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In Bethany.

From out the city street,
With weary, aching feet,
Beyond the gates wide thrown
And hot, brown walls of stone,
Amid the wild-flowers set
On slopes of Olivet,
Across the hillside brown,
By foot-path winding down,
Through restful, airy shade,
The drooping palm-trees made,
He journeyed down to rest
As love’s divinest Guest

In Bethany.

A home without a name
Until the Wanderer came !
What love was thine outspread
Above his homeless head!
What tender, thoughtful
What busy serving there;
Planning how he might eat,
Cooling his way-worn feet,
While one from care apart
Gave him her
royal heart,
And thus her love
confessed
To love's divinest
Guest
In Bethany.

care,

Oh, heart of mine,
make way
For Guest divine

to-day !
Come thou with
presence sweet
And make our life
i complete !
- As from the moun-
: tain side
i Come in, with us
! abide,
© And here thy rest
shall be;
. And while we sup
with thee,
Let thy sweet ac-
cents heard,
- Mould thought and
will and word,
And thus our love
be told
And Mary’s love
of old
In Bethany.

A WISE CHOICE,

BY THE EDITOR.

The family of
Bethany seem to
have enjoyed the
especial regard of
the Lord Jesus.

To their hos-
pitable home he
loved to retire
from the dust
and Theat and
confusion of Jeru-
salem, in order

to enjoy its cool

quiet, and sometimes, too, its protection
from the plots and machinations of the
city. Of this favoured family is re-
corded the blessed fact, “ Now Jesus
loved Martha and her sister and
Lazarus.”

It i8 a delightful walk, scarce two
miles, from Jerusalem through the vale
of Kedron, and up the soft slopes of
Olivet to the little village of Bethany.
As one climbs the hillside, wider and
ever wider views greet the vision, and
as one reaches the hilltop, beneath the
eye lies like a map the city of Jerusalem.
In its glory, at the time of Christ, the
white temple of Herod glistened in the
rising or the setting sun, and the smoke
of the morning and evening sacrifices
ascended in the still air. It was a view
calculated to call up the deepest and
tenderest feelings.. Small wonder, then,
that our Lord, foreseeing its approach-
ing destruction by the Romans, ex-
claimed : * O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou
that Kkillest the prophets, and stonest
them which are sent unto thee, how often
would ‘I have gathered thy children to-
gether, even as a hen gathereth her chick-
ens under her wings, and ye would not.”

THE HOUSEHOLD OF BETHANY.

The peaceful uiet of thé village home
is beautifully shown in our picturé; thé
trellised vines furnishing a shelter from
the noontide sun, the broad. stone seats,
the cool well, the fragrant flowers, and
blending with the words of the Master,
the * sussurrus and coo of the pigeons.”
Yet, into this quiet scene and into this
loving family the spirit of carefulness
and anxiety about the things of this
world had crept—that spirit which is apt
to grow into an engrossing worldliness,
and to make the mnature harsh and
censorious. We read 6f Martha that she
was ‘““cumbered about much seérving,”
overwhelmed with anxieties about the
necessities of the body,

Thus, much serving was injurious to
Martha, and less would have been more
acceptable to Christ. Her mind, more-
over, was fortured with over-solicitude.
A due degree of carefulness for our tem-
poral wants is very proper and neces-

But instead of sitting at his feet and
gathering those precious pearls and
treasuring in her heart his lofty teach-
ihgs, Martha was anxiously engaged in
some unhécessary domestic employment.
Unnecessary, wé s#y, for otherwise the
gentle rebuke of out Lord would have
been a harsh and cruel taunt instead of
a mild and loving remonstrance, as it
evidently was. .

Moreover, it was over-anxiety of
Martha which led to censoriousness of
spirit, therefore with querulous tone she
accused the meek and gentle Mary of
having left her to serve alone. This
was unkindly cruel, and gave evidence
of bitterness of soul that ought not to
have éxisted, far less to have been so
obtrusively manifested in the presence
of such an illustrious guest. But noth-
ing will so blunt the finer feelings as
the spirit of worldliness. When it takes
possession of the soul all higher miotives
are ignored, and a spirit of thorough
and absolute selfishness finds entrance.

MARY AND MARTHA,
_ *MARY FATH CHOAEN THAT GOOD PART WHIOH SHALL NOT BE TAKEN AWAY FROM HER.”

sary. Neither reason nor religion re-
quires or promotes an improvident reck-
lessness or thoughtless indifference. “If
any provide not for his own, and special-
ly for those of his own house, he hath
denied the faith, and is worse than an
infidel.”

MARTHA'S MISTAKE.

But the word careful here means over-
anxiety—an anxlety which tortures and
distracts the mind, which throws its
dark shadows across the soul and
makes it gloomy and fretful. In the
case of Martha this anxiety exceedingly
depressed the soul till she was troubled
in spirit, perplexed and worried .by her
domestic duties. She had not that
sweet, unruffled calm, the peace which
Christ alone can give.

Hence, we find that this over-anxiety
deprived Martha of many precious bless-
ings. Here beneath her roof was the
Son of God, the heavenly teacher who
spake as no man ever spake, from whose
lips fell the pearls of divine wisdom,
sublimer lore than any of the school
of (amaliel or of the rabbis of Jeru-
salem. :

In this respect Martha is but a type of
over-anxious persons everywhere. Fre-
quently this fault becomes a chronic
habit of the soul, and fretful and.peevish
tempers and unlovely and fault-finding
dispositions are the result.

Moreover, this spirit led Martha to

REPROACH HER HEAVENLY GUEST

and treat him with seeming disrespect.
“ Lord, dost thou not care that my sister
hath left me to serve alone? Bid her
therefore that she help me.” No doubt
she loved her Lord, it may be, loved him
intensely; yet this worldly spirit so
warped and biased her nature that she
here conveys the tacit reproach that
while she was 80 careful about his com-
fort, Christ cared not for her. She for-
got his exalted dignity, his heavenly
mission; she forgot or ignored the fact
that his meat and drink was to do his
Eather’s will, and not personal gratifica-
on, :

This conduct we find extorted from
the loving lips of Jesus the tender re-
proach made doubly polgnant for its
very gentleness. “ Martha,
thou art careful and troubled about

Martha,

many things. But one thing is needful,
and Mary hath chosen that good part
which shall not be taken away from.
her.” The very attitude and gesture of
Martha in the picture suggest the fault-
finding tone of voice and reproachtul
words,

MARY'S WISE CHOICE.

Let us proceed to observe the con-
duct and character of the loving Mary
whose devotion to our Lord called forth
the querulous complaint of Martha. "

Mary, in the meantime, was sitting at
the Master’s feet, drinking in the lessons
of his love, imbibing his meek and -
gentle spirit—at his feet, the proper
place of a disciple, teachable as a little
child.

Did Christ comply with the request of
Martha, ‘““Bid her, therefore, that she
help me” ? Not so. He never drives

from his presence those who find their
chief

enjoyment there. He never
spurns from his feet those who in meek-
. ness sit there.

On the contrary,
he pronounces a
commendation up-
on her and hands
her name down
to remotest ages
surrounded with
a Halo of bless-
ing.

Let us notice -
the expression of
Jesus.

‘‘ONE THING IS
NEEDFOL.”

That 1is, there
1s one thing
which 8o greatly
transcends in im-
portance all other
things that they
dwindle into utter
insignificance, and
it alone is worth
a thought. The
same in every age
and clime, that
never grows old
or loses its value.
What iz this
blessing, precious
above all price
and peerless above
all worth ? It is
the love of God
shed abroad in
the heart, the for-
glveness of our
sing, the imparta-
tion of the Holy -
Spirit; in a word,
the salvation of
our Lord Jesus
Christ. ‘Whoso
hath this is rich
above all wealth
and needs no
other blessing.
‘Whoso lacks this,
though he pos-
sess all wealth bheside, is8 poor in-
deed.

It is needful in health to guide and
direct the powers of body and mind.
It {s especially needful in sickness, when
grief and pain distort the brow.

‘“ When life flies apace and death comes
in view,
The word of his grace will help us
right through.”

When weary days and lonely nights
are appointed to us, and tears are our
portion, and friends have forsaken. It
is needful in the hour of death when
nothing else will avail aught, -

How important, therefore,

TO CHOOSE THE GOOD PART.

It must be & voluntary choice in spite
of the allurements of pleasure or en-
grogsments of business or distractions
of ambition. And how important to do
it now. The present is the only time
offered. **Choose well, thy choice is
brief, and yet endless.”

It is emphatically the good part,—good
in its author and origin, good in its
effect and influence, elevating the char-
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fcter, transforming tho nature, trans- In the beautlful fourteenth chapter ot | turning to the ringleader, "he dldn't ., term vertebrale is applled to all ani-
run did he, when he smelt gunpowder ', mals which have a back-bone, or a guc-

figuring the lfe, blesslug the tudividual
and the world.

And it shair not be taken away
Riches take to themselves wings and fly
away, friends may dle, the laurels of
honour may wither, life ttselt will wear
naway. But this treasure (s enduring
a8 the mindg, ‘Thieves cannot break
through ror steal.

* Wisdom divine, whe tells the price
Of wisdem's costly merchandise.”

Gotd will not take It away, for his gifts
are without repentance. Having loved
hlas own which were fn the world, he
loved them to the end.  Satan cannot
tnko it awny. While we put our trust
In Gud, no devtl can pluck it out of his
hand.

Now, haviug these two examples be-
fore us, which shall we {mitate 7 What
shall our cholce be ?  Why be anxlous
concerning the things of this life » Why
be cumbered and troubled about many
things 2 Why be anxlous and careful
concerning the body meore than about
the tmmortal spirit ? Conceruning the
wealth which 80 soon shall pass away 7
If we choose wisely we shall have part
with Christ on earth, and then shall
have part with him forever. We shall
there learn fuller lessons of his wisdom,
hiave richer revelations of his love, than
we can here concelve, Let the lan-
Ruage of our hearts be,

* Keep me from the world unspotted,
From all sin and folly free,
Wholly to thyself devoted,
Let me live and die fer thee.

* Walting ltke attentive Mary,
Happy at the Saviour's feet,
Changed from glory Into glory,

TH1 for ull thy kingdom meet.”
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNS FOLK.
Rev, W, H. Withrow, D.D., Editor.
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OUR WURRIES AND WHAT Tu 1O WITiL
THEM.

“Let not your heart be trovbled, ye
belfeve in God, belfeve also in me.” —
John 14. 3, 27

" Casting all your care upon him, for
he careth fur you. 1 Peter o. T,

“* Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and
bhe shall sustain thee; he shall never
sufier the rightcous to be moved."—
Psalm 55, 22.

In Bunyan's * Pligrim’s Progress " we
sce a plilure of Christian carrying a
heavy burden upon his back. It is the
vurden of sin.  While he fs '
on the cross 1t falls from his shoulders,
But many who. through faith in the
crucified, have cast away the burden of
te slos still carry a burden of care, and
worry, and anxiety.

In one of our recent Sundny-sehool'

legssons we had the beautiful teaching
of our Lord, * Consider the lMlies of the
fleld, how they grow.™ and how * the !
birds without barn or house are fed.™
Christ asks his timorous disciples, * Are
¥¢ not of more value than many spar-
rows " !

( dug a shalluw grave and tenderly lafd

gazing up- |

Juhn, among hin last words to his dis-
ciples as ho was being taken away from
then, leaving them orphans, but not
comfortiess, In the world, our Lord snys:
" Let not your henrts be troubled,” even
in such u great sorrow as this. He
has promised that In the Father's house
he Is preparing manslons for us, that
even in this life he will not leave us
comfortless, but will send the Divine
Comforter. He exhorts us to cast our
care and our burden on him,

1 have read of a poor, bed-rldden,
crippled, poanlless pauper o England
where sometimes the struggle for a Hv-
ing 1y very keen She had Mterally
every day to ask, ** Give us this day our
daily bread.” Yet she was full of trust
In God, and felt sure that It would come.
And he never dlsappointed her. Her
little store, like the widow's cruse of oll
and barrei of meal, was always re-
plenished. Jod seemed to take par-
ticulnr care of her, and put it into the
hearts of his people to send hor help
Sumetimes the meal got very low in the
barrel, as Il to test hor faith; but her
faith never faltered, and the meal never
gave out,

i.et us learn to trust him, to trust
him without anxiety, withuut being wor-
ried or perplexed. This does not mean
that we arc not to do our part, that a
man may be idle and lazy. ‘The Scrip-
ture says that {f any man will not work,
nefther should he eat, and he that pro-
vides not for his own house hath denied
the faith, and is worse than an infidel.
But it does mean that when we do our

part that God wil! do the rest. The
Psalmist says, 1 nhave been young, and
now am old; yet have I not secnt the
righteous forsaken, nor his seed beg-
ging bread.”

BTOOD BY HIS FLAG.

A dozen rough but brave soldiers were
playing cards one night in camp.

* What on earth is that ?" suddenly
exclaimed the ringleader, stopping in
the midst of the game to listen. In a
moment the whole squad were listening
to a low, solemn voice which came from
a tent occupted by several recruits who
had arrived {n carap that day.

The ringleader approachdd the tent on
tiptoe.

* Boys, he’s a-praying. as I'm a sin-
ner ! he roared vut,

*“ Three cheers for the parson !" shout-
ed another man of the group, as the
prayer ended.

“ You watch things for three weeks;
I'N show you how to take religion out
of him,” said the first speaker, laughing.

He was a large man, the ringleader in
mischief; the recruit was a slight, pale-
faced young fellow of about eighteen
years of age. During the next three
weeks he was the butt of the camp; then
several of the boys, conquered by the
lad’s gentle patience and uniform kind-
ness to his persecutors, begged the
others to stop annoying him.

* Oh, the little ranter §fs no better
than the rest of us,” answered the ring-
leader. *“ He's only making believe
plous. When we get under fire, you'll
see him run. These plous folks don't
like the smell of gunpowder. TI've no
faith in their religion.”

In a few wceeks the regiment broke
camp, marched toward Richmond, en-
tered the Wilderness and engaged in
ihat terrible battle. The company to
which tbe young recruit belonged had a
desperate struggle. The brigade was
driven back, and when the line was re-
formed behind the breastworks they
had built in the morning, he was miss-
ing. When last seen, he was almost
surrounded by the enemies, but fighting
desperately. At his side stood the brave

fellow who had made the poor lad a
constan’. olject of ridicule. Both were
given up for lest.  Suddenly the big
man was seen tramping through the
underbrush, bearlng the dead body of
the recruit. Resvereatly he latd the
corpse down, saying, as he wiped the
blood from his own face,

*“ Boys. 1 couldn't leave him with the
enemy, he fought so. I thought he de-
served a decent burial.”

buring a lull In the battle the men

the remains therein.  Then, as one was
cuuing the name and regiment upon a
board, the big man said In a husky
voice, !

I guess you'd better put the words |
" Christian soldier " in somewhere. He
deserves the title, and maybe it'll con-
sole him for our abuse.”

There was not 2 dry eve among those
rough men as they stuck the rudely
carved board at the head of the grave
and agaln and agaln looked at the in-
scription.

T Well,” said one,
soldier i there ever

- e ———————s e

“he is a Christian
was one. And,” i

answered the blg man, his

* Run
“\Why, he

vonlce tender with emotion.
didn’t budge an inch.
to standing our fire for weeks llke a
man and never sending a word back ?
He Just stood by his flag and let us
pepper him, he did ¢’

When the reglment marched away,
the rude head-board remained to tell
what a power Ifes {in a Christian !te,

*COME UNTO ME.”

Many persons think that Jesus lives
a great way off in a place called heaven,
and belleve that if we pray to him often
and labour to do good he will bostow
his Holy Spirit to comfort us and to
awaken In us the hopo that when our
earthly labnurs cense we may dwell with
him in heaven. Most persons, even il
they do not say so, certainly think so.
But Jesus plainly says, * Come unto me,
all ye that labour and are heavy laden
and 1 will give you rest.” By thig he
meuns that dea wlll give joy to our souls
and peace from all our evil thoughts
and desires. ‘Then all uneasiness that
troubles and all discord that disturbs
comes alone through sin. Jesus will
take this all away from us, and in f{ts
place give us peace and llfe, but only
on the condition that we come unto him.

What shall keep us from golng to the
blessed Saviour at onco after we have
heard his sweet words bf invitation ?
Our unbeliel is always in the way. Un-
belief tomes to us under many smooth-
sounding names. One of them is called
Ighorance; and it says, “I do not know
in what way I must come to Jesus.”
Another time it comes under the name
of Timidity; and it says, 1 fear I gshall
not be accepted;” or Caution says, “If I
do come to Jesus ! may in the end agaln
fall away.”

Do not through any such temptations
of Satan as these be led away from the
dear Saviour, who gave his life that we
might be brought from death unto life.

A Httle blind girl was once taken to
an asylum for the blind for one yeat.
Her motb r went to visit her once dur-
Ing the t ne. Without speaking a word
she entired the room iwhere the girl
was, an. seated herself near her. She
moved gently nearer and iiearer; and at
length she put her hand on the girl's
head. The chfld took hold of it and
cried out, “Oh, I know you! I know
you, mother !”

Thus the Saviour stands unseen near
every one of you, children, and leaves

the blessings of his hand rest upon ,

every one of your heads. Take hold
of it and hold it fast. You will, then,
with certainty, soon be epabled to say
to him, “I know you.”

THE AGASSIZ SOCIETY.

“ Will Moore says every boy should
belong to °‘The Agassiz;' but I don't
think it does a boy uany good, do you,
Murray ? I don't know why they call
it ‘The Agassiz.”"”

 Well, Ned, that is one reason you
should belong, and I think every town

should have an Agassiz class, I, for
one, think a great deal of that wonder-
ful man, who did so much for sclence,”
said Murray Boyer, a bright boy about
fifteen years of age’”

*“Was it a man they named * The
Agassiz’ after 7 asked Ned.

“ Yes; a man who spent much time in
the study of natural objects.
all these societies after him. The ob-
Ject of these classes is to study and ob-
tain kuowledge about the every-day ob-
Ject we see around us.”

Do you really learn anything, Mur-
ray 7

“ Yes, indeed ! The other ¢vening we
learned something about the burrowiag
owl, prairie dog, and rattlesnake. Now,
Ned, tell me the truth. Do you know
anything about these queer speciinens of
animal life 7

*“No, I do not. But why take these
three together ?"

*That i{s what we learned, and T will
tell you what I found out that night.
Though not one is related to any of the
others—beast, bird, and reptile—yet all
live in the sume underground home,
something :ihe a woodchuck’'s hole.
Trappers and Indians who have Watcped
thelr customs say that the owls keep
house for the dogs, while the rattlespake
is a sort of a geantleman boarder, oc-
casionally making a mea! of one of the
children {* he gets hungry before din-
ner is reaay.

" The prairle dog, as we frequently
hear 1t cailed, is not a dog, but belongs
to the marmots.
under the division of animals ecalled
mammals, which s one of the four
divisions of the vertebrate family. The

cession of smill bones called vertebrae.
“The marmots are found in large

But what's that | numbers along the Missouri River and

fts tributaries. They wIll gather to-
gether where the soll 18 such that they
can casily burrow; for the marniot i3 a
burrowing anlmal. They 8o tunnel the
ground where they live that it looks
Itke a honeycomb. An odd thing about
these dog towns s tho streets, which
the iittle marmot leaves by not burrow-
ing ail the ground in hlg little vlllage.
One dog generally acts as a leader, and
when the other dogs come out he gives
the gignal of danger, and back go the
little marmots to thoir homes under
the ground.”

*“Though the hurrows madoe by the
marmots are inhabited by the burrow-
{ng owl and rattlesnake, it is pot to be
supposed that this queer family énjoys
encli other's soclety. Almost all stu-
dents of natural history say that the
marmot has no cholce in the matter,
and that thelr dominions are invaded by
these strange visitors because they do
not like the trouble of burrowing. The
owl and the marmot could live quite
harmoniously together, but neither care

We call |

The marmots come,

for Mr. Rattlesnake,

*“If the burrowing owl! alights in &
country where the marmots have not
been, bhe burrows with his claws and
bill. Mr. Owl belongs to the bird fam-
| ily, which is another division of the
! vertebrates. The burrowing owl is not
2 nocturnal bird, but goes out in the
bright sunshine. Its cry is a short
bark, very much like the marmot’s.

“In this strange family we have still
another division of the vertebrates,
called the reptiles. To this family be-
longs the poisonous rattiesnakes. He
belongs to the viperine snakes, which
18 called the crotalidae. The rettle-
snake I8 a native of North America, and
takes its name from the peculier way in
which the tail terminates. It is fur-
nished at the end with a number of
loose joints, which rattle when the snake
is annoyed or angry. It is supposed
that these joints show the age of the
shake.”

““well, Murray, I do think $ou learn
something at ‘ The Agassiz,’ and I think
1 will Join your soclety.”—S. S. Herald.

5 BOY IN A MISSIONARY
COLLECTION.

A great many years ago, in a little
town in Scotland, there was a mission-
' ary meeting held. Some very interest-
Ing idols were exhibited, and a descrip-
tion was given of the customs of the
heathen land from which the missionary
came, and there were a great many
strange dresses which he tried on in
turas.

There was a little boy way up in
one corner of the gallery, whose soul
was Intensely working within bim as
he listened to all this description of
what the heathen suffered, and what the
heathen wore and of all the opportuni-
ties which God had given to the mis-
sionaries to turn many of them from
their dead idols to serve the living Gond,
and to wafit for his Scn from heaven.
' And as he looked and listened, his little
heart beat high within him. Fe sald
within himself, “if I live I will be a
missfonary. I will go to the heathen
myself, and 1 will iry to do something
for them to win them to Christ.”

By-and-bye, when the meeting was
about to close, it was intimated that
there would be a collectfon. The little
fellow felt in his pockets, but he had
not anything. He had not a single
penny. He felt very sorry, very much
ashamed of himself, and he did not like
to go down and pass the plate at the
) door putting nothing in, so he walited

up in the corner of the gallery unt{f aifl
| the people had gone and the two men
; that were standing at the door shou'd

bave had time to carry away the full
plates into the little room behind, to
count up the collection; ther with
stealthy step he began to descend the
stairs.
But the quick ears of one of the men
| heard a step coming, and true to his
duty the man remained, and when the
{ litte boy came he held out the plate to
him, This was something he had not
expected, and his little tace flushed alt
over; but with a quick thought he eale
 to the good man. *‘Hold it a little
lower, 8ir.” The man held it a iittle
| lower. “ Lower still, sir.” He put it
down lower yet. * Please lay it on the
floor, sir.” The good man, not know-
{ ing what he meant, put the plate 6n the
i 8tound, and the little fellow stepped in
to it, and sald, I have no money, but
1 I wil] give myself; in God’'s name I in-
tend being a missfonary.” That was
; the biggest contribution had that night.
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. concluded that he was abgut.as miser-
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The Rexsurrection.
BY MHS8, M, P CHICK,

Over tho hills of Palestino,
The flush of morning broke,
As night drew back her curtain,
And the day In beauty woke.

The scent of dowy blossoms,
Fell on the air like balm,

The morning breezes swayed the trees,
Tho olive, flg, and ralm.

The sound of rustling leaves was heard
Through the vines upon the hlll,

The twittering low of early birds,
By many a fount and rill.

When slowly through the garden,
With hearts oppressed with gloom,

They who the best had loved him,
Now sbought the Master's tomb.

Laden with tnytrh and splces,
They sought him where he lay;

And anxiously they questioned
Who should roll the stone away.

But as they near tke portal,
The door stands open wlde,

For angels in the darkness
Have rolled the stone aside.

And one appears before them,
In the flush of morning light,

His brow {s like the sunbeams,
HIs robes are dazzling white,

Why seck ye here the Master ?
He has risen as he said;
The last great foe is conquered,
And Death himself has fled.

Go, spread the joyful tidings!
QGo, tell {t far and wide;

That the seal of death is broken,
Anc¢ the stone is rolled aside.

As on the night of sorrow,
Rose the resurrection morning,
So to the darkest hour there comes,
The rosy flush of dawning.

And where in"storm and darkness,
Stern rocks oppose our way,
Angels may rise to greet us,
In the glorious light of day

BIRDS OF TRUST.
BY E. A. KAND.

* There, grandmother, see those gulls
{n the water!”

‘There were standing beside the old
kitchen window in the May home, where
Grandinother May found a home with
Cherlie May’'s parents. Charlie was,go-
fng to gsea in the ship Albatross that ex-
pected to sail in the afternoon of that
very day. From the kitchen window
of the May home one could see the river
that swept out to sea twice a day, and
then came back, bringing the vessels
that had been waiting for the inflowing
tide. The conversation between grand-
mother and Charlfe had not been very
cheerful, as might naturally have been
expected. Charlle would have welcomed
the sight of anything from the window---
a pigeon on the shed roof or a hen down
in the yard. ‘Those gulls off on the
river, drifting a while and then rising
upon strong, steady wing, soon to drop
agaln into the water, were cordially
welcomed as a very interesting part of
the view.

* Don’t you like to sec gulls, graand-
mother ?”

* Yes; I eall ‘em birds of trust.”

** Birds of trust ?"

** Well, they don't do nothin’ for a
livin’, you know; Jest fly round and
peck at the fishes when they have a
chance., I see 'em in the winter, you
know, when the days are real cold and
frosty. A master-big flock will come
a-fiyin’ over the water, and they drop
into it and ride there jest as calm and
contented ! I ’'spose you might say they
do suthin'—"

* Why, yes, of course.”

* You might say they fish for a livin’,
but they don't do no worryin’ about it.
When I see the birds of erry kind wbat-
somever I think of the Saviour's words,
*Yet your heavenly Father feedeth
them.’”

* Yes, yes, grandmother.”

Charlie was muc® pleased to have
found something that would divert the
thoughts of his grandparent and make
her a bit cheerful. It was only for a
minute or two. She broke all down as
she exclaimed :

 You—y. n—Charlie—are goin'—to sea
- -and we shail all miss—you—-und you—
must—trust—your heaveniy Father.”

That afternoon the Albatross lifted its
wings and bore away to sea Charlie May,
who, by the time the night shut down,

e

'nble a being as ever went to sea from
that port.

Grandmother's words continued to ring
in his ears, " You must trust your hea-
venly Father.”

He was not a praying boy., He (n-
tended to begin a life of prayer some
time and trust that heavenly Father who
carries the sea in the hollow of hie
hand.  But there is nothing casler to
postpone than good  {ntentions, Day
after day went by anu Charlio’s life wis
prayerless. His conscience, though, was
not at case.

‘I he Albatross was gliding one day not
very far from land, Rigged in his sallor
suft, a satlor cap on his head, his feet
bare, Charlle had climbed up into the
rigging to discharge a little duty in-
trusted to him by Captain Johuson, and.
having attended to it, halted on his
Journey back to the deck.

What were coming ?

Birds ?

* Why, why,” he said; “ look at them !
They seem to think I am a friend. This
is interesting.”

It was Interesting, and it set Charlie
to thinking.

Down the rigging he went, saying Lo
himself, “ Grandmother's birds of .rust,
and I haven't prayed yet !

* Why don't you do it now ?” gaid a
voice,

" Now ?” thought Charlie.
not ready."

**1s not God ready ? Which is of tho
greater importance, your readiness to go
to God, or God's readiness to recelve
you 7"

* Oh, God's readiness, of course.”

“ Very well; you have been thinking
of this matter a long, long time, saying

“QOh, I am

vou ought to do it, and meaning to do it,
and not fully happy because delaying to
do it. You do it now.”

‘* Where ?”

“Oh, anywhere that you have a
chance.”

* The birds are gone and I might do it
here, but I am too near the deck. I-—I—
had rather do it down in the forecastle.
Some of the sallors, though, are probably
there. I want to be all alone.”

** Go higher and you will be alone.”

¢ I—I—I'1l try.”

“Say, ‘I will do it.” God takes people
anywhere. The water might seem to
be a poor place to pray in, but people
struggling in the water are very glad to
look up to God and trust him there.
Clmb up! Go higher! Pray up
there !

Captain Johnson wondered why Charlie
May stayed so lung up in the rigging.

‘“Why, it that chap isn’'t up—up—on
the main topgailant yard !*

Yes, all alone, looking as if he were
up near the blue sky, a2 sallor boy was
praying on the inain topgallant yard. It
seemed to him as if he were doing it
very poorly, but it was an honest effort

trust him, all in the name of the dear
Saviour who died for him. An honest
eftort ltke that does not God bless ?

Charlle May always thought of {t as
the hour when up Jn the air he gave
soul and body to his heavenly Father.
Ho did not take back the gift. Such a
gift must be made for eternity.

When Cbarlie reached the deck again
he heard the capiain say to the first
mate :

* Something ‘is coming! Don’'t know

what, but it i3 a change in the weather.
Make everything snug.”

by a sailor boy to let God take him, to.

*“ Aye, aye, sir!”

That night the Albatross was tossing
in a rough sea. Down In his berth
Charlie heard the volce of tho sturm,
but he felt tha* he was one of grand-
mother's birds of trust. Out in the
oceun 3od was taking care of him.

You Fellows in the OCity.

You fellows in the city, don't you some-
times wigh that you

Could sit out on the kitchen vorch just

like you used to do,

look across the meadows at the

distant spires of towa,

\While behind the black west woodland
the red sun tlitered down,

While the evening winds were snapping
the blossoms from the trees,

And the old dog looked up at you with
his paws upon your kneces ?

There's no spot that you love better be-
neath the azure dome,

Than the kingdom of your boyhood—the
old farm home.

And

“SEVENTY TIMES SEVEN."
BY SARY 8. DANIELS.

John and Gladys were on the plazza
Monday afternoon. Gladys had a box
of bright-coloured glass beads, from
which she was making a necklace for
sweet Alice, her doll. There were to
be a ruby, an emerald, a topaz, and an
amethyst necklace. The unfinished
strings were laid carefully on the little
work-table beslde her, as she selected
the beads of each colour.

John was playing cars. He had a
train made up of his old box cart for

the freight, his new express waggon as
the passenger coach, and the doll's car-
riage for a parlour car. He himself
was the engine, and he was steaming
and tooting with all his might.

“ Don’t come here, Johr,” said Gladys,
as he came rattling around the corner
of the plazza., dangerously near her
table. * This station is on a branch
road, and the train don’t run to it.”

“Chco! Choo!” said the englue,
switching off.

“ Take care, John,” said Gladys again,
a few minutes later, as the train came
still mearer. *“I am afrald you'll upset
the table and spill my beads.™

“Choo! Choo! Ding-a-ling'

Away went the train. But the en-
gincer must have been very forgetful,
for presently the train came driving
around at full speed, and before it could
be stopped the table was overturned and
its contents were rolling in all direc-
tions.

*O John,” said Gladys, her face scarlet
with vexation, “ what did 1 tell you

Then she storped suddenly. as if she
had just remembered something. John
looked at the scattered beads in dismay.

“I'm awfullv sorry, Glad.” he "bhegan.
*Indeed, T didn’t mean to spoil your
pretty things® T'll help you pick them
up and string them again.”

John was always sorry, but it did not
make him careful.

*“Never mind, John,”
quietly: *“1'll forgive you.”

She had heen thinking hard for a
minpute of the lesson the minister read
in church Sunday :

**Then came Peter to him, and sald,
Iord, how oft shall my brother sin
agajnst me, and I forgive him 7 ull
seven times ? Jesus saith unto him, I

sald Gladys,

-

say not unto thee, Until soven times;
but, Until seventy times seven.”

Gladys had a quick temuper which gave
her a great deal of trouble, but she was
carnestly trying to bo good, and resolved
to obey this lesson,

John looked grateful as well as pent
teat. Ho know Giadys had reason to
be vexed with him; and he had expected
she would take hor doll'a carrlago out
of hlg train at the very least.

But Gladys was saylng to herself,
*Seventy times seven. That's four
hundred and ninety. [I'l! forgive hlm
four hundred and ninety times, but after
that—**  She ahut her lips tight. Some-
how she felt as if a little discipline
might bo better for heedless John tham
80 much forgivoness.

Gladys was a very wide-awnke Uttle
gir], always seekinz queations and try-
ing to undorstand things. So she knew,
somothing about keeping accounts from
sceing mamma’s housckeeping books.

*“1I'll have to keep a forgivenerss ac-
count,” she thought, 80 as to knox
whep t's soventy timos seven.'

So before she went to bed she wrote
at the top of a clean page in her 1nsat
gear's copy-book : * List of tho times T
forgive John,” and under thia. * Mon-
day. For spilling my beads.”

But Just then she romembered that
that very day she upset a biock tower

that John had buiit to show papa when
he cameo home, and John had not been
the lenst cross with her.

“1 suppoge I ought to count that on
the other side.” satd Giadys, who had 2
very strong senso of justice.

So after thinking a minute or two she
wrote slowly on the opposite page -
*The times John forgives me : Monday.
For knocking down his tower.”

And af course thls made her and John

The next day the !ist on her page was
longer. ‘Then for two or threo days
they were even agaln.

Saturday was one of thoso days when
everybody seems to go wrong: and when
Gladys conscien‘iously made up her ac-

And of course this made them even.
had forgiven her four times more than
she had forgiven him.

On Sunday there was nothing to put
down on either side. Monday ended a
week, and Gledys * eadded up.”

Her list seemed long: but, alas ; after
the times John had forgiven her, there
was nothing left to count toward tho
* geventy times seven.”

She had a long * think.” It had not
come out quite as she had expected. Be-
sides, she wanted to be perfectly fair:
and she could not help feeling that some
account should be taken of the timea
that others besldes John had been
patient with her. She had been
» thoughtless and provoking again and
' again, when mamma had been very
'gentle with her. Then there was the

day when she had annoyed the cook so:
l and cook had borne it all, and never told
j mamma how “trying® she had been.
Why, only that morning she had teased
poor pussy fully a quarter of an hour:
and even puss had not acratched ker, ax
she deserved. Gladys was beginning
to feel very humble.

“Y guess if 1 forgive ali I can, with-
{ out keeping any list, t% will take me all
my lite to make four hundred and ninety
times that ought to count,’” she whis-
pered. * Perhaps, after all, that was
what Jesus meant. I will try. Dear
Lord, help me to forgive always, as I
wish to be forgiven. '—Sunday-schuol
Times,

A REPRACTORY DIAMOND.

ONB OF REV. V. L. WATKINSON'E JLLUSTEA-
TIONS.

| We read the other day of an awkward
{ dtamond. The dlamond usually yields
| to the efforts of a grinding too!, which
| makes several thousand revolutions in a
minute. However, a large joweller in
l New York had to confess himself beaten
y some time ago by a dizmond which had
: been submitted for a hundred days to a
grinding-whee! making twenty-elght
thousand revolutions per minute. The
{ dtamond came out of this ordea: in pre-
| clsary the sameo condition as before it
 was touched. The total distance repre-
{ seated by the revolutions of the gr.nd-
ing-wheet was equivalent to threc times
the circumference of the globe, and In
i this instance the ordinary welght of two
 pounds was replaced by one of forty
y pounds. The only cffect of the combat
« »as to put the laptdary on the sick-lis
{ from exhaustion. After tbis experiment
the jeweller gave up the task as hope-
less, and sent the diamond as 8 curlosity
, to the Sclentific Instituto of New York.
Reading about this askward gem
made us think of the refractonness of
+ men under the purifying and shaping
hand of God. How strangely ané
wickedly do we often reist his wise and
! patient treatment.
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2. The House of God, v. 12-16. G B3

it well.  I've been to all the hospitals

Where did Jesus go ?

Whom did he drive out ?

What did he overthrow ?

For what purpuse was the temple de-
signed ?

From what Scripture did Jesus quote ?
Isa. 6. 7.

What bad these people made of the
temple ?

Wiho came to Jesus {n the temple ¢

Who were troubled by his miracles ?

What songs did the priests hear which
displensed them ?

What question did they ask ? B

in the city, and they've done all they
know how for me, hut it hasn't done any
good. I'll never be well {n this world.
1f ma could only be at home sometimes
I wouldn’t care so much; but it's just
anful luvesomie. and Jenans and the rest
like to play outside, then I am all alone.” !

“Do you know that Jesus loves you,
Harry 2 asked the caller. The poor,
little, prematurely-old  countenance
brightened up as the child replied :

* Why, that's all I have to comfort me,
wa'am! 1 le here all day and think

about Jesus, and how he loves me, and |

Beneath his hand the marvel grew;
He brake and blessed, and brake again;
The loaves were neither small nor few ;

For, as we knovw, it came to pass
That hungry thousands there were feqd,
While sitting on the fresh green grass,
From that onme bdasketful of bread.

If from hls home the Jad that ¢ay
His five small loaves had failed to
take,
Would Christ have wrought—can any
83y ?—
That miracle beside the lake ?
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reen,
Sprays of Northern Pine, By Fergus
P Iggckenzie. J

The Land of the Lion and the

Ostrich. 2
By Gordon Stables, M.D., C. M, £

Through Fire and Through Water, By &
r&.sr.muingm.u el

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Bethodist Book-and Pyblishiog House, Turdhta:
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John Armiger'e Rovenge, By P. Hay P 3
Huater.
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Charlie is My Darling. By Anne Beale, '*3
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