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Eeliness. DBut in

Wooking boy standing

80 hide the snow-balls

Bend to give them the
Fball salute,
Phanging roofs of the

F houses will be noticed,
F and outside stairways

f covered all over with
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Winter in 8witzerland. Trying to be Useful before him a comfortable-looking farm- * Indeed he would, my hoy, and I
EBwiTzERLAND i & most delightful A GENTLEMAN, whose name was|house; and at the same time a boy, was just wondering where I could get
untry to visit in summer time—the Harvy, was riding slowly on horseback | ten or twelve years old, come out into him one.”

leys are so green. the mountaing along a dusty road. As he did so, he lthe road with a pail ot water, and Mr. Harvy thought, of course, that

#o sublime, and the sky, as seen wae looking about in every direction Istood directly before him. the boy was in the habit of doiny this

inst the snow- to earn a few pen-
pwned penks, is 8o . nies; and so, when
ensely blue. Then his horse had taken
p suntise and sun- his drink, he offered
b light on the moun- the boy a bit of sil-
ng  produces an ver, and was very
fect  of unearthly much surprised to
hear him refuse it.

“I wish you would
take it, my little
man,” said he, as he
looked earnestly at
the child, and no-
ticed, for the first
time, that h. was
lame.

**Indeed, sir, I
don't want it. It
is lictle enough that
I can do for myself
or any one else. I
am lume, and my
back is bad, air;
but mother says no
matter how small a
favour may seem, if
it is all we can do,
God loves it a8 much
as he does a larger
favour ; and this is
the most that I cun
do for othere. You
see, sir, it is eight
miles from here to
the next village, and
I bappen to know
that there is mno
stream crossing the
road in all that dis-
tance; and =80, sir,
almost every one
pussing here is sure to
have a thirsty horse,
and I try to do a lit-
tle good by giving
the poor creatures a
drink.”

Mr. Harvy looked
with great interest
on the boy. He
thanked him for his
kindness ; and, as he
went on his way, he
felt that the little
fellow had preached
him & sermon that
he would not soon

forget.

p winter it must’be
her dreary.  The
ow falls to a great
pth, and the paths
m village to vil-
ge are often com-
fletely blocked up.

P But Swiss boys and
Is are, 1 suppose,
e boys and girls

o world over, and

great fun out of

pther winter sporis.
Phe pictute shows us

characteristic Swiss
jpene. The suspicious

y the steps is trying

n his hands till the
oung ‘“‘madchen,” or
chool-girl, and her
brother get past,
when he and the ur-
phin behind them in-

bencfit of a snow-

The queer over-

and galleries. Some-
times the houses are

shingles, nicely
r1ourded at the end,

scales of huge fish,
and frequently the
timber fronts are car-

Very often the lower
story of the house is
used as a stable for
cows or goats, and
the people live in the WINTER S8¢wNE IN Swiss VILLAGE.

second story. ) )

The Bwiss are a very kind-hearted |for a stream or for & houss, from the “ Well, my boy,” said Mr. Harvy,
and hospitable people, and in the  well of which he might refresh his | reigning up his horse, “ what do you | A CHILD being asked by her teacher
Protestant cantons, notwithstanding {tived and thirsty horse with a good | wish 1" what was che three great feasts of the
the gereral poverty of the country, |drink of water. While doing wo, he o Would your horse like a drink, | Jews, promptly replied: ¢ Breakfust,
they are very thrifty and comfortable. [turned a bend in the road, and saw | sir?” said the boy respectfully. dinner, and supper.”
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At My Window.
BY ETTA F. GROVER,
FACEs that pass my window.
What are the stories you tell?
Witten on some are secrets
You never had thought to tel)-

Closelv-guarded secreta
‘o never thought to tell,

Bewitching face of beauty,
Dimpled, round, and fair,

1 see you are not unconscious
Of the secret written there—

A atory love has written
In golden letters there.

Love writes cn ail your faces,

As well as the one a0 bright ;
But on some it leaves a shadow,

Like the gloom of a starless night ;
On some it ﬁeaves but sorrow,

Gloom, snd sorrow, and bhght,

A mother, and yeot not happy t
Ah'! love has written there

The saddest story of any,
A tale of sorrow and care,

Of grief that knows no ending ;
A life that is all & prayer,

A face that time has saddened

With the loss of those so dear,
Who made her life & poem,

Full of music sweet and clear;
A Heavenlx Love has taken

The childron she held so dear, *

And that Love, Love Immortal,
Will write on every face

A story that earthly passion
Can never sgain erase—
A story sweeter than any,
On every apeaking face,
Toroxro, 1882,

~olibo—
That Manly Boy Jabes
BY THE RRV. E. A, RAND,

HE's a real manly boy, Jabes Baker
That was Mrs. Collins’ given

in her kitchen, to a neighbour ; and
Jaber heard it. Mra. Colling had

is

but nhe did not think her opinion was
in tones loud enough to reach the ear
of Jabes,

‘ A real manly boy 1”

That lifted Jabes at onoe, as if o
Rood-sized chip had been put under his
heel. Jabex had a sense of bonour that
forbade him to be a listener, and he
withdrew to the , & fow
steps away.

“ A real manly boy !” .

And wam't Jabes? Mrs. Colling
thought so.

“ He's tough a8 & hickory log, Mis

ter hund at farm-work, and & man
can't drive a loggin'team into the
woods better than that Jabiz. He's
real manly, of I do say it,” remarked
Mrn. Collins,

She now br'ont to the dokor,
with her a brown paper "

“ Jabis I” she o;lllo’:l P.f"l‘g-.t.nomr
is Thanksgivin’, and I want you to
leave this at Aunt Blooshy’s. But,”
she added, with a fun:,v twinkle of
the eyes, “stop and see her opin it.”

“ Stop and see her open it,rt';:ought
Jaber. “The less I see of Aunt
Blooshy the better.”

However, Mrs. Collins had ocalled

him “ a manly boy,” and he was ready
to do the errand, The chip was still
under his ‘heel, OF he went, the
package in his hand.
P “I donm’t like Aunt Slooshy one bit.
Bhe keeps tellin’ me I'm thoughtless,
and I wish she wouldn't,” refiscted
Jabez, who, in spite of his “manliness,”
had & weaknems, s tendency to be care-
loss when entrusted with duty,

¢ Now, Jabis,” Aunt Ssleucia would
sy, “don’t forgit. Have your eyes

called him to her door to do an errand; | their

Simmons ; that Jabix is. He's & mas | and

open, trot on your errands, and come
back quick ag you can.”

“T'm sick of Aurt Blooshy's talk,”
thought Jabez. * Now, Aunt Olive,”
(he lived with her), “she don't ham-
mer at me all the time, und ghe knows
I'm forgetful ; but she'll Jjust say,
nildly, “ Try to do better next time,”
and that puts the try into me, and I'm
bound T'll do betier, But, there,
Aunt Olive says Aunt Slooshy has a
good deal to try her. MHer son, Ben,
has been off u-whalin’ three years, and
they expect be is lost; but Aunt
8Blooshy asked Aunt Olive to pray for
bim, and Aunt Olive's prayers will
fetch him home if anything will.”

Jabezr had great faith in Aunt
Olive's prayers for her nephew Ben or
for anybody else,

“My !” thought Jabez. I shouldn't
be surprised some day to see Aunt
Olive's face lookin’ right out of the
pictares about Elijah’s prayin’ and right
alongside his in the family Bible.
She’s a good soul. 8he ought to have
something for Thanksgivin' more than
Aunt Slooshy. I wonder Miss Collins
didn't think of it.”

Indeed, why did not * Miss Qollina”
think of it Aunt Olive was as poor
as Aunt Beleucia, .

Jabez trudged away, earnestly wish.
ing the package was going to Aant
g).l.ivo, knowing how welcome it would

It bad now begun to snow ; such
fine delicate snow, as if & mist beyond
the woods and marshes had swept
landward, and changed from sea-fog to
tiny snow-flakes, .

‘Snow-meal, snow good deal, and I
fuews L'll go through ‘ Greas Woods.’
}‘h;: will shorten the way,”, thought

abes,

The “ Great Woods * were, trus to

jost beyond lived Auamt Olive, and
three hundred foet further lived Aunt
Seleucia.

“Ah, Jahes, I
shouted & voice ahead, There, in the
path, stood Nam Wilson, Gathering
up s handful of snow from a drify, that
looked liko s white buar lying in am-
bush at the side of the footpath, he
st & ball at Jubes. It came with a
orash Jabes's back, The
“ manly &: was nos going to stand
that. In Q}nrtofﬂumntfymv
had begun to fall early in November,
there was & second * white bear,”
ﬁbdv:.ieh,{;he:b oonldhh:‘lp htihom ;
and, depositiog the pac at the foot
of a tall white birch, be rounded o
::o:hun at onos and sent it flying at

“Bam, I challeage you to drive me
out 46! h:.lhl. wood”l,” shouted :’l:ru.

o on, were al
the boya nngduno “man';opboy”m
decline ane. Bam and Jabes went at
it. First Bam drove Jabes down the

the path. They went backward and
forward like two pendulums ; but their
vibrations were noi as sedate and
orderly as those in a clock. Finally,
‘“the manly boy” gained on Sam,
driving him further and furtker, pep-
E:rlng him with balls so faithfully that

m went on the run out of the woods :
and then Jabes drove the enemy *
past Aunt Olive's. Jabex went into
the house with the air of a oonqueror.,
Sapper was ready, and Jabes sat down
at the little pine table in Aunt Olive's
humble but neat and snug little kitohen,

“I—tell—you— Auntie,” said J abes,
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name, vast, silent forests; and | birds,

path, and then Jabex drove Sam up | last

CHOOL.’

of bread and butter and, at the same
time, tell his story, ** I did—drive S8am
Wil—aon—gaod 1"
“Did you? How§"
Jubexr was busily telling of his
‘‘ grand victory,” as he called it, when
be suddenly stopped and ssid : * Oh 1
“ Poor boy | He'’s got a tech of that
old toothache ! Too bad!" said Aunt
Olive. Bhe flew to the pantry, and
brought the little bottle of * Drops,”
that claimed to be a “ Bovereign Rem-
edy " for the trouble that would some.
times attack Jabes at the table. But
Jabez motioned it away with his hands.
* Poor boy, he's wuss ! Try spoonful
of cold water!” No ; he motioned that
away, alio & “hot flat-iron,” *guthin’
warm outside, like a hot flannel,” and
hulf & dozen other things that she pro-
posed to the unfortunate Jabez, flying
about ax if distracted,
All the time Jubez had been think-
ing: ¢ 1 forgot Aunt Slooahy’s pack-
age! and it's back in the woods at the
foot of that birch | - Well, let it stay !
Who will know it? Who will be’ the
wiser ! Think bow mortifying it would
be to own up, and—and—and.” Some-
thing smid to Jabes : Iy that being o
manly boy t*
“No,” said Jabez.  “ There is just
one way. “Aunt Olive,” he exclaimed,
aloud, I'm real sorry; but I left a
for Aunt Slooshy in the woods,
and I'il go back at onoe and get it, for
I know where {4 is. I'm a fool, I do
believe,”

Aunt Olive looked so sorry and
grioved thas it went (0 Jabes's heart
-lnr&n than any sharp words, «I
won' ; se if I do, Aunt Olive.”

Ho lighted the big lantern, and went
into the woods, How solitary they
wemed. And the flakes falling around
the boy's lantern were like tiny little

L-ﬂn. the air with their oold,
white wings, in & vain endeavour to
rench the warm light. Jabes found
the package and started on his way
back

“ What's that?” he asked, looking
round. It seemed as if he saw & form
down the forest-path, but everything
was g0 indistinet in the deepening
dusk of evening that he concluded he
must be wmist He went on,
resched Aunt Seleucia’s, and delivered
the But why was she 80 sad
and subdued, difivens from the ener.
setic, animated, and nervous Aunt that
Jabes fearedt While she seemed grate-
ful for the paskage, her ts were
pliainly elsewhere. Finally ahe said :

“ ﬁm Yoars ago to-day, my Ben
went away; and its & pretty sad day
for me, Jabes.”

g

But what was that noise at the door

A man now entered, and the snow like

o sheet drsped his form, ,

“ Mother 1" he said, * I'm here at
”

Aunt Seleucia turned and gave o
scream.

“ Heavens!” she exclaimed.
here ain’t Ben!”

The next moment she was in her
sailorson's arms, “not knowin' one
thing from t'other,” as she afterward
told Aunt Olive. When she was hep-
solf again and the conversation was
resumed, Ban said :

“I was glad to see your light in the
woods, I tell ye, Jabes.”

T thought I saw & form,”

“You see, I got into the Great
Woods & mile back, and thought I

0

trying to dispose of a large mouthful
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cut’ and save a long walk; hut |
really got bothered, and wasn't 1 glad
to see your light? I didn't say any-
thing for four I might alarm whoever
might be carrying the light, and you
led me right hore,”

That was & happy night at Aunt
Seleuciu's and ulso at Aunt Olive's,

“Well, Aunt Olive, your prayers
brought Ben home,” und Jabez told the
news, Then he said: “ When Aunt
Beleucia opened her package, she found
this for you,”

Aunt Olive not only found & Thanks-
giving donation, but there was a note,
enclosing five dollars, in which Mu.
Collina said it was for sewing that
Aunt Olive had done, and she thought
it might be ncceptable now. And it
certainly was to Aunt and “a manly
boy.”

Bomething to Do.

Fon boys and for girls
Who will gramble and fret,
And make all their fricnds
Wish they never had met,
There is no surer cure
You will find 1t is true—
Than for those bays and girls
To have something to do,

The firat thing of all
In this beautiful plan
Is to day afier day
‘Help yourself all you can,
For the hatut once ormed,
You this course will pursue,
Aud ever bo happy
With something to do.

And if, boys and girls,
As you journey llon§,
With sometime for frofie,
For study and song ;
You try to help others,

e many or few,
You'll never be wantin
For something to do,

Your nnF-m are nimble,
Your fevt they are apry ;
You can do many things
In the world if you try.
Then don't hinder prople,
Much older than you ;
But ‘“ lend them & hand,” .
And find romething to do.
——
Crimping Pins and Curl Papers.
S Axtrur Hene, in one of his
delightful books, remarks, “that we
all ought to make it a point of duty to
look our best for those ¢ Agme.”  And,
of a truth, we all ought to take more
paios than we do to be beautiful in the
eyes that see us every day.
In Hannah More's and Miss Edge-
worth's stories, the untidy young lady
is always u{m-lontod 88 appea in
her family with her ourl papers like o
bristling forést about her head. Ag
ringlets are out of fashion, in the place
of ourl papers we have crimping pins,
almost universally adopted by the
young ladies of our generation. “But,”
says one, “‘who it to see me! Who is
to notios or care for what I have on or
bow I look 1" ¢80t " notice s
“caret” why the dearest eyes in all
the world. Buppose we try how much
pleasure we can bestow in our own -
homee by rpecial efforts to look beaut.
ful. Did you ever notios that moat
g::gle are more amiable when they are
mingly dressed than at any other
time! It is certainly s0; and what.
ever the hidden cause of it, it is o Frut
deal easior to he good when one ooks
retty well. Sophie May, in ‘one of
er mice stories for girls, makes her
heroine put on her blue merino when
everything is going wrong, on the
principle that “matters won't be helped .

knew ‘em well enough to take s short

by my looking hateful.”— Christiam af .
Work.
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The Little White Shell.

Two mummors ugo u company of
tourists were atrolling along a part of
the Irish coust on which many little
sholls wore lying. They looked at the
water and the hills and the pebbly
beach, but few stopped to examine the
shells. At last a Jittle girl came down
with & pretty red-and-white basket.
“0Oh, mamma, what a pretty whitc,
queer little shell | it looks like & church
Hteeple."

“8o other people have thought, dear.
It is called the tower shell, Tuke a
good many of them ; they will be new
to our friends at home.”

The child filled her basket with the
beautiful shells; and on her return
home some were given to one friend,
some to another; and some were put
in & basket lined with green to luok
like moes, and were sent to the chil-
dren’s ward in & hospital,

It was & strange pluce. There were
lovely pictures on the walls, and
bright, sweet flowers on the tables,
and the sunlight came in glad and
strong through the broad, high win.
dows; but there were rows of little
heds, and in ewch bed was a littls child
with a fuoes as white an the smooth,
clean pillow on which it lay; and there
were thin white fingers with dark blue
veins resting on the snowy coverlets.
Every ohild was ill, most of them very
ill. Every now and then a groan
might be heard, or u sharp painful
little voice, making for somet ing—
perhaps a drink, perhaps to be moved
ia bed,

Bye-and bye the toys were brought
out, and the basket of shells were
placed by the side of a little girl.
When she opened her eyes sho saw
them, and reached out her hand for
them. She was 80 weak that she could
not grasp the basket, but taking one
shell, she held it without looking at it,
It was pleasant to her to touch, be-
cause it was cold and rough; and she
rubbed it with her poor, thin finger,
und pressed it in her hot palm until,
tired out, she fell asleep.

That afternoon two young men
entered the room—one was the dootor
who had charge of the children, the
other his friend, whom he had brought
to see the hospital. As they came near
the little girl who had ‘the shells,
the doctor whispered, “I must talk
to her, poor little thing; I can do
nothing more: she bas not many days
to live.” )

The trembling white hand was
slowly raised to put itself into the
doctor’s strong brown one. Why,
what's this, Mary? Where have you
been running to since I've been awuy,
that you've picked up such a lovely
shell $” '

“Toll me all about it, dootor,” she
said ; “I never suw any real ones.”

* These are real ones, picked up on
the shore of old Ireland.” He then
told her about thak love:y hillli):he da;k

reen grass, the sky, the rainbows, the
gil'dl, the oool, niyt waves, the white
beach, and the flsher boats, till she
suid it made her feel less hot and tired
just to hear such things, Some one
called the dootor then, and he had to
89, but left his friend “as a sure sign”
that he would come back. He aat
looking a¢ the shells, He had not
travelled like the doctor, so they were
new to him, and he thought them very
beautiful,

Mary looked up ab him, “Ob, sir,
is is true there will be no sea in
heaven! I am sorry, for I wans to

HOME AND SCHOOL.

see it.” Her eyes were troubled, and
her forehead was drawn us with pain,

He did not knuw what to Bay at
firat, for he, too, loved the sea. Then
the truth Hashed acroas him. *It does
not mean just that, Mary, for we are
told about the mea of giass and the
beautiful viver. It only mear, there
will be no great, cruel waves that dash
the ships to pieces and drown so many
people. It means, too, that there wiil
be no wide stormy ses to separate us
from our friends, If they cross it, we
can croas it t00, and, therefore, we need
not be afraid either for ourselves or
for them.”

*But,” said Mary, “do you think
there will be any nice waves and shells
and stones, and that Jesus will let us
play on the shore! I want (o so much.
I think it would make me more rested
than anything else, and I am so very
tired,”

The young man folt the tears coming
in bis eyes wher he heurd this litile
child talking of being so tired, and
sid: “I know Jesus will let you do
everything thut will make you happy.”

He oould not say more, but laid his
head down on the tuble, and sobbed.
The dootor found him like this, and
touched him eaying, * Come, you must
g0 now; I can’t have this with my
patients.”

He rose and brushed away the
tears. ‘“Mary,” he said, “will you
give me this little shell to remember
you by t”

“Yes,” answered the child faintly,
and turned away. She was #0 tired,

* Doctor,” he said, when the fresh
sir and sunshine helped him to control
himaelf, “ you've done me lots of good
to-day—not only in tAa¢ way, you
know, but [ have an idea I can finish
my tower.”

“Good! but how? What have you
seen "

* Here,” said his friend, and he took
out the shell. ¢ This is  new design,
and it must be good, for it was drawn
by the great Architect himaelt.”

The young man was poor, and had
been tempted to ave up his business
for one that would pay better. He
had resolved to try once more, and so
drew a plan for a church in hopes that
it might be chosen from amon many
others sent in, and Le could thus got
start in lifs, He had it all finished
but the tower, and for that he coald
draw nothing that would satisfy him,
The doctor had found him that after-
hoon croes, restless, and discouraged.
He had only one more day before the
plsn must be sent in. The doctor
cosxed him to the hospital, thinking
that the sight of suffering would make
him more ocontented with his own
healthy, hard-working life. - He was
right, and he did him more good than
he could have thought, for the young
man oopied the shell, and his plun was
the one chosen as the best.—JN, ¥,
Observer,

- —
“8TI0KING T0 IT..—A atory is
told of a young man who consulted an
old gentieman who had beem very suc-
cemtul in buniness, as to the best busi-
ness in which to en In answer
tothe question, “What had I best dot”
the old man replied, “S8tick.” The
young fellow explained that he had
wished to know what he had best do
W make money. Again he was told,
“Btick.” “Stick at what!? was asked.
“Oh, that is a matter of little conme-
quence. Take almost any line of busi-
ness you like; but stick to ic.”
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Mothers Turn.

“IT is mother's turn to be taken
care of now,”

The speaker wus » winsome young
girl, whose bright eyes, fresh colour,
and eager looka told of light-hearted
happiness. Just out of school, :she had
the air of culture, which is an added
sttraction to a blithe young face, It
wus mother’s turn now. Did she know
how my heart went out to her for her
unselfish words 1

Too many mothers in their love of
their daughters, entirely overlook the
idea thut they themselves need recrea-
tion. They do without all the easy,
pretty, und charming thiugs, and By
nothiog about it ; and the daughters do
not think there is any self-denial in-
volved. Jenny gets the new dress, and
mother wears the old one, turned up-
side down and wrong side out. Lucy
goes on the mountain trip, and mother
stays at home and keeps house. Emily
in tired of study and must lie down in
the afterncon ; bat mother, though her
back aches, hss no time for such an in-
dulgence. .

ear girls, take good cere of your
mothers. Coax them to let you relieve
them of some of the harder duties,
which for years they have patiently
borne.——Christian Intelligencer.

—~odiDo——
Keop Nothing From Mother.

TREY sat at the spinning together,
And they spun the fine white thread,
One face was old and the other was young—
A golden and silver head.

At times the young voice broke in song
That was wonderfully swoet, .

And the mother's heart beat deep and calm,
For her joy was most complete.

There was many a holy lesson,
Interwoven with ailent prayer,

Taught to her gentle, listening child,
Aas they two sat spitning there.

“‘And of all that I speak, my dar
From my older head and b’urt.nn&

God giveth me one last thing to ssy,
And with it thou shalt not part.

““Thou wilt listen to many voices,
And ah! woe that this must be !

The voice of praise, and the voice of love,
And the voice of flattery.

‘‘But listen to me, my little ones
There's one thing that thou shalt fear,

Let never a word 0 my love be said,
Which hef mother may not hear.

“No matter how true, my darling one,
The words may seem to thee,

Théfy are not fit for my child to bear
If they cannot be told to me,

““If thou’lt ever keep thy young heart
And thy motlm'-phunyﬁ'olg fear, pur
Bring all that is said to thee by day
At night to thy mother's ear.”

~o@bo—
A Prison Picture.

“ Doop-BYE, paps,” laughed a little
ohild, as her mother held her up that
she might kiss her father through the
grated door of the prison recently,
‘ Good-bye, and hurry and tum back.
Isall 00 men doin’ with my papat’
she continued, gasing in on the rough.

look risoners, who were crowding
near Edoor; “if oo is, dood-bye
everybody ; and tum right back and

see your little giel, t0o.”

Then ske clambered down, and ren
away, while the big iron door closed
after her, as a sullen cloud darkens the
sunlight,

Thea little i:hiil:’ with ‘::r :ln:‘::nt

rattle, looking in upon ing to
3 group of hardened men, was a preity
scene., As she put her little face

againat the bars and kissed her pape,

A

the wretches within that prison conld
hot restrain their tears. Men were
there whose lives had heen on the
darkest side of exisience, who would
hesitute ut acarcely any crime, whose
characters were hardencd and cor-
rupted by sin and debauchery ; yet a
siwple little scene like the ‘wbove, a
few prattling words of a child, reached
down through every covering and
touched their better emotions. It
kindled within them iingering memo-
ries of other and better days, and
stirred up the little rewaining senti-
ment of manhood, husbandhood, farh.
erhood. The visit of the obild left an
impreasion on those meu and opened
their hearta to better resolves. How-
ever, it was only one of the many
oocurrences that take place in that
little world of itenlf—g city oourt and
prison.—Cleveland Voice.

Youthful Bmokers and Chewers.
BY REV. C. L. B, BRANE,

THE babit of smoking and chewi
tobacco is 80 general among boys, an
%0 hurtful too, that 1 venture to call
attention to the possibility of prevent-
ing many of the young of our Church
from falling into this unclean and in-
jurious practice, through the instru-
meatality of an organised effort in the
Sabbath-school.

Two things relative to this perni-
cious habit are perfectly clear: Fi
that it is oertainly injurious in its
moral, intellestual, and physical re-
sults ; and, secondly, that the young
are in special danger of oontracting i,
I am inclined to think that in every
Sunday-achool there should be a
cial effort made to save the boys from
8 habit sc hurtful and debasing. It is
& very rare case for an elderly person
to contract the habit of using tobacco,
simply because the temptation to doso
is not 90 great in xiper years, and be.
cause the judgment is more intelligeat
and efficient in the control it exercises
over the individual t. Itis
an slarming statemeat to make, but I
believe it is strictly true, that the
nearer you approach the confines of
babyhood the more smokers and chew-
ers you wili find. Not ten days
a little boy, of very diminutive stature,
w:r me on the strect and said,
* Mister, give me a chew of terbacker,
will yor?" I know of several boys
uader five years of age who actually
rery for ‘‘tobacker” when they are
“out.” One of them has been chew-
ing for two years, The fact is the
streets are lined with youthful smok-
ers and chewers, from five to twenty
yearsof a The impression prevails
among listle boys geperally, that smok-
ing and che are the ‘most manly
things the, pomibly do; s0, aa it
is the height of ov.:z boy's ambition
to become a man, that as soon as
pomible, they make it their earlieat
and cbief conomn to get a chervot,
cigar, or cigarette for their mouths.
The latter are more generally used,
beoause they are less expemsive. It
would be lucky for many boys, and
men too, for that matter, if the expen-
sivences were the greatest cbjection
that oould be urged against it. But,
alus, thas is the lemst objectionable
feature of the habit. Dr. Richardson,
whooee disposition seew 1o be to say all
in favour of the u?oif. tobaoco that he
possibly can, says it is “most delete-
rious %0 the young, onm.i:g in tham

iw ¢ in th sical
m&':.." grow phy
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God, Xy Rook.

“God is the Rock of my heart, and my
portion forever.” —Psalm lxxits. 26.

SoMx hearts are like a quiet village street,
Few aud well-known the s to and fro;
Some like a busy city's market place,
And countless forms and faces come and go.

Into my life unnumbered steps have trod,
Thou@lxh brief that life and nearing now its
closs,
At first the form of phantasies and dreams,
w And fthen the varied tread of friends and
- foes.

Coming and going ; Ah! there lay the pang,
That when my heart unbosomed, and un-
locked
Ita wealth, to greet the loved familiar step,
S0 it was gone, and only echoes mock

My listening ear. But oh, thcre came one
ate,
8o soft l:ml low, it said, **I pass not by,
But stay with thee forever, if thou wilt,
Amidst this constant instability. "

Then in His eyes I saw the love I craved,
Love past iy craving—love that died for

hand, and on His gentle strength

me.
He took :{
the joy of loving utterly.

{ learn:

He tanght m ; heart to trust Him fearleasly
(Trust oﬁ) rayed, but now misplaced no
mors),
My Rock-—my Rock, my wave-besi Rock,
8afe in thy ciefts I hide forever l.f:;le.

All, Alll‘ things change, and noblest hiuman
oarte .
Can ne'er 3o rocks, they are but potter's

clay;
The Lord ¢’mr God, He only is a Rock,
Who trust in Him may trust in Him for
aye.

8till do the countless footsteps come and go,
8till with 2 sigh the echoes die away,

But love abides and fills the solitude
With music and with beauty night and

dav.
~—Anon,
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Bome & School:

A PAPER FOR YOUNG FOLKS.
Bev. W. H. WITHROW, D.0. - . Editor.

TORONTO, JANUARY 20, 1883,

Our readers will, we are sure, be

ltmckwit:tho-ppmﬁ:unn
engraved beading. general do-
sign is the Fditor’s, but for the skilful

;:e:ntion:qit be ia indebted to Mn.
DMAX, accomplished artist and
engraver of our establishment, b
vhouitvudnnandutinvood’.

of our | i

back to the light to shade his eyes,
is perusing something of special inter-
est, to whioh his graceful daughter,
leaning on bis shoulder, calls his atten-
tion; while the pleassd mother oar-
esses the baby in her arms. Thank
Gud for the happy homes of our native
land! But neither this soene nor the
school scene opposite need any explana-
tion. They are symbols of the two main
objects in the mind of the Kditor-—to
make home happy, to make the School
successful,

Tax demand for the first nurhber of
Houg axp 8cHooL has been s0 great
that the first large edition of 8,000
was soon exhausted. We have had to
atereotype it and print a second edition
of 3,000, and now expect to print a
third edition, If the paper is late in
reaching any of the schools, it will be
on account of the delay caused in
printing these sucoresive editions. In
the future we shall know better how
many to print.

Ix order to give special prominence
to Sunduy-8chool work, we purpose to
present in these pages hints on teach-
ing, Bunday-School items, and uvthers
of a like nature, that may increase the
efficiency of the invaluable labours of
the great army of Sunday-School
w:rﬁs:’fo; i:vhom, uhwell as for the
scho) this pa re ., In
this number noml:;f th‘;np:::u are
given. Others will appear in future
numbers,

* How to Teach ?
Tae value of intelligent and judi-
cious ¢ questioning as a method of
teaching ” is thus summed up in s

communication to the London Sunday-
School Times :

“Would you arrest and sustain
attention? Question.

“ Would you discover what scholars
already know?! Question.

“Would you provide teaching
1

sdapted to the wants of the scholars
Question.

“Would you promote hearty co-
operation between teacher and scholart
Question. .

“ Would you fix truth in the mind?
Question,

“Would you continuously refresh
the memory{ Question. .

* “Would you pointedly and pow
:t;:ly deal with the conscience? Ques-

n.

* Would you clearly and suocessfully
direct the anxious? Question.

“ Would you ascertain the actual
results of your teaching! Question.

“ Bafore you begin the lesson—
Question.” .

The Superintendens.

How much depends upon the Sun-
day-school su tandont!;u

i

g
&

t 4

|
i

barren. Walk-
ing in the light !
of the Lord, that
light will shine
from his fuce in-
to the faces of
teachers and pu-
pils,and they will
be led unoon-.
sciously to long
for the spirit of
his Guide and |
Joy. -
In the choos- |
ing of s super- |
intendent, a man |
of “executive
ability” bas been
oftener sought |
than a man of
Christian devo. |
tedness. While }
exeoutive quali- §
ties are by no
means to be over-
looked, they are
only a part of
the require.
ments. A su
intendent like
Mosos ahould not §
only be able to
govern well, but
shoald oome to
his task with his face]shining from
communion with God on the mount.—
8. 8. Tomes.

-
0N

~ @
Be Punctual.

Oxx lnpoﬁ‘mdono::ha‘bmt a year
drew up agreement,
:v‘l?’hh he invited his teachers to sign :
1. | make a reasonable effurt
to my

place before the opening
exercises be,

2.1 will‘h-provide, if Po-lblo, a
substitute, when I am obliged to be
abeent.

3. When I must be absent and can-
not get a substitate, I will inform the
superintendent, even if it is as late as
Sunday morning.

“ Now,” he says, “out of thirty-five
teachers, ravely is one out of his place
at the opening of the achool”—
Christian Visitor.

~odipe-

Tax International 8. 8. Lemon
Committee had another delightful
session last fall, at Washington, D.C.,
and selected lessons for 1884, They
continued the book of Acts up to the
twentieth chapter, with lessous inter-
mrnd from tie epistles written in

¢t period, for the first six months,
The second half of the year is devoted
to Old Testament study, embnoing
the times of the kingdoms of Davi
and Solomon, in connection with les-
sons from the Psalms and the Books
of Wisdom. After submission to our
British brethren, the list will be pub-
lished, and we beliove it will give
peculiar satisfaction.

—o -
The Reason Why.

You talk of giving up your class, and
there is a giving up beoause there has
been no giving fo. Teaching demands
Iabour, time, consecration. It muat
oost some! . There myst be work,
To lonk at a handle will not hiil
the corn. There is a lot of muacle to
i 2 LS

‘gerden 00-
handle effort. Let there be a giving

60, and there will be no up.—
8. 3. Journal. 'ivi?. B

Sltnd Men by the Wayside Begging.,

Blind Baggars.

Buixpwmes is & sad affliction, Per-
sons who are blind, and have no friends
to take care of them, or means of their
own to fall back upon, are compelled
to depend upon the charity of others.
Sometimes such persons have friends
to lead them about to gather alms or
do a little business. But frequently
they stand or sit in some oconspicuous
place, all alone, day after day, to
appeal to the sympathies of passers-by.
A person sitting or standing in such a
oondition, even without uté:rri;g Y
word, is a st ap, to istian
benevolence. roig blissd person is one
of the most deserving objects of charity.
The custom of the blind sitting by the
wayside to ask alms is very ancient.
The custom has obtained in all nations,
from the earliost ages, and is still con-
tinued ; and let our young rewders
consider that, a ocopper given to a
blind persou is better invested than
when spent in candy or some other
ways, which ure not only useless, but
positively injurious. A trifle given to
the blind is & thank-offering to God
for the blessing of sight.

When Jesus was going from Jericho
to Jerusalem, He found two blind men
by the wayside ing, and He did
not pass them by without dving some-
thing for them. His loving heart was
moved by their appeal to exercise His
infinite compassion. He did the best
that He could for them. Tf they
had been allowed to chooss, it was
the blessing which they would likely
have desired. Jesus gave them their
sight. It is not said that they were
born blind, but it is very likely they
were. The bleming that Christ be-
stowed opened before them an entirely
now life, That is what the bleming
of Christ will do for us, if we come to
Him earnesily, believingly, and be-
weechingly, as did the blind men by
the wayside. It is stated that not
lews than one in every thousand of the
world’s popnlation is blind. We fre-
quently mest blind persons, and while
we cannot f‘: i'::l them Hm Junlu did,
Wwe osn 80 tate allowing
our benevolence to do h’ﬂnn tae

beet possible thing,
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CHiNgsE SAIL-Bazrow.

Ohinese Sail-Barrow.

Tae Chinese are a very ingenious
people. We nee one form of their in-
genuity illustrated in the accompanying

icture. You see the aturdy porter

as ri a sail to two bambno rods,
one on each side of his barrow. When
the wind is fair it must help him along
very much, When it is adverse I
suppoee he must take in sail, an this iv
a sort of oraft that cannot tack. You
will notioe, too, the hinged leg that he
can drop down to support the barrow
when he stops. On the vast wind-
swept ateppes of Tartary the natives
employ large sail-waggons, which will
wcud before the wind almoat like a ship
at sea. Christian nations cught to use
every effort that these ingenious people
may be brought to & knowledge of the
truth as it is in Chriat Jesus, and to

turn from deand idols to serve the | tim

living God.
-
The Broken Promise.

Mnas. Morax kepino regular servant.
Mrs. Sticht, a German woman, came
every Monday to do the week's wash-
ing, and every Tueeday to do the irca-
ing, She had always been a happy-
faced, merry woman, but one moining
Stella Morse, going into the kitchen
to make a pudding for dinner, found a
sad faoe over the wash-board, .

‘(; Good-morning, Mrs. Sticht,” Stell
nai

“ Good-mornin’, Miss Stells,” re-
sponded the washer-woman soberly,
looking up with tear-filled eyes.

“ Are you sick, Mrs. Stichtt You
look pale and tired.”

“ I'm not sick, miss, but I am tired ;
I didn’t rest much last
can’t rest muoh with a sick child o
tend.”

“Is your little girl sick, ma'am?”

“She’s bin sick thges two weeks

night, a mother | doll,

with an awful cold ; she's that weak

she can hardly walk about the room,
an’ she’s dreadful wakeful nights.”

“ Who stays with her when you go
to wash?t”

“No one but her little brother Tim;
an’ he's only seven years old.”

“And you go out washing every
d‘""

“No miss; if I did I'd have more
money than I've got. This is my only
wash-place; the rest of the week I help
an old fruit-woman down in the mar-
ket, but I don’t set much pay.”

“Do you earn enough to support
your childrent” :

“Yes, miss; but my husband’s long
sickness and death brought some heavy
bills for me to pay. I can’t get any
extras for my little sick girl, though
she's that lonesome when I'm gone
that ,"l‘im says she cries most of the

e,

] should think she would be lonely,
poor little soul! What does she want
most, Mra, Stichtt” Stella asked.

A smile flickered over Mrs. Sticht's
face. Perhape thia lady would
do something for her listle sick f:l.

«“Her whole mind seems to be set
on a doll; she's never had a doll, and

she thinks she'd never lonesome if
she had one; she's a lovin’ little thing,
Patty is.”

“She shall have a doll before the

week is out,” Stella said decidedly.
“1 have s pretty wax one with

curls and blue eyes that I used to play
with myself, have mot had it out
for a long time, and it has no cluthes,
butl'lldre-itupjutuputgul
oan, and—Ilet me see, to-day is Monday
~—toll hor for me, pleass, that I'll be
there on Wednesday with a beautiful

the child will soon get better when
she gets the doll she so longs for.”

Patty’s eyes grew bright when her
mother told her that & desr, kind
young girl was coming to see her on
Wedneaday with & beautiful blue-eyed
golden-buired doll, dressed in blue silk.

“For my very own? O mamms, for
my very own1” asked Patty, clasping
and unclasping her thin white hands
in her excitement.

There were tears in her mother's

es as she bent her head and kimed

atty’s forehoad,saying tenderly, “Yes,
dear, for your very own.”

Wednesday came—u bright, beauti-
ful day., Patty's first words to her
mother were, “O mamma! this is the
day that my dolly is coming. O
mammal I believe that I'll get well
quick when dolly comes.”

Mrs. Sticht did not like to leave
home that morning, but she felt that
she muat, for the rent was nearly due,
und the doctor who omme to see the
child oared more for filling his pockets
than for filling buman hearts with
thankfulness. She came home very
weary, but with one glad thought,
namely, “I suppose Patty is overjoyed
with her pretty doll ﬁow good of
Miss Stella to ¢ of my poor little
one!”

But as she stepped overherown thres-
hold a very weary little face greeted
her. Patty’s cheeks were flushed, and
she maid brokenly, “O mamma, my
dolly didn’t come.”

s An’ she wouldn’t stop cryin’, mam-
ma, an’ my head aches,” sobbed Tim,
who was worn out by his sister's day
of hitter sorrow.

Mrs, Bticht did not go to bed that
night. Bhe watched beside restless
Patty, who tossed about all night, talk-
ing about blue eyes and golden hair
and blue silk dresses, moaning in her
sleep, “An’ my dolly didn’t come; an’
my sweet, sweet dolly didn’t come.”

Monday morning came. A little
boy stood knooking at Mr: Morse’s
kitchen door. Stella opened iv. “Mam-
ma cen’t wash to-dsy, Patty’s tuk
worse,” he said quickly, and then
scampered away.

“0 what a shame that I haven't
dressed that dol),” Stella said mentally.
#] cortainly meant to, but there were
s0 wany things to take up my attention
that I kept putting it off. I'll dressit
this very day.”

Tuesday morning Stells, with the
beautiful, tastefally dressed doll in ber
arms, and a little bag of oranges also,
started for Mra Sticht’s. In answer
to her rap Mra. Sticht opened the door.
Her eyes were heavy with w r'y
and ber face had grown more R

“How in little Patty this morning,
Mrs. Sticht! I've bicught her the
doll. Can I see hert” were Stella’s
rapid questions.

“Yes, Miss Stella, you oan see her.
Walk in, please.”

There was anguish and reproof in
the mother’s tone; Stella stepped in-
side the poorly furnished room; the
mother led the way to one corner, and
pointed to a little white draped cot.

The terrible truth dawned upon
Stella. ,She had come too late. Patty
was dead.  She burst into tears as the
broken-hearted mother uncovered the
little atill face. Thi her toars
Stella could see how beautiful

HE
was, with her goldea hair brushed your

from a protty forshead, snd her dear
listle hands clasped over her still bosom.

“And did you tell her I would bring
the dolit she look for itt Heslla

mosared, ber remorseful tears rolling
down her cheeks like rain.

«+Look for it} Yes, Mim Btells,
she looked for it day and night,” Mrs.
Sicht answered buskily. “BShe was
very light-headed toward the last; she
talked of nothin’ else. Just before she
died her reason returned. She sat up
in bed, an’ put her arms around my
neck an’ said, ‘Good-bye, mamms; I'm
goin’ to heaven.’ 1 cried aloud, but
Patty smoothed my cheek and said,
‘Don’t ory, mamma, you'll come bye-
and-bye, an’ I'll be waitin’ an’ lovin’ my
blue-eyed dolly, ’cause I know Jesus
will give me one, ‘cause there’s no tears

in heaven,’ '—Sunday-School Times.
e

If We Knew,

Ir we knew, when walking thoughtless
Through the crowded, noisy way,
That some pearl of wondrous whiteness
Close beside our g-thw-y lay ;

Wo would pause where now we hasten,
We would often look around,

Lest our careless feet should trample
Some rare jewel in the ground.

If we kne: ;hm genius }:tmggdle&i,
Through the weary nights and days,
8ecking for some word
Littie word of hope and praise—
hs of balm and leaves of laurel
e would place within their hands :
Little deeds, with plessant meaning,
Hungry hearts can understand.

comfort,

If we knew what foet were weary,
Climbing up the hills of pain,

By the world cast out as ¢

- Poor npe::atgthlnﬁldem H
evermore ty gesture
Would we drive t‘llnsem from our side,

Wn!)ping close our vobes around us
With a Pharissic pride.

If we knew, when friends around us
Clowely press to say *‘ Good-bye,”
Which, amnong the lips that press us,
First should 'neath the daisies lie ;
We would clasp our arms around them
Looking on them through our tears,
Tender words of love eternal
We would whisper in their ears.

If we knew the baby fingers
Pressed against the window pane,
Would be cold and stiff to-morrow—
W e ot ey of our darling
ou! 0 t ey s of our
Catch the frown z;\on our brow!?
Would the prints .f osy fingers
Vax us then as they do now !

If we knew. Alas! and do we
Ever care or seek to know
‘Whether bitter herbe or roses
In our garden grow!
God forgive us! lest hereafter
Our hearts break to hear Him say,
¢¢ Careloss child, I never knew you!
Frowa my presence floe away !”

—o e
God’s Care.

Do you ever try to realiss what it
moans to you that God is watching
over you all the time! How oftea we
talk about his care for ua, and forget
what it is d i
on that piece
and your fall has not even you,
but more than a foew men have fallen
just like that and have been inmjured
tor life. That avalanche of snow laat
yonrnhon&l«nd
spatteced garmouts with slosh,
bntiliﬂb’o:rmalunpoﬁoohrgu
and heavier thaa that which killed &
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A New Game at Cards
Oze Sunday moining, viseing the
vessels Iving in the Regent's Canal

bamn, I found three captaina playing
at cards. When 1 hau bidden them

., * Good morning,” and shrken hands'
. with them, vne of them—the captain
" of the ship 1 was on—anked * Wilt|

you join us in » gume or twol”

I replied, “ Yoa, with pleasure, bnt
not till you bave finished that game.”

One mid, “ But aren’t you a Metho-
dist1”

“ Yea, I am.”

‘ And will you play a game on the
SBabbuth day 1"

“ Yes, I will join you.”

There were some smiles, and sharp !
nods of their heads towards each other. |
At length one of them suid :

“ John, he's only chaffing you; it's|
more than his place is worth to play .
at cards.” |

But I gave my word that [ would
join them when their present guine
wan over. When ic was fiuished there
was quite a stir, and the captain,
guthering up the cards, called out :

“ Ncw then, my lad, will you shuffle
them or shall I1”

“ You may place them on one side,”
I replied ; *“ they are old and greasy;
I won't touch them. [ have a new
pack iu my pocket, which Las never
been used; and as it is the Sabbath,
we cannot have a better day for begin-
ning with them.”

I shall not soon forget their looks of
astonishment at the mention of  new
cards” to be introduced iy the mission-
ary. Taking the cards out of my
pocket, I maid, “they don't need
shuffling ; I will serve them round. It
raatters not how many are present, all
can play.” The cards were embellished
with texts of Scripture, and hud been
given me for distribution. When
eight cards had bLeen dealt out to each
person, we took them up to see whbat
they were.

‘“Ah! we are licked,” said one of
the cuptains ; “ he hus done us brown
and clean, How are we to play with
these things 1”

I asked them to be seated, and 1
would show them the game. I then
took my card and read, * What shall
I do to inherit eternal life?” Now it
wus tho next man’s turn, and he read,
“ What shull & man give in exchange
for his soult” The thi d man red,
“Jook to Jesus,” and the fourth,
“The blood of Jesus Christ His Son
cleauseth us from all sin.” 1In the
second round of reading my text was,
“Unto you, O men, 1 call;” and in
this way we oontinued until all the
cards had been used up.

When this game was over it
appeared to be a great reiief to them ;
und yet they seemed uneasy. I offered
to chunge cards with the captain.

“ Yours sre old and greasy, only fit
for fishes; let me throw them over the
ship's side, and you shall have my new
oues.” .

*“Done ! " he shouted ; ““it’s a good
exchunge.”

i then proposed prayer, and two of
them joined me in knesling, but the
other one declined, saying, “1 like a
bit of tohaooo, and wiil have a little
smoke while you hold forth.” Bat,
thank God, the Holy 8pirit soon began
to work on his heart, and dropping the

ipe out of his mouth, he mank on kis

nees, weeping.

Before leaving, I iavited them to
God's house, but not ome

“sin of backsliding.

HOME AND SCHOOL

How to Begin.
Yas, I want to be a Christinn, but

haunds, went on board the next vessel,
an i, when my work was done, hastened

"t> the chapel.  What was my suprise | [ 0 not know how to begin.

to tind my three card-playing captaina | Are you sure yuu are ready to begin
present there, listening to the Gospel. | if vou know Lhuw?
The minister’s subject proved to be the I I think so. I1've tried for & long
On leaving the | whyte.
chapel, 1 followed cne of the three, and ~ Huve you not tried to get ready to
asked how he enjoyed the service, : begin instead of beginning !

“Ah! my lad,” said he, “ you ought . | don’t know. I suppose one onght

not to have been so hard on a fellow. | t5 think about it

You must have made haste to tell the
parson about me, and he's been hitting
me from the beginning to the end.
Like Peter, 1 am a backslider.”

I assured him that I had not seen
the preacher that day until he was in
the pulyit, and that I had not breathed
4 word about our morning card-playing
to a living soul. It was the Holy
3pirit that was calling him back;
would he listen and obey ?

“Yen,” he replied, “I will, Goa
being my helper.”

He spent most of that day with us,
aud on the following Tuesday, after
we bud been prayicg with him, light
broke in upon his msoul, and he was
enabled to rejoice in God his Saviour.
~—Friendly Greetings.

Temptation.

“I wrLL not leave thee, nor forsake,
Lean hard on mie, my child,”

Thus spake the voice, with word divine,
Out of the night, so wild.

All day long my soul had been tossed,
Tempest and seaward driven,

I bad well-nigh sunk in despair,
The clouds by no my riven.

Temptation strong and trial sore,
Had reached my heart of hearts,
Wounds were bleeding, freshly made

By Satan’s cruel darts ;—

When *‘ Peace, be still,” in tender love,
Made storm aud darkness bright,

Love healed the wounds that sin had made,
And gave me peace, that night.

Effect of the Bible.

Taxe's “ English Literature ” has a
remarkable pussage with reference to
the effect of the Bible on the English
people, as read und learned for the first
time from Tyndal’s traaslation :—

“ One bid bis book in & hollow tres;
another learned by heart an epistle and
a Gospel, 50 as to be able to ponder
it to himself even in the presence of
his accusers. When sure of his friend,
he speaks with him in private; and
peasant talking to peasant, laborer to
laborer, you know what the effect
could be. It was the yeomun’s sons,
as Latimer said, who more than others
maiutained the fuith of Christ in Eng-
land, and it was with the yeoman's
sous that Cromwell afterward reaped
his Puritan victories. nWhen such
words are whispered through a nation,
all official voices clamor in vain, The
nation has found its poem ; it stops its
ears to the troublesome would-be dis-
tractors, and presently sings it out
with & full voice and from a full heart.
But the contagion had even reached
the men in office, and Heanry VIII.
at last permitted the English Bible to
be pubiished. England had her book.
Every one, says Strype, who could buy
this book, either rend it assiduously or
bad it read to him by otheis, and many
well advanced in years lourned to read
with the same objoeot.”

————e P O

It is said that the Internationsl
Sunday-School Lessons are now studied

of them
would promise to come; so I shook

by 15,000,000 children,

Has your thinking brought you uny
nearer beginuing

I'm afraid not.

Suppose you think of going to Bos.
ton. You start, and after you huve
goue some distance find you are on the
wrong road ; instead of going to Pos-
ton you ard travelling exactly the other
way. What would you do!

Why, turn about, und take the1ig
track.

Would you'! Why not stop ano
think, and think like this: Yes, I
know I'm on the wrong road. This
will never bring me to Boston, but I
think I'll keep on awhile. Perhaps
something will turn up to put me on
the right road, or I may find a cross-
roud, or it may be easier turning bye-
and-bye. I'd better be sure of the
whole road before I turn back. Would
that dot

No, of course not. I'd turn round,
and set my face toward the city sure,

Cannot you use the same common
sense in starting on the heavenly
journey ! You know you are on the
wrong road. You know each day’s
travel on it only brings you so much
farther trom the right way. You will
never make any progress unless you
fuoce right about. You are on the
wrong track ; turn and take the right
one.

But how 1

No matter how, or what, just now.
All you have to do is to turn around.
The man who wus feeding swine did
not get on until he had said to bimself,
I will arise and go. Then he got on
his feet. He had begun the homeward

journey.

If 1 only knew how to begin !

The vmyy to begin is to begin. Re-
solve on that with all your might.
Tell your Heavenly Father thst you
have turned round, and are coming
home ; coming somehow, ever. if you
must crawl. Ero long you will find
Christ cuming out to nieet you.

I'll doit. I'll right about face, to-
day, now.

A Bit of Logio.

Rurus lay ut full length on the
sofa, and puffed & cigar, back parlor
thougly it was; when Mr. Parker re-
minded him of it, he saw there was no
ludies present, and puffed away. Be-
tween the puffs he talked :

“There is one argument against
Foreign Mismion work which is un.
answerable ; the country cannot afford
it. Two millions und & halif of money
taken out this year, and sent to the
cannibals or somewhere else. No
oountry can stand such a drain as that
upon it, with everything else it has
todo. Foreign Missions are ruinously
expensive,”

he two young sisters of Rufus,
Kate and Nannie, stood on the piazza
snd Jaughed.

“O Rufus!” sid Kate, * you wont
take a prime in oollege for logic, I'm
sure.”

“ What do you mean, little monkey!
And what do yox know about logic!

“ More than you do, | should think.
Just 1magine the country not bheing
able to affurd two milhons and a halt
for Missions, when just u year ago it
paid over four millions for Huvanua
cigars. Have you thought of that,
Rufust”

“And I wonder how much cham.
pagne ix a bottle?” chimed in Nunnie.
* How much is it, Rufus? You know
about ten million bottles are used
every year. And, oh, why, Rufus,
don’t you know that we spend about
six millions for dogs! Bomething be-
sides Foreign Missions might be given
up to save money, I should think.”

items?”

“ We got them at the Mission Band;
Kate is Secretary, and I'm Treasurer,
am *hese figures were all in the dia-

to recite.

Tleological Seminary besides. I meun
to tell him that two millions and a
half for Foreign Missions will ruin the
oountry ; I want to hear him laugh.”
And then the two girls laughed merrily.

“You needn’t tell him anything
about it,” said Rufus sharply. After
the girls ran away he added, thought-
fully .

“How fust girls grow up. I thought
thes: two were children, and here they
are w th the Mission Bands, and their
largr wordd ubout ¢Secretaries and
Treasuiers.’”

* And their embarrassing facts about
money,” interrupted Mr. Parker.
*“Those girls had the bes* of the argu-
ment, Rufus,” and then he, too.
laughed.—Z'he Pansy.

e

For Their Sakes.

It is not true that it we teach child-
reu to read they will not become vic-
tims to drink. An Oxford graduate
came to me in vile and mean attire.
But his speech at once revealed his
social position and culture. He said,
“It is usecless to give me monev.
Watch, dress, every peany has gone

Aor drink and will go again.” After

some time he signed the temperance
pledge, and said with emotion: “Oh,
that my mothe: had seen this befure
she died!” Teacheww, you may not be
absolutely safe, whatever your culture.
But if not for yourselves, will you not
for the children you teach, practice and
teach abstinence? In how few years
those children will be tempted to place
their feet in the stream that has hurried
away in its strong tide thousands older
aand stronger than themselves, Can
you not persusde them never to ven-
ture into that treacherous tidet You
love the children you teach. Can you

fuces becoming bloated with drink,
those hopeful lives sacrificed to the
Moloch of the duy! For their sakes
abstain, Let them never be able to
say, “Teacher drinks, why may not 11"
Help thew, then, by living counsel.
Even in giving secular instruction
higher truth may be taught incident-
ally. You can teach godliness and
worality with ut delivering theologioal
discourses or ethical lectures. ~ Thus
if even in day and secular schools, how
much more in Sanday-schools, children
may be encouraged in the practice of
total abstinence. Where there is a
will, there ix & way.—Newman Hall

D, D.,in 8. & Times.

logue that Dr. Stophens wrote for us |
If you choose to call what |
he says absurd, I suppose you can ; but '
he is u graduate from a College, and a !

endure the thought of those pure merry |

“ Where did you two grow so wise?
Where did you get all those abaurd |




)| occur at home,

The Dying Sailor and the Bible.
AN affecting story in reluted of a
| young sailor who died on board a
i whule-ship in the Bouth Atlantic.
t Jumes Duboice (such was his name)
I hid been carefully reared ; but im-
i pelled by o atrong love of adventure
| und an ardent desire to see the world,
I had gone to se. The ship had mnde
| a prosperous voyage, and wus on her
way home.
i Of all the men in that ship none
N were more eluted than James, He
i Liad been ashore at the Azores, and
¥ got & few curiosities ; he had buven
| ushore at Rio and Cupe Verde Islands,
und clambered np the rocky sides of
one of the Falkland Islands; and
he felt already his mother's kiss, and
beard the cordiul welcome of friends
at home, and saw their look of wonder,
and heard their words of astonishment,
while he showed his shells and related
his ndventures to them. He spent the
whole of his middle watch in painting
with enthusiastic words the anticipated
meeting, and the scene which wonld
Poor fellow ! it was
only a waking dream with him; he
never saw his mother again.

The next day he went to work at
“ gtowing down " the oil It wus a
rough sea, and the ship pitched
heavily, 50 as to make it hard and
dangerous work to handle the casks
of oil. The last cask was stowed and
filed, and in ten minutes more the
hitches would be down. Dubaice
atood on the cask, in the main hateb-
way, and was passing a few sticks
of wood down amongst the water
casks, when the vessel rolled leeward,
a cusk of water broke from the lash-
i ings at the weather rall, and rolled
! into the hatchway where he stood, and
in one instant, hoth legs below the
knees, were literally jammed to pieces,
the hones were hroken into shivers,

We took him into the steerage, and
did the best we could to bind up his
broken limbs, and make him comfort-
able ; but we knew, and he knew, that
hin days were numbered—he must die.
That, night, as I sat by his berth and
watched with him, he was oonstautly
calling *“ Mother ! mother " Oh, it
was heart rending to hear bim in his
piteous ravings, calling * Mother !
nother ! and then he would weep like
a child because she came not. In the
morning watch he grew calm and
spoke rationally again. After giving
me his parents’ address and a message
for them, he slept a little while.
When he awoke he bade me go to the
¥ torecastle and open his chest, and un-
der the till I would find his Bible. I
| brought it to him, and he opened it at
ik the blank leaf, and looked long and
4 engerly at the name, His mother had
) given it to him when he left home, and
H on the fly-leaf was written by her
| hand, * Presented to Jumes Duboice,
i by his mother, Barah Duhaice.”
‘ « Now read to me,” said he, hand-
} ing me the book.
|« Where shall T read ¥’
§  “ Where it tells us how to get ready
§ for heaven.”
' 1 felt bewildered, and knew not

where to read ; but opening the book
at random, my eve feil on the fifty-
first Psalm, and I read to him from
that psalm till 1 came to the tenth
vers®y * Create in me a clean heart, O
God, and renew a right spirit within
re.”

*“Hold there!
want,” said be.

geritt”

That is what {
« Now, how shall I

“Pray God to give it to you for
Jesus' aake,” I nuggested.

“ Oh, yes, Jesus is the Raviour,
Shipmate, it is an awful thing 10 die;
and [ have got to go. Ob, if mother
wan here to tell me how to get ready !”
and he trembled with earnestness.
After a short of pause, during which
he seemed to be in deep thought, he
aid :

“ Do you know of any place where
it is said that such sinners as I can be
saved ¥

1 quoted 1 Tim. i. 15: “This in
s faithful saying, and worthy of all
acceptation, that Christ Jesus came
into the world to save sinners, of whom
I am chief.”

“QOb, shipmate,” said he,“that is good.
Can you think of any rore?”’

I quoted Heb. vii. 25 : * He is abla
to save them to the uttermost that
come unto God bv Him, seeing He
aver liveth to make intercession for
them.”

“That's plain. Now, if I only
knew how to come to God.”

“ (Jome like a child to his father, I
suggested.”

“ How in that ¢”

« An the child feels that his father
can help him in danger, so you are to
feel that God can help you now. And
as the child trusts his father by fleeing
to him, so you must trust Jesus by
ocasting yourself upon him.”

He luy a little time engaged in
earnest pleadings with God, as was
evident from the few words I over-
heard. Then the tears began to run
dowh his face ; his eyes opened, and &
bright smile played like s sunbeamn
over his features.

“He forgives me, and T shall be
saved,” he said, * with a voioe like the
sound of a flute for sweetness. The
day dawned —-then the sun arose
in regal splendour on the ocean. I held
his hand in mine, and I felt the death-
thrill; then he murmured, * He's
oome, He's come.”

“ Who has come "

“ Jesus,” ho whispered, and he fell
asleep.

On sped the noble ship till four
bells in the afternoon, and then we
laid the main tops to the mast and
buried him, closely sewed in his ham-
mock, in the * deep, deep sea.”

WHEN you take up a spool of cotton
or silk and read on the end, * war-
ranted” so many hundred yarde, do
not suppose that the thread is measured
when reeled. All that is regulated by
the size of the spool, consequently
much oare is taken to make it of ex-
actly the right size. The wood from
which spools are made comes from the
saw-mill in sticks about four feet long,
and from one to four inches aquare.
These are put in a machine which
turns out a long oylinder with a hole
running through the centre. A saw
then outs the stick iuto the proper
length, making what are called “‘rough”
spools. An expert can turn out 23,.
000 a day. After being sent to a dry-
ing-room, where hot air is blown
through them that they may shrink
properly, they are put into the hands
of a “finisher” tn be grooved to the
proper size, hy means of & machine
made for the purpose. When covered
with silk or ootton, spools look much
alike in sise, but the empty ones show
what & difference there is, and what a
chance there might be to cheat in the
number of yards.

HOME AND SCHOOL.

The Stolen Starling.

A LawYER had & cage hanging on
the wall in his office in which was &
starling. 1fe had teught the little
fellow to answer when he culled it. A
boy named Charlie came in one morn-
ing. The lawyer left the boy thers
while he went out for a few minutes.
When he returned, the bird was gone,
He asked, “Where is my bird?”
Charlie repliea that he did not know
anything about it. * But,” said the
gentleman : “ Charlie, that bird was in
the cage when I went out. Now tell
me all about it ; where is it 1” Charlie
declared that he knew nothing about
it; that the cage-dror was open, and
he guessed the bird had flown out.
The lawyer called out, * Starling,”
where are you $” The bird spoke right
out of the boy's pocket, *“ Here I am.”
Ah, what a fix that boy wasin! He
hud stolen the bird, and hid it, as he
supposed, in a safe place, and had told
two lies to conceal his guilt. It was
testimony that all the world would be-
lieve. The boy had nothing to say.
The bird was a living witness that he
was a thief and a lisr.

‘We have not all of us a starling, but
we have a conscienoe, not in our pocket,
but in a more secure place—in our
soul; and that tells the story of onr
guilt or our innocence. As the bird
answered when the lawyer called it,
so when God speaks our conscience
will reply, and give such testimony as
we cannot deny.

EacH little duty left undone,
The selfishucss however ¥mall,
The evil thought, which nurtured grows,
A heart all blind to others’ woes—
God sees it—all !

The little duty bravely done,
Each sacrifice, however small,
An ill-thought strangled in its birth,
The amile to cheer another's dearth—
God sees it—all !

He sees it all ! the right, the wrong!
Notbing can be too t, or -nnfl,
The feeblest effort in His name,
The sorrow, happiness, or shame—
God sees them—all !

Why Put Off?

Tusre is a legend of a hermit, who
was led by an angel into the wood,
where he saw an old man cutting down
boughs for an armful of wood. At
length he tied it up and lifted it on
his shoulders; but, finding it heavy,
he laid it down agsin, and cut more
wood, and tied this up with the rest.
Then he tried again to carry the larger
bundle away, but it was heavier still.
He kept adding wood until it was im-
possible to carry the bundle. At last,
in a denperats effort to do so, he fell
and was crushed to death. The her-
mit, seeing the old man’s folly, asked
the angel what it meant. “The old
man,” said the angel, “illustrates the
folly ¢f thoss who think they will re-
pent, but find it so hard that they get
disoouraged, and go on adding to their
sins, which year by year become greater,
while their strength becomes weaker,
until at last they die in their sins, and
where Christ has gone they cannot
come.”

How foolish it is to put off that
which we know ought to be attended
%0 at once—repeatance and friendship
with God !

¢ To-day the Bariour calle—
Olztmnow

Within thees seorod walls,
To Jesus how.”
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Lesson II.
Alcohol--Continued.

ANsweR., Alcohol is the product of
fermentation, and is obtained in uxable

and grains while they aie in the pro-
cern of decay.

Q. Is aloohol a necesst'y in a healthy
condition of animal hfel

A. Tt is not & necessity.

Q. Does alonhol permunently in-
crease ntrength 1

A. Bcience and experience unite in
saying that it does not.

Q. Dues alcohol add permanently to
the nody’s power of endurance ¥

A. It does not.

Q. Do persons who seek th possess
their highest possible physical foice,
use alcohol to this end 1

A. They do not. On the coutrary,
they du not use it at all.

Q. Can persona’do more work with
the mind by using alcobol 1

A. In the long run, they cannot do
as much,

Q. Is even the moderate use of
alcohol & good to the healthy human
system }

A. It is not.

Q. What is the ProPER use of
alcohol

A, Alcohol is a preservative and
solvent, and is necessary in the pre-
peration of medicines and in the
mechsnicsl arts.

Q. What effect does it bave when
taken into a health§ atimal body?

A. Taken in small gnantities, into
» healthy animal body, 1t is a distarb-
ing and evil sgent. Tuken in large
quantitios, it is a deadly poison.

A Touching Story.

ONE rarely moets with a more touch-
ing romance than is found in the
foliowing story, which ocomes from
Wales :

“ A number of years some
miners in exploring an old pit that
had long heen closed found the body of
a young man dressed in clothing of a
fagshion long out of date. The pe-

was such as to preserve the body so
perfectly that it appeared asleep rather
than dead. The miners were puzxied
at the circumstance. No one in the
digtrict had been minssed within their
remembrancs; and at last it was re
solved to bring in the oldest inhabitant
—an old lady long past ber eightieth
year, who bad lived single in the
village the whole of her life. On
being taken iuto the presence of the
body & strange scene occurred. She
kissed it, and addressed it by every
term of endearment. He was ber
only love; she had waited for him
during her long life. 8he knew he
had not forsaken her. The old lady
and the young man had been betrothed
sixty years before. The lover had dis-
appeared mysteriously, and she had
kept.faithful during the long iuterval.
Time had stood still with the young
man, but had left its mark on the wo-
man. The wminers who were present
were a rough set ; but very gently and
with tearful eyes they removed the old
lady to ber house, and that night her
faithful spirit rejoined ‘that of her
long lost lover.”

*We purpose giviaga series of thess Tomperanes
hiok, , will
Lu-;:-,‘: we hope, tram wp our Yugs and

quantities from fruirs and vegetables .

culiar action of the air of the mne *

QuestioN. How is alcohol obtained ¥
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Lilies and Roses.
BY MR8, MARY E. BLAKE.

WreN a child breathes & pure and honest
prayer

Or cheers with gentle words another's gloom,

In heavenly gardens springs a lily fair,

Before the angels evermore to ['\loom.

But when“ he works with atrong and earnest
wi
Bome kindly act, beneath GGod’s watchful
eyes
A fragrant .mm. more rare and precions still,
Makes glad the shining fiolds of paradise,

80 live, dear child, that each new day may see
Lilies and roees owe their life to thee !

A o d
Pussledom.
Answers to Puzzles 1n last Number,
1.—Lin-acre.
2.—-Belfast, Lima, Oswego,

" FORMULA

NEW PUZZLES.
8.—CraARADE,
My first is & ocolour ; my second is

to prevent. Whole, a Scottish poet,
who died in 1530,

68.—Cmanacreamric Inrriats.
Awmerican Warrior, Wises Com-

petent Bard., British Diplomasist.
Christian Warrior, P

7.—Hiooer Rivens.
Have you done what T told you!
I put on my oape, fearing the cold.
You can't tag us.
8.—Worp-8quare.
An animal ; a number; to obtain.

9.—RippLm,
"Tis black and brown, ’tis blue and

'Thmz&nfnluuApﬁl day;
And ﬁ, no matter what they say,

not without attraction.
It has & langusge all its own,
Though mortal never heard its tone ;
It tells the sufferer’s moan,
It tells of satisfaction.

Inclosed within a narrow oell,

It moves on hinge invisible,

Securely kept, and guarded well
From all approaching danger.

1t often yot never talks;

1t freely runs, but never walks;

And every pasming thing remarks—
In fact, is quite & ranger.

It swims, and yet arms has it none ;
And danoss out of very fun
‘Without a leg to stand upon,
Or foos to follow after,
And whet croms purpinen they lor
WReR cross-purposes they piay,
They look the very oddest wav ;
To some they’re cause for laughtar,

As shiaing orystal is is bright,

;ﬂldukordull-w‘i:rnl‘ht,

- aatare, 400, L
'x:‘ll.mduk shous it

Is forams poet’s eoustant theme,

16 haunta the lover in his dream,

An? really paramonnt would seem,

S0 musch is sald abous i,

LESSON NOTES.
FIRST QUARTER,
STUDIES IN THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLER,

A.D.30.)  LESSON IV. [Tan. 28.
THE REALING POWER,

Acts 8 1.11,  Commit to memory verses ¢ &,

GoLbeN Texr.

Then shall the lame man leap as an hart,
and the tongue of the dumb sing. Isaish
35. 6.

CENTRAL Truth,
Christ is the henler of body and soul,

Da1ry REApiNGs,

M. Acts 8. 1-11,

T. Mark 16. 15-90,
W. John 14. 112,
Th. James 5. 10-20,
F.  Isniah 58. 112,
8a. 2 Chron 5. 24-38,
8u. Psalms 128, 1-6,

Tiur.—June, A. D. 30. Not long after
the day of Fentecost, our last lesson.

Prace.—-Jerusalem. In the temple.

INTRODUCTION.—We have now an account
of one of the signs and wonders mentioned in
the last lesson. This one is given because it
had such far-reaching resuits.

Herrs over HARD Praces.—2. Lame—
From his birth. Mentioned to show that the
cure must have been from God. Gate, callsd
Beautiful—Either (1) the gate, east of the
temple, betweon the court of the lsraelites
and the court of the Gentiles, called Nicanor's
gate. It was of Corinthian brass. plated
withgold. 1t was eighty-seven feet high, and
the doors were seventy feet high. Or (2) the
outer gate, Shushan, east of the temple, near
the market for sacrificial animals, and also
near S8olomon's poroh. 4. Fastening Als eyes
—He saw that the man had faith. 6, Sush
as I have, give I thee—the divine power which
was better than gold. Every person gives of
what he has. If he has ness, or faith, or
love, or courage, he can impart these to others.

bad man {nparts what is bad, Therefore
:; Mhe rfgihf I::d wogld do good“.i. 7{ Took Mim

t ¢ —An ex| on of thy,
and aid to hia faith. 9‘., Pmiﬁug%p.—tge
truly hesled in soul always want to praise
God and to express their praise. This healing
was & type of what Christ still does for the
bodies and souls of men. Christianity cares
for all the Tor and sick in & multitude of
ways. Faith can still do wonders of healing.
It also gives hap and peace to the sie
};romiling that all things shall werk together
or their good.

Sumizors ror Sreoiat. Rurorta.—The
Beautiful gate of the tewple.—8uch s I have,

ve 1 thee.—Praising God for healing.—

Christ hesl the sick now 1 t
Christianity is doing for the sick and unfortu-
n;h.—ﬂ'l‘hl. miracle as & type of the cure of
the soul. : .

HOME AND §CHOOL.

e ——— oy - - - IS UUN UR—

shonld they, like him, go to church? Ry
whom only can they be healed?  What
should they do when healed?  Are there now
many conversions that prove the divine power
of Christianity us really as did this cure?
Daes Christ atill heal the bodiea of ment
(Jamea 8: 14-18.) What help and comfort i
bronght to the sick and unfortunate by Christ?
(1 Poter 1: 7. Romans 8: 28. Johu 16
33.) Does Christianity relieve the wants of
the needv more than any other religion ! Can
you see how the promise in John 14: 12is
fulfilled t

PRACTICAL SUQGYETIONS,

1. There are many things of more value
than money,

2. We can give to others only such things
as we have,

3. Jesus Christ {s the source of the Chris-
tian's power for good. He must do everything
in the name of Jesus.

4. The first impules of the saved is to
praise God,

6. Christianity shows its power in the
changea it works in man,

6. Hereisa parable of Redemption, (1) the
need, (2) the aeeking help, (3) the ald of
friends in bringing them to Christ, (4) faith,
(8) cured, (6) praiving God, (7) declaring God’s
goodnens to othern,

7. The material blessings and benevolence
of Christianity a proof of its spiritual bless-
ings.

Rxvixw Exgroiss. (For the whole School
in Concert.)

16. What was one of the signs and wonders
wrought by the apostlos! Ans. A beggar
was cured of a forty vears’ lameness. 16, At
what place? Ans.” Near the Beautiful gate
of the temple, 17. In what way? Awa,
Poter took him by the hand, and mid, **In
the neme of Jesus Christ of Nazareth rise up
and walk.” 18, What did the lame man do?
Ans. He arose, and went into the temple,
walking, lesping, and praising God.

A.D.%.] LESSON V.
TEE PRINCR OF LIFE,

Acts 3, 12-21,  Commit to memory ve, 13-16,

GorpExN Taxr,

In him waas life ; and the life was the light
of men. John 1. 4.
OrxTRAL TRUTH.

Olbrht is the Redeemer and Restorer of the
wor!

[Feb. 4.

DaiLy Rsapinos,

M. Acts 8, 12.26

7. PMl 2 L.16.
W. 1 Tim. 1. 12.90,
Teaiah 1. 1.30.
F. Iwmiah 63, 1.19,
8a, Erek. 84, 23.81,
1 Thes. 1. 13-18.

Tiux.—June, A. D. 8¢, Between three and

slx o.'dolock of the afternoon the lame man was

QuxsTIONS.
InTRODUCTORY. —What genersl statement | heal
was niade in our Iast leason  (v. 43,)

Wh

was this wonder mentioned? (Acts 4: 1, l
15-17.) How long after the last lesson was |
this miracle wrought t

Somsxor: Tz HrarLine Powsas or Cunist |
1x His Discirres.

1. Tus LauMz Max (vs, 1.8).—What two

les are mentioned together heret How
could twe such different inen work together
successfully t At what time of the d.iur
they go to the temple? Why at this

did they sos there? Where was the

gate called Beawtiful? Describe it. Wh
was the lame man placed theret Why is
mentioned that he was bora lamet What did
hoask ! What is ““an almat”

4. His Cunx (va. 4-11).—Why did Peter
fasten his eyes on the man ¢ Dhll’mﬂmu
tosay that he had no money ! Why could he
not have given some out of the common fand ¢
(Acts 2: 45; ¢: 87.) What did Peter have
togive! How is it trus of us all that we

ve to others only such as we ourselves bave ¢

t motive in this for good? In
whose name was the man healed? Why did
Peter thus t him to Christ? the
ve faith? did Peter take him

Wh

the hand ¢ What did he do as sosn as he

- Wby thould g:n; who recsive
m

ors § wm-u’tfo’“'muu

Wh& oounld ’thm be no doubt ae

8. Ax Osenor Lassox.—In

3E

e

what
are all sianers like this lame mant y

PLAOR.—Jerusalem. In Solomon's Portico
of the temple. This was a corrior whose
roof was sustained by a donble row of marble
pillars. It extended five or six hur.dred feet
slong'the east eide of the temple area, and
was about twenty-six fest wide.

Cinoumsraxces,—~The crowds of people
wko had seen and heard of the healing of the
lamc man near the gate Besutiful soon gath-
ered in BSolomon's Portico. Here Peter
preacked to them Josus the Messiab.

Heres ovxn Harp Praoxs.—15. Princeof
life--the source, the suther of both natural
and eterml lifs, Witnesers—The fact that
Christ did those wonderful works, that
he was living, 18, TArough™ —Both of
tho apostles and of the man. 17. Woi—-
Know. Throvgh igmornuor—they did not
realize that Christ was the Prinoe of life, and
Son of God. 19, Conversed—Turned awa
from sin to holiness and God. Séns, .. dlol.
tod ont—Forgiven, the sinner treated asif the
sin did not exist.° WAem—Rather in order
that.  T¥mes of refreahing—This is the recond
!nﬂoctm. of o;)nnnlodn. It rl‘:nm. l;‘e: l':l‘lhlll

new joys and e ces, like showers
Mtsr & drosght, The beginning of the fus]
restorstion of the world. 90. Jeaws—
Both into their hearts now ss on the day of
Pentacost, and at his second coming. 91,
the. whote word, Tt sonycyersion of
5 oom coming of

Christ's Hl?kn. the promised mn!g of
Christ's coming. While this is going on,
Christ remains unseen in heaven, but is

working on the earth,

Sunsxers Yok Brrersn Reronta, —Prtery
sermou 83 & whole, —Prives of lifu, -0
ower of faith, -- 8ina of {gnormnce as diffoy,
vom aius of wilfulnesy.—Repentance, ~ oy
version.—Times of refreshing. —The rostity
tion ot all things,

QUFATIONS,

INTRODUCTORY, — What miracle had te
aposties just done? In what place? Where
were the people now assembled 1

Bvmirer: Toe Promiskp REpeeMER op
THE WoRLD,

1. Rerecten or Mex (va, 1215, 17). -
What did Peter sce! How had the peaple
looked on him and John ! To whom did th.v
draw the attention of the people ! Wan thi
unselfish?  How had they treated Jeeust?
What two contrasts are here noticed 1 Why
is Jesus called the Holy Ome? Why the
Princaof Life? What axcuse did Peter make
for them? How does Paul make the same
excuse for his conductt (1 Tiw. 1: 13) I
what esnse were they ignorant of what they
did? Why can sinn of ignorance be foryiven
more easily than wilful sins ! Do moat men
now know what they do when they reject
Christ t

2. Groririen By Gon (va 18, 15-18).—
How did God glorify his Son?! How was
raising him from the dead glorifying him!
How did the wondera done in his name glorify
him? Did these wonders prove that Jesus
was raised from the dead, a.d was now living!
How are all truc Christians witnesses of thi- !
By whose faith was the lame man healed '
Was God disappointed in any of his plan«!
(v.18.) Why was it needful that Christ
shonld suffert Did this fact excuse those who
crucified him ?

8. Tux Rrstorxr or THE WORLD (va, 19-
21). —What two dutien did Peter entreat them
todo?! What is it to repent? What to be
converted ! What two results would follow !
What is it for our sins to be blotted out?
Who only can blot them out?! What is re.
ferred to by times of refreshing ! How would
being converted briug themt How may all !
thiﬁn ealled & rostoring of the soul! How
does each soul restored help bring on the
times when the whole world shall be restored 1
What is referred to by his rending Jesus
Christ? (John 14: 16. Matt 28:20. Acts
1: 11.) here in Christ in the meantime?
What is meant by the restrtwtion of all
thinga? Where had this been foretold by the

rophets? (Dent. 18: 15, 18, 19, Joel 3:
Y7. 18. Isaiah 00: 13; 62: 4, etc.)

PrAcTICAL Bucoestioxs.

1. The true teacher calls uttention not to .
self, but to Christ.

2. The true teacher spesks pla nly to the
conscience.

8. The \rue teacher is loving and makes all
possible exruaes for others.

4. 8ins of wilfulness aro more hopeless than
sins of ignorance,

8. The first duty of all is to repent and be
converted. ]

‘le. The (two fi;lui\::l of frep;;mnced:j(l) for-
veness, (2) spiritual refreshing and joy. .
7.l d'., uy & &e restorer of the soul and the |

wor|

in Coucert.)

1. After secing the lame man healed, where
did the Kw&o go! Ans, Iuto Bolomon's

rch, hat was done thers? Ans.

eter preached Jesus Christ to ther:, 3.
What kind of & sermon was it? Ans. Tt was
pointed, kiud, eatnest, tonchlnl theconscience,
and iofluencing the will. 4. What did he
ontreat them to dot Ans. Repent and be
converted. 5. What did he promise woull
follow? Axs. Forgiveness and times of re-
freshing.

Rxvizw Exxp-isz. (For the whole 8choo! 1
|

——————
The Country Boy.

Harry the boy who spends his
boyish days in some steady-going, high-
toned country neighbourhood, where
instead of pavements and saloons, there
are squirrels and blue-jays, partridges
;:d trout, green pn::lu;m aud breexy

rns, twitteriug swallows, chestnuts,
and sbagbarks, and all the glories of
wood and meadow, ponds and brooks.
There is a freshness and sweflness
thus imparted which will lend sone

and fragrance to the latest days of life.
—Springfleld Republican. 7
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