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ExLamoxp Srrima--Vor VI TORONTO, JULY 10, 1886. No. 14.

. S, than are ours in comparison with thoso | There are such harricanes as, coming
Quito. SUN-STORM which ths animalcule experience in his | down upon us from the North, would
Quiro i3 the highest city in the| AwL things in the aniverss are com- | world. in uhirty eeconds after they had croesed

world—10 COO foet abtove the ses. Yeu, parative. Could one fancy the mioro- How oan we, who are bewildered the Bi. Lawrsnce, o 1o the Guif of
s8 it j8 just on the equator, it Is, asocopic beings which inhabit a drop oilund appalled by the fory of ounr lMexho, cacrysog witk cheo the woue
though 6o bigh, plessantly warm. It turbid water endowed with intelligence, , plasst’s oycionee and voicar.c orup- |surfave i Jhe wunusent in & wa, nut
is much subject to es “thqoakes. It ; they might be supposed to study what  tlons, form a conception of the tocribie |Simpiy 88 ruin, bu. ot giuming veyut,
hat a populstica of 70000, a fine they can discover of the great world | energy of naturaioperations un thesunt i which the vapum anang ium «be
cathedral, as will Le seen fiom the cut,  with mach the same sort of wonder  Profeseor Newoomb suggests thau if  lissoluiivn of Le maicriais cowpusiog

OATHEDRAL OF QUITO.

B 22d o litrary of 20000 volames. If that men have in reaching after the we all the eolar chromosphere an the “dties of Puewn, Now Yak, and
g m2ch of the gplecdor and wealth truths of sstronumy. To their brief,ovean of Sre, we most remember that Chicage would v wized In a singe
Iavithed au the adornicy of the Jburch | existenco the usua! term of humao life|it is an ocean hetter than the fiercost indistinguishalls wvud.
ll were gpent in the instinction of the, woald be countiems ages. Not bolfumwe,andudeepu the Atiantcis When we spema of eruptivus, wo
i Pe%blo they would b. more intelligeat continue a very fruitful speculation, it brosd. ,call to mind Vesavius L. ying the
B and better Ohristisna, j may be sid that wonderful 23 is thel If we call itsa movemeats harricanes, | surrvunding cluios v iava, bue whe
B i foliowing account of the prodigious we must remember that owr barrd | aclar erupuacns, ihsvwn fifty thuusand
§ Cuastazp eormow leeds as  to,activity of the great forces at work in|-2aes Llow anly about a handred miles miles high, would ingud deo whue
pofez, bu. inucdinate grief hindem tho sun, thess siorms are not mots an hour, while those of the chromo  arth asa lisswio every uiganid
dsvotion. ,foricus in compariron with our own.sphers blow as far in a single second. , balng on its qurface in A mcment.




o

> 106 PLEABANT HOURS,.
THF TOILKR, ONLY ONE SCENE. “ You may, deario; you shall, my are” And the brutal father turned |
BY % 1 WITHROW, DD Ir was admy' miserable mornmg; little lamb! Just wait a minute.” away.
IL "ay ths senry heir of to! s heavy fog hung over the wretched And out agﬂn.ahe bqundod (that frees- Amy the bedroom doge
C ol v e “a{mu, bent, strozt; tho rain had fallon constantly | ing, wet starving child), reaolved that | tremblingly. How conld she face her

A

at v v with uever-ending tasks,
Woatn crasolasa offort apont ;

Wi n o seoriul irestt he bors Lis part,
ko man was yot cuntont.

1~ tonl was chorred by tender thoughta
Of loved ones and of home,
Ot aves and wife, the Juas of Lfe;
I cot than palace - me
They wade more dear, and evermore
Suppreswed complaint or moan.

His frama was nerved to bravest deeds ;
It was fur tham he wrorglt;

His soul wagstrong ; the day, though long,
Whas gladdened by the thonght

Of honashold joys and chilibood wiles
Tbat purest pleswure brought.

Now ringeth forth the wolcome bell,
‘The nignal of relense :

Amid the ovening shadows cool
Ho findoth swoet sutcosss

From bond and thrall. Like dews that fall

Descendoth urme's calin peace. .

80 we, amid life's woary toil,
May cheer onr janting souls
With hopo of Hoaven aud Homo above,
Where joy’s full river rolls
For us at Inst, life’s sorrows past,
When Death’s mild curfew tolle,
—Matrnodist Magazine for June,

LABOUR 1S HONOURABLE.

Trr following from the pen of the
late J. G, Holland posscnses the easen-
tinl elemonts of pathos and truth :—
Labour is the honourablo thing among
mon. There is not a neatly-graded
lawn, a pretty garden, or a well-trained
treo that does not tell of it. It builds
magrificent cities, and creates navies,
amf“ bridges, rivers, and lays railroad
tracks, and infuses every part of the
flying locomotive. Wherover a steamer
plows the waves or tho long canal
bears the nation’s inland wealth ;
wherever the wheat fields wave and
the mill wheels turn, there labour is
the conqueror and the king. The
newspaper, wherever it spreads its
wings, bears the imprees of toilers’
hands, Should not tho Iabourer be
well housed? Should he not have the
best wife, and the prettiest children in
the world? Should not the man who
produces all that he can eat and wear
bo honoured? To us there is more
truo postry about the labourers’ life
and lot than any other man's under
heaven. It matters not in what call-
ing & man toils, if he toils manfully,
honestly, and contentedly. The little
tin pail should be a badge of nobility
ovorywhere, and in the ‘“good time
coming, boys,” it will be.

HOW TO GET AN EDUOCATION.

Boys say to moe: “We want an
education, but wo can't get it; so we
are going to learn a trade, or go into
a store, or do nomething else.’ Now
lot me say that every boy who wanta
an education, if he will berd his force
to it, can got just as good a one as he
wants, Tho way is open. Education
doesn’t come through academies, col-
leges, seminarics, though these sre
helps ; but it comes by study and
reading, and comparing; snd all the
schools, aud colleges, and seminaries in
tho world will not mako a scholar of &
man without these; and with them a
man will be one, if he never sees a
college. And what is true of boys, is
of girls; aud what is true of this pur-
suit, is of any other. The force must be
in yourself, and you must develop it.

It is that indomitable “X can” that}

sots aan astride in the world.

through the night, and still drizzled in
# forlorn way., Pedestrians jostled
along, occasionally hitting ono another
with their wet umbrollag and sloshing
the mud right and left over the dirty
pavement,

Oroming & filthy street where the
thick black mud entered the soles of
her sodden shoes and clung with tenacity
sbout her thin ankles, was a young
girl of thirteen or thereabouts, She
breasted tho driving wind and swerved
pot from a straight course ahead, al-
though her weapons againet thoelements
were only a ragged dress and a thinfaded
shaw), of many colors. Tied about her
untidy mass of hair was an old hood,
while upon her feet &n old one-sided
shos, uniaced and torn at the toe, did
duty for one, while the other walked
bravely on in a man’s diecarded boot,
hard and unwieldy though it wasa
She scemeod utterly indifferent to the
rain. And why should she be other-
wige?! For when one is thoroughly
wet and worn & few drops moro or lesa
either of water or trouble make no
difference. 8he hurried around the
corner; and a shiver passed through
her framo with the cutting blast of
wind. She shuffied on as fast as
poesible, considering her soaked foet,
held her poor wet garments closely to
her as if fer protection, and soon turn-
ed up a dark court, opened a cracking
door in a rickety tenement house, and
entered. How cold and dark and
damp! although just what she expected.
A. deepsigh escaped her. The **bundle
of rags” (called father) on the straw in
the corner did not move, and she softly
opened the door into another smaller
one and looked in. All was hushed
and still. On & low couch of straw,
covered with a thin, patched army
blanket, Iny a little girl of seven, pale
and faded ; but though a clammy swest
stood upon the fair brow, one could not
but say, ‘‘How lovely!” Yes; though
a drunkard’s forsaken child, Lena
Croft's pinched features were clae-
gically beautiful. Amy knelt down by
ber eide, took the little thin hand ia
her own, and, poor child, although sho
did not intend to awakerther sick sister,
the hot tears that fell from her eyes
had that effect, and the blue eyes opan-
ed and fastened upon her imploringly
She had begged her father with all the
strength and pathos of her young voice
to call & physician for Lena, even get-
ting down upon her kmees before the de-
graded man with her earnest pleading ;
but no, this heartless father turmed
away from his eldest born's prayer
sud tock the money that, with God's
will, would have hrought relief to his
sick child and gave it willingly to the
cruel rumseller who wag licensed to
flood his home with poverty, and per-
haps something worse.

“J1 sm so giad you've come, Amy!
I'm 20 hungry! Can I have some-
thing now 3"

Amy looked at the thin cheek 80
touchingly white, at the blue eyes that
had once beamed with laughter, and
her heart sank witkin her. She felt
such » weight of ofpreseion that sbe
oould not speak. She had promised to
get eomething for the sick child and
had failed. She had rung at many
basement doors, but the servants had
bado her begone. * Shure,” said one,
¢t oi've enough to do without waitin’ on
] the loikes of yes.”

sho would ring tho fron. door bells and
noo tho ladies themselves as a last re-
sort. :

Thinking only of Lena, her poor,
tired fcot scemed shod with wings.
8he hurried through the stroets and
rung the front door bell of the first re-
spectable house. A tidy housemaid open-
ed tho door, and in auswer to Amy’s
pleading, “Ploage muy I see the lady?”
she received, * You dirty girl, to come up
these clean steps with your muddy feet,
Begone this instant!"” and the door
slammed in her face. She turned de-
spairingly but resolutely (the sad eyes
at home haunting her) and pulled the
next bell. As the servant opened the
door, Amy said quickly, « My little
sister is starving ; please give mo some-
thing for hor,” -

“ Beggars should go to the back
doors,” angrily answered the girl, and
was about to close the door when a
gentle voios called: *Let her step in
on the oil cloth so that I can see
her.”

“Bnt, shure, she’s drippin’ wet,
ma’am, an’ covered with mud.”

“Do a8 Isay; let her in”

The door was opened reluctantly
and Amy stepped in.

«Qh how lovely,” thought the poor
outcast. ‘How bright and nice every-
thing is1” And her oyes wandered to
the sweet voiced individual lying upon
the criroson hall couch,

« My poor girl, what can I do for
yon 2”

«QOh, mw'am! something for my
poor sister ; my poor little sister is sick
and dyin’, and starvin’.”

«Poor child ; poor little girl! Katy,
tell the cook to give her part ot my
beef tea in .. bottle, a oup of jelly, and
sore bread and meat. And be quick
about it.”

The poor girl received the package
with & thankful heart, and the world
zeemed brighter as she ran to the hovel
she called home, although the rain atill
fell pitilessly. Asghe entered her door
the tattered heap in the corner moved,
snd the miserable father raised himzelf
with difficulty to a sitting posture ard
jcoked at her in an ill-tempered leer.
He had grown so bitter and revenge-
ful in his dissipation that Amy thud-
dered with dread.

“What you carryin’ so eneakin’}”
he fiercely demanded.

¢ Something for Lena ; she's atarvin,’
father.”

«Bring me what you've got; I'm
starvin’ and thirstin’ too,”

¢ Ob, father! X can’t; Lenw’s dyin’,”
mosned Amy, trying to pass the micer-
able wreck on the floor; but heraised
himself alowly and uttéred a threat so
terrible, ending with the words, * Pity
ye wan’t both dyin’; ye better lotk out
or ye will ; bring me the basket, Isay;"
and Amy tremblingly handed it to hig.
Snatching it from her, he sywallowed
the beef te: mnd as much of the braad
a1 he conld pussibly eat ; then be rose
with difficulty, and, wrapping the cup
of jelly in & paper, tottered to the door,
Amy stood looking with horrified eyes,
but with great effort asked:  Where
aro you goin' with the jelly, fatbert”

«To Warhburn's for a drink.”

«Qh, father! leave me the jelly or
Lena will die,” And poor Amy wrung
her hands in agony.

«Pick up the cruststhat I left;

they're gocd enough for such brats ss ye

little sister without food again and
tell her there wasnone? Bat there wa
nonced; Lens had hemd all.  Through
the little broken window came a teeble
ray of light, revealing a smilo on the
while lips, sweeter and lovelior than
sunlight. She held out her thin hand
to Amy, and the heartbroken gir
caught it between her own and coverdd
it with zcalding tears as she hroke
forth into convulsive sobbing.

“Don't cry, Amy, my gotd Amy,
I’'m sleepy ; but Ilove you sister Amy,
Kiss me, Amy, for I'm goin' to mamma,
I won't be hungcy any more, nor cry
any more, will I sister? Awmy’s teans
were falling fester than the raindrops
ou'side, but her heart was too full to
speak.

“Y’ll ask God to come for you siater,
soon—+eo00n. No tears there—mamua.”
And the little sinlecs sleeper was at
rest,

One littlo tired heart has found peace;
up the golden atsirs her little feet have
gone, But ob, Father, the other/—
National Temperance Advocate.

LINCOLN'S BOYHOOD.

THERE were no libraries and but
foew books in the *‘back settlements”
in which Lincoln lived. Among the
fow volumes which he found in the
cabins of the illiterate families Ly
which he was surrounded were the
Bible, Bunyan's ¢ Pilgrim's Progress,”’
Weems' “Life of Washington,’ and
the poems of Robert Burns. These
he read over and over again, until they
became as fawiliur as the alphabet.
The Bible has been at all times the
book in every home and cabin in the
republic; yet it was truly said of
Liancoln, that no man, clergyman or
otherwise, could be found oo familisr
with this book ashe. This iuapperent
both*in his conversation and his
writings. There is hardly a apeech or
state paper of his in which allucions
and illustrations taken from the Bible
did not sppear. Burne he could quote
from end to end. Long aftcrward he
wrote a most able lecture upon this,
perhaps pext to Shakespeare, his
favourite poet. Young Abrabam
borrowed of the neighbours snd read
every book he could hear of in the
sottloment within & wide circuit. If
by chanoe he heard of a took that he
had not read, he would walk many
miles to borrow it, Among other
volumes he borrowad of one Orawford,
Weems' ¢ Life of Washington.” Read-
ing it with great eagerness, he took it
to bed with him in the loft of the
cabin, and read on unliil his nubbin of
tallow candle had burned out  Then
ho placed the book between the lcgs of
the cabin, that it might be at hand as
soon a8 there was light enocugh in the
morning to enabla him to read, Bat
during the pight & viclent rain came
on, and he awcke to find kis book wet
through and through. Drying it a8 |
well a8 he could, he went to Crawfod }}
and told him of the mishap, aud, s be
had no money to pay for 1, affered to
work out the value of the injwed |}
voiume., Crawford fixcd the prioat |8
threc days’ work, and the future
president pulled corn three days, snd
thus becamo the.owner of the fasd-
aating book. M thougbt the labsur
well iavested.—Arnold's new * Lije of
Abraham Lincoln.”
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THE BIRDS,

“SIAHINK of your wools and orohards
without birds |
ui empty nests that cling to boughs and
beams
Ax ta an tiot’s brain remembored words
tauy empty ‘wid the cobwebs of his
dreamns |
Will Hleat of flocks or bellowing of hoetds
| Make up for the loat muslc, when your
teams
Drsg homeo tho stingy hareest, and no wmore
The teathered gleaners follow to your door?

*What ! would yourathor seo tho incessant

stir
Of insects in the windrows of the hay,
And hear tho locust and the grasshopper
Taeir melancholy hurdy-; scdfos play t
Is tlus more pleasantto you than the whic
Ut meadow lark, und her sweet rounadelsy,
Or twazter of little ficld farea, as you tabe
Your nooving in the sisde ot bush and
brake}

“You ;::ll ‘them thieves and pillagers; buot
now
The)} aro tho winged wardens of your

foe,
Andhfrom your harvest kesp a bundred

arms.

Eren the blackest of them all, the crow,
Renders good servigs as your man-at-arms,

Crushing the beetls in his coat ot mail,

Apd crying havos on the slag and soail.

“Tauuk, every morniog When the san pesps
through
Tho dim, leaf Iatticed windom of the grove,
Hos jubitant the happy birds rencw
Thoir olu melodions madrigals of love !
And when you think o1 this, remember, too,
Tis always morning somevrhere, snd above
The awakeLing coauaents, trom shore t0
shore,
Somowhero the birds aro singing cvermore.'

JOAN PLOUGHMAN'S “TRY.”

{| Or all the pretty little sosgs I have
iB| ever heard my youngsters ging, thatis
:JR| one of the besy whioh winds up,—-

**1f at first you don't sucseed,
17y, try, try agaw."”

! Irecommend it to grown.up people
‘M| whosre *‘down in the mouth,” and

§| fancy that the best thing they can do
isto give it up, Nobedy knows whut
be can do tll he tries, *« We ghall
get through it mow,” maid Jack to
garxy ag they finished up the pud-

E;'arytbing mow is hard to work;

'8 but & litto ot the® try * cintatent rub-

bed o the Imind and worked into the
teart makes sl things eagy,
28 “Oan’t do it,” sticks in the mud;
| tut try soon drags the waggon out oF
therus, The fox eaid * Try,” and he
8! got away from the hounds whea they
almost snepped at him, The bees
nid “Try,” and tumed the flowers
into honey. The equirrel xaid * Try,”
and up he went to the top of t7e beech
tree, The suowdrop sald *Tvry,” and
bloomed in the cold shown of winter.
The sun said “Try,” and tho spring
soon threw Jack Frost cut of the
ssddlee.  The ox said “ Try,” and
ploaghed tle field frotm end to end.
o hill too steep for Try to clitab; no
clay too stiff for Tty to plough ; no
fed too wet ¢ Try to cirabin; 2o
bole to big for T¥y to mead.

“Xg{ lictlo strokes
oa fell great caka.™

By a spadetul at a time th.e navvies
dug the outting, out a- big hol s through
the hill, and heaped up the embank-
ment,

“'Tho stone it hard, the drop is mmall,
Bataholeis made by a ggux:r at fall”

» What man has done, maz can doj:
- ud what has never been, may be

arms,
Who from the cornfields drive the insidious |

Tuck up your shirt-slooves, young
Hopefal, and go atitl * Whero thers's
a will there’s & way.,” The sun shines
for all the world. Believe in God, und
stick. to hard work, and seo if tho
mountsing are not removed. Chocr,
boys, cheer! God helps those who help
themwelves. Don’t wait for helpers;
try thoss two old friends, your stroug
arms. Solf's the man. None of ber
friends caw holp the hare; she wmust
1un for heraalf, or the greyhounds will
have her, Every man must carry b
own sack to the mill. ¥You must put
your shouldcr to the wheel and keop it
there, for there’s plenty of ruts in the
road. If you #it etill Hll great men
ta¥e you on their bscks, you will giov
to yourseat. Yourown logs aro better
than glilts; don’t look to others, but
trust in God and kesp your powder
dry.—C. H. Spurgeon.

CANUIE, THE SEA.KING.

1x the early partof the Christian era
the inhabitants of the nothern pa:t of
Europs, known a8 the Nocgelands, were
regarded &8 piratee, ready to eeiza the
vegsols that came mesr their coasts,

1 and to appropriate whatever they could

lay hands on. Those vikings, or usea-
kings, ware a #alwart snd vigorous
race ‘of men, whose mejestic bearing
comanded respect and inspired foar.
Daring the reign of Egbert and for
many years afterward the Danes made
ircursions into Eagland, and sometimes
overran the whole country., Alfred,
who ascended the thronein 872, fought
fifty-six battles with them, by sea and
land. Nearly a hundred years afer
his death, the Danoe 2gain broke into
England, weare victorious, sud three
Danish kings governed the country in
guocession.

Canute wzs one of them, and as-
cended the throne in the year 1017,
He was surnamed “thc (reat,” and
pozsessed eminent abilities, wus terriblo
in his resantments, but an impartial
digpanser of justico—making no distino-
tion between Danes and English. One
day, when he and his courtiers were
walking on the shure, thoy called him
« King of the'sea,” and told him he had
but to command, and the waves would
oboy him. Canute desired a chair of
state to be brought and plseed on the
hard, amooth sand. Then, seating him-.
gelf in the chair, he stretched ozt his
sceptre over the waves, with a very
commandingwapect,

“Roll back thy waves, thou ssal”
cried Canate. “I am thy king azd
master ! How darest thodt foam ‘and
thunder in ‘my presencst"”

Bat the ses, nowise abashed, came
roaring and thundering onward, and
deshed ils spray over Oanuvto and =l
the conrtiors. The giant waves rolled
upward on the bsach, and would soon
have swallowed up the monarch and
his men if they had not scampered to
dry land,

It is the provincs of courtiers to
flatter, but as theze Norsemen wure
very supertitious, and sapposed that
they were under the inflaence of ‘the
gods they worshipped, they may have
honestly imayined that Thor or Odin
would baetaw upon King Canute the
power to make ths waves obsy him,
His act rebuked the courtiers for their
folly, while it convinced them that ho
was not 80 great as they had imagined
him to bs,

Qanute became interested in veligions
affairs at the oloss of his lifo, and alarm.
ed at the thonght of tho many crimes

-

ho had committed, but hix picty was of
that sup ratiticus kind which displaycd
tself 1n building churches and endow-
ing monasteries, tho greatv virtues of
those ages. No Christian can road the
story of Uanuto without being rewinded
of nn incident which took place on the
Sea of Galuloe, whon Jesus rebuked the
wind, and said unto the sea, ** Peace, bo
still,” and thore wus a groat calm,
What a dufarence botwcen the two
parsonnges !

A NIOE SCENEK.

Two boys wore ia a schoolroom
togother, and exploded some fireworks,
cootrary to the master's exprass pro-
hibition. The one boy denied1t. [I'he
other, Ben Chrictie, would neither
admit nor deny it, and was soverely
tlogged for hts obsunacy. When the
boys got alono again—

“ Why didn't you deny it1” asked
the real otlonder.

¢ Because there were only wo two,
and one of vs must havo led,” said
Ben.

“Tnen wbhy not ssy I did itt”

**1scauss you said you diin't aad I
would spare ths liar.

The boy's heurt was melied. Ben's
moral gallaatry sutdued him. When
school reascembled, tho young culprit
marched up to tte master's desk and
said

* Plearo s5ir, I cen't bear to bea liar,
1 et off the equibs” And he burst
into tears.

Tho master's eye glistened on the
sclf-accueer, and the undessrved punish-
ment he had inflicted on the other
boy smote his conscienca,  Before thé
whole school, hand in hand with the
culprit, as if he and the other boy,
were joined in the confession, the
master marched down to whers young
Uhristio sat, and asid aload :

¢ Ben, Ben, lad, he and I beg your
pardon. We are both to blame.”

The school was hushed and still as
other schools are apt to be when vome-
thing true snd noble is being done—
s0 still that they might almost hsve
heard Ben's big boy-tears dropping on
his book as he Bat enjoying the moral
triumpk which subdued himself as
well as the rest. And when from
want of something else to say, he gentiy
cried, © Master forever!” the loud
shont of the scholara filled the oid
man's eyes with something behind his
spectacles which made him wipa thew
bafore he sat down.—Sunday-School
ddrocate.

“Y JUST TOOK HIM AT HIS
WORD.”

Saxpy BaTes wa3 ono of the Fresh
Air Fund boys who had come out to
The Points to get a glimpso of the
green fields and a basath of the pure
air of the bright conatry. He was
nobody's Iad, and ke managed to keep
life in his body by moans of ¢dd jobs
that ho wes always on the look-out
for, whilo any kind of a shelter at
night was better than the miserable
garrct that ho uted to share with the
old dranken creature who called her-
sclf Granny Bates, though Sandy was
suro that sho bad no claims upsn hru.

A serious illpess, induced by ex
posure and poor neusithment, had left
him s0 thin ard pale 28 to a'trac: th=-
atiention of a beaevolont i3dy, wh>
sucoecded in oblziming s permit to
have Lim ‘seat to the comtry for &
week or two.  Bandy's.first Bundsy In

tho countrr wiz one glaa song of

delight.  In Mr. Raymonas clas <hat
day ho fimt Leard the slwple wtory of
redoeming love.  Eagurly he lstensd
to tha story of the ft-to.d tsle of the
babe cradled 1n the maager, of the
sorrowful }ifoihat foliwwed,andof theig
nominivus death that tiuished the work
of redemption. The plan o salvation
was sll now, but cxceedingly plain w
the forlorn boy, and tho pesuagns of
Scripture read and memoriaml wetn
fuil of wvaning to his growing unde,

standing. The week that f luweld
wus bright with new life und beauty,
When next Mr, Raymond took hiwm ty
tho hand, daody iofurmed hiwm that Lo
now belouged to the Naviour,

“Aro you very suret” asked Mr,
Raymond, fearful that thuv child did
not understand what Le was saying.

“Just 88 sure sy that my nawo 1
8andy Bates,” was the instant responso,

‘« How do you koow that he kg
accepted yout™ urgud the toacher,

“ Why, I just took himat his word,
for when he told mo w0 come unto him,
I knew he meant it, und I am sure he
will not go back cn his wurd,” replied
Sandy with glustening eyos.

“ You are right, my boy. 1 thiuk
I understand now what Jesus meant
by accepting the kingdom ol God as u
little child,” murmutcd Mr. Raywond,
“Qus of tho mouth of Labes und euck-
linga hast thou oidsired streagth.™

WINTER SLEVPERS,

Tuxre sre some kinds of animals
that hide away in the winter, that arv
not wholly aslecp all tho time, Tao
biood moves a little, asd unce in awhile
thoy tako a breath. 14 tho weather ia
at all mud, they wake up enough wo
eat. Now, ien't it curious that they
koow all this beforchand | Such
animalgs always lay up somcthing to
eat, just by their side, whea they go
into their winter sleeping jaaces. Bat
thoge that do not wake uj. never lay
up any food ; for 12 would not bo uzed
i they did.

Tho 1ittlo field-monee lays up nuse
and grain. I¢ eats some when it 1
partly awake on a wara day.

Tho bat doge not need wo do this, fu
the ssme warmth that wakes bim
wakes all the insects on which h»
feods. Ho calches some, and thuen
eats, When he 18 gowmg to sleep
again, he hangs himseli ap by his hind
claws.

The woodchuck, a kind of marmot,
does not wake, yet ho laya up dried
near his hole. What i3 it for,

do you think 1 On purposs t> have it
rosdy the firs! mcment he wakes in
tho sp-ing. Then ke can eat sod bo
strong beforo ke comes cut of his hole.
How many things are siceping in
the winter]! Pianty, tco, as wch aus

1 aoimals. What 2 basy timo they must

tave in waking up, and how l1itls we
think abont it! Tho sime God it
tesches tho field-mouse 0 I8y uy aats
and geain, wnd the woodctack s pile
a0 dried grass near tho niouth of 1a
hole, teaches us to prepre for our
wrking after the loog sleep ¢f death.
Thore will ho & wakicy, chiidren, 1f
wo huve prepared tor ft and laid up
treasures in preparation for thac day
it will baa joyfal waking; but if we
neglect %0 preparo for it, our wakicg
will be eternal woe, nzd we shall iad
vnrsolves shut out from Jesus and

hsppinoas forever.
MisD your hands! Dan't let them

steal or fight, or wrils any ovii Wc‘tda,t
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“THE QUARTER MILLION LINE"
BATTLE HYMN.

© W e wut take thr world for Jesus.
UY R BOWEN LOCKW OO

"(Léll’? bigh tho royal atandard,

For Christ Laseaved from sin,
Uron tho cross Ho suffered,
o bring redetption in
Go tell the heathen natioos,
W hoin their aorrow dwail,
That Christ the Prioce o Glory
Redeoms from death and hell

caorvs,

Wa will take the world for Jesus,
We mill send his trath sbroad ;
The islen await hia comiog,
We will gave our gold for God,

Filled with the lovo of Jesus,
Ogr prayers like incense rise ;
And Chnist our royal captaia,
1a smiling from tho skies.
The ark of God is moving,
The heathen temples fall,
We will tako the world for Jesus, .
And crown him Lord of all,
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THE LOVE OF GOD.

Tuz love of God is what every child
neods more than anythiog else, I
knew a man who was very rich but his
monoy did pot help him to die in
peace, for his ains were right before
him and they made him afraid to die.
I knew one who had a very fino edu-
cation, but that did not make him a
Ohristian ; and he too was afraid to
dic and meet God. There was once a
lady who loved her children very much
but never taught them to love
ard all her love for them did not pre-
pare them to die well,

Tho cne who lives in gin is always
afraid in time of danger. A ship was
croasing the ooean when a fierce storm
arose, The captain and all the people
thought they would be at the bottom
of the ocean very soon. Thers were

n
A

many people on board who had been
full of fun; some had played cards,
some bal drunk wine and beer. Only
a fow had prayed while on the ship;
bot now the most wicked were the
first to pray., Thoy were afraid to
sink in the water for they knew the
sou! would havo to meet Qod, and
their sine mado them afraid. The
Lord made the storm cosse ; the wind
was hushed , the great waves grew
less and thoy all knew God had heard
their cries and saved thom from desth,
There were three Christians on the
ship, and they were the only ones who
wero not full of fear. Thoy loved the
Lord and could trust him. If he
pleased to let them die they knew there
wag a happy heaven where no storms
rage, a port where voyagers are eter-
nally safe.

Dear children, only God's love can
make you happy whea the great storms
and troubles of life come. In Jesus
you may trust and not be afraid in
Borrow, in sickness, in death.

I knew a little girl named Hattie
who was very sick. 8he knew she
would soon cease to breathe, hu’ she
was very happy. 8he had cowe to
Jogus and he had eaved her from all
her sins, Oh, how sweetly she talked
of the bright world she was going tw
see aud of the Saviour on whoas love
her heart was stayed. Joyfully she
went to appear before God. There
was no foar. The minister. who had
led her to Jesus was very much en-
couraged. Her f€ather ard mother
were comforted because she had gone
to live with Jesus.

Dear children, why not seek Jesus
dow? Why not get the love of God
in your hearts now? Why wait and
grow oldin &in? Why not live happy
:n God and ready to meet him at any
time? Come to Jesus; come forsak-
ing your sins ; come belisving; comse
now. * They that seek me early ahall
find me.”

RESISTING TEMPTATION.

BiLy Bray, the Qornith miner,
whose rugged pietv and real oonsistent
oonsecration to Qhrist's service have
been made a blessing to so many hun-
dreds of God's children, gives much
instruction in his quaint way as to
how to treat the temptations of Satan.
He says of himself, that one day when
he was a little down-hearted ke atood
upon the brink of a coal-pit, and some
one seemed tc say :

“ Now, Billy, just throw yourself
down there, and be rid of all your
trouble.”

He knew in & minute who it was,
and drawing back, said:

“QOb, no, Satan; you just throw
yourself down there. That is your
way home, bat I am going to my home
in & different ion.”

Another time he tells us that his
crop of potatoes turned out poorly, and
as he was digging them in the fall,
Satan was at his elbow, and said :

“There, Bdl! iun't that poor pay
for serving your Father the way yon
bave all the year? Just see those

God, | small potatces.”

He stopped his hoeing, and replied :
¢« Ah, Satan! atei?gtgdn, i
aguinst my Father, bless bhis nams!
Why, when I served you I didn't get
any potatoss at all. What are yon
ing against Father for {" Axnd he
went on hoeing, and praixing the
Loxrd for small potatoes.

A BRICK AND A BRAVE,

“X pox'r think Dan is brave, do
you, mat” gaid 8id, whirling an apple
from the end of his stick, far into the
field.

« I ghould like to know why $” gaid
8ue, quickly, dashing a tear trom her
eye.

“’Cause he cried when he started
off for school. Guess I wouldn't cry
it I could go now.”

1 wouldn't be a bit surprired if
you would. Anyway, I don’t blame
him, going off among strangers,” said
Sue, ‘“‘away from every one who cares
the least bit for him.”

¢ Not quite so bad ss that, I hops,”
gid mamms. ‘“ But I thick, Sidney,
that Dan will prove himself to be
truly brave ; for I'm sure he'll bs trne
to the right.”

¢ Maybe,” said 8id. But his tones
8aid he didn't half believe it.

Bat mamma was right. One day
there cawe & letter, and this was what,
among other things, it said :

“Jt was pretty hard at first, about
some thi You know, mamms, I
ooulda't forget what & solemn vow I
took upon myself, only the Sunday
before I came away; and I did mean
to let the boya know about it, some
way, the very first time thera was any
ozeasion for it,

‘'Well, the chance came lots sooner
than I thought. ¥You see, there are a
dozzn of us boya who sleep in one long
room ; and when bediime came, I
pulled cut my Testament, and resd my
verses, a8 I always do. In a minate,
everybody was sull; but I didn't
mind, and knelt .down to pray, I
board 'em whispering, but 1 didn't
think they were talking about me, and
I went on. Ihadso many things to
sk for, you know mamma; when, all
at onoe, there came & splash of cold
water right over my head, and down
my back,

“Pm afraid I was awfol mad at
first; but I waited just & bit to ssk
God to help we, and then I got up,

A Beick anDp A Brave.

{ put on some dry clothes, and got into
bed without eaying a word. It was
awfal hard, though,

“Well, you see, I never thought of
the water onthe floor, and I gness they
didn’t; but it ran through into the
room below, and the next morning we
boys got called ap.

 ¢Something happened in No. 4,
last night,’ said Mr. Chambers. And
he looked stern enough, you may bs
lieve. ¢Edson,’ maid he, you are the
oldest, and you may speak for the
room. What was the trouble ¥’

¢ Nothing, gir,’said Edaon; ‘only s
pitcher of water got spilled over.’

‘¢ Pitchers seldom get spilled with.
out hands,’ said Mr. Chambers. *Wers
yours the unlacky ones t*

“¢Yes, gir, said Edwu, quickly;
*bat Dan Alden provoked me to it.

“I didn'c know what would coms
next, but I kepe atill. My, Chambens
waited a minuts, and then he said:
¢ You two boys may come to my room
aftar prayers,’

“Fdson was awful mad. Hs
thought I'd tell on him, but I didn't;
and when he found ont I wouldn't tell
tales, I guess he got ashamed ; for he
told the wholestory himsalf. X haven't
had any trouble since. Bat, ob,
mamms, I do so loog, sometimes, for
my own little room, with nobody but
Bid, Beems asif I could pray so much
batter. Do peaay for ms, mammy,
dear.”

“What do you say abont Dan,
now 1" asked 8ue, with glowing eyes,
when her mother had finished reading
the letter.

“1 say he's a brick and a brave,”
said 8id ; “and I wauldn's have dons
halt so well.”— 2. X. Wiibur.

A MINISTER made an interminsble
call upon a 1ady of his acquaintance
Her little daughter, who was present,
grew very weary of his conversation,
and whispered in an audibls Xey,
“Didn't he bring his amen with him, i
mamma § ¥
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WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO,
BOYS1

WHAT are you going to do, boys?
Say, what are you going to ao?
Ruussllers are plying
Their murderous trade
‘While droukards are dying,

And beggars made,
And all the world's looking to yom, boys,
To 336 what you're going to do.

You surely have somsthing to do, boys.
And what are you going todo 1
With speeches and singing,

With badges in view,
Your school-feslows bringing

To sign the pledge toot
Come, tell what you're gong to do, boys,
Yes, shuw what yoa're going to do!

Ay mon you'll hava something to do. boys,
And what are you planningtodo?
Be {ervent in praying,
And vote as you pray ;
Be faithful in praying,
And work day by day ;
You'll soon have the voting to do, boys,
So all tho world's looking to you.

MY LITTLE MATOH-GIRL.
BY JOY VETREPONT.

« MatcHES, sir} Buy my matches,
gir! Only a penny a box, sir!”

Tnere she stood in the tamo place
every day on the south side of London
Bniage where the jostling thousands
must pass by. Her little brother stood
by her side, as usual, with a few tiny
banches of violeta,
I boaght a bunch, for I, Frederick
8t Pierre, artist, am as fond of flowers
a3 any womsn. I bought the matches,
t0o, though I dun't smuke.

8he looked thinner thsn ever that
morning, and I ovuldn't help wonder-
ing if she’d bad any breakfast. Of
couree, it conld only be a crust, bat
smometimes street arabs haven't evea
that. Just at hand was & hot roast
potato stand. I bought a few, and,
returning, pushed them into her
bands,

It Ydonlybeenrich! Buat I wasn't

!

My Lrrris Marcr-GinL.

in those daye. For the pistures I sold
were few, while the reut I paid was
high for my room in an old-fashioned
houss—a mansion in the time of
Elizabeth—now used chiefly for the
offices of an old miniog company, It
stood just over the bridge at the foot
of Martin's Lane, fitty yards to the
left of King William Street and twics
a stone's throw from the Tower, I
liked the location on that acoount, for
T could slip over any time for the study
of medimval armour and other things
Begides, L was at work them on my
Sir Walter Raleigh, 8o it was neces-
sary. Do you know the pictured It
represents him in that loog, low room
where he spent 80 many years busy
with his history. But his book is for-
gotten a3 he leans back in his chair
lost in dreams of the past—possibly of
that wonderful New World to which
ho has been, perhapa of that day when
first he met his queen. A shafs of
light piercing the high, narrow win-
dow lights up his finvly-carven, hand-
somse, melancholy face which so gtands
out in rolief from the shadows of the
dreary room.

Of course it seemed a Bohemian-like
freak of mine to fcraake the Wegt End
alslisrs, but I could live on bread and
water here if T chose, while 1 worked,
and nobody be the wiser. I'vo never
been sorry, for it brought to me my
listla  match-girl. All that day I
thought about her. How the tears
rughed to her eyes ay she took the hot
potatces! The boy evidently had his
breakfast even if she went without.

“ Yes, I's father an’ rother to him,”
sho had =aid one day in anmswer to s
question. **An’ we geta along werry
well, sir, w'en the weather's fine, sir.
Bat w'en it rains, sir, an’ i.’s cold, sir,
then gen'lomen won't etop to buy my
ma.caes, 8ir, an’ the ladies has to look
after their ekirts an’ the mud an’ their
umberels instesd o’ buyin' posies, sir.”

And this was ano of thoeo days,

}
!

drear and drizzling. No trade for
ber, poor child . and nothing tut that
ragged old wat:rproof .ape over her
shoulders ts yprotect her and her
matches, But for all thoeo thoughta
of the Jhildren, I worked hard untii
tho light grow dum and T uald not
ttust my colours. And then I took
to dreaming, antil I rem mbered that
[ had nothing fur tea or sapper. For
I boarded myself, except fur dinours,
which I took in one of the catiag-
houses near the Lindon Bridge Station
(#hen I could aflord then.), and that's
uow I came to pasa my little mstch
girl 6o often. Sy I glarted off for
bread and cheese, and this took mo tc
the Southwark sido again.

There they were still, the boy cling-
ing to bis slster, partly shielded by ber
cloak, ske with the veritable two
match boxes which were left after 1
had taken one in the morning. Ware
they the last of her stock in trade?
If 80, I could set her up agesin with
the pile in my room.

I called at the cooked-meat shop and
bought a slice of cald roast beef, I gt
my bread and cheese and then a few
piping hot potatoes, and thun—why,
then, I was 8o neer, and they looked
such miserable, water-soaked rats, that
I just stopped and offered them a
ponny each if they would carry my
parcels home for me. And there ], a
big six-footer, stalked over London
Bridgo, safe under my umbrella, and
those two littls rata trudged after with
my bundles.

It looked mean, but 'twas all a
dodge to get them to come with me,
for London Avsbs are s> afraid of
being delivered up to the ** Bobby” or
to some institution where they will be
deprived of their liberty that they
would rather starve than run a risk,

¢« Well, we arrived at the hounss, and
T wea too weak to carry my parcels up
stairs, 80 those water.witches hed to
follow. And then I threw open my
door and thoso two just said, ¢ Oh!”
and dropped wny parcels smack. I
must own the room did look pratty as
a pioture after the dark, dreary osken
gaimase and the gloomy drizele out-

de

A bdright fire throwing out b'ue and
yellow flames lit all the room, bring-
ing ioto relief my picturee and brozzes
(imitations, the bronses) and plaster
casts. Then, too, red draperies will
\/AYT Up & TO0m 80,

“QOht" said the children. The
girl's eyes woro shining at tho pictures,
but tho boy was looking at the fire,
seeing which I drew him to it, bidding
him dry himsslf.

“Bat we must go,” saild the girl
timidly. Nevertheless she, too, was
presently beginning to steam.

An old box served for a table, and
what a supper those children did cat !
“ It's like heaven,” eaic the girl at last
very softly.

“ What 1" said I, startled.

 This—this room—these picters—
and these—" And hers she laid her
heaa hick sgainst the red cartams.
I jamped to my feet.

“Don't move!” 1 exclaimed, “ not
a bair's breadth!” Alieady I wes
veginning to dash in the culoura

What 2 picture the child did make!
That clear olive skin, those shiuicg
dark eyes, that msas of blak haie
dropping over her shoulder, thai long,
brown hand so delicately shaped!
What a vision ! How I worked ! This
‘hould be my Academy pioture!

Down on her feet I throw her tray
with the two forl. ra li.tle toses on it

Fairly tho beads of porsplration astood
on my forrhead and rolled down wy
checks. I dashed them away and
wurked on. How paiicnily sho sat
there, though I know ahe must be
getting cramped.

“You muat «.m» sgain,” I eriod at
last, dashing down my brush {frum my
qulvering hand and etepping back from
<he canvas

8ho sprang to her foot.

* O eir, how beau'i'nl'!"” sho crind,
anl.: then rememberad that it was her
8elt.

The Yy was fast asloop on the rug.
I shrok nim up. “ Where do you
sloep!” T naked the girl.  And then
it struck m to ask her name

“I'm 'Uenie an’ be's Punl Viocent."”
she angwered, drawing her olosk
around her

* And where do ycu stay!” ¥ per
slsted y y pe

¢ Anywheres, sir. Under the bridges
an’ io the dco-ways mostly ; an’—an’
—"" (here her voico sank) * somotimes
in a beautiful place, but ivs—it's
awful”

‘ Where *

*“ Wogn't you nover tell, sir} Nol
Well, sometimes we sloeps in St
Pau'a. Ycu sre, wa slipe in at dusk,
an’' we hides in the shadders abind the
pillars till wo gets locked in. Anxn'in
the mornin' w'en the man opens it we
chances it to get out We hides near
the door, and w'en he's gone in to
where it's mostly shadders, then wo
dips out. Bat it's awful, sir, with
those marble people all about you, an’
all 8o atill.”

I rhivered as I listened.

**You shall atay here tonight,” I
caid. And then I mads thom a bed
in & closet just off my room.

And after that they came every
night.

Of course there was a row with the
« Company,” but I reminded them that
{ bad the privilege of having models
come to my studio. And if I choss to
nave them elesp there I would. If
they objected, why, my rent would be
useful elsswhers, That ended it.

In time my picture was finished and
went to the Academy. It was well
received, well bung, and brought =
good word from Ruskin. Then the
public wanted to know who I waa, for
the papers were full of My Little
Match-Girl

And who can tell how rich I fels
when Lord Launsdowne paid me a
ocouple of hundreds for it, and came
with his friends to see my ¢ 8ir Walter”
and bought that also.

Tho tide had turned. No more
working for Jews. No more poverty
for my 1ttis matchgirl and her brother.
They shouid be educated and cared for,
my chidren from heacoforth. God
bleas their dear souls !

<>—

IDLENESS.

Henr is something for the boys to
think aboat. A visitur at a Btate
p.ison lalely, in looking cver the lList
of convicts' names, notized that againat
nine tenths of them was written the
words “ No trade.” Dr. Irsac Watta
know what a safeguard work is when
he wrote .

+* 8atan finas some muschus! stuls
Por «lle hands to J0.”

vere

“Ar. grow.h that is not toward
God is going to decay.”

e,
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THE FLOUGH BOY'S 80NG.

‘M glwl | m not a miler,
lu torenpu lands to 1oam ;
14 rather b a plosgl-boy,
And <jend my ife at pumie,

i A shapoos but a prison

That 1 .ats uputi the sea,
I tread the pravay meadows,
Aud teel that I am froee.

When wintey winds aro Uoniug,
Anid utghts are dark and lali,

When all the poudsare oo -u,
And suow lies on the il

1 m sorry for tho sanor
Upen the tosaang rea

Ho hat uo r1ug warm cottage,
No blacug Learth Las he,

When clover-icentad breezes
Come whisps nnog througuthe leaves,
When bravy-iaden wargens
Arop jiled with golden sheavea,
I would oot be u aatlor
B.ueath the scorching sun,
Salt nater all arouud hum,
His labour usver doue.

Wken every pulse 1+ throbbing,
And weary droops tho head,
When vveey limb iy aclang,
Aud welcomo » vep 18 fled,
How hand to bo & a satlor,
No gentle haud to tend,
No wther nea. to 8oothe lnm,
Her lovang aul to lead!

Tho salor has uo horses
Nor merry sioging turds,
No trets nor g-aes uor fl wers,
No flocks nur browsing hierds.
I'm glad I'm not a sador
To hive upon the sea ;
I'd rather bo a ploagh-hoy,
Aud tread the sunny lsa

~—Boy's and Gir.’s Cunpanm,

PIONEER METHODISM.

BY THE KEV. EDWAKD EGULESTUN, D Ix
CHAPTER VL
A LRiDE FOR THE MASTER,

Ruvssrut BrurLow was to preach at
Hissawadiet  Satilewent. Far and
wids over the West had travelled the
f-mu of this great preacher, who,
though boro in Vermont, was wholly
Woegsern in his impassioned mzasmor.
*¢ An orator is to be judged not Ly bis
printed dlrc surece, bat by the memory
of tle eflact he hias produced,” eass 4
French writer | ard tf we may jud
o' Rievell Biglow by the fai.a that
tills Ohio and Indisma even to thiy
day, he wa) surely an orator of thy
L ghest erder  Re is known asg the
* indesocibable”  Tre news that Le
way t0 Jreack had st the coitliamt
atire with eagr curiority to hea, Lim.
Even DPatty Lonmsden declared ker
intention of going, much to the Csp-
tain'sregret  She kad no other motive
than & vegne hope of Learing some-
thieg tis: w- dd div.: her, lf. had
grown oo beavy that she craved uxcite
ment of any kind, She would take a
back seat aud hear tke famous Moth-
odist for hersolf. Buat Patty put or
a'l of her gold and ccatly spparet.  She
was Jeiormined that ncbods sheud
savpest ber of any intention of “ juin-
ing tho Church.,” He m.od was one
of curicsity on the suiface, and of
proud hatred and quiot defiance below.

No religious rueeting is «ver 8o
delightful a8 a mcetiog bold in the
forest ; no ferest is ko esti fying as a
forest of beech, the wide-gpreadiog
boughs--dro.ping wken they start f.om
the trunk, bul well sustained at tho
last —stretch out regularly and with a
steady boriz n.alues,, the last year's
leaver €~ & carpu. like & cushion,

- Jenso foliage shuts out the

. while >
L‘ sots. Tu his meoting in tho boech

«©
e ¢ _
3qRs

weods Patty chows to walk, sins it
vay Jess than n mile away, As she
pussedl through ¢he little cove, sho saw
a maw lying flat on his face in prayer.
Jt was tho pracher. Awe-atricknn,
Pstty hurried un to tho mesting,  She
hud tully intended to tako a seatb in
tho rear of tho congregation, but being
a little confused und absent-minded
tho did no! observe at first where the
stnad had been erected, and that she
was entering the cobgrogation at the
gide nearcst to the pulpit.  When sbe
discovered her mistake it was too late
to withdraw, the siele boyond her was
already full of standing peoplo; thiure
was nothing for her but to take the
only vacant seat in sight. This put
her in tho very midst of the mombers,
aod in this position eho was quite con-
spicuous ; even strangers from other
settlemonts saw with astonishment a
woman olegantly dreesed, for that tive,
gitting in the very midst of tho devou:
sisters—for the men and women sat
apart. All around Patty thero was
nob a single ¢ artificial,” or picoe of
jewcllery. Indeed most of the women
wors calico sanbonnets. The Hisea-
wachee people who knew her wers
astounded to soe Patty at mesting av
all.  They looked upon Oaptain
Lumsden us Gogand Magog incarnated
inone. This sense of the conspicuous-
nees of her pomtion was painful to
Patty, but she presontly forgot heraelt
ip listening to tho singing. There
never was such & chorus ax & back-
woods Dlothodist congregation; and
bere among. the trees they sang hymn
a(ter hymn, now with the tendereat
ysthos, now with trivmphant joy, now
with solemy earnestness. Thoy saog
**Children- of the Heavendy King,”
and * Ccme, let us anew,” and * Biow
‘yo the trumpet, blow,” and ** Arise thy
sowl, arize,” and ¢ How happy every
child of graca!” While they were
 singing this last, tho celebrated
preacher entered the pulpit, and there
ran through the audicnce a movement
of wonder, almost of disappointment.,
His clothes wers of that sort of cheap
cotton cluth known a8 ** blue drilling,”
and did not fit him. He was rathor
short, and inexpressibly awkward,
His hair hung uokempt over the best
portion of his faca—the brosd project-
ing forelead. His eyebrows were
overbanging , his note, check-bones,
and chia large. His mouth was wide
‘und with a sorrowful depression at the
vorners, his nestrils thin, his eyes kesn,
and his face perfectly mobile. He
F took for his text the words of E eazar
to Laban, %] seek a bide for my
master,” and, according to the custom
«f the time, ho first expounded the
incident, and then proceeded to * spiv-
unliz>” it, by applying it to tho soul's
marriage 1o Christ. Notwithstunding
thy ungaioiiness of his trame and the
uwkwardness of his postures, there was
a gentlemanliness about his address
«hau indicated & man not unacsustomed
t» good sucioty. His words wera well
choson, his pronunciation alwaya cor
tect ; his speech grammatical, In ail
uf these regards Patiy was dis-
appoinzed,

But ths sermon,  Who shall degeribs
“the ind.:scribabio §”  Astheservaat,
he procoeded to eet 1orth the charscter
of tho Master. What struck Patty
was not the nubleness of bis speech,
nor the force of his argument ; she
sccmed to seo in tho countznance that
overy divino trait whish he described
had reflected itsolf in the life of the

prescher himself. For none but the

munliest of men can ever speak worthily
of Jcsus Christ, As Bigelow pro-
coeded hn won heor famished henrt to
Christ, For sach a Maater she oould
live or dio; in such « life thery was
whut Patty needed nost—s purpose ;
10 such = life thore was a friend; in
such a life sho wonld: encapo that sease
of tho ignobleness of hur own purauvite,
and tho unworthiness of her own pride,
All that ho eaid of Ohrist's love sad
cindescension fllled her with » scnse
of sinfulnosy snd mesnness, and she
wept bittorly. There were a hundred
othera as much affectod, but the eyés
of ull her neighbours weré upon her.
If Put.y slould be converted, what a
victory !

And ss the prescher prooceded to
describe tho'joy of a soul wWedded for-
ever in Oarist—Iliving robly after the
patwern of his lifo—Patty resolved that
she would devote Herself to this life
and this Saviour, and rejoiced in sym-
pathy with the rising sote of trinmph
1n tho sermon, Thed Bigelow, last of
all, appealed to cbursgo and to pride—
to pride in ita best-sense. 'Who would
be ashamed: of such a Bridegroom?
And as ho dépicted the trials that some
muet pass through- in accepting him,
Patty saw her owi situstion, and
mentally made the eicrifios As he
described the glory of renomdoing the
world, she thought of heéF jewellery
and tho spirit of defiance in which she
had put i on. There, in the midst of
that congregation, sho took out her
earrings, and stripped the flowers from
the bonnet. We may smile at the
sacrifice to an ovér-styained literalism,
bat to Patty it was the sglemn renun-
cigtion of the world—the whole-hearted
eapoueal of heruclf, for all eteraity, to
him who stands for all that is noblest
in lifa. Of ocourse this action was
visible to most of the comgregatioi—
most of all to the preacher himsalf.
To the Methodists it was the greatest
ot triamphs, thiz pnblic converzion of
Oaptsin Lumeden’s dwughter, and thoy
showed their joy in many pious ejaca-
lations. Patty did not seek concesl-
ment. She ecorned to cresp into the
kingdom of heaven. It secmed to her
that she owed this pablicity, For a
moment all eyes were turned awsy
ivony the orator. He pamsed in bis
di:course until Patty had removed the
emb:cms of hér pride and antagonism.
Then, turniog with tearful ey¢s to the
sudience, the prescher, with simple-
hearted sincerity aad inconceivable
effect, burst out with, ¢ Halleluah !
1 bave fonrd a Lride for my Master!"”

Patty’s devout feelings were sadly
iaterrupted during the remainder of
the sermon by forsbodings. But she
had & will a8 1nflexibie 88 hor fathe’s,
and pow that her will way backed by
convistions of duty it was more firmly
set than ever. Bigelow announced
that he would “open the door of the
churoh,” and the excited congregation
wade the forest ring with that hymn
of Watts which has slways been the
recruiting song of Methodism, The
spplication to Patty's case produced
gioat emotion when tho singing reached
tho stanzks:

¢ Mast I bo carried to the skies
On flowery beds of cese,
While others fought to win the prize
Atid siled throaogh bloody seas?

¢* Are there no foos for me to face !
Mast I not stem the flood ¢
In this vilo world a friend to grace
To help e on to God 1

At this point Patty slowly ross from

the place whoro she hud been sitrug
weeping, and marohed rosolutely
theough the exoitod otowd until whe
reached tho preacher, to whom sho
oxtended her hand in tokem of her
dovite to beocome a churoh-member,
While she oats forward, the congregs.
tion eang with great fervour, and not
a little sonsa'lon :—

“'Since I mast fight if I would reign,
Incréass my courage, Lod ;
I'l1 bear he to1l, endure the pain,
Sapporiad by thy word.”

After many had followed Yattys
example the meeting closed. Every
Mothodist shook hands with tho new
begitners, pattioularly with Patty,
uttericg words of sympathy and cn-
ovursgement. Some offered to go
home with her to keep her in counten-
ance ia the inevitable confliot with her
father, but with a true delicacy and
filial duti'nlness, Patty insisted on
goin‘g alons, There are battles which
aro fought betier without atlies,

That ten minutes’ walk was a time
of agony and suspente. As she came
up to the house she saw her father
sittiog on the doorstep, riding-whip in
band. Though she knew his nervous
habit of carrying his raw-hide whip
long afte he bad dissioumted-—a habit
having its root in a domineering dis-
vosition—she was nob without appre-
hedsfon that he would usé personal
violence. But he was quiot now, from
axtireme anger.,

¢ Patty,” he said, *either you will
promise mé on the spot to give up this
infernal Methodismr, or you can't come
in here to bring your praying aud
groaning intd my oarf. Are you goiog
to give it up 1”

“ Don’t turn me off, fatker,” pleaded
Patty. “Younced me. I canstendit,
but what will you dowhen your fheuma-
tism comes on next winteri Do let
me stay and take care of you. I won't
bother youn about my religion.”

“I won't have this blubboring,
shouting nonsehse in my
gcreamed tho father, frantiodlly. He
would have said more; bat he choked.
“You'vé disgraced the family,” he
gasped, af'er a minute.

Patty stood st2ll, and said no mere.

“Will ‘yoa givé up your naisenna
about being religicia §”

Patty shook her head,

“Then, clear out}” cried the Cap
tain, and with an osxth he went into
the houss and pulled the latch-stiing
in. The latch-string was the symbol
of hospitility. To say that “the
latch-string was out " was to open your
dcor to a friedd ; to pull it ifi was the
most significant aud inhospitable act
Lumsden could perform. For when
tho latch-string i3 in, the door i4 locked.
The daughter was not only to be a
daughter no longes, she was xow an
enemy at whose approach the latch-
striog was withdrawn,

Patty was full of natural affection.
She turned away to scek a home.
Where? She iwalked aimlessly down
the road at first. She hsd but one
thought as sho receded from the old
house that had been her hows from
iafancy—

The latch-string was drawn in,

TrE latest aumber of Cassell’s Na-
tianal Litrary is Johnson’s Immortal
Livesof the Posts—Waller Milton snd
Southey—only 10 centa,

Mosr men. die bofore they have
learned to live, ~ .
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PLEASANT HOURS.
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WHAT THE GRANDMOTHERS BAY.
BY JES818 M'DRUMOTI.

®H, gixty years ago to a day
¢/ Thres maidens lived—so the grand.

mothers as({-—
In a farm houso under au old elm tres,
And they werc as busy as maids «ould be,
And as feir and busy—the grandmothers
say— .
Ob, sixty years ago to a day.

For Molly must spin, and Dolly must bake,
And Polly had all the butter to make,

Ao never au idle moment bad they

To spend with the villago girls at play ;

Fur Molly must spin, aud Dolly must bake,
And Polly hiad all the butter to make,

Those weze gocd old times—so the grand.
mothers say— oad
Oh, sixty years ago to a dny,
When tioybrendswu baked in the proper
wa
And bu{t'.er was sweet as new-mown hay,
And yarn was ysrn—so tho grandmothers
] $8y—
Ob, ssxty years ago to a day.

Kuow you who wero thcss maidens so clever
and quick,

Who never were idle, or nanghty, or sick,

Who wers busy and heslthy and bandsome
and gay.

0b, sixty yours ago toa day?

1 think you will not bave to go very far

Before you find who theto maidens are:

Your grandmother's onme, and my gra.d-
mother's one,

And, in fact, overy grandmother under tho

sun
\Was one of the Mollys or Dollys or Pollys
Who d1d snch wonderful things they say,
Oh, sinty years ago to a day.
—Harper's Young People.

PRAYER ANSWERED IN DUE
TIME,

Faeperick W, Ropertsox used to
sy that never a prayer went up to
Gced from a eincere heart, but it was
gure to come back sometime, some-
where, purified by havivg passed
through the heart of the Lord Jeius
Christ.

A fow years sgo in tho sunland of
the southwest, I stopped with a family
from New England who had rot been
long in their new home in that frontier
village. After tea, the good lady
asked me to lock at the phatograpl of
ber brother. ¢ Before that brother was
born,” said ehe, *“ my mother gave him
to Gcd to be a minister, moved thereto
ghe felt by the Holy Spirit, After
bis bisth she took him and gave him
to Ged in the presence of all the peop’e,
and she always called him her boy-
minister. But he grew up sostrangely
wid, so careless and wicked, that
father and the rest of us often laughed
st mother, for my brother was really
the worst in the tamily. He grew to
ycung manhood; the whitlwind of war
swept him away from us; he camo
back bronzed and strong, untouched
by harm, sword or bullet-—but oh! so
wicked, and wcrat of all, an open
scoffer at things sacred or holy. Then
father and the rest looked sad; but
mother never gave up. Sho eald often,
¢] gave him to God to bo a minister.
God has heard my prayer. He will
snswer.,’

*Two years went on. Mother lay
down on & eick bed #~ die. My
brether, straugely enoug , was un-
moved. Tho word mother said as we
took her hand in parting that summer
afterncon, when the angels were
coming for her, was, * Watch for God's
answer, My boy will be converted.
I gave him to God. God will give
him back to me. He will be & munis-
ter’ Then she died without sesing
any answer to her prayer, but in the

faith that has comforted snd sustaincd
s0 many. Within three months my
brothor was on his knees, crying to
Q¢+ for morcy. Less than a year
after ho wag etudying for the winistry,
Ho is now preaching to the first Con-
gregational Church in .—— " mention-
ing a cortain city in  Wiscontin,
“Need [ tell you that my brother
believes 1n prayer or that [ do1”

And ag the little family gathered
about their altar that ovening for
prayer we read together of Christ'y
promises in tho scventh chapter of
Matthow, and then sung with quick-
sned faith :

" At somo time or othor
The Lerd will provide :

[t may not bo my time,

It a4y not be thy time,

Aud yet in his own time
The Lord will provide,”

—The Advance.

A CANDLE (N THE POWDEK.

A MERcUANT was celebrating the
marringe of bis daughter. While they
were epjeying themselves above, he
chanced to go to the basement hall
below, whero he met a eervant carry-
ing a lighted candle without a candle-
stick. She passed on to tho cellar for
wocd, and returned quickly without
the candle. The merchant suddenly
remembered that during the day eov-
eral barels of guupowdes had been
placed in the cellsr, one of which had
been opened. Inquiring what she had
done with the candle, to his awful
amazement her reply was that, being
unable to carry it with the fuel, she
had set in & barrel of *black sand ” in
the cellar,

He flew to the spot. A long, red
souff was just ready to fall from the
wick intc the mass of powder, when,
with great presence of mind, placing a
band on each side of the candle, and
making his hands meet at tho top over
the wick, he safely removed it from the
barrel. At first he smiled at his pre-
vious fear, but the reaction was so
great that it was wecks er~ he recov
ored ‘rom the shock which bis nerveg
susteined in that terrible trial

There are candles in many a bairel
of gunpowder to-day. Many homes
have been blown to ruins by them.
There is a candle in the cellar of the
wine-bibter, It burns trighter with
the added tuel of every cap he drains,
snd, ere he is awsre, all his hopes for
this world and the next will be blown
up with a ruir. more terrible than any
destruction that gunpowder can Lring,
There i3 a candlo in the ccllsr of the
liquor-dealer, burning elowly but surely.
He who is dealing death to othera will
be startled by a sudden blasting of his
own peace, when the wrath of God,
restrained no longer, shall fall upon
him in & moment. “Every wayof a
man ig right in his own eyes, but the
Lord pondereth the beart.,” ¢ Ile that
by usury snd unjust gain increaseth
his sabstance ehsll gather it for him
that will pity the pocr.” Ihe man who
is willfully destroying himself msy be
deluded and sce no danger; the man
who is destroying others may say, ¢ I
do not ges it;” but the eyes which
ponder both their ways see not only
the evil but the sudden ** destruction ™
which is before them if they do not
spoedily repent and reform. Seo to it
that no righteons anger burns against
you, Seo to it that no burning candle
18 endangering you in the cellar.

“THE SHIPS ON FIRE!L"

It was on the 24th of Auguat, 1848,
that the good ship Ocrin Honarch wot
sail from Liverpool. Her decks wero
crowdod with emigrants, many of
whom wrre hopiog to begin a new and
happier life in Awmeriea.  Although
the joaraney then took a lapger timo
than in theso dayw of very swift
ateamers, thoy still hoped to bo at
Boston, their port, before Scptember
was far advanced  Of the four hua-
dred souls ou board nearly all were
emigrants, pany of whom had never
boheld tho sea until a day or two
before they eet wail.

The voyage wa3 soon over. The
QOcsan Monarch was still no more than
six miles from tho Eanglish shore, off
Great Ormo’s Hoad, on the Lancashire
cosst, when the cry, *“The ship's on
firo!” was raised. It was soon coen
that all hopes of saving tho veesel
must bs given up, and attention was
directed toward saving the lives of her
passengers.

Happily for them, a Brazilian man.
of-war happened to Lo passing that
way upon its trial trip, and a gentle-
man’s yacht alio cawe to their aid.
But, notwithstanding sll ttat coanld be
done, the Occan Monarc/h was “n-ned
to the water’s edge in a few Loum, and
one hundred and seventy-eight of her
crow and passengers perished.

Equally dreadful was the fate of the
Iibernia, which caught fire in mid-
ocean 1n tho year 1833, and one
hundred snd fifty people out of the
two hundred and thirty-two on board
perished.

When the good ship Jndependancs
went ashore, and afterw ard caught fire,
on the cosst of Lovwer Qalifornia, in
1853, nearly the same number of lives
wero Icst. The fow survivers who got
to the barren shore underwent the
mast droadfal sufferings.

Traly the perils of the tea are many,
yet ttere are perils also on the land.

A PATHETIO PRISON SOENE.

Tae warden cf the penitentiary tells
the tollowing tcuching stery of a man
gentenced to ten years of hard labour,
fcr a crime in the committing of which
tLeie were many extenuating circum
starces.

His name was Hixon. One day a
lotter came for him, neatly addressed
io a woman's haund.

The wsarden read it first, a5 was

his duty. This was all there was
init.

“Dear Joux: Cur hitle Dan died to-
day. SMary,

“ What — what1” eaid Hixon
“Danny desd 7’ No, no,n0! It can
not be!”

But it was true. Another sorrow
was added to the many he already
knew. He sat for a Jong time with
bowed Lead, his face in his hands and
his heart quivering.

“T'¢e gaid many a time,” be sald at
Iaat, * that 10 would Fs better if Danny
did dio before he was cld encugh to
krow and fecl his father's shame. I
suppose it is test; bot it is baid to
bear aftor all. Bfy little Dan.”

The man broke down again, A
litle later ke took a smail photograph
~om his pocket, carefully wrapred in
tissue paper, He gszed lorg and
earnestly at it. The tears ran over
his pale cheeks, snd fell on the smiling

awsy with bils trombling hand, and
guvo the photograph to the varden.

“That wrs Danoy,” ho ssid.

It was tho sunay 1fttle fuce of a boy
about two ycarg alil. A protty boy ho
must have been, with ths short cnrls
clinging closo to hin head and tho
large hright eyea—now forever closed,
clesed to tho knowledge of the truth
that ho was a convict's hay.

RULES FOR DAILY LIFE,

g
FGIN tho dsy with Ged .
Kopee! down to i tu prayer
it up lb{ heart to his wbode,
And seek bis love to share

Open ths Book of Gud,
And read & porison thers,

That 1t may hallow all thy thovghte,
And aweeten all thy caro.

Go through the day with Ged,
Whate er thy wark may Lo,

Where'er thon art at home, abroad,
Ho still is near to thoa,

Converse 1n mund with tied ;
Thy s{»!n’t beavenward raise;
Acknowledge overy giod bestowed,
And offer grateful pra.se.

Conclnde the day with God ;
Thy sins to him confoss ;

Trust in the Lord's atoning bloed,
And plvad his rightecusnest

Lo lown at night with Gol,
Who gives Lis servants sloep ;

And when thon tread'st the u‘o of death,
Ho will theo grard and keep,

THE FUTURE PREMIER OF
CANADA.

Warke now is the young man, or
who is he, who, & quarter of & century
bhence, will L> Premier of Uanada?
He must now bs hiving, and consc-
quently somewhere—dountle:s in Can-
nda. He may bo an industrious, a
hard-working student—probably of
law ; lees probably of medicwme. He
msy bo on the farm, or in the printing
othce, or teaching. He way posaibly
yet be working at some trade as a
mechanio, Is he now lookiag forward
to tho time when be ehall occupy the
firat positian in the Dominiont fs ke
prepazing himself for ths respansible
ofhco?  1f 80,1% 18 & worthy ambiuon;
but it 1s a position for which much
prepaiation is needed. If there 13 ono
living who has mar..ed out fur himeelt
a patb which ke .utends to follow for
& quarter ¢f a ocntury, until ho has
raached the exalted positivn of Premior
of this great country, 1t is tw bo acped
that his object is not mimpiy chag of
sslf-exaltatron, or a deaire fur power;
but the more worthy and 1sudable one
of endeavouring to promute the best
intereets of the Dominion,

—— ety & G® Qe e s

THAT ETERNAL THINK,

A convier, on being removed from
one prison '~ ano’her, was asked how
ho liked his now home 1

“Not at a'l,” was his reply

© Are you mot rlnthad and /el an
woll herot”

¢ Yo, batier.”

In ycur lahour hardar ¥

** Ne, not so hard ”

“ Avo yon not trested with kind-
ness §”

¢ Yeg.”

* Then, wty do you nct like it 1”

¢ lecanse I am allowed tn gpeak to
no ore. I go to the table, and 2it and
think ; T g0 sbout my work &'l day to
think, and at npight the irop door
ghuts me in my =-ltary cell to think *

faco cf the boy. Me trashed them

think! think ' and I cannot enduroit.”

éo\ﬂ"
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REIOW THE BURPACE.

h,?' NDFER the sod the flowers are aleeping,
% Under tho crust of sleet and snow ;
Neaver would stranger dream of the germs
Quietly resting no far below,

Nevertheleas, fzom the brow of the hill,
To where the vale meeta the sllvery 1ill,
They trnst. till the spring shall remove the

«hill
Ready, the;' walt for the Master's will

Unider the wnow thera aro dear oncs sloeping,
Under this crust of sleet nod =
Never s word they send back to
Never a amile from the deptba -alow.
Lytog st reat. till the round years fill,
1l time in chiscked snd 1ts wheelr graw atill,
Till called togother {from valley and hill,
They wait, tonso at the Master's will,

Under tho crust of a lifotime’s care,

Under the sleot and pelting storma,
In spite of the sting of pitiless blast,

Many a hesrt into beauty warme.
None over Jook ‘neath the frost and chill,
For the true heart waiting some niche to fill,
Whore kqtl;mn aro working with s and

skill,

80, in darknoss it waits for the Master'y will,

And wo walk carolessly, numbering
Blossoms and beauty that greet our eyes,
Moarning nur dead, who in silence slumbaer,

Countirg; those workers who bear off the

prizs,
And the blazoned names which the front
ranks fill.
Tho crowned few on the top of the hill ;
We soe n;)t tho heads that are bowed and
stiil,
Willing, but waiting, then Masier s wil.,
— Vidk's Ploral t;urde

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER,
A.D, 3] LESSON 111, {July 18
THE DEATR OF LAZARUS,
Jokn 11, 1-16. Commit to mem. vs. 1-4.
GovLbex Trxr.

Oar friend Lazarus sleepeth; but I go,
that I msy awake him out of sleep, Jonn
1. 11.

OvurLINR,

1. A Troubled Housshold, v, 1-4,
2. A True Friend, v. 5-16.

Tixur.—During the four months betwoen
the Feast of Dedication and the last Passover.

Prack.—Bothabara, beyond Jordan.

BXrLANATiONs —Ointment—A rich por-
fome, such 88 was usad for enbalming the
body aftsr death. Not wunto death—But
Lararus did die. Thit means the sickness
was not to boe the final fatal sickness, Death
was to como, but only that he might be
restored to life, 30 as to show Christ's power.
Twelve hrurs in the day—The Jows did not
call tweuty-four nours a dayas wedo. From
suntiso to sunset was divided into twelve
<qual parts, and called a day.  We may die
with kim ~ Perhaps meaning that they wared
that Jeaus would be killed 1l ho returned to
Judea. Some think it referd to Lazaros, and
was intended to show how much Thomas
loved him,

TEAGHINGS OF THX LXssoN.

‘Where are wo taught in this lesson—

1 Tho sympathy of Jesus with homan
sorrow 1

2, The sympathy of Jesus with human
friendships ¥

8. That death is not destruction, but »
sloep ¥

Tr® Lxsson CArronism,

1. Who was Lezarus? A friend of Jesus,
2. Where did he live! At Bsihavy, near
Jerusalem, 3. What happened tohim! He
way taken sick, and died 4. Where was
Jesus at the time? At Bethabara, beyond
Jordan. 5. What did Jesus say of him in
tho GoLney TrxT? ‘*Our friend, eote,

Do- TRINAL Sv00RSTION.—The .sumanty
of Josus.

Garzonisu QUESTIONS,

85. What more do wo learn conocerni
Gedt  That he is holy and righteous, faith(
and true. gracious an mercri'ﬁﬂ.

6. What do you mean by the omni-
presencoof God! That God is everywhere.

»  [Psalm cxxxix, 7-12.])

PLEASANT HOURS,

A.D. 30.) LE88ON 1V,
THRX RRSURRECTION OF LAZARUX,
John 11, 17-44, Commit to mem. vs, £3.26,
Gorprx Tgxr.

Jesus sald unto her, I am the resurrection
aud the life, Juhn 11, 25,

OvuTLINE.

1. Jesus and Martha, v. 17.27.
2. Josus and Mary, v. 28.37.
8. Jesas and Lazarus, v. 38-44,

Tisux.—Immediately after ovents of last
leason.

Pracr — Bethany.

Exvraxatiose.  FPfteen furlongs—Abont
two miles. 20 eomjort—A coremncaisl by
friends, which commouly lasted soven days.
Four days had gone, and they are atill at
Bethany. Jam (ke resurrection—That is [
have powor to asccomypitsh the resurrection.
It will come through my power. T'Ae Master
s come—Qr the rabst, or the teacher has
conie.  Every one who heard that would
know what rabbi. 1o was the rabbi of the
times, roanedan thespnrit - Gave u'teranco
vo his deep gricf at Mury'ssorrow. .« care—
A natural recess in the rocks, ot which the
country was tull. Zound land and foot—
Thoe Jews did not bury as we do, but wound
the body, coveriog toe body and fastening
the arma down,

TERACHINGS OF THE Lx8soN.

Where, in this ltsson, do we tes—
1 Faith in the presonco of Jesus t
2. Faith in tho power of Jesa«?
3. Laethrough the power of Jesuat

Tur LEs3oN CATROHISM.

1 How long bal Lazarns been baried when
Jesus came to Bethany?t Four days. 2.
\What did Jesus say to Martha, tho eister of
Lazarus, iu the Gorpen Text! “*Jesus
tard,” etc. 8. How did Jesus show hie
»ympathy at the giave of Lazarus? **Jesus
wept.” 4. What comtoand aid Jesus give t
¢ Lszarny, como fith 1™ 5, What tollowed
the words of Jesust The dead man came
forth liviag,

Doctrixas,

SvaexstioN.—~Victory over
death,

OarRCHISM QUESTIONS,

37. What do you mean by the almighti.
ness or omni,otenco of God 1 That Gou can
do whatoverim wili,

35. What do yon mean by the ommiscience
of God! Tbat God knows all things, past,
present and future,

GAME OF PROVERBS IN
JAPAN.

Tur game of “ I-ro-ha garuta” is
played in all Fapanese homes on winter
ovenings. The children sit in a circle
and have emull cards, each containing
a proverb, while on another card is a
picture which illustratesit. The cards
are shufll:d and dealt, and then the
first child reads one of his proverb.
cards. The child who has the picture
corresponding calls out, and thege two
cards are laid away out of the play.
The one who first gets rid of his cards
wing, The one who has the Iast card
loses the game, and, if a girl, gels a
wisp of straw in her hair; if a boy,
he has a black mark on his face, It
is strange to find that the eame idess
now current were gathered into pro-
verbs in Japan when Eogland was
inhabited by savares dressed in skins.
Hero are some of them :

A good son makes a happy father.

Speak of a man, and his shadow comuea,

You can't build bridges in the clonds.

There aro thorps on all roses

Thine own heart makes the world.

A car 15 bold beloro his own gats.

To know tho kuew, search tho old.

Many words, little seqse.

1he poet at bome sees tho whole world.

The throne of thegodsis on the brow of the
righteons man. *

Knipxrss stowed awsy in the heart,
like rose-leaves in a drawer, swesten-
ﬁg eve;y object aronnd them, sweetens

ife and brings hope to the weary-
hearted. s
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ILLUSTRATED ARTIOCLES,

A Fixx Srxxr Pormiair or Dr. Rios,
with memorial tribute by the Kditer, Dr.
Douglu, Dr. Stowart and Dr, Harper.

“'ng Grear Norta-Wast," its History
and Resources- Indian Racea—the Fur
Trado and Fur Companies—Trapping and
Hunting—Farmingaud Ranching—Missions
and Missionarica—and the Two Rebellions
in the North-West. This will run through
most of the year.

S \WoNUKKS OF THE YRLLOWSTONE AND
Tix Pacivio Coasr,” with superb engrav-
1ags, by J. T. Moore, Esq. .

“ PICTURESQUE CANADA," with gew and
beautiful cuts of Toronto and Montreal, eto.

©* Foorrrists or St PaoL.”

“Tuk SkvEN CHURCHERS IN ASIA."

“ PreTuResQuE SCOTLAND."

¢ SAUNTERINGS IX KNaLAND, "I,

‘¢ Astong TR ZONL"

“Qur Ixpiax Evpinxe: rrs Crrixs, e
PAaLAcES, T8 ProrLe "—3 papers.

*\\ ANDRRINUS IN S0UTH AMERICA."

“TurovcH THE BospHORUS.”

1IN THR GERMAN FATHBRLAXD,”

“gwiss Proronks,”

“CHiINA AND 178 Migyions.”

In Tnr Cantonisas,” by Dr. Eggleston,

“In Biprtx Lanps,”—Third Series.

¢ Qx tik CoLonrapo.”

4 JAMAICA A¥D IT3 PROPLE.”

*Fathek M. ctiew axo s Wozk,” by
tho Rev. Willinm McDonagh.

“Jony Mirton,” by the Rev. F. H.
Wallace, B.D.

“Tix Monery SAINT EL1zABETH,” by the
Rev. 8. P, Rose.

A Missio¥arY Bisuor.”

CTHER ARTICLES.
Among the numerous other articles will
be the following :—
*Less Ksows Pogrs or MEernonisu,” by
Dr. John A. Williams.

“1'npy Lost Exrirg op THR Hirrizxs,’
by ‘Thes Nichol, M.D., LL.D., D.C.L. N
“Hasr Hounrs 1¥ A LUNATIO ASYLUM,
by Dr. Daniel Clark, Suporintendent of

Asylum for Insane, Toronto.
“*SISTER AND SalnT,” Rov. W, Hall, M. A,
« MEgsor1ALS oy Dr. Riox axp Dr. Caz-
ROLL.” .
T Scorr Acr,” by Rev. D. L Brethour.
¢ Love AND SACRIFIOR,” by Rev. W, W,
Carson.
* Bricks aNp THE Binps,” Dr, Burwash,
“Tux ScnooL ox T™E HILL," » story of
Irish Methadism, by ¥. Morphy, Esq.
And many other articles.

OUR SERIAL STORY,

¢ Jax Vepper's \Virx," is one of surpasing
interest  Uf this book Mrs. H. B, Stowe
says. **1 have read and ro-read with deop
interest the stury.  Irejoicoin a buok whose
moral is 0 noble and so nobly and strongly
expressed.”

REPRINT ARTICLES.

“The Engiish Princes at the Antipodes,”
from the Juurnnl\nv :]f Prince Edward and
Prince George of ey,

4 Chivalr)";, " by Rose Elizabeth Cleveland
—Sister of the President of the United
States. . ,

““The Origin of the Universs,” by the
Rev. W. H. Dallinger, LL.D., F..R.S.

* Famous Men and WWomen Series,” be.ln’
brief studics of the most eminent persons o
recent or romote times.

Papera_on Science, by Prof. Drummond,
Sir John Lubbock, Grant Allan, and others.

« Higher Lifo,”

*City Mission Sketches,” oto.

Some schools have taken ten coples to
circulate instead of libraries, aa being frubor
and more attractive.

Send for special terma.

Addresa—

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 Kixo Stazer Basz, Tonoixve,

or, 0. W. COATES, Moxrznar,
8. P. HUEST1S, Hativax, N.8

N —
HOME COLLEGE SERIES

Price, each, 5 cents.
Mailed post fres on receipt of cash wath order,

The ‘‘Homx CoLLxoR Skrixs” contaly
short papers cn a wido range of subjecta—
biographical, historical, scientific, litenury,
domestic, political, and religious.
the religious tone will characterizo all of
thom, They aro written for everytady—~for
all whose leisure is limited, but who desire to
use tho mioutes for the enrichment of life,

£3. Plant Life. By Mrs, V. C. Phasbus,

54, Words. By Mrs. V. C. Phiebus,

55, Readiogs from Oliver Goldamith,

56, Artin Greece, Part I. By E. A. Rand,

67, Art in Italy. Pait I. By Edwand A,
Rand.

Art in Germany.

Art in France.

Art in England,

Art in America.

58,
49,
60,
61,

By Fdward A Rand,
By Edwanrd A. Rand.

By Edward A. Rand,

By Kdward A, Rand.

V. C. Phebus,
Hugh Miller. By Mrs, V. C. Pestus,
Danpiel Webstor. By Dr. C. Adams.
The World of Science. By C. W,
Cushing, D,D.

ED
76
79,

77. Comets, By C. M. Westlako, M.S,

78. ArtinGreeco. Part 11, By Edward A,
Rand.

79, ArtcoItsly, Part 11, By Edeard A,
Rand

80. Art in tho Land of the Saracens, By
Edward A. Rand.

8l. Ait in Northern Kurope, Part I. By,

Edward A Ruad

Art in Northern Euroje. Part 1L By
Edward A. Rand.

Art in Western Asia.
Raod,

Qur Esrth. By Mrs V. O Piahyy
John Wiclif, By Daciel Wise D D.

26 Martin Lutter. By Danicl Wise, D.D.

7. Charlea Lamb. Miss Jenoie M. Bing.

ham.

Injurious Gardon Insects.
Halsted.

The Rsg cider By Dr. €. Adsma.

Amos Lawrence. By Dr. C. Adaoes.

Jobn Knox. By Daniel Wise, D,D.

Margsret Fuller. By Miss Jennie M.
Biogham.

Tbe Life Cuirent. By C. M. Waest.
lake, M.S.
Cbarlotte Bronte.
Bingbam.
Ulrich Zwingle. By Daniol Wise, D.D,
Philip Melaccthon. By D. Wise, D.D.
John Raskin. By Mrs V. C. Phabas.
The Coial Builders. By Mrs V., G

Phabus.
99. Italy. By J. 1. Boawell.
100. Macaulay. By J. 1. Boswell.

s,

83, By Edsward A,
84.
85

88. By br. B. D.

QQ
90,
9l.

92.
93.

94. By Miss Jennis M.
95,
96.
97.
98.

Indesd, !

62. Readings from Tennyson.

63. Readiogs from Milton. Part I.

64, ThomasChalmers. By Daniel Wase, D,D,

65, Rufus Choate. By Dr. C. Adsus.

66. The Temperance Movement versus The
Liquor System. By Rov. D. O,
Balicock. !

67. Germany. By J. I, Boswell.

¢4, Readings from Milton, Fart I(.

89, Reading and lalers, By H. C. Far.
rar, A.B.

70. The Cary Sisters. By Miss Junnio M,
Biogham.

71. A Few Factaubout Chemietry. By Mn,
V. C Pbwbus,

72. A Frw Fscts about Goology. By Mn.
V. O. Phu:bue.

78. A Few Fucts abaut Zoology. Ry Mm.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 Kiro Sr. Easr, Toroxto.

O. W.COATES, Montreal, | 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifaz, *
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