dry, and that if the.cold - water;
valve was turned on, an explosion was cer-
tain. It would be like touching a match to
a powder magazine, No time was to be
lost. - Peters, a stupid, thick-headed fellow,
was already touching the valve. One in-
stant only did Nathan pause; the next, he
darted forward and dealt the man a blow
that sent him reeling backward.
“Pull the fire !”” he cried in a clear, ringing
voice that reached Mz, Sprague in his office,
¥ Quick, Ill open the escape valve.”
1t was the work of an instant only to
turn the escape valve, and the steam rushed
out, in a great volume, filling the room
completely in a moment, Faint and dizzy
from the knowledge of the terrible danger
that had been passed, Nathan staggered back
and would have fallen to the floor had not
Mr, Sprague, who had entered just in time,
caught him in his arms,

“Brave boy !’ he said tremulously, as he

ever reward you for this 3"
“ Wasn’t it lucky I came in when I did,”
said Nathan, *I was just in time.”
“Lucky 1"’ said Mr, Sprague. * That is
not the word, It was providential By
your courage and promptness you saved
the lives of nearly ahundred innocent peo-

would have blown half the building to
ieces,

“I’I1 have to ask Peters’ pardon for knock-
ing him over,” said Nathan, “but there was
really no other way to stop him, I had no
time to explain tbings,”

“Ezplain! I gues mnot,” said Mr.
Sprague,

“Won’t you let me attend to the engine
the rest of the day 1’ asked Nathan, “I
understand every screw in it.” ,

Mr, Sprague was only too glad to accept
this offer, and when at night Nathan was
about to go home, the wealthy mill-owner
placed in his bands a fifty-dollar bill,

¢ Take this,” he said, “You well deserve
it, fox your courage savetl me thousands of
dollars, And if you will also take the place
of Schaler, you can haveit at & salary of
fifteen dollars a week,”

Happy Nathan! He ran home like a
deer, so light was his heart. Openiny the
kitchen door he found his father and sister
et tea.

¢ Sister,” he said, trying to speak calmly,
] can give you that satin dress now,” and
with a beaming face he held out to her the
fifty-dollar bill. Never for an instant had
the thought of spending one penny of it
upon himself, entered his mind.

“ Nathan QGolding,” cried Mahala, in a
shrill voice, * where did you get this? I
hope you've not opened anybody’s till?
Oh, if that disgrace has come on us, it will
be just too much !

“Trobatill! O sistex!”

such a choking in his throat, such a heavy
weight upon his heart, He let the money
fall to the table, and running out, took re-
fuge in the barn again, He lay there with
his face downward on the hay, great, gasping
sobs tearing their way from his breast.
“ Nathan {” :
He heard his name called, but was toosad
and hopless to answer., Some one eame up
the stairs, and knelt down on the hay beside
him.,
¢ Nathan |”
He knew then that it was his sister who
had come to him, He looked up, his eyes
bloodshot, his face white, weary, and stained’
with tears,

#Q Nathan{ Nathan! My brother ! my
dear brother! Forgiveme! Forgiveyour
poor aister | She has had so much to make

her hard, my boy §”

dragged Nathan into the office, “how can I|

ple. An explosion of that great boiler}

It was all Nathan could say, there was| D)

Nathan's ayms were around his sister’s
neck in a moment, and he was kissing her
wan, sallow cheek. o

% Forgive you!” he cried, “ Dear sister,
I have nothing to forgive, ' You never
meant anything, I know that, Butif you
will only let me love you as I would like,
sister,” :

No matter what MahalaGolding answered,
Sufficient be it that Nathan’s hungry heart
was satisfied at last,

¥ % X % ¥ k%

Steve had come into the kitchen as Nathan'
had gone out, and had told the story of his
brother’s brave deed, He said it was the
talk of the town, and that every one was
praising Nathan.

“ For a long time Mahala Golding’s heart
had been softening toward her younger
brother. That rigid exterior was but as the
crust of ice that an intense cold has made
over ‘a deep stream, while the water still
flows swift and strong beneath, The know-
ledge of the bitter injustice she had -dome
Nathan, the cruel insult she had put upon
him in return for his generosity, had broken
the ice of that deep stream.

The name of “Golding’s Dunce” fell from
Nathan at once, No one lau%::ed at him
now or recalled his failures in history, geo-
graphy, or grammar. All united in his
praise. He made steady progress onward
and upward, and well did he fulfil his
father’s prophecy of success,

And often would the old man say as he
heard of some new invention which was
making his son’s name famous among ma-
chinists, “I told Mahala there was stuff in
him, It would be well for the world if
there were more dunces like my Nathan.”
—The Household.
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